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JOTTINGS  AND  JOURNEYING 8  IN  SPAIN. 


ABOADIE  F.N  ESPAGNE. 


SPAIN,”  said  Talleyrand,  “is  a  country  in 
which  two  and  two  make  five.”  Seem¬ 
ing  so  to  a  Frenchman,  an  American  might  be 
pardoned  if  he  believed  it  a  land  in  which  two 
and  two  made  six,  or  any  other  number.  An¬ 
cient  Iberia  is  certainly  a  region  of  the  unex¬ 
pected.  It  is  full  of  surprises  and  disappoint¬ 
ments.  Nothing  ever  happens  there  as  one 
supposes  it  will,  and  the  knowledge  of  to-dav 
is  ever  contradicted  by  the  experience  of  to- 
morroAv.  For  more  than  three  centuries  the 
country  has  been  an  enigma,  politically,  relig¬ 
iously,  and  socially,  that  no  other  European  na¬ 
tion  could  solve  ;  and  its  present  condition  aug¬ 
ments  its  anomaly.  Where  else  could  we  hope 
to  find  a  queen  without  a  dominion,  and  a  king¬ 
dom  without  a  king  ?  They  who  have  never 
visited  Spain  may  wonder ;  but  those  who  have 
been  there  will  be  incapable  of  new  surprises. 


The  land  where  “yes”  means  “no,”  and  “im¬ 
mediately”  “  next  week” — where  inn-keepers 
assure  you  they  have  every  delicacy,  Avhen  they 
know  they  are  besieged  by  starvation — where 
there  are  rivers  without  bridges,  and  bridges 
without  rivers — where  highwaymen  rob  you  of 
your  last  escudo,  and  then  piously  commend 
your  soul  to  God — where  “princely  hospitali¬ 
ty”  signifies  fleas  for  bed-fellows  and  garlic  for 
breakfast — the  land  where  are  all  these  and 
many  other  contradictions  soon  prepares  you 
for  whatever  may  happen. 

Land  of  romance  and  superstition,  of  chivalry 
and  bigotry,  of  Lope  de  Vega  and  Cervantes,  of 
Cortez  and  the  Cid,  of  Moorish  refinement  and 
Gothic  rudeness,  of  the  Alhambra  and  the  In¬ 
quisition,  of  heroism  and  persecution,  of  art  and 
assassination,  of  poetry  and  intrigue,  of  splendor 
and  squalor,  we  haim  all,  at  some  time,  built 
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gorgeous  castles  upon  your  mountain-sides,  and 
viewed  with  rapture  our  broad  estates  watered 
by  the  Xenil  and  Guadalquivir.  We  shall 
never  see  you  as  you  appeared  to  us  in  our 
youthful  dreams,  for  the  outward  eye  dispels 
the  visions  of  imagination  ruthlessly  and  for¬ 
ever.  Your  moonlight  will  never  fall  so  soft, 
even  ir.  Andalusia,  nor  your  guitars  drop  such 
sweetness,  though  under  the  towers  of  Se¬ 
ville,  as  came  to  us  when  reverie  blossomed  in 
the  rich  soil  of  the  heart.  The  splendors  of 
Cordova’s  cathedral  will  lessen  when  we  stand 
in  its  marble  aisles ;  and  the  nightingales  will 
never  fill  the  evening  with  such  music  as  they 
did  before  our  wandering  feet  had  borne  us  to 
the  ancient  palace  of  the  Moorish  kings. 

When  I  first  went  whirling  over  the  soil  (in 
America  we  should  call  it  creeping),  in  the 
midst  of  cigarette-smoke  that  made  the  com¬ 
partment  look  like  a  miniature  edition  of  the 
Blue  Grotto  of  Capri,  and  when,  trying  to  smile 
serenely  at  the  three  sallow  cabaileros  opposite, 
who  sat  dignifiedly  smoking  me  to  death,  I  heard 
at  the  stations,  “Valladolid,’’  “Madrid,”  “Se¬ 
ville,”  “  Granada,”  roared  out  in  gutturals  fra¬ 
grant  with  garlic;  my  noble  castles  crumbled, 
and  the  raw  wind  of  the  Sierras  swept  down 
and  chilled  ray  buds  of  sentiment  to  death. 

If  quite  different  from  what  fancy  and  ro¬ 
mance  had  painted  it,  I  was  very  glad  to  see 
Spain,  and  my  memory  of  it  is  still  most  wel¬ 
come.  Three  things  I  have  found  needful  to  a 
satisfactory  visit — patience,  politeness,  and  pe¬ 
setas. 

Armed  with  these,  I  could  be  mildly  seraphic 


on  trains  that  seemed  as  if  they  would  never 
start,  and  could  inquire  unmoved  for  “accom¬ 
modations”  at  the  homeliest  posada. 

As  all  travelers  know,  the  impression  a  strange 
country  makes  depends  largely  on  what  they  see 
first — on  the  way  they  enter  it.  To  visit  Spain 
advantageously  it  is  best  to  go,  as  I  did,  from 
France  across  the  Pyrenees,  instead  of  going, 
as  many  do,  from  Cadiz  through  picturesque 
Andalusia  to  the  less  favored  provinces,  ending 
with  the  dreariness  and  sterility  of  the  Castiles. 
No  two  cities  on  the  Continent  are  more  differ¬ 
ent  than  Paris  and  Madrid ;  and  such  quaint 
and  curious  towns  as  Vittoria,  Burgos,  and  Val¬ 
ladolid  prepared  me  for  the  strange  kingdom  I 
had  entered. 

No  person  need  be  told  when  he  has  crossed 
the  confines  of  the  French  empire.  Having 
done  so,  I  saw  at  once  I  was  among  another 
people  —  almost  in  another  world.  No  more 
the  vivacious  and  mercurial  manner  of  the  Gaul 
greeted  nje ;  but  in  its  stead  the  grave  and 
measured  deportment  of  the  representative  of 
half  a  dozen  races.  The  train  on  which  I  trav¬ 
eled,  though  the  creation  of  French  capital, 
seemed  affected  by  the  soil  and  atmosphere  of 
Sp.ain.  Its  speed  was  retarded ;  it  was  ham¬ 
pered  with  delays  at  every  station ;  it  became 
the  victim  of  endless  formalities  that  threatened 
never  to  untangle  themselves.  I  discovered  I 
must  undergo  a  certain  acclimating  process  of 
mind  as  well  as  of  body.  The  mood  and  bear¬ 
ing  that  had  served  me  elsewhere  on  the  Con¬ 
tinent  would  not  support  me  there.  I  had  found 
that  pretended  loss  of  temper  and  assumed  vio- 
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lence  of  manner  are  beneficial  in  France,  Ger¬ 
many,  and  Italy;  but  in  Spain  they  only  defeat 
the  tourist’s  ends. 

Peninsular  travel  is  favorable  to  one  of  the 
highest  Christian  virtues,  resignation.  This  is 
less  difficult  to  practice  the  moment  one  dis¬ 
covers  it  is  absolutely  necessary.  Job  would 
have  found  his  sphere  in  Spain ;  at  least,  the 
need  of  exercising  his  characteristic  quality. 
If  the  patient  are  the  strong,  they  who  have 
“  done”  Spain  should  have  few  weaknesses.  I 
am  confident  that  I  have  an  outward  calmness 
and  a  degree  of  self-discipline  I  never  owned 
before  I  crossed  the  Pyrenees.  I  have  had  my 
patience  tried  all  the  way  from  Pamplona  to 
Cadiz,  from  Badajoz  to  Barcelona,  and  though 
I  may  have  lost  my  temper,  I  never  advertised 
for  its  return.  Spanish  officials  are  often  very 
provoking ;  but  they  won’t  be  hurried,  and  can’t 
be  bullied  to  advantage.  Inn-keepers  hold  as 
an  article  of  faith  that  their  patrons  are  immor¬ 
tal,  and  that  a  breakfast  ordered  at  eight  in  the 
morning  will  answer  quite  as  well  at  the  same 
hour  in  the  evening.  But  if  you  use  even  such 
mild  and  allowable  oaths  as  Carai,  Caramha,  or 
Vaga  listed  al  deinonio,  you  will  not  help  your 
case.  Show  a  certain  energy  in  politeness,  a 
perseverance  of  courtesy,  and  you  will  be  duly 
rewarded. 

I  remember  at  Valladolid  that,  after  ordering 
a  bottle  of  rvine  again  and  again  at  the  Fonda 
Universal,  and  failing  to  get  it  in  four  hours,  I 
sent  for  the  host,  and  told  him  I  supposed  his 
crowded  house  (it  had  but  two  more  visitors  be¬ 
sides  myself)  prevented  him  from  attending  to 
m4j  but  that  if  he  would  not  keep  me  waiting 
more  than  six  hours  longer,  I  should  esteem 
him  tlie  noblest  of  gentlemen.  The  wine  came 
withinvfive  minutes,  and  afterward  I  had  no  fur¬ 
ther  cause  to  complain  of  delay. 

In  driving  about  Burgos  I  could  not  induce 
my  calesero  to  go  beyond  a  snail’s  pace  until  I 
told  him  I  was  in  no  haste  whatever,  but  that 
his  mule  was  walking  in  his  sleep,  and  might 
fall  and  hurt  himself.  He  replied,  ‘■‘‘Muchas 
gracias,  Senor,”  and  whipped  up  in  fine  style 
for  the  remainder  of  the  afternoon. 

As  respects  manners,  the  Spaniards  deem 
themselves  the  politest  people  on  the  planet, 
of  which  they  think  Spain  much  the  best  and 
by  far  the  most  important  part.  If  manners 
do  not  make  the  man  on  the  Peninsula,  they 
go  far  toward  insuring  his  comfort  or  its  oppo¬ 
site.  The  natives  are  certainly  managed  by 
manners.  Any  departure  from  civility,  how¬ 
ever  small,  is  always  resented,  and  strict  ob¬ 
servation  of  it  attended  with  remunerative  re¬ 
sults.  One  of  their  proverbs,  “Politeness  gets 
what  money  can’t  purchase,”  experience  has 
often  taught  me  the  truth  of.  The  Spaniards, 
naturally  courteous,  expect  courtesy  from  oth¬ 
ers,  and  appreciate  it  to  the  fullest.  When 
you  travel,  never  light  a  cigar  or  cigarette 
without  offering  one  to  those  in  the  same  car¬ 
riage.  They  won’t  take  it  unless  urged  ;  but  it 
is  the  custom  of  the  country  ;  it  shows  you  are 


a  man  of  the  world  and  of  good-breeding.  A 
Spaniard  always  refuses  once — that  is  etiquette 
— and  you  must  do  likewise ;  but  when  he  is 
invited  a  second  time  he  accepts.  At  a  cafe 
or  restaurant,  if  you  order  coffee,  chocolate,  or 
wine,  breakfast  or  dinner,  and  there  are  per¬ 
sons  at  the  same  table,  invite  them  to  join  you. 
It  will  cost  you  nothing,  for  they  won’t  do  it  ; 
but  the  invitation  will  advance  you  in  their  es¬ 
timation. 

Lifting  the  hat  when  entering  the  presence 
of  others  is  more  imperative  in  Spain  than  in 
France  or  Italy.  Not  to  do  so  in  a  diligencia, 
railway  coach,  or  a  room,  is  thought  a  viola¬ 
tion  of  good-manners,  if  not  a  positive  offense. 
I  have  seen  sensitive  Castilians  look  angry, 
even  fierce,  and  twirl  their  mustache  with  of¬ 
fended  dignity,  when  foreigners  neglected  to 
raise  their  hats.  But  when  the  careless  per¬ 
sons  remembered,  and  complied  -with  the  de¬ 
mand  of  etiquette,  the  sallow  faces  relaxed, 
and  a  gleam  of  good-humor  darted  out  of  the 
jet-black  eyes.  Hat-lifting  and  cigar-giving 
are  passports  to  good  treatment  every  where. 
Many  strangers  have  made  fast  friends  by  such 
simple  means.  Should  I  be  sent  to  Madrid  on 
a  diplomatic  mission,  I  should  engage  a  serv¬ 
ant  specially  to  elevate  my  sombrero,  and  a  to¬ 
bacconist  to  supply  me  constantly  with  the  best 
of  Havanas.  By  liberal  use  of  both,  I  think 
I  could  manage  the  ministers  as  well  as  the 
Cortes. 

The  inhabitants  of  the  different  provinces; 
though  they  know  and  care  little  about  each 
other,  all  consider  themselves  Spaniards,  and 
as  such  are  jealous  of  their  dignity  and  reputa¬ 
tion.  They  are  very  nice  as  to  their  personal 
honor  (pwndono?-),  and  regard  themselves  as 
gentlemen,  whatever  their  station  in  life,  and 
the  peer  of  any  foreigner,  be  his  position  or 
rank  what  it  may.  They  often  appear  cold  and 
reserved ;  but  they  are  easily  won,  and  once 
conciliated  are  extremely  obliging.  Etiquette 
is  very  rigid  wdth  them,  and  never  departed 
from  in  public.  When  you  visit  any  one  form¬ 
ally  the  proper  costume  is  black,  as  it  is  wdth 
us.  If  the  person  you  have  called  on  be  out, 
you  write  on  the  corner  of  your  card  E.  P.  (en 
persona),  and  leave  it  with  the  servant.  First 
visits  demand  marked  courtesy,  which  means 
nothing  unless  it  is  repeated  at  the  second  visit. 
If  you  are  welcome  you  will  be  conducted  to 
the  best  room,  placed  on  the  right-hand  of  the 
sofa,  and  j'our  hat  treated  with  as  much  consid¬ 
eration  as  yourself,  your  host  seizing  it  ardently 
and  placing  it  on  a  vacant  chair.  As  you  take 
leave  of  a  lady  you  say,  “I  hurl  myself  at  your 
feet.  Madam”  (A  los  pies  de  usted,  Senord)  ;  and 
she  responds,  with  an  eloquent  casting  down  of 
the  eyelids  and  a  graceful  sweep  of  her  fan,  “I 
kiss  your  hand.  Sir”  (Heso  d  usted  la  mono,  Sen¬ 
or),  for  the  reason,  perhaps,  that  neither  you 
nor  she  intend  to  do  any  thing  of  the  kind. 
Then  she  looks  tender,  and  uses  the  phrase, 
“May  you  depart  with  God,  and  continue  w'ell” 

( Vago  usted  con  Dios  que  usted  lo  qiase  bien)  J 
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Whereupon  you  assume  a  theologically  gallant 
air — to  be  acquired  only  in  Spain — and  reply, 
“  May  you  remain  with  God”  (^Quede  usted  con 
Dios') ! 

The  name  of  the  Deity  occupies  a  very  prom¬ 
inent  place  in  Peninsular  phraseology,  and  is 
employed  under  a  variety  of  circumstances. 
Your  dearest  friend  intrusts  you  to  the  Divine 
keeping  as  he  folds  you  in  his  embrace;  and 
the  robber  does  the  same  when  he  points  his 
blunderbuss  at  your  head,  and  gently  requests 
you  to  stand  and  deliver. 

Men  are  treated  very  differently  from  women 
by  Spanish  ladies.  These  seldom  rise  on  re¬ 


ceiving  the  former,  or  offer  their  hand,  or  ac¬ 
cept  the  arm  of  their  escort;  but  they  kiss  the 
latter  at  coming  and  going.  The  striking  con¬ 
trast  is  thought  to  arise  from  inherent  feminine 
coquettishness,  the  dark-eyed  Castilians  desir¬ 
ing  to  show  men  what  delights  they  are  de¬ 
barred  from  by  reason  of  their  sex.  One  of 
the  reasons  assigned  by  the  women  for  not  giv¬ 
ing  their  hand  to  their  masculine  friends  is,  that 
the  doing  so  disarranges  their  mantilla;  and  an¬ 
other,  that  it  is  likely  to  be  mistaken  for  a  mat¬ 
rimonial  intention.  The  Spanish  men,  who 
are  always  saying  ill-natured  and  cynical  things 
about  the  other  sex,  declare  the  mantilla  is  a 
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much  more  serious  matter  than  marriage  ;  that 
an  ill-fitting  garment  is  more  difficult  to  man¬ 
age  than  a  poor  husband. 

Unless  a  Spaniard  presses  you  again  and 
again  to  repeat  your  visit,  and  assures  you  his 
house  is  yours,  and  it  and  all  it  contains  at  your 
disposal,  you  can  conclude  you  are  not  welcome; 
that  you  have  not  created  a  favorable  impression. 
Birthdays  are  made  much  of,  and  when  they 
occur  formal  visits  are  expected.  New-Year’s 
is  devoted  to  calls,  as  on  this  side  of  the  sea, 
and  presents,  remarkable  for  their  fitness  rather 
than  value,  are  often  made  to  those  on  whom 
you  caU. 


It  is  etiquette  to  avoid  the  appearance  of  be¬ 
ing  alone  with  a  lady  within  doors ;  so  that  on 
entering  a  drawing-room  you  must  leave  the 
door  open,  or  at  least  ajar,  if  she  be  unattend¬ 
ed.  Spaniards  are  jealous  and  suspicious,  and 
inclined  to  put  the  worst  construction  upon  ap¬ 
pearances  and  opportunities.  They  never  trust 
their  women ;  and  for  that  reason,  no  doubt,  are 
often  deceived.  It  is  the  tendency  of  our  na¬ 
ture  to  be  no  better  than  the  opinion  held  of 
us. 

I  have  found  it  wholly  beneath  the  Iberian 
dignity  to  be  in  haste;  and  as  the  people  have 
little  to  do,  and  less  inclination  to  do  it,  no  one 
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is  concerned  about  time.  Business,  in  our  sense, 
is  either  unknown  or  tliought  a  foreign  innova¬ 
tion  ;  and  all  engagements  in  the  Peninsula  are 
kept  as  loosely  as  some  of  the  Commandments. 
The  Spanish  are  very  reserved  and  taciturn  to 
strangers ;  but  with  their  acquaintances  they  are 
confidential  and  talkative.  One  of  the  penalties 
of  Peninsular  friendship  is  the  amount  of  time  re¬ 
quired  for  its  sustainment.  To  pass  your  friend 
in  the  prado  or  alafneda  with  a  single  nod  and 
“good-morning”  would  be  an  ofiense.  You 
must  not  only  stop ;  you  must  inquire  with 
many  high-flown  compliments  after  his  health, 
that  of  his  wife,  his  children,  and  all  his  near 
relatives.  Unless  you  exercise  some  energy, 
you  will  be  kept  a  quarter  of  an  hour  or  more 
in  idle  talk;  or,  perhaps,  be  carried  off  to  a 
cafe  to  drink  a  cup  of  chocolate  or  a  bottle 
of  wine,  and  discuss  the  news  and  scandal  of 
the  day.  If  you  meet  him  near  your  hotel  or 
lodging-house,  you  must  invite  him  in,  though 
he  is  not  expected  to  enter.  Should  you  un¬ 
dertake  a  luncheon  or  dinner  in  the  house  of 
a  friend,  eat  heartily  if  you  would  stand  well 
with  him,  even  if  your  appetite  revolts.  You 
can  never  convince  your  host  you  appreciate 
his  hospitality  unless  you  consume  a  certain 
amount  of  food. 

The  American  custom  of  paying  for  your 
acquaintances  in  a  cafe  or  restaurant  prevails 
in  Spain,  though  nowhere  else  on  the  Conti¬ 
nent.  You  have  more  latitude  there  than 
here ;  for  you  have  the  privilege  of  settling 
the  bills  of  ladies  you  don’t  know,  if  you  like 
their  appearance,  by  informing  the  waiter  pri¬ 
vately  that  such  is  your  intention.  Formerly 
gentlemen  who  went  on  shopping  expeditions 
were  in  the  habit  of  paying  for  every  thing 
their  fair  friends  bought,  so  that  gallantry  be¬ 
came  an  expensive  luxury.  It  used  to  be  said 
in  Andalusia,  where  women  are  more  coquet¬ 
tish  and  extravagant  than  in  the  North,  that  a 
long  purse  was  needed  for  a  short  walk  with  a 
lady.  The  custom  is  quite  obsolete  now ;  and 
she  who  allows  you  to  make  purchases  for  her 
is  supposed  to  be  devoid  of  high-breeding,  if 
not  of  unexceptional  morals.  They  say  in  Se¬ 
ville,  “Women  who  receive  money  never  pay 
in  the  same  coin.” 

In  the  fact  that  pesetas  render  excellent 
service  Spain  is  not  different  from  the  rest  of 
Europe.  In  Great  Britain,  France,  Italy,  and 
Germany  you  receive  perpetual  intimations  to 
open  your  purse  ;  but  on  the  Peninsula  you  are 
ofteit  led  to  infer  that  what  you  want  can’t  be 
had  on  any  account.  You  are  constantly  met 
with  Quien  sabef  Es  imposible;  Eso  ne  puede 
ser ;  and  the  phrases  are  accompanied  with  so 
much  gravity  and  such  apparent  sincerity  that 
you  are  inclined  to  believe  them  true.  But 
they  are  merely  designed  to  heighten  the  effect 
of  removing  the  difficulties  that  stand  in  the 
way  of  your  pleasure.  A  few  pesetas  will  melt 
the  most  formidable  obstacles.  The  silver  key 
unlocks  galleries,  churches,  palaces,  monaster¬ 
ies,  and  the  secretest  of  all  secret  chambers. 


We  Anglo-Saxons  think  time  is  money.  The 
Iberians  hold  time  as  nothing,  money  as  every 
thing.  They  have  an  aphorism,  somewhat  cyn¬ 
ical  of  course:  “When  the  heart  is  dead  to  love, 
it  hears  the  clink  of  coin  and  dances  to  its  tune.” 
If  a  Spaniard  of  the  lower  order  could  be  ener¬ 
getic,  in  an  American  sense,  he  would  be  so 
before  the  vision  of  a  purse  from  which  he  had 
hopes.  He  undergoes  a  revolution  when  he  has 
been  feed.  His  face  loses  its  grimness  after  his 
palm  has  been  crossed  with  silver,  and  he  no 
longer  persecutes  you  with  the  national  Quien 
sabef  which  is  intended  to  have  the  force  of  an 
overwhelming  negative.  He  who  journeys  be¬ 
yond  the  Pyrenees,  and  begrudges  custodians 
and  servants  their  propina,  puts  clogs  on  his  feet 
and  scales  before  his  eyes.  A  judicious  and  en¬ 
lightened  employment  of  money  has  been  to  me 
the  best  guide.  It  opened  doors  that  had  grown 
rusty  on  their  hinges,  and  revealed  to  me  what  I 
should  never  have  suspected.  Never  fear  from 
the  high  dignity  of  an  official  that  he  will  be 
offended  at  the  offer  of  money.  If  he  deems  it 
an  insult,  he  will  pocket  it  and  be  silent. 

Since  the  introduction  of  railways,  which,  be¬ 
ing  built,  as  I  have  said,  by  the  French,  are  not 
the  natural  outgrowth  of  the  country,  and  are 
far  in  advance  of  the  time,  the  character  of 
travel  is  very  different  from  what  it  was.  Rail¬ 
ways  are  destructive  to  romance  and  variety  of 
character ;  but  away  from  the  large  cities  and 
off  the  beaten  paths,  diligencias,  muleteers,  Ma- 
ragatos,  and  the  caches  de  colleras  still  appeared 
to  me  with  all  their  peculiar  surroundings. 
Whenever  I  could,  without  serious  inconven¬ 
ience,  travel  in  the  old-fashioned  and  pictur¬ 
esque  way,  I  always  did  ;  and  I  was  largely  the 
gainer  by  it,  for  I  saw  the  people,  and  their  cus¬ 
toms  and  peculiarities,  as  I  could  never  have 
done  otherwise. 

If  one  could  devote  two  or  three  years  to 
Spain,  and  were  as  indifferent  to  physical  dis¬ 
comfort  as  the  natives,  he  might  take  a  horse, 
or  rather  mule — the  national  animal — and  go 
in  pursuit  of  adventures  after  the  manner  of  La 
Mancha’s  knight.  Some  time  I  may  don  a  som¬ 
brero,  a  zammi-a  (fur  jacket),  the  indispensable 
alforjas  (saddle-bags),  in  which  a  Spaniard  car¬ 
ries  every  thing,  and,  mounted  on  an  Andalu¬ 
sian  steed,  accomplish  the  geography  of  the  Pe¬ 
ninsula.  But  before  I  undertake  that  I  will 
describe  what  I  have  already  seen. 

Every  body  who  does  not  go  by  -rail  travels 
by  diligeucia  in  Spain,  where  private  convey¬ 
ances  are  almost  unknown.  When  royalty  ex¬ 
isted  there  it  was  content  with  the  diligencia. 
Don  Francisco  de  Paula,  the  Infante,  so  trans¬ 
ported  himself  and  his  family  from  the  capital 
to  the  sea-coast ;  and  the  reason  Don  Enrique 
gave  for  not  going  to  Madrid  to  marry  the 
Queen  was,  that  he  found  it  impossible  to  secure 
a  place  in  the  vehicle.  The  diligencia  is  lum¬ 
bering  and  ungainly  enough ;  but  it  furnishes 
far  better  company  than  in  France  or  Italy.  I 
always  felt  as  if  I  had  slipped  back  to  the  early 
part  of  the  century  when  I  found  myself  rum- 
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bling  over  tlie  Castiles  or  Granada,  inhaling 
cigarette  smoke,  dreaming  under  the  soft  night 
of  la  hella  incognita's  eyes,  or  watching  the  move¬ 
ments  of  the  mayoral  (guard),  who,  armed  to 
the  teeth,  would  pass,  -without  the  least  change, 
for  Jose  Maria  himself.  The  guard,  like  the 
mounted  escort,  is  usually  a  retired  robber  who 
has  been  pardoned  and  pensioned,  and  would 
gladly  return  to  his  purse-taking  if  it  were  as 
profitable  as  it  used  to  be.  No  doubt  there  is 
often  an  understanding  between  the  guard  and 
escort  and  the  gentlemen  of  the  road  (in  Spain, 
as  in  the  United  States,  every  body  claims  to 
be  a  gentleman,  and  stealing  and  throat-cutting 
are  not  considered  bars  to  the  distinction);  and 
this  understanding  prevents  the  plundering  of 
passengers,  except  in  isolated  instances.  Dili- 
gencias  are  sometimes  four  or  five  days  and 
nights  on  the  road ;  and  as  all  the  passengers 
are  locked  up  together,  and  as  Spaniards  of 
both  sexes  are  very  susceptible  to  good-humoi", 
politeness,  or  a  proverb,  a  person  of  a  philo¬ 
sophical  turn  of  mind  has  an  excellent  opportu¬ 
nity  to  study  manners,  character,  and  costumes. 
The  -way-side  inns  are  rarely  good  ;  but  a  grati- 
jicaciondta  will  thicken  the  chocolate,  improve 
the  salad,  increase  the  freshness  of  the  eggs, 
and  whiten  the  bed-linen  amazingly.  Various 
have  been  the  comedies  and  melodramas  that 
have  had  the  diligencia  for  a  stage ;  and  the 
haps  and  mishaps  at  the  jjosadas  furnish  variety 
and  zest  to  the  journey,  as  bacon  does  to  the 
famous  olla  podrida. 

Muleteers  are  not  to  be  separated  from  Spain, 
though  they  are  steadily  disappearing  before  the 
Avhistle  of  the  locomotive.  They  represent  the 
genuine  character  of  the  country ;  seem  half 
Moorish,  and  are  called  arrieros,  from  their  ay-re, 
arre,  which  corresponds  to  our  “gee  up,  gee 
up.”  I  should  not  have  seen  Honda  and  Gran¬ 
ada  to  advantage  without  the  assistance  of  the 
muleteer,  who,  being  constantly  on  the  road, 
knows  every  thing  that  is  occurring,  and  col¬ 
lects  a  fund  of  facts  and  gossip  that  is  invalu¬ 
able  to  the  travelejr.  A  more  careless,  inde¬ 
pendent,  happy-go-lucky  fellow  than  the  arriero 
I  have  not  found  on  the  Continent.  Walking 
by  the  side  of  his  patient  beasts,  or  sitting  upon 
his  cargo,  with  his  legs  hanging  over  the  neck 
of  one  of  the  animals,  listening  to  the  disagree¬ 
able  monotony  of  the  leader's  wooden-clappered 
bell,  or  singing  dismally  a  dismal  ditty,  he  was 
to  me  the  type  of  the  peculiar  ciyilization  that 
surrounds  him.  He  smokes  and  swears  and 
sings  by  turns;  carries  his  guitar  and  his  gun, 
and  is  ready  alike  for  business  gay  or  business 
grave,  for  a  serenade  or  a  homicide.  The  guit¬ 
ar  and  the  gun,  which  are  seen  together  in  the 
Asturias  no  less  than  in  Granada,  and  which 
no  Spaniard  can  get  along  without,  reveal  the 
softness  and  the  sternness,  the  tenderness  and 
the  cruelty,  the  gallant  and  the  revengeful  traits 
of  the  national  character. 

The  muleteer  is  at  bottom  a  fellow  of  sterling 
qualities — honest,  industrious,  and  good-na¬ 
tured,  unless  affronted,  when  he  becomes,  from 


his  stubborn  courage  and  sinewy  frame,  a  for¬ 
midable  enemy.  The  landscape  of  the  coun¬ 
try  will  lack  completeness  when  it  loses  the 
muleteers.  They  make  much  of  its  picturesque¬ 
ness  as  they  go  up  the  zigzag  mountain-paths, 
now  disappearing,  now  reappearing,  and  fill  the 
gloomy  defiles  and  aromatic  valleys  with  rude 
tinkling  bells  and  discordant  tunes.  Singing 
seems  their  favorite  occupation  ;  their  fondness 
for  vocal  exercise  arising  possibly  from  supersti¬ 
tion  (ineradicable  from  the  soil),  which  holds 
that  singing  frightens  away  evil.  If  evil  owns 
an  ear,  especially  a  cultivated  ear,  it  would  nat¬ 
urally  be  alarmed  at  the  high-pitched,  shattered 
notes  of  the  arriero,  who,  like  many  lovers  of 
the  interdicted,  sings  much  because  he  ought 
not  to  sing  at  all.  Spain  is  not  a  land  of  melo¬ 
dy  as  Italy  is.  The  voices  of  the  peasants  are 
generally  harsh  ;  and  the  bells,  so  silvery  sweet 
among  the  Apennines,  are  clangorous  and  grat¬ 
ing  beyond  the  Pyrenees. 

A  singular  species  of  muleteer  I  found  to  be 
the  Maragato,  whose  head-quarters  are  at  San 
Roman  in  Astorga.  He  preserves  his  costume, 
customs,  and  mode  of  life  like  the  Jew  and  gip¬ 
sy.  His  origin  is  questionable ;  he  does  not 
know  it  himself ;  but  he  seems  to  be  a  kind  of 
Bedouin,  to  whom  a  mule  supplies  the  place 
of  a  camel.  He  is  the  medium  of  traffic  be¬ 
tween  Galicia  and  the  Castiles ;  wears  leather 
jerkins,  cloth  gaiters,  red  garters,  and  a  slouch¬ 
ing  hat,  such  as  is  seen  in  Rembrandt’s  pic¬ 
tures  of  the  Dutch  burgomasters,  whom  indeed 
he  much  resembles.  The  attire  of  the  woman 
—  Maragata — is  still  more  unique,  wearing, 
when  she  is  married,  a  crescent-shaped  head¬ 
dress  that  looks  very  Moorish.  She  has  lier  hair 
unconfined  and  falling  over  her  shoulders,  her 
bodice  cut  square  on  the  bosom,  and  her  petti¬ 
coat,  resembling  an  apron,  hangs  loosely,  is  open 
before  and  behind,  and  confined  at  the  Itack 
with  a  bright-colored  sash.  She  is  very  fond 
of  jewelry  and  ornaments,  and  tricks  herself  out 
on  gala  days  with  huge  ear-rings,  chains  of  met¬ 
al  and  coral,  medals,  crosses,  relics,  and  what¬ 
ever  she  thinks  will  assist  to  make  her  superb. 
She  is  a  very  Oriental  and  picturesque-looking 
creature  in  what  is  considered  full  dress,  aiid 
suggests  both  the  Greek  peasant  and  the  Bar¬ 
bary  Jewess. 

I  was  fortunate  in  witnessing  a  wedding, 
which  is  a  very  formal  and  solemn  occasion 
among  the  Maragatos,  and  is  deemed  as  mo¬ 
mentous  there  as  when  celebrated  in  Fifth  Av¬ 
enue,  with  all  the  surroundings  that  tinsel  and 
tintinnabulation  can  lend.  I  was  informed  that 
those  who  enter  into  the  state  hold  it  to  be  the 
most  serious  step  in  life,  partaking  deeply  of  a 
religious  character.  The  ceremonies  were  ])e- 
culiar,  and  accompanied  with  a  feast.  Many 
were  bidden,  and  no  one  absented  Mmself  with¬ 
out  good  reason ;  for  it  is  considered  an  of¬ 
fense  to  remain  away.  When  the  guests  were 
all  assembled,  some  one  was  chosen  to  preside, 
and  the  president  put  into  an  open  dish  any  sum 
of  money  he  chose.  All  the  other  men  were 
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compelled  to  give  the  same  amount,  and  the  to¬ 
tal  was  handed  to  the  bride  as  a  gift. 

They  have  not  learned  yet  to  advertise  the 
contribution  and  the  names  of  the  contributors 
in  the  newspapers ;  but  that  fine  custom  will 
come  no  doubt  with  larger  enlightenment,  -when 
they  have  achieved  our  own  republican  simplic¬ 
ity  of  manner.  The  bride  was  attired  in  a  som¬ 
bre  mantle  that  covered  her  like  a  pall,  to 
which,  as  she  never  smiled  or  displayed  the 
least  gayety  while  under  its  folds,  it  may  fitly 
be  compared.  She  wore  it  all  day,  and  was 
never  to  put  it  on  again,  I  was  told,  until  her 
husband’s  death,  when  it  would  serve  for  a  gar¬ 
ment  of  mourning.  Though  invited  by  every 
one,  she  did  not  dance  on  the  day  of  the  cere¬ 
mony,  always  declining  very  gravely  with  the 
words,  “Noton  such  an  occasion  as  this.”  At 
sunrise  the  next  morning  two  roasted  chickens 
were  brought  to  the  bedside  of  the  married  pair, 
and  were  eaten  without  rising,  in  the  presence 
of  witnesses,  to  typify  that  their  lives  were 
united,  and  that  they  were  thereafter  to  have 
every  thing  in  common.  The  same  evening 
there  was  a  ball,  which  was  opened  by  the 
bride  and  bridegroom ,  but  the  dance  was  so 
slow  and  serious  that  it  hardly  deserved  the 
name. 

The  Maragatos  are  a  melancholy  people,  and 
take  all  their  pleasures  and  recreations  as  se¬ 
riously  as  if  they  had  been  born  in  America. 
They  can  be  seen  any  day  with  their  files  of 
Leon  mules — the  best  in  Spain — walking  along 
the  dusty  highway  to  La  Coruna,  swearing  and 
hurling  stones  in  true  arriero  style  at  their  pa¬ 
tient  beasts.  They  are  much  less  profane  than 
the  other  muleteers  ;  but  the  entire  class  believe 
violation  of  the  Third  Commandment  essential 
to  their  calling.  They  assured  me  that  it  is  'im¬ 
possible  to  manage  a  mule  without  swearing, 
and  have  a  saying  that  an  ass’s  ears  are  made 
long  to  catch  oaths. 

The  Maragatos  seemed  to  me  the  least  polite 
of  the  inhabitants  of  the  Peninsula,  and  to  Jiave 
a  greater  dislike  to  “  outside  barbarians’’  than 
any  of  their  countrymen,  all  of  whom  hold  for¬ 
eigners  as  quite  superfluous  in  the  plan  of  crea¬ 
tion.  It  may  be  for  this  reason  that  the  Mara¬ 
gatos  make  no  effort  to  prevent  their  mules 
from  brushing  wayfarers  or  horsemen  over  the 
declivities  of  the  mountain-paths,  with  the  pro¬ 
jecting  baggage  strapped  on  their  backs.  If 
they  succeeded  in  crowding  a  man  off  in  that 
manner,  I  doubt  if  they  would  stop  to  learn 
the  consequences,  but  would  comfort  them¬ 
selves  with  the  thought  that  no  foreigner  had 
a  right  to  interfere  with  the  progress  of  a  well- 
conditioned  mule. 

The  cache  de  colkras  (coach  of  horse-collars) 
is  passing  away,  but  I  saw  and  tried  it  several 
times  in  the  rural  districts  and  on  the  public 
roads,  at  a  distance  from  the  large  cities.  It 
is  very  like  the  English  lumbering  vehicle  of 
Queen  Anne’s  time,  and  the  French  equipage 
so  shapelessly  conspicuous  in  France  during 
Louis  XIV. ’s  reign,  and  which  we  still  see  in 


Vandermeulen’s  pictures  representing  the  state¬ 
ly  journeys  of  the  pretentious  monarch,  and  in 
the  specimens  preserved  in  the  Hotel  de  Cl  any. 
The  cache  is  as  tawdry,  awkward,  and  uncom¬ 
fortable  as  any  hidalgo  could  desire,  and  so 
harmonious  with  the  character  and  claims  of 
many  of  the  inflated  old  Dons  that  I  do  not 
wonder  they  have  been  loth  to  its  surrender. 
It  suggests  the  sixteenth  or  seventeenth  cen¬ 
tury  creeping  through  the  nineteenth  ;  but  is 
much  less  an  anachronism  in  Spain  than  it 
would  be  any  where  else. 

The  cache,  drawn  by  six  horses  or  mules,  is 
under  the  guidance  and  direction  of  the  master 
and  his  assistant  Qitozo'),  both  of  whom  are  often 
fantastically  attired  in  high-peaked  hats  worn 
over  a  bright -colored  handkerchief  fastened 
after  the  manner  of  a  turban,  a  gay  embroidered 
jacket,  plush  breeches,  a  red  or  yellow  sash, 
and  shoes  of  undressed  leather.  In  the  sash  is 
the  navaja  (knife)  that  all  the  peasants  carry, 
for  ordinary  and  extraordinary  use,  for  pacific 
and  hostile  purposes. 

No  Spaniard  of  the  humbler  class  is  without 
his  knife.  He  is  enamored  of  offensive  weap¬ 
ons,  seldom  going  any  where  without  his  gun, 
and  never  parting  company  with  his  blade.  He 
is  very  dextrous  with  the  navaja.  In  his  hands 
it  is  a  formidable  weapon.  He  wields  it  like  a 
gladiator  ;  can  hurl  it  with  precision,  and  drive 
the  blade  into  a  post  or  a  man  at  a  distance 
generally  reckoned  safe.  He  is  extremely  ig¬ 
norant  of  anatomy  as  a  science  ;  but  he  under¬ 
stands  it  socially;  that  is,  he  knows  the  exact 
spot  at  ■which  to  aim  a  mortal  blow,  and  can 
reach  the  heart  of  his  adversary  as  quickly  and 
surely  as  any  surgeon. 

The  mozo,  often  called  e/saynf  (strong  youth), 
is  one  of  the  most  energetic  of  Iberian  natures. 
He  is  a  thorough  factotum,  and  seems  incapa¬ 
ble  of  fatigue.  One  of  his  most  important  du¬ 
ties  is  to  pick  up  stones  on  the  highway  (all 
mules  on  the  Peninsula  are  driven  by  stones), 
and  discharge  them  at  the  beasts  during  the 
journey.  With  this  lapidcous  ammunition  he 
is  perpetually  supplied,  and  yet  he  uses  it  as 
lavishly  as  raw  recruits  do  their  cartridges  at 
their  first  engagement.  He  is  probably  the 
most  accomplished  swearer  of  the  whole  Jehu 
class,  who  are  all  proficient  enough  to  have  a 
cerulean  influence  on  the  atmosphere.  The 
variety  and  extent  of  his  oaths  are  astonishing ; 
but  he  makes  no  account  of  his  superiority  in 
this  regard,  and  is,  I  suspect,  quite  unconscious 
of  his  genius  for  the  profane.  There  is  no  saint 
in  the  calendar  and  no  evil  in  the  Decalogue  he 
does  not  couple.  He  anathematizes  all  created 
things,  and  if  his  invocations  were  answered  he 
would  bring  down  the  universe  in  fragments 
upon  his  irreverent  head.  The  ideal  and  ex¬ 
emplar  of  the  mozo  is  the  mayoral.  To  bo  reg¬ 
ularly  perched  on  the  box  and  be  intrusted 
with  the  exclusive  guidance  of  six  mules  is  his 
highest  aspiration,  and  he  believes,  with  a  sort 
of  quadrupedal  and  vehiculary  theology,  that  the 
gates  of  Paradise  are  just  broad  enough  to  ad-.  , 
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mit  the  cumbersome  coach  which  is  the  object 
of  his  hourly  worship. 

How  well  I  remember  the  preparation  and 
starting  from  a  way-side  posada  of  the  first  cache 
I  rode  in ! 

This  starting  is  an  event,  and  illustrative  of 
the  country.  The  attendant  circumstances  of 
getting  off  in  the  morning  were  full  of  drollery. 
Though  it  seemed  hardly  fair  for  an  American 
to  laugh  at  the  people  that  had  so  much  to  do 
with  the  discovery  of  his  country,  I  could  not 
help  it.  It  may  have  been  justifiable  for  their 
interference  in  our  then  rather  confused  inter¬ 
national  aifairs.  At  any  rate,  I  enjoyed  the 
elaborate  exordium  of  departure. 

The  harnessing  was  primitive — the  various 
pieces  of  rope  and  leather  were  laid  on  the 
ground  like  a  net,  the  animals  dragged  into  it, 
and  finally  fastened  within  the  mysterious  tan¬ 
gle.  The  master  then  collected  the  heteroge¬ 
neous  reins ;  the  mozo  gathered  a  quantity  of 
stones  in  his  sash ;  the  servants  and  assistants 
of  the  venta,  where  I  had  lodged  overnight, 
appeared  with  sticks,  and  two  or  three  old  wo¬ 
men,  who  are  older  and  homelier  in  Spain  than 
any  where  else,  came  out  with  their  shrill  voices, 
accompanied  by  a  few  lean  dogs  and  thirsty 
loungers,  resolved  to  assist  on  the  occasion. 
The  master  shouted,  swore,  and  shook  the 
reins ;  the  mozo  shouted  louder,  swore  deeper, 
and  hurled  a  volley  of  stones — he  is  an  ani¬ 
mated  cataprdt  at  such  times ;  the  attendants 
of  the  inn  brandished  their  sticks,  assaulted  the 
beasts,  and  bellowed  vociferously ;  the  female 
antiques  screamed  in  altissimo ;  while  the 
loungers  gesticulated  and  made  grimaces  that 
would  have  frightened  any  animal  but  a  Span¬ 
ish  mule  into  mortal  speed*  This  combined 
clamor  and  attack,  this  enforcement  of  mate¬ 
rial  logic,  finally  resulted  in  the  moving  of  the 
ponderous  coach,  which,  as  it  groaned  over  the 
uneven  highway,  resembled  a  Dutch  lugger  on 
wheels.  It  did  not  seem  that  the  crazy  old 
vehicle  could  reach  the  end  of  the  journey  be¬ 
fore  its  absolute  dissolution ;  and  I  was  as 
much  surprised  as  any  well-regulated  mind  al¬ 
lows  itself  to  be  in  Spain,  when  I  learned  that, 
at  the  close  of  the  day,  it  had  accomplished 
twenty-five  or  thirty  miles. 

The  hours  were  not  misspent.  I  found  en¬ 
tertainment  in  listening  to  the  calling  out  of 
the  driver  to  his  obdurate  beasts.  They  had 
sonorous  and  many-syllabled  names,  like  Balca- 
tilla,  Robidetto,  Arthemayor,  and  Chippimenta, 
and  the  last  syllable  was  dwelt  upon  with  a 
species  of  operatic  quaver  that  would  have  elic¬ 
ited  applause  at  the  Theatre  Real  of  Madrid. 

The  truest  and  purest  representatives  ■  of 
Spain  I  found,  of  course,  in  New  and  Old  Cas¬ 
tile.  Though  the  largest  provinces  in  the  coun¬ 
try,  embracing  a  third  of  its  entirety,  and  con¬ 
taining  some  of  the  most  ancient  and  national 
cities,  they  have,  with  a  good  deal  of  fine  scen¬ 
ery,  much  of  the  dreariest  and  sterilest  in  the 
kingdom.  The  mountainous  regions  include 
numerous  landscapes  which  render  the  plains 


and  table-lands  (paramei-as  and  tierras  di  campo), 
without  trees,  hedges,  inclosures,  or  landmarks, 
oppressively  sad  and  monotonous.  Those  plains, 
like  the  Siberian  steppes,  give  rest  neither  to 
the  eye  nor  to  the  mind.  Dryness  is  their  per¬ 
vading  feature ;  and  during  the  summer  the 
soil  is  parched  and  scorched  by  the  sun.  In 
the  Castiles,  every  object,  animate  and  inani¬ 
mate,  is  literally  burned  umber.  The  land,  the 
huts  which  make  up  the  scattered  hamlets,  the 
peasants,  the  mules,  the  stews  even,  and  the 
scant  verdure,  are  all  brown — a  color  I  ought  to 
approve  of  for  personal  reasons,  but  which  in 
excess  may  be  objectionable  artistically.  When 
I  first  traveled  through  those  spacious  provinces, 
the  apparent  desolation,  the  mud -hovels  or 
mud-huts,  made  of  sun-dried  bricks  (adobes), 
the  hard-featured,  unwashed  peasantry  toiling 
in  the  dusty  fields,  so  oppressed  me  that  I  re¬ 
peated  Che  seccatura!  again  and  again  as  mile 
after  mile  of  the  tawny  and  barren  soil  stretch¬ 
ed  and  winked  under  the  blazing  sun.  The 
poverty  and  destitution  reminded  me  of  the 
worst  parts  of  southern  Ireland,  though  in  Ulster 
the  land  smiles  with  greenness,  and  the  people 
are  merry  in  the  midst  of  misfortune.  The 
Castilian  peasants  seem  indolent  as  they  lean 
upon  their  spades  to  watch  the  passing  train  or 
rumbling  diligencia  or  the  perspiring  pedestri¬ 
an— always  an  object  of  wonder,  for  no  Span¬ 
iard  can  comprehend  how  any  one  should  walk 
if  he  can  help  it;  but  they  resume  their  labor 
when  curiosity  is  satisfied,  and  work  hard  and 
faithfully  and  long.  They  are  the  least  attract¬ 
ive  to  the  stranger  of  all  the  provincialists  in 
Spain ;  but  they  have  good  and  sterling  quali¬ 
ties,  and  are  probably  superior  to  any  of  the 
rest  in  integrity  and  character.  They  improve 
upon  acquaintance ;  are  patient,  loyal,  hospi¬ 
table,  and  cheerful,  with  strong  domestic  tastes, 
and  a  keen  sense  of  humor. 

It  is  a  striking  instance  of  compensation  that 
the  people  who  are  compelled  to  live  in  such  a 
dreary  region,  and  doomed  to  endless  toil,  are 
entirely  contented,  and  would  not  exchange 
their  squalid  huts  for  the  costliest  abodes  of 
Granada  and  Seville.  It  is  their  comfort  and 
their  pride  that  they  are  Castilians,  which  means 
that  they  have  few  equals  and  no  superiors. 
They  know  nothing  of  other  countries  than 
Spain,  and  have  no  desires  beyond  it.  They 
are  in  the  world,  but  not  of  it.  Their  sphere  is 
bounded  by  the  few  acres  they  cultivate,  and 
their  sympathies  confined  to  the  members  of 
their  family  and  their  immediate  neighbors. 
Their  thoughts  rise  no  higher  than  their  awk¬ 
ward  head-covering  (montera),  and  their  cloaks 
(capas)  and  over- coats  (anguarinas)  are  the 
boundaries  of  their  wishes.  They  have  no  glass 
in  the  rude  apertures  called  windows  ;  they  live 
on  chick  peas  (cicers) ;  they  bake  in  the  sum¬ 
mer  and  freeze  in  the  winter ;  they  hardly  have 
water  enough  to  drink  in  the  dry  season,  and 
would  never  think  of  wasting  it  in  washing. 
But  as  they  are  natives  of  Castile,  where,  by- 
the-by,  the  soap  of  that  name  is  never  seen. 
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they  are  not  unreasonable  enough  to  expect 
such  inferior  and  vulgar  blessings  as  ease  and 
abundance. 

Seeing  a  stout  and  manly  fellow  laboring  by 
the  road-side  one  day  I  lifted  my  hat,  knowing 
the  sensitive  dignity  of  the  people,  and  bade 
him  good-morning.  He  returned  my  saluta¬ 
tion,  and  stopped  his  work  for  politeness  sake. 

“  You  have  a  hard  life,”  I  said. 

“We  keep  ourselves  busy  ;  but  we  live,  and 
are  satisfied.  ” 

“And  yet  you  have  so  little.  You  toil  all 
day  for  coarse  food  and  common  lodging.” 

“But  we  live  in  Castile.” 

“Is  that  compen.sation  for  perpetual  labor?” 

“  Oh  yes  :  it  is  an  honor  to  be  born  here,  and 
a  glory  to  till  this  ancient  soil.” 

“  Aren’t  you  discontented  sometimes  ?’’ 

“Rarely;  but  when  we  are  we  pray  to  the 
Virgin,  and  remember  it  is  vouchsafed  to  few 
to  be  Castilians.” 

“Couldn’t  you  do  better  elsewhere  than 
here  ?” 

“  Where  should  we  go  ;  are  wq;  not  already 
in  Castile  ?  There  is  no  other  place  for  a  true 
Spaniard.” 

“Wouldn’t  you  like  to  have  a  fine  olla,  and 
rich  wine,  and  long  siestas  every  day  ?” 


“Yes,  if  I  could  have  them  here.” 

“  You  wouldn’t  want  to  change  your  resi¬ 
dence,  then,  for  a  better  condition  ?” 

“  How  could  we  be  in  better  condition  if  we 
quitted  Castile?” 

I  saw  the  lusty  peasant  could  not  imagine  any 
good  to  exist  out  of  his  province,  and  begging 
him  to  accept  a  cigar,  I  rode  on,  and  thanked 
Eortune  that  she  had  not  cast  my  lot  in  that 
arid  waste. 

There  is  a  native  dignity  about  the  Castilians 
that  is  very  remarkable.  Albeit  narrow,  igno¬ 
rant,  and  extremely  poor,  they  believe  them¬ 
selves  favored  of  fate.  Their  manners  are  often 
better  than  those  of  the  prosperous  citizens  of 
Madrid.  They  do  not  beg,  nor  borrow,  nor 
make  pretense,  and  so  far  they  are  gentlemen  ; 
and  being  gentlemen,  they  are  right  in  fancying 
themselves  without  superiors. 

^  Burgos  is  one  of  the  first  cities  of  interest  I 
visited  in  Spain.  I  enjoyed  its  dullness  and  de¬ 
cay  after  the  newness  and  gayety  of  Paris,  and 
admired  the  Gothic  cathedral  and  its  spires  of 
delicate  open  stone-work.  They  seemed  so  fra¬ 
gile  that  they  might  be  blown  away  by  the  wind, 
which  sweeps  over  the  city  as  if  it  were  bent  on 
undoing  the  pious  enterprise  of  Perdinand  el 
santo.  Burgos  teems  with  the  dubious  history 
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of  Rodrigo  Ruy  Diaz,  the  redoubtable  Cid  whose 
marvelous  deeds,  as  recorded,  the  Spaniards 
have  fed  their  national  vanity  upon  for  genera¬ 
tions.  I  was  shown  the  castle  in  which  the 
doughty  champion  was  married,  and  the  City 
Hall  (^Casa  del  Ayuntiamento)  where  his  bones 
are  preserved  with  the  headless  skeleton  of  his 
faithful  spouse,  Ximena.  A  most  energetic  gen¬ 
tleman  Rodrigo  must  have  been,  not  only  in  life, 
but  after  it,  as  is  proved  by  the  story — solemnly 
believed  there  —  that  his  corpse,  in  complete 
armor,  mounted  on  Babieca,  knocked  down  a 
Jew  at  Cardeha,  who  had  the  temerity  to  pluck 
the  hero  by  the  beard.  Mrs.  Cid,  no  doubt  a 
domestic  and  quiet-loving  lady,  fearful  of  such 


post-mortem  pugnacity,  proceeded  straightway 
to  put  her  liege  lord  underground ;  and  so  he 
was  carried  to  Burgos,  where  he  has,  so  far  as 
known,  behaved  himself  as  a  dead  gentleman 
ought  to. 

Valladolid,  the  old  capital,  seemed  a  good 
place  to  visit,  from  the  satisfaction  I  experi¬ 
enced  in  quitting  it  as  soon  as  I  had  seen  its 
unsightly  and  unfinished  cathedral,  its  dreary 
streets,  and  its  ruined  buildings. 

Once,  in  Madrid,  I  asked,  what  almost  every 
body  else  asks :  Why  was  the  capital  placed 
here  ?  Philip  II,  is  responsible  for  the  blunder ; 
and  the  only  reason  he  ever  gave  was,  that 
Madrid  is  the  geographical  centre  of  Spain.  I 
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have  always  fancied  he  was  actuated  by  the 
malignity  that  so  permeated  his  nature.  He 
must  have  been  gratified  by  reflecting  how  very 
uncomfortable  his  survivors  would  be  in  the 
sombre  city,  whose  climate  is  described  as  nine 
months  Greenland  and  three  months  Tophet. 

Madrid  is  to  me  the  least  agreeable  capital 
in  Europe,  and,  with  the  exception  of  St.  Pe¬ 
tersburg,  the  dearest.  It  is  the  Washington 
of  the  Continent,  which  no  one  visits  a  second 
time  unless  called  there  by  business  or  detained 
by  destiny.  The  Spaniards  are  proud  of  Mad¬ 
rid  because  it  is  in  Spain,  and  have  told  me 
with  great  unction  that  it  is  nearly  two  thou¬ 
sand  years  older  than  Rome.  I  am  confident 
it  was  never  heard  of  until  the  tenth  century; 
but  still  I  should  think  it  might  have  been 
built  before  any  other  city,  as  a  warning  not  to 
have  another  like  it.  It  was  rejected  in  turn 
by  Iberian,  Roman,  Goth,  and  Moor,  and  might 
have  been  to-day  an  insignificant  town  but  for 
the  gout  and  phlegm  of  Charles  V.,  who  was 
benefited  by  its  rarefied  air.  I  have  always 
ascribed  to  the  location  of  the  capital  at  Mad¬ 
rid,  instead  of  Lisbon,  the  decline  of  the  coun¬ 
try,  since  it  led  to  the  revolt  of  Portugal  and 
many  subsequent  ills.  Various  were  the  efforts 
to  remove  the  capital  from  the  windy  basin  on 
the  Manzanares  ;  but  it  could  not  be  done.  Na¬ 
tions,  like  individuals,  are  unable  to  resist  their 
fate.  I  should  send  my  friends  to  Paris  and 
my  foes  to  Madrid,  where  nothing  but  a  vig¬ 
orous  constitution  prevents  men  from  being 
blown  into  the  nearest  cemetery.  The  deli¬ 
cious  but  pernicious  breeze  of  the  Roman  Cam- 
pagna  is  nothing  to  the  air  of  the  ancient  Ma- 
joritum,  which,  as  is  truly  said,  will  not  put  out 
a  candle,  but  will  extinguish  life.  Many  stran¬ 
gers,  broiling  in  the  sun  of  the  Plaza,  have 
been  delighted  with  the  coolness  the  Guada- 
rama  sends  them,  until  they  discovered  the  un¬ 
dertakers  were  watching  them  with  professional 
interest. 

In  my  opinion  there  are  but  four  months, 
April  and  May,  October  and  November,  favor¬ 
able  to  a  visit,  though  the  Carnival  time  is  the 
gayest,  if  not  the  most  agreeable  season. 

The  Madrilenians,  like  the  Parisians,  live  in 
flats,  and  have  staircases  in  common ;  but  the 
doors  to  their  apartments  are  thick  and  strong, 
and  provided  with  wickets  tlirough  which  the 
servant  or  occupant  surveys  you  before  admis¬ 
sion.  I  obtained  an  idea  from  such  precau¬ 
tions  that  thej%iConsider  themselves  in  a  state 
of  social  siege,  which  is  not  very  far  from  the 
truth ;  for  every  paterfamilias  seems  imbued 
with  the  idea  that  the  external  world  is  only 
waiting  for  an  opportunity  to  carry  off  his  wife 
and  children,  and  that  it  behooves  him,  there¬ 
fore,  to  be  perpetually  on  his  guard.  Some  of 
the  interiors  are  desolate  enough,  and  coming 
out  of  one  in  the  Calle  de  Toledo  with  an  Amer¬ 
ican  one  day,  after  being  fearfully  bored,  I  sug¬ 
gested  placing  Dante’s  familiar  Lasciate,  etc., 
above  the  door. 

“  That  would  be  classical,”  said  my  compan- 


I  ion  ;  “  but  it  wouldn’t  be  half  as  sensible'  as  the 
vernacular  over  the  wicket,  ‘You’re  not  good- 
looking,  and  you  can’t  come  in.’” 

I  can’t  commend  the  hotels  of  the  capital — 
on  the  whole,  I  think  the  boarding-houses  (ca.sas 
de  huespedes)  are  superior — but  it  is  a  very  fair 
place  for  thirsty  souls,  and  none  in  the  wide 
world  is  thirstier  than  your  Castilian.  The  com¬ 
mon  remark  that  they  don’t  drink  water  on  the 
Continent  does  not  apply  to  the  Spaniards,  the 
dryness  of  the  climate  producing  a  like  effect 
upon  the  inhabitants.  I  found  one  of  the  few 
good  things  in  Madrid  to  be  water,  particularly 
that  from  the  spring  outside  of  the  Puerta 
Segovia ;  although  the  city  is  not  lacking  in 
other  palatable  liquids.  The  Guadarama  snows 
supply  the  place  of  ice,  and  the  half-and-half 
(initj  e  miff),  made  of  barley  and  pounded  cho‘- 
chos,  the  clarified  veijuice  (agraz)  mixed  with 
Manzanilla  wine,  and  the  beer  combined  with 
lemon  juice  (cerheza  con  limori),  I  thought  very 
refreshing,  and  found  my  opinion  momentarily 
confirmed  by  the  natives.  In  all  the  public 
squares,  promenades,  cafes,  restaurants,  and 
theatres,  drinks  maj-  be  had  at  any  moment. 
Wherever  I  walked  or  lounged  men  and  boys 
Were  going  about  with  matches  for  lighting 
cigars  and  cigarettes,  and  with  vessels  contain¬ 
ing  water,  lemonade,  wine,  and  mixed  potables. 
The  Spaniards  smoke  so  constantly  that  they 
keep  thirsty  from  morning  to  night,  and  really 
pass  their  days  in  alternations  between  fire  and 
water,  or  something  stronger.  Emulsions  are 
great  favorites  with  them  in  sickness  as  well  as 
health.  The  leche  de  Almendras,  a  sovereign 
remedy  for  various  ills,  is  almost  exactly  the 
apvydaXr]  (pap/taKov  ayaOov  of  Athenseiis,  and  is 
believed  to  be  excellent  from  its  age,  which  al¬ 
ways  begets  reverence  in  Spain. 

Beyond  certain  buildings  and  certain  quar¬ 
ters,  I  was  hardly  repaid  as  a  sight-seer  for  my 
exertions  in  the  capital.  Eew  of  the  streets  are 
handsome  or  impressive,  and  nearly  all  of  them 
have  the  gloominess  and  unchangeable  aspect 
that  spring  from  the  superabundant  bile  of  the 
nation.  The  Puerta  del  Sol  (it  is  called  the 
Gate  of  the  Sun  because  it  was  once  the  east¬ 
ern  gate,  on  which  the  rising  sun  shone)  is  now 
a  public  square  in  the  middle  of  the  city,  whence 
the  principal  thoroughfares  radiate.  The  Pu¬ 
erta — Murat  perpetrated  the  butchery  of  1808 
there- — was  formerly  the  resort  of  idlers,  gos¬ 
sips,  and  news-mongers,  and  furnished  opportu¬ 
nity  for  studying  costumes.  But  modern  prog¬ 
ress  has  brought  changes  in  dress  and  habits, 
and  substituted  for  the  place-hunter  and  adven¬ 
turer  the  cicerone  and  mendicant.  The  former 
is  not  so  desirous  to  be  employed  as  he  is  in 
other  countries ;  but  the  latter  is  among  the 
most  importunate  of  his  tribe. 

I  have  often  heard  that  Spanish  beggars  are 
so  sensitive  that  if  alms  are  once  refused  they 
will  not  ask  again.  I  should  have  been  glad  to 
find  them  so.  But  I  have,  had  a  very  different 
experience.  Denial  seems  to  sharpen  their  en¬ 
ergy  ;  and  the  only  phrase  reputed  to  have  an 
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exorcising  power,  “Will  yoa  excuse  me,  my 
brother,  for  God’s  sake?”  {Perdone  usted  por 
Dios,  Hermano?'),  has  had  no  more  effect  upon 
them  than  would  appeals  to  justice  upon  New 
York  hackmen.  I  once  thought  that  the  cheer¬ 
ful  habit  our  imported  beggars  have  of  showing 
their  ulcers  and  their  wounds  was  born  of  our 
inventive  atmosphere.  But  I  have  found  it  is 
a  fashion  borrowed  from  the  Peninsula,  as  all 
who  visit  Spain  will  find  likewise.  The  Puerta, 
the  plazas  generally,  the  Prado,  and  the  Callj 
de  Alcala,  swarm  with  the  blind,  the  crippled, 
and  the  unfortunates  of  every  sort.  He  or  she 
who  has  a  hideous  scar  or  sore  is  sure  to  display 


it,  knowing,  if  your  heart  does  not  respond  to 
the  appeal  for  charity,  that  your  sensibility  will 
so  revolt  as  to  seek  protection  through  the  purse. 
Of  course  nearly  every  mendicant  is  profession¬ 
al,  and  many  are  impostors,  though  poverty  is  so 
common  and  employment  so  scarce  in  Castile 
that  three-quarters  of  the  Madrilenians  might 
be  pardoned  for  soliciting  alms.  Such  ghastly 
spectacles  of  marring  and  maiming  are  unus¬ 
ual,  even  in  Southern  Europe  ;  albeit  I  suspect 
not  a  few  of  them  are  artificially  produced.  I 
have  seen  miracles  wrought  in  the  secular  walks 
of  life  that  are  almost  as  remarkable  as,  though 
far  less  numerous  than,  those  recorded  by  the 
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Church.  Sightless  wretches  who  besieged  me 
with  prayers  in  the  morning  I  have  discovered 
scanning  their  reals  with  a  critical  eye  in  the 
afternoon ;  and  one-armed  and  legless  fellows 
sunning  themselves  in  the  Prado,  would,  under 
my  mortal  vision,  be  restored  to  soundness  in 
the  Buen  Eetiro  Gardens. 

The  Plaza  Mayor,  where  executions,  autos  da 
fe,  and  royal  hull-fights  once  took  place,  is  a 
large  square,  interesting  now  from  what  it  has 
been.  The  buildings  fronting  the  Plaza  were 
leased  formerly  with  the  understanding  that  the 
balconies  and  front  windows  should  be  given  up 
to  the  nobility  when  spectacles  were  presented. 
The  quarter  has  been  much  injured  by  fires, 
which  the  priests  at  one  time  attempted  to  ex¬ 
tinguish  by  displaying  “the  Host,”  but  with 
such  slender  effect  as  to  excite  the  suspicion 
that  fire  is  an  heretical  element. 

The  Prado,  the  grand  boulevard  of  the  capi¬ 
tal,  two  miles  and  a  half  long,  is  to  Madrid 
what  the  Champs  Elysees  are  to  Paris.  It  was 
a  meadow  once,  as  the  name  indicates  ;  but  it  is 
now  entirely  innocent  of  grass  or  verdure  of  any 
kind,  except  that  supplied  by  the  long  lines  of 
trees.  Under  them,  on  the  iron  chairs — two 


quartos  are  charged  for  their  use — sit  the  na¬ 
tives  in  the  early  morning.  Spain  rises  betimes, 
and  supplements  sleep  by  the  siesta,  and  partic¬ 
ularly  in  the  afternoon  and  evening,  smoking, 
reading  newspapers,  chatting,  and  flirting  in  the 
grave  manner  that  befits  the  Castilian.  I  can’t 
admire  the  Prado;  it  is  a  hot  and  dusty  place 
when  it  is  not  chilly  and  uncomfortable  ;  but  it 
is  entertaining  to  open  your  mental  note-book 
there,  and  jot  down  the  peculiarities  of  surround¬ 
ing  men  and  women  who  carry  on  the  soft  war 
that  has  been  waged  so  perpetually  since  the 
distinctions  of  physiology  were  first  recognized. 
The  eight  fountains  of  the  Prado  are  handsome, 
especially  those  of  Neptune,  Apollo,  and  Cyb- 
ele ;  and  their  falling  waters  are  most  grateful 
music  when  heard  under  the  burning  sun. 

The  Buen  Retiro  and  Botanical  Gardens  are 
neglected,  and  have  fallen  into  decay ;  but  the 
Campos  Eliseos  are  well  laid  out,  and  much  fre¬ 
quented  by  both  sexes  fond  of  music,  dancing, 
feasting,  and  fire-works. 

The  reputation  of  the  Royal  Palace  drew  me 
to  it.  Like  most  things  material  and  mental, 
it  appears  better  at  a  distance  than  upon  near 
approach.  It  is  a  vast  building  of  white  stone. 
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one  hundred  feet  high  and  four  hundred  and 
seventy  feet  each  way,  marred  by  its  square  port¬ 
holes  and  its  ungraceful  chimney-pots.  The 
statues  that  adorn  it  are  poorly  executed,  and 
their  disproportion  often  offends.  The  different 
saloons  are  richly  frescoed,  ornamented  with 
marbles,  heavily  gilded ;  but  fine  taste  is  not 
observed  where  money  has  been  lavished  most. 
The  windows  overlook  the  river  Manzanares, 
sometimes  so  dry  in  summer  that  the  bed  is  act¬ 
ually  sprinkled  to  lay  the  dust ;  but  the  view 
over  the  slopes,  though  they  are  leveled  and  ter¬ 
raced,  is  without  the  beauty  and  variety  the 
Moors  would  have  given  it,  had  they  had  an  op¬ 
portunity  to  introduce  their  attractive  if  fantas¬ 
tic  arts. 

In  the  Royal  Armory  I  saw  as  large  a  col¬ 
lection  as  there  is  in  Europe — the  armor  and 
arms  of  all  the  actual  and  fabulous  heroes  and 
kings  of  Spain,  including  the  Ferdinands,  Phil¬ 
ips,  Charleses,  the  Cid,  Pelayo,  Bernardo  del 
Capio,  and  almost  every  warrior  of  fame  in 
ancient  or  modern  times.  Hannibal’s,  Augus¬ 
tus’s,  and  Julius  Cffisar’s  helmets  are  preserved; 
but  their  authenticity  I  questioned,  because 
they  betray  evidence  of  having  been  made 
centuries  after  those  disturbers  of  the  public 


peace  had  knocked  at  the  door  of  Olympus 
and  been  admitted  by  Jupiter  himself. 

A  singular  institution  for  Madrid  is  the  Mag¬ 
dalen  Asylum,  where  I  spent  several  hours.  No 
woman  is  admitted  unless  indubitable  evidence 
of  her  incontinence  be  given  ;  and  those  admit¬ 
ted  are  never  released,  except  to  marry  or  be¬ 
come  nuns.  Connected  with  the  asylum  is  a 
house  of  restraint,  where  women,  wedded  and 
single,  are  sent  by  their  relatives  and  hus¬ 
bands  who  consider  them  too  susceptible  for 
security.  There  are  no  such  houses  as  these 
outside  of  the  Peninsula ;  but  persons  unblest 
with  faith  think  they  might  be  extended  to 
other  countries  with  advantage.  It  may  be 
an  argument,  however,  against  the  benefit  of 
the  establishments,  that  women  placed  there 
are  said  to  be  so  indignant  at  the  suspicion 
attaching  to  them  that,  when  released,  the}^ 
endeavor  to  earn  the  meed  of  their  accusation. 
Husbands  who  have  occasion  to  be  absent  from 
home  for  any  length  of  time  not  unfrequently 
put  their  wives  under  the  protection  of  Las  Re- 
cojidas,  and  take  them  out  when  they  return. 
This  custom  is  obsolescent,  like  the  employ¬ 
ment  of  bolts,  bars,  and  duennas.  Even  the 
Spaniards  have  begun  to  perceive  that  femi- 
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nine  honor  must  be  guarded  by  moral,  not 
material  agencies,  and  that  vulgar  compulsion 
augments  the  tendency  to  sin  by  adding  anger 
to  temptation. 

Before  I  ever  set  foot  in  Spain  I  knew  what 
a  gloomy  and  unsatisfactory  pile  the  Escorial 
is.  But  being  there  it  became  my  duty  as  a 
traveler  to  visit  the  monastic  palace,  lest  those 
who  had  been  before  me  should  say,  when  I 
returned  ;  “  Not  see  the  Escorial  ?  Alas,  my 
friend,  you  crossed  the  Pyrenees  in  vain!” 

Twenty  miles  from  the  capital  by  rail,  the 
desolate  character  of  the  country  through  which 
I  passed  was  a  proper  prelude  for  the  inspection 
of  the  great  granite  tomb  which  a  bigoted  and 
cruel  monarch  reared  to  his  own  vanity  and 
superstition.  When  I  saw  the  sombre  edifice 
frowning  in  the  distance  above  the  savage  out¬ 
line  of  the  Guadarama,  I  thought-^-How  fitting 
it  is  to  be  the  home  and  grave  of  Philip  II. !  The 
eighth  wonder  of  the  world,  as  it  is  called,  seems 
like  a  huge  family  vault,  and  casts  cold  shad¬ 
ows  even  amidst  the  fierce  sun-glare  of  Castile. 
Philip’s  ostensible  object  in  its  erection  was,  as 
we  know,  to  execute  the  wiU  of  his  father  in 
constructing  a  royal  burial-place,  and  also  to 
fulfill  a  vow  made  to  San  Lorenzo  at  St.  Quen¬ 
tin  when  the  tide  of  battle  had  set  against  him. 
Lorenzo,  according  to  theologic  accounts,  was 
broiled  by  Valentianus  over  a  slow  fire,  and  to 
this  circumstance  we  owe  the  Escorial’s  grid¬ 
iron  shape,  in  commemoration  of  the  manner 
of  the  saintly  martyrdom.  My  knowledge  of 
history  freshened  as  I  wandered  through  the 
vast  courts.  I  thought  how  the  saturnine  Phil¬ 
ip  went  there  after  the  battle  of  St.  Quentin, 
for  which,  by-the-by,  he  was  indebted  to  Phili¬ 
bert  of  Savoy,  and  lived  fourteen  years,  the 
cowl  over  his  crown,  dying  on  the  very  day  the 
palace  was  finished,  in  such  remorse  and  agony 
as  no  one  who  has  read  the  pages  of  Siguenza 
can  fail  to  remember.  When  I  recall  the  love 
Philip  had  for  the  Escorial,  I  can  understand 
how  gloomy  must  have,  been  his  temperament 
without  looking  into  the  library  for  the  Titian 
portrait  with  its  stony  eyes  and  deathlike  cold¬ 
ness  of  face.  He  loved  the  sacerdotal  structure 
because  he  built  it,  because  its  dismalness  sym¬ 
pathized  with  his,  because  he  could  boast  that 
from  its  solitude  he  could,  with  a  bit  of  paper, 
rule  the  world.  A  rectangular  parallelogi-am, 
seven  hundred  feet  long,  and  five  hundred  and 
sixty-four  feet  broad,  composed  of  gray  gran¬ 
ite,  with  blue  slates  and  leaden  roofs,  it  reminds 
me,  in  spite  of  its  size,  simplicity,  and  situation, 
of  a  modern-day  barracks  or  manufactory  of 
gigantic  pi'oportions.  Two  thousand  seven  hun¬ 
dred  feet  above  the  sea-level,  it  is  part  of  the 
mountain  on  which  it  stands,  and  seems  a  bul¬ 
wark  against  the  storms  and  snows  of  the  Sier¬ 
ras,  a  species  of  Hospice  of  St.  Bernard  on  a 
colossal  scale.  The  architecture  is  mixed,  but 
the  Doric  style  prevails.  The  various  courts 
represent  the  interstices  of  the  gridiron,  the 
royal  residence  the  handle,  and  the  four  towers 
at  each  corner  the  legs  of  the  implement  re- 
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i  versed.  The  custodians  are  very  voluble  as  to 
particulars.  Tliey  told  me  it  has  eleven  thou- 
;  sand  windows  (is  the  number  so  large  because 
I  they  are  so  small  and  out  of  proportion  ?), 

I  covers  four  hundred  thousand  square  feet,  has 
;  twelve  cloisters,  sixteen  courts,  eighty  staircases, 

I  sixty-five  fountains,  and  three  thousand  five  hun- 
!  dred  feet  of  painting  in  fresco.  Until  within  the 
last  twenty-five  years  it  was  allowed  to  decay. 
Since  then  it  has  been  partially  repaired,  though 
it  bears  numerous  weather-beaten  traces  on  ev¬ 
ery  side. 

The  palace  and  convent  are  now  used  for 
educational  purposes,  about  three  hundred  stu¬ 
dents  being  instructed  there  for  priestly  and 
profane  pursuits.  The  small  chamber  near  the 
oratory  is  pointed  out  as  the  place  where  the 
crowned  zealot  breathed  his  last,  and  not  far 
from  the  high  altar  the  museum  of  supersti¬ 
tion  in  which  he  collected  thousands  of  relics 
of  saints  and  martyrs.  Never  was  there  a 
greater  bigot  than  Philip.  In  what  he  con¬ 
ceived  to  be  sacred  anatomy  he  was  without  an 
equal,  as  may  be  seen  from  the  relicario.  The 
presentation  of  a  so-called  martyr’s  toe  or  a 
saint’s  tooth  gave  him  more  pleasure  than  a 
victory;  for  he  believed  that  either  of  those 
would  go  far  toward  the  purchase  of  absolution 
for  his  blood-stained  soul.  After  La  Houssaye 
pillaged  the  Escorial  he  mixed  up  the  relics  in 
a  manner  that  would  have  driven  Philip  to  dis¬ 
traction  if  he  had  been  alive ;  for  since  then  it 
has  been  quite  impossible  to  determine  to  whom 
the  confused  fragments  of  anatomy  belong.  I 
remember  leaning  in  the  relicario  against  what 
I  supposed  to  be  a  fragment  of  stone  ;  but  dis¬ 
covered,  from  the  horror  I  excited  in  the  custo¬ 
dian,  who  crossed  himself  and  uttered  a  confu¬ 
sion  of  prayers  and  invocations,  that  I  had  done 
something  terrible.  He  explained  to  me  that 
what  I  had  taken  for  a  stone  was  the  thigh-bone 
of  Saint  Dominic  or  the  thorax  of  Saint  Igna¬ 
tius — I  am  very  deficient  in  knowledge  of  hagi- 
ogi-aphy — and  that  it  was  one  of  the  most  cher¬ 
ished  relics  of  Philip,  as  he  phrased  it,  of  blessed 
memory.  He  appeared  to  be  as  much  shocked 
as  astounded  when  I  failed  to  be  impressed  with 
the  enormity  of  my  offense,  muttered  something 
about  the  total  depravity  of  heretics,  and  per¬ 
haps  secretly  sighed  for  the  restoration  of  the 
Inquisition. 

Before  I  descended  to  the  Pantheon — the 
royal  tomb — I  lighted  a  torch  that  was  handed 
me,  and  with  difficulty  moved  over  the  slippery 
marble  steps.  The  great  family  vault  is  under 
the  high  altar,  so  that  the  priest  who  elevates 
the  Host  in  the  church  may  confer  the  benefit 
of  the  sacred  act  upon  the  dead  below^  Philip 
II.,  who  really  had  taste  in  architecture,  made 
the  vault  plain  ;  but  his  son  and  grandson,  on 
assuming  the  crown,  rendered  it  taw'dry  with 
gilding  and  variegated  marbles,  and  destroyed 
the  impressive  effect  it  originally  had.  The 
Pantheon  is  an  octagon,  about  forty  feet  in 
diameter  and  about  the  same  height,  of  dark 
marble  and  gilt  bronze.  On  the  eight  sides 
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are  twenty-six  black  marble  sarcophagi,  exact¬ 
ly  alike,  perhaps  to  show  the  equality  of  death 
and  the  peership  of  sovereigns.  On  the  right 
are  the  monarchs  of  the  past,  and  on  the  left 
are  their  consorts — etiquette  survives  the  grave 
in  Spain — with  the  names  of  the  deceased  on 
each  sarcophagus.  Vacant  niches  yawn  ex¬ 
pectant  for  the  future  kings  and  queens,  whose 
line  was  seriously  interrupted  by  the  revolution. 
The  urn  Isabella  would  have  occupied  was  shown 
to  me.  If  she  had  sought  to  assert  her  right  it 
would  now  be  filled,  I  opine  ;  and  it  is  quite  pos¬ 
sible  she  would  prefer  quiet  burial  some  year’s 
hence  in  Montmartre  or  Pere  la  Chaise  to  the 
earlier  honors  of  sepulture  there. 

At  the  first  break  (descanso)  in  the  staircase 
I  was  conducted  into  another  burial-place,  where 
more  members  of  the  royal  family — Isabella  of 
Valois,  Don  Juan  of  Austria,  and  Don  Carlos 
among  them — sleep  their  dreamless  sleep.  Ev¬ 
ery  body  who  has  read  Schiller’s  tragedy  sym¬ 
pathizes  with  the  unfortunate  son  of  Philip,  and 
is  inclined  to  believe  the  poetic  is  the  historic 
account.  But  all  the  educated  persons  in  Mad¬ 
rid  with  whom  I  conversed  on  the  subject  de¬ 
clare  that  the  prince’s  hatred  of  his  father,  who 
ordered  his  arrest  in  1568,  arose  from  fits  of 
temper,  caused  by  a  fall  from  his  horse  six  years 
before,  which  impaired  both  his  mind  and  body. 
They  referred  me  to  Raumur  for  proof  that  he 
never  loved  his  step-mother,  and  that  both  he 
and  she  died  natural  deaths. 


In  the  cloisters  and  court-yards — unpleasant 
and  the  walls  badly  painted — I  saw  nothing  to 
detain  me,  and  I  was  glad  to  hurry  to  the  han¬ 
dle  of  the  gridiron  (el  mango  de  la  parrilla'), 
which  is,  as  I  have  said,  the  royal  residence. 
The  rooms  of  state  are  poorly  furnished,  and 
so  uninviting  that  I  do  not  wonder  the  mon¬ 
archs,  after  spending  a  few  weeks  there,  hast¬ 
ened  to  the  fair  but  artificial  gardens  of  San 
Idlefonso.  The  kings,  queens,  and  courtiers 
were  always  accessible  to  the  monks,  and  prac¬ 
ticed  outward  austerities,  while  their  private 
lives  were  licentious  and  shameless.  They  vrere 
theologic  epicures,  sinning  for  the  pleasure  of 
confessing,  and  breaking  the  Commandments 
for  the  honor  of  absolution.  The  rooms  Don 
Carlos  occupied  awoke  new  pity  for  him ;  but 
the  indignation  I  felt  against  his  father  was 
softened  when  I  stood  in  the  humble  apartment 
where  Philip  was  carried,  in  his  mental  and 
physical  agony,  that  he  might  gaze  upon  the 
altar  he  had  dishonored,  and  profane  with  bigot 
lips  the  crucifix  Charles  V.  had  kissed  with  ex¬ 
piring  breath. 

With  all  the  shadows  and  suggestions  of  the 
Escorial  around  me,  I  thought.  This  is  indeed 
like  Spain.  So  proud  in  feeling,  so  poor  in 
performance  ;  so  fearful  of  innovations,  so  over¬ 
borne  by  the  ancient ;  she  stands  among  nations 
as  this  monkish  palace,  in  the  midst  of  sun-glare 
and  desolation,  a  dark  memory  of  the  past  and 
an  awful  warning  for  the  future. 


THE  IfYSTERIES  OE  A  THUNDER-SHOWER. 
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THE  EI.EOTBIO  SPAKK. 


ON  a  summer’s  morning,  when  the  barometer 
has  been  high  and  the  sun  has  been  warm 
for  several  successive  days,  we  sometimes  find, 
at  ten  o’clock,  that  not  a  cloud  is  to  be  seen, 


nor  the  least  trace  of  any  mist  or  haze  in  any 
part  of  the  sky. 

And  yet  the  atmosphere  at  such  a  time  as 
this  is  perhaps  more  than  usually  loaded  with 
water ! 

One  indication  of  the  fact  that  the  atmos¬ 
phere  is  at  such  a  time  more  than  usually  load¬ 
ed  with  water  is,  that  the  ground  is  more  than 
usually  dry.  A  very  large  part  of  the  moisture 
which  the  soil  ordinarily  contains  has  been  con¬ 
stantly  ascending — during  the  warm  days,  or 
weeks  perhaps,  that  have  passed — into  the  air. 
The  same  process  has  also  been  going  on  from 
all  the  surfaces  of  water.  The  ponds  and  riv¬ 
ers  and  brooks  are  all  lotv.  A  large  portion  of 
their  natural  and  ordinary  supply  of  water  has 
been  volatilized  by  the  warmth  of  the  sun,  and 
now  floats  in  the  air  in  the  form  of  an  invisible 
vapor. 

And  yet,  though  the  atmosphere  contains  an 
unusually  large  supply  of  watery  particles  at 
such  a  time,  we  call  it  dry.  And  we  do  right 
to  call  it  so,  though  perhaps,  strictly  speaking, 
it  would  be  more  proper  to  call  it  drying.  The 
dampness  or  dryness  of  an  atmosphere,  in  its 
effects  upon  animal  or  vegetable  substances  ex¬ 
posed  to  it,  does  not  depend  upon  the  absolute 
quantity  of  water  which  it  holds  in  solution  so 
much  as  upon  its  disposition  to  give  up  what  it 
has,  or,  on  the  other  hand,  to  retain  it  and  ab¬ 
sorb  more.  If  the  atmosphere  has  but  little 
water  in  suspension  in  it,  hut  is  in  a  condition 
to  deliver  up  and  deposit  what  it  has  upon  an 
object  exposed  to  it,  we  call  it  a  wet  atmosphere. 
The  day  when  such  a  state  of  things  exists  we 
call  a  wet  day,  though  perhaps  it  would  be  more 
strictly  accurate  to  say  a  wetting  day.  At  any 
rate,  that  is  what  we  mean. 

A  ribbon,  which,  like  other  such  fabrics,  in 
its  ordinaiy  state  of  exposure  to  atmospheric 
influences,  is  never  wholly  free  from  water — or, 
in  other  words,  which  is  never  perfectly  dry* 
and  can  not  he  made  so  wdthout  great  difficulty, 
and  only  by  a  very  nice  and  careful  chemical 
process — waved  in  such  an  atmosphere,  imbibes 
more  water  than  it  had  before,  and  perhaps  re¬ 
ceives  enough  to  make  it  feel  sensibly  damp  to 
the  touch. 

On  the  other  hand,  if  the  atmosphere  has  a 
great  quantity  of  water  in  sus])ension,  but  still 
is  in  such  a  condition  that,  instead  of  being  in¬ 
clined  to  surrender  what  it  has,  it  thirsts,  so  to 
speak,  for  more,  then  we  call  it  a  dry  atmos¬ 
phere;  not  meaning,  however,  strictly  speak¬ 
ing,  that  it  is  dry  in  itself,  but  drying  in  its 
effects  upon  bodies  exposed  to  it. 

*  That  is  to  say,  it  is  never  perfectly  dry,  if  we  mean 
by  that  perfectly  .free  from  water.  In  common  parlance 
we  call  any  substance  dry  when  it  contains  so  little 
water  that  it  does  not  communicate  what  it  has  to 
any  other  substance  brought  into  contact  with  it.  It 
is  perfectly  proper  to  use  the  word  in  this  sense,  pro¬ 
vided  we  understand  that  it  does  not  denote  absolute 
destitution  of  water. 
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A  ribbon  waved  in  such  an  atmosphere  as 
this  will  be  found,  by  the  application  of  nice 
tests,  to  have  less  moisture  in  its  texture  than 
before.  The  air,  though  heardly  charged  with 
aqueous  vapor,  is  still  unsatisfied,  and  demands 
more.  To  supply  this  want  it  takes  up  water 
wherever  it  can  find  it,  and  thus  dries,  or  tends 
to  dry,  all  moist  bodies.  We  accordingly  call 
it  a  dry,  meaning  a  drying,  atmosphere. , 

An  instrument  contrived  to  indicate  the  de¬ 
gree  of  moisture  contained  in  the  atmosphere 
is  called  an  hygrometer.  There  are  different 
instruments  of  this  character,  which  act  on 
very  different  principles.  Perhaps  the  most 
simple  are  those  in  which  a  slender  cord,  or 
even  a  single  filament  of  some  animal  or  veg¬ 
etable  sitbstance,  is  employed  to  denote,  by  its 
contractions  .and  elongations,  the  degree  of 
moisture  which  acts  upon  it.  The  hygrome¬ 
ter  of  Saussure  (Eig.  1)  shows  this  instrument 
in  its  most  simple  form.  The  filament,  con¬ 
sisting  usually  of  a  hair  properly  prepared, 
being  fixed  at  one  end,  and  passing  round  a 
pulley  at  the  other,  moves  the  index  as  it 
shrinks  or  expands,  according  to  the  hygro- 
metrical  condition  of  the  atmosphere  around  it. 

Eig.  2  is  an  instrument  acting  on  the  same 
principle,  but  in  an  improved  form.  The  fila¬ 
ment  is  lengthened  by  means  of  the  pulleys,  so 
as  to  make  the  movements  of  the  needle  more 
sensible ;  and  the  whole  is  so  arranged  as  to  be 
put  into  a  case  of  the  form  of  a  watch,  to  be 
carried  in  the  pocket.  The  spiral  spring  seen 
below  acts  to  hold  the  needle  at  the  point  indi¬ 
cated  by  keeping  the  filament  at  all  times  in  a 
state  of  gentle  tension. 

A  hygrometrical  instrument  often  takes  the 
form  of  a  toy,  as  in  Eig.  3,  where  the  cowl  of 
the  monk  serves  as  the  index,  by  being  drawn 
up  over  his  head  or  allowed  to  fall  back,  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  state  of  the  atmosphere,  as  in¬ 
dicated  by  the  expansions  and  contractions  of 
a  hygrometrical  fila¬ 
ment  concealed  in 
the  figure.  Such  toys 
are  made  in  a  great 
variety  of  forms,  al¬ 
though  it  is  almost 


always  the  figure  of  a  monk  that  appears  in 
them.  The  monk  is  chosen,  it  is  to  be  pre¬ 
sumed,  not  out  of  any  disrespect  to  his  holy 
vocation,  but  simply  on  account  of  the  conven¬ 
ience  of  his  peculiar  head-dress  for  the  move¬ 
ment  necessary.  Perhaps,  however,  there  are 
some  forms  of  a  lady’s  hood  which  might  an¬ 
swer  equally  weU. 

But  to  return  to  the  weather. 

On  such  a  summer’s  day  as  that  to  which 
we  were  referring,  the  capacity  of  the  air  for 
absorbing  aqueous  vapor  is  very  high.  The 
chief  condition  of  this  high  capacity  is  warmth 
— warm  air  having  the  power  of  taking  up  wa¬ 
ter  much  more  rapidly,  and  holding  a  much 
larger  quantity  in  solution  or  suspension,  than 
cold.  In  consequence  of  this  increased  capac¬ 
ity,  water  has  been  rising  into  it  in  vast  quan¬ 
tities — from  the  ground,  from  the  surfaces  of 
ponds  and  streams,  and  from  every  other  source 
of  supply.  Still  it  is  not  satisfied ;  or,  to  speak 
without  a  metaphor,  it  is  not  saturated.  It  de¬ 
mands  more.  If  there  should  be  a  mist  or  a 
cloud  any  where  in  the  sky,  it  dissolves  it  at 
once.  It  drinks  it,  as  it  were,  to  quench  its 
thirst. 

So,  too,  if  water  is  sprinkled  upon  the  ground 
at  such  a  time,  or  upon  a  board,  or  upon  a  rock, 
the  atmosphere  drinks  it  with  great  avidity. 
Loaded  though  it  be  already  with  moisture,  it 
still  thirsts  for  more,  and  eagerly  seizes  upon 
all  that  comes  within  its  reach. 

This  state  of  things  continues  usually,  on 
such  a  day  as  we  have  supposed,  and  in  such  a 
climate  as  that  of  the  United  States,  until  about 
noon,  and  then  a  phenomenon  takes  place  which 
is  of  a  most  mysterious  and  indeed  inexplicable 
character,  and  one  which,  were  we  not  so  famil¬ 
iar  with  it,  would  excite  our  w'onder  and  as¬ 
tonishment  in  the  highest  degree — namely,  the 
formation,  usually  in  the  western  sky,  of  large, 
rounded,  and  perfectly  well  defined  elouds.  The 
wonder  is  tw'ofold.  Eirst, 
w’hy  the  clouds  should  be 
formed  at  all ;  and  secondly, 
why  they  should  be  marked 
by  such  distinct,  sharp,  and 
well-defined  boundaries. 


Fig.  1.— HYGHOMETEK 
OF  SAUBSUBE. 


Fig.  2. — HTGBOMETEE  OF  JIONNIEE. 


Fig.  3.— THE  MOXK, 
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First,  why  should  such  clouds  be  form¬ 
ed  at  aU?  We  can  easily  imagine  that 
the  atmosphere  might,  after  taking  up 
great  quantities  of  moisture  in  a  warm 
day,  or  in  a  succession  of  warm  days,  un¬ 
dergo  some  gradual  change,  such  as  be¬ 
coming  more  cold,  or  more  dense,  or  more 
rare,  or  in  other  respects  different  in  con¬ 
dition  from  what  it  was  before,  and  so  be 
inclined  to  give  up  its  water.  But  we 
should  have  expected  that  this  change 
would  be  gradual — that  we  should  see  at 
first  only  a  faint  general  haze,  which 
would  slowly  increase  as  the  change  in 
the  condition  of  the  air  producing  it  went 
on.  Such  a  general  change  in  the  condition 
of  the  atmosphere,  and  such  a  wide-spread 
tendency  to  precipitate  moisture,  does  actually 
take  place  sometimes,  producing  the  appear¬ 
ances  which  we  observe  when  we  say  there  is  a 
storm  gathering. 

We  can  also  understand  how,  when  the  air 
near  the  earth  has  been  warmed  by  the  sun, 
and  has  become  loaded  with  moisture,  as  in  the 
case  we  have  supposed,  there  might  be  a  cold 
stratum  above,  which,  by  some  change  in  the 
currents  of  the  upper  air,  might  be  caused  to 
pass  over  it  and  to  dip  into  it,  as  it  were,  and 
chill  a  portion  of  the  warm  air  along  the  line, 
or  rather  surface,  of  junction,  and  so  cause  it  to 
deposit  its  moisture.  This  would  produce  thin 
strata  of  smooth,  or  sometimes  more  or  less 
feathery,  clouds,  known  to  the  meteorologists  as 
strati  and  cirri,  such  as  we  often  see  in  a  sum¬ 
mer’s  day  spread  over  the  whole  expanse  of 
the  sky. 

But  what  the  influence  or  agency  can  be  to 
cause  the  atmosphere  to  change  its  condition  so 
suddenly  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  at  the  time 
when  the  rays  of  the  sun  are  most  powerful,  so 
that,  from  manifesting  an  abundant  capacity  for 
taking  up  and  holding  perfectly  in  solution  all 
the  water  within  its  reach,  it  suddenly  begins 
to  give  it  up  with  the  utmost  rapidity  and  pro¬ 
fuseness,  is  one  branch  of  the  mystery  which 
the  phenomena  of  a  thunder-shower  involve. 

A  cloud  is  nothing  else  than  an  assemblage 
of  small  globules  or  vesicles  of  water.  When 
the  globules  are  very  small,  so  that  they  float 
in  the  atmosphere,  they  form  simply  a  cloud. 
When  they  increase  in  size,  so  that  their  weight 


causes  them  to  fall  to  the  earth,  they  become 
rain.  The  nature  of  the  globules,  however,  is 
the  same  in  both  cases,  and  the  manner  in 
which  they  are  formed  is  the  same. 

Thus  the  air,  which  during  the  whole  of  the 
forenoon  of  a  hot  summer’s  day  seems  to  have 
an  insatiable  thirst  for  water,  so  as  to  drink  up 
and  hold  in  an  in-vdsible  form  all  that  it  can  ob¬ 
tain,  suddenly,  at  or  about  noon,  changes  its 
condition  within  certain  well-defined  limits, 
and  begins  to  release  its  hold  upon  it.  The 
particles  then  becoming  liquid  water  once  more, 
join  together,  and,  by  their  mutual  attraction, 
arrange  therpselves  into  globules,  which  float  in 
the  air,  forming  mists  or  clouds,  until  they  be¬ 
come  large  enough  to  descend  to  the  earth  as 
rain. 

What  can  be  the  reason  of  this  change  ?  If 
it  took  place  at  night,  after  the  sun  had  gone 
down,  we  should  not  have  been  surprised.  We 
should  have  inferred  that  the  withdrawal  of  the 
beams  of  the  sun,  by  cooling  the  air,  diminished 
its  capacity  for  water,  and  caused  it  to  surren¬ 
der  a  part  of  its  charge.  But  why  should  such 
a  condensation  take  place  during  the  day  ?  And 
in  the  middle  of  the  day,  too,  just  as  the  beams 
of  the  sun  have  become  most  intense,  and  their 
influence  on  the  atmosphere,  and  on  the  capac¬ 
ity  of  the  atmosphere  for  water,  are  most  pow¬ 
erful? 

But,  secondly,  suppose  a  cause  to  be  discov¬ 
ered  why  thus,  in  the  middle  of  a  hot  day,  and 
under  a  meridian  sun,  the  air  should  all  at  once 
change  its  condition,  and  begin  so  rapidly  to 
surrender  the  water  which  a  few  hours  before 
it  had  evinced  so  great  an  eagerness  to  absorb, 
there  remains  another  and  a  still  greater 
mystery,  namely.  Why  the  tendency  to 
condensation  should  manifest  itself  only 
in  certain  circumscribed  spaces  in  the  at¬ 
mosphere,  within  which  the  precipitation 
of  the  moisture  should  go  on  with  such 
rapidity  as  to  form  a  dense  and  opaque 
mass,  sometimes  almost  wholly  impervious 
to  the  rays  of  the  sun,  while  immediately 
without  them — the  boundary  being  dis¬ 
tinct,  sharp,  and  exceedingly  well  defined 
— the  atmosphere  should  remain  as  clear 
and  pellucid  as  ever.  If  we  look  at  the 
outline  of  one  of  these  rounded  summer 
clouds,  we  shall  see  that  nothing  could  be 
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more  sharply  defined.  The  condensation  seems 
to  take  effect  fully  and  in  all  its  force  quite  up 
to  the  line.  Beyond  the  line,  and  at  the  very 
instant  that  it  is  passed,  the  phenomenon  ceases 
suddenly  and  entirely.  There  is  ^ere  no  con¬ 
densation  at  all.  The  air  continues  as  clear 
and  transparent  as  ever. 

Indeed,  the  landscape  painter  finds  no  form 
in  nature  that  he  has  to  delineate  with  an  out¬ 
line  more  sharp  and  clear  than  that  of  a  sum¬ 
mer  cloud  of  this  character ;  and  so  well  de¬ 
fined  are  the  surfaces  which  bound  the  area 
of  condensation  that  they  will  actually  reflect 
sound,  producing  echoes  and  reverberations, 
like  a  precipice  of  rocks  or  a  solid  wall. 

These  surfaces  always  assume  rounded  forms. 
Now,  whenever  in  nature  we  find  any  phenom¬ 
enon  develop  rounded  or  spherical  forms,  there 
is  usually  indicated  a  cause  or  agency  bearing 
some  relation  to  a  centre.  It  is  attraction  to¬ 
ward  a  centre,  or  radiation  from  a  centre,  or 
some  other  influence  or  action  analogous  to 
these.  Thus,  in  the  present  case,  it  would  seem 
that  there  were  centres  in  the  atmosphere,  in 
which  at  such  a  time  a  tendency  to  condensa¬ 
tion  is  developed  by  some  mysterious  means,  and 
that  the  condensation  thus  •  commenced 
spreads  uniformly  in  all  directions,  pro¬ 
ceeding,  however,  in  such  a  manner  as 
to  preserve  a  distinct  and  well-defined 
boundary  between  the  space  to  which  the 
condensation  extends  and  that  beyond. 
Sometimes  this  process  goes  on  for  a 
time,  and  then  the  action  is  reversed. 

The  atmosphere  seems  to  recover  again 
its  disposition  to  absorb  instead  of  giving 
up  moisture,  and  the  cloud  grows  gradu¬ 
ally  smaller,  and  finally  fades  away  and 
disappears.  In  other  cases  the  process 
proceeds  with  increasing  energy.  The 
surrendering  of  water  by  the  air  goes 


on  with  such  rapidity  that  great 
drops  are  formed  by  millions, 
which  descend  to  the  earth  in  a 
shower  so  copious  as  sometimes 
to  deluge  the  whole  country  over 
which  the  cloud  is  formed. 

And  yet  an  hour,  perhaps,  be¬ 
fore  that  same  air  on  that  same 
day,  and  under  that  same  sun, 
was  almost  as  eager  to  take  up 
from  the  earth  that  same  water, 
or  its  equivalent,  as  it  is  now  to 
throw  it  down. 

Whenever,  in  the  study  of 
nature,  we  encounter  a  phenom¬ 
enon  which  seems  inexplicable, 
so  that,  after  looking  into  it  and 
around  it  with  the  closest  scru¬ 
tiny  that  we  can  exercise,  we 
can  find  no  means  of  explaining 
it,  we  always  experience  a  cer¬ 
tain  relief  in  our  perplexity  if 
we  can  find  some  other  difficulty 
which  seems  analogous  to  it. 
Next  to  finding  the  solution  of 
a  mystery,  it  would  seem  that  we  are  most 
pleased  with  finding  a  duplicate  of  it.  Two 
analogous  difficulties  are  less  perplexing  to  us 
than  one  standing  alone,  which  fact,  though  it 
may  seem  paradoxical,  is  not  at  all  surprising ; 
for  in  finding  the  second  example  of  the  mys¬ 
tery  we  always  imagine  that  we  have  taken  an 
important  step  toward  discovering  the  secret  of 
the  first. 

We  have  the  advantage  of  this  relief  in  the 
present  case ;  for  we  find,  when  w^e  watch  the 
conditions  under  which  water  in  freezingchanges 
from  a  liquid  to  a  solid  form,  on  the  surface  of 
a  lake  or  river,  or  in  a  vessel  upon  the  table, 
that  a  phenomenon  presents  itself  which  is 
strikingly  similar  to  that  which  we  have  ob¬ 
served  to  take  place  in  the  air  while  it  was 
changing  from  a  gaseous  to  a  liquid  form. 

Obserwe  what  takes  place  upon  the  surface  of 
a  sheet  of  water  when  it  commences  to  freeze. 
The  air  above  it  grows  colder  and  colder  until 
it  gets  below  the  freezing-point.  It  is  equally 
cold  at  every  portion  of  the  surface  of  the  wa¬ 
ter,  and  we  might  have  expected  that  the  water 
would  begin  to  freeze  at  the  same  time  and  in 
the  same  manner  at  every  part.  But  it  is  not 


CUMULI. 


THE  MYSTEEIES  OF  A  THUNDER-SHOWER. 


2.5 


so.  It  begins  to  freeze  at  the  edges  or 
around  the  little  leaves  or  sticks  that  may 
be  floating  on  the  surface,  and  from  these 
points  crystals  shoot  in  various  directions 
among  the  liquid  particles,  the  sides  and 
terminations  of  the  crystals  being  limited 
by  distinct  and  perfectly  well  defined  lines 
separating  the  ice  from  the  liquid  water 
around  it,  just  as  the  clouds  had  been  cir¬ 
cumscribed  by  definite  limits  and  bounds 
dividing  them  from  the  transparent  air 
around  them. 

Why  does  not  the  water  begin  to  so¬ 
lidify  at  once  universally  all  over  the  sur¬ 
face  of  the  lake,  so  as  to  produce  a  gen¬ 
eral  thickening  of  the  water,  with  minute  par¬ 
ticles  of  ice,  formed  in  every  part  like  a  cloudy 
precipitate  in  a  chemical  solution  ?  The  solid¬ 
ification  never  does  take  place  in  this  general 
manner.  There  is  a  part  where  the  water  is 
frozen  into  a  solid  mass,  and  a  part  beyond 
where  it  remains  entirely  liquid.  The  former 
gradually  spreads  and  extends  over  the  latter ; 
but  during  the  process  the  line  of  demarka- 
tion  between  what  is  liquid  and  what  is  solid 
remains  perfectly  distinct  and  well  defined,  so 
much  so  that  when  at  last  the  shooting  crys¬ 
tals  converging  from  the  circumference  toward 
the  centre  are  ready  to  meet  there,  having  so¬ 
lidified  in  their  progress  almost  the  whole  sur¬ 
face  of  the  sheet,  the  little  space  which  still  re¬ 
mains  to  be  closed  retains  its  water  to  the  very 
last  moment  in  the  same  condition  of  perfect 
fluidity  as  at  first. 

Thus  there  seems  a  strong  analogy  between 
the  manner  in  which  liquid  water  becomes  solid 
by  freezing  in  a  bowl,  and  that  in  which  gaseous 
water  becomes  liquid  by  condensation  in  the 
summer  sky,  in  this  respect — namely,  that  in 
both  cases  the  process  goes  on,  not  by  a  dif¬ 
fused  and  general  action  pervading  the  whole 
mass,  but  by  a  sort  of  radiation  proceeding  from 
centres,  in  the  progress  of  which  a  distinct  line 
of  demarkation  is  kept  up  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end,  between  what  is  brought  into  the 
new  condition,  whether  liquid  or  solid,  and  that 
which  yet  remains  in  the  old. 

There  is  one  striking  difierence  between  the 
visible  results  in  the  two  cases,  and  that  is  that 
in  the  process  of  congelation  from  the  liquid 
state  the  particles  of  water  join  each  other  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  produce  long  pointed  crys¬ 
tals,  bounded  by  straight  lines  and  sharp  angles  ; 
whereas  in  condensation  from  the  air  they  group 
themselves  in  masses  which  assume  rounded 
forms,  like  the  convolutions  of  smoke.  But 
this  difierence  depends,  no  doubt,  on  the  fact 
that  in  the  latter  case  the  condensed  masses 
being  fluid  themselves,  and  floating  freely  in  a 
fluid  atmosphere,  are  free  to  take  any  form 
which  the  various  attractions  and  other  forces 
to  which  they  are  exposed  tend  to  impart  to 
them  ;  while  in  the  former  the  particles  are  held 
by  the  solidity  which  is  the  special  characteristic 
of  their  new  state  in  the  precise  positions  which 
they  first  assumed  in  the  act  of  entering  it. 


THE  NIMBUS. 

The  philosophy  of  these  processes  is  by  no 
means  yet  fully  understood ;  but  it  is  well  known 
that  the  singular  effects  connected  with  them  are 
due,  in  a  very  considerable  degree,  to  the  action 
of  a  very  mysterious  and  hidden  cause  which 
we  call  electricity.  There  is  abundant  and  di¬ 
rect  proof  that  the-  agency  of  electricity  is  con¬ 
cerned  in  the  process  of  crystallization  in  all 
cases ;  and  there  is  still  more  striking  and  im¬ 
pressive  proof  of  its  presence,  and  of  its  exercis¬ 
ing  a  most  energetic  action,  in  the  formation  of 
summer  clouds.  The  mode  of  action  may,  how¬ 
ever,  be  extremely  different  in  the  two  cases. 
There  certainly  is  a  very  great  difference  in  the 
manner  in  which  this  mysterious  agent  mani¬ 
fests  its  presence  and  power  to  human  observa¬ 
tion  in  the  one  and  in  the  other. 

Electricity  is  the  name  we  give  to  the  un- 
knoivn  cause  of  certain  very  curious  and  re¬ 
markable  effects  which  we  see  produced  in  na¬ 
ture.  We  know  nothing  whatever  in  relation 
to  this  cause,  except  the  effects  which  it  pro¬ 
duces.  The  imagination  is  continually  strug¬ 
gling  to  look  beyond  these  effects,  and  to  form 
some  conception  of  a  material  substance  which 
may  exist,  in  fact,  independently  of  them,  and 
which,  by  its  movements,  or  in  some  other  way, 
may  produce  them.  But  this  is  vain.  We 
know  nothing,  and  can  know  nothing,  but  the 
efifects.  The  effects  properly  grouped  and 
classified  form  what  we  call  the  science  of  elec¬ 
tricity.  But  the  effects  themselves  are  aU  that, 
strictly  speaking,  can  be  the  objects  of  our 
knowledge. 

It  is  necessary  to  understand  thus  where  the 
limit  lies  in  respect  to  the  knowledge  which  we 
may  hope  to  acquire  of  natural  phenomena,  in 
order  that  we  may  not  be  misled  by  the  phrase¬ 
ology  which,  on  account  of  the  poverty  of  lan¬ 
guage,  it  is  necessary  for  us  to  use — or  at  least 
extremely  convenient  to  use — in  describing  the 
phenomena.  We  speak  of  electricity  as  mov¬ 
ing  from  place  to  place — of  its  striking— of  its 
being  diffused  over  a  surface,  or  concentrated 
in  a  point.  We  designate  it  as  a  fluid.  In¬ 
deed,  it  has  been  extensively  believed  to  be 
really  a  fluid — one  of  very  great  tenuity  and 
elastic  #orce.  But  whether  the  phenomena 
which  we  witness  really  result  from  the  pres¬ 
ence  and  progressive  motions  of  such  a  fluid,  or 
from  the  vibrations  or  undulations  propagated 
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through  other  material  media,  or  whether  they 
are  produced  in  some  other  mode  wholly  be¬ 
yond  the  experience  of  man,  and,  by  conse¬ 
quence,  entirely  incomprehensible  to  him,  is  not 
known.  All  that  we  know  is  that  there  is  a 
peculiar  energy,  universally  diffused  through 
nature,  existing  sometimes  in  a  dormant  state 
and  sometimes  in  a  condition  of  the  most  in¬ 
tense  and  energetic  action.  For  convenience 
of  language  we  speak  of  it  as  a  substance,  and 
represent  it  as  moving  from  place  to  place. 
But  all  that  is  to  be  understood  by  this  is  that 
an  energy  exists,  and  is  transmitted,  without 
at  all  pretending  to  know  precisely  under  what 
form  or  in  what  way. 

It  is  found  that  the  condensation  of  ^ater  in 
the  summer  sky,  such  as  we  have  described,  is 
always  attdhded  by  a  great  development  of  this 
unseen  and  mysterious  energy — be  it  fluid,  vi¬ 


bration,  force,  or  whatever  else  we  choose  to 
call  it.  The  more  rapid  the  condensation  the 
more  copiously  is  the  electricity  developed. 
Which  is  the  cause  and  which  is  the  effect,  it 
is  impossible  to  say ;  but  the  two  phenomena 
accompany  each  other  in  a  very  remarkable 
manner. 

This  connection  between  the  development  of 
electricity  and  the  condensation  of  aqueous  va¬ 
por,  w'hich  was  for  a  long  time  known  only  to 
exist  in  the  case  of  the  thunder-cloud,  has  since 
been  found  to  be  universal.  The  attention  of 
scientific  men  was  called  strongly  to  this  sub¬ 
ject  by  an  incident  which  occurred  to  an  en¬ 
gineer  in  charge  of  a  locomotive  near  Newcas¬ 
tle,  in  England,  in  1840.  This  engineer  hap¬ 
pened  to  pass  one  hand  very  near  the  cloud  of 
vapor  which  was  issuing  from  the  escape-pipe 
of  his  engine,  at  the  instant  when  the  other  was 
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in  contact  with  a  metallic  handle 
attached  to  some  part  of  the  ma¬ 
chinery.  The  combination  happen¬ 
ed  to  be  such  as  to  make  his  body 
part  of  an  electric  circuit,  and  he 
experienced  a  sudden  and  quite  pow¬ 
erful  shock. 

This  incident  led  to  a  more  thor¬ 
ough  study  of  the  electrical  phenom¬ 
ena  connected  with  the  condensation 
of  water,  and  it  was  found  that  elec¬ 
tricity  could  be  excited  in  any  quan¬ 
tity  t>y  this  means.  The  engraving 
represents  a  machine  or  engine  con¬ 
structed  by  Armstrong  for  this  pur¬ 
pose.  It  consists  of  a  boiler  mount¬ 
ed  upon  insulating  columns,  pro¬ 
vided,  as  usual,  with  fire-box,  water- 
gauge,  safety-valve,  and  smoke-pipe, 
and  also  furnished  with  an  appara¬ 
tus  by  which  jets  of  the  steam  may 
be  thrown  upon  a  system  of  metallic 
points  connected  with  an  insulated 
conductor.  The  operation  of  such 
a  machine  as  this  is  very  powerful, 
though,  for  obvious  reasons,  it  is  not 
a  convenient  one  for  practical  use. 

In  the  case  of  the  condensation 
of  vapor  in  the  atmosphere,  so  long 
as  the  cloud  remains  small,  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  the  electricity  does  not  man¬ 
ifest  itself  by  any  outward  sign ;  but 
when  it  becomes  large  and  very 
dense,  and  especially  when  it  is  rap¬ 
idly  formed,  the  electric  energy  becomes  ex¬ 
cessive,  and  it  produces  two  effects  strikingly 
manifest  to  the  senses — a  brilliant  chain  of 
forked  and  glittering  light  dazzling  the  eye, 
and  a  series  of  tremendous  detonations  and  re¬ 
verberations  overpowering  the  ear.  The  di¬ 
rection  of  the  line  of  light  is  often  toward 
the  earth,  and  by  the  very  remarkable  effects 
which  are  produced  at  the  termination  of  it  we 
know  that  in  some  way  or  other  a  force  of  very 
extraordinary  intensity,  has  been  transmitted 
from  the  cloud  to  the  ground. 

The  discharges,  as  we  term  them,  take  place 
sometimes  in  very  quick  succession,  showing 
that  the  electric  energy  is  very  abundantly  de¬ 
veloped,  and  in  such  cases  the  condensation  of 
water  goes  on  in  an  equally  extraordinary  man¬ 
ner. 

This  state  of  things  continues  for  several 
hours.  The  two  effects — namely,  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  electricity  and  the  condensation  of  wa¬ 
ter — go  on  together,  the  one  keeping  pace,  to 
all  appearance,  exactly  with  the  other.  The 
electricity,  as  it  is  developed,  discharges  itself 
in  glittering  lines  of  light  darting  through  the 
air.  The  water  descends,  by  its  gravitation, 
to  the  earth  in  a  deluging  shower.  During  all 
this  time  the  cloud  moves  slowly  on  from  west 
to  east,  increasing  all  the  while  in  density  and 
extent,  until  the  heavens  are  black  with  it,  and 
the  earth  for  a  region  of  many  miles  is  thrown 
into  deep  shadow. 
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At  length  the,  energy  of  this  double  action, 
that  of  the  development  of  electricity  and  the 
condensation  and  pi-ecipitation  of  water,  seems 
to  reach  and  pass  its  maximum,  and  then  grad¬ 
ually  to  subside.  The  descent  of  the  water 
becomes  less  copious.  The  flashes  and  detona¬ 
tions  produced  by  the  electricity  become  more 
rare.  Finally  they  cease  altogether.  The 
rain-drops  cease  to  fall.  The  air,  from  having 
been.fio  ready  to  give  up  the  moisture  which  it 
had  Feld  in  solution,  resumes  its  former  tend¬ 
ency  to  absorb  it.  The  remaining  globules 
which  continue  floating  in  the  cloud  are  dis¬ 
solved.  The  cloud  itself  is  thus  gradually 
diminished,  and  finally  disappears ;  and  the 
portion  of  the  atmosphere  which  it  occupied, 
though  perhaps  that  portion  has  in  the  inteiwal 
been  made  to  traverse  a  considerable  extent  of 
country,  becomes  as  transparent  and  pellucid 
as  before,  while  perhaps  at  a  few  miles’  dis¬ 
tance  the  same  process  is  just  commencing 
anew,  from  some  new  centre — to  go  through 
the  same  course  of  developing  electricity,  and 
condensing  water  in  the  most  rapid  and  ener¬ 
getic  manner  within  a  certain  circumscribed 
and  well-defined  space,  for  a  certain  limited 
time ;  and  then  at  length,  after  exhausting  its 
energy,  restoring  every  thing  again  to  its  pris¬ 
tine  serenity  and  repose. 

The  eye  is  subject  to  a  singular  illusion  in 
watching  the  progress  of  the  thunder-clouds 
which  are  formed  in  the  west  in  a  summer’s 


28 


HARPER’S  HEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


EFFECTS  OF  THE  DI80UARGB. 


day.  They  seem  to  be  formed  low  in  the  hori¬ 
zon,  and  to  rise  as  the3'  come  on.  But  this  ap¬ 
parent  lowness  of  position  and  subsequent  ris¬ 
ing  is  all  an  illusion,  the  clouds  being  acttially 
at  the  same  height  above  the  surface  of  the 
earth  all  the  time. 

This  is  shown  to  be  true  by  several  consid¬ 
erations.  Tn  the  first  place,  if  the  apparent 
rising  of  the  clouds  were  a  real  rising,  then 
they  must  have  been  formed  near  the  ground 
at  the  place  from  which  the  observer  at  any 
point  sees  them  appear  to  rise ;  in  which  case 
the  people  living  at  that  place — which  can  only 
be  usually  at  a  distance  of  eight  or  ten  miles 
from  the  station  of  the  obsen'er — would  see 
them  forming  all  around  them,  at  or  near  the 
surface  of  the  earth,  as  fogs  sometimes  form  on 
low  grounds  in  autumn  mornings.  But  this  is 
never  the  case.  The  thunder-clouds  produced 
on  a  sultry  summer  afternoon  never,  to  any 
observer,  seem  near  the  ground,  except  when 
they  arc  at  a  distance  from  where  he  stands. 

Thus,  when  thunder-clouds  are  formed  over 


any  great  extent  of  country — 
the  State  of  New  York,  for  in¬ 
stance — the  people  of  Albany, 
of  Utica,  of  Rochester,  and  of 
Buffalo  all  see  them  high  in 
the  air.  The  people  of  Al¬ 
bany,  it  is  true,  looking  west, 
in  the  direction  of  Utica,  see 
the  clouds  close  to  the  hori¬ 
zon,  and  they  might  imagine 
that  at  Utica  they  were  really 
lying  near  the  ground.  But 
the  people  of  Utica  see  them 
high  in  the  air.  They,  in  their 
turn,  looking  still  farther  west, 
toward  Rochester,  see  another 
group  of  clouds  near  the  hori¬ 
zon,  which  they  too,  in  turn, 
might  suppose  to  be  in  fact 
close  to  the  ground.  Thus  it 
is  along  the  whole  line.  Each 
set  of  observers  sees  that  their 
own  clouds  are  high,  and  might 
easily  imagine,  under  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  an  optical  illusion, 
that  those  which  lie  at  a  dis¬ 
tance  from  them  are  low. 

Nor  is  this-illusion  confined 
to  the  case  of  clouds.  The 
top  of  the  mast  of  a  ship  two 
hundred  feet  above  the  water, 
seen  at  a  certain  distance  from 
the  observer,  just  peeps  above 
the  horizon,  and  at  a  little 
greater  distance  it  sinks  below 
it  altogether.  If  it  were  a 
thousand  feet  high,  it  would 
only  be  necessary  to  remove  it 
to  a  greater  distance  to  bring 
it  down  as  close  to  the  horizon 
as  before. 

If,  now,  there  were  a  ball 
of  fire  placed  upon  the  top  of 
such  a  mast,  and  then  if  in  the  night  the  ship 
were  to  advance  rapidly  from  its  distant  posi¬ 
tion  toward  the  station  of  the  observer,  the  ball 
would  seem  to  rise  in  the  sky,  growing  larger 
and  larger  also  as  it  approached,  precisely  like 
the  electric  clouds,  while  yet,  in  fact,  it  would 
remain  at  the  same  distanee  above  the  surface 
of  the  water  all  the  time. 

The  apparent  rising  of  the  cloud,  therefore, 
and  also  a  great  portion  of  its  apparent  increase 
in  size,  are  optical  illusions. 

In  the  same  manner,  a  bird  or  flock  of  birds, 
flying  toward  us  at  a  great  altitude,  appear  to 
be  at  a  comparatively  low  elevation  when  they 
first  come  into  view,  and  to  rise  as  they  ap¬ 
proach-while  really  they  are  traversing  the 
country  at  the  same  level. 

The  same  principle  applies  to  fixed  as  well 
as  moving  points  in  the  sky,  making  those  that 
are  near  us  appear  high,  and  those  that  are 
more  remote  lower.  This  produces  the  arched 
appearance  of  the  heavens,  almost  the  whole 
of  which  is  due  to  this  optical  illusion. 
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We  say  almost  the  whole  of  it,  for  a  level 
stratum,  as  of  clouds  for  example,  spread  over 
the  sky  at  a  certain  distance  from  the  earth, 
would  have  a  slight  curvature — that  is,  a  curva¬ 
ture  corresponding  to  that  of  the  surface  of  the 
globe ;  but  this  curvature  is  too  small  to  have 
any  sensible  effect  in  producing  the  appearance 
of  a  dome.  The  dome-like  aspect  which  the 
sky  presents  is  thus  a  grand  optical  illusion. 

The  light  and  heat  which  are  so  strikingly 
manifested  sometimes  in  electric  discharges 
from  the  clouds  are  not  properties,  directly,  of 
the  electricity  itself,  but  effects  developed  by 
it  in  other  substances.  While  the  electricity 
remains  quiescent  in  the  cloud,  the  darkness 
and  coldness  of  the  cloud  are  not  at  all  dimin¬ 
ished  by  its  presence.  It  is  only  when  it  is 
transmitted  through  the  air,  or  through  some 
other  resisting  medium,  that  light  and  heat  ap¬ 
pear.  They  are  not  inherent  in  the  electricity 
itself,  but  are  produced  in  some  way  by  the 
disruption  of  the  resisting  substances  through 
which  it  passes.  Just  as  the  flint  and  steel, 
cold  in  themselves,  develop  an  intense  heat  by 
the  friction  produced  when  they  are  brought 
into  collision. 

This  truth,  that  the  heat  and  light  which  ac¬ 
companies  an  electric  discharge  from  the  clouds 
are  affections,  not  of  the  electrical  energy  it¬ 
self,  hut  of  other  substances  on  which  this  en¬ 
ergy  acts  in  passing  through  or  over  them,  is 
abundantly  confirmed  by  experiments  which 
are  made  with  electricity  artiflcially  excited. 
So  long  as  a  quantity  of  electricity  remains  in 
a  quiescent  state  on  the  surface  of  a  conductor 
or  of  a  Leyden-jar,  no  matter  how  great  the 
quantity  may  be,  or  how  highly  concentrated, 
it  produces  no  warmth  in  the  substance  retain¬ 
ing  it,  nor  does  it  cause  it  to  emit  any  light. 
But  when  this  same  supply,  thus  accumulated, 
is  made  to  pass  through  the  air,  it  e'mits  an  in¬ 
tense  light,  and  produces  a  degree  of  heat  suf¬ 
ficient  to  fuse  metals. 

The  electricity  of  the  cloud,  then,  after  being 
gradually  accumulated  in  connection  with  the 
process  of  condensation,  at  last  transmits  itself 
through  the  air,  either  to  the  earth  or  to  some 
other  cloud ;  and,  in  so  doing,  either  by  the 
force  of  friction  or  disruption,  or  by  some  oth¬ 
er  means  to  ns  unknown,  produces  an  intense 
degree  of  light  and  heat.  The  light,  especial¬ 
ly  at  night,  illumines  the  whole  heavens,  and 
the  heat  inflames  or  fuses  almost  every  thing 
that  comes  in  its  way. 

The  track  of  the  electricity  through  the  air, 
in  thercase  of  a  discharge  from  the  clouds,  is 
not  usually  straight ;  but  its  course,  as  it  ap¬ 
pears  to  the  eye,  is  a  zigzag,  with  many  sharp, 
angular  turns,  and  sometimes  irregularly  radi¬ 
ating  branches.  The  duration  of  the  light  is 
very  short,  even  upon  the  retina  of  the  eye,  but 
it  is  very  much  shorter  in  reality ;  for  the  eye 
retains  an  impression  of  light  for  a  sensible 
period  after  the  external  light  which  produced 
it  has  disappeared.  We  see  this  in  the  well- 
known  experiment  of  whirling  a  lighted  stick 
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in  the  air,  which  produces  upon  the  eye  the  im¬ 
pression  of  a  continued  circle  of  fire,  while  the 
real  light  is  only  a  point,  and  not  any  circle  at 
all.  It  is  made  a  circle  on  the  retina  by  that 
organ’s  retaining  the  impression  which  the  point 
makes  in  any  given  part  of  the  circuit,  until  the 
said  point,  in  revolving,  returns  to  that  part 
again. 

The  flash,  then,  in  the  case  of  an  electrical 
discharge,  is  very  much  more  nearly  instanta¬ 
neous,  in  fact,  than  it  appears  to  the  eye.  And, 
strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  actual  duration  of 
it  has  been  measured.  The  result  of  this  meas¬ 
urement  shows  that  to  say  that  the  light  emit¬ 
ted  by  the  spark  is  gone  in  a  second,  or  a  half 
of  a  second,  or  a  tenth  of  a  second,  is  enormous¬ 
ly  to  exaggerate  its  duration.  To  say  that  it 
endures  for  the  millionth  part  of  a  second  is  to 
multiply  the  actual  length  of  the  period  a  thou¬ 
sand  times ;  that  is  to  say,  the  light  has  been 
proved  to  be  so  exceedingly  brief  in  its  dura¬ 
tion,  that  there  might  be  five  hundred  repeti¬ 
tions  of  it,  with  an  equal  interval  of  total  dark¬ 
ness  after  every  flash,  in  the  millionth  part  of  a 
second ! 

The  first  effect,  undoubtedly,  which  will  be 
produced  on  the  minds  of  most  readers  in  re¬ 
ceiving  such  a  statement  as  this  will  be  the 
conviction  that  all  pretensions  to  having  com¬ 
puted,  and  still  more  to  having  measured,  such 
portions  of  duration  as  this  must  be  futile,  and 
the  results  wholly  fanciful  and  imaginary.  But 
the  very  nice  calculations  of  mathematicians  and 
philosophers — calculations  which  would  at  first 
view  seem  as  extraordinary  as  this — have  been 
abundantly  verified  in  so  many  instances,  as  for 
example  in  the  motions  and  disturbing  forces  of 
the  heavenly  bodies,  as  to  entitle  those  who  make 
them  to  claim  from  mankind  at  large  some  de¬ 
gree  of  confidence  in  the  results  which  they  an¬ 
nounce  to  us,  in  cases  where  we  have  not  the 
opportunity  to  verify  them. 
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In  tliis  case,  however,  although  few  persons 
have  the  means  at  hand  of  verifying  the  calcu¬ 
lation,  the  principle  on  which  it  is  made  can  be 
rendered  so  far  intelligible  as  to  show  that  it  is 
possible  to  measure  accurately  an  endless  series 
of  periods  of  duration  that  are  all,  in  respect 
to  minuteness,  infinitely  beyond  the  cognizance 
of  our  senses ;  thus  doing,  in  respect  to  time, 
what  the  microscope  enables  us  to  do  in  respect 
to  extension. 

It  would  be  somewhat  difficult  to  describe 
fully  the  apparatus  used,  and  the  method  of 
using  it  for  accomplishing  this  result;  but  a 
general  idea  of  the  principle  on  which  it  op¬ 
erates  can  be  very  easily  communicated. 

Imagine,  then,  that  the  hands  of  a  common 
clock  are  removed,  and  that  the  works  within 
are  connected  with  the  face  of  the  clock,  so  as 
to  cause  the  face  itself  to  revolve  with  a  mod¬ 
erate  rapidity — for  example,  at  the  rate  of  one 
revolution  in  each  minute. 

Suppose,  now,  that  a  sheet  of  paper  is  pasted 
upon  the  glass  of  the  clock-case,  so  as  to  hide 
the  revolving  dial  or  face  entirely  from  view, 
excepting  at  one  small  round  spot  near  the  top, 
where  a  hole  had  been  cut  in  the  paper  before 
it  was  put  upon  the  glass.  We  will  suppose 
that  the  hole  is  in  such  a  position  as  that 
the  character  XII.  should  be  seen  through  it 
when  the  dial  is  in  its  natural  position.  If, 
now,  a  person  standing  before  the  clock  looks 
through  the  hole  in  the  paper,  and  the  clock 
face  begins  to  revolve,  moving  backward,  that 
is  from  right  to  left,  he  wiU  see  the  numbers 
pass  in  succession,  behind  the  opening,  in  the 
order  I.,  II.,  III.,  and  so  on. 

If,  now,  the  observer  remains  in  his  position, 
with  his  eyes  open  for  one  minute,  he  will  see 
the  whole  series  of  the  hours  come  into  view. 
If  he  keeps  his  eyes  open  only  for  a  quarter  of 
a  minute,  he  will  see  only  a  quarter  of  the  se¬ 
ries.  And  so,  conversely,  it  would  be  easy  by 
this  contrivance  to  ascertain  how  long  he  kept 
his  eyes  open  in  any  particular  instance,  from 
knowing  how  large  a  part  of  the  series  he  saw. 
If  he  were  to  say,- 1  opened  my  eyes  just  as  the 
XII.  was  leaving  the  field  of  view,  and  shut 
them  again  just  as  the  II.  was  coming  into  it, 
we  might  say,  then  you  niust  h.ave  kept  them 
open  for  one-sixth  part  of  a  minute ;  for  the 
dial  makes  one  revolution  a  minute,  and  it  was 
one-sixth  part  of  the  circumference  that  you 
saw. 

It  is  obvious  that  the  principle  would  be  the 
same  if  the  dial  were  to  revolve  once  in  a  sec¬ 
ond;  for  then  it  would  be  for  the  sixth  part  of 
a  second  that  the  observer’s  eyes  would  have 
been  open,  if  he  saw  the  spaces  extending  from 
XII.  to  II.  The  principle  would  be  the  same  ; 
but  it  would  be  impossible  to  operate  at  this 
speed  with  the  human  eye,  on  account  of  its 
not  being  quick  enough  in  receiving  and  giv¬ 
ing  up  the  light  which  strikes  the  retina,  and 
in  transmitting  the  impressions  to  the  mind.  It 
is  plain,  however,  that  if  the  eye  were  quick  and 
sensitive  enough,  the  method  would  be  equally 


applicable  to  a  revolution  of  once  in  a  second, 
or  a  hundred  times  in  a  second,  or  at  any  other 
rate  whatever.  If  the  observer  saw  all  the  hours 
from  XII.  to  VI.  while  the  dial  was  revolving  at 
the  rate  of  a  thousand  times  in  a  second,  which 
is,  of  course,  at  the  rate  of  one  revolution  in  the 
thousandth  part  of  a  second,  we  should  know  that 
his  eyes  were  open  for  just  one-half  that  period 
of  time ;  and  so  with  any  other  portion  of  the  cir¬ 
cumference  of  the  dial  which  might  come  into 
view. 

Now  although  the  sensitiveness  of  the  human 
eye  is  not  quick  enough  for  such  an  operation, 
we  have  an  agency  at  our  command  that  is. 
There  is  a  photographic  arrangement  by  means 
of  which  an  impression  from  light  may  be  taken 
in  an  inconceivably  short  space  of  time.  So 
quick  is  it,  indeed,  that  a  cannon-ball,  at  the  in¬ 
stant  of  its  leaving  the  mouth  of  the  cannon, 
when  it  is  wholly  invisible  to  the  human  eye, 
will  leave  a  distinct  image  of  itself  upon  the 
photographic  surface  as  it  passes  by  an  opening 
in  a  screen  opposite  to  which  the  photographic 
instrument  is  placed. 

Now  imagine  that  instead  of  the  living  ob¬ 
server  the  photographic  apparatus  above  re¬ 
ferred  to  is  placed  before  the  clock.  The  room 
is  dark.  An  arrangement  is  made  for  produc¬ 
ing  an  electric  spark  at  such  a  point  in  front 
of  the  clock  as  that  the  light  from  it  shall  shine 
through  the  opening  in  the  paper,  and  illumin¬ 
ate  such  a  portion  of  the  dial-plate  behind  as 
shall  he  in  the  act  of  passing  during  the  continu¬ 
ance  of  the  light. 

The  arrangements  being  all  thus  made,  and 
the  dial-plate  being  set  in  extremely  rapid  mo¬ 
tion,  the  electric  discharge  is  at  length  made. 
The  light  from  it  shines  through  the  opening 
and  illuminates  the  passing  portion  of  the  disk. 
The  portion  so  illuminated  impresses  its  image 
indelibly  upon  the  photographic  screen,  which, 
being  made  to  move  rapidly  in  a  contrary  di¬ 
rection,  receives  the  different  portions  of  the 
impression  upon  different  portions  of  its  sur¬ 
face  ;  and  thus,  after  the  experiment  is  con¬ 
cluded,  shows  precisely  how  long  the  illumina¬ 
tion  of  the  spark  continued. 

It  will  be  of  course  understood  that  in  the 
above  explanation  no  attempt  is  made  to  de¬ 
scribe  precisely  the  exact  form  of  the  appara¬ 
tus  used,  but  only  to  illustrate  the  principle  on 
which  it  operates,  with  a  view  of  showing  the 
reader  that  the  idea  of  making  such  extremely 
minute  measurements  of  time  as  have  been  re¬ 
ferred  to  is  perfectly  practicable,  instead  of 
being  wholly  absurd,  as  it  might  at  first  appear. 

Although  the  light  produced  by  the  electrie 
spark,  even  in  its  effect  upon  the  eye,  is  so 
nearly  instantaneous  in  its  duration,  the  sound, 
in  the  case  of  discharges  from  the  clouds  in 
the  sky,  is  greatly  prolonged.  The  sound  com¬ 
mences,  when  the  discharge  is  near,  with  a 
series  of  terrific  detonations  following  each 
other  in  quick  succession,  and  is  followed  by 
long,  rolling  reverberations  and  echoes  which 
are  continued  for  a  considerable  time.  This 
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prolongation  of  a  sound,  whicli  is  produced  by 
one  single  and  instantaneous  impulse,  is  due  to 
two  causes. 

The  first  cause  is  the  difference  of  the  time 
which  is  required  for  the  sounds  produced  in 
different  parts  of  the  track  of  the  electric  dis¬ 
charge  to  come  in  to  the  ear.  Sounds  may 
take  place,  in  fact,  at  the  same  absolute  mo¬ 
ment  of  time,  and  yet  come  home  in  succes¬ 
sion  to  the  ear  of  any  listener.  They  must  do 
so,  in  fact,  if  they  take  place  at  different  dis¬ 
tances  from  the  ear ;  and  the  intervals  between 
them,  as  heard,  will  depend  upon  these  relative 
distances. 

For  example,  let  us  suppose  that  four  can¬ 
nons  are  placed  in  a  row  upon  a  plain,  at  dis¬ 
tances  of  a  rulle  from  each  other,  and  that  an 
observer  is  stationed  in  the  same  line,  but  at 
the  distance  of  one  mile  from  the  end  of  the 
row.  Suppose,  now,  that  by  means  of  a  given 
signal,  or  by  a  galvanic  wire  passing  along  the 
line,  all  four  of  the  cannons  are  discharged  at 
the  same  instant  of  time,  the  observer  would  by 
no  means,  in  such  a  case,  hear  them  together. 
There  would  be  a  distinct  interval  between  the 
several  sounds  as  they  reached  his  ear,  on  ac¬ 
count  of  the  fact  that  the  sound  of  the  first 
would  have  to  pass  through  a  distance  of  only 
one  mile,  while  the  second  would  have  a  jour¬ 
ney  to  make  of  two  miles,  the  third  of  three, 
and  the  fourth  of  four.  Now,  as  sound  travels 
at  the  rate  of  a  little  more  than  a  thousand  feet 
in  a  second,  which  is  not  far  from  a  mile  in 
five  seconds,  the  observer  would  hear  the  re¬ 
ports  at  intervals  of  about  five  seconds  each ; 
and  a  period  of  twenty  seconds  would  elapse 
before  all  the  sounds  would  come  in. 

To  apply  this  reasoning  to  the  case  of  an 


electric  discharge  from  the  clouds,  let  us  sup¬ 
pose  that  an  observer  stands  to  the  eastward  of 
a  cloud,  and  at  the  distance  of  a  mile  from  it, 
and  that  the  electric  discharge  passes  from  one 
cloud  to  another,  the  latter  being  situated  a 
mile  to  the  westward  of  the  former.  Now,  al¬ 
though  the  discharge  should  actually  pass  across 
this  interval  in  an  instant,  and  the  sounds  which 
it  would  produce  would  be  actually  simultane¬ 
ous  in  all  parts  of  the  line,  or  at  least  so  near¬ 
ly  simultaneous  that  there  would  be  no  appre¬ 
ciable  difference,  in  actual  fact,  between  the 
beginning  and  the  end  of  it,  still,  as  in  the 
case  of  the  simultaneous  sounds  produced  by 
the  reports  of  the  line  of  cannons,  the  different 
portions  of  it  would  come  in  succession  to  the 
ear.  Five  seconds  would  elapse  after  the  flash 
before  the  beginning  of  the  clap  of  thunder 
would  be  heard,  and  then  five  seconds  more 
would  be  required  to  bring  the  whole  length  of 
the  sound,  so  to  speak,  fully  in,  and  that  with¬ 
out  making  any  account  whatever  of  echoes 
and  reverberations. 

This  fact,  that  sound  moves  through  the  air 
in  a  summer’s  day  at  about  the  rate  of  a  mile 
in  five  seconds,  gives  us  a  very  convenient  and 
sufficiently  accurate  mode  of  measuring  the  dis¬ 
tance  from  us  of  any  electric  discharge  from 
the  clouds  which  we  witness,  by  counting  the 
number  of  seconds  that  intervene  between  the 
flash  and  the  commencement  of  the  sound  of 
the  thunder,  and  then  reckoning  a  mile  of  dis¬ 
tance  for  every  five  of  the  number  of  seconds 
so  ascertained.  The  seconds  may  be  observed 
by  means  of  a  watch  or  clock,  or  otherwise, 
accurately  enough,  by  beating  seconds  with 
the  hand,  or  slow  counting.  When  a  thunder¬ 
cloud  is  coming  on,  it  will  be  found  that  the 
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interval  between  the  flash  and  the  sound  di¬ 
minishes  as  the  cloud  draws  near,  and  then  in¬ 
creases  again  after  it  has  passed  by. 

The  second  cause  by  which  the  sound  of 
thunder,  which  in  reality  consists  only  of  one 
single  and  instantaneous  explosion,  is  so  pro¬ 
longed  is  found  in  the  echoes  and  reverbera¬ 
tions  produced  by  reflections  of  the  sound,  from 
forests,  precipices  of  rocks,  faces  of  mountains, 
and,  more  than  all  the  rest,  from  the  surfaces 
of  the  clouds  themselves.  The  fact  that  clouds 
are  capable  of  reflecting  sound  and  producing 
an  echo  is  abundantly  proved  by  the  firing  of 
guns — the  sound  created  by  heavy  artillery  be¬ 
ing  often  much  prolonged,  and  made  sometimes 
to  resemble  very  closely  a  roll  of  thunder,  when 
there  are  heavy  clouds  in  the  sky. 

A  peal  of  thunder,  as  it  strikes  the  ear,  con¬ 
sists  often  not  of  a  continued  roll,  as  if  the 
echoes  were  reflected  from  a  range  of  surfaces 
at  nearly  equal  distances  from  each  other,  but 
of  a  series  of  rattling  detonations,  and  loud  and 
hea\-y  bursts  of  sound,  following  each  other  in 


quick  and  irregular  succession. 
These  sharp  and  heavy  claps, 
which  burst  forth  at  intervals 
in  the  midst  of  the  general 
peal  of  reverberations,  may  be 
occasioned  either  by  echoes 
coming  from  some  particular¬ 
ly  large  surface  of  the  cloud, 
or  else  from  some  portion  of 
the  line  of  the  discharge  which 
lies,  as  it  is  mathematically 
expressed,  at  right  angles  to 
the  axis  of  the  eye.  This  will 
be  made  plain  by  a  brief  ex¬ 
planation. 

If  the  track  of  the  lightning 
is  in  a  line  running  directly 
from  or  directly  towara  the  ob¬ 
server,  then  the  sound  will 
come  to  him,  as  has  been  al¬ 
ready  explained,  by  a  gradual 
roll,  that  from  the  nearest  end 
of  the  line  reaching  the  ear 
first,  and  the  rest  in  succession. 
If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  di¬ 
rection  of  the  line  of  discharge 
is  across  the  observer’s  line  of 
vision,  so  that  all  parts  of  it 
are  pretty  nearly  at  an  equal 
distance  from  him,  then  the 
whole  sound  will  come  to  his 
ears  at  the  same  time,  and 
the  effect  will  be  one  loud 
overpowering  peal,  to  be  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  succession  of  sim¬ 
ilar  peals,  as  the  sound  shall 
be  returned  by  the  echoes. 

But  in  point  of  fact  the  track 
of  the  lightning  is  seldom  or 
never  entirely  in  a  line  run¬ 
ning  directly  to  or  from  the 
observer,  nor  directly  across 
such  a  line  ;  hut,  running  in  a 
zigzag  as  it  does,  its  course  lies  partly  in  one  of 
these  directions  and  partly  in  the  other.  The 
result  will  obviously  be  that  the  peal  of  thunder, 
as  it  reaches  the  ear,  will  consist  of  sharp  and 
rattling  bursts  of  sound  following  each  other 
in  quick  succession,  and  passing  gradually  into 
the  more  continuous  and  distant  reverherations. 

We  have  seen  thus  how  the  repeated  bursts 
and  long-continued  reverberations  of  sound  in 
thunder  are  derived  from  one  single  instanta¬ 
neous  explosion,  which  is  aU  that  is  directly 
produced  by  the  electrical  discharge.  We  now- 
have  to  inquire  in  what  way  the  electricity  op¬ 
erates  in  awakening  this  elementary  detonation. 

It  is  simply  by  intensely  heating  the  air  along 
its  passage,  so  as  to  occasion  a  sudden  rarefac¬ 
tion  and  subsequent  collapse  of  it,  and  this  pro¬ 
duces  the  sound.  It  acts  thus  in  a  manner  very 
similar  to  that  of  gunpowder,  which  gives  a  re¬ 
port  when  it  is  fired  hy  means  of  a  sudden  and 
violent  expansion  of  the  air,  follow-ed  by  an 
equally  violent  return,  the  shock  of  which  pro¬ 
duces  the  sound. 
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By  the  mechanical  elFects 
of  electricity  are  meant  its 
power  to  produce  a  rending, 
tearing,  or  disruption  of  any 
kind  in  the  substances  through 
which  it  passes.  The  engrav¬ 
ing  below  shows  the  effect 
produced  by  a  very  powerful 
discharge  from  an  electric 
battery  through  a  mass  of  sol¬ 
id  glass.  Analogous  effects 
I’esult  from  its  transmission 
through  any  medium  that  re¬ 
sists  its  passage.  It  is  sup¬ 
posed,  however,  that  it  pro¬ 
duces  these  effects,  as  it  awak¬ 
ens  sound,  by  suddenly  and 
violently  expanding  the  air  or 
other  elastic  fluids  which  it 
finds  in  the  pores  of  the  sub¬ 
stances  disrupted.  In  this 
respect,  too,  its  action  is  like 
that  of  gunpowder. 

It  seems  not  to  be  capable 
of  exercising  any  impulsive 
force  of  its  own.  The  heav-- 
iest  electrical  discharge  di¬ 
rected  against  the  slightest 
film  of  gold-leaf  will  not  im¬ 
part  any  motion  to  it,  and  yet 
a  slight  discharge  will  make 
a  hole  through  a  thick  piece 
of  pastejhoard.  But  on  ex¬ 
amining  the  hole  it  is  always 
found  that  the  substance  of 
the  pasteboard  is  protruded 
on  both  sides,  showing  that  the 
perforation  has  been  effected 
not  by  an  impulse  from  with¬ 
out,  but  by  an  explosive  force 
from  within.  This  explosive 
force  is  the  sudden  expansion 
of  the  air  and  aqueous  vapor 
contained  in  the  pores  of  the 
pasteboard  by  the  intefise  heat  developed  by  the 
electric  spark  in  passing  through. 

When,  therefore,  we  speak  of  lightning  strik¬ 
ing,  we  do  not  mean  that  it  produces  any  of  the 
effects  of  a  blow.  It  simply  heats  its  loay,  and 
all  the  mechanical  effects  which  it  produces  are 
due  to  the  sudden  evolution  of  this  heating,  and 
the  explosive  expansion  which  it  gives  to  any 
gases  which  it  may  meet  in  its  track. 

Its  effects  upon  the  bodily  organization  of 
men  and  of  animals  are  various,  according  to 


UISEUPTION  OF  GLASS. 
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the  part  of  the  system  through  which,  in  its  ap¬ 
parent  caprice,  it  chooses  its  way.  In  the  year 
1866  a  coast  guard  was  blinded  by  a  discharge 
from  the  clouds  as  he  was  walking  his  rounds 
along  the  cliffs.  On  the  coast  of  Scotland,  watch¬ 
ing  for  smugglers.  He  was  made  so  complete¬ 
ly  blind  that  he  was  obliged  to  wait  till  he  could 
obtain  assistance,  by  his  cries  for  help,  in  order 
to  be  guided  home.  Sometimes  a  person  thus 
struck  is  merely  stunned,  and  soon  recovers 
from  the  shock.  At  other  times  life  is  com¬ 
pletely  and  instantaneously  destroyed. 

The  heat  which  electricity  thus  developes  in 
passing,  by  sudden  discharges,  through  the  at¬ 
mosphere  is  of  very  great  intensity.  It  not  only 
expands  air  and  water  so  as  to  split  trees  and 
break  down  chimneys,  but  it  will  often  set  wood 
and  other  combustibles  on  fire,  and  even  fuse 
metals  and  vitrify  sand.  A  most  extraordina¬ 
ry  result  sometimes  ensues  from  this  vitrifying 
power  of  electricity  in  the  production  of  what 
are  called  fulgurites. 
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In  particular  localities,  where 
the  soil  consists  of  sand  of  a  cer¬ 
tain  quality,  and  the  electricity 
enters  it  in  a  discharge  from  a 
cloud,  the  expansion  of  the  air  in 
the  sand  along  its  track  as  it  de¬ 
scends  into  the  ground  drives  out 
the  sand  in  every  direction,  and 
the  heat  at  the  same  time  vitrifies 
it,  so  as  to  prevent  its  return. 

The  result  is  a  long  tube,  usu¬ 
ally  an  inch  or  two  in  diameter, 
and  often  branching  out  into  cu¬ 
rious  ramifications.  Such  tubes 
extend  sometimes  two  or  three 
feet  into  the  ground.  The  inte¬ 
rior  surface  of  them  is  found  to 
be  glazed  or  vitrified,  while  the 
outside  is  formed  of  sand.  These 
tubes  can  sometimes,  by  careful 
management,  be  taken  out  entire. 

Many  of  them  have  thus  been 
taken  out,  and  preserved  in  mu¬ 
seums  as  curiosities.  It  is  said 
that  vitrified  channels  of  this  char¬ 
acter  have  in  some  instances  been  traced,  more 
or  less  distinctly,  through  the  sand  for  a  dis- 
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tance  of  twenty  or  thirty  feet.  The  electric 
discharge  is  guided  in  its  course  by  the  facil¬ 
ities  for  its  passage  which  it  finds  in  its  way. 
Water  and  the  metals  are  the  chief  conduct¬ 
ors,  and  they  have  accordingly,  in  general, 
great  influence  in  determining  the  course  of 
the  discharge.  It  is  sometimes  the  water  that 
is  contained  in  the  pores  and  vessels  of  a 
tree  ;  sometimes,  probably,  that  which  is  falling 
through  the  air;  and  sometimes  even  that  flow¬ 
ing  in  rivulets  along  the  surface  of  the  ground, 
that  guides  it  on  its  way. 

Sometimes  the  electric  force  is  so  attracted, 
as  it  were,  by  the  facilities  of  this  kind  which  it 
finds  in  its  track,  that  it  passes  from  the  atmos¬ 
phere  to  the  earth  gently  and  by  slow  degrees, 
gliding  so  quietly  that,  except  at  night,  there  is 
nothing  to  indicate  its  movement.  The  light¬ 
ning  -  rod,  with  the  sharp  metallic  points  in 
which  it  terminates  above,  owes  its  efficiency, 
in  a  great  measure,  to  this  principle ;  and  a 
natural  lightning-rod  is  sometimes  formed  by  a 
tree,  the  electricity  being  gathered  from  the  at¬ 
mosphere  by  every  pointed  leaf  among  the  fo¬ 
liage,  and  flowing  thence  to  the  ground  in  a  se¬ 
ries  of  harmless  flashes,  of  so  feeble  an  intensi¬ 
ty  that  only  night  and  darkness  can  bring  them 
into  view. 


TWO  MOODS. 


I  PLUCKED  the  harebells  as  I  went 
Singing  along  the  river-side : 

The  skies  above  were  opulent 
Of  sunshine.  “Ah!  whate’er  betide. 
The  world  is  sweet,  is  sweet,”  I  cried. 
That  morning  by  the  river-side. 

The  curlews  called  along  the  shore ; 
The  boats  put  out  from  sandy  beach; 
Afar  I  heard  the  breakers’  roar. 


Mellowed  to  silver-sounding  speech; 
And  still  I  sang  it  o’er  and  o’er, 

“The  world  is  sweet  for  evermore!” 

Perhaps,  to-day,  some  other  one. 
Loitering  along  the  river-side. 

Content  beneath  the  gracious  sun. 

May  sing,  again,  “Whate’er  betide, 

The  world  is  sweet.”  I  shall  not  chide. 
Although  my  song  is  done. 


FEEDERICK  THE  GREAT. 
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FKEDBKIOK  ON  THE  FIELD  OF  BADMGAETEN. 


NO.  VII.— THE  CAMPAIGN  OF  MOLL  WITZ. 
REDERICK,  returning  to  Berlin  from  his 
six  week’s  campaign  in  Silesia,  remained 
at  home  hut  three  weeks.  He  had  recklessly 
let  loose  the  dogs  of  war,  and  must  already  have 
begun  to  be  appalled  in  view  of  the  possible 
results.  His  embassadors  at  the  various  courts 
had  utterly  failed  to  secure  for  him  any  alliance. 
England  and  some  of  the  other  powers  ivere 
manifestly  unfriendly  to  him.  Like  Frederick 
himself,  they  were  all  disposed  to  consult  mere¬ 
ly  their  own  individual  interests.  Thus  influ¬ 


enced,  they  looked  calmly  on  to  see  how  Fred¬ 
erick,  who  had  thrown  into  the  face  of  the 
young  queen  of  Austria  the  gage  of  battle, 
would  meet  the  forces  which  she,  with  great  en¬ 
ergy,  was  marshaling  in  defense  of  her  realms. 
Frederick  was  manifestly  and  outrageously  in 
the  wrong. 

The  chivalry  of  Europe  was  in  sympathy 
with  the  young  and  beautiful  queen,  who,  in¬ 
experienced,  afflicted  by  the  death  of  her  father, 
and  about  to  pass  through  the  perils  of  mater¬ 
nity,  had  been  thus  suddenly  and  rudely  as- 
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sailed  by  one  who  should  have  protected  her 
with  almost  a  brother’s  love  and  care.  Every 
court  in  Europe  was  familiar  with  the  fact  that 
the  father  of  Maria  Theresa  had  not  only  hu¬ 
manely  interceded  in  the  most  earnest  terms 
for  the  life  of  Frederick,  but  had  interposed  his 
imperial  authority  to  rescue  him  from  the  scaf¬ 
fold,  with  which  he  w'as  threatened  by  his  un¬ 
natural  parent.  Frederick  found  that  he  stood 
quite  alone,  and  that  he  had  nothing  to  depend 
upon  but  his  own  energies  and  those  of  his  com¬ 
pact,  well-disciplined  army. 

It  would  seem  that  Frederick  was  now  dis¬ 
posed  to  compromise.  He  authorized  the  sug¬ 
gestion  to  be  made  to  the  court  at  Vienna,  by 
his  minister,  count  Gotter,  that  he  was  ready 
to  withdraw  from  his  enterprise,  and  to  enter 
into  alliance  with  Austria,  if  the  queen  would 
surrender  to  him  the  duchy  of  Glogau  only, 
which  was  but  a  small  part  of  Silesia.  But  to 
these  terms  the  heroic  young  queen  would  not 
listen.  She  justly  regarded  them  but  as  the 
proposition  of  the  highway  robber,  who  offers 
to  leave  one  his  watch  if  he  will  peaceably  sur¬ 
render  his  purse.  Whatever  regrets  Frederick 
might  have  felt  in  view  of  the  difficulties  in 
which  he  found  himself  involved,  not  the  slight¬ 
est  indication  of  them  is  to  be  seen  in  his  cor¬ 
respondence.  He  had  passed  the  Eubicon. 
And  now  he  summoned  all  his  energies — such 
energies  as  the  world  has  seldom,  if  ever,  wit¬ 
nessed  before,  to  carry  out  the  enterprise  upon 
which  he  had  so  recklessly  entered,  and  from 
which  he  could  not  without  humiliation  with¬ 
draw. 

On  the  19th  of  February,  1741,  Frederick, 
having  been  at  home  but  three  weeks,  again 
left  Berlin  with  reinforcements,  increasing  his 
army  of  invasion  to  sixty  thousand  men,  to 
complete  the  conquest  of  Silesia  by  the  capture 
of  the  three  fortresses  which  still  held  out 
against  him.  On  the  21st  he  reached  Glogau. 
After  carefully  reconnoitring  the  works,  he  left  1 
directions  with  prince  Leopold  of  Dessau,  who  j 
commanded  the  Prussian  troops  there,  to  press  i 
the  siege  with  all  possible  vigor.  He  was  fear-  ! 
fill  that  Austrian  troops  might  soon  arrive  to  ! 
the  relief  of  the  place. 

The  king  then  hastened  on  to  Sehweidnitz, 
a  few  miles  west  from  Breslau.  This  was  a 
small  town,  strongly  fortified,  about  equally  dis¬ 
tant  from  the  three  beleaguered  fortresses — 
Neisse,  Brieg,  and  Glogau.  The  young  mon¬ 
arch  was  daily  becoming  more  aware  that  he 
had  embarked  in  an  enterprise  which  threat¬ 
ened  him  with  fearful  peril.  He  had  not  only 
failed  to  secure  a  single  ally,  but  there  were 
indications  that  England  and  other  powers  were 
in  secret  deliberation  to  join  against  him.  He 
soon  learned  that  England  had  sent  a  gift  or 
loan  of  a  million  of  dollars — a  large  sum  in 
those  days — to  replenish  the  exhausted  treasury 
of  Maria  Theresa.  His  minister  in  Eussia  also 
transmitted  to ‘him  an  appalling  rumor  that  a 
project  was  in  contemplation  by  tbe  king  of 
England,  the  king  of  Poland,  Anne,  regent  of 


Eussia,  and  Maria  Theresa  to  unite,  and  so 
partition  the  Prussian  kingdom  as  to  render 
the  ambitious  Frederick  powerless  to  disturb 
the  peace  of  Europe.  The  general  motives 
which  influenced  the  great  monarchies  in  the 
stupendous  war  which  was  soon  evolved  are 
sufficiently  manifest.  But  these  motives  led 
to  a  complication  of  intrigues  which  it  w'ould  be 
alike  tedious  and  unprofitable  to  attempt  to 
unravel. 

Frederick  wished  to  enlarge  his  Lilliputian 
realms,  and  become  one  of  the  powers  of  Eu¬ 
rope.  This  he  could  only  do  by  taking  ad¬ 
vantage  of  the  apparent  momentary  weakness 
of  Austria,  and  seizing  a  portion  of  the  ter¬ 
ritory  of  the  young  queen.  In  order  to  accom¬ 
plish  this,  it  was  for  his  interest  to  oppose  the 
election  of  Maria  Theresa’s  husband,  the  grand 
duke  Francis,  as  emperor.  The  imperial  crown 
placed  upon  the  brow  of  Francis  would  invest 
Austria  with  almost  resistless  power.  Still, 
Frederick  was  ready  to  promise  his  earnest  con¬ 
currence  in  this  arrangement  if  Maria  Theresa 
would  surrender  to  him  Silesia.  He  had  even 
moderated  his  terms,  as  we  have  mentioned,  to 
a  portion  of  the  province. 

France  had  no  fear  of  Prussia.  Even  with 
the  addition  of  Silesia,  it  would  be  compara¬ 
tively  a  feeble  realm.  But  France  did  fear  the 
supremacy  of  Austria  over  Europe.  It  was 
for  the  apparent  interest  of  the  court  of  Ver¬ 
sailles  that  Austria  should  be  weakened,  and, 
consequently,  that  the  husband  of  the  queen 
should  not  be  chosen  emperor  of  Germany. 
Therefore  France  was  coming  into  sympathy 
with  Frederick,  and  was  disposed  to  aid  him 
in  his  warfare  against  Austria. 

England  was  the  hereditary  foe  of  France. 
It  was  one  of  the  leading  objects  in  her  diplo¬ 
macy  to  circumvent  that  power.  “  Our  great¬ 
grandfathers,”  writes  Carlyle,  “lived  in  per¬ 
petual  terror  that  they  would  be  devoured  by 
France ;  that  French  ambition  W'ould  overset 
the  Celestial  Balance,  and  proceed  next  to  eat 
the  British  nation.”  Strengthening  Austria 
was  weakening  France.  Therefore  the  sym¬ 
pathies  of  England  were  strongly  with  Austria. 
In  addition  to  this,  personal  feelings  came  in. 
The  puerile  little  king,  George  II.,  hated  im¬ 
placably  his  nephew,  Frederick  of  Prussia, 
which  hatred  Frederick  returned  with  interest. 

Spain  W'as  at  war  with  England,  and  was 
ready  to  enter  into  an  alliance  with  any  pow'er 
which  would  aid  her  in  her  struggle  with  that 
formidable  despot  of  the  seas. 

The  czarina,  Anne  of  Eussia,  died  the  28th 
of  October,  1740,  just  eight  days  after  the  death 
of  the  emperor.  She  left,  in  the  cradle,  the 
infant  czar  Iwan,  her  nephew,  two  months  old. 
The  father  of  this  child  was  a  brother  of  Fred¬ 
erick’s  neglected  wife  Elizabeth.  The  mother 
was  the  Eussiani  princess  Catharine  of  Meck¬ 
lenburg,  now  called  princess  Anne,  whom  Fred¬ 
erick  had  at  one  time  thought  of  applying 
for  as  his  wife.  Eussia  was  a  semi-barbaric 
realm  just  emerging  into  consideration,  and 
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no  one  could  tell  by  what  influences  it  would 
be  swayed.  The  minor  powers  could  he  con¬ 
trolled  hy  the  greater — constrained  by  terror  or 
led  by  bribes.  Such,  in  general,  was  the  state 
of  Europe  at  this  time. 

Austria  was  rapidly  marshaling  her  hosts, 
and  pouring  them  through  the  defiles  of  the 
mountains  to  regain  Silesia.  Her  troops  still 
held  three  important  fortresses — Neisse,  Brieg, 
and  Glogau.  These  places  were,  however, 
closely  blockaded  by  the  Prussians.  Though 
it  was  midwinter,  bands  of  Austrian  horsemen 
were  soon  sweeping  in  all  directions,  like  local 
war  tempests  home  on  the  wings  of  the  wind. 
Wherever  there  was  an  unprotected  baggage- 
train  or  a  weakly  defended  post  they  came 
swooping  down  to  seize  their  prey,  and  vanished 
as  suddenly  as  they  had  appeared.  Their  num¬ 
bers  seemed  to  be  continually  increasing.  All 
the  roads  were  swept  by  these  swarms  of  ir¬ 
regulars,  who  carefully  avoided  any  serious  en¬ 
gagement,  while  they  awaited  the  approach  of 
the  Austrian  army,  which  was  gathering  its 
strength  to  throw  down  to  Frederick  the  gaunt¬ 
let  on  an  open  field  of  battle. 

Much  to  Frederick’s  chagrin  he  soon  learned 
that  a  body  of  three  hundred  foot  and  three 
hundred  horse,  cautiously  approaching  through 
by-paths  in  the  mountains,  had  thrown  itself 
into  Neisse,  to  strengthen  the  garrison  there. 
This  was  on  the  6th  of  March.  But  six  days 
before  a  still  more  alarming  event  had  oc¬ 
curred.  On  the  27th  of  February  Frederick, 
with  a  small  escort,  not  dreaming  of  danger, 
set  out  to  visit  two  small  posts  in  the  vicinity 
of  Neisse.  He  stopped  to  dine  with  a  few  of 
his  officers  in  the  little  village  of  Wartha,  while 
the  principal  part  of  the  detachment  which 
accompanied  him  continued  its  movement  to 
Baumgarten. 

The  leader  of  an  Austrian  band  of  five  hun¬ 
dred  dragoons  was  on  the  watch.  As  the  de¬ 
tachment  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  horse  ap¬ 
proached  Baumgarten  the  Austrians  from  their 
ambuscade  plunged  upon  them.  There  was 
a  short,  sharp  conflict,  when  the  Prussians  fled, 
leaving  ten  dead,  sixteen  prisoners,  one  stand¬ 
ard,  and  two  kettle-drums  in  the  hands  of 
the  victors.  The  king  had  just  sat  down  at 
the  dinner-table  when  he  heard,  at  the  distance 
of  a  few  miles,  the  tumult  of  the  musketry. 
He  sprang  from  the  table,  hurriedly  mustered 
a  small  force  of  forty  hussars  and  fifty  foot,  and 
hastened  toward  the  scene.  Arriving  at  the 
field  he  found  it  silent  and  deserted,  and  the 
ten  men  lying  dead  upon  it.  The  victorious 
Austrians,  disappointed  in  not  finding  the  king, 
bore  their  spoils  in  triumph  to  Vienna.  It  was 
a  very  narrow  escape  for  Frederick.  Had  he 
then  been  captured  it  might  have  changed  the 
history  of  Europe,  and  no  one  can  tell  the 
amount  of  blood  and  woe  which  would  have 
been  averted. 

It  is  perhaps  not  strange  that  Frederick 
should  have  imbibed  a  strong  feeling  of  antipa¬ 
thy  to  Christianity.  In  his  father’s  life  he  had 


witnessed  only  its  most  repulsive  caricature. 
While  making  the  loudest  protestations  of  pie¬ 
ty,  Frederick  William,  in  his  daily  conduct, 
had  manifested  mainly  only  every  thing  that  is 
hateful  and  of  bad  report.  Still,  it  is  quite  evi¬ 
dent  that  Frederick  was  not  blind  to  the  dis¬ 
tinction  between  the  principles  of  Christianity, 
as  taught  by  Jesus  and  developed  in  His  life, 
and  the  conduct  of  those  who,  professing  His 
name,  trampled  those  principles  beneath  their 
feet.  In  one  of  his  letters  to  Voltaire,  dated 
Cirey,  August  26,  1736,  Frederick  wrote  : 

“May  you  never  be  disgusted  with  the  sci¬ 
ences  by  the  quarrels  of  their  cultivators ;  a 
race  of  men  no  better  than  courtiers;  often 
enough  as  greedy,  intriguing,  false,  and  cruel 
as  these. 

“And  how  sad  for  mankind  that  the  very 
interpreters  of  Heaven’s  commandments — the 
theologians  I  mean — are  sometimes  the  most 
dangerous  of  all !  professed  messengers  of  the 
Divinity,  5'et  men  sometimes  of  obscure  ideas 
and  pernicious  behavior,  their  soul  blown  out 
with  mere  darkness,  full  of  gall  and  pride  in 
proportion  as  it  is  empty  of  truths.  Every 
thinking  being  who  is  not  of  their  opinion  is 
an  atheist ;  and  every  king  who  does  not  favor 
them  will  be  damned.  Dangerous  to  the  very 
throne,  and  yet  intrinsically  insignificant. 

“I  respect  metaphysical  ideas.  Rays  of 
lightning  they  are  in  the  midst  of  deep  night. 
More,  I  think,  is  not  to  be  hoped  from  meta¬ 
physics.  .  It  does  not  seem  likely  that  the  first 
principles  of  things  will  ever  be  known.  The 
mice  that  nestle  in  some  little  holes  of  an  im¬ 
mense  building  know  not  whether  it  is  eternal, 
or  who  the  architect,  or  why  he  built  it.  Such 
mice  are  we.  And  the  Divine  architect  has 
never,  that  I  know  of,  told  His  secret  to  one 
of  us.” 

Notwithstanding  these  sentiments,  the  king 
sent  throughout  Silesia  a  supply  of  sixty  Prot¬ 
estant  preachers,  ordained  especially  for  the 
work.  Though  Frederick  himself  did  not  wish 
to  live  in  accordance  with  the  teachings  of 
Jesus  Christ,  it  is  very  evident  that  he  did 
not  fear  the  influence  of  that  gospel  upon  his 
Silesian  subjects.  Very  wisely  the  Protestant 
preachers  were  directed  carefully  to  avoid  giv¬ 
ing  any  offense  to  the  Catholics.  They  were 
to  preach  in  barns  and  town-halls,  in  places 
where  there  was  no  Protestant  church.  The 
salary  of  each  was  one  hundred  and  fifty  dol¬ 
lars  a  year,  probably  with  rations.  They  were 
all  placed  under  the  general  superintendence 
of  one  of  the  army  chaplains. 

Every  day  it  became  more  clear  that  Maria 
Theresa  was  resolved  not  to  part  with  one  inch 
of  her  territory,  and  that  the  Austrian  court 
was  thoroughly  roused  in  its  determination  to 
drive  the  intrusive  Prussians  out  of  Silesia. 
Though  Frederick  had  no  scruples  of  conscience 
to  prevent  him  from  seizing  a  portion  of  the 
domains  of  Maria  Theresa,  his  astonishment  and 
indignation  were  alike  aroused,  by  the  rumor 
that  England,  Poland,  and  Russia  were  con- 
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templating  the  dismemberment  of  his  realms. 
An  army  of  thirty-six  thousand  men,  under  the 
old  duke  Leopold  of  Dessau,^  was  immediately 
dispatched  hy  Frederick  to  Gotten,  on  the  front¬ 
iers  of  Hanover,  to  seize  upon  that  continental 
possession  of  the  kingof  England  upon  the  slight¬ 
est  indication  of  a  hostile  movement.  George 
II.  was  greatly  alarmed  by  this  menace. 

Frederick  found  himself  plunged  into  the 
midst  of  difficulties  and  perils  which  exacted 
to  the  utmost  his  energies  both  of  body  and 
of  mind.  Every  moment  was  occupied  in 
strengthening  his  posts,  collecting  magazines, 
recruiting  his  forces,  and  planning  to  circum¬ 
vent  the  foe.  From  the  calm  of  Eeinbeck  he 
found  himself  suddenly  tossed  by  the  surges  of 
one  of  the  most  terrible  tempests  of  conflict 
which  a  mortal  ever  encountered.  Through 
night  and  storm,  almost  without  sleep  and  with¬ 
out  food,  drenched  and  chilled,  he  was  gallop¬ 
ing  over  the  hills  and  through  the  valleys,  climb¬ 
ing  the  steeples,  fording  the  streams,  wading 
the  morasses,  involved  in  a  struggle  which  now 
threatened  even  the  crown  which  he  had  so  re¬ 
cently  placed  upon  his  brow.  Had  Frederick 
alone  suffered,  but  few  tears  of  sympathy  would 
have  been  shed  in  his  behalf.  But  his  ambi¬ 
tion  had  stirred  up  a  conflict  which  was  soon 
to  fill  all  Europe  with  the  groans  of  the  dying, 
the  tears  of  the  widow,  the  wailings  of  the  or¬ 
phan. 

Frederick  deemed  it  of  great  importance  to 
gain  immediate  possession  of  Glogau.  It  was 
bravely  defended  by  the  Austrian  commander, 
count  Wallis,  and  there  was  hourly  danger  that 
an  Austrian  army  might  appear  for  its  relief. 
Frederick,  in  the  intensity  of  his  anxiety,  as  he 
hurried  from  post  to  post,  wrote  from  every 
stopping-place  to  young  Leopold,  whom  he  had 
left  in  command  of  the  siege,  urging  him  im¬ 
mediately  to  open  the  trenches,  concentrate  the 
fire  of  his  batteries,  and  to  carry  the  place  by 
storm.  “  I  have  clear  intelligence,"  he  wrote, 
“  that  troops  are  actually  on  the  way  for  the 
rescue  of  Glogau.”  Each  note  was  more  im¬ 
perative  than  the  succeeding  one.  On  the  6th 
of  March  he  wrote  from  Ohlau  : 

“I  am  certainly  informed  that  the  enemy 
will  make  some  attempt.  I  hereby,  with  all 
distinctness,  command  that  so  soon  as  the  pe¬ 
tards  are  come  you  attack  Glogau.  And  you 
must  make  your  dispositions  for  more  than  one 
attack,  so  that  if  one  fail  the  other  shall  cer- 


*  Leopold  of  Anhault-Dessau  was  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary  men  of  any  age.  His  life  was  hut  a 
constant  whiriwind  of  battle,  almost  from  his  birth 
in  1676,  to  his  death  in  1747.  His  face  was  of  the 
“  color  of  gunpowder,”  and  his  fearless,  tumultuous 
soul  was  in  conformity  with  the  rugged  body  in  which 
it  was  encased.  The  whole  character  of  the  man 
may  be  inferred  from  the  following  prayer,  which  it  is 
.said  he  was  accustomed  to  offer  before  entering  bat¬ 
tle  :  “  0  God  I  assist  our  side.  At  least,  avoid  assist¬ 
ing  the  enemy,  and  leave  the  result  to  me.”  Leo¬ 
pold,  called  the  Old  Vessauer,  and  his  son,  the  Young 
Leopold,  were  of  essential  service  to  Frederick  in  his 
wars.  Pages  might  be  filled  illustrative  of  the  char¬ 
acter  of  this  eccentric  man. 


tainly  succeed.  I  hope  you  will  put  off  no  lon¬ 
ger.  Otherwise  the  blame  of  all  the  mischief 
that  might  arise  out  of  longer  delay  must  lie 
on  you  alone.!’ 

On  the  8th  of  March  Leopold  summoned  all 
his  generals  at  noon,  and  informed  them  that 
Glogau,  at  all  hazards,  must  be  taken  that  very 
night.  The  most  minute  directions  were  given 
to  each  one.  There  were  to  be  three  attacks — 
one  up  the  river  on  its  left  bank,  one  down  the 
river  on  its  right  bank,  and  one  on  the  land 
side  perpendicular  to  the  other  two.  The  mo¬ 
ment  the  clock  on  the  big  steeple  in  Glogau 
should  give  the  first  stroke  of  midnight  the 
three  columns  were  to  start.  Before  the  last 
stroke  should  be  given  they  were  all  to  be  upon 
the  silent,  rapid  advance. 

Count  Wallis,  who  was  intrusted  with  the 
defense  of  the  place,  had  a  garrison  of  about  a 
thousand  men,  with  fifty-eight  heavy  guns  and 
several  mortars,  and  a  large  amount  of  ammu¬ 
nition.  Glogau  was  in  the  latitude  of  fifty-two, 
nearly  six-  degrees  north  of  Quebec.  It  was  a 
cold  wintry  night.  The  ground  was  covered 
with  snow.  Water  had  been  thrown  upon  the 
glacis,  so  that  it  was  slippery  with  ice.  Prince 
Leopold  in  person  led  one  of  the  columns.  The 
sentinels  upon  the  walls  were  not  alarmed  un¬ 
til  three  impetuous  columns,  like  concentra¬ 
ting  tornadoes,  were  sweeping  down  upon  them. 
They  shouted  “  To  arms !”  The  soldiers,  roused 
from  sleep,  rushed  to  their  guns.  Their  light¬ 
ning  flashes  were  instantly  followed  by  war’s 
deepest  thunders,  as  discharge  followed  dis¬ 
charge  in  rapid  succession. 

But  the  assailants  were  already  so  near  the 
walls  that  the  shot  passed  harmlessly  over  their 
heads.  Without  firing  a  gun  or  uttering  a 
sound  these  well-drilled  soldiers  of  Frederick 
William  hewed  down  the  palisades,  tore  out 
the  chevaux-de-frise,  and  clambered  over  the 
glacis.  With  axe  and  petard  they  burst  open 
the  gates  and  surged  into  the  city. 

In  one  short  hour  the  gallant  deed  was  done. 
But  ten  of  the  assailants  were  killed  and  forty- 
eight  wounded.  The  loss  of  the  Austrians  was 
more  severe.  The  whole  garrison,  one  thou¬ 
sand  sixty-five  in  number,  and  their  materiel 
of  war,  consisting  of  fifty  brass  cannons,  a  large 
amount  of  ammunition,  and  the  military  chest, 
containing  thirty-two  thousand  florins,  fell  into 
the  hands  of  the  victors.  To  the  inhabitants  of 
Glogau  it  was  a  matter  of  very  little  moment 
whether  the  Austrian  or  the  Prussian  banner 
floated  over  their  citadel.  Neither  party  paid 
much  more  regard  to  the  rights  of  the  people 
than  they  did  to  those  of  the  mules  and  the 
horses. 

But  to  Frederick  the  importance  of  the 
achievement  was  very  great.  The  exploit 
was  justly  ascribed  to  his  general  direction. 
Thus  he  obtained  a  taste  of  that  military  re¬ 
nown  which  he  had  so  greatly  coveted.  The 
king  was,  at  this  time,  at  his  head-quarters  at 
Schweidnitz,  about  one  hundred  and  twenty 
miles  from  Glogau.  A  courier,  dispatched  iin- 
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mediately  from  the  captured  town,  communica¬ 
ted  to  him,  at  five  o’clock  in  the  afternoon,  the 
glad  tidings  of  the  brilliant  victory. 

Erederick  was  overjoyed.  In  the  exuberance 
of  his  satisfaction  he  sent  prince  Leopold  a  pres¬ 
ent  of  ten  thousand  dollars.  To  each  private 
soldier  he  gave  half  a  guinea,  and  to  the  officers 
sums  in  proportion.  To  the  old  duke  of  Des- 
sauer,  father  of  the  young  prince  Leopold,  he 
wrote : 

“  The  more  I  think  of  the  Glogau  business 
the  more  important  I  find  it.  Prince  Leopold 
has  achieved  the  prettiest  military  stroke  that 
has  been  done  in  this  century.  From  my  heart 


I  congratulate  you  on  having  such  a  son.  In 
boldness  of  resolution,  in  plan,  in  execution,  it 
is  alike  admirable,  and  quite  gives  a  turn  to  my 
affairs.” 

Leaving  a  sufficient  force  to  garrison  Glogau, 
the  king  ordered  all  the  remaining  regiments  to 
be  distributed  among  the  other  important  posts ; 
while  prince  Leopold,  in  high  favor,  joined  the 
king  at  Schweidnitz,  to  assist  in  the  siege  of 
Neisse.  Erederick  rapidly  concentrated  his 
forces  for  the  capture  of  Neisse  before  the 
Austrian  army  should  march  for  its  relief. 
He  thought  that  the  Austrians  would  not  be 
able  to  take  the  field  before  the  snow  should 
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disappear  and  the  new  spring  grass  should 
come,  affording  forage  for  their  horses. 

But  general  Neipperg,  the  Austrian  com¬ 
mander-in-chief,  proved  as  watchful,  enterpris¬ 
ing,  and  energetic  as  Frederick.  His  scouting 
bands  swarmed  in  all  directions.  The  Prussian 
foraging  parties  were  cut  off',  their  reconnoi- 
trers  were  driven  back,  and  all  the  movements  of 
the  main  body  of  the  Austrian  army  were  veiled 
from  their  view.  General  Neipperg,  hearing  of 
the  fall  of  Glogau,  decided,  notwithstanding  the 
inclemency  of  the  weather  and  the  snow,  to 
march  immediately,  with  thirty  thousand  men, 
to  the  relief  of  Neisse.  His  path  led  through 
mountain  defiles,  over  whose  steep  and  icy  roads 
his  heavy  guns  and  lumbering  ammunition  wag¬ 
ons  were  with  difficulty  drawn. 

At  the  same  time  Frederick,  unaware  of  the 


movement  of  the  Austrians,  prepared  to  push 
the  sfege  of  Neisse  with  the  utmost  vigor.  Leav¬ 
ing  some  of  his  ablest  generals  to  conduct  the 
operations  there,  Frederick  himself  marched, 
with  strong  reinforcements,  to  strengthen  gen¬ 
eral  Schwerin,  who  was  stationed  among  the 
Jagerndorf  hills,  on  the  southern  frontier  of 
Silesia,. to  prevent  the  Austrians  from  getting 
across  the  mountains.  Marching  from  Ottma- 
chau  the  king  met  general  Schwerin  at-Neu- 
stadt,  half-way  to  Jagerndorf,  and  they  returned 
together  to  that  place.  But  the  swarming  horse¬ 
men  of  general  Neipperg  were  so  bold  and  watch¬ 
ful  that  no  information  could  be  obtained  of  the 
situation  or  movements  of  the  Austrian  army. 
Frederick,  seeing  no  indications  that  general 
Neipperg  was  attempting  to  force  his  way 
through  the  snow-encumbered  defiles  of  the 
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mountains,  prepared  to  return,  and,  with  his 
concentrated  force,  press  with  all  vigor  the 
siege  of  Neisse. 

As  he  was  upon  the  point  of  setting  off, 
seven  Austrian  deserters  came  in  and  report¬ 
ed  that  general  Neipperg’s  full  army  was  ad¬ 
vancing  at  but  a  few  miles’  distance.  Even  as 
they  were  giving  their  report  sounds  of  musket¬ 
ry  and'cannon  announced  that  the  Prussian  out¬ 
posts  were  assailed  by  the  advance-guard  of  the 
foe.  The  peril  of  Frederick  was  great.  Had 
Neipperg  known  the  prize  within  his  reach  the 
escape  of  the  Prussian  king  would  have  been 
almost  impossible.  Frederick  had  but  three  or 
four  thousand  men  with  him  at  Jagerndorf,  and 
only  three  pieces  of  artillery  with  forty  rounds 
of  ammunition.  Bands  of  Austrian  cavalry  on 
fleet  horses  were  swarming  all  around  him.  Sel¬ 
dom  in  the  whole  course  of  his  life  was  Frede¬ 
rick  placed  in  a  more  critical  position. 

It  was  soon  ascertained  that  the  main  body 
of  the  Austrian  army  was  fifteen  miles  to  the 
southwest,  at  Freudenthal,  pressing  on  toward 
Neisse.  General  Neipperg,  without  the  slight¬ 
est  suspicion  that  Frederick  was  any  where  in 
his  vicinity,  had  sent  aside  a  reconnoitring  par¬ 
ty  of  skirmishers  to  ascertain  if  there  were  any 
Prussians  at  Jagerndorf.  General  Neipperg,  at 
Freudenthal,  was  as  near  Neisse  as  Frederick 
was  at  Jagerndorf. 

There  was  not  a  moment  to  be  lost.  Gener¬ 
al  Neipperg  was  moving  resolutely  forward  with 
a  cloud  of  skirmishers  in  the  advance  and  on 
his  wings.  With  the  utmost  exertions  Frede¬ 
rick  immediately  rendezvoused  all  his  remote 
posts,  destroying  such  stores  as  could  not  hasti¬ 
ly  be  removed,  and  by  a  forced  march  of  twenty- 
five  miles  in  one  day  reached  Neustadt.  Gen¬ 
eral  Neipperg  was  marching  by  a  parallel  road 
about  twenty  miles  west  of  that  which  the  Prus¬ 
sians  traversed.  At  Neustadt  the  king  was  still 
twenty  miles  from  Neisse.  With  the  delay  of 
but  a  few  hours,  that  he  might  assemble  all  the 
Prussian  bands  from  the  posts  in  that  neighbor¬ 
hood,  the  king  again  resumed  his  march.  He 
had  no  longer  any  hope  of  continuing  the  siege 
of  Neisse.  His  only  aim  was  to  concentrate  all 
his  scattered  forces,  which  had  been  spread  over 
an  area  of  nearly  two  thousand  square  miles, 
and,  upon  some  well  selected  field,  to  trust  to 
the  uncertain  issues  of  a  general  battle.  There 
was  no  choice  left  for  him  between  this  course 
and  an  ignominious  retreat. 

Therefore,  instead  of  marching  upon  Neisse, 
the  king  directed  his  course  to  Steinau,  twenty 
miles  east  of  Neisse.  The  siege  was  abandoned, 
and  the  whole  Prussian  army,  so  far  as  was  pos¬ 
sible,  was  gathered  around  the  king.  On  the 
fifth  of  April  Frederick  established  his  head¬ 
quarters  at  Steinau.  On  that  same  day  gen¬ 
eral  Neipperg,  with  the  advanced  corps  of  his 
army,  triumphantly  entered  Neisse.  Appre¬ 
hensive  of  an  immediate  attack,  Frederick  made 
all  his  arrangements  for  a  battle.  In  the  con¬ 
fusion  of  those  hours,  during  which  the  whole 
Prussian  army,  with  all  its  vast  accumulation 


of  artillery  and  baggage  wagons,  was  surging 
like  an  inundation  through  the  streets  of  Stei¬ 
nau,  the  village  took  fire  and  was  burned  to  ashes. 
With  great  difficulty  the  artillery  and  powder 
were  saved,  being  entangled  in  the  narrow 
streets,  while  the  adjoining  houses  were  en¬ 
veloped  in  flames.  The  night  was  intensely 
cold.  The  Prussian  army  bivouacked  in  the 
open  frozen  fields. 

General  Neipperg,  as  his  men  were  weary 
with  their  long  march,  did  not  make  an  attack, 
but  allowed  his  troops  a  short  season  of  repose 
in  the  enjoyment  of  the  comforts  of  Neisse. 
The  next  morning,  the  6th,  Frederick  contin¬ 
ued  his  retreat  to  Friedland,  ten  miles  farther 
north.  He  was  anxious  to  get  between  the 
Austrians  and  Ohlau.  He  had  many  pieces 
of  artillery  there,  and  large  stores  of  ammuni¬ 
tion,  which  would  prove  a  rich  prize  to  the  Aus¬ 
trians.  It  was  Frederick’s  intention  to  cross 
the  river  Neisse  at  a  bridge  at  Sorgau,  eight 
miles  from  Friedland.  But  the  officer  in  charge 
there  had  been  compelled  to  destroy  the  bridge, 
to  protect  himself  from  the  Austrian  horsemen, 
who  in  large  numbers  had  appeared  upon  the 
opposite  banks.  Prince  Leopold  was  sent  with 
artillery  and  a  strong  force  to  reconstruct  the 
bridge  and  force  the  passage.  But  the  Austrian 
dragoons  were  encountered  in  such  numbers  that 
the  enterprise  was  found  impossible. 

Frederick  therefore  decided  to  march  down 
the  river  twenty  miles  farther,  to  Lowen,  where 
there  was  a  good  bridge.  To  favor  the  opera¬ 
tion,  prince  Leopold,  with  large  divisions  of  the 
army  and  much  of  the  baggage,  was  to  cross 
the  Neisse  on  pontoons  at  Michelau,  a  few 
miles  above  Lowen.  Both  passages  were  suc¬ 
cessfully  accomplished,  and  the  two  columns  ef¬ 
fected  a  junction  on  the  west  side  of  the  river 
on  the  8th  of  April.  The  blockade  of  Brieg 
was  abandoned,  and  its  blockading  force  united 
with  the  general  army. 

General  Neipperg  had  now  left  Neisse.  But 
he  kept  himself  so  surrounded  by  clouds  of 
skirmishers  as  to  render  his  march  entirely  in¬ 
visible.  Frederick,  anxious  to  unite  tvith  him 
his  troops  under  the  prince  of  Holstein  Beck, 
advanced  toward  Grottkau  to  meet  that  divi¬ 
sion,  which  had  been  ordered  to  join  him.  The 
prince  had  been  stationed  at  Frankenstein,  with 
a  force  of  about  eight  thousand,  horse  and  foot. 
But  the  Austrian  scouts  so  occupied  all  the 
roads  that  the  king  had  not  been  able  to  obtain 
any  tidings  from  him  whatever. 

It  was  Saturday,  the  8th  of  April.  A  blind¬ 
ing,  smotheriijg  storm  of  snow  swept  over 
the  bleak  plains.  Breasting  the  gale,  and 
wading  through  the  drifts,  the  Prussian  troops 
tramped  along,  unable  to  see  scarcely  a  rod  be¬ 
fore  them.  At  a  little  hamlet  called  Leipe  the 
van-guard  encountered  a  band  of  Austrian  hus¬ 
sars.  They  took  several  captives.  From  them 
they  learned,  much  to  their  chagrin,  and  not  a 
little  to  their  alarm,  that  the  Austrian  army  was 
already  in  possession  of  Grottkau. 

Instantly  the  Prussian  troops  were  ordered  to 
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the  right  about.  Rapidly  retracing  their  steps 
through  the  streets  of  Leipe,  much  to  the  sur¬ 
prise  of  its  inhabitants,  they  pressed  on  seven 
miles  farther  toward  Oblau,  and  encamped  for 
the  night.  The  anxiety  of  Frederick  in  these 
hours  when  he  was  retiring  before  the  foe,  and 
when  there  was  every  probability  of  his  incur¬ 
ring  disgrace  instead  of  gaining  honor,  must 
have  been  dreadful.  There  was  no  sleep  for 
him  that  night.  The  Prussians  were  almost 
surrounded  by  the  Austrians,  and  it  was  quite 
certain  that  the  morrow  would  usher  in  a  bat¬ 
tle.  Oppressed  by  the  peril  of  his  position,  the 
king  during  the  night  wrote  to  his  brother  Au¬ 
gustus  William,  who  was  at  Breslau,  as  follows. 
The  letter  was  dated  at  the  little  village  of 
Pogerell,  where  the  king  had  taken  shelter. 

“Mt  deabest  Beother, — The  enemy  has 
just  got  into  Silesia.  We  are  not  more  than  a 
mile  from  them.  To-morrow  must  decide  our 
fortune.  If  I  die,  do  not  forget  a  brother  who 
has  always  loved  you  most  tenderly.  I  recom¬ 
mend  to  you  my  most  dear  mother,  my  domes¬ 
tics,  and  my  first  battalion.  Eichel  and  Schuh- 
macher  are  informed  of  all  my  testamentary 
wishes. 

“Remember  me  always,  but  console  yourself 
for  my  death.  The  glory  of  the  Prussian  arms 
and  the  honor  of  the  House  have  set  me  in  ac¬ 
tion,  and  will  guide  me  to  my  last  moment. 
You  are  my  sole  heir.  I  recommend  to  you,  in 
dying,  those  whom  I  have  the  most  loved  dur¬ 
ing  my  life — Keyserling,  Jordan,  Wartensleben, 
Hacke,  who  is  a  very  honest  man,  Fredersdorf, 
and  Eichel,  in  whom  you  may  place  entire  con¬ 
fidence. 

“I  bequeath  eight  thousand  crowns  ($6000) 
to  my  domestics.  All  that  I  have  elsewhere 
depends  on  you.  To  each  of  my  brothers  and 
sisters  make  a  present  in  my  name ;  a  thousand 
affectionate  regards  to  my  sister  at  Baireuth. 
You  know  what  I  think  on  their  score  ;  and  you 
know,  better  than  I  can  tell  you,  the  tenderness 
and  all  the  sentiments  of  most  inviolable  friend¬ 
ship  with  which  I  am,  dearest  brother,  your 
faithful  brother  and  servant  till  death, 

“Frederick.” 

To  his  friend  Jordan,  who  was  also  in  Bres¬ 
lau,  he  wrote  : 

“Mt  dear  Jordan, — We  are  going  to  fight 
to-morrow.  Thou  knowest  the  chances  of  war. 
The  life  of  kings  is  not  more  regarded  than  that 
of  private  people.  I  know  not  what  will  happen 
to  me. 

“  If  my  destiny  is  finished,  remember  a  friend 
who  loves  thee  always  tenderly.  If  Heaven  pro¬ 
long  my  days,  I  will  write  to  thee  after  to-mor¬ 
row,  and  thou  shalt  hear  of  our  victory.  Adieu, 
dear  friend ;  I  shall  love  thee  till  death. 

“Frederick.” 

It  is  worthy  of  notice  that  there  is  no  indica¬ 
tion  that  the  king  sent  any  word  of  affectionate 


remembrance  to  his  neglected  wife.  It  is  a 
remarkable  feature  in  the  character  of  the  em¬ 
peror  Napoleon  I.  that  in  his  busiest  campaigns 
rarely  did  a  day  pass  in  which  he  did  not  write 
to  Josephine.  He  often  wrote  to  her  twice  a 
day. 

Sunday  morning,  the  9th,  dawned  luridly. 
The  storm  raged  unabated.  The  air  was  so 
filled  with  the  falling  snow  that  one  could  not 
see  the  distance  of  twenty  paces ;  and  the  gale 
was  piling  up  large  drifts  on  the  frozen  plains. 
Neither  army  could  move.  Neippcrg  was  in 
advance  of  Frederick,  and  had  established  his 
head-quarters  at  the  village  of  Mollwitz,  a  few 
miles  northwest  of  Pogerell.  He  had  there¬ 
fore  got  fairly  between  the  Prussians  and  Oh- 
lau.  But  Frederick  knew  not  where  the  Aus¬ 
trian  army  was.  For  six-and-thirty  hours  the 
wild  storm  drove  both  Prussians  and  Austrians 
to  such  shelter  as  could  be  obtained  in  the  sev¬ 
eral  hamlets  which  were  scattered  over  the  ex¬ 
tended  plain. 

Frederick  dispatched  messengers  to  Ohlau  to 
summon  the  force  there  to  his  aid ;  the  mes¬ 
sengers  were  all  captured.  The  Prussians  were 
now  in  a  deplorable  condition.  The  roads  were 
encumbered  and  rendered  almost  impassable  by 
the  drifted  snow.  The  army  was  cut  off  from 
its  supplies,  and  had  provisions  on  hand  but  for 
a  single  day.  Both  parties  alike  plundered 
the  poor  inhabitants  of  their  cattle,  sheep,  and 
grain.  Every  thing  that  would  burn  was  seized 
for  their  camp-fires.  We  speak  of  the  carnage 
of  the  battle-field  and  often  forget  the  misery 
which  is  almost  invariably  brought  upon  the 
helpless  inhabitants  of  the  region  through  which 
the  armies  move.  The  schoolmaster  of  Moll¬ 
witz,  a  kind,  simple-hearted,  accurate  old  gen¬ 
tleman,  wrote  an  account  of  the  scenes  he  rvit- 
nessed.  Under  date  of  Mollwitz,  Sunday,  April 
9,  he  writes ; 

“Country,  for  two  days  back,  was  in  new 
alarm  by  the  Austrian  gandson  of  Brieg,  now 
left  at  liberty,  who  sallied  out  upon  the  villages 
about,  and  plundered  black  cattle,  sheep,  grain, 
and  whatever  they  could  come  at.  But  this 
day  in  Mollwitz  the  whole  Austrian  army  was 
upon  us.  First  there  went  three  hundred  hus¬ 
sars  through  the  village  to  Griiningen,  who 
quartered  themselves  there,  and  rushed  hither 
and  thither  into  houses,  robbing  and  plunder¬ 
ing.  From  one  they  took  his  best  horses  ;  from 
another  they  took  linen,  clothes,  and  other  fur¬ 
nitures  and  victual. 

“General  Neipperg  halted  here  at  Mollwitz 
with  the  whole  army  before  the  village,  in  mind 
to  quarter.  And  quarter  was  settled,  so  that  a 
plow-farmer  got  four  to  five  companies  to  lodge, 
and  a  spade-farmer  two  or  three  hundred  cav¬ 
alry.  The  houses  were  full  of  officers,  and  the 
fields  full  of  horsemen  and  baggage  ;  and  all 
around  you  saw  nothing  but  fires  burning.  The 
wooden  railings  were  instantly  torn  down  for 
fire-wood.  The  hay,  straw,  barley  were  eaten 
away,  and  brought  to  nothing.  Every  thing 
from  the  barns  was  carried  out.  As  the  whole 
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army  could  not  lodge  itself  with  us,  eleven  hun¬ 
dred  infantry  quartered  at  Laugwitz.  Barz- 
dorf  got  four  hundred  cavalry  ;  and  this  day  no¬ 
body  knew  what  would  come  of  it.”  * 

Monday  morning  the  storm  ceased.  There 
was  a  perfect  calm.  For  leagues  the  spotless 
snow,  nearly  two  feet  deep,  covered  all  the  ex¬ 
tended  plains.  The  anxiety  of  Frederick  had 
been  so  great  that  for  two  nights  he  had  not 
been  able  to  get  any  sleep.  He  had  plunged 
into  this  war  with  the  full  assurance  that  he  was 
to  gain  victory  and  glory.  It  now  seemed  in¬ 
evitable  that  he  was  to  encounter  but  defeat 
and  shame. 

At  the  earliest  dawn  the  whole  army  was  in 
motion.  Ranked  in  four  columns,  they  cau¬ 
tiously  advanced  toward  Ohlau,  ready  to  de¬ 
ploy  instantly  into  line  of  battle  should  the  en¬ 
emy  appear.  Scouts  were  sent  out  in  all  di¬ 
rections.  But,  toiling  painfully  through  the 
drifts,  they  could  obtain  no  reliable  information. 
The  spy-glass  revealed  nothing  but  the  winding- 
sheet  of  crisp  and  sparkling  snow,  with  scarcely 
a  shrub  or  a  tree  to  break  the  dreary  view. 
There  were  no  fences  to  be  seen — nothing  but  a 


smooth,  white  plain,  spreading  for  miles  around. 
The  hamlet  of  Mollwitz,  where  general  Heip- 
perg  had  established  his  head  -  quarters,  was 
about  seven  miles  north  from  Pogerell,  from 
which  point  Frederick  was  marching.  At  the 
distance  of  a  few  miles  from  each  other  there 
were  several  wretched  little  hamlets,  consisting 
of  a  few  low,  thatched,  clay  farm-houses  clus¬ 
tered  together. 

General  Neipperg  was  not  attempting  to  move 
in  the  deep  snow.  He,  however,  sent  out  a 
reconnoitring  party  of  mounted  hussars  under 
general  Rothenburg.  About  two  miles  from 
Mollwitz  this  party  encountered  the  advance- 
guard  of  the  Prussians.  The  hussars,  after  a 
momentary  conflict,  in  which  several  fell,  re¬ 
treated  and  gave  the  alarm.  General  Neip- 
perg  was  just  sitting  down  to  dinner.  The  Prus¬ 
sian  advance  waited  for  the  rear  columns  to 
come  up,  and  then  deployed  into  line.  As  the 
Austrian  hussars  dashed  into  the  village  of  Moll¬ 
witz  with  the  announcement  that  the  Prussians 
were  on  the  march,  had  attacked  them,  and 
killed  forty  of  their  number,  general  Neipperg 
dropped  knife  and  fork,  sprang  from  the  table, 
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and  dispatched  couriers  in  all  directions,  gallop¬ 
ing  for  life,  to  concentrate  his  troops.  His  force 
was  mainly  distributed  about  in  three  villages, 
two  or  three  miles  apart.  The  clangor  of  trump¬ 
ets  and  drums  resounded  ;  and  by  the  greatest 
exertions  the  Austrian  troops  were  collected 
from  their  scattered  encampments,  and  formed 
in  two  parallel  lines,  about  two  miles  in  length, 
facing  the  Prussians,  who  were  slowly  advanc¬ 
ing  in  the  same  order,  wading  through  the  snow. 
Each  army  was  formed  with  the  infantry  in  the 
centre  and  the  cavalry  on  the  wings.  Frederick 
was  then  but  an  inexperienced  soldier.  He  sub¬ 
sequently  condemned  the  want  of  military  abil¬ 
ity  which  he  displayed  upon  this  occasion. 

“We  approached,”  he  writes,  “marshalNeip- 
perg’s  army  without  being  discovered  by  any  one 
man  living.  His  troops  were  then  cantoned  in 
three  villages.  But  at  that  time  I  had  not  suf¬ 
ficient  experience  to  know  how  to  avail  myself 
of  such  an  opportunity.  I  ought  immediately 
to  have  ordered  two  of  my  columns  to  surround 
the  village  of  Mollwitz,  and  then  to  have  at¬ 
tacked  it.  I  ought  at  the  same  instant  to  have 
detached  my  dragoons  with  orders  to  have  at¬ 
tacked  the  other  two  villages,  which  contained 
the  Austrian  cavalry.  The  infantry,  which 
should  have  followed,  would  have  prevented 
them  from  mounting.  If  I  had  proceeded  in 
this  way  I  am  convinced  that  I  should  have 
totally  destroyed  the  Austrian  army.”‘ 

It  was  now  about  noon.  The  sun  shone 
brightly  on  the  glistening  snow.  There  was  no 
wind.  Twenty  thousand  peasants,  armed  and 
drilled  as  soldiers,  were  facing  each  other  upon 
either  side,  to  engage  in  mutual  slaughter,  with 
no  animosity  between  them — no  cause  of  quar¬ 
rel.  It  is  one  of  the  unrevealed  mysteries  of 
Providence,  that  any  one  man  should  thus  have 
it  in  his  power  to  create  such  wide-spread  death 
and  misery.  The  Austrians  had  a  splendid 
body  of  cavalry,  eight  thousand  six  hundred  in 
number.  Frederick  had  but  about  half  as  many 
horsemen.  The  Prussians  had  sixty  pieces  of 
artillery,  the  Austrians  but  eighteen. 

The  battle  soon  began,  with  its  tumult,  its 
thunder-roar  of  artillery  and  musketry,  its  gush¬ 
ing  blood,  its  cries  of  agony,  its  death  convul¬ 
sions.  Both  parties  fought  with  the  reckless 
courage,  the  desperation,  with  which  trained 
soldiers,  of  whatever  nationality,  almost  always 
fight. 

The  Prussians  advanced,  in  their  long  double 
line,  trampling  the  deep  snow  beneath  their  feet. 
All  their  banners  were  waving.  All  their  bands 
of  music  were  pealing  forth  their  most  martial 
airs.  Their  sixty  pieces  of  artillery,  well  in 
front,  opened  a  rapid  and  deadly  fire.  The 
thoroughly- drilled  Prussian  artillerymen  dis¬ 
charged  their  guns  with  unerring  aim,  breaking 
gaps  in  the  Austrian  ranks,  and  with  such  won¬ 
derful  rapidity  that  the  unintermitted  roar  of 
the  cannons  drowned  the  sound  of  drums  and 
trumpets. 


The  Austrian  cavalry  made  an  impetuous 
charge  upon  the  weaker  Prussian  cavalry  on 
the  right  of  the  Prussian  line.  Frederick  com¬ 
manded  here  in  person.  The  Prussian  right 
wing  was  speedily  routed,  and  driven  in  wild 
retreat  over  the  plain.  The  king  lost  his  pres¬ 
ence  of  mind  and  fled  ingloriously  with  the  fu¬ 
gitives.  General  Schulenberg  endeavored,  in 
vain,  to  rally  the  disordered  masses.  He  re¬ 
ceived  a  sabre  slash  across  his  face.  Drenched 
in  blood  he  still  struggled,  unavailingly,  to  ar¬ 
rest  the  torrent,  when  a  bullet  struck  him  dead. 
The  battle  was  now  raging  fiercely  all  along  the 
lines. 

General  Rdmer,  in  command  of  the  Austrian 
cavalry;  had  crushed  the  right  wing  of  the 
Prussians.  Resolutely  he  followed  up  his  vic¬ 
tory,  hotly  chasing  the  fugitives  in  the  wildest 
disorder  far  away' to  the  rear,  capturing  nine  of 
their  guns.  Who  can  imagine  the  scene?  There 
were  three  or  four  thousand  horsemen  put  to 
utter  rout,  clattering  over  the  plain,  impetu¬ 
ously  pursued  by  six  or  seven  thousand  of  the 
finest  cavalry  in  the  world,  discharging  pistol- 
shots  into  their  flying  ranks,  and  raining  down 
upon  them  sabre  blows. 

The  young  king,  all  unacoBstomed  to  those 
horrors  of  war  which  he  had  evoked,  was  swept 
along  with  the  inundation.  The  danger  of  his 
falling,  in  the  midst  of  the  general  carnage,  or 
of  his  capture,  which  was,  perhaps,  still  more  to 
be  dreaded,  was  imminent.  His  friends  en¬ 
treated  him  to  escape  for  his  life.  Even  mar¬ 
shal  Schwerin,  the  veteran  soldier,  assured  him 
that  the  battle  was  lost,  and  that  he  probably 
could  escape  capture  only  by  a  precipitate  flight. 

Frederick,  thus  urged,  leaving  the  main  body 
of  his  army  as  he  supposed  in  utter  rout,  with 
a  small  escort,  put  spurs  to  his  steed  in  the  at¬ 
tempt  to  escape.  The  king  was  well  mounted 
on  a  very  splendid  bay  horse.  A  rapid  ride  of 
fifteen  miles  in  a  southerly  direction  brought 
him  to  the  river  Neisse,  which  he  crossed  by  a 
bridge  at  the  little  town  of  Lowen.  Imme¬ 
diately  after  his  departure  prince  Leopold  dis¬ 
patched  a  squadron  of  dragoons  to  accompany 
the  king  as  his  body-guard.  But  Frederick 
fled  so  rapidly  that  they  could  not  overtake  him, 
and  in  the  darkness,  for  night  soon  approached, 
they  lost  his  track.  Even  several  of  the  few 
who  accompanied  him,  not  so  well  mounted  as 
the  king,  dropped  off  by  the  way,  their  horses 
not  being  able  to  keep  up  with  his  swift  pace. 

It  was  Frederick’s  aim  to  reach  Oppeln,  a 
small  town  upon  the  river  Oder,  about  thirty 
miles  from  the  field  of  battle.  He  supposed 
that  one  of  his  regiments  still  held  that  place. 
But  this  regiment  had  hurriedly  vacated  the 
post,  and  had  repaired  with  all  its  baggage  to 
Pampitz,  in  the  vicinity  of  Mollwitz.  Upon  the 
retirement  of  this  garrison  a  wandering  party 
of  sixty  Austrian  hussars  had  taken  possession 
of  the  town. 

Frederick,  unaware  that  Oppeln  was  in  the 
hands  of  the  enemy,  arrived,  with  the  few  of 
his  suit  who  had  been  able  to  keep  up  with  him. 


1  Military  Instructions,  p.  113. 
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Battle  of 

M  O  L.  L  W  I  T  2, 

April  10, 1T41. 

а.  Advance  of  Prussians., 

б.  Where  Rothenburg  met 

the  Hussars. 

c.  Prussian  Infantry!* 
dd.  “  Cavalry. 
e.  Austrian  Infantry. 

///.  “  Cavalry. 

gg.  Retreat  of  Austrians. 


about  midnight  before  the  closed  gates  of  the 
town.  “  Who  are  you  ?”  the  Austrian  senti¬ 
nels  inquired.  “We  are  Prussians,”  was  the 
reply,  “  accompanying  a  courier  from  the  king.” 
The  Austrians,  unconscious  of  the  prize  within 
their  grasp,  and  not  knowing  how  numerous 
the  Prussian  party  might  be,  instantly  opened 
a  musketry  fire  upon  them,  through  the  iron 
gratings  of  the  gate.  Had  they  but  thrown 
open  the  gate,  and  thus  let  the  king  enter  the 
trap,  the  whole  history  of  Europe  might  have 
been  changed.  Upon  apparently  such  trivial 
chances  the  destinies  of  empires  and  of  the 
world  depend.  Fortunately,  in  the  darkness 
and  the  confusion,  none  were  struck  by  the 
bullets. 

At  Oppeln  there  was  a  bridge  across  the 
Oder  by  which  the  king  hoped  to  escape  with  his 
regiment  to  the  free  country  beyond.  There 
he  intended  to  summon  to  his  aid  the  army  of 
thirty-six  thousand  men  which  he  had  sent  to 
Gotten  under  the  “Old  Dessauer.”  The  dis¬ 
charge  of  the  musketry  of  the  Austrians  blasted 
even  this  dismal  hope.  It  seemed  as  though 
Frederick  were  doomed  to  drain  the  cup  of 
misery  to  its  dregs.  And  his  anguish  must 
have  been  intensified  by  the  consciousness  that 
he  deserved  it  all.  But  a  few  leagues  behind 
him  the  bleak,  snow-clad  plains,  swept  by  the 
night-winds,  were  strewed  with  the  bodies  of 
seven  or  eight  thousand  men,  the  dying  and  the 
dead,  innocent  peasant  boys  torn  from  their 
homes,  whose  butchery  had  been  caused  by  his 
own  selfish  ambition. 

The  king,  in  utter  exhaustion  from  hunger, 
sleeplessness,  anxiety,  and  misery,  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  lost  all  self-control.  As  with  his  little 
band  of  fugitives  he  vanished  into  the  gloom  of 
the  night,  not  knowing  where  to  go,  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  in  the  bitterness  of  his  despair,  “  O 
my  God,  my  God,  this  is  too  much  1” 

Retracing  his  steps  in  the  darkness  some  fif¬ 
teen  miles  he  returned  to  Lowen,  where,  by 
a  bridge,  a  few  hours  before,  he  had  crossed 
the  Neisse.  Taught  caution  by  the  misadven¬ 
ture  at  Oppeln,  he  reined  up  his  horse,  before 
the  morning  dawned,  at  the  mill  of  Hilbersdorf, 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the  town.  The 


king,  upon  his  high-blooded  charger,  had  out¬ 
ridden  nearly  all  his  escort ;  but  one  or  two 
were  now  with  him.  One  of  these  attendants 
he  sent  into  the  town  to  ascertain  if  it  were  still 
held  by  the  Prussians.  Almost  alone  he  wait¬ 
ed  under  the  shelter  of  the  mill  the  return  of 
his  courier.  It  was  still  night,  dark  and  cold. 
The  wind,  sweeping  over  the  snow-clad  plains, 
caused  the  exhausted,  half-famished  monarch 
to  shiver  in  his  saddle. 

There  is  a  gloom  of  the  soul  far  deeper 
than  any  gloom  with  which  nature  can  ever  be 
shrouded.  It  is  not  easy  to  conceive  of  a  mor¬ 
tal  placed  in  circumstances  of  greater  mental 
sutfering  than  was  the  proud,  ambitious  young 
monarch  during  the  hour  in  which  he  waited, 
in  terror  and  disgrace,  by  the  side  of  the  mill, 
for  the  return  of  his  courier.  At  length  the 
clatter  of  hoofs  was  heard,  and  the  messenger 
came  back,  accompanied  by  an  adjutant,  to 
announce  to  the  king  that  the  Prussians  still 
held  Lowen,  and  that  the  Prussian  army  had 
gained  a  signal  victory  at  Mollwitz. 

Who  can  imagine  the  conflicting  emotions 
of  joy  and  wretchedness,  of  triumph  and  shame, 
of  relief  and  chagrin,  with  which  the  heart  of 
Frederick  must  have  been  rent !  The  army  of 
Prussia  had  triumphed,  under  the  leadership 
of  his  generals,  while  he,  its  young  and  ambi¬ 
tious  sovereign,  w'ho  had  unjustly  provoked  w^ar 
that  he  might  obtain  military  glory,  a  fugitive 
from  the  field,  was  scampering  like  a  coward 
over  the  plains  at  midnight,  seeking  his  own 
safety.  Never,  perhaps,  was  there  a  more  sig¬ 
nal  instance  of  a  retributive  providence.  Fred¬ 
erick  knew  full  well  that  the  derision  of  Europe 
would  be  excited  by  caricatures  and  lampoons 
of  the  chivalric  fugitive.  Nor  was  he  deceived 
in  his  anticipations.  There  was  no  end  to  the 
ridicule  which  was  heaped  upon  Frederick,  gal¬ 
loping,  for  dear  life,  from  the  battle-field  in  one 
direction,  while  his  solid  columns  were  advanc¬ 
ing  to  victoiy  in  the  other.  His  sarcastic  foes 
w’ere  ungenerous  and  unjust.  But  w'hen  do 
foes,  wielding  the  weapons  of  ridicule,  ever 
pretend  even  to  be  just  and  generous  ? 

The  king,  upon  receiving  these  strange  and 
unexpected  tidings,  immediately  rode  into  Low- 
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en.  It  was  an  early  hour  in  the  morning.  He 
entered  the  place,  not  as  a  king  and  a  conquer¬ 
or,  but  as  a  starving  fugitive,  exhausted  with 
fatigue,  anxiety,  and  sleeplessness.  It  is  said 
that  his  hunger  was  so  great  that  he  stopped  at 
a  little  shop  on  the  corner  of  the  market-place, 
where  “widow  Panzern,”  served  him  with  a 
cup  of  coffee  and  a  cold  roast  fowl.  Thus 
slightly  refreshed,  the  intensely  humiliated 
young  king  galloped  back  to  his  victorious 
army  at  Mollwitz,  having  been  absent  from  it, 
in  his  terror-stricken  flight,  for  sixteen  hours. 

The  chagrin  of  Frederick,  in  view  of  this  ad¬ 
venture,  may  be  inferred  from  the  fact  that, 
during  the  whole  remainder  of  his  life,  he  was 
never  known  to  make  any  allusion  to  it  what¬ 
ever. 

After  the  king,  swept  away  in  the  wreck  of 
his  right  wing  of  cavalry,  had  left  the  field,  and 
was  spurring  his  horse  in  his  impetuous  flight, 
his  generals  in  the  centre  and  on  the  left,  in 
command  of  infantry  so  highly  disciplined  that 
every  man  would  stand  at  his  post  until  he  died, 
resolutely  maintained  the  battle.  Frederick 
William  had  drilled  these  men  for  twenty  years, 


as  men  were  never  drilled  before  or  since,  con¬ 
verting  them  into  mere  machines.  They  were 
wielded  by  their  officers  as  they  themselves 
handled  their  own  muskets.  Five  successive 
cavalry  charges  these  cast-iron  men  resisted. 
They  stood  like  rocks  dashing  aside  the  torrent. 
The  assailing  columns  melted  before  their  ter¬ 
rible  fire — they  discharging  five  shots  to  the 
Austrians’  two. 

After  the  fifth  charge,  the  Austrians,  dispir¬ 
ited,  and  leaving  the  snow  plain  crimsoned  with 
the  blood  and  covered  with  the  bodies  of  their 
slain,  withdrew  out  of  ball  range.  Torn  and 
exhausted,  they  could  not  be  driven  by  their 
officers  forward  to  another  assault.  The  bat¬ 
tle  had  now  lasted  for  five  hours.  Night  was 
at  hand,  for  the  sun  had  already  set.  The  re¬ 
pulsed  Austrians  were  collected  in  scattered 
and  confused  bands.  The  experienced  eye  of 
general  Schwerin  saw  that  the  hour  for  deci¬ 
sive  action  had  come.  He  closed  up  his  ranks, 
ordered  every  band  to  play  its  most  spirited  air, 
and  gave  the  order,  “Forward.”  An  Austrian 
officer,  writing  the  next  week,  describes  the 
scene. 
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“I  can  well  say,”  he  writes,  “that  I  never 
in  my  life  saw  any  thing  more  beautiful.  They 
marched  with  the  greatest  steadiness,  arrow 
straight  and  their  front  like  a  line,  as  if  they 
had  been  upon  parade.  The  glitter  of  their 
clear  arms  shone  strangely  in  the  setting  sun, 
and  the  fire  from  them  went  on  no  otherwise 
than  a  continued  peal  of  thunder.  The  spirits 
of  our  army  sank  altogether,  the  foot  plainly 
giving  way,  the  horse  refusing  to  come  forward 
— all  things  wavering  toward  dissolution.” 

The  Austrians  had  already  lost,  in  killed, 
wounded,  and  missing,  four  thousand  four  hun¬ 
dred  and  ten  men.  And  though  the  Prussians 
had  lost  four  thousand  six  hundred  and  thir¬ 
teen,  still  their  infantry  lines  had  never  for  a 
moment  wavered  ;  and  now,  with  floating  ban¬ 
ners  and  peals  of  music,  they  were  advancing 
with  the  strides  of  conquerors. 

Thus  circumstanced,  general  Keipperg  gave 
the  order  to  retreat.  At  the  double  quick,  the 
Austrians  retired  back  through  the  street  of 
Mollwitz,  hurried  across  the  river  Lugwitz  by 
a  bridge,  and,  turning  short  to  the  south,  con¬ 
tinued  their  retreat  toward  Grottkau.  They 


left  behind  them  nine  of  their  own  guns,  and 
eight  of  those  which  they  had  captured  from 
the  Prussians.  The  Prussians,  exhausted  by 
the  long  battle,  their  cavalry  mostly  dispersed 
and  darkness  already  enveloping  them,  did  not 
attempt  any  vigorous  pursuit.  They  bivouacked 
on  the  grounds,  or  quartered  themselves  in  the 
villages  from  which  the  Austrians  had  fled.  ' 

On  Wednesday,  April  12,  two  days  after  the 
battle,  Frederick  wrote  to  his  sister  Wilhelmina, 
from  Ohlau,  as  follows  : 

“My  dearest  Sister, — I  have  the  satisfac¬ 
tion  to  inform  you  that  we  have  yesterday^  to¬ 
tally  beaten  the  Austrians.  They  have  lost 
more  than  five  thousand  men  in  killed,  wound¬ 
ed,  and  prisoners.  We  have  lost  prince  Fred¬ 
erick,  brother  of  margraf  Kaid ;  general  Schu- 
lenberg,  Wartensleben  of  the  carabineers,  and 
many  other  officers.  Our  troops  did  miracles, 
and  the  result  shows  as  much.  It  was  one  of 


1  It  was  the  day  before.  But  it  is  not  surprising 
that  the  bewildered  young  king  should  have  been 
somewhat  confused  in  his  dates. 
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the  rudest  battles  fought  within  the  memory  of 
man. 

“I  am  sui'e  you  will  take  part  in  this  happi¬ 
ness,  and  that  jfou  will  not  doubt  the  tenderness 
with  which  I  am,  dearest  sister,  yours  wholly, 

“Eeederick.” 

The  king’s  intimate  friend  Jordan  had  ac¬ 
companied  him  as  far  as  Breslau.  ^There  he 
remained,  anxiously  awaiting  the  iSre  of  the 
conflict.  On  the  11th,  the  day  succeeding  the 
battle,  he  wrote  from  Breslau  to  the  king,  as 
follows : 

“SiKB, — Yesterday  I  was  in  terrible  alarms. 
The  sound  of  the  cannon  heard,  the  smoke  of 
powder  visible  from  the  steeple-tops  here,  all 
led  us  to  suspect  that  there  was  a  battle  going 
on.  Glorious  confirmation  of  it  this  morning. 
Nothing  but  rejoicing  among  all  the  Protestant 
inhabitants,  who  had  begun  to  be  in  apprehen¬ 
sion  from  the  rumors  which  the  other  party 
took  pleasure  in  spreading.  Persons  who  were 
in  the  battle  can  not  enough  celebrate  the  cool¬ 
ness  and  bravery  of  your  Majesty.  Eor  myself, 
I  am  at  the  overflowing  point.  I  have  run 
about  all  day  announcing  this  glorious  news  to 
the  Berliners  who  are  here.  In  my  life  I  have 
never  felt  a  more  perfect  satisfaction.  One 
finds  at  the  corner  of  every  street  an  orator  of 
the  people,  celebrating  the  warlike  feats  of  your 
Majesty’s  troops.  I  have  often,  in  my  idleness, 
assisted  at  these  discourses ;  not  artistic  elo¬ 
quence,  it  must  be  owned,  but  gushing  full  from 
the  heart.” 

Frederick  immediately  sent  an  announce¬ 
ment  of  the  victory  to  his  friend  Voltaire.  It 
does  not  appear  that  he  alluded  to  his  own  ad¬ 
ventures.  Voltaire  received  the  note  when  in 
the  theatre  at  Lisle,  while  listening  to  the  first 
performance  of  his  tragedy  of  Mahomet.  He 
read  the  account  to  the  audience  between  the 
acts.  It  was  received  with  great  applause. 
“  You  will  see,”  said  Voltaire,  “  that  this  piece 
of  Mollwitz  will  secure  the  success  of  mine.” 
Vous  verrez  que  cette  piece  de  Mollwitz  fera 
reussir  la  miene. 

The  distinguished  philosopher  Maupertuis 
accompanied  Frederick  on  this  campaign. 
Following  the  king  to  the  vicinity  of  the  field 
of  battle,  he  took  a  post  of  observation  at  a 
safe  distance,  that  he  might  witness  the  specta¬ 
cle.  Carlyle,  irt  his  peculiar  style  of  word- 
painting,  describes  the  issue  as  follows  :  , 

“The  sage  Maupertuis,  for  example,  had 
climbed  some  tree,  or  place  of  impregnability, 
hoping  to  see  the  battle  there.  And  he  did  see 
it  much  too  clearly  at  last !  In  such  a  tide  of 
charging  and  chasing  on  that  Right  Wing,  and 
round  all  the  field  in  the  Prussian  rear ;  in  siich 
wide  bickering  and  boiling  of  Horse-currents, 
which  fling  out  round  all  the  Prussian  rear- 
quarters  such  a  spray  of  Austrian  Hussars  for 
one  element,  Maupertuis,  I  have  no  doubt, 
wishes  much  he  were  at  home  doing  his  sines 
and  tangents.  An  Austrian  Hussar  party  gets 
sight  of  him  on  his  tree  or  other  stand-point 


(Voltaire  says  elsewhere  he  was  mounted  on  an 
ass,  the  malicious  spirit !) — too  certain  the  Aus¬ 
trian  Hussars  got  sight  of  him  ;  his  purse,  gold 
watch,  all  he  has  of  movable,  is  given  franklv ; 
all  will  not  do.  There  are  frills  about  the  man, 
fijie  laces,  cloth ;  a  goodish  yellow  wig  on  him 
for  one  thing.  Their  Slavonic  dialect,  too  fa¬ 
tally  intelligible  by  the  pantomime  accompany-- 
ing  it,  forces  sage  Maupertuis  from  his  tree  or 
stand-point ;  the  big  red  face  flurried  into  scar¬ 
let,  I  can  fancy,  or  scarlet  and  ashy-white  mix¬ 
ed  ;  and —  Let  us  draw  a  veil  over  it.  He  is 
next  seen  shirtless,  the  once  very  haughty,  blus¬ 
tery,  and  now  much  humiliated  man  ;  still  con¬ 
scious  of  supreme  acumen,  insight,  and  pure 
science ;  and  though  an  Austrian  prisoner  and 
a  monster  of  rags,  struggling  to  believe  that  he 
is  a  genius,  and  the  Trismegistus  of  mankind. 
What  a  pickle !” 

While  in  this  deplorable  condition  Mauper¬ 
tuis  was  found  by  the  prince  of  Lichtenstein, 
an  Austrian  officer  who  had  met  him  in  Paris. 
The  prince  rescued  him  from  his  brutal  captors 
and  supplied  him  with  clothing.  He  was,  how¬ 
ever,  taken  to  Vienna  as  a  prisoner  of  war, 
where  he  was  placed  on  parole.  Voltaire,  whose 
unamiable  nature  was  pervaded  by  a  very  mark¬ 
ed  vein  of  malignity,  made  himself  very  merry 
over  the  misfortunes  of  the  philosopher.  As 
Maupertuis  glided  about  the  streets  of  Vienna 
for  a  time  in  obscurity,  the  newspapers  began 
to  speak  of  his  scientific  celebrity.  He  was 
thus  brought  into  notice.  The  queen  treated 
him  with  distinction.  The  grand  duke  Francis 
drew  his  own  watch  from  his  pocket,  and  pre¬ 
sented  it  to  Maupertuis  in  recompense  for  the 
one  he  had  lost.  Eventually  he  was  released, 
and,  loaded  with  many  presents,  was  sent  to 
Brittany. 

In  the  account  which  Frederick  gave,  some 
years  after,  of  this  campaign,  in  his  Histoire  de 
Mans  Temps,  he  wrote  : 

“  The  contest  between  general  Neipperg  and 
myself  seemed  to  be  which  should  commit  the 
most  faults.  Mollwitz  was  the  school  of  the 
king  and  his  troops.  That  prince  reflected  pro¬ 
foundly  upon  all  the  faults  and  errors  he  had 
fallen  into,  and  tried  to  correct  them  for  the 
future.” 


VANITY  OF  VANITIES. 

An,  woe  is  me  for  pleasure  that  is  vain. 

Ah,  woe  is  me  for  glory  that  is  past: 
Pleasure  that  bringeth  sorrow  at  the  last. 

Glory  that  at  the  last  bringeth  no  gain ! 

So  saith  the  sinking  heart;  and  so  again 
It  shall  say  till  the  mighty  angel-blast 
Is  blotvh,  making  the  sun  and  moon  aghast. 

And  showering  down  the  stars  like  sudden  rain. 

And  evermore  men  shall  go  fearfully. 

Bending  beneath  their  weight  of  heaviness ; 

And  ancient  men  shall  lie  down  wearily. 
And  strong  men  shall  rise  up  in  weariness ; 

Yea,  even  the  young  shall  answer  sighingly. 
Saying  one  to  another.  How  vain  it  isl 
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AT  HOME  ON  THE  BOB  BOY. 


IN  this  Magazinef  have  been  given  accounts 
of  three  notable  voyages  performed  in  the 
canoe  Rob  Roy  by  Mr.  Macgregor.  He  now 
gives  an  account  of  a  new  trip  in  the  Rob  Roy, 
mainly  through  waters  hallowed  by  sacred  asso¬ 
ciations.  We  follow  Mr.  Macgregor  in  styling 
the  boat  in  which  these  voyages  were  made  as 
“the  Rob  Roy;”  although,  in  fact,  each  was 
performed  in  a  different  canoe,  built  expressly 
for  the  work  which  it  was  designed  to  perform, 
the  leading  idea  in  all  being  to  furnish  the 
greatest  amount  of  accommodation  in  the  least 
possible  space,  and  with  the  least  possible  weight. 

The  canoe  Bob  Roy  Number  Four  was  to 
traverse  waters  where  no  dwellings  were  to  be 
found  on  shore ;  the  crew  (that  is,  Mr.  Mac¬ 
gregor)  must,  if  need  were,  sleep  on  board  the 
craft ;  and  so  something  had  to  he  sacrificed  in 
order  to  furnish  a  commodioirs  cabin.  Mr. 
Macgregor  we  judge  to  be  a  muscular  Christian 
of  about  six  feet  in  height,  with  shoulders  and 
hips  corresponding.  He  laid  himself  flat  on 
his  hack,  and  had  himself  measured  for  his  ca¬ 
noe.  Men  are  measured  for  garments  and  for 
coffins  ;  but  this  is  the  first  time  where  we  have 
heard  of  a  man’s  being  measured  for  a  boat. 
This  Rob  Roy  was  a  good  fit  for  Mr.  Macgreg¬ 

*  The  Roh  Roy  on  the  Jordan,  Nile,  Red  Sea,  and  Gen- 
nesareth,  etc. :  a  Canoe  Cruise  in  Palestine  and  Egypt, 
and  the  Waters  of  Damascus.  With  Maps  and  Illus¬ 
trations.  By  J.  Maogekgob,  M. A.  Harper  and  Broth¬ 
ers. 

t  CruUe  of  the  Roh  Roy  through  Central  Europe :  Oc¬ 
tober,  1866. — I’he  Roh  Roy  in  the  Baltic:  September, 
1867. — The  Voyage  A  lone  in  the  English  Channel ;  May, 
1868. 
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or,  and  is  probably  the  smallest  boat  ever  built 
which  a  man  could  make  his  home,  sailing  in  it 
long  and  far,  and  sleeping  on  board  comfort¬ 
ably.  It  is  fourteen  feet  long,  two  feet  two 
inches  wide,  and  a  foot  deep,  built  of  oak,  with 
a  cedar  deck.  Including  mast  (for  which  the 
lower  joints  of  a  fishing-pole  were  used),  sails, 
and  paddle,  the  weight  is  seventj^-two  pounds. 
About  half  the  deck  is  cut  away,  leaving  a 
“well”  in  which  the  “crew”  sits  while  rowing 
or  sailing.  To  fit  up  the  “cabin”  at  night,  two 
bits  of  wood  are  set  up  at  the  fore-part  of  the 
well,  and  connected  at  the  tops  by  a  cross-piece 
of  bamboo.  Upon  this  cross-piece  the  paddle 
is  laid,  one  end  resting  upon  the  stern.  Three 
feet  of  the  deck  consist  of  movable  boards; 
these  are  taken  up,  laid  upon  the  paddle,  and 
form  the  roof ;  over  all  is  thrown  a  light  water¬ 
proof  cloth,  and  the  cabin  is  complete. 

The  fitting-up  is  simple.  “The  pillow,” 
says  Mr.  Macgregor,  “is,  of  course,  our  clothes- 
bag,  and  for  a  bed  there  is  an  air-cushion  three 
feet  long  and  fourteen  inches  broad,  with  ribs 
across  it,  so  made  that  it  will  not  collapse. 
This  bed  is  particularly  comfortable,  and,  be¬ 
sides,  answers  for  several  other  purposes.  Its 
diminutive  size  has  been  ridiculed ;  but  if  you 
will  try  you  will  find  that  when  the  hips  and 
shoulders  are  supported  the  rest  of  tl;e  body 
needs  no  support  at  all,  except  the  head,  which 
has  a  pillow,  and  the  heels,  which  can  rest  or? 
a  roll  of  the  top-sail.”  Some  of  the  “other 
purposes”  served  by  the  bed  are  thus  described: 
“When  traveling  under  a  hot  sun  I  place  this 
bed  behind  me,  with  one  end  on  deck,  and  the 
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middle  of  it  is  tied  around  my  breast,  so  as  to 
bring  the  upper  end  just  under  the  long  back 
leaf  of  my  sun-helmet.  It  thus  becomes  an 
excellent  protector  against  sun-stroke,  especial¬ 
ly  when  my  course  was  toward  the  north,  and 
my  back  was  thus  turned  to  the  sun.  Often  I 
went  ashore  with  the  bed  still  dangling  from 
my  waist  behind,  while  the  wondering  natives 
gazed  at  the  ‘  Giaour’  with  his  air-bag  tail. 
The  bed  was  useful,  too,  when  I  sat  upon  wet 
sand  or  grass  or  gravel ;  and  it  was  always  a 
good  life-buoy  in  case  of  an  upset.” 

On  the  30th  of  October,  1868,  the  Rob  Roy 
was  landed  from  the  steamer  at  Port  Said,  then 
a  town  of  bustling  wooden  shanties  which  had 
sprung  up  from  the  sand  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Suez  Canal.  Mr.  Macgregor’s  first  purpose  was 
to  explore  this  canal,  then  to  paddle  upon  the 
Red  Sea  and  the  Nile,  and  afterward  to  try  the 
Syrian  lakes  and  rivers. 

We  pass  briefly  over  the  six  weeks  spent  in 
Egypt.  For  twenty-five  miles  the  canal  is  ex¬ 
cavated  through  the  shallow  lake  Menzaleh. 
The  narrow  sand-bank  which  separates  the  lake 
from  the  Mediterranean  had  not  yet  been  cut 
through,  and  the  Rob  Roy  was  hauled  across, 
and  launched  upon  the  motionless  waters  of  the 
lake.  It  soon  got  entangled  among  the  mud- 
banks  ;  and  the  sharp  little  ragamuffins  of  an 
Arab  village  came  scampering  down  in  hopes 
of  “  backshish.”  They  wallowed  in  the  mud¬ 
dy  water,  their  little  round  heads — looking  like 
smooth  cocoa-nuts,  with  only  a  single  hair-lock 
left  on  the  top  of  the  shaven  crotvn,  by  which 
,jjick,  according  to  Mohammedan  belief,  the 
Prophet  will  drag  them  into  Paradise — bobbing 
above  the  surface.  They  made  themselves  quite 
disagreeably  familiar,  and  the  canoe  stood  a  fair 
chance  of  being  overset.  But  Mr.  Macgregor 


understands  how  to  manage  boys.  Selecting 
the  stoutest  and  noisiest  of  the  crowd,  he  hired 
him  as  “policeman,”  paying  him  a  month’s 
wages  in  advance.  This  advance  was  but  a 
penny,  and  for  this  the  lad  made  the  others 
drag  the  canoe,  with  all  the  crew  aboard,  a  long 
way  through  the  shallows.  This  they  did  cheer¬ 
fully,  evidently  thinking  it  a  “jolly  lark,” how¬ 
ever  that  may  be  expressed  in  Arabic.  It  is  to 
behopedthat  the  penny  was  fairly  divided  among 
the  crowd ;  though  how  they  could  have  car¬ 
ried  it  is  doubtful,  since  there  could  be  no  pock¬ 
ets  in  the  suit  of  black  mud  which  constituted 
their  sole  garment.  This  same  difficulty  after¬ 
ward  came  under  Mr.  Macgregor’s  observation 
near  Damascus.  He  gave  a  penny  to  a  naked 
urchin,  who  held  it  a  moment  in  his  hand,  and 
then  requested  the  donor  to  put  it  by  for  him 
until  he  had  finished  his  sports. 

The  waters  of  the  canal  being  perfectly  still, 
and  each  kilometer  marked,  gave  Mr.  Mac¬ 
gregor  an  opportunity  to  measure  accurately 
his  rate  of  paddling.  He  found  that  he  could 
make  a  hundred  double  strokes,  right  and  left, 
in  five  minutes,  and  that  these  would  propel 
the  canoe  542  yards,  being  at  the  rate  of  not 
quite  four  miles  an  hour,  and  that  he  could 
easily  keep  it  up  for  eight  hours  out  of  the 
twenty-four. 

At  night,  while  passing  through  the  shallow' 
lagoons,  the  canoe  was  drawn  up  on  the  sand, 
and  worked  back  and  forth  until  it  rested  firm¬ 
ly,  w'hen  the  cabin  was  set  up,  and  the  voyager 
retired  to  rest.  The  loneliest  spot  was  always 
chosen  for  this  purpose,  and  a  visitor  seldom 
appeared.  Once,  however,  on  Lake  Timneh, 
one  came.  He  proved  to  be  a  jackall,  who  had 
probably  been  attracted  by  the  smell  of  the  sup¬ 
per  which  Mr.  Macgregor  was  cooking  by  means 
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of  his  lamp.  Flamingoes  abound  in  these  la¬ 
goons  ;  and  a  comical  sight  was  the  manner  in 
which  they  managed  to  take  flight  when  dis¬ 
turbed  by  the  canoe.  Up  one  springs  from  the 
ooze  in  which  he  had  been  wading,  his  long 
legs  dangling  upon  the  surface  of  the  water; 
upon  which  he  walks,  while  his  wings  are  strug¬ 
gling  in  the  air,  and  his  neck  is  stretched  out  in 
front.  It  is  only  after  a  long  and  doubtful 
scramble  between  earth,  water,  and  air  that 
the  scrimp  little  body,  with  its  pretty  pink 
wings,  can  finally  manage  to  carry  off  the 
long  legs  and  snake-like  neck. 

Mr.  Macgregor’s  anticipations  of  the  success 
of  the  Suez  Canal  are  far  from  sanguine.  “A 
hole  in  the  sand,”  he  says,  “is  an  excellent 
place  for  sinking  capital.  You  can  always  dig 
it  deep  if  people  will  pay  the  diggers.  You 
can  even  keep  it  clear  if  you  pay  dredges  rather 
than  dividends.  When  Europe  or  Asia  or  Af¬ 
rica  is  at  wmr,  of  course  the  canal  is  closed,  and 
the  expenses  go  on  and  the  earnings  stop.  But 


so  far  as  concerns  England,  we 
have  always  got  at  Aden  the 
cork  in  the  other  end  of  the  bot¬ 
tle.” — We  imagine,  however,  that 
in  case  of  a  war  between  France 
and  England,  the  cork  would  be 
easily  drawn  out. 

At  Cairo  Mr.  Macgregor  wit¬ 
nessed  a  scene  characteristic  of 
the  civilization  which  is  being  in¬ 
troduced  into  Egypt.  “There 
is,”  he  says,  “knocking  down, 
building  up,  opening  out,  plant¬ 
ing,  fencing,  painting,  cleaning, 
almost  civilizing  the  old  Egyptian 
capital.  Great  gangs  of  work¬ 
men  are  all  day  toiling  here  at 
reconstruction.  Puny  children,  herded  in  long 
flocks  by  cruel  task-masters,  who  flog  them  with 
long  sticks,  are  carrying  on  their  heads  straw' 
baskets  full  of  earth  and  stones.  As  they 
march  they  sing ;  but  it  is  in  a  rhythm  of  slav¬ 
ery.  The  strongest  repression  of  one’s  feelings 
is  scarce  enough  to  keep  us  from  knocking  that 
wretch  over  who  has  just  belabored  with  his 
bludgeon  a  tender  little  girl.  The  evening 
brings  a  short  relief  even  to  the  woe  of  these 
hapless  little  ones.  They  sit  round  in  a  circle 
with  their  baskets  before  them,  while  the  roll- 
call  is  droned  over  by  a  task-master  who  can 
read.” 

Early  in  December  Mr.  Macgregor,  with  the 
Rob  Roy  on  board,  embarked  on  a  steamer  from 
Alexandria  for  Beyrout,  in  Syria,  in  order  to 
begin  his  exploration  of  the  sacred  waters  : 
“Abana  and  Pharpar,  rivers  of  Damascus;” 
the  Jordan,  hallowed  for  evermore  for  that  its 
waters  wet  in  baptism  the  head  of  Him  who 
“for  us  men  and  for  our  salvation  came  down 
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from  heaven  and  was  incarnate ;  ”  of  the  Lake 
of  Gennesareth,  around  which  cluster  so  many 
of  His  mightiest  works  and  wonderful  teach¬ 
ings  ;  of  the  river  Kishon,  that  “  ancient  river,” 
which  swept  away  the  hordes  of  Sisera,  with 
their  nine  hundred  chariots  of  iron. 

Beyrout  is  the  one  living  town  of  Syria. 
Its  roads  and  streets  are  far  better  kgpt  than 
most  of  those  in  Alexandria  or  Cairo ;  its  houses 
are  altogether  superior  externally  to  those  of 
Egypt.  Schools  have  within  a  few  years  been 
established  here,  by  missionaries  from  abroad. 
Mr.  Macgregor  found  time  during  his  two  days’ 


stay  to  visit  some  of  these.  Here  is  a  printing- 
press  where  the  blind  make  Bibles  for  the  blind, 
in  raised  characters,  to  be  read  by  the  fingers 
instead  of  the  eyes.  One  of  the  most  interest¬ 
ing  sights  which  he  saw  in  Beyrout  was  a  blind 
man  reading  the  Bible  to  a  group  of  cripples 
seated  around  him. 

The  French  are  quietly  and  almost  imper¬ 
ceptibly  laying  their  hands  upon  Syria,  fore¬ 
seeing  the  time  when  the  Mediterranean  will 
be  a  French  lake.  French  steamers,  main¬ 
tained  by  government  subsidies,  run  all  along 
the  coast;  French  sign-boards  hang  over  the 
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shops ;  French  Napoleons  are  the  common 
coin.  Within  ten  years  the  French  have  built 
a  fine  road  from  Reyrout  a  hundred  miles  south¬ 
eastward  to  Damascus.  This  road  is  the  only 
one  in  all  Syria  fairly  passable  for  a  wheeled 
vehicle ;  although  it  is  said  that  some  one  has 
recently  rode  in  a  carriage  from  Joppa  to  Jeru¬ 
salem.  “This  French  road,”  says  Mr.  Mac- 
gregor,  “is  excellent;  it  is  all  marked  down 
in  kilometers,  very  well  kept,  and  rolled  down, 
fenced,  and  drained.  But  the  toll  of  three 
francs  for  each  mule  is  enough  to  deter  hun¬ 
dreds  of  these  from  using  the  road ;  so  they 
plod  on  their  way  along  the  old  worn  out,  steep, 
muddy,  slippery,  winding  bridle-path,  which 
runs  for  miles  along  the  carriage-way ;  and 
thus  you  see  strings  of  heavy-laden  asses,  cam¬ 
els,  and  mules  toiling  along  among  boulders 
and  sharp  rocks,  with  their  drivers  ankle-deep 
in  mud,  while  even  the  flat  surface  of  the  new 
road  is  used  hy  a  scant  few,  and  no  cart  or  car¬ 
riage  goes  upon  it  except  as  a  part  of  the  Com¬ 
pany’s  monopoly.  It  is  a  miserable  sight,  and 
this  gift  of  France  to  Syria  is  like  a  crust  to  a 
toothless  beggar.  ” 

But  this  road  is  not  a  “  gift  of  France  to 
Syria.”  It  is  a  part  of  the  grand  scheme  which 
is  some  day,  not  far  remote,  to  make  Egypt  and 
Syria,  like  Algeria,  a  part  of  the  French  Empire. 
In  its  far-reaching  extent  this  project  of  France 
is  only  to  be  compared  with  that  of  Russia  for 
the  ultimate  acquisition  of  the  shores  of  the 
Black  Sea  and  the  Bosphorus. 

Over  this  French  road  Mr.  Macgregor  pro¬ 
posed  to  transport  the  Rob  Roy  until  the  head 
waters  of  the  Abana  were  reached.  His  first 
purpose  was  to  have  the  canoe  borne  upon 


men’s  shoulders,  two  carrying  it,  and  two  oth¬ 
ers  as  reserves.  But  the  first  day’s  trial  in 
crossing  the  snowy  Lebanon  proved  that  this 
plan  was  futile ;  and  the  Rob  Roy  was  placed 
in  a  covered  wagon  ;  and  so,  crossing  Mount 
Lebanon,  “  the  White  Mountains,”  whose  sum¬ 
mits  rise  to  the  height  of  10,000  feet,  over¬ 
topping  by  two-thirds  our  own  New  England 
White  Mountains,  then  descending  into  the  fer¬ 
tile  plain  of  Coelo-Syria,  then  again  climbing 
the  lower  range  of  Anti-Lebanon,  leaving  the 
lofty  peak  of  Hermon  to  the  South,  the  canoe¬ 
ist  reached  Ain  Fiji,  a  source  of  the  ancient 
Ahana,  now  called  the  Barada,  the  river  which 
runs  through  Damascus. 

This  source  of  the  Abana  is  in  a  dark  dell 
shadowed  hy  rugged  cliflFs.  Here  stand  the 
ruins  of  two  old  temples,  and  the  massive 
stones  of  an  arch  from  out  of  which  bursts  a  co¬ 
pious  stream,  which,  after  tumbling  over  rocks 
and  boulders  for  seventy  yards,  plunges  into  a 
deep  gorge  where  it  meets  another  branch,  the 
two  forming  the  Abana.  Near  the  village  of 
Doomar,  midway  between  Fiji  and  Damascus, 
ten  miles  from  each,  the  Rob  Roy  was  launched 
upon  the  river.  Tidings  of  the  approach  of 
the  canoe  had  reached  Damascus  hy  telegraph, 
and  many  persons  had  ridden  out  to  witness 
the  event.  The  river  here  resembles  a  swift 
Scotch  salmon  stream,  with  high  snow-clad 
mountains  on  one  side,  and  on  the  other  bluff 
rocks,  with  here  and  there  a  bit  of  green  wood¬ 
ed  sward.  The  stream,  now  probably  for  the 
first  time  traversed  by  a  human  being,  whirls 
through  the  deep  gorge,  sometimes  obstructed 
by  half-prostrate  trees,  whose  branches  inter¬ 
lace  in  the  water,  while  their  roots  hold  fast  to 


54 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE, 


GORGE  OF  TUE  AHASA. 


the  bank.  Here  a  heavy  rock  overhangs  on 
the  left,  while  the  right  shore  is  of  soft  mnJ. 
The  whole  picture  of  this  is  presented  in  an  in¬ 
stant,  as  you  round  a  point,  and  the  decision 
must  be  instantly  made,  or  the  current  itself 
will  decide.  “  Strong  to  the  left  hand  ;  seize 
that  bough  with  the  right !  Swing  round  a 
quarter-circle,  then  duck  the  head  for  ten  sec¬ 
onds  under  that  thorn,  and  shoot  across  below 
the  second  tree ;  drift  under  the  third,  and  five 
strokes  will  free  us  surely!” 

The  gorge  passed  safely,  the  canoe  was  borne 


through  a  thicket  of  trees,  with  magnificent 
snowy  crags  behind  them.  The  river  is  about 
sixty  yards  wide ;  but  grows  narrower  every 
furlong,  for  little  canals  lead  off  the  water  to 
irrigate  the  cultivated  fields.  At  least  twenty 
times  the  canoeist  had  to  jump  out,  and  could 
only  keep  his  footing  in  the  swift  current  by 
the  aid  of  a  strong  pole.  Sometimes  the  boat 
had  to  be  dragged  ashore  and  hauled  around 
some  impassable  obstruction.  Now  it  was  a 
clump  of  fallen  trees  ;  now  a  dam  and  mill-race. 
It  took  five  hours  to  reach  a  point  which  is  only 
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an  hour’s  walk  by  the  road  which  runs  near  hy, 
often  in  plain  sight.  “At  last,”  writes  Mr. 
Macgregor,  “  the  gorge  loosened  its  hold  upon 
ns,  and  the  canoe  soon  floated  along  the  now 
placid  river,  while  Damascus — old  Damascus — • 
gleamed  out  brilliant  before  me  in  the  evening 
light,  with  its  groves  of  green  and  white  shining 
walls  and  airy  minarets,  a  glorious  scene.  The 
far-famed  approach  to  this  city  from  the  west, 
which  unfolds  to  the  traveler  all  its  gentle  beau¬ 
ty  from  a  lofty  hill,  I  had  well  remembered  nine¬ 
teen  years  ago.  That  is  one  of  the  sights  of 
the  world ;  but  the  sudden  emerging  now  from 
rapids  and  rocks  and  dense  jungles  into  the 
broad  day,  with  such  a  picture  before  me,  was 
more  striking  by  far  than  the  other  view. 

“And  now,”  he  continues,  “the  river  itself 
seemed  tired  of  the  struggle,  and  it  gurgled, 
almost  sleeping,  between  the  green  river  hanks. 
There  a  most  pleasant  repast  was  spread  on 
the  soft  grass,  and  the  little  knot  of  wondering 
Turks  which  soon  collected  was  good  proof 
that  even  Moslems,  with  all  their  apathy,  could 
not  help  looking  at  a  boat  on  the  river.  Then 
the  Rob  Roy  glided  into  the  town  itself,  under 
the  bridges,  round  the  dripping  aqueducts,  past 
the  barracks,  close  up  to  the.  Pacha’s  palace ; 
and  two  men  carried  her  weary  hull  safe  to  the 
hotel,  with  colors  flying,  my  dragoman,  Hany, 
singing,  mud-splashing  Moslems  wondering, 
and  the  hotel  folks  bowing.  There  on  the  cool 
water  of  the  fountain  in  the  court-yard  I  placed 
the  canoe,  with  her  blue  sails  set,  and  her  gold¬ 
en  flag  reposing.  Soon  began  the  long  line  of 
visitors  ;  each  one  as  he  left  sent  in  a  dozen 
friends  to  see.  Even  the  Pacha  of  Damascus 
came,  and  the  English  Consul ;  and  the  Arabic 
newspapers  gravely  chronicled  the  arrival  of 
the  canoe  in  the  same  page  with  the  movements 
of  the  Greek  iron-dads,  stirring  up  their  fires 
therl  for  a  European  war.” 

Of  Damascus,  the  oldest  inhabited  city  on 
the  globe,  Mr.  Macgregor  says  little,  and  that 
little  not  altogether  complimentary.  “Damas¬ 
cus,”  he  says,  “has  'never  yet,  I  think,  been 
well  described;  and  the  reason  may  be  that 
the  traveler  who  has  enough  acuteness  to  paint 
a  good  word-picture  of  the  town  has  sense 
enough  to  see  that  it  is  a  sentimental  humbug. 
In  vain  he  tries  to  feel  an  admiration  which  he 
can  not  support  by  the  appearance  of  the  place. 
It  may  be  the  oldest,  hut  in  wet  weather  it  is 
surely  the  filthiest  of  towns.  It  may  be  rich, 
but  the  mud-walls  are  what  you  see,  and  not 
the  wealth.  Damascus  is  a  disappointment; 
its  situation  is  its  chief  beauty,  and  once  inside 
it  you  can  not  realize  that  outside  these  dirty 
lanes,  tumble-down  walls,  gloomy  shops,  and 
crooked  bazars  are  the  lovely  groves,  the  gush¬ 
ing  fountains,  the  teeming  gardens,  and  the 
glorious  hills.” 

But  the  Rob  Roy  had  come  hither  to  solve  a 
problem  which  had  long  ago  presented  itself  to 
Mr.  Macgregor.  Twenty  years  before,  he  had 
looked  over  the  plain  of  Damascus  from  the 
chapel  whence  the  first  view  is  caught.  In  the 


distance  he  saw  two  huge  aerial  pillars.  These 
he  was  told  were  sand-clouds,  whirled  aloft  hy 
the  breeze,  and  that  they  were  coursing  over  a 
silent  and  desolate  region,  almost  unknown, 
through  which  ran  the  river  Abana,  which, 
though  it  had  run  there  for  ages,  and  had  been 
described  in  prose  and  sung  in  verse,  melted 
away  in  the  desert,  how  and  where  nobody 
knew. 

The  Rob  Roy  had  come  to  solve  this  mys¬ 
tery,  by  following  the  Abana  down  to  its  end. 
But,  though  this  end  was  known  to  be  in  a 
morass  hardly  a  score  of  miles  from  the  city, 
nobody  could  give  any  reliable  information. 
All  agreed,  however,  that  the  morass  or  “lake” 
of  Ateibeh  was  impenetrable;  “full  of  whirl¬ 
pools  which  sucked  people  down ;  of  hyenas, 
panthers,  and  wild-hoars,  which  ate  people  up  ; 
of  fevers,  agues,  snakes,  jungle,  sun-strokes,” 
and  many  other  horrible  things. 

As  a  preliminary,  Mr.  Macgregor  took  a  ride 
of  a  few  miles  eastward  of  Damascus  along  the 
course  of  the  Abana.  The  speed  of  the  river 
was  moderate,  for  it  was  running  through 
a  plain ;  but  its  course  was  intricate,  for  it 
branched  out  into  numerous  channels,  of  which 
only  one  could  be  the  right  one,  and  nobody 
could  tell  which  that  one  was.  All  these  chan¬ 
nels  were  for  the  purpose  of  irrigation.  “It  is 
only  by  a  ride  of  this  sort,”  says  he,  “that  one 
can  appreciate  the  richness  and  beauty  of  the 
Damascus  plain,  or  can  understand  the  marvel¬ 
ous  ingenuity  and  perseverance  with  which  the 
Abana  has  been  led  through  the  desert  to  water 
it.  In  Egypt,  indeed,  the  sluices  and  canal- 
ettes  are  intricate  enough,  but  nothing  to  what 
is  done  here.  Banks,  dams,  lashers,  and  weirs 
seem  to  force  the  water  into  every  nook  of  the 
country;  to  force  it  underground,  and,  as  it 
were,  even  up  hill,  until  every  available  drop 
has  been  wrung  out  for  use.  Below  the  shad}' 
groves,  athwart  I  bright,  level  meads,  oozing 
over,  murmuring  beneath,  and  softly  hurrying 
by,  there  is  water  every  where,  and  nearly  all 
this  from  that  one  river  which  has  fed  millions 
of  people  for  ages  of  time ;  and  if  that  river 
stopped,  Damascus  would  perish.” 

As  a  result  of  his  inquiries  and  observations, 
Mr.  Macgregor  decided  to  try  the  Abana  with 
his  canoe  ;  and  where  it  could  not  float,  to  have 
it  conveyed  on  land.  How  this  was  to  he  done 
in  a  region  where  there  was  no  such  thing  as  a 
road  was  a  question.  After  deep  cogitation  a 
very  simple  plan  was  devised.  A  couple  ot 
poles,  a  little  longer  than  the  canoe,  were  placed 
two  feet  apart,  and  fastened  together  by  side- 
pieces.  Upon  this  frame  the  Rob  Roy,  wrapped 
up  in  carpets,  was  lashed.  This  frame,  holding 
the  canoe,  was  tied  upon  the  back  of  a  stout 
horse,  whose  back  was  padded  witli  a  bag  of 
straw,  by  way  of  cushion.  And  so  wherever 
the  horse  could  go,  the  canoe  went  safely  with 
him. 

A  little  eastward  of  Damascus  the  Rob  Roy 
was  launched  upon  the  Abana,  now  grown  lazy 
enough.  The  ch'annel  led  through  groves  and 
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orchards,  meadows  and  ozier  beds.  Sleepy 
tortoises  toppled  down  the  banks ;  lazy  land- 
crabs  crawled  out  of  sight ;  ducks,  too  fat  to  fly, 
scuttled  off  into  the  brakes.  This  region  is 
thickly  peopled,  and  the  inhabitants  would  run 
or  ride  fo.r  miles  to  follow  the  strange  sight  of  a 
boat,  the  first  which  has  ever  traversed  these 
waters. 

At  length  the  Eob  Eoy,  sometimes  on  water, 
and  sometimes  on  horseback,  got  down  to  the 
lagoon  of  Ateibeh,  half  land,  half  water,  and  all 
mud,  in  which  the  Abana  finally  loses  itself,  hard¬ 
ly  twoscore  miles  from  the  point  where  it  bursts 
from  the  snowy  mountains  into  the  plain.  Here 
was  a  “  wide  sea  of  shallow  water,  concealed  by 
grass  in  tufts,  like  an  Irish  bog,  and  with  soft,  de¬ 
ceptive  mud,  deep  holes,  and  trickling  stream¬ 
lets.  Hundreds  of  cattle  stood  up  to  their 
stomachs  in  water ;  our  mules  plunged  deep 
above  their  girths,  and  the  men  sank  down  re¬ 
peatedly.  One  of  the  little  donkeys  disappeared 
under  water,  head,  ears,  and  every  thing ;  but  a 
clever  muleteer  caught  him  by  the  tail,  and  we 
pulled  him  out.”  But  by  dint  of  much  wading 
and  paddling,  the  real  mouth  of  the  Abana  was 
found  ;  and  here  was  passed  the  Christmas 
night  of  1868.  After  all,  the  party  were  only 
twenty  miles  from  a  great  city,  and  they  had 
brought  materials  for  an  orthodox  Christmas 
dinner.  There  were,  among  other  things,  a 
stuffed  turkey  and  a  plum-pudding  swimming 
in  the  flames  of  brandy. 

Leaving  the  Ateibeh  Marsh,  the  Eob  Eoy  was 
borne  on  horseback  ten  miles  southward  to  Lake 
Hijaneh,  in  which  the  Pharpar,  the  other  so- 
called  river  of  Damascus,  loses  itself.  The 
Pharpar  does  not,  however,  run  by  the  city. 
Ateibeh  is  simply  a  morass  p  Hijaneh  may  be 


called  a  pond,  for  here,  in  the  centre  of  a  dense 
jungle,  is  an  open  body  of  clear  water ;  and  near 
its  edge  is  an  island  of  a  few  acres,  upon  which 
are  the  massive  walls  of  four  strong  buildings, 
in  which  no  man  has  dwelt  for  untold  genei'a- 
tions.  Wild-boars  are  its  only  inhabitants,  and 
the  surface  was  torn  up  by  their  deep  ruts. 
Upon  its  borders,  half  buried  in  slime,  were 
huge  stones,  ruined  walls,  and  what  look  like 
the  piers  of  a  bridge,  squared  and  cut  for  un¬ 
known  purposes,  by  unknown  men,  at  a  time  un¬ 
known.  This  deserted  island  appears  to  have 
been  a  fortress ;  but  there  is  no  record  that  be¬ 
fore  Mr.  Macgregor  any  man  has  seen  it  since 
history  has  been  written.  The  reeds  surround¬ 
ing  the  island  are  furrowed  by  boar  tracks 
along  which  the  Eob  Eoy  could  be  propelled  • 
but  the  animals  who  made  them  were  not  seen. 

Lake  Hijaneh  having  been  explored,  Mr. 
Macgregor  wished  to  take  a  look  at  the  remains 
of  the  “  Giant  Cities,”  in  the  region  toward  the 
south  which  the  Bible  styles  Argoh—’-'’  the  stone 
country” — and  Bashan,  wherein  of  old  dwelt  the 
giant  Og,  whose  bedstead  was  of  iron,  nine  cubits 
long.  Over  this  region  the  Turks  hold  merely 
nominal  control.  After  traveling  a  couple  of 
days  over  bleak  stony  hills  and  dry  river-courses 
they  saw  what  in  the  distance  looked  like  an  ir¬ 
regular  mass  of  rock  and  stone  a  mile  in  length 
the  ruins  of  the  commoner  houses ;  but  at  the 
extremity  were  fifty  or  sixty  structures  almost 
uninjured.  The  walls  of  these,  five  or  six  feet 
thick,  were  of  blocks  of  basalt,  some  of  them 
well  cut  and  polished.  Many  were  two  stories 
high,  and  some  three.  But  every  thing  was  of 
stone.  The  rafters,  twelve  or  fourteen  feet 
long,  wei-e  of  stone ;  the  stairs  and  floors  of 
stone ;  there  were  stone  mangers  in  the  stables, 
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Stone  cooking-places  ami  troughs  in  the  kitch¬ 
ens.  The  very  doors  and  window-shutters  were 
solid  slabs  of  stone.  The  outer  door  of  the 
house  which  they  occupied  was  seven  feet  high 
and  six  inches  thick,  composed  of  two  leaves, 
opening  inward,  moving  upon  stone  pivots,  yet 
so  nicely  balanced  that  they  could  he  opened 
and  shut  with  a  finger.  The  window  was  fur¬ 
nished  with  a  stone  shutter  four  feet  high,  open¬ 
ing  outward.  How  old  these  structures  are  no 
one  knows.  In  the  court-yard  of  one  is  a  Greek 
inscription  hearing  date  five  centuries  before 
Christ. 

Eeturning  to  the  Pharpar,  the  Eob  Eoy  was 
launched  upon  its  winding  waters.  It  is  cer¬ 
tainly  the  crookedest  of  rivers— bend  within 
bend — so  that  one  had  to  paddle  seven  or  eight 
miles  in  order  to  accoifiplish  what  would  be  a 
mile  in  a  straight  line. 

On  New-Year’s  Day,  1869,  Mr.  Macgregor 
returned  to  Damascus,  and  the  next  day  set  out 
to  recross  the  mountains  in  search  of  the  head 
waters  of  the  Jordan.  The  Jordan  and  the 
Abana  rise  on  opposite  sides  of  the  range  of 
Anti-Lebanon,  their  head  waters  almost  over¬ 
lapping.  Neither  sends  a  drop  of  water  to  the 
sea,  the  one  being  lost  in  the  deep  gorge  of  the 
Dead  Sea,  and  the  other  disappearing  in  the 
marsh  of  Ateibeh. 

Skirting  a  spur  of  Mount  Hermon  they  wound 
up  a  steep  crooked  path,  amidst  slippery  rocks, 
projecting  trees,  loose  stones,  and  deceitful  mud. 
Two  men  could  hardly  hold  the  Eob  Eoy  in  its 
place  upon  the  horse’s  back,  as  it  swayed  to  and 
fro  in  the  cold  blasts  which  swept  down  from  the 
snowy  summits.  On  the  fourth  day  they  pitched 
their  tents  at  Eukleh,  a  town  hemmed  in  by 
piles  of  sharp  gray  rocks,  tumbled  together  in 
wild  confusion.  Climbing  these,  one  perceives 


that  in  the  olden  time  every  nook  of  these  jagged 
heights  had  been  occupied.  There  w'ere  end¬ 
less  winding  avenues,  gardens  hanging  upon 
steeps,  retaining-walls  to  sustain  the  soil  wher¬ 
ever  a  few  square  roods  of  space  could  thus  be 
secured.  Temples  and  altars  and  tombs  har¬ 
bored  in  clefts  of  the  rock,  all  showed  that  Life, 
and  its  follower  Death,  had  peopled  these  re¬ 
gions  now  so  desolate.  These  remains  go  far  to 
justify  the  accounts  given  in  the  text  of  the  He¬ 
brew  Scriptures  of  the  dense  population  which, 
in  the  time  of  the  monarchy,  once  occupied  all 
Palestine. 

Still  onward  went  the  Eob  Eoy,  mostly  on 
horseback,  but  often  borne  by  hand.  The  lay 
of  the  land  showed  that  they  must  now  he  ap¬ 
proaching  the  sources  of  the  Jordan.  They 
searched  here  and  there,  finding  spring  upon 
spring,  whose  waters  were  soon  lost.  At  last, 
in  a  lonely  field,  one  was  discovered  from 
which  flowed  a  little  brook.  This  grew  grad¬ 
ually  larger,  and  at  length  tumbled,  in  a  pretty 
little  cascade,  over  a  low  ledge  of  rock,  and  ran 
away  in  a  bright  dancing  stream.  This,  which 
Mr.  Macgregor  styles  Ain  Eob  Eoy,  “  Eob  Eoy 
Eountain,  ”  he  regards  as  the  true  source  of  the 
Jordan;  that  is,  the  farthest  point  from  which 
a  constant  stream  makes  its  way.  This  young 
Jordan,  here  called  the  Hasbany,  is  a  pretty 
brook,  growing  larger  and  larger  until  it  spreads 
into  a  pool.  The  natives  averred  this  to  be  a 
thousand  feet  deep ;  but  upon  being  sounded, 
the  line  touched  bottom  at  the  depth  of  eleven 
feet.  Upon  this  pool  the  Eob  Eoy  was  first 
launched  upon  the  Jordan.  But  the  canoe  had 
to  be  carried  past  a  little  cascade,  which  turns 
a  mill,  and  then  the  stream  is  crossed  by  a  nar¬ 
row  stone  bridge,  and  then  the  Eob  Eoy  fairly 
commenced  her  downward  voyage. 
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The  river  was  still  too  narrow  for  paddling, 
and  Mr.  Macgregor,  pole  in  hand,  now  mounted 
astride  of  the  canoe,  and  now  wading  and  drag¬ 
ging  it  after  him,  managed  to  make  way  for  a 
space.  At  length  the  brook,  now  swollen  by  a 
sudden  storm  into  a  headlong  torrent,  rushed 
through  a  ravine  where  the  canoe  could  not 
live ;  and  the  Rob  Roy  was  borne  overland  to 
another  branch,  the  head  of  which  forms  what 
is  historically  known  as  the  source  of  the  Jor¬ 
dan.  The  region  is  far  from  a  peaceful  one. 
Not  long  before  the  bodies  of  three  men  had 
been  found  under  a  tree  hard  by.  At  a  place, 
now  called  Tell  el  Kady,  once  Dan,  the  extreme 
northernmost  limits  of  the  kingdom  of  Isi'ael, 
this  historic  Jordan  bursts  forth  in  a  noble 
spring,  said  to  be  the  largest  single  source  in 
the  world.  The  “  Tell”  is  a  great  mound,  al¬ 
most  square,  the  sides  being  from  260  to  300 
yards.  In  one  corner  is  the  spot  where  it  is 
said  King  Jeroboam  set  up  one  of  the  two 
calves  of  gold,  which  the  Israelites  were  to  re¬ 
gard  as  the  gods  which  had  brought  their  fa¬ 
thers  up  out  of  the  land  of  Egypt.  This  mound 
resembles  the  rim  of  a  volcanic  crater,  sloping 
inward  into  a  tangled  thicket,  around  which  is 
yet  a  low  dais,  apparently  the  remains  of  an 
amphitheatre.  Out  of  this  the  water  rushes 
into  a  circular  basin  a  hundred  feet  wide.  The 
Rob  Roy  was  set  afloat  upon  this  pool,  which 
Macgregor  was  assured  was  bottomless.  He 
sounded  it  with  a  pole,  and  found  its  depth  to 
be  just  five  feet. 

One  more  so-called  “  Source  of  the  Jordan,” 
had  yet  to  he  visited.  This  is  at  Banias,  an 
hour’s  ride  eastward  from  Tell  el  Kady.  The 
way  lies  through  a  well-wooded  region,  whose 
fine  clumps  of  oak  give  it  an  almost  park-like 
character.  Soon  the  traveler  finds  himself 
among  beautiful  ruins — bridges,  walls,  and  pros¬ 
trate  pillars — the  remains  of  the  city  of  Cmsarea 
Philippi.  This  was  probably  tlie  extreme  north¬ 
ward  point  reached  by  our  Saviour  in  his  jour- 


ne3'ings  upon  earth.  Near  this  place  it  was 
that  Peter  made  the  confession,  “Thou  art  the 
Christ,  the  Son  of  the  living  God,”  and  received 
the  reply,  “Thou  art  Peter,  and  upon  this  rock 
will  I  build  my  church.” 

The  modern  representative  of  Caesarea  Phi¬ 
lippi  is  the  insignificant  village  of  Banias  (an 
Arabic  corruption  oi  Paneas,  “the  city  of  Pan,’’ 
for  to  this  heathen  deity  was  dedicated  the  fount¬ 
ain  hard  by,  which  is  one  of  the  three  recognized 
sources  of  the  Jordan,  and  by  many  esteemed 
the  principal  one).  This  fountain  bursts  forth 
in  front  of  a  deep  cavern  which  pierces  the  foot 
of  a  steep  limestone  cliff.  The  stream  flowing 
from  this  fountain  soon  loses  itself  in  a  wide 
morass,  dotted  here  and  there  with  patches  of 
bright  water. 

After  a  course  of  half  a  dozen  miles  the 
stream  (here  called  the  Leddan),  flowing  from 
the  fountain  at  Tell  el  Kady,  unites  with  the 
Banias  ;  and  three  miles  below  thej'  are  joined 
by  the  Hasbany.  “Of  these  streams,”  saj's 
Thomson,  “  the  Leddan  is  far  the  largest,  the 
Banias  the  most  beautiful,  the  Hasbany  the 
longest.”  The  united  river  now  for  the  first 
time  takes  the  name  of  Jordan,  “  the  Descend¬ 
er” — rightl)^  due  both  to  the  fast  flow  and  enor¬ 
mous  fall  of  the  river,  which  also  descends  deep¬ 
er  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth  than  any  other 
river  in  the  world. 

To  the  meeting  of  the  waters  the  Rob  Roy 
w.as  borne  on  horseback.  The  explorers  put  up 
for  a  night  at  a  little  mill.  The  host  had  come 
to  this  place  a  year  before.  He  was  a  Chris¬ 
tian,  and  four  of  his  children  had  been  massa¬ 
cred  not  long  before  by  the  Mussulmans.  The 
only  survivor  was  a  beautiful  girl  of  ten,  “with 
a  happy  angelic  look.”  Her  father  held  out  her 
little  right  hand  to  show  how  it  was  gashed  and 
scarred,  and  worthless  for  needle-work.  In  the 
room  was  a  heap  of  corn,  and  steelyards  to 
weigh  it ;  but  not  an  article  of  furniture  except 
I  a  single  straw  mat.  Soon  a  party  of  half  a 
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dozen  Arabs  entered.  They  had  come  to  buy 
gunpowder  of  the  miller.  He  pulled  out  an 
old  canvas  sack  upon  which  Mr.  Macgregor  had 
been  leaning,  smoking  his  pipe.  The  powder 
was  lying  perfectly  loose  in  the  sack.  One  of 
the  visitors  was  also  smoking  a  nargilleh.  Each 
of  the  Arabs  flashed  a  pinch  of  the  powder  in 
his  rusty  gun;  and  all  began  chaffering  and 
wrangling  over  their  purchases  as  they  were 
weighed  out.  Some  put  the  powder  into  bits 
of  paper,  others  into  goat-skin  bags,  and  others 
placed  it  loosely  in  their  pockets. 

The  river  for  some  miles  runs  through  the 
lagoon  known  as  the  Lake  of  Huleh.  Herds 
of  buffaloes  and  horses  were  browsing  on  the 
luscious  green  grass.  The  few  hamlets  are 
curiously  various  in  their  architecture.  Here 
is  a  stone  house  with  a  flat  roof ;  then  a  mud- 
wall,  with  a  round  top  of  reed  matting ;  then 
dwellings  with  mats  for  the  side  walls  and  roofs 
shaped  like  a  pulpit  cushion,  the  tassels  repre¬ 
sented  by  heavy  stones  tied  with  straw  ropes  to 
keep  the  roof  in  place ;  then  are  black  Arab 
tents,  with  woven  reeds  at  the  sides ;  and  then 
regular  tents  :  every  variety  of  tent  and  thatch 
and  mud  and  mat  combined. 

The  Eob  Eoy  was  launched  upon  the  Jordan  ; 
the  stream,  about  a  hundred  feet  wide,  running 
swiftly  on  a  course  almost  as  winding  as  that  of 
the  Pharpar.  Mr.  Macgregor  sent  his  attend¬ 
ants  with  the  animals  to  skirt  the  edge  of  the 
morass,  while  he  alone  in  the  canoe  undertook 
to  paddle  down  the  river.  He  had  gone  a  few 
miles  when  all  at  once  he  saw  a  head  peering 
over  the  dense  fringe  of  canes.  Then  there  was 
a  yell,  replied  to  by  answering  yells  ;  and  soon 
a  crowd  appeared  on  the  banks,  dancing  and 
shouting  ferociously.  The  current  bore  the 
canoe  along  too  rapidly  for  them  to  keep  up 


.'59 


with  it;  but  they  cut  across  the  bend,  and  sa¬ 
luted  the  stranger  with  a  harmless  shower  of 
clods.  At  the  next  bend  the  crowd,  now  in¬ 
creased  to  half  a  hundred — men,  women,  and 
children — were  ahead.  At  the- bend  the  voy¬ 
ager  was  again  sainted  by  a  fresh  shower  of 
missiles,  and  the  cry,  in  Arabic,  ‘‘To  land  !  to 
land!”  He  made  a  polite  bow,  and  answered 
Ingleez,  “  Englishman,”  and  paddled  along. 
Half  a  dozen  brawny  fellows  flung  off  their  gar¬ 
ments  and  plunged  into  the  water,  swimming, 
“dog-fashion,”  in  a  splendid  manner;  but  yet 
they  were  no  match  for  the  canoe. 

At  the  next  bend  they  were  still  further 
ahead,  and  ready  for  action.  They  had  drawn 
up  in  a  line,  some  standing  waist-deep  in  the 
water,  others  swimming.  Mr.  Macgregor  floated 
close  to  one  of  the  swimmers,  splashed  him  in 
the  face  with  the  paddle,  and  slipped  past  him. 
The  crowd  on  shore  set  up  a  laugh.  One  stout 
fellow  made  a  magnifleent  dive  from  the  bank 
and  came  up  by  the  stern  of  the  canoe,  with  his 
arm  over  the  deck.  The  Englishman  shoved 
him  off  with  his  paddle,  saying,  in  the  best 
Arabic  at  his  command,  “Thanks  !”  as  though 
he  had  received  some  signal  service.  He  had 
run  the  blockade  ;  but  it  was  of  no  avail.  The 
bank  was  lined  by  an  ever-increasing  crowd. 
Some  had  spears,  some  ox-goads,  others  huge 
round-headed  clubs.  Another  shower  of  mis¬ 
siles  came  harmlessly,  not  one  hitting  even  the 
canoe. 

Then  arose  a  cry  :  Baroda!  haroda!  “The 
gun!  the  gun!”  and  in  an  instant  Macgregor 
saw  several  long  guns  pointed  at  him.  But 
only  one  of  the  fellows  seemed  at  all  inclined 
to  Are.  This  one  looked  as  though  he  meant 
“  business.”  He  examined  his  priming,  cocked 
his  piece,  and  brought  the  muzzle  to  bear,  at  a 
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range  of  hardly  a  score  of  feet.  A  vigorous 
stroke  of  the  paddle  and  a  shot  from  the  gun 
were  simultaneous  —  the  ball  splashing  close 
astern.  The  chase  was  clearly  up  ;  the  canoe 
stopped.  “Not  fair  to  use  a  gun!”  shouted 
the  canoeist.  But  the  water  was  now  full  of 
naked  swimmers.  Suddenly  the  canoe  was 
pulled  down  from  behind.  The  same  big  fel¬ 
low  who  had  a  few  minutes  before  made  the 
magnificent  dive  had  got  hold  of  it  with  one 
hand,  while  in  the  other  he  brandished  the 
shank-bone  of  a  buffalo.-  He  made  a  pass  with 
it,  which  was  warded  off  by  the  paddle.  But 
by  this  time  others  had  laid  hold,  and  the  Rob 
Roy  was  a  prize. 

“Backshish  !”  was  now  insinuated.  “Yes; 
but  to  the  sheikh.”  Meanwhile,  Macgregor 
commenced  parleying  with  his  chief  captor,  af¬ 
fectionately  patting  his  bare  black  poll,  as  one 
pats  the  head  of  a  mastiff.  “Not  fair  to  use 
that,”  said  he,  pointing  to  the  bone  club.  “Not 
fair  to  use  that,”  replied  the  Arab,  pointing  to 
the  paddle.  The  fellow  became  pacified,  and 
was  highly  elate  when  the  prisoner  formally 
appointed  him  as  his  protector.  Macgregor 
now  tried  his  skill  at  charming  the  mob,  who 
had  begun  to  grow  good-natured ;  but  there  is 
nothing  so  uncertain  as  the  temper  of  a  mob. 
“I  am  English,”  he  said.  “Eriends,”  they 
answered.  “One  Englishman” — holding  up 
one  finger — “all  the  rest  Arabs,”  he  continued, 
holding  up  both  hands.  The  crowd  was  tickled, 
and  set  up  a  laugh,  in  which  the  captive  joined 
heartily.  One  little  imp  of  mischief  tried  to 
break  up  the  harmony.  Seizing  a  huge  lump 
of  mud,  she  dashed  it  down  upon  the  canoe. 
It  was  an  even  chance  yet  which  side  the  mob 
would  take.  But  Macgregor  was  equal  to  the 
occasion.  With  a  look  more  of  sorrow  than  of 
anger,  he  pointed  silently  at  the  great  muddy 
spot  on  the  clean  top  of  the  canoe.  The  na¬ 
tives  looked  on  for  a  moment  in  silence ;  and 
then,  as  by  a  single  irnpulse,  they  seized  the 
girl  and  carried  her  off ;  but  the  sound  of 
heavy  thwacks  and  loud  screams  evinced  that 
she  was  undergoing  severe  discipline. 

In  the  confusion  the  captive  almost  succeed¬ 
ed  in  making  off ;  but  was  again  captured.  He 
i-efused  to  quit  the  canoe ;  and,  before  he  fair¬ 
ly  knew  what  was  going  on,  he,found  himself 
and  canoe  lifted  bodily  out  of  the  water,  and 
borne  up  the  steep,  muddy  bank,  and  off  to  the 
tent  of  the  sheikh,  in  which  the  canoe  was  de¬ 
posited.  Macgregor,  with  grave  courtesy,  ad¬ 
vanced  to  the  sheikh,  shook  his  hand,  informed 
him  that  he  was  an  English  traveler  on  his  way 
to  the  lake,  and  would  rest  in  the  tent  until  the 
sun  was  cooler.  The  sheikh  went  out  to  con¬ 
sult  with  his  cabinet ;  in  an  hour  he  came  hack, 
saying,  “You  can  not  go  to  the  lake.”  “I 
must.”  “Impossible,”  replied  the  sheikh,  with 
a  little  wink  of  the  eye.  Macgregor  replied  by 
a  wink,  and  went  out.  The  Englishman  saw 
that  the  Arab  was  open  to  an  “arrangement.” 

The  wife  of  the  sheikh  now  came  in,  and 
Macgregor  laid  himself  out  to  make  himself 


agreeable.  He  showed  her  his  canoe  with  all 
its  fittings — bed,  lamp,  compass,  and  cooking  ap¬ 
paratus.  The  woman,  who  was  “  quite  refined 
and  very  intelligent,”  was  lost  in  amazement, 
and  full  of  compassion,  when  he  complained 
that  he,  a  stranger  and  alone,  was  losing  all  the 
fine  sunshine.  She  brought  in  her  husband, 
that  he  also  might  see  the  wonderful  canoe. 
While  Macgregor  was  showing  it,  he  managed 
to  open  his  hand  so  that  the  sheikh  might  see  a 
gold  Napoleon.  ^‘■Shwei — h-s-sh,”  whispered 
the  Arab ;  and  the  Englishman  knew  that  the 
bargain  was  as  good  as  made. 

But  who  ever  heard  of  an  oft’-hand  bargain 
with  Arabs  ?  The  council  of  the  sheikh  came 
in,  with  their  decision :  “You  can’t  go  to-day, 
hut  shall  have  a  horse  to-morrow.  ”  The  nego¬ 
tiation  went  on  ;  but  on  the  part  of  the  Arabs  it 
always  came  back  to  the  one  point— “back¬ 
shish.  ”  All  this  time  no  food  had  been  offered  to 
the  stranger.  To  eat  together,  and  especially 
to  take  salt  together,  is  the  one  inviolate  pledge 
of  amity.  Macgregor  undertook  to  gain  this 
pledge.  He  set  his  little  cooking  apparatus  in 
operation,  and  soon,  by  the  help  of  “preserved 
soup,”  had  a  dish  ready.  Its  flavor  fell  pleas¬ 
antly  on  the  Arab  olfactories.  Then  he  opened 
a  little  box — a  snuff-box,  in  fact — filled  with  a 
white  granular  substance  looking  like  powdered 
sugar.  This  he  offered  to  the  sheikh,  who 
placed  a  little  in  his  mouth.  In  an  instant 
Macgregor  had  swallowed  the  remainder,  and 
gave  the  Arab  a  hearty  thump  on  the  back. 
The  sheikh  made  a  rather  wry  face.  ‘  ‘  What 
is  it?  Is  it  sugar?”  asked  the  by-standers. 
“No;  it’s  salt,  ”  replied  the  sheikh.  The  stran¬ 
ger  had  fairly  eaten  salt  with  the  Arab,  in  his 
own  tent,  and  so  for  a  whole  day  he  had  be¬ 
come  the  guest  of  the  sheikh,  who  was  bound 
by  the  most  stringent  code  of  his  race  to  pro¬ 
tect  him  at  all  hazards,  even  though  he  had  been 
the  murderer  of  his  own  son. 

Now  came  a  bit  of  by -play  as  to  the  way  in 
which  the  yellow  Napoleon  should  pass  from 
the  English  traveler  to  the  Arab  sheikh.  The 
transfer  must  he  made,  but  in  such  a  way  that 
no  “injunction”  should  reach  it,  and  nobody 
be  able  to  testify  how  it  was  done.  Traveler 
and  sheikh  find  themselves  alone.  Traveler’s 
hand,  holding  the  coin,  slips  accidentally  into 
that  of  sheikh.  Sheikh  pushes  it  away,  with 
virtuous,  but  very  gentle,  indignation.  All  this 
time  the  parties  of  the  first  part  and  of  the  sec¬ 
ond  part  stand  side  by  side,  looking  straight 
ahead,  their  hands  behind  their  backs,  never 
fairly  separated.  The  yellow  representative  of 
the  French  Emperor  is  somewhere  among  those 
ten  fingers.  Now  one  five  had  it ;  then  the  oth¬ 
er  five.  At  length  the  Englishman  found  his 
hand  empty  ;  but  we  do  not  think  he  can  testify, 
“  of  his  own  knowledge,”  whither  the  Napoleon 
went. 

At  all  events  the  sheikh  went  away  to  talk 
with  his  cabinet.  He  did  not  reappear;  but 
the  premier  announced  the  decision:  “You 
can  go  to-morrow.”  But  this  did  not  at  all 
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suit  Macgregor.  He  had 
bought  the  court,  and  every 
body  knew  it.  So  he  pulled 
out  an  old  copy  of  the  Times, 
merely  saying,  “  To-morrow ! 

No!  I’m  English;”  and  went 
on  reading  the  newspaper.  In 
five  minutes  an  official  ap¬ 
peared,  announcing  that  the 
traveler  might  leave  at  once. 

This  did  not  quite  satisfy  the 
captain  of  the  Rob  R^oy.  He 
insisted  that  the  Arabs  must 
carry  the  canoe  back  to  the 
river.  This  was  done  with 
as  much  formality  as  the  case 
admitted.  The  Rob  Roy  with 
its  indomitable  commander 
was  again  set  afloat  upon  the 
Jordan,  amidst  the  congratula¬ 
tions  of  the  Arabs. 

But  the  day’s  adventures 
were  by  no  means  over.  The 
canoe  somehow  got  out  of  the 
true  river  channel,  and  was  involved  in  the  thick 
reeds  of  the  marsh,  through  which  there  was  no 
possibility  of  making  way.  So  back  the  Rob 
Roy  had  to  go ;  and  the  captain  was  lodged  in 
the  place  which  he  had  left  in  the  morning — 
not,  however,  in  the  tent  of  the  sheikh,  who 
was  somewhat  ashamed  that  some  of  his  people 
had  tried  to  get  backshish  after  he  had  made 
“tilings  right.”  Instead  of  the  royal  abode, 
Mr.  Macgregor  supped  in  the  tent  of  the  prem¬ 
ier,  with  a  large  and  distinguished  circle  of 
Arabs.  Prominent  among  the  guests  was  a 
lively  youngster  to  whom  Macgregor  took  spe¬ 
cial  fancy,  which  was  not  lessened  when  he 
learned  that  this  was  the  identical  person  who 
had  all  the  morning  kept  his  gun  trained  at  the 
voyager’s  head. 

Macgregor  went  to  rest,  with  all  sorts  of 
schemes  for  escape  running  through  his  head. 
Toward  morning  he  heard  a  distant  shout, 
“Rob  Roy!”  An  answering  response  was 
given ;  and  soon  Hany,  the  faithful  dragoman, 
came  upon  the  scene,  followed  by  the  rest  of 
the  Englishman’s  attendants. 

It  was  beautiful  to  see  how  Hany  took  mat¬ 
ters  into  his  own  hands.  He  made  the  old 
premier  bestir  himself ;  called  up  all  the  Arabs, 
and  gave  them  a  sound  rating.  One  of  them 
demurred  a  little,  and  got  kicked  for  his  im¬ 
pudence.  Hany  managed  to  pick  a  bit  of  ap¬ 
parent  quarrel  with  another  of  Macgregor’s 
attendants,  Latoof  by  name,  who  had  failed 
to  he  prompt  in  blacking  the  master’s  boots. 
“Don’t  mind  this,”  whispered  the  dragoman  to 
his  employer,  “Latoof  and  I  have  arranged  it 
all.  ”  To  the  Arabs  Hany  was  contemptuous ;  to 
the  Englishman  apparently  most  abject.  “You 
see,”  he  exclaimed  to  the  natives,  “how  like 
grasshoppers  you  are  before  me ;  yet  I  am  the 
slave  of  the  Howaja — and  him  you  have  dared 
to  insult !” 

Mr.  Macgregor  ventured  to  intimate  that 


this  was  all  humbug.  Hany’s  reply  was  sharp 
to  the  point:  “Without  humbug  we  could 
never  manage  these  men.”  Hany  fairly  took 
the  Arabs  down.  He  got  up  for  them  a  rather 
sumptuous  repast,  at  which  the  English  Lord 
had  to  sit  and  feign  hunger.  Eor  all  this  he 
had  to  pay.  The  amount  was  not  very  exor¬ 
bitant.  “  I  had,”  he  says,  “  a  feast,  and  a  lodg¬ 
ing,  and  porters,  and  protection,  and  excellent 
fun  ;  and  all  for  the  very  reduced  tariff  of  16s. 
4d” 

On  the  lagoon,  where  he  re-emharked  next 
day,  Macgregor  saw  a  native  afloat  on  a  bundle 
of  reeds,  which  he  punted  along  with  a  long 
pole,  his  spear  sticking  up  like  a  mast.  This 
was  the  first  native  water-craft  which  he  saw  in 
Syria,  and  it  and  five  little  boats  on  Lake  Gen- 
nesareth  probably  make  up  every  vessel  in  the 
country.  The  lagoon,  at  its  lower  end,  term¬ 
inates  in  the  little  Lake  Hooleh — the  biblical 
“Waters  of  Merom.”  After  several  fruitless  at¬ 
tempts  to  follow  the  Jordan  through  the  marsh, 
Mr.  Macgregor  had  the  Rob  Roy  borne  over¬ 
land  to  the  lake,  which  he  circumnavigated,  and 
was  rewarded  by  the  discovery  of  the  spot  where 
the  river  enters  it.  The  stream  is  bordered  on 
each  side  by  a  wall  of  papyrus,  the  stems  stand¬ 
ing  so  thick  that  a  bird  can  not  penetrate,  and 
the  utmost  exertions  could  only  force  the  sharp 
bows  of  the  canoe  a  yard  into  the  dense  thick¬ 
et.  Mr.  Macgregor  is  apparently  the  only  man 
who  for  centuries  has  seen  this  mouth  of  the 
Jordan. 

Lake  Hooleh  is  160  feet  above  the  level  of 
the  ocean.  Ten  miles  below,  in  a  straight  line, 
is  the  Lake  of  Gennesareth,  which  lies  663  feet 
below  the  ocean  level.  In  ten  miles,  therefore, 
the  Jordan  falls  800  feet.  The  river  soon  be¬ 
comes  a  roaring  torrent  in  which  no  boat  could 
live.  The  Rob  Roy  was  therefore  borne  by 
land,  keeping  as  nearly  as  possible  to  the  chan¬ 
nel  of  the  river ;  and  was  safely  set  afloat  upon 
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tlie  lake  liallowed  for  evermore  by  the  presence 
of  Him  who  often  sailed  upon  its  waters  and 
trod  its  shores. 

The  sacred  sea  or  lake  is  designated  in  Scrip¬ 
ture  by  four  names.  These,  with  some  merely 
orthographical  variations,  are,  “  Chinnereth,” 
“  Gennesareth,”  “Galilee,”  and  “Tiberias.” 
Its  shape  is  almost  like  that  of  a  pear,  the  stem 
being  at  its  lower  extremity.  Its  extreme 
length  is  about  fourteen  miles ;  greatest  breadth, 
seven  miles.  Its  average  depth  is  about  100 
feet,  the  deepest  soundings  160  feet.  It  occu¬ 
pies  the  first  of  the  great  depressions  by  which 
the  valley  of  the  Jordan  sinks  below  ocean  level. 
The  Eob  Eoy  was  for  a  whole  fortnight  employ¬ 
ed  in  the  navigation  and  circumnavigation  of 
this  lake.  Mr.  Macgregor  paddled  around  and 
across  it ;  and  his  narrative  forms  a  most  valu¬ 
able  addition  to  our  stores  of  information  re¬ 
specting  one  of  the  most  interesting  portions 
of  the  Holy  Land.  The  lake  itself  remains  un¬ 
changed.  It  is  still  swept  over  by  sudden 
storms,  as  it  was  almost  nineteen  centuries  ago, 
when  the  Saviour  walked  upon  its  waters.  One 
such  storm  the  Eob  Eoy  encountered,  narrow¬ 
ly  escaping  wreck.  In  the  days  of  our  Lord 
its  waters  were  flecked  by  the  boats  of  fisher¬ 
men.  A  generation  after,  Josephus  got  to¬ 
gether,  as  he  says,  230  little  boats  for  an  enter¬ 
prise  against  the  Eomans.  Not  long  after,  if 
we  may  believe  him,  there  was  a  great  naval 
battle  fought  upon  the  lake,  the  water  of  which 
was  colored  with  blood,  and  the  shore  strewn 
with  corpses.  If  after  that,  for  seventeen  cen¬ 
turies,  there  were  vessels  on  the  lake,  history 
has  no  record  of  them.  But  if  the  waters  are 
unchanged,  the  country  around  is  altered.  Sav¬ 
ing  the  flea-bitten  town  of  Tiberias,  there  is  no 
place  of  ancient  note  whose  site  can  be  positive¬ 
ly  identified.  Capernaum,  the  ‘  ‘  own  city,  ’’the 
“home”  of  our  Lord,  lay  somewhere  upon  the 


western  shore  of  the  lake ;  but  where  no  man 
can  now  certainly  say.  Eobinson  places  it  at 
one  point,  Thomson  at  another;  Macgregor 
agrees  with  Eobinson. 

The  whole  length  of  the  Jordan,  measuring  in 
a  direct  line,  is  120  miles  ;  or  about  200  miles, 
measuring  the  windings  of  channel.  From  the 
Lake  of  Gennesareth  to  the  mouth  is  70  miles, 
in  which  the  river  descends  about  650  feet,  and 
falls  into  the  Dead  Sea  1300  feet  below  the  level 
of  the  Mediterranean,  fifty  miles  distant.  Could 
a  channel  be  cut  between  the  two  waters,  a 
narrow  lake  nearly  200  miles  long  would  be 
formed,  more  than  3000  feet  deep  in  its  lowest 
part.  The  Jordan  was  never  navigable,  and  it 
appears  to  have  been  only  twice  descended  in 
a  boat :  in  1847,  by  the  English  Lieutenant 
Molyneux,  who  lost  his  life  on  the  Dead  Sea ; 
and  in  1848,  by  the  American  Lieutenant 
Lynch.  The  Eob  Eoy  could  easily  have  gone 
down  to  the  Dead  Sea ;  but  that  has  been  oft¬ 
en  described,  and  the  passage,  as  shown  by 
Lynch,  presents  nothing  which  can  not  be  seen 
from  the  banks.  Mr.  Macgregor  had  gone 
mainly  to  see  what  could  be  seen  only  in  a 
boat,  and  what  no  boat  had  ever  done  before. 
So,  after  venturing  a  few  miles  down  as  far  as 
to  the  rapids,  where  Lynch  with  his  two  heavy 
boats  was  detained  for  hours,  but  which  the 
Eob  Eoy  passed  in  a  few  minutes,  the  canoe 
was  once  more  put  on  horseback,  and  borne 
over  the  plain  of  Esdraelon,  past  Nazareth  and 
Cana,  to  the  Bay  of  Acre,  and  embarked  oil  the 
“  ancient  river”  Kishon  and  the  Belus,  famous 
as  the  spot  where,  according  to  doubtful  story, 
glass  was  first  discovered.  Then,  after  a  land 
journey  to  Jerusalem  and  the  Dead  Sea,  Mac¬ 
gregor  shipped  his  canoe  to  Alexandria,  and 
thence  back  to  England,  reaching  Southampton 
on  the  9th  of  April,  1869 — six  months,  to  a  day, 
from  the  time  when  it  had  set  out. 
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A  NEW  THEORY  OF  ITS  FOUNTAIN  AND  FLOOD. 


A  SUBMARINE  VOLOANIO  ERUPTION. 

OF  all  the  works  of  the  Creation,  Adam  only 
excepted,  not  one  has  attracted  more  in¬ 
terest  than  the  Sea.  Although  every  blade  of 
grass,  however  tiny,  is  in  itself  a  museum  of 
wonders,  defying  the  highest  human  and  an¬ 
gelic  art  to  reproduce  it,  yet,  hy  the  testimony 
of  Scripture,  the  master-pieces  of  the  Divine 
Craftsman  are,  emphatically,  “in  the  deep.” 
If  the  geologist  traces  His  mysterious  “foot¬ 
prints”  in  subterranean  slate  and  sandstone, 
and  the  telescopist  sees  Him  in  the  heavens  afar 
off,  it  has  been  reserved  for  the  humble  geog¬ 
rapher  to  draw  nearer,  within  the  very  sound 
of  His  footfall,  whether  He  marches  hy  in  the 
steady  sea-current,  or  whether,  as  of  old  at 
Gennesareth,  He  walks  upon  the  stormy  waves  ; 
for  “  His  way  is  in  the  sea,  and  His  path  is  in 
the  great  waters.” 

Fretted  and  tossed,  as  it  is,  hy  many  and 
conflicting  forces,  the  Ocean  is  to  be  viewed  as 
an  organic  mass,  living,  breathing,  instinct  with 
vitality,  as  truly  as  the  plant  or  the  animal. 
“Its  vast  surface,”  to  use  the  image  of  Schlei- 
den,  “rises  and  falls  as  if  it  had  been  gifted 
with  the  power  of  a  gentle  respiration.”  Seem¬ 
ingly  impressible  and  sensitive  to  the  faintest 
breeze  that  fans  it,  with  stately  grandeur  it 
rolls  calmly  on  in  its  appointed  channels,  in  the 
very  teeth  of  the  hurricane,  and  against  the 
fury  of  the  typhoon  and  the  cyclone.  Mythol¬ 
ogy  represented  it  as  the  plaything  of  an  im¬ 
potent  deity,  obedient  to  his  trident;  modern 
poetry  paints  it  as  an  ungoverned  and  implaca¬ 
ble  giant ;  true  science  reckons  it,  however,  as 
a  part  of  the  terrestrial  machinery,  simple  yet 
grand,  so  contrived  and  so  regulated  that  all 
its  movements,  “  Quam  fluctus  diversi,  quam 


mare  conjuncti, ’’combine  to  ren¬ 
der  the  earth  a  fit  abode  for  man. 

It  is  from  this  stand  -  ])oint, 
which,  we  shall  assume,  science 
has  attained,  that  we  now  pro¬ 
pose  to  consider  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  of  all  oceanic  phe¬ 
nomena —  The  Gulf  Stream  of  the 
Atlantic. 

The  winter  of  1869,  through¬ 
out  the  British  Isles,  w'as  mark¬ 
ed  by  an  extraordinary  display 
of  mild  and  genial  weather. 
Early  in  the  year,  however,  and, 
strange  to  relate,  at  the  very 
time  when  those  balmy  influ¬ 
ences,  which  have  been  so  gen¬ 
erally  conceded  to  the  agency 
of  the  Gulf  Stream,  were  felt  to 
be  most  potent  and  paramount, 
the  Royal  Geographical  Society 
entertained  a  serious  discussion 
as  to  whether  there  be  any  such 
thing  as  a  Gulf  Stream.  Meta¬ 
physicians  tell  us  of  one  of  their 
number,  the  unhappy  victim  of  his  own  specu¬ 
lations,  who,  in  the  ardor  of  his  conviction  that 
existence  could  be  affirmed  only  of  mind,  act¬ 
ually  denied  that  he  had  a  body.  It  is,  there¬ 
fore,  not  without  some  countenance  and  paral¬ 
lel,  that  these  geographers  (for  blessings  sel¬ 
dom  brighten  except  as  they  take  their  flight) 
should  challenge  as  a  myth  a  living  reality,  and 
one  which,  in  its  benign  and  salutary  offices  to 
them,  has  no  equal  but  the  Sun.  But,  had  no 
such  challenge  passed,  and  no  such  question 
been  mooted,  the  greatlj'  increased  interest  and 
importance  of  the  subject,  which  has  been  il¬ 
lumined  only  bv  an  occasional  and  straggling 
ray  of  light  since  Sir  John  HerscheTs  article  in 
the  “Encyclopedia  Britannica,”  ten  years  ago, 
render  its  revival  almost  a  nece.ssity.  Of  course 
the  intelligent  reader  will  not  expect,  within  the 
narrow  limits  of  a  magazine  article,  an  elabo¬ 
rate  or  scientific  treatise.  But  no  pains  will  be 
spared  to  make  every  topic  introduced  clear  to 
the  mind  even  of  the  inquirer  least  accustomed 
to  pursue  such  investigations. 

“  I  regard  it  as  proved,”  wrote  Columbus,  in 
the  diary  of  his  third  voyage  to  the  New  World, 
when  seeking  to  enter  the  tropics  near  the  me¬ 
ridian  of  Teneriffe,  “that  the  waters  of  the  sea 
move  from  east  to  west  as  do  the  heavens  ;  that 
is  to  say,  like  the  apparent  motion  of  the  sun, 
moon,  and  stars.”  However  we  may  explain 
this  westerly  flow  of  the  vast  watery  masses  in 
the  equatorial  seas,  the  fact  remains  as  one  of 
the  best  attested  and  most  unquestioned  of 
oceanic  phenomena.  Over  the  torrid  and  liquid 
wastes,  both  of  the  Pacific  and  Atlantic,  sweeps 
this  mighty  and  majestic  stream,  steady,  per- 
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ennial,  and  as  unfailing  as  the  stars  in  their 
courses.  In  the  Pacific,  notwithstanding  it 
must  needs  find  its  impeded  way  through  the 
meshes  of  the  Polynesian  archipelagoes,  it 
yields  to  no  resistance,  presses  on  to  the  shores 
of  the  palmy  Philippines  and  Formosa,  whence 
it  pours  its  floods,  in  part,  to  the  north,  off  the 
coasts  of  Japan,  and  in  part  through  the  China, 
Celebes,  and  Java  seas,  into  the  basin  of  the 
Indian  Ocean.  Some  have  supposed  that, 
originally,  these  channel-ways  to  the  south 


were  made  by  the  westwardly  washing  of  the 
water,  rending  Australasia  from  the  continent 
of  Asia.  The  breadth  of  the  equatorial  cur¬ 
rent  of  the  Pacific  exceeds  three  thousand 
miles. 

The  equatorial  current  of  the  Atlantic,  which 
chiefly  concerns  us  now,  has  its  genesis  near 
the  coasts  of  Senegambia  and  Liberia,  on  the 
west  of  Africa.  It  sets  out  in  its  movement  to 
the  west  with  no  obstacles  in  its  route.  The 
Cape  V erd  Islands,  within  two  days’  easy  sail 
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of  the  coast  of  Africa,  are  wide  -  opened  for 
its  passage.  Even  here,  however,  where  the 
current  impinges  on  the  islands,  the  breakers 
are  said  to  be  peculiarly  grand.  But  from 
this  point,  in  constantly  increasing  volume  and 
velocity,  and  moving  in  something  like  the  arc 
of  a  great  circle,  it  rolls  on  for  2860  miles, 
until  its  limpid  billows  break  in  foam  over  the 
eastern  shores  of  the  Lesser  and  Windward 
Antilles.  These  islands,  to  the  number  of  for¬ 
ty-seven,  stand  out  in  hold  ari;gy,  formed  into 
a  crescent-shaped  rampart,  as  if  erected  for  the 
very  purpose  of  disputing  the  passage  of  the 
great  current  into  the  Caribbean  Sea.  Could 
all  these  barriers  he  removed,  the  passage-way 
into  that  sea  on  the  east  would  be  less  than  five 
hundred  miles  wide.  The  huge  island  bastions, 
however,  arrest  and  divert  a  vast  quantity  of 
the  water,  which,  baffled  here,  issues  northward 
in  a  mass  of  great  importance.  Enough  water, 
notwithstanding  the  insular  obstacles,  has  been 
forced  through  them  to  form  a  strong  continu¬ 
ation  of  the  old  stream  in  the  Caribbean  Sea. 
This,  regaining  some  of  its  lost  momentum, 
runs  i^ipidly  on  toward  the  Gulf  of  Mexico. 
Fragment  as  it  is  of  the  original  current,  it 
passes  through  the  Yucatan  Channel  in  such 
force  and  size  as  to  have  led  Sir  John  Herschel 
to  venture  the  assertion  that  “the  excavation 
of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  and  the  Caribbean  Sea 
is  an  evident  effect  of  the  continued  and  power¬ 
ful  action  of  the  set  of  the  great  South  Atlantic 
current,  and  which,  unless  counteracted  by  oth¬ 
er  causes,  must  sooner  or  later  cut  through  the 
Isthmus  of  Darien.” 

The  breadth  of  the  equatorial  current  of  the 
Atlantic  at  its  commencement  is  160  miles ; 
opposite  Cape  Palmas  it  is  360  miles ;  when 
the  current  has  crossed  the  ocean  it  is  over 
1 000  miles. 

Bearing  in  mind  what  has  now  been  ad¬ 
vanced,  the  reader  is  in  position  to  see  the  rise 
of  that  marvelous  and  mysterious  flow  of  wa¬ 
ters  which,  issuing  from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico 
with  the  speed  and  proAess  of  a  mighty  courser, 
hastens  northward  with  freight  more  precious 
than  the  wealth  of  the  Indies.  Its  name  is  the 
Gulf  Stream.  The  cautious  pen  of  Ansted  de¬ 
scribes  it  as  “a  great  and  wide  stream  of  heat¬ 
ed*  water,  larger  than  all  the  rivers  of  the  world 
together,  running  in  a  definite  channel  through 
colder  water  of  a  different  color,  so  that  when 
a  ship  enters  the  stream,  in  smooth  water,  one 
may  see  the  bows  dashing  the  spray  from  the 
warm  and  dark  blue  waters  she  is  entering, 
while  the  stern  is  still  within  the  pale  green 
and  cold  waters  of  the  hanks  of  Newfound¬ 
land.”  Clear  as  is  this  description,  it  gives  ns 
but  a  poor  idea  of  the  reality.  The  Gulf 
Stream,  indeed,  beggars  all  efforts  at  portray¬ 
al.  To  see  it  rolling  in  its  grandeur  is  not 
enough  to  enable  the  beholder  to  understand 
its  wonder  or  conceive  its  power.  The  mind 
can  take  these  in  only  when  it  can  weigh  and 
measure  those  facts  and  forces  which  lie  con¬ 
cealed  below  the  surface,  and  over  which  the  | 
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oldest  tar  may  sail  all  unconscious  and  uncon¬ 
cerned.  Our  knowledge  of  the  sea,  even  in  the 
limited  area  we  are  now  considering,  is  by  no 
means  perfect  or  exact.  But,  after  all,  we  are 
not  shut  up  to  skepticism  or  imagination.  It 
can  not  be  said,  as  some  seem  to  think,  that 
we  know  as  little  of  the  great  “river  in  the 
ocean”  as  De  Soto  knew  of  the  Mississippi 
when  he  first  saw  it  in  its  glory.  The  United 
States  Coast  Survey,  under  its  renowned  head 
and  director.  Lieutenant  A.  D.  Bache,  has  long 
since  given  to  the  world  the  nicely-charted  re¬ 
sults  of  its  arduous  and  untiring  labors  in  ther- 
mometrical  and  other  deep-sea  surveys,  long 
protracted  in  the  North  Atlantic.  These  re¬ 
sults,  compared  with  others  before  and  since 
obtained,  in  the  hands  of  scientific  workmen 
and  able  interpreters,  have  been  as  seed  long 
sown,  now  ripening,  and  whose  fruit  is  ready 
to  be  gathered.  And,  just  here,  it  may  be  well 
to  remark  that,  in  bringing  to  light  the  myste¬ 
ries  of  the  Gulf  Stream,  if  we  shall  succeed  in 
so  doing,  the  entire  system  of  oceanic  circula¬ 
tion,  with  its  wondrous  adaptations,  is  at  the 
same  time  and  necessarily  revealed. 

As  already  intimated,  the  Gulf  Stream  has 
been  described  as  a  “river  in  the  ocean.” 
Nor  is  the  expression  ,  a  mere  figure  of  rhet¬ 
oric.  As  rivers  maintain  their  marked  pecul¬ 
iarities,  from  their  sources  to  their  months,  so 
does  this  majestic  flow  of  waters.  The  classic 
Tiber  was  not  more  tenacious  of  its  “yellow” 
sands,  nor  is  the  White  Nile  of  its  chaste  and 
snowy  floods,  the  Arve  of  its  “gray,”  nor  the 
Andean  Salado  of  its  “  brackish”  taste,  than  is 
the  Gulf  Stream,  in  its  vast  course,  of  all  that 
characterizes  its  volume  as  it  hursts  forth  from 
its  fountain  in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  From  this 
point  the  stream  cuts  for  itself  a  noble  channel 
in  the  arc  of  .a  great  circle,  right  through  the 
body  of  the  Atlantic  Ocean.  Turning  neither 
to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  but  obeying  the  un¬ 
seen  and  in-esistible  impulse  of  the  earth’s  ro¬ 
tation,  it  sweeps  on  with  a  velocity  greater  than 
that  of  the  Mississippi,  and  with  a  volume  more 
than  a  thousand  times  as  large.  No  obstacle, 
not  even  the  rocky  islet,  lies  in  its  path  for 
more  than  twelve  hundred  miles.  The  Grand 
Bank  of  Newfoundland— a  submarine  plateau, 
rising  within  100  fathoms  of  the  surface  of  the 
ocean — is  barely,  if  at  all,  grazed  by  the  extreme 
western  skirt  of  the  current.  From  Newfound¬ 
land  its  track  again  is  clear  as  far  as  the  bold¬ 
est  and  most  skillful  sailor  has  ever  traced  it 
into  the  polar  basin. 

The  banks  and  the  bottom  of  the  Gulf  Stream 
are  of  cold  water,  but  its  volume  is  of  wann. 
As  it  issues  through  the  Narrows  of  Bernini  its 
temperature'is  86°.  But  after  it  has  run  over 
a  thousand  miles  to  the  north  it  still  retains  its 
tropical  heat.  When  her  Britannic  Majesty’s 
ship.  The  Nile,  in  May,  1861,  sailed  from  the 
harbor  of  Halifax  for  Bermuda,  under  Admiral 
Sir  Alexander  Milne,  that  officer,  as  he  entered 
the  Gulf  Stream,  found  the  water  at  the  stern 
of  his  vessel  at  a  temperature  of  40°,  while  be- 
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fore  her  bows  the  thermometer  in  the  Stream 
stood  at  70°.  The  heat  actually  set  free  in 
a  winter’s  day  by  the  Gulf  Stream  is  enough 
to  warm  up  the  whole  column  of  atmosphere 
resting  upon  France  and  the  British  Isles  from 
the  freezing-point  to  summer  heat.  It  would 
be  easy  to  show  that  the  thermal  treasures 
borne  on  its  bosom  to  the  North  Atlantic 
would  be  (to  use  the  words  of  another)  “suf¬ 
ficient,  if  utilized,  to  keep  in  constant  blast  a 
Cyclopean  furnace  capable  of  sending  forth  a 
stream  of  molten  iron  as  large  in  volume  as  the 
discharge  of  the  mightiest  river.”  When  the 
southwest  winds  take  up  the  vesicles  of  vapor 
in  which  these  treasures  are  stored,  and  waft 
them  to  England,  the  amount  of  latent  heat  set 
free  by  precipitation  overhead  in  one  day  is  com¬ 
puted  to  equal  that  created  by  the  combustion 
of  all  the  coal  consumed  in  the  island  annually.* 
If  no  more  heat  was  received  than  is  due  to  the 
position  of  the  islands  in  respect  of  latitude,  the 
mean  winter  temperature  of  Shetland  would  be 
only  3°,  and  that  of  London  1 7°.  According 
to  the  observations  of  the  Scottish  Meteorolog¬ 
ical  Society,  however,  the  mean  winter  temper¬ 
atures  of  these  places  are  respectively  39°  and 
37°  —  Shetland  being  thus  benefited  36°  and 
London  20°.  “  In  Iceland  and  on  the  Nor¬ 

wegian  coast,”  we  learn  from  the  same  high 
authority,  “the  increase  of  heat  thus  accruing 
is  very  much  greater.”  To  all  such  places, 
along  the  path  of  the  Gulf  Stream,  even  with¬ 
in  the  arctic  circle,  the  vast  current  may  be  re¬ 
garded  as  both  a  repository  and  dispenser  of  the 
sun's  warmth  given  out  in  summer,  and  of  the 
genial  and  vitalizing  forces  which  clothe  equa¬ 
torial  lands  with  a  sea  of  foliage.  So  true  is 
this  that  several  of  the  isochimenals,  or  lines 
of  equal  winter  temperature,  are  bent  and  car¬ 
ried  by  the  Gulf  Stream  sixteen  hundred  miles 
northward  of  their  normal  position  !  This  de¬ 
flection  of  isochimenals  in  the  northern  hemi¬ 
sphere  is  due  to  the  fact  that  the  Stream  makes 
its  warmth  felt  most  sensibly  in  January,  just 
as  the  hyperborean  flow  from  the  Antarctic 
Ocean  is  coldest  in  July,  deflecting  the  iso¬ 
thermals  from  their  normal  position  the  most 
in  that  month.  This  peculiar  distribution  of 
the  winter  climate  of  the  British  Isles,  as  it  be¬ 
comes  knotvn,  is  brought  into  requisition  by  the 
skillful  physician  in  the  treatment  of  diseases. 
The  patient  needing  a  milder  air  is  no  longer- 
sent  to  the  southward,  unless  directed  to  the 
west  end  of  the  island  ;  and  the  weak  constitu¬ 
tion  recuperates  almost  as  rapidly  at  Shetland, 
or  on  the  west  coast  of  Scotland,  as  in  any  part 
of  England,  except  from  the  Isle  of  Wight  west¬ 
ward  around  the  Cornish  Peninsula.  To  speak 
of  the  early  productions  of  the  soil  here  is  al¬ 
most  unnecessary.  At  Penzance,  in  Cornwall, 
the  equable  character  of  the  English  climate  is 
most  strikingly  developed.  Penzance  is  the  gar¬ 
den  of  the  English  vegetable  markets.  Green 
peas  and  early  potatoes  spring  out  of  the  ground 


in  February,  and  are  on  the  table  in  May,  and 
every  variety  of  similar  vegetable  growth  at  these 
early  dates.  Trees  and  plants,  indigenous  only 
to  the  tropics,  often  remain  in  the  ground  all 
winter  without  injury.  Oranges,  lemons,  myr¬ 
tles,  camellias,  magnolias,. the  Mexican  agave, 
require  no  protection  from  frost.  So  that  Hum¬ 
boldt  spoke  of  it  as  “the  Montpellier  of  the 
North.” 

But  time  and  space  would  fail  us  to  accumu¬ 
late  the  evidences  of  the  thermal  forces  and  the 
balmy  influences  which  demonstrate  the  exist¬ 
ence  and  climatic  agency  of  the  Gulf  Stream. 
It  clothes  Ireland  with  her  robe  of  “emerald,” 
and  England  and  Western  Scotland  with  verd¬ 
ure.  If  from  its  smoky  waters  the  fog  rises 
to  hide  the  rays  of  the  sun,  it  does  for  England 
what  the  sun,  in  that  latitude,  can  not  do.  It 
fructifies  her  soil,  tempers  her  skies  ;  it  puts  re¬ 
newed  vigor  into  the  arms  of  her  brawny  me¬ 
chanics,  and  gives  the  bloom  to  her  maidens’ 
cheeks.  The  Icelander  also  rejoices  in  its  prox¬ 
imity.  And  the  poor  Norwegian,  at  the  North 
Cape  itself,  in  midwinter,  exults  in  the  fact 
that  his  harbors  are  kept  open  and  his  ghores 
delivered  from  the  severe  tyranny  of  the  Frost 
King. 

The  waters  of  the  Gulf  Stream  are  highly 
colored.  As  far  away  from  the  straits  of 
Florida  as  the  coasts  of  the  Carolinas  they  are 
of  an  indigo-blue.  Their  line  of  junction  with 
the  surrounding  sea  can  be  easily  discerned 
with  the  naked  eye.  “  Often,”  it  is  said,  “  one 
half  of  the  vessel  may  be  perceived  floating  in 
Gulf  Stream  water,  while  the  other  half  is  in 
common  water  of  the  sea — so  sharp  is  the  line 
and  such  the  want  of  affinity  between  those  wa¬ 
ters,  and  such,  too,  the  reluctance,  so  to  speak, 
on  the  part  of  those  of  the  Gulf  Stream  to  min¬ 
gle  with  the  littoral  waters  of  the  sea.” 

The  explanation  of  this  peculiar  phenomenon, 
though  important,  is  difficult.  Sir  John  Her- 
schel  contended  that  it  is  due  to  reflection  of 
the  sun’s  light  from  the  sea  bottom  of  great 
depth,  and  the  deepness  of  the  blue  increases, 
where  there  is  nothing  to  foul  the  water,  with 
the  depth.  Mrs.  Somerville  states,  too,  that 
the  reason  the  Gulf  Stream  loses  its  indigo  hue 
near  Newfoundland  is  that  the  water  is  shallow. 
It  is  said  that  the  light  illuminating  the  Grotto 
of  Capri,  in  the  Bay  of  Naples,  is  very  blue  ;  so 
also  the  color  of  the  water  in  the  Grotto  of  Vau- 
cluse.  The  Khone,  it  is  also  said,  where  it 
issues  from  the  Lake  of  Geneva,  is  intensely 
blue,  its  color  far  surpassing  that  of  the  bluest 
sea.  But  this  interpretation  of  the  indigo  hue 
of  the  great  tropical  current  seems  unsatisfac¬ 
tory.  Off  the  Carolina  coasts,  where  it  is  bluest, 
the  depth  of  the  ocean  is  not  over  a  thousand 
fathoms,  while  off  the  Grand  Bank  of  Newfound¬ 
land  it  suddenly  falls  to  a  depth  of  four  thou¬ 
sand  fathoms — a  fact  which  interferes  with  Mrs. 
Somerville’s  statement.  It  is  hard  to  see  how 
the  facts  in  the  case  can  be  accounted  for  by 
Herschel’s  solution.  For  we  have  the  edges 
of  the  Gulf  Stream  so  sharply  defined  that  the 
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green  water  or  cold  banks  of  the  stream  are 
visible  from  a  ship’s  deck.  The  two  bodies  of 
water,  the  green  and  the  blue,  moving  side  by 
side,  though  in  opposite  directions,  have  a  bot¬ 
tom  of  the  same  depth. 

The  discovery  of  copper  in  sea-water  has  sug¬ 
gested  to  some  that  the  blueness  of  the  Gulf 
Stream  was  due  to  the  presence  of  cuprate  of 
ammonia.  But  chemical  analysis  of  sea-water 
shows  that  this  ingredient  enters  into  it  in  less 


than  the  proportion  of  one  part  in  a  thousand. 
The  author  before  quoted,  in  his  “Physical 
Geography  of  the  Sea,”  takes  the  ground  that 
the  color  of  the  sea  is  determined  by  its  salt¬ 
ness.  “The  salt-makers,”  he  tells  u.s,  “are  in 
the  habit  of  judging  of  the  richness  of  the  sea¬ 
water  in  salt  by  its  color — the  greener  the  hue, 
the  fresher  the  water.  At  the  salt-works  of 
France,  and  along  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic, 
where  the  “salines”  are  carried  on  by  the  proc- 
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ess  of  solar  evaporation,  there  is  a  series  of  vats 
or  pools,  through  which  the  water  is  passed  as 
it  comes  from  the  sea,  and  is  reduced  to  the 
briny  state.  The  longer  it  is  exposed  to  evap¬ 
oration  the  salter  it  grows,  and  the  deeper  is 
the  hue  of  its  blue,  until  ci7stallization  com¬ 
mences,  when  the  now  deep  blue  water  puts  on 
a  reddish  tint.*  This  seems  consistent  with 
what  has,  so  far,  been  revealed  of  the  great 
oceanic  currents.  The  saline  theory,  as  it  may 
be  called,  proceeds  upon  the  known  solar  evap¬ 
oration  the  hot  stream  has  undergone  in  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico.  The  great  equatorial  cur¬ 
rent  of  the  Atlantic  is  blue  ;  that  of  the  Pacific, 
long  under  the  sun,  on  reaching  Japan,  is  called 
by  the  Japanese  “Kuro-Siwo” — “The  Black 
Stream.”  The  solution  of  the  problem  may 
be  found  to  differ  from  all  answers  that  have 
been  yet  given.  The  surface  water  both  in 
the  Indian  and  Pacific  oceans  is  often  highly 
colored.  Patches,  red,  brown,  and  white,  are 
found  stretching  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach, 
the  water  of  which,  when  taken  up  and  care¬ 
fully  examined  under  the  microscope,  is  found 
to  he  full  of  the  animalcul®  having  the  colors 
in  question.  Along  the  shores  of  the  Red  Sea 
a  red  matter  is  washed  up,  which  Ehrenberg 
proved  to  be  of  vegetable  growth.  The  same 
phenomenon  occurs  in  the  Yellow  Sea,  where 
yellow  spots  have  been  found.  Captain  King- 
man,  in  lat.  8°  46'  S.,  long.  105°  30'  E.,  a  few 
3'ears  ago  passed  through  a  tract  of  water  23 
miles  in  breadth,  and  of  unknown  length,  so 
full  of  minute  phosphorescent  organisms  as  to 
present  at  night  the  aspect  of  “  a  boundless 
plain  covered  with  snow.”  Some  of  these  ani¬ 
mals  were  “  serpents”  of  six  inches  in  length, 
transparent,  of  gelatinous  film,  and  highly  lu¬ 
minous.  These  were  taken  in  a  fork  of  the 
equatorial  current  of  the  Pacific.  Another 
sea-captain,  in  the  Gulf  Stream,  off  the  coast 
of  Elorida,  some  years  ago,  fell  in  with  “a 
school  of  young  sea-nettles,”  and,  bound  as  he 
was  to  England,  he  was  five  or  six  daj's  in  sail¬ 
ing  through  them  ;  sixty  days  afterward,  on  his 
return-trip,  he  again  fell  in  with  them,  recog¬ 
nizing  them  as  the  same,  as,  on  both  occasions, 
he  frequently  hauled  up  bucketfuls  and  exam¬ 
ined  them.  The  Gulf  Stream  is  freighted  with 
these  creatures.  To  use  Irving’s  figure,  they 
appear  to  be  clad  “in  brilliant  coats  of  mail.” 
They  mostly  shine  when  excited  by  the  agita¬ 
tion  of  the  water,  or  when  struck,  as  by  an  oar. 
One  of  them,  more  than  an  inch  in  length,  when 
thrown  down  on  the  deck  of  a  ship,  hursts  into 
a  glow  so  strong  as  to  appear  like  a  lump  of 
white-hot  iron.  In  the  storm,  at  midnight,  the 
Gulf  Stream,  in  the  mechanical  dash  of  its  bil¬ 
lows,  glares  and  burns  with  their  fiery  radiance, 
as  if  it  were  a  sea  of  flame,  and  thus  obtains  the 
name  which  has  been  given  it — “The  Milky- 
Way  in  the  Sea.” 

*  “  The  water  of  the  hrinp-spriiigs  of  Cheshire,  En¬ 
gland,  when  pumped  up  is  perfectly  clear  and  free  from 
particles  in  suspension.  It  is  of  clear  sea-green  col¬ 
or.”— Muspkatt’b  Chemistry,  p.  104. 


When  the  microscope  has  done  its  work  with 
these  insects,  we  believe  it  will  be  found  that 
they  decide  the  color  of  the  mighty  current. 
We  have  dwelt  here  because,  whatever  solu¬ 
tion  shall  prevail  in  the  settlement  of  this  ques¬ 
tion,  one  thing  is  established,  viz.,  the  indi¬ 
viduality  and  insulation  of  the  Gulf  Stream  in 
mid -ocean,  and  its  adaptedness  to  preserve 
through  its  long  course  those  strange  qualities 
which  mark  and  distinguish  it  from  surround¬ 
ing  waters,  as  if  by  the  brush  of  an  artist  “upon 
a  painted  ocean.” 

The  eye  of  the  traveled  is  arrested  by  no  feat¬ 
ure  of  the  great  “river”  in  the  Atlantic  more 
than  by  the  sharpness  of  its  edges.  Its  water 
refuses  to  mingle  with  that  around  it.  Won¬ 
derful  as  this  is,  other  streams  exhibit  the  same 
stubbornness.  The  red  flood  of  the  Missouri 
and  the  inky  waters  of  the  upper  Mississippi 
are  distinguishable  for  several  miles  after  their 
confluence.  “In  the  offings  of  the  Balize, 
sometimes  as  far  out  as  a  hundred  miles  or 
more  from  the  land,”  we  are  told  by  the  author 
of  the  “  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea,”  “pud¬ 
dles  or  patches  of  Mississippi  water  may  be  ob¬ 
served  on  the  surface  of  the  sea  with  little  or 
none  of  its  brine  mixed  with  it.” 

To  this  antipathy  toward  mingling  with  any 
foreign  water,  so  strikingly  evinced  and  dis¬ 
played  by  the  Gulf  Stream,  we  must  add  an 
all-important  fact.  Nowhere,  so  far  as  we  have 
any  reason  to  believe,  does  it  in  any  part  of  its 
course,  unless  near  or  within  the  arctic  basin, 
come  in  contact  with  the  solid  and  highly  heat- 
conducting  projections  of  the  earth’s  crust. 
The  coasts  of  the  United  States  and  the  shoals 
of  Nantucket  do  not,  as  was  once  supposed, 
touch,  much  less  turn  it  or  shape  its  direction. 
If,  now  and  then,  it  is  slightly  invaded  or  im¬ 
pinged  upon  by  the  polar  current  coming  down 
at  Newfoundland,  not  even  does  the  Grand  Bank 
itself  reach  to  the  Gulf  Stream,  or  rob  it  of  its 
heat.  For  the  Grand  Bank  is  the  haunt  of  the 
codfish  and  other  sea  life  that  can  not  endure 
warm  water,  and,  coming  from  higher  latitudes, 
swarm  only  in  their  native  temperature.  The 
bottom  of  the  bank,  too,  being  two  hundred 
fathoms  deep,  is  overswept,  if  at  all  approached, 
by  the  westernmost  and  extremely  shallow 
fringe  of  the  stream,  in  this  latitude  not  over 
one  hundred  fathoms  deep.  It  has  long  been 
observed,  moreover,  that  the  water  of  the  Stream 
distributes  itself  in  the  northern  ocean  into  lay¬ 
ers,  with  alternations  of  warm  and  cold  w'ater. 
And  it  is  probable,  as  has  been  suggested  by  a 
great  master  of  hydrography,  that  this  stratifi¬ 
cation  of  the  aqueous  masses  assists  in  protect¬ 
ing  the  tropical  streams  of  the  ocean. 

Captain  Silas  Bent,  the  authority  just  re¬ 
ferred  to,  thus  explains  it :  “  It  is  a  natural  ar¬ 
rangement  of  waters  of  diiferent  specific  gravi¬ 
ties  ;  that  of  the  lowest  temperature,  being  the 
densest,  clings  to  the  bottom  ;  the  warmest  wa¬ 
ter,  from  the  salt  it  contains,  being  next  in 
weight,  overlies  the  first ;  and  then  the  cool 
I  fresh  water  floats  sometimes  on  the  surface  (as 
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Captain  Rodgejrs  mentioned  to  me  he  had  seen 
it  northeast  of  Behring’s  Strait),  and  is  carried 
with  and  hecomes  a  part  of  the  current  imme¬ 
diately  underlying  it.”  This  arrangement,  he 
thinks,  too,  a  wise  provision  of  nature,  by  which 
the  warm  current  is  insulated,  as  it  were,  to  pre¬ 
vent  the  loss  of  its  temperature,  while  passing 
to  the  high  latitudes. 

Such  are  some  of  the  more  striking  linea¬ 
ments  an  all-wise  God  has  graved  upon  this 
mighty  effluent  from  the  torrid  zone  of  the 
earth.  As  long  since  as  Anghiera's  day  and  that 
of  Sir  H.  Gilbert  (1623),  the  Gulf  Stream  has 
excited  curious  inquiry  and  wonder.*  Many 
have  been  the  attempts  to  unravel  its  philosoph¬ 
ical  mysteries.  With  greatly  increased  and  in¬ 
creasing  light,  the  subject  has  not  yet  been  re¬ 
moved  from  the  field  of  conjecture.  Early 
theorists  explained  it  by  assuming  that  the  hot 
current  bursting  through  the  Straits  of  Florida 
and  bounding  northward  was  due  to  the  dis¬ 
charge  of  “The  Father  of  Waters”  into  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico.  It  was  contended  that  the 
velocity  of  the  Mississippi  and  the  velocity  of 
the  great  Stream  were  the  same,  and  that  both 
were  sensitive  to  the  same  vicissitudes. 

Captain  Livingston  disproved  the  credibility 
of  this  view,  by  proving  that  the  volume  of  wa¬ 
ter  emptied  into  the  Gulf  was  only  one  three- 
thousandth  part  of  that  running  out.  Lightly 
and  hastily,  however,  as  this  refuted  theory  has 
been  dismissed,  it  was  countenanced  by  some 
remarkable  facts  which  have  never  received  an 
explanation  and  scarcely  a  comment,  but  which, 
as  we  shall  presently  see,  are  not  to  be  despised 
or  forgotten. 

In  place  of  the  hypothesis  he  had  overturned, 
Livingston  substituted  one  equally,  if  not  more 
untenable,  that  the  velocity  of  the  Gulf  Stream 
is  due  to  “the  motion  of  the  sun  in  the  ecliptic, 
and  the  influence  he  has  on  the  waters  of  the 
Atlantic.”  According  to  this  view,  “a  sort  of 
yearly  tide”  was  conceived  to  be  “  the  true  pa¬ 
rent  of  the  Gulf  current.”  The  sun’s  apparent 
motion  would  affect  the  North  Atlantic  only — 
if  in  such  a  way  at  all — for  a  few  months  in  the 
year,  and  could  never  thus  generate  a  ceaseless 
and  perennial  tide,  which,  as  has  been  beauti¬ 
fully  said,  “  in  the  severest  droughts  never  fails, 
and  in  the  mightiest  floods  never  overflows.” 

About  the  year  1770  the  fertile  and  untiring 
brain  of  Benjamin  Franklin,  conscious  of  the 
magnitude  of  the  subject,  and  its  importance  to 
the  fortunes  of  the  colonial  commerce,  began 
to  busy  itself  in  the  study  of  Atlantic  hydrog¬ 
raphy.  He  first  offered  a  solution  of  the  prob¬ 
lem  which  bore  any  marks  of  plausibility.  His 
opinion  was  widely  repeated,  and  became  deep¬ 
ly  rooted  in  the  mind  of  sea-faring  men,  and  as 
it  is  substantially  identical  with  the  latest  the¬ 
ory  advanced — that  of  Sir  John  F.  W.  Herschel 
— deserves  special  consideration. 

Dr.  Franklin  maintained  that  “the  Gulf 
Stream  is  the  escaping  of  the  waters  that  have 


*  Humboldt’s  “  Cosmos,”  vol.  i. 


been  forced  into  the  Caribbean  Sea  by  the 
northeast  trade-winds,  and  that  it  is  the  press¬ 
ure  of  those  winds  upon  the  water  which  drives 
up  into  that  sea  a  head,  as  it  were,  for  this 
Stream.”  Whether,  this  be  true  or  not,  it  is 
unquestionably  well  supported  by  oceanic  phe¬ 
nomena.  Admiral  Smyth,  in  his  work  on  the 
Mediterranean,  states  that  a  continuance  of 

gusty  gales"  in  the  Sea  of  Tuscany  has  been 
known  to  raise  its  surface  no  less  than  twelve 
feet  above  its  ordinary  level.  It  is  well  known 
that  in  the  Indian  Ocean  and  China  Sea  the 
waters  are  driven  alternately  backward  and  for¬ 
ward  by  the  monsoons.  It  is  the  southwesterly 
monsoon  that  causes  inundations  in  the  Ganges, 
and  a  tremendous  surf  on  the  coast  of  Coro¬ 
mandel.  The  historic  student  will  recall  those 
rises  in  the  German  Ocean  which,  created  by 
westerly  winds,  beat  against  the  dykes  of  Hol¬ 
land,  and  which,  in  the  desperate  struggle  for 
Netherland  liberty,  were  used  by  the  great  Will¬ 
iam  of  Orange  against  the  armies  of  Spain. 
Nautical  annals  have  recorded  one  of  those  fear¬ 
ful  storms  that  sweep  over  the  West  Indies,  so 
violent  that,  as  with  resistless  besom,  it  arrest¬ 
ed  the  Gulf  Stream,  forced  back  its  mighty 
flood,  and  piled  up  its  waters  in  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico  to  the  height  of  thirty  feet.  The  ship 
Ledbury  Snow  gallantly  attempted  to  ride  out 
the  hurricane.  When  it  abated  she  found  her¬ 
self  high  up  on  the  dry  land,  and  discovered 
that  she  had  let  go  her  anchors  among  the  tree- 
tops  of  Elliott’s  Key.  The  Florida  Keys,  it  is 
said,  were  inundated  many  feet,  and  the  scene 
presented  in  the  Gulf  Stream  was  never  sur¬ 
passed  in  awful  sublimity.  “The  water  thus 
dammed  up  rushed  out  with  a  frightful  velocity 
against  the  fury  of  the  gale,  producing  a  sea 
that  beggared  description.”* 

But  amidst  all  such  magnificent  displays  of 
the  power  of  the  winds,  the  theory  advanced 
first  by  Franklin,  and  afterward  revived,  with 
a  somewhat  new  dress  and  under  the  sanction 
of  his  own  name,  by  Sir  John  Herschel,  has 
never  been  received  as  conclusive. 

For  reasons  which  we  shall  presently  state, 
it  rests  upon  a  partial  induction  of  the  facts 
known. 

A  fourth  and  last  explanation  of  the  great 
phenomenon  of  the  Gulf  Stream  was  offered  to 
the  public  in  1865,  by  Lieutenant  Matthew  F. 
Maury.  Although  admitting  that  “the  pressure 
of  the  trade-winds  may  assist  to  give  the  Gulf 
Stream  its  initial  velocity,”  he  showed  that,  for 
hundreds  of  miles  after  it  comes  out  of  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico  and  enters  the  Atlantic,  the 

*  The  tropical  trade-wind  of  the  Pacific,  in  which 
exists  one  of  the  greatest  of  oceanic  currents,  is  first 
found  moving  slowly  near  to  the  Galapagos  Islands, 
where  it  produces  but  a  slight  effect  on  the  water  of 
the  ocean.  The  Thames,  during  a  strong  wind,  i-s 
raised  above  its  tidal  mark.  When  the  wind  has  for 
some  time  blown  strongly  from  Suez,  at  the  head  of 
the  Red  Sea,  it  is  said  that  the  water  of  that  sea  has 
been  forced  southward  to  so  great  a  degree  as  to  leave 
the  bed  of  the  sea  almost  fordable,  though  at  other 
times  it  is  deep. — Hopkins  on  Atmospheric  Change,  p. 
384. 
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great  current  sets  against  the  trade-winds,  and 
for  part  of  the  way  runs  right  in  “the  wind’s 
eye.”  He  alleged,  moreover,  that  the  famous 
Japan  current — “  the  Gulf  Stream  of  the  Pa¬ 
cific” — does  the  same  ;  and  that  the  vast  set  of 
water  from  the  Indian  Ocean,  known  as  the  Mo¬ 
zambique  Current,  runs  to  the  south,  against 
the  southeast  trade-winds,  and  changes  not  with 
the  monsoons.  Rejecting  the  hypothesis  of 
Franklin  as  inconclusive,  and  as  inconsistent 
with  many  facts  that  had  come  to  light  since 
Franklin’s  views  were  propounded,  he  reasoned 
in  this  wise :  The  mean  annual  fall  of  rain  on 
the  entire  surface  of  the  earth  is  estimated  at 
about  five  feet.  To  evaporate  water  enough 
annually  from  the  ocean  to  cover  the  earth  on 
an  average  five  feet  deep  with  rain  is  one  of  the 
offices  of  the  grand  atmospherical  machine. 
This  water  is  evaporated  principally  from  the 
torrid  zone.  “Supposing  it  all  to  come  from 
thence,  we  shall  have  encircling  the  earth  a 
belt  of  ocean  three  thousand  miles  in  breadth, 
from  which  this  atmosphere  evaporates  a  layer 
of  water  annually  sixteen  feet  in  depth.”  Here, 
then,  is  a  vast  equatorial  trough  or  “lake,  six¬ 
teen  feet  deep,  three  thousand  miles  broad,  and 
twenty-four  thousand  miles  long,”  ever  empty¬ 
ing  and  ever  filling.  Evaporation  destroys  the 
equilibrium  of  the  sea,  and  in  the  endeavor  of 
the  water  to  occupy  this’  enormous  space  and 
restore  equilibrium,  all  the  waters  north  and 
south  of  this  space  are  set  in  motion.  To  this 
cause  of  circulation  was  added  the  increased 
specific  gravity  of  equatorial  and  Gulf  of  Mex¬ 
ico  water,  salter  and  heavier  from  being  longer 
under  the  sun  than  the  water  of  higher  and 
cooler  latitudes  ;  which,  it  was  argued,  account¬ 
ed  for  the  northward  tendency  of  the  great 
stream.  •  “The  effect  of  moderate  'winds,  as  the 
trades,” said  the  author,  “is  to  cause  what  may 
be  called  a  drift  of  the  sea,  rather  than  a  cur¬ 
rent.  Drift  is  confined  to  surface  waters,  and 
the  trade-wdnds  of  the  Atlantic  may  assist  in 
creating  the  Gulf  Stream  by  drifting  the  waters, 
■which  have  supplied  them  with  vapor,  into  the 
Caribbean  Sea.  But,  admit  never  so  much  of 
the  water  which  the  trade-winds  have  played 
upon  to  he  drifted  into  the  Caribbean  Sea, 
what  should  make  it  flow  thence,  with  the  Gulf 
Stream,  to  the  shores  of  Europe  ?  It  is  because 
of  the  difference  in  the  specific  gravity  of  sea¬ 
water  in  an  intertropical  sea  on  one  side,  as 
compared  with  the  specific  gravity  of  water  in 
northern  seas  and  frozen  oceans  on  the  other, 
that  they  so  flow.”  In  a  word,  whatever  alters 
the  specific  gravity  of  the  sea,  whether  the  tem¬ 
perature,  or  evaporation,  or  the  tiny  secretion  of 
the  myriad  hosts  of  sea-shells,  is  a  current-pro¬ 
ducing  agent. 

We  have  already  intimated  that  the  philos¬ 
ophy  of  the  Gulf  Stream  involves  the  elucida¬ 
tion  of  all  oceanic  currents,  and  ive  beg  the 
reader,  therefore,  to  bear  with  us  as  we  consid¬ 
er  these  antagonistic  theories.  The  time  has 
come  when  the  interests  of  science,  navigation, 
and  commerce  demand  that  this  whole  question 


shall  be  transferred  from  the  region  of  theory 
into  that  of  certitude. 

Rightly  to  estimate  and  appreciate  the  circu¬ 
lation  of  the  Atlantic,  or  of  any  ocean,  we  must 
obtain  some  notion  of  its  bed,  and  also  of  its 
littoral  outline.  The  Atlantic  must  be  con¬ 
ceived  of  as  a  vast  channel,  or,  as  geographers 
often  name  it,  “The  Atlantic  Canal."  The 
opposite  shores  of  this  ocean,  in  both  hemi¬ 
spheres,  appear  to  have  once  been  in  adherence, 
but  by  some  grand  subterranean  upheaval  to 
have  been  rent  asunder,  and  in  the  open  gap 
the  ocean  water  rushed  in. 

The  bottom  of  the  Atlantic  greatly  affects  the 
movement  and  circulation  of  its  waters,  and  es¬ 
pecially  of  the  Gulf  Stream.  Extending  from 
the  arctic  circle  to  the  icy  barrier  that  girds 
the  antarctic  continent,  its  length  is  140  de¬ 
grees  of  latitude,  or  nearly  10,000  miles  ;  and 
its  width,  between  the  two  great  continents  it 
laves,  varies  from  800  miles  (bettveen  Green¬ 
land  and  Norway)  to  1500  miles  (between  Bra¬ 
zil  and  Sierra  Leone),  and,  at  its  widest  part, 
3G00  miles  (between  Florida  and  the  shores  of 
Africa).  It  is  therefore  an  irregular,  elongated 
valley.  It  is  over  the  diagonal  of  this  valley 
that  the  Gulf  Stream  is  projected. 

The  sub-basins  of  the  Atlantic  have  been  very 
distinctly  traced.  The  elevated  rim  of  its  north¬ 
ern  basin  has  been  thus  ably  defined  and  delin¬ 
eated  by  Ansted : 

“  Starting  from  Iceland  on  the  east  side,  and 
proceeding  southward,  we  find  the  Faroe  Isl¬ 
ands,  the  mountains  of  Scotland,  Wales,  and 
France,  the  Western  Pyrenees,  the  coast  of 
Portugal  and  Spain,  the  Atlas,  and  the  Azores, 
From  this  point  a  multiplicity  of  shoals  and 
banks,  crossing  the  ocean  and  terminating  with 
the  great  bank  of  Newfoundland,  form  a  de¬ 
pressed  rim.  In  this  way  we  find  an  almost 
continuous  chain  of  mountain  land,  either  sub¬ 
aerial  or  submarine,  reaching  finally  to  Green¬ 
land  and  returning  to  Iceland.  'This  forms  the 
Northern  Atlantic  basin.* 

The  central  basin  of  the  stormy  ocean  is 
equally  as  well  marked  as  the  northern.  Be¬ 
ginning  with  the  submarine  mountains  off  New¬ 
foundland,  running  to  the  Azores,  and  thence 
through  Madeira  to  the  Canaries  and  the  Cape 
Verds,  and  thence  westward,  we  pass  by  the 
island  of  Fernando  de  Noronha  to  Cape  St. 
Roque. 

The  floor  of  the  Atlantic,  as  determined  by 
deep  soundings,  consists  of  a  series  of  descend¬ 
ing  steps.  Wide-extended  and  flat  terraces 
stretch  out  beyond  the  present  shores,  and  are 
succeeded  by  steep  cliffs  dropping  down  nine 
thousand  feet.  For  the  distance  of  two  hun¬ 
dred  and  thirty  miles  from  the  coast  of  Ireland 
there  is  a  slope  of  about  six  feet  in  a  mile,  or 
twelve  inches  in  a  thousand  feet.  In  the  next 
twenty  miles  there  is  a  sudden  descent  of  nine 
thousand  feet,  after  which,  for  twelve  hundred 
miles,  all  the  bottom  is  nearly  level.  'This  is  the 


*  Ansted’s  “Physical  Geograph}',”  p.  129. 
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celebrated  telegraphic  plateau.  By  a  succession 
of  drops  we  finally  reach  the  greatest  depths  of 
the  Atlantic,  at  least  thirty  thousand feet,  which, 
on  the  American  side  of  the  ocean,  is  some  dis¬ 
tance  south  of  the  great  bank  of  Newfoundland. 

We  are  now  on  vantage-ground  from  which 
to  survey  the  whole  field  of  discussion  before 
ns ;  and  we  are  in  possession  of  facts  which, 
rightly  read,  unravel  much  of  the  mystery  still 
clinging  to  the  Gulf  Stream  and  Atlantic  circu¬ 
lation.  Livingston’s  theory,  we  have  already 
seen,  is  to  be  rejected,  because  it  explains  a 
phenomenon  of  ceaseless  and  perennial  con¬ 
tinuance  by  a  cause  which  acts  efficiently,  if 
it  acts  at  all,  only  for  a  part  of  the  year,  and 
then  is  withdrawn.  Happily,  we  think,  for  the 
cause  of  science,  we  are  reduced  to  a  choice  of 
the  two  remaining  hypotheses — the  Eranklin- 
Herschel  theory,  and  that  of  Maury.  Of  these 
two  it  is  impossible  to  form  any  combination. 
It  is  impossible  to  reconcile  them.  “The  dy¬ 
namics  of  the  Gulf  Stream,”  says  Herschel, 
“  hSve  of  late,  in  the  work  of  Lieutenant 
Maury,  already  mentioned,  been  made  a  sub¬ 
ject  of  much  (we  can  not  but  think  mis¬ 
placed)  wonder,  as  if  there  could  be  any  pos¬ 
sible  ground  for  doubting  that  it  owes  its  ori¬ 
gin  entirely  to  the  trade-winds.” 

Let  us  put  this  to  the  test. 

The  trade-winds  of  the  northern  hemisphere, 
in  both  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  oceans,  com¬ 
mence  to  blow  from  the  tropic  of  Cancer,  and 
reach  the  equatorial  zone  from  the  northeast, 
at  an  angle  with  the  equator  of  24°,  The 
“trade-wind  belt,”  or  the  terrestrial  girdle, 
swept  by  these  air-currents  so  ceaselessly,  is 
three  thousand  miles  broad,  extending  fo  23° 
north  latitude,  and  to  a  still  lower  southern 
latitude.  But  this  belt  is  not  stationary.*  It 
is  obedient  to  the  apparent  motion  of  the  sun, 
and  moves  and  vibrates  up  and  down  on  the 
earth’s  surface,  as  the  sun  declines  to  either 
side  of  “the  line.”  When  he  shines  vertical¬ 
ly  on  Cancer  (June  §1),  the  trade-wind  belt 
is  shifted  nearly  eight  hundred  miles  to  the 
north.  When,  again,  he  is  vertical  to  the 
tropic  of  Capricorn  (December  21),  the  south¬ 
ern  edge  of  the  belt  is  eight  hundred  miles 
south  of  Capricorn.  At  the  equinoxes,  of 
course,  the  sun  being  directly  overhead  at  the 
equator,  the  belt  is  commensurate  with  the 
intra-tropical  .regions,  transgressing  them  nei¬ 
ther  toward  the  North  Pole  nor  toward  the 
South  Pole.  Without  discussing  the  theories 
of  the  trade-winds,  these  are  the  agents  on 
which  Franklin  and  Herschel  rely  for  their 
Gulf  Stream  theory.  According  to  Maury’s 
theory  the  Gulf  Stream  may  derive  its  “ini¬ 
tial  velocity”  from  the  trade-winds :  but  it  re¬ 
jects  the  Herschelian  statement  that,  “if  there 

*  Colum'bus  first  fell  in  with  the  trade-winds  on  Sep¬ 
tember  14, 1492,  just  after  leaving  the  islands  of  Ferro 
and  Goraera  in  the  Canaries,  latitnde  28°  north.  He 
would  have  met  them  several  hundred  miles  further 
north  had  he  pa.ssed  on  the  meridian  of  the  Canaries 
two  months  earlier.  The  trades  in  September  have  re¬ 
ceded  with  the  decimation  of  the  sun. 


were  no  atmosphere,  there  would  be  no  Gulf 
Stream,  or  any  other  considerable  oceanic  cur¬ 
rent  whatever.”* 

We  have  already  seen  that  the  main  equa¬ 
torial  current  of  the  Atlantic  is  a  considerable 
one,  and  likewise  that  of  the  Pacific.  But  it 
is  impossible  to  account  for  either  of  these  tre¬ 
mendous  streams  which  flow  from  east  to  west 
(as  Columbus  so  long  ago  pointed  out)  by  evap¬ 
oration,  temperature,  or  difference  in  specific 
gravity.  However  these  forces  may  come  into 
play  in  the  production  of  the  Gulf  current,  they 
can  never  be  assigned  as  the  dynamical  agents 
for  the  equatorial  current.  If  it  should  be  urged 
against  Herschel’s  view  that  the  waters  of  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico,  from  being  longer  under  the 
sun,  are  heavier  than  the  waters  in  the  East  At¬ 
lantic,  then  it  would  follow  that  the  equatorial 
current  ought  to  flow  from  west  to  east,  just 
contrary  to  its  known  course.  Were  there, 
however,  no  atmosphere,  the  axial  revolution 
of  the  earth  would  never  cause  the  ocean  sur¬ 
face  any  friction  with  surrounding  matter.  But 
the  moment  the  globe  began  to  revolve  in  its  at¬ 
mospheric  envelope,  the  fluid  and  mobile  parti¬ 
cles  of  the  sea,  impinging  on  the  air,  suffered  re¬ 
action,  and  began  to  flow  westward,  as  we  now 
find.  The  waters  which  flow  e^wator-ward  along 
the  shores  of  Senegambia,  in  which  the  equato¬ 
rial  current  of  the  Atlantic  has  its  genesis,  may 
have  a  westwardly  motion  from  the  same  force 
which  guides  the  trade-wind  to  the  west ;  but, 
at  the  very  utmost,  this  could  only  avail  until 
these  waters  have  reached  the  equator.  There 
the  circumferential  velocity  of  the  earth  is  great¬ 
est,  and  the  westwardly  set  would  be  stopped, 
were  there  no  other  powers  and  forces  to  urge 
it  on  toward  the  Antilles.  The  trade-winds  are, 
therefore,  the  only  agencies  which  can  supply 
this  perpetual  motion  to  the  equatorial  current. 
And  this  much  must  be  conceded  to  Herschel’s 
doctrine  ;  but  no  more.  Not  to  reiterate  what 
has  been  already  advanced  against  it,  we  vainly 
demand  of  it  to  meet  known  facts.  In  the  dead 
of  winter,  for  instance,  when  the  trade-wind  belt 
is  removed  mostly  below  the  equator,  certainly 
below  the  tropic  of  Cancer,  how  is  it  that  the 
Gulf  Stream,  in  unabated  majest}',  and  with  un¬ 
diminished  volume,  ceases  not  to  issue  from  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico?  How  is  it  that,  even  then,  it 
forces  its  way  beyond  the  tropic  of  Cancer,  be¬ 
yond  the  British  Isles,  and  far  within  the  arc¬ 
tic  circle,  keeping  the  harbor  of  Hammerfest, 
near  the  North  Cape,  free  of  ice  ? 

More  than  this,  in  the  summer,  when  the 
Gulf  Stream’s  velocity  is  greatest,  and  while  it 
is  rushing  through  the  Straits  of  Florida  in  its 
greatest  volume,  the  trade-winds  in  the  East 
and  Middle  Atlantic  receive  a  serious  check 
and  drawback.  Then  it  is  the  Desert  of  Sa¬ 
hara  drinks  in  the  fiery  rays  of  the  sun.  The 
air  over  its  vast  area  is  heated,  and  rises  toward 
the  clouds  in  columnar  masses.  Beneath,  a 
vacuum  is  created;  and  from  all  sides  of  the 

*  Herschel,  Art.  3T,  “Physical  Geography,”  Sth  ed. 
Encyclopedia  Britannica. 
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arid  and  blazing  waste  there  is  an  in-draught 
of  air.  The  monsoons,  in  a  word,  are  now  pre¬ 
vailing.  The  trade-winds,  which  propel  the 
waters  of  the  sea  into  the  equatorial  current, 
are  overmatched  by  the  counteracting  mon¬ 
soons.  So  mighty  are  the  influences  of  these 
periodical  winds  that  even  those  formed  on  the 
deserts  of  Arabia  have  been  distinctly  tracked 
into  Austria  and  other  parts  of  Europe.  The 
monsoons  of  the  Indian  Ocean,  so  famous,  are 
of  six  months’  duration  in  the  year,  and  sweep 
a  sea  zone  more  than  two  thousand  miles  broad. 
The  efihct  of  the  sun’s  heat  on  the  great  Desert 
of  Sahara  and  the  sun-burnt  shores  of  Africa 
is  to  turn  back  and  divert  the  trades  of  the 
Eastern  Atlantic.  And  this  monsoon  influence 
extends  out  to  sea  over  a  thousand  miles !  If 
it  were  possible  to  settle  questions  sueh  as  the 
one  before  ns  by  the  simple  imprimahir  of  great 
and  honored  names,  like  Herschel’s,  we  should 
not  have  ventured  to  challenge  his  theory,  or 
test  it  with  the  opinions  of  others,  far  less  with 
our  own  reasoning. 

Exception  may  possibly  be  taken  to  the  state¬ 
ment  that  Herschel’s  and  Franklin’s  theories 
are  substantially  the  same.  We  are  not  un¬ 
aware  that  the  English  philosopher,  in  account¬ 
ing  for  the  Gulf  Stream  or  other  ocean  current, 
thinks  it  not  essential  for  him  to  assume  or 
prove  the  existence  of  what  is  called  “  a  head 
of  water.”  He  very  justly  remarks;  “A  cir¬ 
culation  in  a  closed  area,  produced  by  an  im¬ 
pulse  acting  horizontally  on  the  surface  water, 
may  perfectly  well  coexist  with  a  truly  level 
course  of  each  molecule.”  What  may  be  and 
what  is  are  two  very  different  matters.  Dis¬ 
missing  all  opposing  views  with  an  assertion  of 
his  own  opinion,  Herschel  has  not  hereby  in¬ 
creased  his  scientiflc  fame.  He  suggests  no 
reconciliation  between  his  theory  and  the  many 
known  phenomena  at  war  with  its  assumptions. 
In  truth,  his  hypothesis  was  defunct  when  he 
espoused  it,  and  it  has  been  as  mueh  as  even 
his  great  name  could  do  to  galvanize  it  into  a 
transient,  unnatural  vitality.  What,  then,  are 

THE  FOKCES  GENEEATING  THE  GULP 
STREAM? 

First,  it  seems  clear  that  the  initial  velocity  is 
given  by  the  momentum  of  the  equatorial  cur¬ 
rent,  flowing  westward  under  the  impact  of  the 
trade-winds.  This  is  but  feeble,  and  w-onld 
soon  be  spent.  A  second  cause  is  the  differ¬ 
ence  in  specific  gravity  of  the  equatorial  water  and 
the  polar  water.  This  is  equally  true  of  the 
waters  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  and  the  Baltic 
Sea.  The  density  of  the  Baltic  is : 


Highest  yet  recorded .  1.0232 

.  1.0003 

Average  of  the  West  Baltic .  i  0112 

Average  of  the  East  Baltic .  i.0042 


The  average  density  of  the  waters  of  the  At¬ 
lantic  is  censiderably  higher  than  of  these  frigid 
yet  lighter  seas.  The  specific  gravity  of  the 
Atlantic  is,  for  the  average,  1.0266.  The  heavy 
waters  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  as  we  shall  soon 


see,  above  the  average  Atlantic  density,  by  a 
law  of  hydrostatics,  would  seek  an  exchange 
with  the  lighter,  though  icy,  waters  of  the  Bal¬ 
tic,  were  there  no  other  point  of  the  sea  with 
which  they  might  change  place.  But  if  we 
compare  the  specific  gravity  of  Gulf  Stream  wa¬ 
ter  with  that  of  Arctic  Ocean  water,  we  perceive 
that,  besides  the  Baltic,  the  vast  polar  basin  it¬ 
self  offers  to  the  mass  of  equatorial  water  a 
hydrostatical  inducement  that  will  take  no  de¬ 
nial.  “The  mean  specific  gravity  of  the  Arc¬ 
tic  Ocean  water”  (according  to  the  long-contin¬ 
ued  and  elaborate  experiments  of  Commander 
Eodgers),  “  reduced  to  the  freezing-point  (27.2° 
Fahrenheit)  of  sea-water,  was  1.0263.  The 
specific  gravity  of  the  Gulf  Stream  water,  re¬ 
duced  to  the  same  temperature  (27.2°),  was 
1.0303.  If  these  be  taken  as  specimens  of  the 
water  of  torrid  and  frigid  zones,  it  would  ap¬ 
pear  that  the  waters  of  intertropical  seas  have 
fifteen  per  cent,  more  salt  in  them  than  the  sur¬ 
face  water  of  the  Arctic  Ocean  has.”*  The 
specific  gravity  of  the  Gulf  Stream  water  oi?  the 
thirty-fourth  parallel  of  north  latitude  is  found 
to  be  thirty  per  cent,  heavier  than  the  sea-water 
along  the  American  coasts,  which  is  cold,  and 
in  every  way  marked  as  an  effluent  from  the 
arctic. 

But  Eodgers,  in  his  experiment,  by  reducing 
the  polar  water  to  a  low  temperature  (27.2° 
Fahrenheit),  chilled  it  far  below  the  degree  at 
which  he  found  it,  which,  in  latitude  72°  2' 
north,  was  nearly  48°  in  temperature  by  the 
thermometer.  This,  of  course,  would  some¬ 
what  affect  the  inference  to  be  drawn  theoret¬ 
ically  from  what  has  been  said.  In  his  investi- 
gatiorts  north  of  Behring’s  Strait,  in  1865,  he 
found  that,  in  point  of  fact,  the  W'ater  was  in 
layers,  alternating  with  warm,  cool,  and  hot, 
and  he  thus  labels  these  layers :  “  Warm  and 
light  water  on  the  top,”  '■'■cool  in  the  middle,”  but 
“  hot  and  heavy  at  the  bottom.” 

The  temperature  of  the  sea  near  Scotland, 
according  to  Alexander  Buchan,  off  the  Ork¬ 
ney  Islands,  is  48.8°  Fahr.  ;  off  the  Shetland 
Islands  is  48.4°  Fahr.  ;  mouth  of  the  Firth  of 
Forth  is  47.8°  Fahr.  The  Gulf  Stream  water 
which  passes  the  Orkney  Islands,  giving  them 
the  mild  winter  alluded  to  by  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
has  ascended  from  the  ocean  floor  many  hundred 
feet  since  it  left  its  fountain  in  the  Gulf  of 
Me.xico.  For  Lieutenant  Bache  found,  “  off 
Cape  Florida,  about  12  nautical  miles  east  from 
the  light-house,  at  the  depth  of  450  fathoms, 
the  temperature  was  forty-nine  degrees  Fahr¬ 
enheit,  in  June,  1852.”  (SeeBache’s  “Notes on 
Gulf  Stream.”)  Beneath  this  depth  the  ther¬ 
mometer  suddenly  fell  to  35°  !  The  reason,  of 
course,  was  that  the  banks  and  bed  of  the  Gulf 
Stream  are  here  of  cold  water.  If  it  be  asked. 
Why  does  the  Gulf  Stream  remain  on  top?  we 
answer :  While  in  the  polar  basin,  the  water 
which  moved  as  a  surface  and  ice-bearing  cur¬ 
rent  to  the  south,  along  the  shores  of  Greenland 

*  Consult  “The  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea,”  n. 
20T,  225,  and  226. 
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and  Newfoundland,  was  lighter  than  the  equatori¬ 
al  water.  On  its  passage,  by  mingling  with  the 
northward  flowing  water  (both  surface  and  un¬ 
dercurrent),  it  is  every  hour  becoming  salter 
and  salter,  and  hence  heavier  and  heavier. 
On  reaching  the  banks  of  Newfoundland,  this 
ice-bearing  and  berg-drifting  flow  meets  the 
tropical  and  salty  waters  from  the  Gulf  and 
equator,  and  from  them  obtains  the  salt  to  give 
to  its  chilly  mass  a  superior  specific  gravity. 
Before  meeting  the  equatorial  water,  that  from 
the  pole  lacked  specific  gravity  or  density. 
Robbing  the  hot  water  of  its  salt,  and  thus  be¬ 
coming  the  heavier  body,  it  drops  down  to  the 
sea-bottom,  and  underruns  the  warm  water  all 
the  way  to  the  shores  of  Cuba,  where  it  is  found 
at  great  depths,  and  known  by  its  icy  tempera¬ 
ture  of  35°  !  We  have  not  commented  upon 
the  “  cold  water  bed,”  and  the  “  banks  of  cold 
water f  which  form  the  channel  for  the  great 
equatorial  or  Gulf  current.  The  reader  will  see 
that  no  constant  stream  can  move  into  the  polar 
basin  without  keeping  it  in  ceaseless  motion, 
and  forcing  an  equal  body  of  water  out  of  it. 
This,  of  course,  takes  place  in  both  hemispheres, 
and  the  refiuents  from  the  two  poles  conspire  in 
keeping  up  the  oceanic  circulation.  Could  a 
sea-wall,  however,  be  built  of  solid  masonry, 
connecting  Cape  Horn  and  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope,  and  another  be  built  in  the  Arctic  Ocean, 
thus  cutting  off  the  Atlantic  from  all  polar 
communication,  the  present  system  of  currents 
would  be  only  modified,  not  destroyed.  For, 
the  weight  of  the  hot  seas  exceeding  that  of  the 
cold,  the  forces  of  hydrostatical  equilibrium 
would  come  into  play.  This  physical  law  has 
been  beautifully  likened  to  a  Magician  in  the 
Sea.  Standing  midway  between  the  pole  and 
the  equator,  he  strikes  first  the  hot  water  and 
then  the  cold  with  his  wand.  The  hot  water 
going  to  the  pole  and  the  counter-stream  going 
to  the  equator  feel  and  obey  the  stroke,  and 
thus  for  ages  have  kept  up  their  ceaseless  cir¬ 
culation  and  their  perennial  fullness. 

Another  co-operative  agency  in  sustaining 
the  movement  of  the  stream  is 

“  THE  BONNY  WEST  WINDS.” 

After  passing  to  the  north  of  the  trade-wind 
belt,  in  latitude  24°  north,  the  volume  of  the 
Gulf  Stream  receives  a  new  impetus  from  the 
drifting  impact  of  the  southw'est  and  the  famous 

bonny  west  winds.”  These,  for  nine  days  in 
every  twelve,  blow  steadily  over  the  North  At¬ 
lantic,  and  sweep  its  waters,  in  a  surface  move¬ 
ment,  toward  the  British  Isles  and  Northwest¬ 
ern  Europe,  These  winds  have  descended 
from  the  upper  regions  of  the  atmosphere  in 
the  torrid  zone,  and  are  the  antitrades,  which, 
according  to  Kane’s  observations,  largely  pre¬ 
vail  even  into  the  polar  basin.  If,  as  we  have 
seen,  the  trade-winds  were  the  efficient  cause 
of  the  equatorial  current  (though  not  of  the 
Gulf  Stream),  it  is  very  clear  the  antitrades, 
which,  by  a  law  of  meteorology,  must  just  equal 
their  counter-current — we  s.ay,  it  is  clear  the 


antitrades  (were  they  to  blow  as  steadily  as  the 
trades)  must  impel  northward  and  eastward 
the  whole  mass  of  Gulf  water,  and  any  other 
with  it,  with  the  same  force  the  trades  give  to 
the  equatorial  water.  Did  the  antitrades  blow 
due  north,  the  shores  of  Greenland  and  Ice¬ 
land  would  bloom  and  blossom  with  the  flora 
of  the  Antilles.  But  these  winds  deflect  the 
vast  equatorial  flow  somewhat  to  the  east,  and 
cause  it  to  trend  toward  the  shores  of  Norway. 
But  the  stream  is  not  turned  away  from  its 
course,  because  it  is  moving  in  obedience  to 
other  calls  more  potential  than  wind.  It  uses 
the  wind  as  a  servant,  and  not  as  a  master. 
Like  the  noble  ship,  whose  course  is  at  right- 
angles  to  the  breeze  which  is  received  on  her 
quarter,  the  equatorial  Gulf  water  curves  grace¬ 
fully  toward  the  track  charted  out  for  it  by  the 
Lawgiver  of  hydrostatics. 

Such  are,  we  believe,  the  forces  which  alone 
can  be  enumerated  as  propelling  the  equatorial 
Gulf  mass  into  the  polar  receptacle. 

There  are  other  forces  at  work,  no  doubt,  in 
assisting  and  accelerating  this  flow  of  hot  wa¬ 
ter  and  in  promoting  oceanic  circulation.  The 
tiny  sea-shell  and  the  swarming  myriads  of  the 
deep  play  an  important  part.  The  vast  floods 
of  fresh  water  from  the  grand  river  systems  of 
America  are  factors  in  the  result.  The  storms 
of  the  Atlantic,  which  are  traced  in  numbers  to 
the  Gulf  Stream  flow,  conspire  to  hasten  its 
movement  and  swell  its  volume.  The  Stream 
is  called  by  sailors  “  The  Weather-Breeder” — a 
doubtful  appellation.  Its  path  is,  indeed,  fear¬ 
fully  visited  by  the  terrors  of  the  deep.  “Storms, 
squalls,  hurricanes,  water-spouts,  lightning  and 
thunder,”  in  the  words  of  R.  H.  Dana,  “give 
continual  and  terrific  variety  to  this  stupendous 
ocean  current.  Truly  it  is  grand,  in  the  deep 
silence  of  midnight,  to  pace  the  deck  and  listen 
to  the  roaring  noise  of  the  Gulf  Stream  as  it 
travels  on  its  ceaseless  course.”  Along  its  way 
the  caverns  of  the  deep  are  doubtless  thickly 
strewn  with  the  wrecks  of  ages.  But  not  from 
any  agency  of  its  own,  and  rather  because  the 
storms  of  the  Atlantic  seem  to  love  this  high¬ 
way.  Mr.  Espy  has  shown  that  the  storms 
of  the  United  States,  and  “  even  those  which 
arise  in  the  Mississippi  Valley,  travel  east,  and 
often  march  out  to  sea  to  join  the  Gulf  Stream.” 
The  Smithsonian  Institute  has  mapped  one  of 
the  latter,  which,  beginning  at  Galveston,  Tex¬ 
as,  after  a  long  circuit  by  the  Lakes,  finally 
joined  the  favorite  Stream  by  way  of  Nova 
Scotia.*  These  occasional  phenomena  ought 
to  be  reckoned  among  the  causes  of  the  Gulf 
Stream— volume  and  velocity — but  not  of  its 
genesis  or  its  perpetual  circuit. 

IS  THE  GULP  STREAM  CRADLED  OVER  A 
VOLCANO? 

We  have  seen  that  all  the  way  from  the 
coasts  of  Africa  the  water  which  feeds  the  ev¬ 
er-flowing  fountain  of  the  Gulf  Stream  has  been 


•  See  the  Bureau  (Chicago)  for  January,  1870. 


74 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


under  the  fiery  blaze  of  an  equatorial  sun.  It 
is  highly  probable  that,  after  reaching  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico,  this  water  receives  a  vast  quantity 
of  heat  from  a  subterranean  furnace.  The  vast 
plateau  or  Mexican  table-land  is  rent  by  a  most 
singular  crevice,  through  which  the  internal  fire 
of  the  earth  finds  vent.  From  the  Gulf  to  the 
Pacific  Ocean  stretches  this  fissure,  in  a  line 
about  sixteen  miles  south  of  the  city  of  Mexico. 
Along  this  parallel  rises  a  long  row  of  active 
volcanoes,  conspicuous  among  them  Orizaba, 
with  its  ever-fiery  crater,  “  seen  like  a  star  in 
the. darkness  of  the  night,”  Popocatepetl,  Tux- 
tla,  Toluca,  andiztaccihuatl,  forming  a  volcanic 
circus  around  the  city  of  the  Montezumas.  Not 
far  off  is  the  volcanic  cone  of  Jorullo,  which 
suddenly  appeared  and  rose  on  the  night  of 
September  29,  1759,  to  the  height  of  1G83  feet 
above  the  plain.  This  is  only  one  out  of  six 
mountains  that  have  been  thrown  up  in  this 
region  by  plutonic  forces  since  the  middle  of 
the  last  century.  It  has,  therefore,  suggested 
itself  to  geographers  that  the  vast  basin  of  the 
Mexican  Gulf,  in  many  places  of  very  great 
depth,  reposes  upon  a  seething  mass  of  volcanic 
fires.  We  can  not  now  stop  to  consider  this  at 
length,  but  are  loth  to  pass  it  by.  The  subject 
is  so  full  of  interest,  and  bears  so  powerfully 
upon  the  hydrostatic  theory  of  the  Gulf  Stream, 
that  we  venture  to  press  it  upon  the  reader  by 
the  following  beautiful  and  forceful  passage  from 
the  work  of  Mangin,  whoso  “Mysteries  of  the 
Ocean”  is  so  universally  admired  : 

“  The  solar  heat,  undoubtedly,  does  not  act 
alone  upon  this  caldron  of  the  Mexican  Gulf, 
which  is  every  where  surrounded  with  coasts 
and  islands  bristling  with  semi-extinct  craters, 
still  agitated  by  frequent  earthquakes,  and  be¬ 
traying  to  the  careful  observer  the  glowing  fur¬ 
nace  seething  beneath  the  waves. 

“  Who  knows  but  that  it  is  to  the  operation  of 
the  submarine  fires  that  the  Gulf  Stream,  sprung 
from  this  estuary,  owes  the  force  of  irresistible 
expansion,  closely  analogous  to  the  detention 
of  vapor,  which  enables  it  to  force  a  passage 
through  the  mass  of  waters  even  to  the  arctic 
circle  ? 

“  Who  knows  but  that  it  draws  from  this  same 
furnace  the  enormous  provision  of  heat  which 
it  lavishes  on  its  circumference  {parcours'),  and 
enough  of  which  remains  in  the  end  to  melt  the 
ices  of  the  polar  sea  ?  At  all  events,  it  is  curi¬ 
ous  to  see  another,  and  nearly  as  powerful  a 
current,  starting  from  that  point  of  our  hemi¬ 
sphere  whose  meteorological  and  geological  con¬ 
ditions  are  nearly  the  same  as  those  of  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico.  I  refer  to  that  other  great  artery 
of  warm  salt-water  which  rises  in  the  Bay  of 
Bengal,  in  the  centre  of  another  circle  of  fire, 
and  on  a  bed  which  the  internal  convulsions  of 
the  globe  have  besprinkled  with  volcanic  isl¬ 
ands.”  * 

Almost  at  the  moment  of  writing  these  words 
(February  19),  the  telegraph  announces  an 


*  “  Mysteries  of  the  Ocean,”  p.  110. 


earthquake  at  San  Francisco,  “  coming  from 
the  southeast” — the  very  quarter  in  which  lie 
buried  the  cyclopean  furnaces  described.  Late 
disturbances  around  the  mouths  of  the  Missis¬ 
sippi  and  the  sudden  elevation  and  agitation  of 
waters  in  the  Bayou  Flaquemine,  two  years  ago, 
confirm  what  is  here  advanced.* 

Two  points  in  the  discussion  of  the  subject 
remain  to  be  considered.  But  they  are  para¬ 
mount,  and,  we  believe,  of  novel  interest  and 
importance.  One  of  these  is 

THE  RECURVATION. 

Our  maps  and  charts  frequently  give  to  the 
“blue,”  tepid  stream  a  decided  easterly,  and 
afterward  southerly,  curve  from  the  Nantucket 
Shoals  and  the  Grand  Banks  of  Newfoundland 
toward  the  Azores.  That  there  is  a  movement 
of  the  water  giving  an  appearance  of  truth  to 
this  idea  is  not  to  be  questioned.  The  Sar¬ 
gasso  Sea  of  Columbus,  “the  centre  of  whirl,” 
as  in  the  edd^q  to  use  a  popular  expression, 
fully  attests  the  rotation  of  waters  in  the  At¬ 
lantic  ;  and  it  is  plain  the  Gulf  Stream  must 
furnish  a  share  of  the  revolving  tide.  But  we 
are  not  to  mistake  a  drift  by  the  antitrade- 
w'inds,  however  wdde,  for  the  mass  which  makes 
the  Gulf  Stream.  It  follows  as  a  corollary  from 
the  true  doctrine  of  the  Gulf  Stream  formation 
that  it  can  never  pause  or  turn  aside  in  its 
course  till  it  has  obeyed  the  hydvostatical  call 
from  the  polar  basin.  It  is  restless  till  it  rests 
there.  The  recurvation  toward  the  Azores  is 
necessarily  a  mere  drift  — a  pellicle  of  water. 
Could  this  be  skimmed  from  the  surface,  we 
should  see, beneath,  the  onward-flowing  mass  of 
tropical  tvater,  rushing,  in  undisturbed  and  un¬ 
ruffled  majesty  and  grandeur,  toward  its  north¬ 
ern  and  arctic  goal.  Every  observer  has  noted 
how  the  stream  widens  after  passing  the  Caro¬ 
lina  coasts,  and  it  is  always  argued  that  the  vol¬ 
ume  is  the  same  that  issued  through  the  Nar¬ 
rows  of  Bernini,  but  has  only  become  thinner. 

*  Ilopkius,  a  clistinguislied  writer  on  this  subject, 
thus  argues:  “The  distance  of  the  equatorial  surface 
of  the  ocean  from  the  ceutre  of  gravity  is,  say,  about 
thirteen  miles  more  than  that  of  the  polar  surface,  and, 
were  gravity  the  only  force  that  was  constantly  in  ac¬ 
tion,  the  water  of  the  equator,  notwithstanding  any  in¬ 
fluence  of  wind,  would  run  down  to  the  poles,  just  as 
water  will  ordinarily  run  down  a  hill.  But  this  is  pre¬ 
vented  by  centrifugal  force,  which,  to  a  certain  extent, 
counteracts  the  attraction  of  gravitation  ;  and  the  nat¬ 
ural  level  of  the  water  of  the  ocean  in  every  latitude 
when  undisturbed  by  wind,  is  determined  partly  by 
both  gravity  and  centrifugal  force.”  The  centrifugal 
force  of  the  earth,  however,  compared  with  the  force 
of  gravity,  is  as  1  to  289.  Before  the  centrifugal  force 
could  equal  the  force  of  gravity,  the  earth  would  have 
to  increase  its  rotative  velocity  17  times.  (See  Smith’s 
Mechanics.)  If,  then,  the  equatorial  water  is  moved 
toward  the  poles  by  gravity,  it  h.as  a  fall  of  12  miles  in 
8000.  The  Amazon  River  only  falls  12  feet  in  the  last 
700  miles  of  its  course ;  and  the  La  Plata  11  feet  in 
400  miles.  The  reader  can  apply  these  figures  for 
himself.  He  can  easily  see  that  the  trade-winds,  blow¬ 
ing  from  the  tropics  toward  the  equator,  alone  serve 
to  prevent  the  equatorial  waters  from  rushing  toward 
the  poles  in  torrential  velocity.  But  the  wind  can  not 
reach  the  deep  sea,  and  hence  can  not  retard  the  un¬ 
seen  and  submarine  flow  of  the  water. 
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There  are  many  reasons  for  rejecting  this  view, 
which,  we  believe,  is  the  universally  accepted 
notion.  A  single  but  sufficient  one  is  the  vol¬ 
ume  of  water  which  unites  with  the  Gulf  Stream 
some  time  aftei  it  leaves  Cape  Florida.  There, 
too,  its  depth  is  not  more  than  370  fathoms  in 
some  places,  according  to  Lieutenant  Bache, 
who,  in  his  Report  of  the  Coast  Survey  (1855), 
states  :  “The  existence  of  the  water  of  the  po¬ 
lar  current  below  those  of  ihe  Gulf  Stream  was 
established  by  Lieutenant-Commanding  Craven, 
who  found  the  temperature  of  surface  water  at 
82",  but  in  370  fathoms  he  found  it  to  be  but 
two  degrees,  of  Fahrenheit’s  scale,  above  the 
freezing-point  of  fresh  water  (34°),  p.  6.  But 
elsewhere,  by  the  same  authority  (1852),  he 
fixes  the  depth  of  the  stream  on  the  Charleston 
section  at  from  three  hundred  to  five  hundred 
fathoms !” 


Thus  it  seems,  in  flowing  from  the  Gulf  to 
Charleston,  it  has  not  onhj  wideiied  hut  deepened 
its  bed!  Off  Ilatteras,  at  525  fathoms,  the  tem¬ 
perature  was  only  54°  ! 

We  adduce  these  facts  to  show  that  the  sur¬ 
face  flow  or  drift,  in  the  recurvation,  is  no  test 
or  index  of  the  true  course  of  the  current  it¬ 
self.  To  ascertain  this,  we  must  fed  to  the 
bottom  of  the  warm  set  and  discover  the  cold- 
water  channel  (over  which  it  moves)  with  the 
bulb  of  the  thermometer.  It  may  be  well  for 
the  navigator  to  know  every  eddy  and  drift  of 
the  sea ;  but  the  thermometer  only  can  reveal 
the  hidden  mechanism  and  wheel- work  be¬ 
neath  the  waves.  Meantime  the  physical  law 
of  hydrostatics  which  gives  birth  to  the  great 
current  must  be  allowed  to  be  the  decisive  and 
controlling  shaper  of  its  course. 

The  phenomenon  of  the  Sargasso  Sea  by  no 
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means  proves  a  recurvation  of  the  Gulf  Stream. 
This  weed}'  sea  shoots  its  fibres  down  deep  into 
the  ocean.  “In  some  cases,”  says  Fa}',  “the 
stems  are  800  feet  long  and  nearly  a  foot  in  di¬ 
ameter.  The  weed  is  not  alwa3's  floating,  but 
sometimes  grows  up  from  a  submarine  plateau.” 
This  vegetation  evidently  rests  in  a  circle  of 
comparative  tranquillity  ;  but  it  is  by  no  means 
necessaiy  to  suppose,  as  some  have  done,  that 
it  marks  a  centre  arouud  which  every  portion 
of  the  North  Atlantic  must  revolve.  The  slight¬ 
est  rotation  of  surface  water  around  it  would 
fully  explain  its  stationary  character,  especially 
when  w'e  reflect  on  the  great  length  of  its  stems 
shooting  down  to  great  depths,  and  occasionally 
serving,  with  its  roots,  to  anchor  the  swimming 
field  securely  in  its  position. 

THE  TOTAL  GULP  STREAM  VOLUME 
is  the  most  important  problem  for  geographical 
science  now  to  solve.  Little  or  no  attention  has 
been  given  to  its  solution,  save  only  to  determ¬ 
ine  the  mass  of  water  running  through  the  Flor¬ 
ida  pass.  Vast  as  this  is,  and  sufficient  to  form 
a  thousand  such  rivers  as  the  Mississippi  at  New 
Orleans,  it  is  but  a  part,  and  the  smaller  part,  of 
the  true  Gulf  Stream,  as  that  tropical  current  is 
recognized  on  its  way  to  Europe.  It  seems 
strange  that  those  who  have  refuted  so  abl}'  the 
Franklin  and  Herschel  theory,  and  who  argue 
that  the  issue  from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  is  caused 
by  evaporation  of  equatorial  waters  and  the  con¬ 
sequent  alteration  of  specific  gravity  by  the  salt, 
should  never  have  suggested  that  other  masses 
of  equatorial  water  (besides  those  in  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico)  would  obey  hydrostatic  laws  and  seek 
to  preserve  equilibrium  with  the  polar  seas. 

Reasoning  upon  the  facts  now  adduced,  the 
writer  of  this  article  has  been  led  to  the  convic¬ 
tion  that  the  Gulf  Stream  proper  has  scarcely 
gotten  beyond  the  coasts  of  Carolina  when  it 
receives  an  enormous  accession  of  tropical  wa¬ 
ter.  It  seemed  to  him  unaccountable  that  the 
vaster  flow  of  the  main  equatorial  current, 
w'hich  moves  from  the  shores  of  Africa  in  an 
ever-widening  sheet,  should,  when  arrested  by 
the  Antilles,  send  off  no  tributary  to  the  ma¬ 
jestic  current  from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  It  is 
clear  that  the  trade-winds  can  alone  generate 
and  keep  in  perpetual  flow  the  equatorial  or 
westerly  current.  But  their  force  can  not  ex¬ 
tend  to  great  depths  beneath  the  surface  of 
the  sea ;  and  hence  this  current  can  not  be  so 
deep  as  if  it  were  set  in  motion,  like  the  Gulf 
Stream,  by  the  force  of  specific  gravity.  The 
force  of  the  winds  would  be  comparatively  su¬ 
perficial  ;  but  the  forces  of  specific  gravity  would 
be  both  superficial  and  submarine.  It  is,  there¬ 
fore,  not  inconceivable  that,  while  the  broad 
equatorial  current  is  rolling  to  the  west  as  a 
surface  flow,  there  is  another  and  mighty  mass 
moving  beneath  it,  to  the  northwest,  as  an  un¬ 
dercurrent,  The  Gulf  of  Mexico  has  been  com¬ 
pared  to  a  '■‘•boiler''  or  “caldron,"  in  which  the 
water  has  been  evaporated  by  the  sun  and  be¬ 
come  heavy  enough  to  force  its  way  out  in 


search  of  lighter  water.  But  may  not  this  fig¬ 
ure  be  extended,  as  Dove  did  extend  it,  to  ap¬ 
ply  to  the  whole  equatorial  sea-basin  ?  As  the 
equatorial  surface  water  gets  warmer  and  sail¬ 
er  it  sinks  by  its  weight,  and  thus  drops  down 
beneath  the  line  at  which  the  trade-winds  can 
affect  its  motion.  In  other  words,  as  it  grows 
heavy  it  fulls  out  of  the  westw'ard  set  of  the 
equatorial  current.  It  is  no  longer  under  any 
constraint,  save  that  which  the  law  of  hydro¬ 
statics  imposes.  Having  a  high  specific  grav¬ 
ity,  there  is  no  reason  why  it  should  not,  just 
as  the  Gulf  Stream  proper,  and  acting  under 
the  same  impulse,  move  to  higher  latitudes  in 
search  of  lighter  and  interchangeable  masses. 
Seen  or  unseen,  we  know,  as  surely  and  cer¬ 
tainly  as  we  know  that  the  tropical  sun  is  hot, 
that  some  such  movement  must  take  place,  and 
take  place  on  a  grand  scale ;  and  we  might 
show  that  this  movement,  sooner  or  later, 
must  conspire  and  fall  in  with  the  movement 
of  the  Gulf  Stream  itself.  Let  us  see  what  this 
movement  is.  Were  the  globe  in  a  state  of 
quiescence,  and  had  no  daily  revolution  on 
its  axis,  the  entire  volume  of  the  Gulf  Stream 
would,  after  leaving  Florida,  run  nearly  due 
north,  laving  the  eastern  shores  of  our  conti¬ 
nent.  But  experience  and  observation  show 
that  its  course  is  otherwise.  The  axis  of  the 
Gulf  Stream  is  found,  by  actual  measurement, 
to  lie  80  statute  miles  from  Charleston.  The 
American  shore,  north  of  Charleston,  project¬ 
ing,  the  axis  is  60  miles  from  Cape  Hatteras, 
210  miles  from  Sandy  Hook,  and  240  miles  from 
Nantucket  —  though  the  warm  water  reaches 
nearer  the  shore,  on  an  average  50  miles.  And 
thus  the  Stream,  which  ran  near  the  Everglades 
of  Florida,  on  the  80th  meridian  of  west  longi¬ 
tude,  has,  before  reaching  Newfoundland,  ob¬ 
tained  an  easting  of  more  than  twenty-five  de¬ 
grees.  This  is  not  due  to  its  being  "deflected 
by  the  coasts,  nor  yet  even  by  any  shoals  or 
sand-banks  whatever.  If  we  except  the  sur¬ 
face  influence  of  the  antitrades,  already  alluded 
to — winds  blowing  from  the  southwest — this 
easting  of  the  Stream  water  is  due  solely  to  the 
earth’s  rotation.  Every  thing  upon  the  surface 
of  the  globe  at  the  equator  is  carried  toward 
the  east,  at  the  rate  of  about  69  miles  in  four 
minutes.  But  if  we  recede  to  the  north  or 
south  of  this  line  the  eastern  velocity  is  so  di¬ 
minished  that  at  the  latitude  of  60°  it  is  reduced 
to  one-half,  and  at  82°  it  is  reduced  to  one- 
eighth  of  its  original  amount.  The  rotative 
velocity  to  the  east,  of  an  object  on  the  equa- 
tor,  is  of  a  mile  per  second,  and  1000  miles 
per  hour.  It  is  easy,  therefore,  to  see  that,  as 
equatorial  -water  having  an  easterly  velocity  so 
great  is  borne  to  higher  latitudes  where  the 
velocity  is  less,  it  will  trend  to  the  east.  The 
drift-wood  and  floating  sea-weed  are  found, 
therefore,  on  the  European  side  of  the  Gulf 
Stream.  The  bamboos,  the  relics  of  carved 
wood  and  trunks  of  trees,  conveyed  to  the  isl¬ 
ands  of  Fayal,  Flores,  and  Corvo,  contributed 
to  the  discovery  of  America  by  confirming  Chris- 
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topher  Columbus  in  his  belief  of  “  the  existence 
of  Western  Indies  on  the  other  side  of  the  At¬ 
lantic.”  If  we  take  the  illustration  of  a  rail¬ 
road  in  our  hemisphere,  running  north  and 
south,  we  may  understand  this  easterly  drift. 
It  is  said  to  be  a  well-known  fact  to  engineers 
that  when  the  cars  are  going  north  the  tenden¬ 
cy,  at  great  speed,  is  to  run  off  on  the  east  side ; 
but  when  the  train  is  going  south  the  tendency 
is  to  run  off  on  the  west  side,  i.  c.,  always  on 
the  right-hand  side.  By  the  same  law  the  de¬ 
bris  and  drift  on  the  Mississippi  are  said  to  seek 
the  right  bank  of  the  river.  The  elfect  of  the 


earth’s  diurnal  rotation  is,  too,  universally  ad¬ 
mitted  to  give  the  westerly  direction  to  the 
northeast  trades  in  the  northern  hemisphere 
(blowing  from  Cancer  to  the  equator),  and  also 
the  direction  of  the  southeast  trades  in  the 
southern  hemisphere. 

The  Gulf  Stream  issues  from  its  source  in 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico  through  the  Bahama  Chan¬ 
nel.  For  a  few  miles  it  moves  nearly  north. 
Current-hottles  have  been  found  on  the  east 
coast  of  Florida  which  had  been  thrown  from 
ships  cruising  in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  One  of 
these  from  the  steamer  Wullcer,  of  the  United 
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States  navy,  cast  overboard  in  the  longitude  of 
Mobile  Bay,  and  in  the  latitude  of  the  Pass  a 
I’Outre,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi,  was 
found  just  south  of  Mosquito  Inlet ;  and  anoth¬ 
er,  from  the  steamer  Corwin,  east-northeast  from 
Cape  Florida  Light,  was  picked  up  on  the  beach 
near  Jupiter  Inlet.  But  from  Bernini  the  course 
of  the  current  describes  the  path  of  a  trajectory. 
The  water,  which  at  first  was  moving  eastward 
with  the  earth,  at  the  rate  of  nearly  800  miles  an 
hour,  is  every  moment  coming  to  latitude  of  less 
easterly  motion,  and  hence  it  falls  to  the  east. 
And  thus  the  whole  mass  is  moving  on  a  fixed 
mathematical  line,  and  according  to  the  resultant 
of  the  two  forces  which  act  upon  it.  “Like 
every  agent  employed  by  nature,”  says  Felix 
Julien,  in  his  Les  Harmonies  de  la  Mer,”  “it 
has  a  mission  to  fulfill,  an  important  role  to  dis¬ 
charge.  Nothing,  therefore,  can  divert  it  from 
its  intended  aim.  Its  route  is  unchangeable ; 
it  is  traced  beforehand,  and  as  precisely  and 
clearly  indicated  as  the  elliptic  orbit  which  our 
planet  describes  around  its  central  star.  Like 
heat,  light,  electricity — in  a  word,  like  all  fluids 
in  motion  which  no  obstacle  arrests — the  waters 
of  the  Gulf  Stream  follow  the  shortest  line  which 
they  can  trace  from  the  place  of  their  birth  to 
the  allotted  limit  of  their  career.  On  our  globe, 
as  every  body  knows,  the  shortest  distance  be¬ 
tween  two  given  points  is  the  arc  of  a  great  cir¬ 
cle  ;  such  a  curve  is  exactly  described  by  the 
great  current  which  issues  from  the  Bahamas, 
links  Newfoundland  to  the  British  Isles,  and 
])roceeds,  while  turning  round  to  the  north  of 
Western  Europe,  to  lose  itself  in  the  polar  re¬ 
gions.” 

Through  this  apparent  digression  we  hope 
to  usher  the  reader  into  the  clear  sunshine  of 
observed  and  unquestioned  fact.  It  has  been 
proved  that  the  Gulf  waters  and  all  the  equa¬ 
torial  sea  is  acted  upon  by  two  classes  of  force. 
1.  The  forces  which  are  set  in  play  by  solar 
radiation,  evaporation,  and  inequality  of  tem¬ 
perature  in  different  latitudes.  2.  The  easter¬ 
ly  momentum  of  the  water  from  diurnal  rota¬ 
tion  of  the  eatth.  How  far  are  these  forces  ef¬ 
fective?  The  notion  has  long  prevailed  that 
the  current  which  passes  out  through  the  Flor¬ 
ida  pass  corresponds  to  the  portion  of  the  great 
equatorial  current  which  passes  into  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico,  between  the  West  Indian  Islands 
and  the  peninsula  of  Yucatan.  But  we  have 
seen  already  how  the  Antilles  meet  and  resist 
the  equatorial  current,  and,  especially,  how  the 
Windward  Islands  stand  out  in  bold  and  cres¬ 
cent-shaped  opposition,  like  immense  barriers, 
forty-seven  in  number,  just  athwart  the  path 
of  the  great  westward  flow,  diverting  its  tepid 
mass  toward  the  northwest.  Tlie  water  thus 
diverted,  if  obedient  to  hydrostatic,  law,  inust 
inevitably  find  its  way  outside  of  the  West  In¬ 
dian  Archipelago,  and  thus  join  the  other  por¬ 
tion — which,  having  run  the  gauntlet  of  the 
islands,  has  in  the  mean  time  made  the  circuit 
of  the  Gulf — after  it  issues  from  the  Florida 
and  Bernini  straits.  The  width  of  this  off¬ 


shoot  very  greatly  exceeds  that  of  the  Bernini 
current  or  the  Gulf  Stream  proper.  We  say 
the  Gulf  Stream  proper,  although  future  ex¬ 
plorations  may  show  this  to  be  a  misnomer, 
and  may  demonstrate  that  if  the  larger  ma^s  is 
entitled  to  give  name  to  tlie  current,  what  is 
now  known  as  the  Gulf  Stream  shall  be  or 
ought  to  be  denominated  The  Antilles  Ctarent. 
A  study  of  the  subject,  we  are  convinced,  will 
fix  and  settle  the  existence  of  such  a  northerly 
flow  beyond  a  doubt.  We  believe  it  can  be 
proved  that  such  a  mass  of  equatorial  water, 
equal  to  the  issue  at  Bernini,  both  in  volume  and 
velocity,  moves  to  the  northwest  and  enters  the  lat¬ 
ter  as  a  coefficient  power.  Although  this  ques¬ 
tion  seems  never  to  have  entered  into  the  in¬ 
vestigations  of  navigators  and  hydrographers, 
they  have  occasionally  rendered,  unconscious¬ 
ly,  testimony  which  goes  far  to  determine  it. 
On  his  large  physical  chart  of  the  Atlantic,  Al¬ 
exander  Keith  Johnston  has  recorded,  “North¬ 
west  branch  of  equatorial  current  of  Atlantic  : 
extends  frequently'  to  latitude  20°  north,  some¬ 
times  to  the  polar  limits  of  the  northeast  trade- 
winds.”  The  longitude  on  this  chart  for  this 
branch  current  is  between  the  30th  and  45th 
meridians  west  of  Greenwich ;  and  its  breadth 
is  given  as  six  hundred  fully  fifteen  times 

as  broad  as  the  Gulf  current  at  Bernini.  (Keith 
Johnston.  Plate  XII.  “Physical  Atlas.”) 
The  same  representation  is  made  on  the  large 
and  beautiful  chart  of  the  world  (Mercator’s) 
of  Berghaus,  published  at  Gotha.  These  two 
authorities  would,  if  unsupported,  give  credi¬ 
bility  to  the  view  now  presented. 

Another  evidence  that  the  Bernini  or  Florida 
stream  receives  an  immense  acquisition  on  its 
way  to  Newfoundland  is  furnished  by  the  deep- 
sea  soundings  of  the  United  States  Coast  Sur¬ 
vey.  On  its  emergence  from  the  Gulf  of  Mex¬ 
ico  it  has  a  breadth  of  fourteen  leagues  (42 
miles)  and  a  depth  of  two  thousand  feet.  As 
it  flows  beyond  the  Bahamas  it  grows  wider  and 
wider,  and  if  it  received  no  affluent  it  should, 
as  it  expands  in  surface,  diminish  in  depth. 
This  is  not  found  to  be  the  case.  It  both 
widens  and  deepens!  Here  we  have  Lieutenant 
Bache’s  figures.  At  the  bottom  of  the  stream 
he  has  shown  us  the  thermometer  stands  at  34° 
off  Florida.  Off  Charleston,  where  its  surface 
is  three  or  four  times  as  broad  as  off  Bernini, 
the  cold  water  of  the  bottom  is  reached  between 
“300  and  600  fathoms,”  or  say  2800  feet,  an 
increase  of  its  original  depth.  Some  of  the 
experiments  off  the  Carolines  showed  that  at 
525  fathoms  its  bottom  had  not  been  reached. 
Before  it  has  attained  the  offings  of  Cape  Hat- 
teras  its  volume  is  over  376  miles  in  width, 
nearly  ten  times  what  it  was  off  Florida.  The 
careful  observations  of  the  Coast  Survey  give : 
“  Off  Cape  Hatteras  the  temperature  at  525 
fathoms  was  only  64°  Fahr. ;  at  426  fathoms  it 
was  over  60°  Fahr. !  ”  (See  Bache  on  the  “  Dis¬ 
tribution  of  Temperature  in  and  near  the  Gulf 
Stream  off  the  Coasts  of  the  United  States.”) 
And  off  Cape  Henry  other  examinations  proved 
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that  at  the  depth  of  500  ftuhoms  the  bottom  had 
not  yet  been  found,  for  the  temperature  was  as 
.  high  as  52°.  Behold,  then,  the  Bernini  stream 
has  grown  into  more  than  tenfold  its  original 
volume !  How,  too,  we  might  ask,  was  it  that 
Bache  found  off  Hatteras,  at  a  depth  of  425 
fathoms,  a  body  of  water  “over  60°  ?”  Was 
this  not  a  portion  of  the  “  hot  and  heavy”  water 
from  the  equatorial  or  Antilles  current  marked 
by  Keith  Johnston  as  the  “Northwest  branch 
of  the  equatorial  current  ?”  Diverted  and  de¬ 
flected  by  the  crescent  formation  of  the  West 
Indies,  this  mass  (several  times  larger  than 
what  is  known  as  the  Gulf  Stream  at  Bernini) 
moved  to  the  northwest  under  a  triplfe  impact. 
A  part  of  it  remains  on  the  surface  and  unites 
with  the  Gulf  Stream  as  a  surface  drift,  de¬ 
scribed  in  the  “Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea” 
CP-  8th  edition).  And  the  remainder 

and  larger  part,  becoming  heavy  from  evapora¬ 
tion  under  “a  hot  and  copper  sky,”  sinks  down 
and  moves  off  as  an  undercurrent  to  commingle 
its  briny  flood  and  its  kindred  elements  with 
the  original  current  from  the  Gulf. 

If  further  proof  of  this  is  needed,  the  writer 
refers  the  reader  to  some  remarkable  facts  which 
have  been  long  recorded,  but  are  evidently  ex¬ 
plicable  only  by  the  view  now  offered. 

The  Coast  Survey  Report  for  1858  (p.  220) 
shows  that  the  “easterly  set  of  the  Gulf  Stream, 
through  the  keys  of  Florida,  disaljjpears  during 
the  regular  summer  trade-winds.”  In  cross¬ 
ing  from  Key  West  to  Havana  the  Gulf  Stream 
runs  much  stronger  on  the  Cuban  side.  The 
oldest  and  most  skillful  and  experienced  pilots 
have  testified  that,  during  the  season  of  the 
summer  trades,  the  winds  seem  to  block  up  the 
outlet  from  the  Gulf;  and  numbers  of  these 
seamen  assert  that  not  unfrequently,  at  this 
time,  they  can  detect  no  Gulf  Stream  at  all. 
From  no  less  an  authority  than  Commodore 
Bainbridge,  we  learn  that  on  one  occasion, 
while  cruising  off  Cape  Florida,  his  vessel  was 
“  drifted  to  the  west."  In  other  words,  the  cur¬ 
rent  of  Bernini  was  running  back  into  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico,  instead  of  running  out  of  it.  These 
facts  receive  confirmation  from  their  exact  agree¬ 
ment  with  Livingston’s  theory — a  theory,  it  is 
true,  long  ago  disproved — but  doubtless  having 
these  observations  or  similar  ones  for  their 
basis. 

It  is  incredible  that  the  Bernini  current  should 
linger  and  the  Gulf  Stream  roll  on,  in  unslack¬ 
ened  speed  and  undiminished  volume,  unless 
we  concede  that,  north  of  Bernini,  it  receives  a 
mighty  affluent.  During  the  summer  trades 
spoken  of  the  thermal  equator  is  moved  north¬ 
ward,  and,  with  the  thermal  equator,  the  equa¬ 
torial  current  itself.  It  is,  therefore,  easy  to 
see  how  the  true  Gulf  Stream  at  this  season 
may,  under  peculiar  circumstances,  be  repre¬ 
sented  as  moving  in  a  northwesterly  and  after¬ 
ward  in  a  northeasterly  curve,  not  out  of  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico,  but  from  the  shores  of  the 
Windward  and  Lesser  Antilles. 

A  glance  at  the  picture  of  the  vertical  sec¬ 


tion  of  the  North  Atlantic  will  satisfy  us  of  the 
correctness  of  this  reasoning.  The  passage  for 
the  supply  of  the  Bernini  stream,  between  Yu¬ 
catan  and  Cuba,  is  but  a  triflingybsse  compared 
with  the  magnificent  opening  of  the  Antilles, 
or  northwest  branch  of  the  equatorial  current, 
off'  the  Windward  Islands.  The  one  is  two 
thousand  feet  deep,  the  other  fifteen  thousand 
feet  deep,  and  the  width  of  the  latter  is  still 
greater,  proportionately.  “  The  tooth  of  run¬ 
ning  water  is  very  sharp.”  Is  it  possible  that 
the  equatorial  current  in  deep  sea  has,  by  ero¬ 
sion,  cleft  and  opened  a  channel-way  through 
the  Atlantic  bed  to  the  northwest  and  north? 
It  would  seem  so  ;  for,  if  the  liquid  ocean  were 
dried  up,  we  should  see,  according  to  the  results 
of  soundings  by  the  Hydrographic  Bureau,  just 
such  an  excavation.  From  the  northern  shores 
of  the  island  of  St.  Pedro  (latitude  2°  N.,  and 
longitude  28°  W.),  in  a  line  running  northwest,, 
and  very  close  to  the  Windward  and  Lesser  An¬ 
tilles,  and  thence  around  the  west  of  the  Ber¬ 
mudas,  the  basin  of  the  great  Atlantic  Canal,  as 
Ansted  calls  it,  is  cut  and  gashed  by  a  deep  lon¬ 
gitudinal  valley — a  canal  in  a  canal.  This  inner 
and  central  channel  is  very  deep,  averaging  thir¬ 
ty-five  hundred  fathoms.  Its  sides  are  elevated 
from  the  sea-bed  to  within  only  eighteen  hun¬ 
dred  fathoms  of  the  surface.  There  is  thus 
found  in  depths  of  the  ocean  a  submarine 
canal,  so  to  speak,  extending  from  the  equa¬ 
tor  toward  the  pole,  already  traced  through 
forty-five  degrees  of  north  latitude.  Indeed, 
it  may  be  said  to  have  been  traced  even  to  a 
greater  distance  south  of  the  line.  Its  mean 
breadth  at  the  greatest  depth  exceeds  three 
hundred  miles.  If,  as  Ansted  has  so  striking¬ 
ly  remarked,  “the  form  and  depth  of  the  Atlan¬ 
tic  bottom  have  a  great  influence  on  the  move¬ 
ments  of  its  waters,”  we  may  almost  assume 
that  we  have  here  a  clew  to  the  motion  of  the 
equatorial  current  deflected  by  the  Antilles. 
The  latter  would  then  enter  the  Gulf  current 
in  about  the  latitude  of  the  Bermudas,  which  is 
in  exact  agreement  and  correspondence  with 
the  thermometric  soundings  of  the  Coast  Sur¬ 
vey. 

This  reasoning  is  strongly  corroborated  by  a 
singular  and,  on  other  grounds  than  those  now 
presented,  an  inexplicable  fact.  Vast  patches 
and  fields  of  the  Sargasso  Sea  are  brought  into 
the  Gulf  Stream  and  borne  across  the  ocean. 
These  fragments  of  long  kelp  are  drifted  even 
so  far  as  the  Strait  of  Dover.  “It  is  not  un¬ 
usual  in  the  months  of  July  and  August,”  says 
the  same  distinguished  English  geographer  late¬ 
ly  quoted,  “  to  see  large  quantities  of  drifted 
weed  in  crossing  the  channel  between  Folke¬ 
stone  and  Boulogne.  In  perfectly  fine  weather 
the  water  is  sometimes  almost  as  much  covered 
with  vegetation  in  these  seas  as  in  the  imme¬ 
diate  neighborhood  of  the  great  Sargasso  Sea 
itself.”  The  floating  masses  of  algrn  have  evi¬ 
dently  been  torn  off  from  the  southwestern  bor¬ 
ders  of  the  weedy  sea  by  some  passing  current 
uniting  with  the  Gulf  current.  The  southwest- 
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ern  borders  of  the  Sargasso  face  the  Antilles, 
and  are  separated  from  the  northeastern  shores 
of  these  islands  by  a  narrow  sea  not  over  three 
hundred  and  fifty  miles  wide — a  width  insufifi- 
cient  to  allow  the  passage  of  the  northwest 
branch  of  the  equatorial  current,  according  to 
Keith  Johnston  six  hundred  miles  wide.  It  is 
a  physical  impossibility  that  the  weed,  finding 
its  way  into  the  English  Channel,  could  get 
there  except  in  the  way  mentioned.  For  the 
northern  edge  of  the  Sargasso  Sea  is  thirteen 
hundred  miles  south  of  the  so-called  recurva¬ 
tion  of  the  Gulf  Stream  and  of  its  easterly  drift. 
And  any  other  oceanic  surface  currents  or  drifts 
in  the  North  Atlantic  would  bear  the  weed  far 
away  from  the  shores  of  England. 

The  dislodged  matter,  it  is  probable,  is  influ¬ 
enced  by  the  southwest  winds  (the  antitrades) 
to  depart  from  the  normal  track  of  the  Gulf 
Stream  and  veer  to  the  eastward. 

How  far  the,  GuJf  Stream  has  been  traced  into 
the  arctic  basin  is  one  of  the  most  interesting 
inquiries  of  modern  geography.  We  have  al¬ 
ready  seen  its  climatic  influences  extending  be¬ 
yond  the  charmed  circle  of  the  North,  and  in 
dead  of  winter  keeping  open  the  Norwegian 
harbor  of  Hammerfest,  in  latitude  72°  north. 
(We  allude  to  the  subject  as  throwing  light  upon 
the  hypothesis  of  the  Gulf  Stream  volume  now 
advanced.)  “  It  is  owing  to  the  Gulf  Stream,” 
says  Arthur  Mangin,  in  his  magnificent  work, 
“Mysteries  of  the  Ocean,”  “that,  in  the  north 
of  Spitzbergen,  the  limit  of  eternal  ice  and  snow, 
instead  of  sinking  to  the  very  level  of  the  sea, 
maintains  itself  at  a  point  fully  550  feet  above” 
(page  115).  The  Devil’s  Huck,  a  considerable 
elevation  in  Spitzbergen,  has  its  summit  contin¬ 
ually  shrouded  in  fog.  Lord  Duft'erin,  while 
sailing  in  the  yacht  Foam,  distinctly  perceived 
the  Gulf  Stream  water  140  miles  from  the  little 
island  near  Spitzbergen  known  as  Bear  or  Cher¬ 
ry  Island.  Laing,  in  his  account  of  a  voyage 
to  the  former,  says  the  climate  is  not  entirely 
destitute  of  vegetation,  and  some  plants  are 
found  which  “  convey  a  faint  representation  of 
a  more  southern  country”  (page  57). 

But  these  islands  stand  related  to  the  Gulf 
Stream  flow  only  as  Boston  or  New  York  do. 
They  receive  only  an  occasional  and  fitful  ben¬ 
efit  from'  the  tepid  waters. 

The  climate  of  Iceland  likewise,  though  mild¬ 
er  than  Greenland,  is  much  more  vigorous  than 
that  of  the  corresponding  latitude  on  the  east¬ 
ern  side  of  the  Atlantic.  Seventeen  of  the 
Faroe  Islands  are  habitable :  they  are  rugged, 
mountainous,  and  rocky,  and  the  intervening 
currents  are  deep  and  rapid.  “  The  inner  har¬ 
bor  of  Hammerfest,”  says  Laing,  “  though  sel¬ 
dom  agitated  by  winds,  was  never  seen  frozen 
over.”  In  1808,  the  captain  of  this  harbor 
states,  there  were  seen  two  hundred  sail  riding 
in  it  at  one  time.  Codfish,  which  are  prepared 
by  exposure  to  the  sun,  are  ready  for  market  in 
Hammerfest  in  three  days,  while  the  same  proc¬ 
ess  of  preparation  in  Newfoundland  requires,  in 
the  best  weather,  at  least  five  days.  The  ob¬ 


served  range  of  the  thermometer  at  this  Nor¬ 
wegian  city,  during  the  stay  of  some  weeks  of 
the  voyager  quoted,  was  between  75°  and  80° 
Fahr.  From  the  North  Cape  it  flows  onward, 
says  a  celebrated  French  writer,  to  console  the 
pole — to  create  that  warm,  or  rather  that  un¬ 
frozen,  sea  w'hich  has  been  recently  discovered.* 

With  the  facts  which  have  been  now  set  be¬ 
fore  the  reader,  he  is  able  to  form  for  himself 
an  intelligent  opinion  of  the  correctness  of  the 
entire  reasoning  which  is  advanced  in  this  arti¬ 
cle.  The  last-mentioned  facts  concerning  the 
extent  to  which  the  energy  of  the  Gulf  Stream 
has  been  distinctly  traced  seem,  reflexively,  to 
indicate  its  nature,  its  cause,  and  its  volume. 

The  hypothesis  of  the  Total  Gulf  Stream 
Volume  is  here,  the  writer  believes,  propound¬ 
ed  and  demonstrated  for  the  first  time.  The 
views  he  has  enforced  are  his  own,  and  for  no¬ 
thing,  either  in  their  conception  or  expression, 
is  any  one  responsible  but  himself.  He  has, 
however,  diligently  sought  light  from  every  quar¬ 
ter.  Having  addressed  a  distinguished  naviga¬ 
tor  who  sailed  under  Commodore  Wilkes,  and 
w'as  aftenvard  the  honored  hydrographer  of 
Commodore  Ferry’s  Japan  Expedition,  and  who 
has,  perhaps,  more  than  any  living  sailor,  been 
led  to  examine  the  subject,  and  having  laid  be¬ 
fore  him  the  substance  of  the  hypothesis,  the 
following  indorsement  was  received  : 

“The  theory  (of  the  Gulf  Stream),  so  far  as 
the  question  of  its  having  its  origin  from  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico  between  Florida  and  Cuba  is 
concerned,  has,  with  me,  like  yourself,  been  the 
subject  of  a  good  deal  of  reflection ;  and  I 
feel  sure  observations  will  prove  that  it  re¬ 
ceives  accessions  from  the  northern  part  of  the 
equatorial  current,  which,  passing  to  the  north 
of  San  Domingo  and  east  end  of  Cuba,  meets 
the  outflow  (to  the  eastward)  from  the  Gulf, 
and  acts  as  a  wall  or  fender  to  turn  the  latter 
(the  Gulf  Stream  proper)  short  to  the  north¬ 
ward,  along  the  east  coast  of  Florida ;  while 
the  reciprocal  action  against  itself  carries  the 
tvater  of  this  northern  part  of  the  equatorial 
current  also  to  the  northward,  to  give  addi¬ 
tional  volume  to  the  Gulf  Stream.  These  two 
masses  of  water,  being  of  nearly  the  same  tem¬ 
perature  (that  from  the  Gulf  being  probably 
the  hottest,  from  having  been  longer  under  the 
sun),  mingle  more  or  less  freely.” 

This  brief  but  pertinent  and  comprehensive 
reply  has  encouraged  the  publication  of  this 
paper,  in  the  belief  that  science  will  soon  de¬ 
monstrate  that  the  Antilles  current  goes  to 
swell  the  great  current  from  the  Gulf,  perform¬ 
ing  for  it  the  office  which,  according  to  ancient 
fable,  the  classic  Alpheus  of  the  Peloponnesus, 
flowing  under  the  sea,  performed  for  the  hum¬ 
bler  stream  of  Arethusa.  The  late  deep-ocean 
dredgings,  by  Professors  Carpenter  and  Thom¬ 
son,  go  so  far  as  to  prove  the  existence  of  an 
unbroken  sheet  of  icy  water  spread  over  the 
dark  floor  of  the  deep.  The  marine  life  is 

*  Michelet's  “La  Mer.”  The  allusion  is  to  Kane’s 
Open  Sea. 
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every  where,  at  2400  fathoms,  influenced  by 
an  arctic  coldness;  and,  if  we  are  informed 
aright,  the  results  of  their  labors  all  show  the 
interchange  of  polar  and  equatorial  waters.  If 
we  have  succeeded  in  the  aim  of  the  argument, 
the  Gulf  Stream  and  all  oceanic  currents  are 
seen  in  new  light,  and  clothed  with  new  dig¬ 
nity  and  grandeur. 

What  the  exact  mass  of  the  Antillian  tribu¬ 
tary  may  be  must  be  determined  by  the  dili¬ 
gent  use  of  the  deep-sea  sounding  apparatus. 
Meantime  w'e  can  see,  as  in  noonday  clearness, 
that  the  grand  system  of  oceanic  circulation, 
from  pole  to  equator,  is  kept  up,  to  use  the 
figure  of  the  eloquent  Julien,  as  precisely  and 
unchangeably  as  our  planet  describes  the  el¬ 
liptic  orbit  around  its  central  star.  We  see 
enough  to  know  that  the  limpid  and  limitless 
equatorial  ocean  is  precipitated  upon  the  polar 
basin.  We  see  enough  to  convince  us  that  the 
Gulf  Stream  is  not  a  myth. 

Above  all,  we  behold  the  wheels  of  the  ter¬ 
restrial  machinery  in  motion — every  breeze  that 
blows,  every  wave  that  rolls,  even  the  volcanic 
fire  beneath  the  sea,  conspiring  to  make  good 
to  man  the  dominion  of  the  earth,  and  to  in¬ 
state  him  in  the  possession  of  every  inch  of  the 
Heaven-given  heritage,  from  pole  to  pole. 
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T  was  nearly  sunset  of  a  clear  summer’s  day 
when,  in  the  large,  comfortable,  but  una¬ 
dorned  kitchen  of  an  old-fashioned  farm-house, 
which  stood  almost  by  itself  on  a  rather  lonely 
and  isolated  by-road,  an  elderly  woman  was 
seated  alone. 

The  woman  was  not  positively  ill-looking  in 
any  marked  degree,  although  the  restless,  furtive 
glances  of  her  cold,  sharp,  watery  blue  eyes, 
and  a  nervous  twitching  about  the  thin,  closed 
lips,  might  have  been  held  suggestive  of  low 
craft  in  purpose  and  asperity  in  temper.  “Com¬ 
monplace — commonplace  to  the  last  degree!” 
would  have  been  the  epithet  most  likely  to  have 
been  applied  to  her  by  the  chance  observer. 

Yes,  commonplace  she  most  certainly  was, 
from  the  thin  locks  of  rusty,  yellow-gray  hair, 
even  to  the  down-trodden  and  shapeless  shoes. 
You  have  seen  fifty  just  such  women,  no  doubt, 
and  you  will  probably  see  fifty  more  just  like 
her;  for  it  is  a  common  pattern  to  be  found  ev¬ 
ery  where — tall  and  angular,  high-shouldered, 
hollow-chested,  sallow,  thin,  and  stooping. 

Her  dress  was  a  rusty  black  alpaca,  scarred 
and  stained  with  the  wear  of  many  months,  and 
a  cap  and  neck-handkerchief  which,  if  “clean¬ 
liness  is  next  to  godliness” — as  our  nursery  or¬ 
acles  used  to  tell  us  it  was — certainly  did  not 
denote  her  as  holding  a  very  conspicuous  place 
on  the  roll  of  immaculate  purity ! 

But  all  these  little  minutice,  though  they  may 
serve  to  call  up  the  woman  before  your  imagin¬ 
ation,.  are  nothing  per  se ;  they  were  only  the 
rather  exaggerated  peculiarities  of  her  age,  sex, 
rank,  and  position,  and  might  well  have  been  pass- 
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ed  over  with  the  innocent  and  not  unfriendly  re¬ 
mark  quoted  above,  “Yes,  very  commonplace  !” 

But  what  made  the  woman  repellent,  and 
gave  to  her  an  individuality,  was  the  all-per¬ 
vading  vulgarity  of  look  and  manner  which  in¬ 
vested  her  like  a  mantle  from  head  to  foot ;  and 
a  lurking  something  in  her  glance,  half-cunning, 
half-fearful,  as  if  the  vicious  will  was  only  held 
in  check  by  the  cowardly  spirit. 

She  sat  in  her  high-backed  wooden  chair  at 
some  distance  from  the  open  window,  and  was 
restlessly  trifling  with  a  letter.  She  had  taken 
it  out  of  her  pocket  two  or  three  times,  reading 
it  over  carefully,  and  with  an  evident  effort,  as 
if  painfully  striving  to  make  herself  mistress  of 
its  contents  by  rote,  and  returned  it  each  time 
with  a  reflective  and  doubtful  expression  on  her 
face.  And  now  she  had  again  drawn  it  forth, 
and  re-read  it ;  and  then,  having  folded  it,  and 
replaced  it  in  its  envelope,  she  was  (after  a 
fashion  not  uncommon  among  persons  to  whom 
the  advent  of  a  letter  is  an  infrequent  occur¬ 
rence)  matching  closely  together  the  torn  edges 
of  the  envelope,  and  smoothing  and  pressing  the 
letter  to  make  it  look  as  if  it  had  not  been  open¬ 
ed  ;  though  all  the  while  she  thus  idly  trifled 
with  it,  the  changing  expression  of  her  face  de¬ 
noted  perplexed  and  possibly  conflicting  emo¬ 
tions. 

At  last  her  reflections  seemed  to  have  reach¬ 
ed  a  deflnite  conclusion ;  for  suddenly  raising 
her  head,  and  turning  in  the  direction  of  the 
open  window,  she  called,  in  a  sharp,  querulous 
voice,  “Ma-hit-a-bel!” 

“Yes ’m,”  came  the  immediate  answer  from 
outside  the  window ;  and  the  voice  of  the  un¬ 
seen  speaker  was  that  of  a  young  ghd,  sweet 
and  musical  in  its  tone;  but  the  manner  was 
crisp  and  tart,  almost  defiant. 

There  was  silence  for  some  minutes,  while 
the  trifling  with  the  letter  still  went  on ;  and 
then,  as  if  suddenly  remembering  that  her  call 
had  not  been  properly  attended  to,  the  woman 
called  again,  with  even  greater  asperity  than 
before,  “Ma-hit-a-bel!”  and  again  came  the 
same  short,  deflant  answer — “Yes ’m!” 

“  What  dp  you  keep  saying  ‘  Yes ’m’  for,  with¬ 
out  coming,  when  I  call  you,  Hitty  ?  Where 
are  you,  hey  ?” 

“  Outside  the  window.  Where  did  you  s’pose 
I  was  ?” 

“What  are  you  about  out  there?  what  are 
you  doing  ?” 

“Watering  the  flowers,  and  picking  the  bugs 
oif  the  squashes,  I  guess ;  and  there’s  an  awful 
lot  of  them !” 

“Didn’t  you  hear  me  calling  of  you?” 

“Yes’m.” 

“Then  wh\^  in  the  world  didn’t  vou  come 
in  ?” 

“  You  did  not  tell  me  to,  did  you  ?” 

“Well,  if  I  didn’t,^you  knowed  well  enough 
I  wanted  you.” 

“  I’m  sure  I  didn’t ;  yon  didn’t  say  so — how 
was  I  to  know  it  ?” 

“Well,  then,  you  know  it  now,  don't  yer?” 
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“Yes ’m!  Very  well,  I’m  coming. 

‘“Here’s  one— to  make  ready, 

And  two— to  prepare ; 

Three — to  go  slam-hang, 

And  four— to  be  there !’  ” 

sung  the  sweet  but  saucy  voice,  as,  suiting  her 
action  to  her  words,  the  singer  placed  her  hand 
lightly  upon  the  low  window-sill,  and  with  one 
agile  bound  sprung  into  the  room,  and  repeat¬ 
ing  the  words  “be  there,”  stood  before  the  wo¬ 
man  ;  and,  certainly,  a  stranger-looking  object 
never  entered  a  room  in  stranger  way ! 

She  was  a  slight,  but  well-grown  girl,  of  possi¬ 
bly  twelve  or  thirteen  years — just  at  the  age  when 
young  girls  are  usually  most  awkwardj  when  the 
rapid  development  of  length  of  limb  rather  puz¬ 
zles  the  youthful  possessor  as  how  to  use  grace¬ 
fully  the  sudden  and  unlooked-for  elongation ; 
but  the  nntrammeled  freedom  of  Kitty’s  coun¬ 
try  life,  the  entire  absence  of  all  artificial  train¬ 
ing,  and  a  naturally  healthy  organization,  had 
given  to  the  girl  this  advantage,  that  her  free 
motions,  though  often  startling  in  their  sudden¬ 
ness,  had  all  the  natural  grace  which  we  see 
oftenest  in  the  unconscious  movements  of  in¬ 
fancy  ;  and  although  her  abrupt  entrance  into 
the  room  could  not  by  any  means  be  considered 
elegant,  still  it  was  so  light  and  free  as  not  to 
he  ungraceful ;  and  the  pose  of  her  head  and 
her  whole  attitude,  as  she  stood  with  folded 
hands  before  the  woman  who  had  summoned 
her,  was  easy,  piquant,  and  saucy. 

In  person  she  was  tall  and  slight ;  her  natu¬ 
rally  fair  skin  was  sun-burnt  and  covered  with 
unsightly  freckles  up  to  the  very  roots  of  her 
immense  crop  of  red  hair,  which  was  drawn 
hack  from  off  her  forehead  and  braided  into 
two  stiff,  cable-like  braids,  so  tightly  as  to  give 
the  impression  that  the  curve  of  her  arched 
eyebrows  was  the  result  of  the  unnatural  ten¬ 
sion.  These  stiff  and  unyielding  braids  stuck 
out,  one  behind  each  ear,  and  were  terminated 
at  their  extremities  by  coarse  twine  strings,  to 
prevent  the  possibility  of  their  unbraiding  in 
the  least.  The  object  of  this  strange  and  most 
unbecoming  mode  of  arranging  her  hair,  Hitty 
would  most  probably  have  explained,  was  to 
“keep  it  out  of  mischief,  for  it  was  eternally 
bothering !”  But  these  extremely  rigorous 
measures  would  have  seemed  to  fail  in  their 
accomplishment,  for  they  had  not  served  to 
keep  it  from  the  inroads  of  hay-seed  and  this¬ 
tle-down,  with  which  its  red  surface  was  pro¬ 
fusely  peppered. 

There  were  two  good  points  in  the  girl’s  face 
which  not  even  tan  and  freckles  could  disguise 
— clear,  deep,  liquid  blue  eyes,  now  flashing 
with  scornful  mirth,  but  wearing  a  look  of  wist¬ 
ful  tenderness  in  their  blue,  violet  depths  ;  and 
a  well-formed  mouth,  fresh  and  dewy,  but  wear¬ 
ing  now  a  smile  of  contemptuous  indifference. 

The  rest  of  her  person  was  invested  in  a 
scant,  coarse,  blue-checked  garment,  with  long 
sleeves,  made  much  like  a  butcher’s  frock,  which 
descended  from  her  chin  even  to  the  bottom  of 
her  clothes. 


It  was  evident,  as  they  remained  thus  for  a 
moment,  looking  each  in  the  other’s  face,  that 
the  stronger  and  higher  mind  of  the  child  had 
already  asserted  its  supremacy  over  that  of  her 
companion ;  and  that  while  she  regarded  her 
with  saucy  indifference,  and  dislike  only  kept  in 
check  by  a  sense  of  what  was  due  to  the  require¬ 
ments  of  the  fifth  commandment,  the  woman  re¬ 
garded  her  with  mingled  and  ill-concealed  dread 
and  aversion. 

“  Ma-hit-a-bel !  ”  she  began  again,  as  if 
doubtfully.* 

“What ’m?” 

“I  never  saw  sich  a  gal  as  you  are,  never! 

I  declare  you’re  enough  to  kill  any  body  to 
have  you  round ;  you  come  into  that  winder 
jest  like  a  great  bear!” 

“Did  I ?”  said  the  girl,  carelessly.  “I  won¬ 
der  at  that,  for  I  don’t  think  I  ever  saw  a  bear, 
and  I  don’t  know  how  he  would  look ;  but  I 
know  just  how  a  wolf  looks,  in  ‘  Little  Red 
Riding-hood,’  you  know;  and  I’ve  seen  some¬ 
body,”  she  added,  fixing  her  eyes  meaningly 
upon  the  face  of  the  listener,  and  thus  giving 
an  unpleasant  personality  to  the  remark,  “  who 
looked  just  like  him  !  Why,  in  bed,  you  know, 

I  could  hardly  tell  the  difference.  Ah,  poor 
dear  little  Red  Riding-hood,  I  always  did  pity 
you!” 

“Ma-hit-a-bel  Cutter!”  said  the  woman,  an¬ 
grily,  “you’re  the  very  sauciest  gal  I  ever  saw 
in  my  life !” 

“Yes ’m,  I  know  it ;  but  you’ve  said  that  a 
dozen  times  before.  Could  not  you  make  an 
effort,  and  get  on  a  little  ?” 

“  Yes,  Hitty ;  I’ve  got  something  to  say  to 
you.” 

“Oh,  Lordy!  Gran’mother,  don’t!” 

“Don’t  what ?” 

“Don’t  say  something  to  me.  I  hate  to  be 
said  something  to  ;  and,  besides,  I  have  not  got 
the  time  to  spare.  The  bugs  will  eat  your 
squashes  all  up,  if  you  keep  me  here ;  there’s 
lots  of ’m,  I  tell  you  now ;  they  are  eating  on 
the  right  hand,  eating  on  the  left.  I  give  you 
fair  warning,  they  are  hard  at  it ;  you  must  not 
blame  me !” 

“Never  mind  the  squashes;  I  don’t  care  for 
them.” 

“  You  don’t  ?  Well,  I  am  surprised  !  I 
thought  you  did.  Well,  then,  if  you  don’t,  I 
don’t ;  so  up  and  at  it,  bugs — free  and  easy — 
go  in  and  win  !” 

“Hitty,  I  never  saw  sich  an  outrageous  gal 
as  you  are  in  my  life !  ” 

“No;  I  s’pose  you  never  did;  and  I  wish, 
with  all  my  heart,  you  had  never  seen  this  one ; 
but,  there,  if  the  sermon  has  got  to  be  preached, 
do  give  out  your  text  and  go  ahead  ;  I’m  ready; 
come  on.”  And  she  flung  herself  down  upon 
the  unpainted  floor  as  she  spoke,  and  snatching 
up  a  venerable  gray  cat  which  came  purring 
around  her,  she  very  unceremoniously  turned 
the  patient  animal  upside  down,  laying  her  upon 
her  back  between  her  knees  ;  then  grasping  one 
of  the  creature’s  front  and  one  of  its  back  paws 
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in  each  hand,  as  it  lay  upon  her  lap,  she  nodded 
and  bowed  to  it,  as  the  great,  gray-green  eyes 
opened  and  looked  up  into  her  face,  talking  to 
it  the  while  as  if  it  had  been  a  petted  child : 

“Now,  Morgiana  Longtail,  my  darling  cat, 
do  he  quiet,  and  behave  yourself  as  you  should 
do.  Your  grandmother  has  got  something  to 
say  to  you ;  so  he  good,  and  listen,  I  tell  you. 
Now,  grandmother,  all  ready;  get  on  as  fast 
as  convenient,  will  you  ?” 

“  Well,  Hitty,  I  want  to  tell  you — I’ve  got  a 
letter.” 

“Have  you?  Well;  and  can’t  you  make 
out  to  read  it  ?” 

“Read  it!  yes,  of  course  I  can.” 

“  Oh  !  you  can,  can  you  ?”  said  the  girl,  with 
indifference.  “I  supposed  you  couldn’t,  and 
wanted  me  to  read  it  for  you.  If  you  have  read 
It,  what  do  you  want  me  for  ?” 

“  Because,”  said  the  woman,  doggedly,  “  the 
letter  concerns  you.” 

“Concerns  inef"  said  Hitty,  raising  herself 
up,  while  her  face  flushed,  and  a  look  of  blend¬ 
ed  curiosity  and  anxiety  replaced  the  former 
listlessness  of  her  manner.  “From  the  select¬ 
men,  or  the  school-committee,  I  bet :  about 
that  old  window  I  broke  in  the  school-house. 
Well,  I  did  break  it,”  she  added,  while  the  hot 
crimson  flush  rose  to  the  roots  of  her  red  hair — 
“I  did  break  it,  and  I  ain’t  going  to  deny  it. 
It  was  an  accident,  and  I’m  sorry  for  it,  and  I 
didn’t  mean  to  do  it ;  but  I  did  break  it — and 
now,  what  are  they  going  to  do  to  me  about 
it?” 

“  The  letter  is  not  from  the  school-commit¬ 
tee,  nor  the  selectmen  neither,  Hitty.” 

“  Oh!  it  is  not,  is  not  it  ?— so  much  the  bet¬ 
ter,  then,”  said  the  girl,  relapsing  into  her  for¬ 
mer  mood  and  attitude. 

“  Well,”  said  the  woman,  regarding  her  with 
a  sort  of  hesitation,  “  why  don’t  you  ask  me  who 
it  is  from  ?” 

“  Oh !  I  don’t  much  care  to  know ;  if  you 
are  going  to  tell  me,  I  suppose  you  will  with¬ 
out  my  asking  ;  and  if  not,  I  don’t  think  asking 
all  day  would  make  you  tell  me.” 

“Well,  Hitty,  the  letter  comes  from  your 
gran’father.” 

“My  grandfather!  Whew!  that’s  a  likely 
story  to  teU !  Dead  men  don’t  often  write  let¬ 
ters,  I  guess ;  at  least  not  to  little  girls  like  me, 
that  ever  I  heard  of.  ” 

“Your  gran’father  is  not  dead,  Hitty.” 

“  Isn’t  ? — then  you’ve  told  me  many  a  whack¬ 
er  !  Why,  you  always  said  that  he  was  dead.” 

“  I  never  did.” 

“No?” 

“No!” 

“You  did,  now.  Oh,  come;  that’s  a  little 
too  much!  You — told — me — that  he  died  in 
California ;  with  the  cholera  infantum,  I  think 
you  said  it  was.  ” 

“  I  say  I  never  did ;  cholera  infantum,  in¬ 
deed  !  Nonsense,  Hitty ;  you  oughter  know 
better,  great  gal  as  you  are.  Cholera  infan¬ 
tum!  nobody  but  babies  has  it ;  it  was  the  chol¬ 


era  morbus.  I  told  you  that  m3'-  husband  died 
of  that  in  Californy ;  that’s  what  I  told  you,  and 
that’s  so.” 

“Well,  have  it  ‘cholera  morbus,’  if  you  like 
that  any  better.  I  suppose  it  won’t  make  much 
difference  to  any  of  us  now ;  but  was  not  he  the 
old  man  there  ?”  said  the  girl,  indicating  by  a 
rather  supercilious  nod  of  her  head  a  melan¬ 
choly  and  smoke-stained  silhouette,  in  an  oval, 
black  frame,  which  adorned  the  fire-place — 
“wasn’t  that  your  husband,  Deacon  Josh  Cut¬ 
ter?” 

“  Yes  ;  but  he  was  not  your  gran’father.” 

“He  wasn’t?  Good  gracious!  hallelnjar 
chorus!  and  so  forth.  Nowisnotthat  splendid?” 

“  I’m  sure  I  don’t  know  why  you  should  say 
so ;  he  was  a  very  excellent  man,  a  deacon  of 
Mr.  Webber’s  church ;  and  when  he  died — ” 

“  Oh  yes  !”  interrupted  the  girl,  eagerly ;  “I 
know  all  that ;  you’ve  told  me  that,  time  and 
time  again ;  but  I  don’t  fancy  his  looks — I  nev¬ 
er  did,  and  I  never  shall,  and  I  can’t  help  it.” 

“I  dunno  why  not.  I’m  sure;  I  only  wish 
you  had  half  his  good  looks.” 

“Thank  you  ;  half  would  be  enough  for  me, 
I  guess,”  said  the  girl,  casting  another  mock- 
reflective  look  at  the  black  and  white  memento 
of  departed  worth.  “  I  really  think  half  of 
his  nose  and  half  his  queue  would  be  quite  as 
much  as  I  could  venture  to  accept.  I  would 
not  wish  to  be  too  grasping,  more  especially  as 
it  seems  I  have  no  claim  upon  him ;  but  if  the 
deacon  was  your  husband,  as  you  have  just 
said,  may  I  venture  to  inquire  how  did  it  chance 
that  he  was  not  my  grandfather? — that  seems 
to  strike  me  as  a  little  peculiar.  How  was  that  ?” 

“  Because,”  said  the  woman,  regarding  her 
anxiously,  “I  am  not  your  grandmother.” 

“Glory  and  praise!”  shouted  the  girl,  turn¬ 
ing  a  somersault  upon  the  floor ;  “  that’s  the 
greatest  news  yet.  I  declare  the  newspaper 
man  ought  to  get  out  an  extra.  Hurrah ! 
‘John  Brown’s  soul  is  marching  on,’  I  guess; 
and  so  is  mine.  Oh,  excuse  me,  my  darling 
Kitty !  I  hope  I  didn’t  jam  your  little,  pre¬ 
cious  old  paws ;  but  I  couldn’t  help  it ;  such 
news  doesn’t  come  every  day  in  the  year,  does 
it?  And  now,  Mrs.  Cutter,  having  gone  so 
far,  and  told  me  who  were  not  my  grandpa¬ 
rents  (for  which  I  thank  you  from  the  bottom 
of  my  heart),  may  I  ask  you  to  go  a  little  far¬ 
ther,  and  tell  me  who  my  grandfather  who 
writqs  the  letter  is  ?” 

“  His  name  is  Arnold.” 

“The  old  Harry!”  said  the  girl,  now  fairly 
beside  herself  with  excitement ;  “and  ‘  bully  for 
you,’  Grandfather  Arnold !” 

“No,”  said  the  widow,  “  that  was  his  father ; 
his  name  is  not  Harry,  it’s  Ed’ard ;  your  gran’¬ 
father  is  Judge  Arnold.” 

“  Edward  Arnold !  ”  repeated  the  delighted 
girl ;  “  oh,  what  a  sweet  name !  sounds  just  like 
a  novel  or  a  poem,  I  declare  if  it  don’t;  it 
seems  to  do  one  good  to  speak  it.  A  judge, 
too;  then,  I  suppose  that  he  is  a  gentleman, 
ain’t  he?” 
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“  I  guess  he  thinks  so.” 

“  And  I  dare  say  he  is  right ;  and  now,  Mrs. 
Cutter”  (it  seemed  to  give  the  child  pleasure  to 
substitute  these  words  instead  of  “grandmo¬ 
ther”),  “  I  will  read  the  letter  from  my  grandfa¬ 
ther  Arnold ;”  and  she  reached  out  her  hand 
for  the  letter. 

“No,  you  don’t,  nuther,”  said  the  woman; 
cautiously  withdrawing  the  letter  from  the  reach 
of  the  eager  hand.  “This  letter  is  to  me,  not 
to  you.” 

“Didn’t  you  say  it  was  from  my  grandfa¬ 
ther?” 

“Well,  yes  ;  that  is,  it’s  from  his  agent — his 
lawyer,  I  s’pose  that  is.” 

“And  is  it  not  about  me  ?  You  said  it  was.” 

“Yes;  and  I’m  going  to  read  it  to  you,  at 
least  some  parts  on’t,  if  you  will  ever  hold  your 
tongue  long  enough.” 

Then  Mrs.  Cutter  put  on  her  glasses  again, 
fussily  wiping  and  adjusting  them  with  a  slow 
delaj^,  torturing  to  the  impatient  Hitty ;  and 
having  had  some  practice  in  spelling  out  its 
contents  half  a  dozen  times  before,  which  prac¬ 
tice  had,  however,  not  made  her  perfect,  she 
managed  to  read  as  follows  : 

“  ‘Mks.  Peksis  Cuttee, — lamdirectedby  Judge  Ar¬ 
nold  to  inform  you  that  having  returned  to  this  coun¬ 
try  after  his  long  absence,  and  intending  to  re-estab¬ 
lish  himself  in  his  own  home,  he  means  to  take  charge 
of  his  grand-daughter  himself.  As  your  quarterly  al¬ 
lowance  for  the  board  and  use  of  the  young  lady  has 
been  regularly  paid’— (hum,  hum)” — interpolated  the 
incautious  reader,  finding  she  was  entering  upon  pri¬ 
vate  grounds — “  (that  isn’t  it,  let  me  see)— ‘  I  inclose  a 
check  for’ —  (no,  that  does  not  concern  you  either) — 
‘  to  meet  any  extras’ — (why,  where  in  the  world  is  it  ? 
— oh,  here  it  is !) — ‘  he  wishes  Miss  Belle  Linzee  to  be 
at  the  station  in  your  village  at  11  a.m.,  Thursday, 
June  16,  where  she  will  find  a  messenger  to  bring  her 
to  L - in  the  cars,  where  her  governess  will  be  wait¬ 

ing  to  receive  her,  and  take  her  home  at  once. 

“  ‘I  am,  etc.,  etc., 

“‘WinLiAM  E.  Pakkinson.’ ”■ 

It  would  have  been  a  study  for  a  painter, 
could  he  have  seen  the  girl  as  she  sat  upon  the 
floor,  with  wide  eyes  and  parted  lips,  listening 
almost  breathlessly  to  this,  to  her  amazing  letter, 
not  one  word  of  which  escaped  her,  although 
she  was  too  much  bewildered  to  comprehend 
and  arrange  it  all  in  her  mind. 

“Who  is  the  young  lady,  Mrs.  Cutter?” 
speaking  almost  reverentially. 

“  Why,  you,  you  born  goose  ;  who  else  should 
it  be?” 

“Me  a  young  lady?  I  look  like  one,  4on’t 
I  ?”  as  putting  the  cat  gently  aside,  she  sprung 
up  and  looked  down  upon  herself  in  silence, 
while  her  red  lips  quivered,  and  tears  of  real 
feeling  dimmed  for  one  moment  the  lustre  of 
her  clear  blue  eyes.  But  it  was  but  for  a  mo¬ 
ment;  her  whole  life  had  taught  her  lessons  of 
self-control,  and  she  had  recovered  herself  be¬ 
fore  her  companion’s  slow  perception  had  re¬ 
marked  her  unusual  excitement. 

“Well,”  she  said,  “I  don’t  quite  understand. 
It  says  a  messenger  will  be  sent  for  her — what 
does  that  mean,  I  wonder :  what  is  a  messen¬ 
ger?  Is  it  a  man  or  a  woman?” 


“ I  don’t  know.” 

“I  guess  it  means  a  constable,  don’t  it? 
That’s  worse  than  the  selectmen ;  do  you  sup¬ 
pose  they  will  put  me  in  handcuffs,  as  thej’  did 
the  poor  fugitive  slaws?”  she  asked,  apprehen¬ 
sively,  for  her  unguided  and  miscellaneous  read¬ 
ing  of  sensational  novels  had  filled  her  mind 
with  a  crude  mass  of  ideas  which  her  secluded 
life  had  never  served  to  assort  or  rectify.  “And 
then,  the  young  lady  is  to  be  met  by  her  gov¬ 
erness  ;  do  you  know  what  sort  of  thing  a  gov¬ 
erness  is,  Mrs.  Cutter  ?” 

“Well,  yes;  I  reckon  it  means  a  sort  of 
schoolmarm,  at  home  in  the  house  ;  and  I  guess 
you’ve  got  to  be  screwed  pretty  tight  by  her — 
yes,  night  and  day  too,  I  take  it,”  said  Mrs. 
Cutter,  maliciously. 

“And  I  should  think  it  would  need  it,”  said 
the  child,  gravely  and  reflectivelj' ;  “there’s 
an  awful  sight  to  do,  certainly.  I  vow  I  don’t 
envy  her  her  job  ;  she’ll  find  she’s  got  her  match, 
I  guess.  Well,  next,  what  W'as  that  about  a 
Miss  Belle  Linzee  ? — who’s  she  ?” 

“Why,  who  in  the  world  do  you  s’pose,  you 
little  fool?  You,  of  course.” 

“But  my  name  is  not  Belle  Linzee,  is  it?” 

“Like  enough!  Your  father  was  a  Linzee, 
I  know ;  and  they  used  to  call  your  mother 
Mabel.  Of  aU  the  ridic’lous  names  I  ever 
heard,  that’s  the  beatemest!” 

“I  don’t  think  so ;  it’s  a  lovely  name  ;  I  like 
it.  But  what  did  you  call  me  Hitty  for  ? — such 
a  vulgai",  hateful  name  !” 

“Well,  I  suppose  Mabel  is  short  for  Mahit- 
able,  ain’t  it  ?” 

“  No,  indeed !  no  such  thing ;  not  the  least 
like  it  in  the  world!  And  so  you  tucked  in 
the  Hitty,  did  you  ?  I  don’t  thank  you.” 

“Yes,  I  did;  Hitty  is  a  good,  useful,  sensi¬ 
ble  name,  and  I  s’pose  your  folks  dropped  it 
out  by  mistake.” 

“No  mistake  at  all;  I’ll  answer  for  that. 
You  may  keep  your  old  Hitty;  I  don’t  want 
it.  And  pray,  why  did  you  call  me  Cutter,  if 
my  name  was  Linzee  ?  Where’s  the  mistake 
there  ?” 

“I  didn’t ;  you  called  yourself  so  when  you 
was  little,  and  I  thought  it  was  jest  as  well.” 

“  I  don’t ;  but  that  is  a  matter  of  taste,  per¬ 
haps,  and  I  like  my  own  name  best.  But,  one 
thing  more,”  and  again  the  lips  and  eyes  quiv¬ 
ered  with  emotion ;  ‘  ‘  you  spoke  of  my  mother. 
Oh !  tell  me  true  ;  did  I  ever  have  a  father  and 
mother  of  my  own,  as  other  girls  have  ? — oh,  tell 
me  that !  ” 

“Of  course  you  had.  I  never  see  such  a 
born  fool  as  you  are,  Hitty !  How  did  you  think 
you  came  into  the  world  ?  I  s’pose  you  thought 
you  growed  right  up  out  of  the  ground  like  a 
mushroom,  didn’t  you  ?” 

“I  might  well  have  thought  so,  from  the  way 
in  which  I  have  been  reared,”  said  the  girl,  bitter¬ 
ly.  “  But  tell  me  this  ;  are  my  parents  living  ?” 

“  I  dunno  ;  I  guess  not.  Come  to  think  on’t, 
I  know  yer  father’s  dead ;  he  was  killed.  I 
know  that  much.” 
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“Killed?”  echoed  the  little  listener,  with 
horror  in  her  look  and  tone.  “What !  in  the 
war?”  ■ 

“  Laws,  no  !  some  accident ;  I  don’t  justly 
remember  what  it  was.  I  s’pose  I  knew  at  the 
time  ;  but  I’ve  forgot  now.  But  I  know  that 
when  he  died,  your  mother  went  crazy,  or  had 
fits,  or  went  into  the  consumption,  or  some¬ 
thing  or  other  terrible  bad,  but  I  can’t  tell  you 
just  what ;  and  that’s  why  they  went  abroad. 
And  I  reckon  she’s  dead  too,  and  so  the  old 
gent  has  come  home  and  wants  you.” 

“The  dear  old  man!”  said  the  child,  with  a 
gush  of  tenderness  never  felt  before.  “And 
now,  how  in  the  world  came  I  here  ?  What 
am  I  to  you  ?” 

“Nothing.”  The  girl’s  face  brightened. 
“  My  daughter  she  was  your  nurse,  and  when 
your  folks  broke  up,  and  went  off  all  of  a  sudden, 
as  it  were,  they  had  to  leave  you  with  her;  and 
she  come  home  to  live  with  me.  And  when 
she  was  took  away  from  me,  the  agent  didn’t 
seem  to  know  justly  what  to  do  with  you,  and 
so  I  said  I’d  keep  you.” 

“Then,”  said  the  girl,  drawing  herself  up, 
with  a  natural,  but  very  unconscious,  assump¬ 
tion  of  new-horn  dignity — “  then  I  have  really 
been  your  boarder  all  this  time,  instead  of  your 
slave,  as  I  have  been  made  to  believe,  have  I  ? 
And  I  dare  say  you  have  been  well  paid  for  all 
you  were  supposed  to  be  doing  for  me.” 

“Well,  yes  ;  I  don’t  say  but  what  your  folks 
has  been  liberal  enough.  They  have  paid  me 
all  I  asked  ;  for  I  always  told  them  you  was  an 
awful  limb  to  manage  ;  and  so  you  are !  ” 
“Thank  you,  Mrs.  Cutter,  for  your  flatter¬ 
ing  remarks  about  me;  perhaps  the  time  is 
coming  when  I  may  be  able  to  repay  you  for 
all  kindness.  And  now,  when  am  I  to  go  ? — did 
it  say?” 

“  The  letter  says  Thursday,  the  16th.” 

“  Yes  ;  and  to-day  is  Tuesday.  The  day 
after  to-morrow,  then.” 

“If  you  are  ready.  I  dunno  any  reason 
why  you  shouldn’t  go  then  ;  do  you  ?” 

“Me?  no,  indeed!  I  only  wish  I  knew 
there  was  no  reason  why  I  shouldn’t  go  now, 
to-night !” 

“Well !  you  are  civil ;  I’ll  say  that  for  you.” 
“No,  Mrs.  Cutter;  as  we  have  never  in¬ 
dulged  ourselves  in  that  sort  of  thing,  it  is 
hardly  worth  while,  as  I  am  going  so  soon,  to 
make  a  beginning  of  it  now;  so,  as  I  have  a 
good  deal  to  think  about,  I  will  leave  you  for 
the  present.” 

Catching  up  the  old  cat  again  in  her  arms, 
Hitty  left  the  rpom  as  she  had  entered  it, 
through  the  window,  and  running  at  full  speed 
to  work  off  some  of  her  superabundant  excite¬ 
ment,  she  fled  to  a  secluded  and  shady  nook, 
under  some  old  apple-trees  which,  by  long  use, 
she  had  learned  to  regard  as  her  own  peculiar 
sanctum,  and  there  flinging  herself  at  full  length 
upon  the  grass,  she  dandled  the  patient  cat  high 
above  her  head,  and  broke  forth  : 

“Kitty!  Kitty!  Kitty!  Kitty!  my  only  com¬ 


fort  and  my  true  confidante ;  what  a  day  this 
has  been !  Can  you  understand  it  all,  my  furry 
friend?  If  you  do,  it  is  more  than  I  can.  I 
think  little  Prince  Silvenvings  or  Cinderella’s 
dear  old  godmother  must  be  round  in  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  somewheres.  Let  me  see  :  in  the  first 
place,  old  Josh  Cutter,  my  grandfather  that 
was,  was  never  my  grandfather  at  all !  and 
Mrs.  Cutter,  my  grandmother  that  is,  is  not 
tny  grandmother  at  all ! — three  cheers  and  an 
extra  thanksgiving  for  that,  Morgiana  Long- 
tail  !— then,  my  grandfather  Arnold,  that  never 
was  my  grandfather,  is  going  to  be  my  grand¬ 
father  for  evermore.  And  I’ve  had  a  father 
and  mother  like  other  folks— ah !  would  to 
Heaven  I  had  them  now !  That’s  the  only  sad 
part  of  it ;  but  then.  Pussy,  you  know  it  is  so 
respectable  and  comfortable  to  have  had  them 
at  all  that  I  ought  not  to  mind  that — it  seems 
as  if  it  would  be  ungrateful  in  me,  don’t  it  ? 
And  then,  I  am  not  Hitty  Cutter  at  all— oh  ! 
what  a  hateful  name  that  was  ! — but  I’m  Belle 
Linzee  ;  and  I’m  a  young  lady  !  a  young  lady ! ! 
a  young  lady  !  !  ! — Pussy  !  do  you  comprehend 
that  fact  ?  Oh  !  well  may  you  open  your  great 
gray  eyes,  and  whisk  your  beautiful  tail.  (Bless 
your  heart,  my  darling,  did  I  squeeze  you  too 
hard  ?  Excuse  me,  dearest,  won’t  you  ?)  You 
see  this  is  a  day  of  mighty  changes ;  it  seems 
to  me  the  world  is  tipping  upside  down  ;  and  if 
I  don’t  hold  you  tight  and  fast,  I’m  afraid  in 
five  minutes  you  will  turn  into  a  dog,  and  bark 
in  my  face  ;  and  you  know  I  never  did  like 
dogs  much  better  than  you  did,  did  I?” 

In  this  way  the  excited  and  jubilant  girl  ran 
on,  until  she  was  fairly  breathless  and  weary ; 
and  then  dismissing  the  cat  (who  was  not  sorry 
to  be  released),  she  sat  down  to  reflect  seriousl}' 
upon  all  that  had  occurred,  or  all  that  seemed 
likgly  to  occur.  This  gave  her  full  occupation 
until  bedtime. 

The  next  morning  Hitty  awoke  early,  as  was 
her  wont,  and  after  she  had  fully  convinced  her¬ 
self  that  yesterday  was  a  reality,  and  not,  as  she 
almost  feared,  a  splendid  dream,  she  set  herself 
busily  to  work,  for  she  felt  she  had  much  of  im¬ 
portance  to  perform.  And  first,  she  emanci¬ 
pated  her  tame  robin,  whom  she  had  cured  of  a 
broken  leg,  and  heard  with  unmixed  pleasure 
his  glad,  rejoicing  song,  as  he  soared  aloft  on 
the  free  blue  air.  Next,  she  disenthralled  her 
pet  squirrel;  and  though  she  could  not  by  any 
possibility  replace  the  fine,  bushy  tail  which  he 
had  lost  in  a  neighbor’s  rat-trap,  and  the  loss 
of  which  important  appendage,  by  materially 
depreciating  his  market  value,  had  made  him 
hers,  yet  she  saw  him  run  up  a  tree,  in  a  rather 
rudderless  and  unbalanced  manner  to  be  sure, 
but  still  very  glad  to  be  able  to  run  at  large  at 
all — ^though  the  truth  was,  his  largeness  was  re¬ 
duced  nearly  one-half  by  the  abduction  of  his 
splendid  caudal  extremity. 

Then  she  carried  her  blind  hen,  with  its  one 
miserable  chicken,  as  a  present  to  little  Sammy 
Twist,  the  miller’s  little  lame  boy — explaining 
to  him,  with  great  amplitude  and  exactness. 
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that  though  Cuddie  was  a  splendid  hen  to  lay 
and  to  set — indeed,  seemed  rather  to  like  such 
sedentary  employments,  perhaps  because  by  rea¬ 
son  of  her  blindness  she  had  not  so  many  re¬ 
sources  in  the  out-of-door  line — and  was  always 
remai’kably  lucky  in  hatching  out,  still,  as  from 
that  aforesaid  infirmity  she  was  not  good  at 
rearing  her  young  ones,  rarely  bringing  more 
than  one  or  two  of  a  brood  up  to  maturity,  she 
informed  him  of  a  bright  idea  which  she  had 
been  meditating  upon— namely,  to  form  a  part¬ 
nership  between  Cuddie  and  some  other  good, 
respectable  hen,  and  let  Cuddie  do  all  the  lay¬ 
ing  and  hatching  business,  and  be  the  “sleep¬ 
ing  partner,”  and  the  other  to  be  the  “active 
partner,”  bringing  up  the  chickens  and  doing  all 
the  running  and  collecting  duty  of  the  firm. 
But  fully  enjoining  it  upon  little  Sammy,  and 
impressing  it  well  upon  his  young  and  ductile 
mind,  that  poor  Cuddie  was  to  be  respected 
none  the  less,  but  rather  the  more,  on  account 
of  the  infii-mity,  which  was  clearly  her  misfor¬ 
tune,  and  not  her  fault ;  and  having  seen  the 
virtuous  but  ill-fated  Cuddie  safely  bestowed  in 
a  pen,  so'  that  her  one  remaining  chick  could 
not  stray  away  and  vex  her  maternal  bosom, 
she  felt  satisfied  that  she  had  done  her  best  for 
her  poor  dependent.  This  done  she  walked  a 
mile  and  a  half  with  her  mud-turtle  in  her  hand, 
canying  him  carefully  inverted  on  his  shell,  with 
his  snaky  head,  flabby,  spotted  paws,  and  ridic¬ 
ulous  file-like  tail,  thrust  out  in  all  directions, 
and  wagging  in  wonder  and  alarm,  to  the  very 
spot  from  whence  she  brought  him ;  stopping 
two  or  three  times  on  her  road,  however,  to 
kindly  set  her  little  captive  down  to  let  him  re¬ 
cover  himself  a  little,  fearing  his  inverted  mode 
of  progress  might  give  him  the  headache  ;  and 
as  soon  as  he  regained  his  wits  enough  to  try  to 
walk,  catchinghim  up  and  resuming  her  journey ; 
and  had  at  last  the  pleasure  of  giving  him  back, 
whole  and  entire  (and  doubtless  with  enlarged 
ideas),  to  the  muddy  joys  of  the  swampy  bog 
from  whence  he  came,  and  where  she  probably 
supposed  and  fondly  hoped  that  he  would  find 
that 

“  There  were  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play.” 

Then  returning,  she  stopped  in  the  village, 
and  invested  her  whole  amount  of  currency 
(three  cents)  in  a  couple  of  lemons,  not  quite 
so  fresh  as  could  be  desired,  but  certainly  cheap 
at  the  price ;  and  as  she  loitered  through  the 
shabby  little  garden  she  gathered  a  few  of  the 
early-ripened  flower  seeds,  as  the  sole  reminis¬ 
cence  of  all  she  had  ever  known  of  elegance 
and  refinement  in  her  early  home. 

After  their  frugal  dinner  was  over,  Mrs.  Cut¬ 
ter,  wooed  to  an  unwonted  liberality  by  the 
large  amount  of  the  check  which  had  been  sent 
her,  took  the  little  girl  to  the  village  shop,  and 
purchased  her  an  outfit,  consisting  of  a  pair  of 
coarse  stockings,  a  cheap,  tawdry-colored  shawl, 
printed  on  muslin  de  laine,  and  a  pair  of  stur¬ 
dy,  low-cost  leather  boots ;  and  at  the  earn¬ 
est  solicitation  of  poor  Hitty,  and  remembering 


it  was  for  the  last  time,  she  munificently  added 
a  pair  of  bright,  lemon-colored  cotton  gloves, 
costing  one  shilling. 

Hitty  did  cast  longing  looks  upon  a  cheap 
red  sunshade,  feeling  that  the  possession  of  it 
would  give  the  finishing-touch  of  grace  and  ele¬ 
gance  to  her  appearance  on  the  coming  day ; 
but  she  did  not  dare  to  ask  for  it,  for  the  pres¬ 
ent  expenditure  had  been  lavish  in  the  ex¬ 
treme,  in  comparison  with  any  thing  which  she 
had  ever  known  before ;  and  with  a  child’s 
generous  recklessness  of  pecuniary  matters,  she 
had  already  forgotten  the  few  words  Mrs.  Cut¬ 
ter  had  blunderingly  let  slip  about  the  check, 
which  was  no  doubt  intended  for  the  child’s 
benefit,  but  which  the  woman’s  rapacious  spirit 
had  chosen  to  believe  was  meant  as  a  bonus 
for  herself. 

Then  returning  home  thoroughly  tired  out 
with  the  fatigue  and  excitement  of  the  day, 
both  mental  and  physical,  our  young  heroine 
retired  at  once  to  the  miserable  little  attic, 
which  she  was  to  occupy,  as  she  fondly  hoped, 
but  one  night  more  ;  but,  even  tired  as  she 
was,  the  poor  little  thing  kept  herself  awake 
with  difficulty,  and  by  main  force,  until  she  had 
performed  one  more  act  of  preparation. 

Her  freckles — “their  name  was  legion” — 
had  always  shocked  her  own  sense  of  beauty 
and  refinement,  and  had  drawn  upon  her  many 
times  the  mortifying  remarks  of  others.  She 
hated  them,  but,  with  a  fierce  disdain  born  of 
her  distasteful  sun-oundings,  she  had  made  no 
effort  to  get  rid  of  them,  stolidly  accepting  them 
as  only  one  among  the  many  crosses  of  her  daily 
life.  But  now  a  new  ambition  was  stirring  with¬ 
in  her,  and  remembering  a  recipe  once  impart¬ 
ed  to  her  by  an  older  and  pitying  school-mate, 
she  had  determined  to  try  it ;  and  having  pro¬ 
cured  a  cup  of  milk,  she  squeezed  the  lemon 
juice  into  it,  and  rubbed  her  face,  neck,  and 
hands  with  the  mixture. 

This  was  all  well  enough,  had  poor  Hitty 
been  contented  with  a  small  and  gradual  re¬ 
moval  of  the  enemy ;  but,  eager  for  victory, 
flushed  by  partial  success,  and  believing,  like 
many  older  persons^  that  if  a  little  of  a  thing  is 
good,  a  good  deal  of  it  will  be  better,  she  grew 
absolutely  furious  in  her  application,  and  rubbed 
and  squeezed  and  squeezed  and  rubbed,  until 
her  fair  and  tender  skin,  which  is  always  the 
sort  naturally  most  a  prey  to  these  unsightly  in¬ 
vaders,  was  almost  excoriated,  and  red  to  the 
very  roots  of  her  hair.  Then,  with  a  mental 
hope  that  the  morning  would  find  her 

“  O’er  all  victorious,” 

she  flung  herself  on  her  bed,  and  as  soon  as 
her  flaming  face,  which  stung  like  nettles,  per¬ 
mitted,  she  sunk  into  dreamless  sleep.  But, 
alas!  the  morning  did  not  justify  her  hopes,  for 
the  fitir  skin,  resenting  the  harsh  treatment  it 
had  undergone,  was  one  universal  pink  flush, 
like  a  case  of  incipient  scarlet-fever,  and  drew 
upon  its  owner  the  notice  of  even  the  unob¬ 
servant  Mrs.  Cutter,  who  remarked,  in  conster- 
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nation,  “Why,  Hitty !  child  alive  !  -what  in  na- 
ter  have  yer  been  a-doing  to  yourself?  Your 
face  is  as  red  as  a  beet,  and  you  look  for  nil  the 
world  like  a  new-skinned  eel.”  This  was  not 
a  pleasant  observation  exactly,  in  the  ears  of  a 
young  lady  just  coming  out.  But,  fortunately 
for  the  girl’s  peace  of  mind,  her  life  had  not 
served  to  foster  personal  vanity ;  and  though 
she  was  sorry  to  look  worse  than  usual  upon 
such  an  important  occasion,  still  she  did  not 
suffer  it  to  distress  her.  So  she  bathed  her  yet 
tingling  face  in  warm  milk  and  water,  and  pow¬ 
dered  it  with  flour,  and  then  proceeded  to  dress 
herself  for  her  entrance  upon  her  new  life,  and 
the  journey,  the  first  stage  of  which  was  to  be 
performed  on  foot. 

At  nine  she  was  ready,  dressed  in  her  best, 
with  her  hair  nicely  combed,  and  braided  tight¬ 
er  than  ever,  but  two  bits  of  yellow  string  taking 
the  place  of  the  twine ;  her  dress,  a  limp  faded 
lawn,  with  the  tawdry  shawl  of  many  colors ; 
the  stiff  boots,  redolent  of  the  odor  of  leather ; 
a  cheap  hat  of  no  particular  fashion,  with  a  few 
feathers  in  it,  which  poor  Cuddie  might  have 
recognized  had  her  visual  organs  been  more  per¬ 
fect  ;  and  the  bright-colored  gloves,  which,  be¬ 
ing  an  altogether  new  adornment  to  her,  she 
wore  with  reverence,  keeping  her  fingers  all 
wide  apart,  and  stiff  as  a  star-fish  in  their  unac¬ 
customed  stateliness ;  a  good-sized  cotton  hand¬ 
kerchief,  with  a  high-colored  border  of  red  and 
blue,  being  carried  gingerly  between  her  thumb 
and  finger.  But,  ah!  there  was  one  hard  part¬ 
ing  still  to  be  got  through  with :  poor  “  Morgi- 
anaj”  the  cat,  the  only  living  thing  she  had 
ever  regarded  as  a  friend  and  companion,  and 
•  upon  whom  her  young  heart  had  expended  a 
wealth  of  love  w’orthy  of  a  far  more  appreciative 
object. 

Half  a  dozen  paroxysms  of  love,  regret,  and 
tenderness  had  the  patient  old  creature  already 
been  subjected  to  since  the  letter  had  been  re¬ 
ceived  ;  half  a  dozen  times  had  her  little  mis¬ 
tress  indulged  the  thought  of  taking  the  old  cat 
with  her  on  her  long  journey — a  la  Whittington 
— but  then,  as  her  good  sense  told  her,  the  cases 
W'ere  not  exactly  alike  in  all  points.  Whitting¬ 
ton  was  his  own  master,  and  totally  independ¬ 
ent  ;  and  she  was  not.  Then,  Whittington  had 
no  grandfather  Arnold,  no  governess,  and  no 
messenger  to  consult  the  wishes  of;  and  she 
had !  There  were  persons  in  the  world,  it  was 
said,  who  did  not  care  for  cats ;  indeed,  she 
had  heard  of  one  individual  who  really  dis¬ 
liked  them.  It  seemed  almost  incredible,  but 
it  might  be  true,  and  the  “  messenger”  might  be 
one  of  that  strange  sort ;  and  the  idea  of  Mor- 
giana  as  a  traveling  companion  had  to  be  given 
up. 

Now  she  bore  the  long-tailed  treasure  to  the 
gate  in  her  arms  for  the  last  time,  tears — real, 
honest  tears — dimming  her  blue  eyes,  but  men¬ 
tally  rejoicing  that  the  unconscious  creature, 
now  purring  so  contentedly  in  her  arms,  knew 
not  the  sad  eternity  of  the  separation,  and  thus 
escaped  the  pang  which  wrung  her  own  bosom. 


Then,  with  a  last  fond  embrace,  so  ardent  that 
the  poor  cat  couldn’t  help  responding  with  a 
low  wail  of  pain  (fairly  squeezed  out  of  her), 
Hitty  placed  her  upon  her  favorite  post  of  ob¬ 
servation  (the  gate-post),  and  turned  away  for¬ 
ever,  hastening  after  Mrs.  Cutter,  who,  all  re¬ 
gardless  of  this  tender  parting,  was  half-way 
down  the  lane.  It  was  some  consolation  to  the 
sorrowing  child  to  reflect  that  she  had  made 
the  best  provision  she  could  for  the  affliction  of 
the  grieving  and  faithful  cat,  by  engaging  their 
next-door  neighbor,  a  kindly  single  woman, 
and,  therefore,  perhaps  more  amenable  to  the 
soft  appeal,  to  have  a  look-out  for  the  poor, 
desolated  animal,  and  if  she  pined  badly  under 
the  separation,  to  solace  her  woes  with  an  oc¬ 
casional  cup  of  milk ;  but  we  regret  to  have  to 
say,  destructive  as  it  is  to  the  romance  of  our 
story,  that,  the  attachments  of  the  feline  race 
being  rather  local  than  personal,  Morgiana  nev¬ 
er  seemed  to  need  the  consolations  of  friend¬ 
ship  thus  provided  for  her;  but  continued  to 
maintain  her  post  and  her  flesh,  perhaps  the 
latter  rather  the  better,  from  not  being  sub¬ 
jected  to  the  daily  exercise,  the  turnings  and 
twistings,  to  which  her  young  mistress’s  love 
had  always  exposed  her. 

Few  remarks  were  exchanged  by  the  ill-as¬ 
sorted  and  unloving  companions  during  their 
long  walk  through  green  lanes  and  dusty  high¬ 
ways  to  the  distant  station,  for  no  sympathy  had 
ever  existed  between  them.  The  avaricious  old 
woman,  trusting  to  the  prolonged  absence  of 
the  child’s  natural  protectors,  and  a  prey  to 
sinful  greed,  had  stinted  the  helpless  little  one 
left  in  her  charge  in  every  possible  way,  and  had 
devoted  the  ample  allowance  paid  her  quarterly 
for  the  child’s  use  to  her  own  enrichment ;  and 
burdened  with  the  knowledge  of  the  wrong  thus 
done  the  unconscious  girl,  she  had  come  to  re¬ 
gard  her  with  dread  and  aversion. 

She  had  always  had  a  terror  of  a  final  ad¬ 
justment  of  accounts,  and  now  she  was  men¬ 
tally  congratulating  herself  on  her  good  luck 
that  the  girl  had  been  sent  for  rather  than  re¬ 
claimed  in  person,  for  she  felt  that  a  personal 
interview  with  Judge  Arnold  might,  and  prob¬ 
ably  would,  call  up  some  inconvenient  explana¬ 
tions,  while  she  knew  enough  of  his  liberality 
from  her  daughter’s  long  and  well-paid  service 
in  his  family  to  fear  any  future  investigation 
from  him  on  the  score  of  money-matters ;  thus 
her  thoughts  were  busy  with  the  Past,  and  her 
tongue  silent. 

On  the  other  side,  Hitty  (or  “Belle,”  as  we 
shall  now  call  her),  who  had  never  received 
from  her  one  loving  look  or  word,  had  always 
shrunk  away  from  her  with  instinctive  disgust 
and  aversion,  treating  her  as  rudely  as  her 
supposed  claim  upon  her  as  her  grandmother 
seemed  to  render  admissible;  and  now  busy 
with  dreams,  hopes,  and  wonders  of  all  which 
the  Future  was  bringing  to  her,  was  equally  si¬ 
lent. 

They  reached  the  station,  where  their  unus¬ 
ual  appearance  called  forth  some  observations, 
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which,  fortunately,  they  did  not  hear,  and  sat 
down  to  rest  themselves  and  wait  for  the  ex¬ 
pected  up  train. 

It  came  at  length,  and  little  Belle  eagerly 
eyed  every  one  that  came  up  in  it ;  but  she 
saw  no  one  at  all  answering  to  her  expectations 
of  what  her  grandfather’s  messenger  would  be 
like  to  be — indeed,  it  would  have  been  difficult 
to  find  such  a  person  in  real  life.  A  tall,  stern¬ 
looking  man  with  fierce  whiskers,  dressed  in  a 
single-breasted,  befrogged  coat  buttoned  up  to 
the  chin,  with  a  cockade  on  his  hat,  a  badge 
upon  his  breast,  spurs  upon  his  heels,  and  gold- 
lace  and  buttons  sprinkled  over  his  person  ad 
libitum!— a.  something  between  an  English 
beadle  and  a  Yankee  militia  captain. 

But,  alas !  no  such  person  appeared ;  and 
Belle,  who  would  now  have  even  welcomed 
the  handcuffs,  grew  wildly  anxious.  Present¬ 
ly  the  train  started  upon  its  onward  way,  and 
no  one  had  appeared  to  claim  her ;  and  the 
eyes  of  the  poor  child  filled  with  drops  of  mor¬ 
tification  and  bitter  disappointment. 

Mrs.  Cutter,  though  secretly  anxious  and 
disappointed  herself,  saw  the  discomfort  of  her 
young  companion  and  enjoyed  it.  “  Come, 
child,”  she  said  aloud  as  she  rose  from  her 
seat;  “I  guess  we  may  as  well  mog  home 
ag^in.  Ain’t  no  use  in  setting  here  all  day,  as 
I  know  of.  You  needn’t  have  been  in  such  a 
fuss  to  get  here  airly.  It’s  clear  you  ain’t 
going  to  be  sent  for  this  day,  any  how.  I 
guess  yer  gran’father  ain’t  in  sich  a  mighty 
hurry  to  see  you  as  you  s’posed  he  was. 
Come!” 

As  Mrs.  Cutter  spoke  a  well-dressed,  quiet¬ 
looking  woman,  who  had  been  sitting  unob¬ 
served  a  little  behind  them,  rose  and  came 
hastily  across  the  room  to  them,  saying  to  Mrs. 
Cutter  as  she  drew  near,  “Excuse  me.  But 
— can  I  be  right  ?  Are  you  Mrs.  Cutter  ?” 

“Yes ’m,  yes  ’in,”  said  Belle,  pressing  forward 
before  the  widow  could  reply,  and  speaking  for 
her  in  quick,  breathless  tones — “  yes ’m,  yes ’m, 
she  is — she’s  Mrs.  Persis  Cutter.  That’s  her 
name;  and  I’m  Belle  Linzee.  And  are  you 
the  messenger  that  my  grandfather  Arnold 
wrote  he  would  send  for  me?” 

“Yes,  my  dear,”  said  the  stranger,  regard¬ 
ing  the  droll  little  figure  before  her  with  its 
strange  garb  and  eager,  flushed  face  in  evident 
surprise  and  consternation,  “I  am.  There  is 
a  letter  I  was  to  give  you,  Mrs.  Cutter.  And 
now.  Miss  Belle,  the  down  train  wdll  be  along 
in  two  or  three  minutes — I  am  going  to  the 
door  to  look  for  it.  When  you  have  bidden 
your  friend  here  ‘good-by,’  you  will  join  me 
there,  if  you  please.” 

It  was  evident  that  “  grandfather’s  messen¬ 
ger”  had  withdrawn  from  motives  of  delicacy, 
not  wishing  to  be  a  check  upon  what  she  doubt¬ 
less  expected  would  be  a  tender  farewell;  but 
Mrs.  Cutter  and  Belle  had  no  such  intentions. 
A  cold  “good-by”  from  each,  and  a  tremulous 
“  give  my  love  to  dear  old  Morgee !”  from  Belle, 
terminated  their  last  intervdew.  And  Belle  re¬ 


joined  her  new  guardian  some  time  before  the 
down  train  appeared  in  sight. 

As  the  cars  came  thundering  up  to  the  sta¬ 
tion-house,  the  messenger — for  Belle  knew  no 
other  name  for  her — took  her  little  charge  by 
the  hand,  and,  entering  them,  took  a  good  seat 
for  her,  and  then  took  one  for  herself  at  some 
little .  distance  from  her,  but  where  she  could 
keep  her  full  in  view ;  for,  to  tell  the  truth, 
the  well-dressed  and  well-trained  servant  was 
rather  ashamed  of  the  bizarre  dress  and  rustic 
appearance  of  her  young  mistress. 

This  arrangement,  by  condemning  the  little 
girl  to  total  silence,  gave  her  time  for  much  re¬ 
flection.  She  had  never  before,  since  her  ear¬ 
liest  recollection,  been  in  a  steam-car,  nor  in¬ 
deed  in  any  vehicle  of  any  sort  beyond  a  farm¬ 
er’s  market  wagon,  and  even  that  was  a  pleas¬ 
ure  not  often  enjoyed.  So  that  this  new  ex¬ 
perience  would  of  itself  have  occupied  all  her 
thoughts  had  there  been  no  more  urgent  call 
for  them ;  but  now  she  was  so  intent  upon  the 
future,  and  what  it  was  to  bring  forth  for  her, 
that  the  present  seemed  to  be  annihilated  for 
her,  and  she  scarcely  noticed  by  what  mode 
her  progress  was  being  made. 

The  ride  was  a  long  one  and  the  weather 
very  warm,  and  the  poor  child,  who  could  have 
walked  or  run  a  dozen  miles  without  fatigue, 
grew  cramped  and  weary  with  the  unnatural 
constraint.  But  she  bore  it  bravely,  made  no 
complaints,  and  asked  no  questions — it  was  her 
“grandfather’s  messenger,”  and  she  was  taking 
her  to  him  ;  and  if  she  had  been  kept  riding  all 
night,  the  faith  and  hope  in  her  brave  little 
heart  would  have  sustained  her. 

The  nicely-dressed  and  respectable  woman 
who  had  her  in  charge  was  to  her  an  object  of 
respect  and  admiration,  amounting  almost  to 
awe ;  for  she  was,  in  dress  and  bearing,  very 
far  beyond  any  thing  the  child  had  ever  seen 
before — a  decidedly  “great  lady”  to  her;  and 
she  gave  herself  up  to  her  guidance  without 
one  questioning  doubt. 

At  last,  late  in  the  summer  afternoon,  they 
reached  their  place  of  destination — at  least  so 
far  as  they  were  to  go  in  the  cars — and  the 
weary  girl  was  glad  to  leave  her  seat  and 
stretch  her  cramped  and  benumbed  limbs. 

“There,  Miss  Belle,”  said  her  conductress 
as  they  stepped  from  the  cars — “there  they 
are,  you  see,  waiting  for  us.  There  is  your 
grandpapa’s  carriage.” 

Her  grandfather’s  carriage — hers !  She  who 
had  thanked  Earmer  Twitch  el,  with  a  humble 
courtesy,  for  a  ride  in  his  empty  hay -cart! 
Why,  it  seemed  to  her  that  the  vert-  heavens 
must  be  breaking  up  and  falling  in  glory  about 
her  feet  as,  looking  in  the  direction  indicated 
by  her  companion,  she  actually  saw  a  stylish, 
well-appointed  family-carriage,  with  a  pair  of 
sleek  iron-gray  horses,  waiting  in  the  distance. 

Remember,  Belle  was  not  a  connoisseur  in 
carnages,  this  being  the  first  equipage  of  the 
kind  she  had  ever  beheld ;  and  wonder  not  if 
she  felt  through  all  her  being  that  the  “  golden 
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coacli”  in  which  the  cat-loving  Whittington  was 
borne  through  the  streets  of  “great  Loijdon 
town,”  in  all  the  full-blown  honors  of  his  lord 
mayoralty,  was  “  not  a  circumstance”  compared 
to  this  one ! 

Taking  the  hand  of  the  girl  who,  between  awe 
and  weariness,  walked  as  if  in  a  glorious  but 
bewildering  vision,  the  woman  led  her  on  toward 
the  carriage. 

“There,”  said  she;  “that  is  Mrs.  Montrav- 
ers.  ” 

“And  who  is  she?”  faltered  poor  Belle. 

“Why,  she  is  your  governess,  dear!  And 
such  a  nice,  pleasant  lady !  I’m  sure  you  will 
like  her ;  you  can  not  help  it.  See,  she  is  com¬ 
ing  to  meet  you.”  And  as  she  spoke,  a  stylish 
and  elegant  woman,  of  commanding  presence, 
dressed  in  a  rich  shawl,  and  that  (to  Belle)  oft¬ 
en  heard  of  but  seldom  seen  luxury,  a  silk  dress, 
descended  from  the  carriage,  and  came  toward 
them. 

“And  this  is  Miss  Belle  Linzee?”  she  said, 
inquiringly,  as  her  astonished  gaze  rested  upon 
the  flushed  face  and  shrinking  figure  of  our  poor 
little  heroine  ;  and  her  first  verdict  was,  “  Good 
Heavens,  what  a  little  savage !  ” 

But  as  she  met  the  mild,  imploring  glance  of 
the  sweet  blue  eyes,  so  softly  pleading  and  full 
of  tenderness,  her  heart  corrected  the  judgment 
her  taste  had  rendered,  and  she  said  to  herself, 
“Poor,  neglected  little  thing!”  and  stooping, 
she  gently  took  the  little  yellow,  cottage-gloved 
hand  in  hers,  and  lightly  kissed  the  crimson 
cheek.'  “  This  way,  my  dear,”  she  said,  and  in 
a  moment  more  Belle  was  beside  her  in  the  lux¬ 
urious  carriage. 

As  the  coachman  resumed  his  reins,  and  the 
high-stepping  grays  moved  homeward,  Mrs. 
Montravers  looked  again  into  the  face  of  the 
little  stranger  by  her  side. 

“  You  are  very  tired,  my  dear,  are  you  ?”  she 
asked,  kindly. 

“Yes ’m  ;  no ’m,”  faltered  poor  Belle.  “I 
don’t  know’m  ;  I  don’t  think  I’m  just  tired  ;  but 
I’m  not  used  to  riding — rand — and  my  head  be¬ 
gins  to  ache  a  good  deal.  ” 

“I’m  sure  it  does, ”  said  her  pitying  compan¬ 
ion,  seeing  the  evident  exertion  the  child  was 
making  to  control  herself.  “It  is  a  long  ride 
for  you,  and  the  day  has  been  very  warm,  and 
I  am  sure  you  must  be  tired.  Suppose  you  take 
off  your  hat,  and  rest  your  head  upon  my  shoul¬ 
der — there — so.”  And,  suiting  the  kind  action 
to  the  kind  words,  she  gently  removed  the  feath¬ 
ered  monstrosity,  and  putting  her  arm  round 
the  now  fairly  sobbing  girl,  drew  her  toward 
her,  and  rested  the  throbbing  temples  on  her 
shoulder. 

“Oh  dear,  kind,  good  lady!”  sobbed  weary 
little  Belle.  “  How  very,  very  good  you  are  to 
me  !  Nobody  was  ever  so  kind  to  me  before.” 

“Oh,”  said  the  lady,  with  an  encouraging 
smile,  “you  are  going  to  be  my  little  girl  now, 
you  know ;  and  I  hope  we  shall  be  very  good 
friends  together — you  and  I.” 

“  I  am  sure  that  I  shall  like  you,”  said  Belle, 


fervently.  “  There’s  no  doubt  about  that ;  I 
am  sure  I  can’t  help  it ;  but  I’m  afraid  I  shall 
give  you  lots  of  trouble.  I  am  such  an  ignorant 
little  girl.  I  do  not  know  any  thing.  I’ve  nev¬ 
er  been  taught  to  do  any  thing ;  and  I  do  not 
know  what  to  say  or  how  to  behave  ;  but  if  you 
will  try  to  teach  me  I  will  do  just  what  you  tell 
me,  and  love  you  dearly — dearly!” 

“  That  is  all  I  can  ask  of  you,  my  dear  child. 
But  you  are  too  tired  to  talk  now.  Sit  still, 
and  rest  your  poor  head.  We  shall  soon  be  at 
home  now,  and  you  shall  have  some  tea,  and  go 
to  bed ;  and  to-morrow  we  will  talk  of  all  this.” 
And  the  obedient  girl,  fairly  overcome  by  her 
mental  excitement  and  bodily  fatigue,  nestled 
down  into  a  heavy  drowse,  which  was  neither 
sleep  nor  wakefulness,  conscious  only  of  a  grand 
and  perfect  contentment. 

When  the  carriage  stopped  she  was  so  far 
asleep  that  she  had  to  be  lifted  out ;  and  as  she 
was  led  on  she  saw  as  in  a  dream  the  lighted 
hall,  the  pictured  walls,  the  richly  -  carpeted 
stairs,  the  beautiful  and  fragrant  flowers  upon 
the  various  landings ;  and  enchanted  castles, 
eastern  bowers,  and  fairy  palaces  seemed  more 
than  verified.  At  last  they  paused  in  a  small 
but  luxurious  room,  and  then,  when  some  cool¬ 
ing  lotion  had  been  applied  to  her  face  to  re¬ 
lieve  the  flush  which  her  new  friend  naturally 
attributed  to  the  heat  of  the  summer  day.  Belle 
had  some  tea,  toast,  simple  cake,  and  preserve. 
Very  simple  the  repast  was,  but  to  her  inexpe¬ 
rienced  taste  it  seemed  like  nectar  and  ambro¬ 
sia  !  Not  the  far-famed 

“Jelly  of  stars,  and  a  dish  of  humming-birds’ 

tongues,” 

which  old-fashioned  hospitality  used  to  covet 
for  the  delectation  of  its  most  honored  guests, 
could  have  been  more  acceptable  to  her. 

When  this  needed  refreshment  was  over 
Belle  was  allowed  to  go  to  her  luxurious  cham¬ 
ber  ;  and  so  tired  was  she,  the  unwonted  serv¬ 
ices  of  a  maid  to  help  her  undress  were  not  re¬ 
jected,  or  indeed  scarcely  noticed. 

“You  will  not  be  afraid  to  sleep  here  alone, 
will  you,  my  dear?”  questioned  the  governess, 
kindly.  “I  sleep  in  the  next  room,  and  shall 
keep  my  door  open.” 

“Afraid?  Oh  dear!  no ’m.”  And  sleepy 
Belle 

“Laughed  a  laugh  of  merry  scorn,” 
as  she  thought  of  the  lonely  little  attic,  up  un¬ 
der  the  roof,  where  she  had  slept  alone  through 
summer’s  heat  and  winter’s  cold ;  when  the 
howling  wintry  storms  beat  upon  the.  old  roof, 
which  creaked  and  shivered  in  the  fierce  blast, 
and  where  the  rats  and  mice  scrabbled  and 
squeaked  in  the  decaying  w'alls.' 

Mrs.  Montravers  lingered  a  moment  to  turn 
down  the  gas  to  a  slumberous  light,  and  before 
she  left  the  room  the  little  tired  traveler  was 
lost  in  a  dreamless  sleep. 

In  the  morning  Belle  woke  at  her  usual  ear¬ 
ly  hour,  but  the  house  seemed  preternaturally 
still,  and  the  windows  of  her  room  were  dark- 
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ened  witli  shades  and  curtains ;  and  as  she  had 
no  “chores,”  as  Mrs.  Cutter  called  her  services, 
to  perform,  that  she  knew  of,  she  did  not  ven¬ 
ture  to  rise,  particularly  as  a  peep  through  the 
open  door,  into  the  other  chamber,  showed  her 
her  kind  governess  still  fast  asleep ;  so  she  lay 
still  and  reviewed  her  position. 

It  was  strange  how  the  sun  of  prosperity  had 
already  thawed  the  frozen  soil  of  this  little  des¬ 
olate  heart,  and  called  into  bloom  some  of  the 
sweet  traits  of  the  child’s  character!  While 
with  Mrs.  Cutter,  her  love  of  truth  and  justice, 
her  innate  perception  of  the  pure  and  good,  and 
her  natural  and  instinctive  love  of  the  beauti¬ 
ful,  had  been  so  outraged  and  disgusted  by  all 
her  surroundings  that  in  very  scorn  she  had 
adopted  a  harsh,  defiant  tone,  defending  her¬ 
self  from  the  evils  she  could  not  conquer  by 
opposing  to  them  a  fierce  recklessness  and  a 
saucy  wit ;  but  now,  in  the  more  genial  atmos¬ 
phere  of  refinement  and  love,  she  had  at  once 
laid  down  her  arms,  and  exhibited  only  the 
beautiful  traits  of  her  sweet,  generous,  and 
truthful  nature  ;  and,  as  she  lay  waiting  the 
summons  to  rise,  she  made  up  her  mind  to  be 
as  wax  in  the  kind  hands  of  her  governess. 

After  a  time  which  seemed  interminable  to 
her,  whose  eagerness  counted  moments  as  hours 
(and  when  her  enforced  inaction  had  wearied 
her  nearly  as  much  as  her  journey),  she  heard 
a  slight  stir  in  the  next  room,  then  a  distant 
bell  tingled,  and  the  stately  messenger  of  the 
day  before,  who  was,  in  truth,  only  lady’s-maid, 
entered  the  next  room.  Mrs.  Montravers  spoke 
to  her  in  a  low  voice,  and  coming  to  the  door, 
she  looked  in. 

“  Oh  I  you  are  awake,  then.  Miss  Belle  ?” 

“Yes’m.” 

“  Mrs.  Montravers  sSnds  her  love  and  com¬ 
pliments  to  you,  and  says  ‘  Good-morning’  to 
you ;  and,  if  you  please,  she  does  not  want  you 
to  rise  until  she  comes  in.” 

“Yes ’m.” 

The  woman  smiled  at  Belle’s  rustic  polite¬ 
ness.  “  My  name  is  Eachel,”  she  said,  sug¬ 
gestively,  and  withdrew. 

Eachel !  Her  name  was  Eachel,  very  likely ; 
but  how  could  a  little  country  girl  like  Belle 
dare  to  call  her  so — such  an  elegant  lady,  and 
so  much  older  than  she  was  too ! — it  seemed  pre¬ 
posterous.  Why,  she  might  as  well  call  the 
reverend  Parson  Stoddard,  her  minister,  “Le- 
ander,”  and  his  wife,  the  minister’s  lady,  “Eu¬ 
nice  Irene!” — what  fearful  profanation!  She 
grew  red  to  think  of  it. 

Soon  Mrs.  Montravers  and  Eachel  came  into 
the  room,  and  Belle’s  toilet  was  begun.  The 
cooling  wash  of  the  night  before  had  removed 
“the  flush  of  victory”  which  had  followed  the 
forcible  extermination  of  the  hated  freckles  and 
tan,  and  rested  by  a  long  night’s  sleep,  and  re¬ 
freshed  by  her  luxurious  moraing  bath,  she  was 
fresh  as  a  rose,  and  stood  revealed  in  the  fair 
and  brilliant  red  and  white  which  make  youth 
so  beautiful. 

It  was  evident  that  her  coming  had  been  an¬ 


ticipated,  and  her  wants  provided  for  :  money, 
tastp,  and  judgment  had  been  freely  expended ; 
ready,  skillful  hands  had  been  at  work ;  and  ar¬ 
ticles  of  luxury  and  beauty  seemed  springing 
up  for  her  use  on  every  hand.  The  delicate 
French  boots,  the  silken  stockings,  the  rich  lace, 
the  embroidery  and  fine  linen,  to  which  other 
girls  of  her  rank  are  accustomed  from  infancy, 
and  which  from  long  use  seem  scarcely  any 
luxuries  at  all  to  them,  were  all,  to  her  inex¬ 
perienced  eyes  and  keen  perception  of  the  beau¬ 
tiful,  objects  of  real  enjoyment ;  but  the  watch¬ 
ful  governess  saw  with  pleasure  that  no  per¬ 
sonal  vanity  had  any  part  in  her  delight.  It 
was  the  beauty  of  each  article  in  itself,  not  its 
effect  upon  hers,  which  she  seemed  to  rejoice 
in. 

“And  now.  Miss  Belle,”  said  Eachel,  “you 
will  sit  down,  if  you  please,  and  let  me  arrange 
your  hair.”  And  the  obedient  girl  seated  her¬ 
self  at  once. 

“  What  magnificent  hair  !”  said  the  admiring 
operator,  as,  having  removed  the  yellow  strings 
and  untwisted  the  stiff  braids,  she  saw  the  rich 
masses  of  red  gold  fall  shimmering  through  her 
hand. 

“What,  my  red  stuff?”  asked  Belle,  looking 
up  in  unafl'ected  wonder.  (Belle  did  not  know 
how  the  edicts  of  mighty  Fashion  had  glorified 
the  once-despised  hue.)  “Why,  I  always  think 
it  is  awful !  Mrs.  Cutter  said  it  was  hateful,  and 
if  I  did  not  take  care  it  would  burn  the  house  up ! 
I  have  cut  it  off  close  to  my  head  two  or  three 
times  ;  but  it  was  of  no  use,  it  only  grew  all  the 
thicker  and  curled  all  the  tighter,  so  I  just  let 
it  alone,  and  let  it  grow.” 

“I  am  very  glad  you  did,  my  dear,”  said  the 
smiling  governess,  who  was  superintending  this 
first  toilet. 

“The  red  stuflF”  was  in  skillful  hands  now, 
however.  A  careful  brushing  and  a  tasteful 
adjustment  by  fingers  fuUy  competent  to  their 
task,  and  the  shining  masses,  drawn  away  from 
the  brow  in  the  waving  lines  of  beauty,  fell  in  a 
profusion  of  loose  curls  over  the  girl’s  plump 
white  shoulders  and  round  arms. 

A  simple  white  robe  of  delicate  material  and 
tasteful  fashion,  and  a  lustrous  blue  silk  sash, 
completed  the  dress,  and  the  two  ofiSciating 
priestesses  exchanged  delighted  glances  at  the 
result  of  their  labors,  as  Belle  took  the  offered 
hand  of  her  governess  and  turned  from  the 
room  without  one  glance  into  the  tall  mirror 
which  seemed  to  stand  waiting  for  her. 

At  every  turn  on  the  stairs  she  stopped  in 
wonder  and  admiration  of  the  exquisite  flower¬ 
ing  plants,  and  inhaled  their  sweet  odors  with 
exclamations  of  delight. 

As  they  reached  the  drawing-room  door,  Mrs. 
Montravers  stopped  to  speak  to  a  servant,  and 
signed  to  Belle  to  enter  alone.  As  she  walked 
up  the  spacious  and  elegant  room,  almost  in  awe 
at  all  the  splendors  surrounding  her,  a  young 
and  beautiful  girl,  about  her  own  age,  advanced 
from  the  adjoining  room  to  meet  her.  Belle 
was  unprepared  for  this;  she  turned  hastily 
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back,  and,  shy  and  trembling,  regained  the 
hand  of  her  friend. 

“Who  is  that?”  she  asked,  in  a  low,  breath¬ 
less  whisper. 

“Who,  my  dear?” 

“Tliat  beautiful  young  lady  in  the  other 
room.  Is  she  my  sister  ?  Does  she  live  here  ?” 

“Yes,  my  dear,”  said  Mrs.  Montravers,  smil¬ 
ing;  that  is  the  young  lady  of  the  house.  Come, 
and  let  me  introduce  you  to  her.”  And  she  led 
Belle,  blushing  and  shy,  and  half  afraid  to  look 
up,  directly  before  the  great  mirror  before  she 
discovered  her  mistake. 

“Why,  is  it  me?”  she  said,  when  the  truth 
revealed  itself  to  her.  “Am  I  so  pretty  as 
that  ?  Oh  !  my  dear  friend,  what  have  you  done 
to  me  ?  You  have  really  made  me  look  like  a 
young  lady.  How  did  you  do  it?” 

“You  are  a  young  lady,  my  dear  Belle  ;  you 
were  bom  a  young  lady,  and  I  trust  you  wdll 
always  behave  like  one  ;  but  now  come  into  the 
other  room,  and  we  will  have  our  breakfast.” 

After  breakfast  Mrs.  Montravers  took  Belle 
through  the  rooms,  and  pointed  out  to  her  the 
pictures  and  statuary. 

The  pictures  of  her  father  and  mother,  taken 
soon  after  marriage,  moved  her  to  tears  of  filial 
tenderness,  and  she  returned  to  them  again  and 
again  in  loving  interest. 

“Mrs.  Cutter  told  me,”  she  said,  in  a  tearful 
voice,  “  that  my  father  died  by  some  accident, 
she  couldn’t  tell  me  what.  Can  you  tell  me  ?” 

“Yes,  my  dear.  I  have  heard  that  your  pa¬ 
rents  were  riding  out,  when  their  horses  took 
fright  and  ran,  and  your  father  was  thrown  out 
and  instantly  killed  ;  but  this,  of  course,  was 
years  ago,  before  I  knew  any  thing  of  the  fam- 

ily.” 

”  Belle’s  lips  trembled  to  ask  about  her  mother, 
but  the  swelling  tears  prevented  her.  Her  gov¬ 
erness  had  already  told  her  that  her  grandfather 
was  still  at  some  watering-place,  and  would  not 
probably  reach  home  under  another  week ;  at 
which  the  child  was  half  sorry,  half  glad,  for 
she  felt  she  had  time  for  improvement  before 
his  return  ;  and  to  be  what  he  would  wish  her 
to  be  was  the  one  great  object  of  her  ambi¬ 
tion. 

The  next  day  Mrs.  Montravers  took  her  out 
for  a  long  drive  ;  and  on  their  return  the  elder 
lady  went  up  to  change  her  dress,  but  little 
Belle,  seeing  some  new  flowers  which  the  gar¬ 
dener  had  just  arranged  on  the  piazza,  flung  off 
her  hat  and  stopped  to  admire  them.  She  had 
been  bending  with  clasped  hands  and  delighted 
eyes,  lost  in  the  contemplation  of  a  beautiful 
tuberose,  when,  as  she  turned  hastily  away  (with 
one  of  her  old  sudden  motions),  she  turned  near¬ 
ly  into  the  arms  of  a  fine-looking,  middle-aged 
gentleman,  who  had  been  standing  silently  ob¬ 
serving  her,  with  quite  as  much  admiration  as 
she  had  accorded  to  the  flowers. 

Now,  Belle’s  ideas  of  her  grandfather’s  per¬ 
sonal  appearance  had  naturally,  but  uncon¬ 
sciously,  been  formed  upon  the  model  of  Dea¬ 
con  Josh  Cutter’s  profile  over  the  chimney- 


piece  ;  and  comprised,  of  course,  as  its  compo¬ 
nent  parts — old  age,  a  wig,  a  queue,  a  ruffle- 
bosomed  shirt,  and  a  bottle  nose  ;  modified,  of 
course,  in  the  individual.  And  it  never  occurred 
to  her  that  the  elegantly  dressed  and  hand¬ 
some  man  before  her,  deficient  in  all  these  im¬ 
portant  particulars,  could  be  her  grandfather. 

“I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir,”  she  said,  retreat¬ 
ing  hurriedly,  but  blushing  and  beautiful  in  her 
timid  confusion. 

‘  ‘  Mabel  Arnold  !  her  very  self,  I  protest  1  ” 
said  the  gentleman,  gazing  at  her  in  wondering 
admiration. 

“Oh  no.  Sir!”  said  the  child,  gently  and 
gravely;  “that  was  my  dear  mother;  I  am 
only  Belle  Linzee.  If  you  will  walk  into  the 
drawing-room,  if  you  please,  I  will  call  Mrs. 
Montravers ;  my  grandfather  has  not  come 
yet.” 

“Your  grandfather  has  come,  you  little  an¬ 
gel  !  and  you  did  not  know  him,”  said  the  gen¬ 
tleman,  catching  her  in  his  arms.  “My  dar¬ 
ling  !  my  darling !  Why !  you  are  your  mother 
over  again.  I  declare !  I  scarcely  know  if  it 
is  Mabel  or  Belle ;  whether  you  are  my  child, 
or  grandchild.” 

“Let  me  be  both  to  you,  dear  grandfather  I” 
said  BeUe,  caressingly,  twining  her  arms  round 
his  neck,  and  pressing  her  soft  cheek  to  his. 

“No,  no,  my  pet!”  said  the  delighted  pa¬ 
rent  ;  “  don’t  aim  at  too  much.  I  think  I  can 
love  you  quite  enough  as  my  grandchild ;  but 
I  forget,  you  have  not  seen  your  mother  yet.” 

“Oh  yes;  indeed  I  have!”  said  Belle,  in 
trembling  tones,  while  tears  dimmed  the  soft 
lustre  of  her  eyes.  “  I  go  and  stand  before  her 
stveet  picture  very,  very  often.” 

“Her  picture?  Nonsense!  Come  here!” 
and  he  threw  open  the  drawing-room  door. 

Belle  saw  a  slight,  graceful  figure,  in  wid¬ 
ow’s  weeds,  standing  with  clasped  hands  be¬ 
fore  the  picture  of  Howard  Linzee. 

“Mabel!”  shouted  the  happy  grandfather. 
“See  here  !  Our  Belle — ”  and  in  another  in¬ 
stant  the  one  deep  longing  of  Belle's  heart  was 
gratified.  She  was  clasped  in  the  arms  of  her 
mother,  and  her  cup  of  earthly  happiness  had 
sparkled  to  the  brim. 


THE  EUNNING  TUEF  IN  AMERICA, 
[jftrst  apaper.] 

T  is  traditional,  if  not  a  well-authenticated 
fact,  that  horse-racing  was  known  in  Amer¬ 
ica  prior  to  the  defeat  of  General  Braddock,  in 
1753.  Virginia  and  Maryland  were  the  places 
where  first  the  people  began  to  think  about  de¬ 
veloping  the  speed  of  the  horse.  In  that  early 
period  quarter-racing  was  most  in  vogue,  and 
it  is  safe  to  assert  that  sport,  rather  than  the 
improvement  of  the  equine,  was  the  incentive 
to  action.  Fearnought,  imported  into  Virginia 
in  March,  1 764,  was  regarded  as  the  Godolphin 
Arabian  of  America.  If  we  may  believe  the 
old  chronicles,  he  certainly  was  a  superior  horse. 
He  was  a  bay,  15  hands  21  inches  high,  and 
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was  foaled  in  1755,  being  bred  by  Mr.  Warren. 
He  was  got  by  Eegulus,  and  his  dam  Silvertail, 
a  mare  descended  from  the  Darley  Arabian. 
Fearnought  was  bred  to  the  best  mares  in  the 
country,  and  the  result  was  a  better  class  of 
horses  than  had  formerly  been  seen  on  this  side 
of  the  Atlantic. 

But  Jolly  Roger  had  left  his  impress  upon 
the  stock  of  Virginia  prior  to  the  importation 
of  Fearnought.  He  was  a  chestnut,  got  by 
Roundhead,  and  out  of  a  sister  to  Wilkie  mare 
by  Croft’s  Partner.  His  seventh  dam  was  the 
Burton  Barb  mare.  He  was  foaled  in  1741, 
and  brought  to  this  country  by  Mr.  Craddock. 
He  died  in  Greenville  County,  Virginia,  in  1772, 
aged  thirty-one  years,  leaving  speedy  but  not 
over-stout  sons  and  daughters.  Janus,  by  Old 
Janus,  the  latter  a  son  of  the  Godolphin  Ara¬ 
bian,  was  imported  into  Virginia  in  1752,  and 
did  good  service  in  the  stud.  Both  Janus  and 
Jolly  Roger  are  entitled  to  much  credit  when 
we  come  to  trace  the  history  of  the  blood-horse 
of  America.  They  are  the  first  links  in  the 
chain  which  binds  the  present  to  the  past. 
They  sowed  seed  which  has  brought  forth  good 
fruit.  Their  blood  muigled  with  coarser  cur¬ 
rents,  and  gave  a  shade  of  purity  and  richness 
to  these  currents.  So  when  Fearnought  made 
his  appearance  in  Virginia — came  from  the  Old 
to  the  New  World  with  the  pride  of  aristocratic 
lineage— he  was  not  called  upon  to  dissipate 
his  powers  through  unknpwn  channels.  There 
was  a  base  to  work  upon,  for  Janus  and  Jolly 
Roger  had  not  lived  in  vain.  Many  of  their 
immediate  descendants  had  reached  the  age  of 
maturity,  and  they  were  prepared  to  receive, 
blend  with  their  own,  and  perpetuate  the  blood 
of  the  son  of  Regulus. 

Fearnought  conferred  stoutness  and  qualities 
of  endurance  upon  his  stock,  which  led  to  trials 
of  speed  at  longer  distances  than  had  been  the 
fashion  before.  Mares  of  pure  blood  were  also 
imported  from  England,  among  which  was  the 
celebrated  Cub  mare,  the  dam  of  Slamerkin ; 
and  breeding  was  carried  on  with  great  success 
in  the  Old  Dominion  until  it  was  interrupted 
by  the  war  of  the  Revolution.  After  the  war 
new  importations  were  made,  among  which  may 
be  mentioned  as  the  most  celebrated  the  stall¬ 
ions  Medley  and  Messenger.  From  Virginia 
the  blood  and  racing  fever  extended  into  Mary¬ 
land,  and  then  into  the  Carolinas.  Charles¬ 
ton  for  many  years  was  a  great  racing  centre. 
Horses  were  matched  against  each  other  as  far- 
back  as  1734;  but  the  contests  were  not  of  a 
character  to  exercise  much  influence  upon  the 
problem  of  breeding,  if,  indeed,  at  that  time 
breeding  was  regarded  in  the  light  of  a  prob¬ 
lem. 

The  Newmarket  Course  was  inaugurated  at 
Charleston,  February  19,  1760,  under  the  man¬ 
agement  of  Mr.  Thomas  Nightingale,  a  York¬ 
shire  man  by  birth.  Several  other  courses  were 
opened  in  different  parts  of  South  Carolina,  and 
racing  became  something  of  a  popular  pastime, 
though  the  sports  were  what  in  this  modern 


day  we  would  forcibly,  if  not  elegantly,  denom¬ 
inate  the  scrub  order. 

About  1772,  Flimnap,  a  bay  stallion  by 
South  out  of  a  Cygnet  mare — Cygnet  by  the 
Godolphin  Arabian — was  imported  into  South 
Carolina  by  Mr.  Mansell.  He  was  quite  a 
celebrity  in  his  day,  and  his  blood  served  to  en¬ 
rich  our  stock.  Though  small,  being  but  four¬ 
teen  hands  and  a  half  inch  high,  he  was  strong 
and  hardy.  Josiah  Quincy,  w-ho  visited  Charles¬ 
ton  in  1773,  made  a  brief  note  in  his  journal: 
“  March  3. — Spent  day  in  viewing  horses,  rid¬ 
ing  over  the  town,  and  receiving  complimentary 
visits.”  “March  16. — Spent  the  morning,  ever 
since  five  o’clock,  in  perusing  public  records  of 
the  Province,  etc.,  etc. ;  am  now  going  to  the 
famous  races.  The  races  were  well  perform¬ 
ed  ;  but  Flimnap  beat  Little  David  (who  had 
won  the  last  sixteen  races)  out  and  out.  The 
last  heat  the  former  distanced  the  latter.  The 
first  four-mile  heat  was  performed  in  eight 
minutes  and  seventeen  seconds,  being  four 
miles.  £2000  were  won  and  lost  at  this  race, 
and  Flimnap  sold  at  public  vendue  the  same 
day  for  £300  sterling.  At  the  races  I  saw  a 
fine  collection  of  excellent  though  very  high- 
priced  horses,  and  was  let  a  little  into  the  sin¬ 
gular  art  and  mystery  of  the  turf.” 

When  South  Carolina  was  invaded  by  the 
soldiers  of  Lord  Cornwallis,  frequent  attempts 
were  made  to  secure  from  the  farm  of  Major 
Harleston  Flimnap  as  a  prize,  for  the  fame  of 
the  horse  had  spread  throughout  the  two  armies. 
But  all  efforts  to  get  possession  of  the  stallion 
proved  unsuccessful.  Flimnap  eventually  was 
sent  into  North  Carolina,  where  he  remained 
until  the  British  soldiers  were  withdrawn  from 
the  other  Carolina.  And  to  this  day  many  of 
the  pedigrees  of  the  best  horses  of  America 
trace  back  to  this  small  but  hardy  son  of  South 
and  the  Cygnet  mare. 

When  the  war  closed  a  new  impulse  was 
given  to  the  sports  of  the  turf.  Among  the 
gentlemen  from  South  Carolina  who  now  took 
an  active  interest  in  racing  were  General  Hamp¬ 
ton,  Colonel  Alston,  Colonel  Washington,  Col¬ 
onel  M'Pherson,  Major  Thompson,  Mr.  Sum¬ 
ter,  Mr.  Fenwick,  Mr.  Wigfall,  Mr.  William 
Moultrie,  and  Mr.  Singleton.  The  season  of 
1786  opened  brilliantly  at  the  Newmarket 
Course.  The  turf  became  the  fashionable 
amusement  of  the  hour,  and  the  era  that  then 
and  there  dawned  is  referred  to  as  “  a  gold¬ 
en  age  of  racing”  in  the  State  of  South  Caro¬ 
lina.  A  chronicler  of  that  period  writes  en¬ 
thusiastically  of  the  gatherings  on  the  New¬ 
market  Course:  “Whether  we  consider  the 
elevated  character  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  turf; 
the  attraction  that  the  races  possessed  at  that 
time,  and  for  many  subsequent  years,  for  all 
sorts  and  conditions  of  men — youth  anticipa¬ 
ting  its  delights  for  weeks  beforehand,  the 
sternness  of  age  relaxing  by  their  approach, 
lovers  becoming  more  ardent,  and  young  dam¬ 
sels  setting  their  eaps  with  greater  taste  and 
dexterity — the  qualitrj  of  the  company  in  at- 
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tendance  ;  the  splendid  equipages ;  the  liver¬ 
ied  outriders  that  were  to  be  seen  daily  on  the 
course  ;  the  gentlemen  attending  the  races  in 
fashionably  London  made  clothes,  buckskin 
breeches,  and  top-boots ;  the  universal  interest 
pervading  all  classes,  from  the  judge  upon  the 
bench  to  the  little  school-boy  with  his  sachel 
on  his  back ;  the  kind  greetings  of  the  town 
and  country ;  the  happy  meetings  of  old  friends 
whose  residences  were  at  a  distance,  aftording 
occasions  of  happy  intercourse  and  festivity ; 
the  marked  absence  of  all  care,  except  the  care 
of  the  horses ;  the  total  disregard  of  the  value 
of  time,  except  by  the  competitors  of  the  races, 
who  did  their  best  to  save  and  economize  it — 
every  thing  combined  to  render  race-week  in 
Charleston  emphatically  the  carnival  of  the 
State,  when  it  was  unpopular,  if  not  impossible, 
to  be  out  of  spirits,  and  not  to  mingle  with  the 
gay  throng.” 

The  picture  is  a  glowing  one,  but  it  is  not 
complete  until  we  add  that  clergymen  and 
learned  judges  sat  side  by  side  when  the  horses 
were  running,  taking  a  deep  interest  in  the  con¬ 
test  and  the  animated  scene  around  them.  We 
see  much  of  the  style  and  good  feeling  de¬ 
scribed  at  Jerome  Park  on  gala  days  ;  but  the 
fashions  have  slightly  changed  between  1786 
and  this  year  of  grace  1870.  Instead  of  gentle¬ 
men  appearing  on  the  course  in  tight  breeches 
and  top-boots,  they  introduce  their  servants  to 
the  gaping  crowd  in  this  peculiar  garb. 

The  history  of  the  Newmarket  Course  closes 
with  the  year  1791,  for  in  1792  the  South  Caro¬ 
lina  Jockey  Club  took  possession  of  the  Wash¬ 
ington  Course,  the  following  gentlemen  being 
the  original  proprietors :  General  C.  C.  Pinck¬ 
ney,  General  Washington,  O’Brien  Smith,  John 
Wilson,  James  Ladson,  William  Alston,  II.  M. 
Rutledge,  Gabriel  Manigault,  General  Reed, 
Colonel  Mitchell,  General  Wade  Hampton, 
James  Burn,  Captain  White,  L.  Campbell,  Will¬ 
iam  Moultrie,  General  M'Pherson,  Colonel 
M'Pherson,  Colonel  Morris,  E.  Fenwick,  and 
William  M‘Cleod. 

The  Jockey  Club  increased  in  strength  as  the 
years  went  by  ;  and,  up  to  the  breaking  out  of 
the  war  caused  by  the  firing  on  Fort  Sumter, 
the  history  of  the  Washington  Course  was  a  his¬ 
tory  of  uninterrupted  success.  The  races  were 
the  fashionable  event  of  the  year,  and  the  race- 
week  was  one  of  gayety  and  royal  display.  But 
one  meeting  was  held  each  year,  always  com¬ 
mencing  on  the  first  Wednesday  in  February 
and  continuing  throughout  the  week.  On 
Wednesday  the  Jockey  Club  gave  their  annual 
dinner — a  dinner  which  brought  together  all  the 
choice,  convivial  spirits  of  the  State ;  and  Fri¬ 
day  evening  was  set  apart  for  the  great  Jockey 
Club  ball.  No  expense  was  spared  in  the  effort 
to  make  this  ball  the  social  event  of  the  season, 
and  success  always  attended  the  effort.  Bright, 
very  bright  is  the  picture ;  but  the  brightness 
faded  when  Beauregard  rallied  the  people 
around  his  standard  and  rode  forth  to  battle. 
Charleston  suffered  terribly,  as  we  all  know,  by 


the  war ;  and  now  the  glory  of  the  South  Caro¬ 
lina  Jockey  Club  and  the  Washington  Course 
is  a  feature  of  the  past.  We  understand,  how¬ 
ever,  that  Dr.  John  B.  Irving,  the  former  secre¬ 
tary  of  the  club,  has  been  making  an  effort  to  re¬ 
organize  the  shattered  forces,  with  the  hope  of 
inaugurating  a  new  turf  era  at  Charleston  in 
the  autumn  of  1870. 

Immediately  subsequent  to  the  Revolution 
racing  stables  were  established  in  Virginia  and 
Maryland,  as  well  as  in  South  Carolina.  Among 
the  early  patrons  of  the  turf  in  Virginia  were 
Colonel  John  Tayloe  and  the  Messrs.  Hoomes, 
Selden,  and  Johnson.  Upon  the  turf  roll  of 
Maryland  we  find  the  names  of  Governors 
Ogle,  Ridgely,  Wright,  Lloyd,  and  Sprigg. 
Racing  has  been  truly  named  the  “  sport  of 
kings and  wherever  it  has  flourished  in  Amer¬ 
ica  it  has  received  the  support  of  our  wealthiest 
citizens  and  most  eminent  men.  More  than 
eighty  years  ago  race-courses  were  established 
at  Petersburg  and  Richmond.  When  the  two 
quarter  nags,  Twigg  and  Polly  Williams,  were 
rivals,  and  engaged  in  frequent  battles,  owing 
to  the  absence  of  currency,  tobacco  was  freely 
wagered  upon  the  races,  sometimes  as  much  as 
one  hundred  thousand  pounds  depending  upon 
a  single  contest. 

Although  we  can  trace  racing  back  to  the 
very  infancy  of  our  history,  the  turf  was  not 
conducted  on  a  systematic  plan  until  about  the 
year  1815  ;  at  least,  records  of  running  prior  to 
this  date  are  not  authentic.  The  people  of 
New  York,  like  those  of  the  more  southern 
States,  indulged  in  racing  before  they  even 
dreamed  of  going  to  war  with  Great  Britain  ; 
but  there  was  little  organization,  and  the  result 
of  each  contest  was  not  officially  recorded.  Mr. 
Herbert,  better  known  as  “Frank  Forester,” 
expressed  himself  very  emphatically  upon  this 
subject.  “To  draw  a  parallel,  as  nearly  as  1 
can-  draw  one,”  he  wrote,  “I  regard  the  old 
Virginia  turf,  prior  to  the  fifteenth  year,  at 
least,  of  the  nineteenth  century,  as  neither 
more  nor  less  authentic  than  that  of  England 
up  to  the  time  of  English  Eclipse ;  and  I  con¬ 
sider  that  the  era  of  the  importation  and  cover¬ 
ing  of  Diomed  and  Messenger  in  the  United 
States  as  parallel  to  that  of  0 ’Kelly’s  wonder¬ 
ful  stallion  in  the  Old  Country.  From  the  day 
when  the  sons  and  daughters  of  these  noble 
animals  began  to  run  upon  the  turfs  of  England 
and  the  tracks  of  America,  all  is  plain  and  on 
record,  so  that  who  runs  may  read.” 

American  Eclipse,  got  by  Duroc  out  of  Mil¬ 
ler’s  Damsel,  by  Messenger,  was  foaled  at  Do¬ 
zen’s,  Queens  County,  Long  Island,  May  25, 
1814,  just  one  year  in  advance  of  that  from 
which  Mr.  Herbert  dates  the  authentic  era  of 
the  turf  in  this  country.  And  this  bright  era  of 
the  turf  did  not  close  until  about  the  year  1 845. 
The  South  met  the  North  in  wholesome  rival¬ 
ry,  and  the  fruits  of  the  rivalry,  conducted  un¬ 
der  such  men  as  Johnson,  Tayloe,  Van  Mater, 
Wade  Hampton,  Bingaman,  Stevens,  Living¬ 
ston,  Stockton,  Jones,  and  Gibbons,  were  ap- 
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parent  in  the  wide  dissemination  of  blood,  and 
the  improvement  of  the  thorough-bred  horse. 
Long  Island  was  the  chosen  battle-ground  of 
the  champions,  and  year  after  year  the  tracks 
there  resounded  with  the  drum  roll  of  feet. 

Our  limits  will  not  allow  us  to  trace  the  his¬ 
tory  of  the  blood-horse,  link  by  link,  from  the 
earliest  times  down  to  the  present.  Volumes  are 
required  to  make  the  annals  of  the  turf  complete. 
We  make  pretension  to  only  a  glance  at  the  his¬ 
tory  of  racing,  desiring  to  show  the  vitality  of 
the  sport,  and  the  prominence  it  has  enjoyed. 

There  were  race  meetings  in  the  vicinity  of 
New  York  anterior  to  1819  ;  but  it  was  notun- 
til  that  year  that  the  people  of  Gotham  seemed 
to  take  a  lively  interest  in  the  transactions  of 
the  turf.  In  1819  an  association  was  formed, 
and  a  course  established  at  Bath,  Long  Island  ; 
but  the  location  was  not  most  desirable,  and  in 
1821  the  same  association  purchased  a  plot  of 
ground  eight  miles  from  Brooklyn,  and  inau¬ 
gurated  it  as  the  Union  Course.  Large  purses 
were  now  offered  for  speed  contests,  and  racing 
was  established  on  a  respectable  and  firm  basis. 
The  Union  Course  stands  prominently  on  the 
page  of  history,  since  it  was  the  theatre  of  some 
of  the  grandest  turf  battles  ever  decided  on 
American  soil.  The  great  race  between  Henry 
and  American  Eclipse,  if  no  other  had  been  run 
on  the  track  in  Queens  County,  would  have 
given  an  enduring  fame  to  the  Union  Course. 
The  racing  career  of  American  Eclipse  had  been 
one  series  of  brilliant  successes.  He  was  a 
Northern-bred  horse,  and  as  such  was  the  ri¬ 
val  of  Southern  studs.  The  turfmen  of  Vir¬ 
ginia,  Maryland,  and  South  Carolina  regarded 
him  with  envy,  and  they  sought  to  defeat,  if  not 
to  disgrace  him.  In  1822,  so  great  was  his 
fame,  and  so  feverish  the  racing  pulse,  that  the 
gentlemen  of  the  South  made  a  bold  effort  to 
humble  Northern  pride.  Mr.  James  J.  Har¬ 
rison,  of  Brunswick,  Virginia,  challenged  Mr. 
Van  Ranst  to  run  his  horse  American  Eclipse 
against  Sir  Charles,  overthe  Washington  Course 
at  Charleston,  four-mile  heats.  The  challenge 
was  promptly  accepted,  each  gentleman  staking 
$5000  on  his  horse,  and  fixing  the  20th  day 
of  November  for  the  race.  Sir  Charles  having 
met  with  an  accident,  Mr.  Harrison  was  obliged 
to  pay  forfeit ;  but  he  offered  to  run  his  horse 
a  single  four-mile  heat  against  Eclipse,  for 
$1500  a  side.  This  offer  was  accepted  by  Mr. 
Van  Ranst;  the  horses  were  prepared  for  the 
race,  and  the  Northern  champion  achieved  an 
easy  victory.  Sir  Charles  breaking  down  on  the 
last  mile. 

The  South  felt  humiliated ;  and  in  the  even¬ 
ing  of  the  same  day,  that  Napoleon  of  the  turf, 
William  R.  Johnson,  Esq.,  of  Petersburg,  Vir¬ 
ginia,  pledged  himself  to  produce  a  horse,  on 
the  last  Tuesday  in  May,  1823,  to  run  four-mile 
heats  against  Eclipse  over  the  Union  Course, 
Long  Island,  for  $20,000,  $3000  forfeit.  On 
the  part  of  several  gentlemen  from  the  North 
this  challenge  was  promptly  accepted  by  Mr. 
John  C.  Stephens.  Such,  in  brief,  are  the 


facts  which  led  to  the  most  exciting  race  ever 
run  on  this  continent. 

Throughout  the  long  winter  nights  the  pro¬ 
posed  match  was  the  subject  of  earnest  discus¬ 
sion  and  speculation ;  the  North  was  pitted 
against  the  South,  and  the  event  aroused  sec¬ 
tional  prejudices  and  appealed  to  sectional 
pride.  A  battle  between  two  great  armies  could 
not  have  excited  deeper  anxiety  than  this  race 
between  Henry  and  Eclipse.  The  27th  day  of 
May,  1823,  dawned  in  beauty,  and  by  twelve 
o’clock  it  is  estimated  that  not  less  than  sixty 
thousand  people  had  assembled  at  the  Union 
Course.  The  Southern  party  had  brought  five 
horses  with  them  ;  and  from  this  five,  Henry,  a 
son  of  Sir  Archy,  and  out  of  a  mare  by  the 
great  Diomed,  was  selected  as  the  competitor 
of  Eclipse.  John  Richards,  a  four-year-old, 
was  Colonel  Johnson’s  favorite,  and  Henry  his 
second  choice;  but  the  former  having  fallen 
lame,  the  fortunes  of  the  Southern  gentlemen 
were  staked  upon  the  latter.  The  race  was  run 
amidst  the  wildest  enthusiasm — Henry  winning 
the  first  heat  by  half  a  length.  Mr.  Purdy,  an 
experienced  jockey,  and  one  who  had  piloted 
Eclipse  to  many  victories,  changed  places  in 
the  saddle  with  Crofts  for  the  second  heat ;  and 
when  it  was  observed  that  Purdy  was  astride 
the  son  of  Duroc,  we  are  told  that  Northern 
hope  revived.  Eclipse  was  a  horse  that  re¬ 
quired  punishment  to  force  him  to  his  speed ; 
though  not  so  fleet  of  foot  as  Henry,  he  was  a 
horse  of  great  stoutness,  and  it  was  this  stout¬ 
ness  which  made  him  invincible  in  a  four-mile 
struggle.  Purdy  understood  this  fact  full  well ; 
and  when  they  received  the  word  for  the  second 
heat  he  drove  the  chestnut  forward,  giving  Hen¬ 
ry  no  respite.  The  tactics  were  good,  and  they 
won  the  second  heat. 

At  this  stage  of  the  battle  the  excitement 
was  most  intense,  for  a  heat  had  been  placed  to 
the  credit  of  each  contestant.  One  more  strug¬ 
gle,  and  the  race  would  be  over,  and  victory 
would  perch  either  upon  the  banner  of  the 
North  or  that  of  the  South.  A  few  fleeting 
minutes,  and  the  pride  of  one  section  would  be 
exalted,  while  the  hopes  of  the  other  section 
would  be  blasted.  Thousands  trembled  in  the 
balance  ;  and  not  thousands  only,  but  the  glory 
of  victory  or  the  shame  of  defeat.  Arthur  Tay¬ 
lor,  a  skillful  rider  and  a  trainer  of  experience, 
mounted  Henry  for  the  third  heat,  the  boy  Wal¬ 
den  not  having  ridden  him  with  sufficient  tact 
in  the  former  heat  to  receive  the  admiration  of 
the  backers  of  the  son  of  Sir  Archy.  Purdy 
took  the  lead  at  the  start,  and  making  good  use 
of  his  whip  and  spurs,  kept  Eclipse  hard  at 
work  throughout  the  four  miles.  Henry  made 
a  gallant  struggle  for  the  front,  but  the  hardy 
champion  of  the  North  could  not  be  passed  ;  and 
Henry  was  too  weak,  in  the  last  half-mile  of 
the  race,  to  astonish  the  multitude  with  one  of 
his  marvelous  flights  of  speed  down  the  home- 
streteh.  He  lost  the  race,  and  the  North  was 
exultant ;  while  Southern  hearts  felt  sore,  and 
Southern  pride  was  humbled. 
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Over  two  hundred  thousand  dollars  changed 
hands  at  the  Union  Course  on  that  27th  day  of 
May,  1823.  And  that  night  mail  packets  and 
mail  couriers  carried  the  news  south,  north, 
and  west  from  New  York.  In  every  country 
town  the  people  gathered  in  great  numbers, 
hours  before  the  courier  could  possibly  arrive, 
in  eager  anticipation  of  the  news.  The  race 
created  national  interest,  and  it  was  regarded 
as  a  contest  of  national  importance. 

Those  were  the  palmy  daj's  of  the  turf,  and 
the  Union  Course  was  then  in  the  zenith  of  its 
fame.  General  Ridgely  of  Baltimore,  Captain 
Cox  of  Washington,  and  John  AUen,  Esq.,  of 
Philadelphia,  were  the  judges  of  the  race  ;  and 
they  reported  that  the  first  heat  was  run  in  7 
minutes  37 1  seconds,  the  second  heat  in  7  min¬ 
utes  49  seconds,  and  the  third  in  8  minutes  24 
seconds ;  thus  making  the  aggregate  time  23 
minutes  60^  seconds,  which  is  equivalent  to  an 
average  of  about  one  mile  in  1  minute  59  sec¬ 
onds.  American  Eclipse,  as  an  aged  horse,  be¬ 
ing  nine  years  old  in  the  spring  of  1823,  car¬ 
ried  126  pounds,  while  Henry  was  burdened 
with  108  pounds ;  the  advantage  in  weight 
clearly  being  on  the  side  of  the  former,  since 
the  latter  was  his  junior  by  five  years.  This 
great  four-mile  match  led  to  much  speculation 
before  it  was  decided  on  Long  Island  soil  in 
the  presence  of  a  vast  multitude  of  people ;  and 
after  the  race  the  history  of  the  struggle  led  to 
almost  endless  discussion — a  discussion  which  is 
kept  up  even  until  this  day.  It  is  maintained 
by  one  party  that  had  Purdy  been  in  the  saddle 
from  the  start  Henry  would  not  have  won  the 
first  heat,  and  that  eight  miles  instead  of  twelve 
would  have  finished  the  race.  Another  party 
insist  that  Eclipse  would  have  been  defeated 
had  Colonel  Johnson  been  on  the  ground  to  di¬ 
rect  the  running  of  the  race.  They  argue  that 
Henry  was  badly  managed  in  the  second  heat, 
and  that  this  bad  management  lost  him  the 
race.  Both  sides  are  plausibly  argued,  and  we 
simply  mention  the  fact  without  presuming  to 
decide  the  controversy.  '  Certainly,  the  South¬ 
ern  gentlemen  maintained  confidence  in  the 
son  of  Sir  Archy  in  spite  of  his  defeat ;  for  they 
offered  to  make  a  new  match,  Henry  to  run  a 
race  of  four-mile  heats  against  American  Eclipse, 
in  the  fall  of  1823,  for  any  sum  from  twenty  to 
fifty  thousand  dollars — a  proposition  which  was 
firmly  declined  by  the  Northern  party.  The 
Virginians  were  of  the  opinion  that  the  absence 
of  Colonel  Johnson  from  the  Union  Course  on 
the  27th  of  May  was  the  main  cause  of  Hen¬ 
ry’s  defeat ;  and  this  opinion  was  strengthened 
when  the  Eclipse  party  declined  to  enter  into  a 
second  match. 

But  why  was  the  Napoleon  absent  on  that 
eventful  day  ?  Ay,  why  ?  Simply  because  he 
was  too  weak  to  resist  temptation.  He  attend¬ 
ed  a  supper-party  the  night  before  the  race,  met 
convivial  friends,  and  wine  and  lobsters  made 
him  a  helpless  invalid  when  his  strength  should 
have  been  greatest,  his  nerves  calmest,  and  his 
intellect  most  unclouded.  That  brilliant  but 


eccentric  man,  Hon.  John  Randolph,  of  Roan¬ 
oke,  witnessed  the  race  between  the  champions, 
and  he  was  the  author  of  the  since  often  quoted 
remark,  “It  was  not  Eclipse,  but  the  lobsters, 
that  beat  Henry.”  Apropos  of  Randolph,  the 
Virginia  statesman  was  a  careful  breeder,  and 
one  of  the  most  devoted  patrons  of  the  turf. 
His  horses  were  usually  trained  and  run  by  his 
friend,  W.  R.  Johnson.  Randolph’s  peculiari¬ 
ties  and  sarcastic  tongue  made  him  enemies  on 
the  turf,  as  well  as  in  political  circles.  Al¬ 
though  he  provoked  the  distinguished  Ken¬ 
tuckian,  Henry  Clay,  a  patron  of  the  turf,  like 
himself,  to  stand  face  to  face  with  him  in  a 
duelistic  encounter  solely  that  he  might  gratify 
his  inordinate  greed  of  notoriety,  we  can  not 
forget  how  chivalrously  he  received  Clay’s  fire. 
This  duel  made  him  the  warm  friend,  of  the 
sage  of  Ashland ;  and  when  Randolph,  weak 
and  dying,  visited  the  Senate  chamber  for  the 
last  time,  his  soul  shone  out  in  all  its  true  no¬ 
bility,  and  he  paid  a  touching  and  beautiful 
tribute  to  the  oratorical  powers  of  the  great 
Kentuckian,  in  asking  to  be  raised  up  from  the 
sofa  in  order  that  he  might  for  the  last  time  on 
earth  hear  Henry  Clay  speak.  These  were  his 
words  :  “Raise  me  up  ;  I  wish  to  listen  to  that 
voice  once  more.”  Beautiful,  are  they  not, 
especially  when  we  think  of  them  in  connection 
with  the  arrogance  of  the  patrician  representa¬ 
tive  from  Virginia  to  Speaker  Clay  in  the  winter 
of  1815-16? 

The  game  qualities  of  American  Eclipse  were 
transmitted  by  him  to  his  descendants.  His 
daughter  Ariel  was  one  of  the  greatest  racers 
ever  on  the  turf.  In  her  memorable  career  she 
run  fifty-seven  races,  aggregating  345  miles, 
and  was  a  winner  forty-two  times.  She  was 
bred  in  1822  at  Flatbush,  Long  Island;  her 
dam  was  by  Financier,  her  grandam  Empress 
by  imported  Baronet,  and  her  great-grandam  by 
imported  Messenger.  She  was  a  very  handsome 
mare,  a  gray,  of  good  proportions,  fine  action, 
and  about  fifteen  hands  high.  Her  greatest 
race,  or  at  least  the  one  which  attracted  the  most 
attention,  was  with  General  William  Wynn’s  bay 
mare  Flirtilla  by  Sir  Archy,  dam  by  Robin 
Redbreast.  When  it  was  announced  that  the 
Northern  mare  Ariel  was  matched  against  the 
Southern  mare  Flirtilla,  a  race  of  three-mile 
heats,  for  $20,000,  an  enthusiasm  was  awakened 
in  the  two  sections  surpassed  only  by  the  great 
conflict  between  Henry  and  Eclipse.  The  same 
strains  of  blood  were  brought  together,  for  Flir¬ 
tilla  was  the  half-sister  of  Heniy,  and  Ariel  the 
daughter  of  Eclipse.  ' 

The  race  was  run  on  the  Union  Course,  Oc¬ 
tober  31,  1825,  in  the  presence  of  the  largest 
turf-gathering  on  Long  Island  since  the  battle 
fought  by  the  two  chestnuts  on  that  never-to- 
be-forgotten  27th  day  of  May.  Ariel  was  but 
three  years  old,  while  Flirtilla  was  five  ;  so  the 
advantage  of  age  this  time  was  on  the  side  of 
the  South.  Colonel  Johnson  trained  Flirtilla, 
and  he  directed  her  running  in  the  match,  hav¬ 
ing  learned  prudence,  and  to  avoid  lobster  sup- 
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■pers  on  the  eve  of  battle.  Ariel  won  the  first 
heat,  and  Elirtilla  the  second  and  third,  thus 
retrieving  the  honor  of  the  South. 

The  time  of  the  running  in  this  race  was 
very  good,  both  of  the  animals  exhibiting  qual¬ 
ities  of  speed  and  endurance  —  qualities  that 
challenge  the  admiration  of  the  turfman,  and 
qualities  that  the  breeder  always  aims  to  com¬ 
bine.  Famous  as  a  racer,  Ariel  was  next  to 
a  failure  in  the  breeding  stud.  Her  first  colt 
was  foaled  in  1832  ;  it  was  a  filly,  and  strongly 
inbred,  the  gray  mare  having  been  bred  back 
to  her  own  sire,  American  Eclipse.  Ariel  pro¬ 
duced  two  other  colts,  but  none  of  them  ever 
achieved  much  of  a  reputation  on  the  turf. 

It  is  thought  by  many  who  have  given  seri¬ 
ous  study  to  the  problem  that  a  long  and  trying 
career  as  a  racer  renders  a  mare  unfit  for  the 
breeding  stud.  The  course  of  training  is  very 
severe,  and,  if  it  is  kept  up  for  a  series  of  years, 
it  is  claimed  that  it  has  an  injurious  effect  upon 
the  reproductive  powers.  Be  the  argument  true 
or  not,  certain  it  is  that  the  produce  of  many  of 
our  most  celebrated  race-mares  have  failed  to 
reflect  honor  upon  their  dams.  Mary  Randolph, 
a  gray  mare  of  excellent  breeding,  sixteen  hands 
high,  got  by  Gohanna,  a  son  of  Sir  Archy,  foaled 
in  March,  1829,  was  a  brilliant  performer  on  the 
turf ;  but  in  the  stud  she  was  a  total  failure. 
She  ran  in  nothing  but  heat  races,  and  in  all  she 
had  to  struggle  to  win.  Por  two  years  the 
strain  upon  her  nervous  system  was  kept  up, 
and  when  she  was  retired  from  the  turf  the  glory 
of  her  life  was  at  an  end.  She  replenished  the 
earth  with  the  fruit  of  her  womb ;  but  not  one 
of  her  offspring  was  worthy  to  wear  the  crown 
that  she  had  won  for  herself.  Fashion,  the 
chestnut  mai-e,  the  daughter  of  imported  Trustee 
and  Bonnets  o’  Blue,  by  Sir  Charles — she  who  as¬ 
tonished  the  world  by  her  gameness  and  marvel¬ 
ous  speed — was  on  the  turf  for  about  ten  years, 
during  which  time  she  ran  many  hard  races, 
but  did  not  give  satisfaction  as  a  brood-mare. 
Her  first  three  colts  were  worthless — a  fact  that 
may  partially  be  accounted  for  on  the  theory 
that  consanguinity  of  blood  impairs  constitu¬ 
tional  vigor;  for  Fashion,  for  three  successive 
years,  was  bred  to  Mariner,  her  half-brother. 
Her  fourth  foal.  Young  Fashion,  by  imported 
Monarch,  proved  a  good  brood-mare,  but  was  not 
highly  successful  as  a  racer.  Her  eighth  colt. 
Dangerous,  by  imported  Bonnie  Scotland,  was  a 
successful  turf  horse — was  dangerous  not  simply 
in  name,  but  on  the  field  of  battle. 

Facts,  we  see,  are  somewhat  conflicting ;  but 
without  going  to  the  extreme  that  Mr.  Blenk- 
iron,  an  eminent  English  breeder,  goes,  who 
has  frequently  said  that  he  would  rather  have 
the  sister  of  a  Derby  winner  for  a  brood-mare 
than  the  Derby  winner  herself,  we  may  safely 
claim  that  a  long  and  arduous  career  on  the  turf 
is  calculated  to  weaken  rather  than  improve  the 
breeding  powers  of  an  animal.  And  when  the 
life  of  the  reproductive  powers  has  been  tempo¬ 
rarily  impaired  by  the  ordeal  of  training,  rest  and 
the  act  of  generation  for  two  or  three  succeeding 


years  seem  to  restore  wasted  or  restricted  vital¬ 
ity.  Alice  Corneal,  the  dam  of  the  immortal 
Lexington,  came  of  good  racing  blood,  and  was 
a  fine  race-mare  herself ;  but  owing  to  her  bad 
temper,  when  at  the  post  waiting  for  the  tap  of 
the  drum,  she  was  early  withdrawn  from  the 
turf.  She  passed  through  no  exhausting  ordeal 
as  a  racer,  and  as  a  brood-mare  she  was  a  suc¬ 
cess.  But  Lexington  was  her  fifth  foal.  Reel, 
the  dam  of  Lecompte,  Prioress,  and  Stark  ;  and 
Picayune,  the  dam  of  Doubloon,  Lou  Dore, 
etc.,  were  promising  racers  in  their  early  forms  ; 
but  breaking  down  young,  and  going  into  the 
stud,  they  were  made  famous  through  their  de¬ 
scendants.  Had  neither  met  with  an  accident, 
we  question  not  but  that  both  would  have  won 
laurels  on  the  race-course,  and  possibly  would 
have  failed  to  make  reputations  as  brood-mares. 
These  facts  do  not  stamp  the  turf  as  an  agency 
injurious  to  horse-flesh  ;  but  they  impress  upon 
us  the  importance  of  practicing  moderation  in 
racing,  as  we  are  required  to  be  moderate  in 
all  things. 

Whether  or  not  any  one  of  the  sixty  thou¬ 
sand  people  who  thronged  Union  Course  on 
the  day  that  Henry  was  pitted  against  Eclipse, 
in  the  hour  of  wild  excitement,  saw  visions  of 
■future  greatness  through  the  union  of  the  blood 
of  the  two  champions,  it  would  be  idle  to  guess. 
But  the  currents  did  flow  together,  and  the  re¬ 
sult  was  a  marvel,  named  Black  Maria.  This 
mare  was  bred  by  Henry  Hall,  of  Harlem,  New 
York;  was  foaled  June  15,  1826.  She  was 
got  by  American  Eclipse,  and  her  dam  was  the. 
celebrated  Lady  Lightfoot,  by  Sir  Archy;  and 
Sir  Archy,  the  reader  will  not  forget,  was  the 
sire  of  Henry.  Two  days  after  Black  Maria 
opened  her  young  eyes  upon  this  fair  earth  she 
was  left  motherless.  Lady  Lightfoot  dying  from 
the  eflfects  of  a  violent  cold.  The  handsome 
black  filly  developed  into  a  grand  racing-mare. 
She  was  on  the  turf  six  years,  during  which 
time  she  started  twenty-five  times,  and  won 
thirteen  races.  Eleven  of  her  contests  were 
three  and  four  mile  heats.  Her  purse  win¬ 
nings  alone  amounted  to  nearly  $15,000. 

Her  most  memorable  race  was  for  the  Jock¬ 
ey  Club  purse  of  $600,  four-mile  heats,  over 
the  Union  Course,  Saturda}^  October  13,  1832. 
Four  started — Lady  Relief,  Slim,  by  Flying 
Childers,  Black  Maria,  and  the  nonpareil  Tri¬ 
fle.  Black  Maria  won  the  first  heat,  made  a 
dead  heat  with  Trifle  for  the  second  ;  the  third 
heat  was  taken  by  Trifle,  the  fourth  by  Lady 
Relief,  and  the  fifth  and  race  by  the  dashing 
daughter  of  Eclipse  and  Lady  Lightfoot.  The 
track  was  heavy,  and  yet,  to  achieve  a  victorv, 
twenty  miles  had  to  be  run. 

We  wonder  if  there  is  a  horse  on  the  turf 
to-day  that  could  stand  up  under  such  a  per¬ 
formance  as  this  ?  We  fear  not;  for,  unfortu¬ 
nately,  the  English  dash  system  of  racing  has 
become  too  popular  on  this  side  of  the  Atlan¬ 
tic  for  the  good  of  our  stock.  We  have  learn¬ 
ed  to  look  too  much  for  speed,  and  to  pay  too 
little  attention  to  the  more  valuable  quality  of 
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endurance.  The  speedy  horse,  without  lasting 
powers,  is  simply  ornamental.  The  horse  that 
can  go  fast  and  long  is  not  only  ornamental  but 
useful.  He  is  of  some  practical  account,  even 
when  no  longer  able  to  carry  the  colors  to  the 
front,  when  opposed  by  younger  and  more  nim¬ 
ble  companions.  It  is  a  sad  commentary  upon 
our  system  of  racing  when  a  purse  for  a  con¬ 
test  of  four  miles — a  four-mile  dash,  not  heats, 
please  hear  in  mind — fails  to  secure  a  run  wor¬ 
thy  of  the  name  of  race. 

In  the  age  of  such  renowned  racers  as  Timo- 
leon,  Florizel,  Maid  of  the  Oaks — the  ancestors 
of  Eclipse,  Medoc,  Boston,  and  Lexington — the 
age  of  Oscar,  First  Consul,  Hickory,  Sir  Archy, 
Duroc,  and  Miller’s  Damsel,  Washington  had 
her  race-course,  and  it  was  the  arena  of  many 
brilliant  exploits.  Gentlemen  of  education,  po¬ 
sition,  opulence,  were  the  patrons  of  the  turf, 
and  many  drove  out  in  coaches-and-four  to  wit¬ 
ness  the  games. 

The  Washington  city  race-course  was  laid 
out  in  1802,  on  the  Holmead  Farm,  about  two 
miles  north  of  the  President’s  house.  It  was 
managed  by  a  jockey  club  composed  of  the 
leading  citizens  of  the  capital.  Colonel  Tayloe 
for  a  number  of  years  being  the  president  of 
the  club.  Among  the  most  distinguished  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  club  was  Hon.  Gabriel  Duvall,  Judge 
of  the  United  States  Supreme  Court,  by  the  ap¬ 
pointment  of  President  Madison.  Judge  Du¬ 
vall,  after  his  retirement  from  office,  being  then 
an  old  man,  was  in  the  habit  of  riding  on  horse¬ 
back  from  his  residence,  a  distance  of  twelve 
miles,  to  the  National  Course,  witnessing  the 
races,  and  then  returning  home  in  the  saddle. 
He  must  have  been  vigorous  in  his  age  to  have 
found  pleasure  in  such  a  journey  as  this. 

Mr.  Tayloe  is  authority  for  an  amusing  an¬ 
ecdote  affecting  the  Judge :  Duvall  and  his 
friend  Giles  were  members  of  Congress  when 
that  body  sat  in  Philadelphia,  and  both  were 

boarders  of  Mrs.  G - ,  whose  daughter  was 

neither  young  nor  taciturn.  The  two  mem¬ 
bers  of  Congress  were  accustomed,  when  con¬ 
versing  by  themselves,  to  speak  lightly  of  the 
talkative  maiden  lady.  In  after-years  Duvall 
and  Giles  met  in  Washington,  one  as  the  Comp¬ 
troller  of  the  Treasury  under  President  Mad¬ 
ison,  the  other  the  great  debater  in  the  Senate, 
when  the  latter  inquired  of  the  former,  “  What 
has  become  of  that  d — d  cackling  old  maid, 

Jenny  G- - ■?”  “She  is  Mrs.  Duvall,  Sir,” 

was  the  surprising  and  stately  reply. 

The  National  Course  was  often  graced  by  the 
Presidents,  from  Jefferson  down  to  VanBuren. 
General  Jackson  took  the  liveliest  interest  in 
the  races.  He  once  started  one  of  his  colts  on 
this  course,  entered  in  the  name  of  his  private 
secretary.  Major  Donelson,  but  was  much  cha¬ 
grined  to  suffer  defeat  by  Commodore  Stock¬ 
ton’s  imported  Langford.  John  Quincy  Ad¬ 
ams  was  also  fond  of  the  sports  of  the  turf. 
One  time  he  walked  out  to  the  course  from 
the  Presidential  mansion,  saw  the  race  decided, 
and  then  walked  back  again.  This  was  in  the 
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most  glorious  era  of  the  turf,  when  the  wealth 
a«d  fashion  of  the  city  rolled  to  and  from  the 
races  in  equipages  that  reminded  the  traveler 
of  the  royal  displays  of  Europe.  Possibly  Mr. 
Adams,  occupying  the  highest  office  within  the 
gift  of  the  nation,  sought  to  set  an  example  of 
republican  simplicity  by  trudging  along  quietly 
on  foot  when  others  dashed  by  in  their  car¬ 
riages,  each  aiming  to  outshine  his  or  her  neigh¬ 
bor  with  costly  and  gorgeous  trappings. 

The  second  epoch  of  the  National  Course  at 
Washington  was  from  the  year  1822  up  to  about 
1844.  During  this  period  the  course  resound¬ 
ed  with  the  footfalls  of  such  horses  as  Eclipse, 
Sir  Charles,  Boston,  Blue  Dick,  Fashion,  and 
Revenue.  As  at  Charleston,  so  at  Washing¬ 
ton  there  were  Jockey  Cluh  dinners  and  Jockey 
Club  balls,  attended  by  the  beauty  and  fashion 
of  the  land.  The  last  president  of  the  club 
was  Governor  Samuel  Sprigg,  of  Maryland.  In 
1844  the  prosperity  of  the  turf  at  Washington 
began  to  decline ;  and  in  1846,  after  a  few  sick¬ 
ly,  spasmodic  efforts  to  inaugurate  a  fresh  era, 
racing  was  abandoned  on  the  National  Course. 
The  men,  like  the  horses,  who  gave  to  it  its  re¬ 
nown  are  now  sleeping  in  their  graves,  and  we 
remember  its  glory  as  only  a  dream  of  the  past. 
Since  the  war  one  or  two  attempts  have  been 
made  to  revive  racing  at  the  city  of  Washing¬ 
ton,  but  each  attempt  proved  abortive.  The 
right  kind  of  men  have  not  taken  hold  of  the 
matter,  and  it  is  not  surprising  that  failure 
should  attend  their  efforts.  The  turf  is  a  pas¬ 
time  depending  for  support  upon  the  purest, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  the  wealthiest,  men  of 
the  country.  It  is  an  expensive  amusement, 
requiring  a  heavy  outlay  of  money  to  keep  up 
a  racing-stable.  And  as  the  sport  is  so  open 
to  question,  men  of  honor  and  position  must 
be  its  chief  directors,  in  order  that  the  charac¬ 
ter  of  the  sport  may  be  colored  by  the  charac¬ 
ter  of  the  gentlemen  connected  with  it.  Racing 
is  not  knavish,  in  the  abstract ;  but,  unfortu¬ 
nately,  the  knaves  too  often  make  it  the  medi¬ 
um  of  carrying  out  their  knavish  designs  upon 
the  public.  When  men  of  position  and  integ¬ 
rity  are  at  the  head  of  the  turf,  the  pastime  is 
the  noblest  in  the  world ;  but  in  the  hands  of 
sharpers  it  is  the  most  corrupt  institution  that 
ever  blackened  the  age  of  civilization. 


WAMPUNSUNG  GAP. 

ESTERDAY  I  stumbled  upon  some  news 
of  Wampunsung  Gap.  It  appears  that  the 
mining  interest  there  is  looking  up,  and  that 
during  the  late  season  tiiere  was  a  wonderful 
yield  of  pure  ore.  I  didn’t  so  much  mind  the 
prosperous  condition  of  the  place,  although  it 
has  my  good  wishes  always,  but  the  name 
touched  me  a  little,  and  brought  back  a  throng 
of  memories.  Wampunsung  Gap!  I  cut  the 
paragraph  out,  and  sent  it  to  some  friends  of 
mine,  who  will  look  upon  it  with  interest ;  then 
I  indulged  in  a  little  retrospection.  It  seems 
only  the  other  day  that  Dolph  got  back  from 
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college,  aBd  I  stood  looking  at  him  with  amaze¬ 
ment — such  a  great,  glorious  Apollo  as  he  hAd 
ripened  into!  such  hair  and  eyes!  Such  a 
straight  nose,  and  wonderful  white  teeth!  It 
seemed  something  to  he  thankful  for,  to  have 
been  able  to  help  such  a  magnificent  fellow  in 
any  way ;  and  from  calling  him  my  half-broth¬ 
er,  I  took  to  dubbing  him  with  the  full  kinship. 
He  w'as  my  father’s  son,  born  to  him  late  in  life 
by  the  fair  young  creature  who  spent  her  last 
breath  in  bringing  Dolph  into  the  world.  Fa¬ 
ther  shortly  after  sickened  and  died  ;  and  it 
was  long  before  I  could  forgive  the  young  ur¬ 
chin  for  being  the  cause  of  all  this  woe  in  the 
household.  But  poverty  is  an  excellent  tonic  ; 
and  the  wolf  almost  stood  at  the  door  when  the 
two  great  gloomy  bills  were  settled.  I  couldn’t 
even  afford  the  luxury  of  grief.  But  it  was  a 
great  thing  to  be  able  to  step  into  my  father’s 
shoes — I  don’t  say  I  filled  them  as  well  as  he, 
nor  do  I  think  I  shuffled  along  as  easily.  It 
was  tough  work  at  times ;  I  got  grizzled  and 
gaunt,  and  stiff  and  angular;  and  the  Poly- 
phemia  Merivale  that  looked  at  me  in  the  glass 
wasn’t  very  pleasing  to  the  eye. 

But  then,  I  had  managed  to  scrape  through 
all  these  years.  Youth,  troublesome  and  way¬ 
ward — unreasonable,  yearning  youth  was  safely 
behind  me,  and  here  was  Dolph,  a  great,  hand¬ 
some  fellow  home  from  college. 

“  I’ve  brought  home  'Teddy  Delaney  with  me, 
Polly,”  said  Adolphus;  “he’s  my  best  friend, 
and  a  capital  fellow  in-every  way.” 

“Any  friend  of  my  brother’s  is  heartily  wel¬ 
come,”  I  said,  holding  out  to  him  my  hand. 
Teddy  made  a  great  salaam,  and  w'e  all  went 
out  to  supper,  where  Teddy  and  I  fell  into  a 
strain  of  unconscious  adulation,  and  let  fall  a 
great  many  admiring  words  of  the  young  gen¬ 
tleman  w'ho  did  the  honors  of  my  poor  little 
home  so  gracefully. 

Shortly  this  adulation  became  a  habit,  and 
Adolphus  accepted  it  as  his  due  ;  so  that,  when 
it  W'as  withheld  from  him,  he,  in  a  measure, 
took  umbrage.  After  he  had  spent  three  months 
in  the  coal  business,  six  in  real  estate,  a  year 
in  a  government  office,  and  then  began  to  talk 
of  going  out  to  Wampunsung  Gap,  the  fact 
dawned  upon  me  that  this  brother  of  mine  was 
a  little  vacillating. 

“Better  stay  where  you  are,”  I  said.  “A 
rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss.” 

“And  ‘the  ganging  foot  is  aye  getting,’” 
rejoined  Adolphus.  “I’m  sick  of  hanging 
around  home.  A  fellow  with  an  adventurous 
turn  of  mind  can’t  stand  it.  It  ’ll  do  very  well 
for  Teddy ;  he  likes  it.” 

“Small  blame  to  him,”  said  Teddy,  scrib¬ 
bling  away  for  dear  life.  I  can  see  the  lad 
now,  with  his  handsome,  ugly  face — a  face  that 
only  a  few  could  see  much  beauty  in ;  but  those 
few,  having  discerned  the  charm,  found  it  irre¬ 
sistible.  His  mop  of  reddish-brown  hair  hang¬ 
ing  down  about  his  neck ;  his  projecting  fore¬ 
head,  full  of  suggestive  bumps ;  his  nondescript 
of  a  nose ;  and  his  great,  gray,  womanish  eyes ! 


I  can  see  him  at  the  old  table,  scribbling  away 
with  his  little  nervous  hand,  jotting  down  in  a 
most  abominable  caligraphy  the  pleasant  and 
pretty  fiincies  with  which  his  brain  was  teem¬ 
ing.  Eor  Teddy  was  a  great  help  and  comfort 
to  me.  When  I  finished  one  of  my  stiff,  pun¬ 
gent  articles — forcible  perhaps,  and  to  the  point, 
but  sadly  lacking  in  eloquence  and  feeling — I 
handed  it  over  to  Teddy,  and  lo !  with  a  few 
magic  touches  here  and  there,  the  wilderness 
was,  made  to  blossom  as  a  rose,  and  the  Ham- 
mersville  Herald  became  famous  in  its  waj-. 
Then  in  the  poets’  corner,  once  in  a  while,  ap¬ 
peared  a  wondrous  bit  of  rhyme,  full  of  a  vaga¬ 
bond  genius,  delicious  with  color  and  tender¬ 
ness,  and  glowing  with  warmth  and  feeling. 
Straightway  it  was  copied  into  some  powerful 
journal,  and  the  nice  little  words  neatly  printed 
over  it,  “From  the  Hammersville  Herald.” 
So,  thanks  to  Teddy,  we  were  getting  on. 

Of  course  it  is  all  out  now.  The  W’ay  I  got 
a  living  all  these  years  was  by  editing  a  country 
newspaper ;  and  now  that  the  country  was  be¬ 
coming  a  town,  I  was  proprietor  as  well  as  ed¬ 
itor,  and  Teddy  was  my  comrade  and  assistant. 
We  lived  alone — Dolph,  Teddy,  and  I — in  an 
old  brown  house  on  the  outskirts  of  Hammers¬ 
ville  ;  and  every  thing  w'ent  well  with  us,  until 
Dolph,  getting  tired  of  his  government  office, 
talked  of  going  out  to  Wampunsung  Gap  with 
a  mining  expedition.  “  Be  it  ever  so  humble, 
there’s  no  place  like  hum,”  sang  Teddy,  in  a 
rich  Milesian  tone. 

“That’s  all  very  well  in  its  way,’’  said 
Adolphus ;  “  but  I  haven’t  much  appetite  for 
humility  in  any  shape.  I’d  like  a  taste  of  the 
good  things  of  life  with  the  rest  of  them.” 

“What  are  the  good  things  of  life?”  asked 
Teddy. 

“Isn’t  there  something  in  ‘purple  and  fine 
linen,  and  faring  sumptuously  every  day?’  ”  said 
Adolphus,  veiling  his  covetousness  under  a 
quotation. 

“There’s  something  very  tormenting  in  it,  I 
should  fancy,”  said  Teddy.  “  God  preserve  me 
from  the  experience.  I  don’t  much  care  for 
fine  linen  ;  and  I  know  purple  would  be  trying 
•to  my  complexion.  As  for  faring  sumptuously, 
I’d  rather  have  a  crust  in  comfort — wouldn’t 
you.  Folly?” 

I  grunted  out  something  in  reply,  and  Dolph 
sauntered  off  to  his  business. 

A  month  or  two  later  there  was  a  great  stir 
and  bustle  in  Hammersville ;  and  there  appear¬ 
ed,  in  one  of  the  columns  of  our  paper,  a  Jen- 
kinsish  article  stating  that  the  rich  and  beauti¬ 
ful  young  widow,  Mrs.  Diana  Debrell,  would 
shortly  take  possession  of  her  imposing  mansion 
on  the  hill ;  and  as  her  term  of  mourning  had 
expired,  there  might  be  a  few  festivities  ex¬ 
pected  upon  this  occasion. 

Later  there  appeared  many  more  Jenkinsish 
articles  describing  the  predicted  festivities,  and 
that  winter  was  a  merry  one  in  Hammersville. 
The  rich,  young,  and  lovely  widow  seemed  also 
to  be  amiable  and  good-natured,  and  invited 
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every  body  she  liked  without  regard  to  caste. 
Adolphus  said  no  more  about  Wampunsung 
Gap,  and  the  mining  expedition  went  off  with¬ 
out  him.  He  took  to  wearing  “purple  and 
fine  linen,”  and  Teddy  declared,  with  his  usual 
lack  of  envy,  that  purple  became  Dolph  so 
mightily  that  it  was  a  thousand  pities  he 
shouldn’t  wear  it  forever.  In  the  mean  time 
Teddy  had  his  hair  cut  off  as  an  effort  at  come¬ 
liness  ;  but  stopped  there,  because  the  poor  fel¬ 
low  saw  that  the  experiment  was  a  failure. 

“Paith,  there’s  something  in  the  theory  that 
a  man  is  but  one  remove  from  an  ape — eh, 
Polly  ?”  he  said,  looking  in  the  glass  dolefully. 
Then  seeing  the  horror  and  dismay  I  exliibit- 
ed  at  his  shorn  locks,  he  cried  out,  cheerily : 

“Don’t  mind,  Polly  dear.  I’m  a  second 
Samson.  They’ll  grow  again  directly.” 

“Don't  bother  with  Delilahs,  Samson,”  I 
said.  Teddy  blushed,  poor  lad,  innocently 
enough. 

“  Here  comes  the  Samson  that  delights  this 
Dqlilah,”  he  said,  as  Dolph  came  up  the  gar¬ 
den  path. 

“If  that’s  a  pun,  Teddy,”  said  I,  indignant¬ 
ly,  “it’s  a  more  wretched  one  than  you’ve  per¬ 
petrated  this  many  a  day.” 

“It’s  the  truth!”  said  Teddy.  .  “All  Ham- 
mersville  declares  that  Dolph  has  found  favor 
in  the  eyes  of  the  beautiful  widow.  What  a 
handsome  couple  they  are,  to  be  sure !”  he  add¬ 
ed,  with  a  sigh. 

“Well,  it’s  better  than  going  out  to  Wam¬ 
punsung  Gap,”  I  said. 

While  we  were  looking  out  of  the  window, 
a  pretty  little  phaeton  stopped  at  the  garden 
gate,  and  Dolph  started  back,  lifting  his  hat 
gracefully  to  the  fair  occupant,  and  hastening 
to  assist  her  in  alighting.  Then  he  went  on 
down  the  road,  and  the  widow  walked  up  to 
the  house. 

“What  does  the  fair  Diana  want  here  at  this 
hour  in  the  morning?”  I  said,  turning  to  Teddy. 
The  lad  had  suddenly  darted  from  the  window, 
his  face  in  a  flame. 

“Tut,  man,”  I  said,  snappishly,  “she’ll  not 
come  into  the  sanctum,  you  know.  I  suppose 
she’s  going  to  propose  for  Adolphus — the  age 
is  so  progressive.  I’ll  give  my  consent  with 
more  eagerness  than  dignity,  I’m  afraid.” 

A  knock  at  the  door  startled  us  both. 
“Don’t  let  her  come  in!”  said  Teddy,  rum- 
j)ling  his  hair  in  affright.  I  think  I  also  made 
an  effort  to  improve  my  toilet  by  taking  off  an 
apron  that  I  had  been  using  for  a  pen-wdper. 

“She  can’t  eat  you,  Teddy,”  said  I;  “and, 
besides,  you  look  better  in  that  jacket  than  you 
do  in  your  dress-coat.  With  your  neckcloth 
untied  that  way,  and  ‘flowing  free,’  you  bear 
a  great  resemblance  to  Lord  Byron.  Come 
in!”  I  added,  boldly.  And  there  entered  the 
most  enchanting  figure  in  the  world — a  god¬ 
dess,  imperial  and  glorious — Venus,  not  as  she 
rose  from  the  sea,  but  attired  in  the  very  latest 
fashion — Mrs.  Diana  Debrell ! 

“Oh,  Miss  Merivale,”  she  said,  looking 


about  her  curiously,  “  I’ll  go  right  away  again  ! 
I  wouldn’t  interfere  with  your  literary  duties 
for  the  world !  But  your  brother  said  I  might 
come  in.” 

“Just  like  his  impudence!”  I  replied.  “But 
as  long  as  you’re  here,  you  may  as  well  stay.  ” 

Teddy  began  making  an  ingenious  detour  of 
the  room,  ambitious  of  getting  out  of  the  door 
without  attracting  attention  to  himself ;  and  had 
already  his  hand  upon  the  knob,  when  the  fair 
widow  turned  and  smiled  sweetly  upon  him. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Delaney,  pray  don’t  let  me  drive 
you  away  !”  she  said. 

Teddy  was  rooted  to  the  spot,  burning  and 
blushing  in  a  pitiable  state  of  delighted  embar¬ 
rassment. 

“I  want  a  favor  of  Miss  Merivale,”  she  pur¬ 
sued,  in  the  most  mellifluous  of  accents,  “and 
perhaps  you  can  help  me  in  coaxing  her  to  con¬ 
sent — all  Hammersville  have  made  up  their 
minds  that  they  will  have  it  as  a  crowning  fes¬ 
tivity— but  I’m  afraid  she’ll  think  I’m  very 
bold.” 

I  own  I  was  a  little  taken  aback.  Can  it  be 
possible,  I  thought,  that  she  has  really  come 
to  smooth  the  way  for  the  wedding  ?  Already 
I  had  the  leading  points  of  an  editorial  in  my 
mind  entitled,  “Progress,”  when  she  turned  to 
Teddy,  and  said,  softly : 

“We  want  a  charade,  you  know — an  origin¬ 
al  charade.” 

“A  charade!”  said  Teddy.  “Ah,  yes;  I 
know  ;  of  course — a  charade !” 

“And  what  may  that  be?”  said  I.  “Per¬ 
haps,  if  you  know  so  well,  you’ll  tell  me  some¬ 
thing  about  it ;  but  I  tell  you  beforehand,  if  it’s 
any  thing  in  the  shape  of  a  conundrum,  you 
couldn’t  come  to  a  worse  person.” 

“It’s  a  kind  of  parlor  di-ama,”  said  Teddy, 
“  constructed  out  of  one  word.  You  take  each 
syllable  and  make  an  act  of  it ;  then  the  whole 
forms  a  word,  and  the  audience  guesses  it.  It’s 
a  capital  amusement — we  used  to  play  at  it 
sometimes  when  I  was — ”  Teddy  stopped, 
blushing  furiously. 

“ Speak  out,  man,”  said  I ;  “when  you  w'ere 
in  Ireland,  you  mean.  Mr.  Delaney’s  family, 
madam,”  I  said,  turning  to  the  widow,  “at 
present  only  occupy  the  left  wing  of  the  battle¬ 
ments  on  the  ramparts  of  the  ruins  in  the  cas¬ 
tle  Espagne.  They  have  to  climb  up  by  a  lad¬ 
der  now,  and  it’s  a  little  inconvenient ;  but  the 
view  is  beautiful  when  you  climb  over  the  tur¬ 
ret  to  the  tower,  and  look  over  the  moat.  In 
happier  days  there  were  great  festivites  there — 
the  Lord  Lieutenant  himself  sojourned  there 
once  when  he  was  belated  at  a  hunt ;  and,  if 
there’s  any  obligation  about  it,  it’s  thought  to 
be  on  the  nobleman’s  side.  The  hereditary 
title  of  the  family  is  ‘The  Delaney  Dun;’  but 
my  friend  here  scorns  every  thing  of  that  kind. 
He’s  a  sort  of  bonnet-rouge,  and  pays  his  debts 
honestly  enough  to  make  his  ancestors’  bones 
rattle  in  their  coffins.” 

The  widow  looked  at  me  open-eyed,  not  un¬ 
derstanding  a  word  that  I  said  ;  but,  somehow. 
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when  she  left  us,  I  discerned  a  little  reverence 
in  the  how  she  gave  to  Teddy. 

I  turned  to  him,  laughingly,  when  she  went 
away,  but  there  was  a  great  look  of  reproach 
in  his  face,  and  his  eyes  flamed  with  indigna¬ 
tion. 

“I  didn’t  think  you’d  he  capable  of  it,Poly- 
phemia,”  he  said.  And  when  he  called  me  by 
my  whole  name  I  knew  he  was  in  earnest. 
“I’d  rather  you’d  have  struck  me  with  the 
ruler  than  made  fun  of  me  that  way  before 
her !” 

“ Tut,  you  goose,”  said  I ;  “it  was  she  I  was 
making  sport  of.” 

“And  how  could  you  ?”  he  said,  with  solemn 
amazement.  “  Isn’t  she  beautiful  ?  Was  there 
ever  so  glorious  a  creature?  Did  you  notice 
her  eyes,  Polly  ?  So  deep,  and  dark,  and  lu¬ 
minous  !  And  the  sweet,  short  upper  lip,  and 
the  graceful  poise  of  her  head !  And  her  hand 
— oh,  Polly,  did  you  look  at  her  hand  ?  If  you 
could  make  sport  of  a  creature  like  that,  there’s 
nothing  too  sacred  for  you !  ” 

“  She’s  very  handsome,  Teddy,”  said  I ;  and, 
to  mollify  his  wrath,  I  consented  to  assist  in 
writing  the  charade. 

The  day  after  the  Hammersville  Herald  came 
out  Teddy  and  I  shut  ourselves  up  in  the  sanc¬ 
tum;  and,  although  I  say  it  who  ought  not 
say  it,  we  made  an  excellent  day’s  work  of  it. 
The  charade  was  certainly  a  success. 

“  The  fact  is,  Teddy,”  said  I,  “  we’ll  have  to 
take  to  writing  for  the  stage ;  there’s  absolute 
genius  in  this  little  thing.  ” 

“Well,  if  there  isn’t  genius  in  it,  its  ingenious,'" 
said  Teddy.  After  that  I  kept  the  ruler  in  my 
hand,  and  he  made  no  more  puns  that  day. 

The  difficulty  was  to  make  Adolphus  study 
his  part.  Of  course  he  had  to  be  the  hero.  I 
suggested  to  Mrs.  Debrell  that  if  she  wanted 
the  thing  to  go  off  handsomely,  she’d  better 
consent  to  throw  over  Adolphus,  and  give  Ted¬ 
dy  the  character. 

“If  you  want  the  elder  Kean  back  again,” 
said  I  to  her,  “there  you  have  him  in  Terence 
Delaney.  I  tell  you,  Diana”  (we’d  grown  pret¬ 
ty  intimate  by  this  time),  “  if  you’ll  have  Ted¬ 
dy  for  the  hero  we’ll  astonish  Hammersville  1” 

“But  Mr.  Delaney’s  so  ugly,”  she  said,  pout- 
ingly,  “the  beautiful  costume  will  be  quite 
thrown  away  on  him ;  he’s  nice,  I  know,  but 
he’s  so  ugly,”  she  repeated,  idiomatically. 

“  Oh,”  said  I,  “you  think  so,  do  you  ?  Well, 
let  Adolphus  have  it,  then.” 

“He’s  so  handsome  and  talented,”  said  Di¬ 
ana,  blushing  brightly;  “he  can’t  help  but  do 
every  thing  charmingly!” 

“It’s  a  free  country,”  said  I,  “and  every 
body  has  h  right  to  an  opinion ;  but  I  think, 
madam,  your  swan  is  a  goose.” 

He  was  worse  than  a  goose,  he  was  a  donkey, 
and  a  conceited  donkey  at  that. 

Let  me  quote  just  one  little  scene  in  the  cha¬ 
rade,  to  show  the  rock  upon  which  we  were 
wrecked. 

Scene — Lady  Angelica’s  drawing-room.  Time 


— twilight.  Lady  Angelica  seated  at  her  writ¬ 
ing-desk,  her  head  resting  upon  her  hand,  an 
expression  of  deep  sadness  upon  her  face.  En¬ 
ter  Ignatius,  disguised  as  a  peddler — rough  coat, 
green  goggles,  etc.  He  contemplates  the  scene 
before  him,  and  thus  apostrophizes  the  idol  of 
his  heart :  ‘  ‘  Do  I  see  thee  again,  oh,  my  be¬ 
loved  ?  What  madness  is  this  that  seizes  upon 
my  brain  ?  What  agony  is  this  that  assails  my 
heart  ?  Can  I  not  resign  thee,  then,  sweet  em¬ 
press  of  my  heart?  Ah,  let  me  enter  paradise, 
let  me  bask  in  the  warmth  of  thy  presence  for 
one  little  moment  more,  and  I  shall  be  gone 
forever!”  A  smothered  sob  falls  upon  the  ear 
of  Lady  Angelica ;  she  starts,  and,  turning  sud¬ 
denly,  discovers  in  the  peddler  at  her  feet  her 
long-lost  lover  Ignatius. 

Surely  it  was  a  touching  and  pathetic  episode 
in  the  play.  The  subdued  light,  the  enchanting 
figure  of  Mrs.  Debrell  seated  at  her  writing- 
table,  her  beautiful  face  half  turned  from  the 
admiring  audience,  the  folds  of  her  deliciously 
fitting,  marvelously  trimmed  robe  lying  yards 
behind  her.  It  Alls  me  with  indignation  now, 
to  think  that  Dolph  couldn’t  bear  to  tvear  the 
peddler’s  disguise. 

“You  wretched  peacock!”  I  cried,  indig¬ 
nantly;  “aren’t  you  contented  with  turning 
into  a  seraph  aftenvard,  and  blazing  down 
upon  the  audience  in  top-boots  and  a  slashed 
doublet?” 

“But  the  whole  thing  is  such  wretched  twad¬ 
dle,”  he  replied,  with  brutal  frankness.  “Come 
now,  confess,  Teddy ;  have  the  manliness  to  say 
what  you  think.” 

“I  think  it’s  beautiful,”  said  dear  old  Ted¬ 
dy  ;  “  of  course  it’s  a  little  boshy  in  parts,  but 
that  only  sei-ves  to  show  off  the  tragical  points 
with  effect.” 

The  tragical  points  Teddy  rehearsed  charm¬ 
ingly.  Coming  in  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand, 
and  discovering  Ignatius  at  the  feet  of  Lady 
Hidalgo,  he  is  torn  with  remorse  when  he  finds 
it  is  his  preserver  and  benefactor. 

But  what  mattered  it  how  well  Teddy  did  his 
part,  or  that  Diana  rivaled  Mrs.  Siddons,  when 
neither  threats  nor  entreaties  could  prevail  upon 
Adolphus  to  go  through  one  rehearsal  with  or¬ 
dinary  credit — when  day  after  day  passed  by, 
and  the  eventful  night  was  at  hand,  and  he  per¬ 
sisted  in  lounging  in  and  out  of  the  scenes  with¬ 
out  life  or  interest,  slurring  over  the  touching 
and  pathetic  parts,  and  turning  the  tragic  points 
of  the  play  into  buffoonery  ?  It  was  too  late  to 
draw  back.  It  was  well  known  that  an  original 
charade,  by  Miss  Polyphemia  Merivale,  w'as  to 
be  performed  at  the  mansion  of  Mrs.  Diana  De¬ 
brell.  All  Hammersville  was  on  tip-toe  with 
entlmsiastic  expectancy.  The  die  was  cast, 
my  reputation  was  at  stake,  and  yet  Adolphus 
persisted  in  saying  that  it  was  time  enough  to 
make  an  ass  of  himself  when  the  time  came ! 

At  last  the  night  came,  and  I  found  myself 
in  the  luxurious  home  of  the  beautiful  widow, 
breathing  an  atmosphere  tempered  by  hot  steam, 
and  made  fragrant  with  spoils  from  the  hot- 
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house,  treading  ruthlessly  on  master-pieces  of 
art  in  the  shape  of  carpets,  gazing  upon  wonder¬ 
ful  paintings  and  statues,  and  reclining  upon 
divans  that  would  have  delighted  the  heart  of  a 
Turk.  But,  truth  to  say,  all  this  magnificence 
was  thrown  away  upon  me.  I  was  like  a  fish 
out  of  water — my  black  silk  dress  cut  me  in  the 
arm-holes,  a  collar  ra^ed  my  neck  painfully, 
and  some  necessity  in  the  shape  of  hair  gave 
me  a  fearful  pang  when  I  moved  my  head.  I’d 
rather — oh  how  infinitely  rather ! — have  been  at 
home  in  the  dear  old  battered,  manuscript-lit¬ 
tered,  ink-stained  sanctum.  When  the  house 
began  to  fill,  and  taking  shelter  upon  the  stage, 
I  peeped  out  from  a  corner  of  the  curtain  upon 
the  sea  of  faces  in  the  great  drawing-room,  and 
actually  heard  the  musicians  commence  the  lit¬ 
tle  operatic  morceau  that  was  to  precede  the 
charade,  I  confess  that  an  ignominious  cow¬ 
ardice  prompted  me  to  make  niy  way  out  of  the 
back-door,  and  fly  homeward  as  fast  as  my 
trembling  legs  could  carry  me.  “It  might  look 
a  little  eccentric,”  I  said  to  myself ;  “  but  can’t 
a  literary  woman  be  a  little  odd  if  she  likes  ?” 
I  was  upon  the  point  of  gathering  up  my  skirts 
for  a  retreat,  when  Teddy  came  up  to  me  with 
the  manuscript.  He  was  happy  enough,  dear 
lad,  his  face  glowing,  and  his  eyes  shining  joy¬ 
fully.  It  was  plain  to  be  seen  he  wasn’t  out  of 
his  element  if  I  was,  and  for  that  night  at  least 
he  was  quite  worthy  of  the  long  line  of  pedigree 
belonging  to  Castle  Espagne. 

“  You’ll  act  as  prompter,  won’t  you,  Polly?” 
he  whispered,  giving  me  the  paper. 

“What’s  the  use,  Teddy?”  I  groaned. 
“  Those  that  know  their  parts  know  them,  and 
those  that  don’t,  don’t !  You  can  take  a  horse 
to  the  water,  but  you  can’t  make  him  drink!” 

“Ah,  Polly,  let’s  do  the  best  we  can,”  said 
the  dear  boy,  and  I  took  the  paper  without  a 
word.  Then  the  bell  tinkled,  the  music  ceased, 
and  up  went  the  curtain.  This  act  went  off 
capitally.  It  was  confined  to  Lady  Angelica 
and  her  waiting-maid,  and  the  beauty  and  cos¬ 
tumes  alone  of  the  amateurs  would  have  en¬ 
chanted  the  audience. 

A  night  scene,  in  the  second  act,  followed, 
where  Teddy,  in  a  Spanish  cloak,  sombrero  hat, 
and  lantern,  made  a  decided  hit.  At  last  the 
eventful  moment  approached,  and  after  an  in¬ 
stant  of  agonizing  suspense,  I  saw  Dolph  lounge 
into  the  gentleman’s  dressing-room,  with  the 
green  goggles  in  his  hand,  and  the  rough  coat 
of  the  peddler  thrown  over  his  arm.  The  bell 
tinkled  and  the  scene  opened,  disclosing  the 
fair  Lady  Angelica  seated  at  her  writing-desk, 
her  brow  upon  her  hand.  Never  had  Diana 
looked  so  enchantingly  lovely.  A  murmur  of 
admiration  arose  from  the  audience  ;  an  appre¬ 
ciative  silence  reigned  in  the  room.  “Ah,” 
thought  I,  “if  only  Dolph  can  go  through  his 
part  decently,  all  will  be  well.”  My  heart  beat 
high  with  hope  when  he  passed  me  and  went 
upon  the  stage.  The  rough,  coat  completely 
enveloped  him,  a  pair  of  great  boots  went  half¬ 
way  up  his  legs,  and  a  red  handkerchief  and 


green  goggles  effectually  concealed  his  hand¬ 
some  face.  So  far,  all  was  good. 

“  Do  I  see  thee  again  ?”  he  said,  very  slow¬ 
ly,  and  Avithout  a  particle  of  feeling ;  but  I 
didn’t  so  much  mind  that.  “  Do  I  see  thee 
again  ?”  he  repeated,  musingly ;  then  he  paused, 
standing  in  a  graceful  enough  attitude ;  but  I 
was  painfully  cognizant  he  was  trying  to  remem¬ 
ber  his  part. 

“Do  I  see  thee  again?”  he  shouted,  in  a 
sort  of  prolonged  roar  that  I  hoped  he  meant 
for  emotion  ;  but  he  paused  again.  Ah,  what 
a  fratricidal  heart  I  had  at  fhat  moment ! 

“What  is  the  cause  of  this  agony?”  he  at 
last  stammered  out,  and  then  must  needs  re¬ 
peat  it  again — “  What  is  the  cause  of  this 
agony?”  he  said,  in  quite  an  argumentative 
tone,  that  caused  a  wag  in  the  corner  to  shake 
his  head  and  whisper,  “he  didn’t  know.” 

“Why,”  said  the  wretched  Dolph,  “do  I 
feel  in  this — this  devil  of  a  state  ?”  he  added, 
and  of  course  the  audience  burst  into  a  roar. 
He  walked  over  to  the  wing  where  I  was  stand¬ 
ing. 

“  Give  me  a  cue,”  he  said.  “  Can’t  you  see 
I’ve  forgot  it  ?” 

Such  a  rage  welled  up  in  my  heart  at  that 
moment  that  I  was  choked.  “One  little  mo¬ 
ment  more,”  I  whispered,  frantically  leaping 
to  the  last  Avords  of  his  part. 

“A  little  more!”  he  roared  out,  and  the 
audience  listened  with  some  degree  of  respect. 
“A  little  more  !”  he  repeated,  in  a  hopelessly 
stupid  tone,  and  floundered  again. 

“A  little  more  of  kin  and  less  than  kind,” 
said  Teddy,  in  my  ear.  Diana  was  pale  as 
death  at  her  writing-desk,  and  I  flaming  as  a 
coal  at  the  wing. 

“Come  off!”  said  Teddy,  signaling  to  Dolph 
to  fly  from  the  stage.  Diana’s  head  sank  for 
a  moment,  then  lifted  itself  proudly  again.  I 
think  at  that  moment  she  trusted  to  Teddy. 

“Give  me  the  toggery!”  said  Teddy,  pull¬ 
ing  the  boots  from  Dolph’s  legs  and  wrapping 
himself  in  the  peddler’s  cloak. 

“We’ll  change  parts,”  he  Avhispered,  hur¬ 
riedly,  “and  do  you,  Polly,  post  Dolph  up  in 
mine.  All  he  has  to  do  is  to  come  in  with  the 
cloak  and  lantern,  and  shout,  ‘Ah,  villain!’ 
But  in  Heaven’s  name  be  careful  of  the  lan¬ 
tern,  for  it’s  filled  with  kerosene  !”  Then  Ted¬ 
dy  leaped  upon  the  stage. 

“Do  I  see  thee  again,  oh,  my  beloved?” 
cried  the  sonorous  A'oice  of  dear  old  Teddy,  and 
a  roseate  flush  overspread  the  face  of  Diana. 
I  took  heart  of  grace  and  thrcAV  aside  my  man¬ 
uscript  to  listen.  “What  SAveet  madness  is 
this  that  seizes  upon  my  brain  ?”  he  cried,  in 
the  richest  of  monotones.  “  Can  I  not  resign 
thee,  then,  sweet  empress  of  my  soul?  Ah, 
let  me  enter  paradise,  let  me  bask  in  the  warmth 
of  thy  presence  for  one  little  moment  more,  and 
I  shall  be  gone  forever  !”  He  threw  himself  at 
her  feet — his  voice  broke  into  a  sob — the  dis¬ 
guise  was  thrown  aside — it  Avas  her  lover,  Igna¬ 
tius  ! 
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Truly  Teddy  was  an  alluring  fellow  just 
then ;  there  was  that  in  his  face  that  was  better 
than  beauty — there  was  genius,  and  feeling,  and 
heart — there  was  goodness ! 

Diana  took  up  her  part  with  earnestness  and 
grace — her  voice  was  melody  itself ;  her  great 
dark  eyes  shone  luminously ;  not  a  word  did 
she  forget.  As  she  held  out  to  him  her  charm¬ 
ing  hand,  Teddy  gazed  upon  her  with  rapture. 
The  agony  of  his  abnegation,  of  his  immola¬ 
tion  of  self,  was  quite  lifelike  and  real ;  he  burst 
into  a  rhapsody  of  eloquence  that  startled  and 
delighted  the  audience.  They  applauded  rap¬ 
turously.  Diana’s  voice  trembled  in  the  re¬ 
ply;  nothing  could  exceed  the  sweetness  and 
majesty  of  her  expression. 

“Oh,  Dolph,”  I  whispered,  in  an  agony  of 
hope  and  trepidation,  “  surely  you  can  say  the 
two  words,  ‘  Ah,  villain  !’  But  take  care  of  the 
lantern,  I  beg  of  you !” 

“  You  have  saved  me  from  an  act  of  mad¬ 
ness,”  said  Lady  Angelica.  “Oh,  how  I  love 
your  brave  generosity !” 

“It's  your  turn,  Dolph,”  I  whispered,  and 
he  went  on  the  stage. 

“Ah,  villain!”  shouted  Adolphus,  and,  hor¬ 
ror  of  horrors,  he  actually  brandished  the  lan¬ 
tern  over  his  head.  Out  tumbled  the  lamp, 
and  falling  upon  the  floor,  a  tongue  of  flame 
seized  upon  the  drapery  at  his  feet,  and  rapidly 
licked  up  fold  after  fold  of  the  beautiful  robe 
of  Diana.  Shrieks  of  affright  burst  from  the 
audience !  All  was  confusion  and  disma}’. 
Dolph  and  I  sprang  forward  to  save  Diana, 
but  Teddy  was  first.  She  fell  into  his  arms, 
pale  and  unconscious,  but  quite  unhurt,  thanks 
to  the  friendly  coat  of  the  peddler  that  lay  with¬ 
in  reach  of  Teddy’s  frantic  grasp.  The  flames 
were  soon  extinguished,  and  a  crowd  of  sym¬ 
pathizing  friends  rushed  upon  the  stage. 

“Give  her  to  me,  Teddy,”  I  said,  “and  get 
home  as  fast  as  you  can.  Your  hair  is  burned 
off  this  side  of  your  head,  and  your  face  is  all 
black  and  singed.  Tell  me,  boy — tell  me  truly, 
are  you  hurt — are  you  badly  burned  ?  Come 
home  and  get  some  salve  on  your  poor  hands !  ” 
Eor  in  truth  the  boy’s  flesh  was  of  more  conse¬ 
quence  to  me  than  that  of  the  most  beautiful 
woman  in  the  world. 

“Never  mind  the  salve,  Polly,”  said  Teddy, 
“I’m  thinking  of  safo-ation  just  noAV.”  And 
in  the  face  of  this  most  atrocious  pun  he  put 
Diana  into  my  arms  and  went  home.  Then 
I  put  her  into  the  arms  of  her  housekeeper, 
and  went  after  him,  followed  by  Dolph,  who 
insisted  that  it  was  all  the  fault  of  the  lantern. 

“  To  fill  a  lantern  with  kerosene  !  ”  he  said,  in¬ 
dignantly.  “Who  ever  heard  of  such  a  thing?” 

We  found  Teddy  walking  about  the  floor, 
his  face  swollen  and  red,  his  hands  blistered 
and  raw,  his  right  eye  completely  closed,  and 
not  a  vestige  of  eyebrow  or  eyelash  about  him. 
This  pitiable  sight  touched  Dolph  to  the  heart. 
He  would  much  rather  have  been  killed  out¬ 
right  than  disfigured  thus  seriously,  and  he 
judged  Teddy  by  himself. 


“You’ll  never  forgive  me,”  said  Dolph. 
“  I’d  kill  an^  body  that  w'as  the  cause  of  such 
a  calamity  to  me.” 

“You’ve  done  me  a  great  service,  uncon¬ 
sciously,”  said  Teddy.  Then  seeing  a  look  of 
stolid  amazement  upon  Dolph’s  face,  he  added  : 
“Itvas  such  an  insignificant  fellow  before,  you 
know,  if  it  leaves  a  diJcent  scar,  people  may 
turn  to  look  at  me  once  in  a  Avhile.” 

“I  don’t  see  what  we  wanted  of  the  lantern, 
at  all,”  said  I ;  “  when  the  horse  is  gone  there’s 
no  use  shutting  the  stable-door ;  but  what  was 
the  use  of  the  lantern  ?” 

“Didn’t  Polly  put  it  in  the  play?”  said 
Dplph. 

“It  was  an  inter/ioZ-ation  of  Providence,” 
said  Teddy,  with  a  villainous  accent  upon  the 
“pol.” 

The  next  morning  nothing  would  do  but  he 
must  come  dowi^into  the  sanctum. 

“  What  will  you  do  there,  you  singed  monk¬ 
ey?”  I  said.  “You  can’t  write,  and  you  can 
hardly  see.” 

“But  I  can  dictate,”  said  Teddy;  “and  I 
won’t  have  the  editorials  spoiled;  and  oh,  Polly, 
let  me  come  down  and  sit  by  you  !  You’re  the 
only  one  that’s  fond  of  me  in  the  world !” 

1  helped  him  down,  and  Ave  greAV  quite  merry 
together,  in  spite  of  his  pain,  for  I  didn’t  see 
much  use  in  spoiling  his  braA-ery  by  crying  over 
him  ;  but  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I  honored  and 
loved  him  the  more  that  he  bore  his  pangs  like 
an  Indian. 

My  head  Avas  bent  over  the  paper,  and  I  aa'us 
slinging  the  ink  furiously  around  me,  Avhen  sud¬ 
denly  a  little  tap  at  the  door  startled  us. 

“It  can’t  be  the  printer’s  boy;  and  Dolph 
never  knocks,”  said  Teddy,  in  an  agonized 
whisper.  “  Oh,  Polly,  I  think  I’ll  run  I” 

“You’ll  have  to  make  a  charge  over  some¬ 
body’s  body,  then,”  I  replied,  “  for  there’s  only 
the  one  door.  Come  in !”  I  added  ;  and  I  con¬ 
fess  I  gulped  doAvn  a  strong  exclamation,  AA-hen, 
upon  the  threshold,  Ave  suav  Diana,  as  bright 
and  beautiful  as  CA-er ;  more  bright  and  beauti¬ 
ful,  for,  upon  seeing  the  battered  and  bandaged 
Teddy,  her  face  became  enchanting  Avith  emo¬ 
tion,  a  gloAv  leaped  into  her  cheek.  Once,  tAvice, 
she  opened  her  lips  as  if  to  speak,  but  her  voice 
faltered. 

“His — his — eyes,”  at  last  she  stammered  out. 
“Oh!  they’re  not  hurt,  are  they?”  Then,  Avith- 
out  Avaiting  for  an  ansAver,  she  Avent  over  to  the 
poor  lad,  and  put  both  her  hands  tenderly  upon 
his.  “You’ve  saA^ed  my  life,  Mr.  Delaney,” 
she  said  ;  “  but  I’d  rather  have  lost  it  than  that 
you  should  lose  your  eyes!”  Her  oAvn  filled 
Avith  tears.  I  spilled  a  great  dab  of  ink  on  my 
article. 

“Tell  her  you  can  see,  Teddy,”  said  I. 

“Just  as  Avell  as  ever,”  said  Teddy;  “and 
I’m  very  thankful  to  God  for  it,  just  iaoaa',  at 
least.  As  to  saving  your  life,  Mrs.  Debrell, 
it  Avas  only  a  lucky  chance  threw  the  boon  to 
me.  I  happene’d  to  be  nearest  you,  and  the 
cloak  Avas  Avithin  myreach.” 
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Teddy  was  pale  as  death,  hut  he  spoke  brave¬ 
ly,  and  with  his  old  merry  accent. 

“I’m  glad  it  was  you !”  said  Diana,  still  hold¬ 
ing  his  hands.  “  I’d  rather  owe  my  life  to  you 
than  any  one  in  the  world!” 

Dolph  entered  just  then,  and  Diana  went  up 
to  him  and  commenced  bantering  him  about  his 
awkwardness  with  the  lantern. 

“All  my  carpet  ruined,  and  my  pretty  dress  ; 
the  statue  of  Cupid  and  Psyche  broken  to  at¬ 
oms  ;  and  such  an  awful  odor  of  kerosene !” 

Presently  Dolph  and  she  went  away,  and 
walked  down  the  garden  path  together. 

“Polly,  Polly,”  said  Teddy,  “if  there’s  any 
whisky  or  brandy  in  the  house,  give  me  a  bit, 
for  I  think  I’m  going  to  faint.” 

“And  no  wonder,”  said  I,  reaching  down  a 
glass  from  the  mantle.  “Why  hadn’t  the  wo¬ 
man  more  sense  than  take  hold  of  a  man’s  hand, 
when  the  touch  was  agony  to  him  ?” 

“Ah  !”  said  Teddy,  “  why  was  the  touch  de¬ 
nied  me  ?  But  through  these  triple  bands  of 
linen  I  felt  it ;  I  swear  to  you,  Polly,  I  feel  it 
still.  Polly,  Polly,  miserable  wretch  that  I  am, 
how  is  it  that  I  dare  love — ” 

Dolph  put  in  his  head  at  the  door. 

“I’m  going  home  with  Diana,  P'olly,”  he 
said.  “  She’s  asked  me,  and  I  can’t  very  well 
refuse ;  and  say,  I  think,  on  the  way,  I’ll  pro¬ 
pose.  It’s  all  a  fellow  can  do,  you  know ;  and 
I  may  as  well  have  it  over  with.  Don’t  wait 
lunch  for  me.”  And  Dolph  went  down  to 
the  phaeton  that  was  waiting  for  him  at  the 
gate. 

“You  were  saying,  Teddy,”  said  I,  holding 
a  glass  of  punch  to  his  lips,  “that  jmu  loved 
somebody — ” 

“It  was  you,  Polly — I  love  you  I” 

“Don’t  be  unhappy,  then,”  said  I,  “for  your 
passion  is  reciprocated.  There’s  no  necessity 
for  any  thing  feeding  on  your  damask  cheek  on 
my  account.” 

“It’s  a  damaged  cheek,  just  now,  Polly;  and 
it  never  .was  a  damask  one.  But  there’s  Dolph  ; 
he’s  all  roses  and  lilies  !” 

“And  daffy downdillies,”  said  I;  “and  he’s 
gone  to  take  tea  in  the  arbor.” 

“  Who  says  that  all  men  are  created  free  and 
equal?”  said  Teddy,  fiercely.  “We’re  tram¬ 
meled  from  our  birth.  Why  is  one  man  made 
like  an  Apollo,  and  another  like  an  ape?” 

“Why  is  one  man  given  brains,  and  another 
none  ?” 

“  So  that  the  one  with  brains  may  suffer  the 
most,”  said  Teddy. 

These  bitter  words  sounded  very  strangely 
from  his  lips,  so  we  kept  silence  for  a  while. 

As  Teddy  and  I  were  alone,  I  determined  to 
have  something  nice  and  warm  brought  to  us  in 
the  sanctum ;  but  just  as  the  table  was  laid  for 
two,  and  we  were  waiting  for  a  delicious  little 
game-pie  to  be  heated,  who  should  stalk  in  but 
Dolph  ?  I  saw  from  the  look  of  his  face  that  he 
had  been  rejected.  If  ever  mortified  vanity 
was  depicted  any  where,  it  was  there. 

“She’s  thrown  me  over,”  he  said,  with  his 


usual  frankness,  scowding  down  upon  Teddy 
and  me. 

There  was  a  struggle  in  Teddy’s  face  between 
relief  and  sympathy  ;  but  he  said  nothing. 

“She’s  a  cursed  coquette,”  pursued  Adol¬ 
phus  ;  “  but  she  can’t  play  fast  and  loose  with 
me  ;  she’ll  never  get  another  chance,  never!” 

“  It’s  a  pity  to  be  too  hard  upon  her,”  said  I. 
“Don’t  be  cruel,  Dolph  !” 

But  he  never  noticed  the  sarcasm  at  all. 
“She’ll  find  out  I’m  not  the  man  to  be  trifled 
with !”  he  said,  as  we  sat  down  to  the  table. 

“I’ll  tell  you  what,”  said  Dolph,  helping 
himself  to  half  the  pie  ;  “  I'm  sick  of  this  sort 
of  thing;  I’m  going  out  to  Wampunsung  Gap  !” 

“For  a  man  that’s  crossed  in  love,”  said  I, 
“you  have  an  excellent  appetite.  Pair  play 
with  the  pie,  Dolph  ;  share  and  share  alike,  you 
know.  It  was  quite  an  unexpected  pleasure 
having  you  to  lunch,  and  we  weren’t  quite  pre¬ 
pared  for  it.” 

Seven  days  after  Dolph  came  home  with  a 
complete  trapper’s  outfit.  He  said  he  didn’t 
intend  to  confine  himself  to  mining  ;  there  was 
nothing  like  having  two  strings  to  one’s  bow. 
When  he  told  me  he’d  given  up  the  government 
ofBce,  I  began  to  believe  that  he  might  possibly 
go  to  Wampunsung  Gap  ;  and  the  womanly  part 
of  my  nature  stirred  a  little,  as  it  will  at  parting 
with  one  you  ai-e  in  the  habit  of  fraternizing 
with.  I  found  out  I  was  a  little  fond  of  Dolph, 
and  petted  the  great  handsome  fellow  to  his 
heart’s  content.  Teddy  had  got  over  his  inju¬ 
ries,  and  had  given  up  hoping  for  the  distinction 
of  a  scar ;  his  eyebrows  and  eyelashes  were  be¬ 
ginning  to  grow,  and  his  hands  were  well  as 
ever ;  but  he  seemed  unable  to  settle  himself  to 
write.  There  was  no  bantering  at  the  table, 
and  Dolph  ate  all  the  dainties  himself,  for  Teddy 
had  no  appetite,  and  I  was  out  of  sorts.  The 
fair  widow  had  flitted  away  somewhere,  and  the 
great  house  was  closed,  and  somehow  a  cloud 
hung  over  every  thing. 

One  day  the  cloud  resolved  itself  into  a 
thunder-bolt  of  this  kind.  Dolph  had  gone 
out  hunting  for  a  rubber  cover  for  his  new 
rifle,  and  Teddy  and  I  were  alone  in  the  sanc¬ 
tum.  I  was  writing  away,  pretending  never 
to  notice  Teddy,  but  once  in  a  while  stealing  a 
look  at  his  gruesome  faee  as  he  shadowed  it 
with  his  hand. 

“Polly,”  said  Teddjq  suddenly,  “  I  wish  you’d 
let  me  go  with  Dolph !” 

I  dropped  my  pen  and  looked  at  him.  “To 
Wampunsung  Gap?”  I  gasped. 

“Yes,  Polly  dear,  it’s  the  only  thing  that’ll 
save  me  !  I’m  getting  unfit  for  any  thing — I 
want  to  go,  Polly;  oh,  my  good  friend,  my 
comrade,  my  more  than  sister,  be  generous  to 
me !” 

The  boy’s  arms  were  about  me,  his  face  close 
to  mine.  I  drew  down  his  head  and  whispered 
in  his  ear,  “  Stay !  Take  hope  !  Who  knows  ?  ’ 
But  he  drew  back,  flushing  painfully.  “No, 
Polly,  it  is  impossible !  Hope  would  be  in¬ 
sanity !” 
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Erom  that  hour  it  was  settled.  In  ten  clays 
they  were  gone,  Dolph  and  Teddy — gone  to 
Wampimsung  Gap ! 

Fancy  it,  ye  who  can,  the  old  brown  house 
without  them !  Fancy  the  miserable,  lonely 
woman,  gaunt  and  grizzled,  forlorn  and  deso¬ 
late,  as  destitute  of  joy  as  the  stuffed  owl  over 
the  sanctum  door!  To  eat,  and  drink,  and 
sleep,  to  dip  one’s  pen  in  gall  and  write — ah,  it 
was  sad ! 

A  month  later  a  great  joy  leaped  up  in  my 
heart  only  to  vanish,  and  leave  it  more  deso¬ 
late  than  ever.  There  was  a  tremendous  bus¬ 
tle  at  the  door — the  little  servant  burst  into  ac¬ 
clamations  of  delight.  She  bounded  into  the 
sanctum  unrebuked.  “Oh,  ma’am,”  she  said, 
her  face  in  a  flame,  “  here’s  Mr.  Adolphus  home 
again  I” 

My  legs  refused  to  hold  me.  I  sat  down, 
but  looked  eagerly  at  the  door.  Dolph  came 
in  and  embraced  me  warmly.  I  still  looked  at 
the  door.  “Teddy?”  I  said,  interrogatively, 
and  half  rising  to  my  feet. 

“  Well,  you  see,  Polly,”  said  Dolph,  “Teddy 
would  go  on.” 

“To  Wampunsung  Gap?”  I  said,  sinking 
back  in  my  chair. 

“  Yes,”  said  Dolph.  “  The  fact  is,  it’s  mad¬ 
ness  !  The  Indians  are  as  thick  out  there  as 
blackberries  in  August.  Twenty-seven  men 
were  scalped  and  left  in  one  place  on  the 
plains.  I  had  an' offer  to  go  into  the  lumber 
business,  and  I  took  it  up.  I  offered  Teddy  a 
half  interest,  but  he  would  go  on.  Here’s  a 
letter  he  sent  you.” 

I  read  the  letter  without  even  wiping  my 
spectacles.  After  all  what  mattered  it?  I 
knew  I  never  should  see  him  again. 

“  Deae  Polly,— To  confess  the  truth  I’m  longing  to 
go  hack.  I  never  saw  any  thing  so  dreary  in  my  life 
as  this  long  waste  of  prairie,  and  the  grass  is  so  high 
now  that  you  can  fancy  it  quivering  with  redskins ; 
hut  I  feel  somehow  as  if  it  would  he  cowardly  to  re¬ 
treat,  and  we’ve  heard  so  much  from  Wampunsung 
Gap  I’d  like  to  see  it.  When  I  get  there  I’ll  write  you 
a  glowing  letter  for  the  Herald,  and  in  the  mean  time 
I’ll  send  you  some  scraps  jotted  down  hy  the  way- 
side.  This,  for  your  ear,  dearest  of  Pollys,  I’ve  got 
over  the  old  weak  puling  despair  altogether— I’m  a 
man  again,  ready  to  do  ail  that  a  man  can  do.  Away 
down  in  my  heart  is  the  old  passion :  love  is  hard  to 
kill,  dear ;  hut  I’m  none  the  worse  for  it.  As  for  my 
scalp,  I  shall  tell  my  red  brethren  I’m  not  an  ordinary 
hairy  person,  I’m  liter-hairy;  perhaps  it’ll  save  the 
wretched  mop  that  seems  destined  to  come  to  grief. 

“Always,  my  incomparable  Polly, 

“Your  devoted  TEnny.” 

That  was  the  last  scrap  of  his  dear  old  hiero¬ 
glyphics  that  came  to  me.  Days  and  weeks 
fled  by,  Dolph  went  off  to  his  lumbering,  and 
married  the  rich  lumber  proprietor’s  daughter. 
The  fair  widow  came  back  to  her  mansion  on 
the  hill.  I  was  alone  again  in  the  old  brown 
house — alone  with  the  serving-rnaid,  now  rap¬ 
idly  strengthening  into  a  sturdy  woman.  I 
watched  and  waited  for  the  postman’s  ring, 
and  scanned  the  letters  at  first  with  a  trem¬ 
bling  hand  and  a  choking  in  the  throat ;  but 
after  a  while  quite  hopelessly  and  mechanically. 


There  were  none  from  Wampunsung  Gap,  not 
even  the  glowing  descriptive  one.  I  gave  him 
plenty  of  time,  even  allowing  for  accidents.  I 
was  la-vish  in  hope  and  patience;  but  all  was 
useless,  the  boy  was  dead ! 

It  made  me  mad  when  Dolph  insisted  that 
he  might  be  alive.  “Alive,”  I  said,  “and  not 
write  to  me !” 

“Well,  but,  hang  it,  Polly,  when  a  fellow  is 
journeying  about  that  way,  meeting  -with  all 
sorts  of  adventure,  he  don’t  get  a  chance.” 

“Teddy  isn’t  a  fellow,  he’s  a  gentleman, 
Dolph,”  I  said;  “and  if  he  was  alive,  he’d 
write  to  me  as  a  gentleman  ought.  You  see, 
Diana,”  I  said  (turning  to  the  widow,  who  'vv'as 
kind  enough  to  spend  some  of  her  time  with 
me),  “  the  Delaneys  of  Castle  Espagne  are  of 
the  old  chivalrous,  knightly  order,  that  would 
scorn  to  keep  a  poor  old  woman  like  me  in  an 
agony  of  suspense.  Teddy’s  without  fear  and 
without  reproach,  wherever  he  may  be,  that 
you  may  be  sure  of.” 

One  night  we  sat  in  the  sanctum  alone, 
Diana  and  I,  and  suddenly  we  heard  a  long, 
loud  wail  outside ;  it  was  a  melancholy  shriek 
enough,  and  Diana  fell  back  almost  fainting. 

“  Wliat’s  the  matter,  child  ?”  said  I,  hasten¬ 
ing  over  to  her ;  for  she  had  got  to  be  dear  to 
me  for  her  own  sake  as  well  as  for  that  of  some¬ 
body  else. 

“Oh,  perhaps  it’s  the  Banshee!”  she  said, 
lifting  her  great  eyes  to  mine  swimming  with 
tears.  “I’ve  heard  that,  when  any  one  be¬ 
longing  to  one  of  those  old  Irish  families  dies, 
the  Banshee  is  sure  to  come  to  their  home  and 
lament  over  them.” 

“  I  think  it’s  Pluto,  the  tom-cat,”  said  I ; 
and  then  I  was  ashamed  to  keep  up  the  story 
of  Teddy’s  ancestry  any  longer,  and,  however 
it  was,  I  told  her  every  thing  I  knew  of  him — 
that  he  was  the  soul  of  honor,  and  the  brightest, 
cheeriest,  bravest,  best  lad  that  ever  walked, 
and  that  his  great  love  for  her  had  cost  him 
his  life.  I  brought  out  his  letter  and  showed 
it  to  her,  and  I  gave  her  a  beautiful  little  poem 
he  wrote  to  her  eyes,  and  put  into  her  hand  a 
sketch  of  her  profile  that  he  drew  from  the 
sanctum  window. 

“  But  why  didn’t  he  stay  at  home  and  tell 
me,  if  he  cared  for  me  so  much  ?”  she  said,  in¬ 
nocently  enough,  and  then  she  blushed  very 
brightly.  “When  I  saw  the  flames  ready  to 
devour  me  that  night  I  stretched  out  my  arms 
to  him,  and,  as  he  wrapped  the  peddler’s  cloak 
about  me,  he  whispered,  ‘  Don’t  be  afraid,  dar¬ 
ling;’  and  I  wasn’t  afraid.  I  knew  he’d  save 
me ;  but  the  next  morning  you  saw  how  cold 
he  w'as.  I  couldn’t  say  more  than  I  did,  Polly ; 
but  it  didn’t  matter ;  and  now  he’s  been  mur¬ 
dered  by  those  dreadful  Indians.  Oh,  Polly, 
why  don’t  they  kill  them  all  ?” 

“I’m  coaxing  the  government  to,  all  I  can, 
Diana  ;  but  since  Teddy’s  gone  the  Hammers- 
ville  Herald  hasn’t  much  influence.” 

And  all  this  time  I  never  shed  a  tear  for  the 
lad !  It  seemed  as  if  all  within  me  was  a  great 
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arid  desert,  and  not  a  life-spring  to  be  found. 
The  wound  gaped  wide,  refusing  to  be  healed. 
Day  after  day  I  sat  in  the  sanctum,  my  only 
companions  Pluto,  the  big  black  cat,  and  the 
stuffed  owl  over  the  door ;  and  if  Diana  had 
not  taken  compassion  on  me,  and  once  in  a 
while  come  over,  I’d  have  turned  to  stone. 

One  blustering  March  day  I  expected  her  to 
tea,  and  as  the  light  began  to  wane,  I  stood  by 
the  window  wondering  if  she’d  dare  venture  out 
in  a  snow-storm,  for  the  flakes  began  to  gather 
and  whirl  madly  about.  I  hoped  she  would, 
for  all  that  day  I  had  been  unspeakably  lonely 
and  sad.  I  turned  away  from  the  window  and 
sat  down  by  the  table  again ;  but  I  couldn’t 
read,  I  couldn’t  write,  I  couldn’t  think.  In 
truth,  I  was  tired  and  WTetchedly  out  of  sorts. 
Hearing  a  step  in  the  hall,  I  was  glad  to  think 
it  was  Dolph,  and  called  out  to  him  to  come  in. 
But  a  stranger  entered  ;  a  brown,  burly  man, 
with  green  spectacles,  and  a  wonderful  amount 
of  hirsute  appendages ;  his  hair  hung  down 
about  his  shoulders,  and  a  tangled  beard  near¬ 
ly  reached  to  his  waist.  I  thought  he  was  a 
Mussulman,  and  bowing  gravely,  motioned  him 
to  a  seat.  I  was  about  calling  for  strong  cof¬ 
fee,  and  sending  Hannah  next  door  to  borrow 
some  .pipes,  when  lie  took  from  the  pocket  of 
his  coat  a  package. 

“  Madam,”  said  he,  in  an  accent  that  was  not 
quite  American,  and  yet  not  Oriental,  “I  am 
from  Wampunsung  Gap !” 

I  fell  back  motionless,  stretching  out  my  hand 
for  the  package. 

“It’s  my  painful  duty,  madam,”  said  the  man, 
in  a  sepulchral  tone,  ‘  ‘  to  break  to  you  a  melan¬ 
choly  piece  of  news,  and  to  deliver  into  your 
hands  this  package.” 

“  Give  me  the  package,”  I  said,  “and  never 
mind  the  news.” 

“It’s  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  of  a  person 
in  your  pursuit  that  didn’t  care  for  news,”  he 
said.  “I  hope  the  paper  hasn’t  gone  to  the 
dogs  ?” 

“But  I  know  the  news,”  I  said.  “I’ve  felt 
all  day  as  if  something  was  going  to  happen  to 
me — the  worst  of  the  blow  is  over.  God  has 
prepared  me  for  it.  Sir ;  but  don’t  say  it,  for  I 
can’t  bear  it.  I  know  my  boy  is  dead,  and 
these  are  his  last  words  to  me  ;  but  don’t  say 
it.  Sir ;  I’m  getting  old,  and  I’ve  suffered  great¬ 
ly.  Give  me  the  package.  Sir,  in  Heaven’s 
name !” 

A  sudden  pallor  overspread  the  face  of  the 
stranger.  He  half  arose  from  his  chair. 

“Be — be  calm,  madam,”  he  said,  his  voice 
breaking  a  little  out  of  the  gruffness.  “  I  want 
to  be  certain  you’re  the  person  I’m  to  give  it 
to.  Are  you  Polyphemia  Merivale  ?” 

“Yes,  yes,”  I  replied,  impatiently. 

He  took  off  his  gloves,  and  I  saw  that  his 
hands  were  brown  and  weather-beaten,  but  sin¬ 
gularly  small,  and  ah,  how  familiarly  nervous 
they  looked ! 

“  Editor-in-chief  of  the  Hammersville  Her¬ 
ald?”  he  said. 


I  nodded  eagerly,  for  I  couldn’t  speak. 

“I — I — be  calm,  madam,  I  beg  of  you.  I 
— I  will  give  you  the  package,  but  I  beseech 
of  you  to  be  calm.” 

I  looked  at  him  fixedly.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  I  should  awake  pretty  soon,  and  find  it  all 
a  dream.  My  heart  thumped  up  and  down  in 
my  breast.  I  saw  through  the  spectacles  a 
pair  of  great  loving  gray  eyes,  filled  with  hon¬ 
est  tears.  If  it  had  been  a  dream,  it  would 
have  been  merciful  to  have  let  me  die  there 
and  then. 

“Be — be — calm,”  he  repeated,  getting  upon 
his  feet,  his  voice  breaking  into  a  sob ;  “be — be 
— hang  it,  Polly,  can’t  you  be  calm  f”  Then  he 
threw  away  his  spectacles  and  caught  me  to  his 
heart. 

Oh,  ye  who  have  suffered,  who,  after  long 
grief  and  pain,  find  the  arms  of  your  true  love 
round  you  once  again — only  ye  can  tell  the  un¬ 
speakable  joy  of  that  moment !  I  was  long 
past  forty ;  what  then  ?  Is  there  no  powerful 
love  but  the  one  ? 

“You  spoiled  it  all,”  said  Teddy;  “you 
wouldn’t  be  calm,  do  what  I  might.  I  was  go¬ 
ing  to  make  you  show  me  the  mole  on  your 
left  arm  ;  but,  in  truth,  Polly,  my  heart  was 
full  to  bursting.  Oh,  Polyphemia  Merivale! 
my  dear  old  Polly,  thank  God  you  are  alive 
and  well !  And  how  is  Dolph  ?  Married  ? 
Don’t  be  afraid  to  teU  me,  dear.  It’s  all  gone ; 
the  old  passion  is  burned  out — not  even  a  cin¬ 
der  left.  I’ve  been  a  captive  among  the  In¬ 
dians,  Polly ;  and  what  with  fire-water  and  the 
treachery  of  the  whites,  they’ve  got  sadly  de¬ 
moralized,  and  they’re  not  a  nice  set  of  people 
to  live  with.  They’re  a  little  drunken,  and 
dirty,  and  given  to  lying  and  stealing,  and  a 
few  other  sins.  I’ve  been  a  medicine-man, 
Polly,  and  I’ve  killed  a  few  of  them  with  the 
aid  of  Providence.  But  I’ve  written  it  all  out 
for  the  Herald.  It’s  a  beautiful  thing.  It  ’ll 
bring  tears  to  your  eyes.  Sensational,  you 
know,  with  an  impossible  Indian  princess  in  it, 
just  to  show,  you  know,  what  they  might  be,  if 
they  were  the  old  imaginary  heroic  race.  I’ve 
scraped  up  a  goodish  bit  of  money,  Polly,  and 
we’ll  spend  every  penny  of  it  on  the  Herald, 
and  live  in  the  old  sanctum,  like  gods  together, 
Polly,  heedless  of  mankind.” 

“  Then  you  don’t  care  for  Diana,  Teddy  ?’’ 

“Not  a  straw,  dear,  except  as  one  human 
creature  cares  for  another.  We  all  love  one 
another,  I  hope,  Polly.” 

“I’m  sorry  for  her,  poor  thing!”  said  I. 

‘  ‘  Why,  why,  what’s  the  matter  ?”  said  Teddy. 
“  Don’t  keep  me  in  suspense,  Polly.  Out  with 
it  at  once.  She — she — she’s  alive,  Polly?” 

“  Oh  yes,  alive  and  well,  and  beautiful  as 
ever,  and  wonderfully  sweet  and  kind.  It’s  a 
pity  for  her ;  it  is,  indeed.” 

“  Has  she  married  unhappily,  Polly  ?” 

“  No,  she  isn’t  married  at  all ;  but  she  might 
have  been,  if  I’d  known  your  character  better.  ” 

“  Now,  Polly,  what  upon  earth  do  you  mean  ? 
Haven’t  I  been  tortured  enough  ?  I’ve  had  my 
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scalp  hanging  by  only  one  hair  many  a  time. 
There’s  tattooing  all  over  me  from  the  crown  of 
my  head  to  the  sole  of  my  foot.  A  fire  was  built 
on  my  stomach  once,  and  would  have  been  lighted 
if  some  horse-stealing  Camanches  hadn’t  spoiled 
the  sport  of  my  captors.  Don’t  torture  me  any 
more,  Polly.  Tell  me  at  once.  What’s  the 
matter  with  Diana  ?” 

“Why,  the  fact  is,  Teddy,  I  thought  you 
loved  her,  you  know,  and  I’ve  been  fool  enough 
to  teach  her  to  love  you.  She’s  coming  here  to 
tea  to-night,  and  you’d  better  keep  out  of  her 
way.  There’s  no  use  breaking  her  heart.  ” 

“You’ve  taught  her  to  love  me,  and  she’s 
coming  here  to  tea  ?”  repeated  Teddy,  growing 
red  and  pale  by  turns. 

“Yes  ;  if  you’d  staid  at  home  you  might  have 
married  her  long  ago.” 

“I!  Diana!  Polly,  you’re  the  soul  of  honor. 
You — you  wouldn’t  deceive  me.  Oh,  best  and 
dearest  of  Pollys,  I’m  the  happiest  man  alive !  ” 

Then  he  suddenly  got  upon  his  feet,  and  rais¬ 
ing  his  hands  devoutly  to  Heaven,  he  lifted  up 
his  voice,  and  gave  vent  to  one  of  the  wildest 
yells  it  was  ever  my  fate  to  listen  to.  It  raised 
the  hair  on  my  head,  and  froze  the  blood  in  my 
body;  it  echoed  and  re-echoed  about  every 
rafter  in  the  old  house ;  it  set  the  glasses  to 
jingling  in  the  cupboard  in  the  kitchen  ;  and 
the  maid  came  running  up  to  see  what  was  the 


matter.  I  was  paralyzed,  and  stood  looking  at 
him  in  horror,  but  he  turned  gently  to  the  serv¬ 
ant. 

“  Don’t  be  frightened,  Hannah,”  he  said. 
“  I’ve  been  showing  Miss  Merivale  the  tri¬ 
umphant  whoop  of  the  Sioux.  When  they’ve 
gained  a  great  victory,  and  the  scalps  of  their 
enemies  hang  in  scores  about  them,  and  they’re 
overwhelmed  with  joy,  that  is  the  way  they  give 
vent  to  their  feelings.  When  fifteen  hundred 
braves  or  so  join  in  a  cry  like  that  it's  a  grand 
thing  to  hear,  when  the  tympanum  of  the  ear 
isn’t  too  delicate.” 

“  I  should  think  so,”  I  said,  gaspingly ;  ‘  ‘  it’s 
a  little  too  much  for  civilization.  Since  you’ve 
been  away  we’ve  got  a  corps  of  police  in  Ham- 
mersville.  There’s  a  ring  at  the  bell.  Maybe 
you’ll  please  repeat  it  for  their  benefit.” 

“I  should  be  happy  to  please  the  p’lice,”  he 
said,  with  his  old  villainous  play  upon  words. 

But  it  wasn’t  the  police ;  it  was  Diana  ;  and 
I  needn’t  go  on,  I  suppose.  My  story  is  too 
long  already ;  I’m  getting  old  and  garrulous,  I 
think.  I've  lost  the  happy  faculty  of  putting 
things  in  as  few  words  as  possible  ;  but  I’ll  cut 
out  this  paragraph  about  Wampunsung  Gap, 
and  send  it  up  to  Teddy  and  Diana.  They’ll 
be  glad  to  see  the  name  in  print.  As  for  me, 
I  live  in  the  old  brown  house  still ;  but  I’m  very 
happy,  and  I’m  very  seldom  alone  any  more. 


WINE  IN  AMEEICA  AND  AMEEICAN  WINE. 


OURS  is  truly  a  land  of  plenty.  Whatever 
may  be  said  of  American  cookery,  all  must 
admit  that  the  variety  and  abundance  of  things 
good  to  cook  which  grow  and  multiply  in  the 
shadow  of  the  spreading  eagle  is  fully  equal  to 
the  worthiness  of  the  people  ;  and,  as  compared 
with  what  any  portion  of  Europe  north  of  the 
shores  and  peninsulas  of  the  Mediterranean  can 
boast  of,  the  superiority  in  quality  too  is  with  us. 
Humid  climates,  where  rifin  falls  a  hundred  and 
fifty  or  a  hundred  and  seventy-five  days  in  the 
year,  may  impart  bulk  and  succulence  to  vege¬ 
tables  and  fruit,  and  tenderness  and  juice  to 
meats,  but  savor  and  aroma  distill  best  from 
fair  skies  and  generous  sunshine,  such  as  bless 
America. 

Considering  the  profusion  and  excellence  of 
the  feast  which  Nature,  at  Heaven’s  command, 
has  spread  before  this  should-be  happy  people — 
considering  green  corn  and  Lima  beans,  toma¬ 
toes  and  sweet-potatoes,  summer  squash  and 
marrowfats,  egg-plant  and  okra — considering, 
also,  buckwheat-cakes  and  johnny,  Indian-pud- 
ding  and  hasty,  corn-dodgers,  fritters,  muffins, 
w'affles,  and  hoe-cakes,  with,  hominy,  big  and 
little — considering  w'ater-melons  and  cantelopes, 
apples,  peaches,  and  strawberries — considering, 
moreover,  long  clams  and  round,  oysters,  lob¬ 
sters,  and  scollops,  shad,  white-fish,  and  sea- 
bass — considering,  besides,  canvas-backs,  prai¬ 
rie-hens,  and  pigeons,  quail,  partridge,  and  deer, 
and  turkey,  wild  and  tame — considering,  to  con¬ 


tinue,  beans-and-pork  and  pumpkin-pies,  maple- 
molasses,  rosy  butter,  and  cranberry-sauce — con¬ 
sidering,  in  fine,  Connecticut  geese,  Kentucky 
beef,  and  White  Mountain  mutton — it  is  not 
wonderful  we  should  have  set  apart  in  every 
year  one  day  for  holding  a  high-mass  of  thanks¬ 
giving;  the  only  wonder  is,  that  we  do  not  hold 
two  of  them.  But  maybe  the  institution  of  a 
second  festival  of  gratitude  is  being  reserved 
for  the  time  when  Divine  Bounty  shall  vouch¬ 
safe  to  us,  in  addition  to  all  this  wealth  of  solid 
comfort,  a  liquid  worthy  to  moisten,  it.  We 
have  nothing  to  drink. 

Nothing  to  drink — but  w'ater!  Is  this  as  it 
should  be  ?  Is  it  consistent  with  Nature,  is  it 
worthy  of  Providence,  is  it  in  accordance  with 
the  true  order  and  fitness  of  things  that,  while 
earth,  air,  and  flood,  multiplying  themselves  by 
the  many  differences  of  soil,  and  again  by  the 
many  differences  of  climate,  and  all  of  them  by 
the  successive  stages  in  the  march  of  the  sea¬ 
sons,  combine  to  produce  an  ever-renewing  va¬ 
riety  of  food  to  delight  the  palate  in  all  its 
changes  and  fancies,  our  only  liquid  aliment 
should  be  the  one  tasteless,  colorless,  odorless, 
inert,  cold,  sad  element  condensed  from  gloomy 
clouds  and  showered  down  from  weeping  skies  ? 
Is  this  a  drink  fit  for  man— a  spiritual  being, 
with  nerves  finely  strung  to  know  all  the  delights 
of  sense,  for  whose  eye  colors  are,  for  whose  ear 
melodies  and  harmonies  are,  and  for  whose 
breathing  odors — man,  created  with  manifold 
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capability,  and  requiring  manifold  incentive 
to  put  him  to  his  proper  activity?  For  the 
beasts  of  the  field,  that  eat  grass,  yes ;  but  for 
man,  no ! 

Not  water,  but  'wine,  is  the  natural  and  prov¬ 
idential  drink  for  civilized  and  refined  human¬ 
ity.  Wine  is  positive  ;  water  is  negative.  The 
one  is  compound,  the  other  simple.  The  one 
corresponds  to  spiritual  truth  in  the  arcana  of 
the  New  Jerusalem;  the  other,  in  the  same  ar¬ 
cana,  to  natural  truth.  Water  quenches  thirst 
as  it  puts  out  fire  ;  wine,  while  satisfying  a  need, 
brings  pleasure  to  the  senses  also,  with  exalta¬ 
tion  of  power  to  every  mental  and  physical  fac¬ 
ulty.  Water  is  not  food,  but  less  than  food  ; 
wine  is  more  than  food.  It  has  color,  sparkle, 
fragrance  ;  is  fine,  spiritual,  ethereal,  dynamic  ; 
has  quality,  variety,  occult  property,  mystery, 
interest,  value,  good,  and  evil. 

Yes,  it  is  good  or  it  is  evil  according  as  it  is 
received,  as  all  blessings  are  which  God  bestows 
and  man  receives — be  it  a  wife,  a  beef-steak,  or 
a  steam-engine.  Which  brings  to  mind  that 
many  excellent  and  intelligent  people  in  this 
country  refuse  to  admit  wine  to  be  good  at  all, 
but,  on  the  contrary,  fixedly  believe  it  to  be 
wholly  find  outrageously  evil ;  and  that  before 
going  furtherdnto  the  subject  of  wine  supply  it 
is  proper  to  consider  in  a  brief  way  the  basis 
of  their  belief.  Of  the  good  or  evil  effects  of 
drinking  pure  wine  Americans  have  small  means 
of  judging.  The  dogmas  of  total  abstinence 
have  been  built  upon  facts  existing  in  two 
countries  where  pure  wine  is  an  almost  un¬ 
known  thing — upon  British  and  American  facts. 
Not  in  France,  not  in  Spain,  or  Portugal,  or 
Italy,  or  Switzerland,  or  South  Germany,  are 
gathered  the  awful  statistics  of  the  temperance 
lecturer ;  but  from  Britain,  from  America,  and 
other  countries,  where  a  kind  of  necessity,  or 
at  least  a  controlling  fatality,  has  led  to  the 
using  as  a  beverage  what  in  grape-growing 
climates  is  hardly  known  save  as  a  medicine. 
The  advocates  of  abstinence,  having  made  out 
their  case  against  distilled  spirits,  demand 
judgment  against  wine  also.  Having  shown 
that  drinking  whisky  or  rum  tends  in  a  dan¬ 
gerous  degree  to  make  men  drunkards,  they 
jump  to  the  conclusion  that  wine- drinking 
must  also  tend  in  a  like  degree  to  the  same 
calamitous  result.  By  such  reasoners  it  is 
assumed : 

First,  that  alcohol  as  found  in  distilled  spirits 
and  alcohol  as  found  in  wine  that  has  not  been 
distilled  exists  in  both  cases  under  identically 
the  same  conditions,  and  has  on  the  drinker 
the  same  effects. 

Secondly,  that  the  foreign  wines  which  are 
usually  consumed  in  America  and  Britain  are 
the  same  as  what  the  people  of  the  countries 
which  produce  them  drink  at  home,  and  the 
same  as  vi^iat  we  should  drink  in  case  we  grew 
our  own  wines  at  home. 

But  distilled  and  undistilled  alcohol  exist 
under  very  different  conditions,  and  have  very 
different  effects.  And  to  reason  from  port. 


sherry,  and  Madeira,  and  other  liquors  that 
come  to  us  in  ships,  to  the  wine  that  will  spring 
from  our  own  soil,  if  our  vine  culture  be  blessed, 
is  by  no  means  admissible. 

'  Simple  alcohol  is  not  a  drink  at  all.  It  is 
never  taken  without  a  large  admixture  of  wa¬ 
ter,  and  usually  of  other  substances.  Brandy, 
whisky,  and  rum  contain  nearly  as  much  water 
as  they  do  of  alcohol,  even  before  being  diluted 
for  drinking ;  while  wine  is  in  its  nature  a  very 
delicate  combination  of  various  ingredients,  with 
all  of  which  we  are  not  yet  fully  acquainted. 
Alcoholic  drinks,  then,  being  essentially  com¬ 
pounds,  either  naturally  or  artificially  formed, 
they  can  not  be  fairly  judged  without  consider¬ 
ing  the  properties  of  the  various  substances 
which  compose  them,  the  proportions  they  bear 
to  each  other,  and  the  manner  in  which  they 
combine.  And  to  assert  that  the  alcohol  which 
condenses  in  the  worm  of  the  still  from  the  va¬ 
por  of  boiling  wine  is  the  very  same  thing  to 
the  drinker  of  it — to  his  stomach,  brain,  and 
nerves — that  it  would  have  been  if  it  had  re¬ 
mained  united  with  all  those  other  constitu¬ 
ents,  with  the  sugar,  acids,  tannin,  resin,  salts, 
and  ethers  which  were  its  companions  in  the 
vine  sap,  were  elaborated  with  it  in  the  leaf, 
and  ripened  with  it  in  the  grape,  is  to  say  what 
requires  the  very  strongest  proof  to  sustain  it. 
But  no  such  proof  exists ;  while  the  contrary 
can  be  abundantly  shown. 

It  has  always  been  known  that  distilled  spir¬ 
its,  diluted  to  the  strength  of  wine,  are  much 
more  intoxicating,  more  heating,  and  quicker 
in  its  action  than  the  latter ;  for  which  reason 
and  others  it  was,  not  very  long  ago,  thought 
that  alcohol,  as  such,  did  not  exist  in  wine. 
MaccuUoch  as  well  as  Henderson,  in  their 
works  on  the  subject,  fully  recognize  the  dif¬ 
ference  ;  and  so  does  Carpenter,  the  highest 
authority  against  alcoholic  drinks,  the  latter  re¬ 
marking  that  even  the  brandied  wines  drunk  in 
England  “give  a  more  continued  support,  with 
less  of  stimulation,  ”  than  spirits  do.  Mr.  Red¬ 
ding,  in  his  valuable  tvork,  says,  in  reference  to 
the  same  subject :  “How  this  difference  between 
combined  and  uncombined  alcohol  happens  baf¬ 
fles  the  research  of  science  to  explain ;  but  it  is 
sufficient  to  know  that  such  is  the  incontrovert¬ 
ible  fact.”  MaccuUoch,  to  account  for  it,  con¬ 
jectures  that  alcohol  may  be,  like  carburetted 
hydrogen,  subject  to  variations  of  composition  ; 
while  Carpenter  supposes  the  difference  may  re¬ 
sult  from  “the  peculiar  state  of  admixture”  of 
the  alcohol  that  is  in  wine.  But  we  can  now 
do  something  better  than  conjecture.  We  now 
know  that  distilled  alcohol  combines  very  much 
more  feebly  with  water,  and  whatever  else  it  is 
mixed  with,  than  the  alcohol  that  inheres  in 
wine  does  with  the  water  and  other  various 
substances  with  which  it  is  there  naturally  as¬ 
sociated.  There  is  a  difference,  then,  between 
the  two  in  their  modes  of  combination.  This 
fact  of  itself  goes  far  toward  solving  the  prob- 
leij,  even  if  we  forget  to  consider,  as  some  of 
the  above  writers  seem  to  have  done,  the  modi- 
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lying  power  of  those  other  substances,  and  the 
proportions  they  bear  to  each  other.  And  now 
to  prove  the  fact. 

M.  Delarue,  a  French  chemist,  in  giving  in¬ 
structions  how  to  detect  adulterations  of  winef 
with  spirits,  says  ;  “Take  some  of  the  wine  to 
be  tested  in  a  porcelain  capsule,  which  jdace 
over  an  alcohol  lamp.  Float  in  the  wine  a  nut¬ 
shell  filled  with  oil,  in  which  put  a  floating 
taper.  Ballast  the  nut-shell  with  shot  till  its 
edges  are  brought  even  with  the  surface  of  the 
surrounding  liquid.  Light  the  lamp  and  the 
taper.  Now  if  you  place  a  thermometer  in  the 
bowl,  you  will  see  that  at  45  degrees  of  centi¬ 
grade  alcoholic  vapors  will  rise  from  the  wine 
and  catch  fire,  forming  round  the  taper  a  red¬ 
dish  halo.  Repeat  the  experiment  with  natural 
wine,  and  the  vapors  will  not  show  themselves 
until  the  wine  has  reached  90  degrees  of  centigrade, 
almost  boiling-point.  In  the  first  place  the  alcp- 
hol  was  in  the  condition  of  a  simple  mixture  ; 
in  the  second  it  was  in  a  state  of  combination, 
or,  we  may  say,  intimate  incorporation,  and  re¬ 
tained  by  a  cohesive  force  not  to  be  broken  ex¬ 
cept  by  a  high  degree  of  heat." 

The  difference  thus  established  between  alco¬ 
hol  as  a  constituent  of  a  natural  compound  and 
as  an  artificial  extract  from  that  compound  is 
most  marked,  and  its  consequences  must  needs 
be  such  as,  if  duly  considered,  will  release  wine¬ 
drinking  from  all  logical  connection  with  spirit¬ 
drinking,  and  entitle  it  to  a  separate  trial  on  its 
own  merits.  The  temperature  of  the  stomach 
is  about  3G  degrees  of  centigrade,  so  that  dis¬ 
tilled  alcohol,  which  passes  into  vapor  at  45 
degrees,  needs  only  nine  degrees  more  of  heat 
than  it  finds  there  to  set  it  free  from  the  Nvater 
and  whatever  else  it  may  have  been  mixed 
with,  and  from  the  modifying  influence  of  such, 
while  54  degrees  above  the  heat  of  the  stom¬ 
ach  are  required  to  liberate  the  alcohol  held  in 
wine.  In  other  words,  the  one  would  require 
six  times  as  much  force  to  set  it  free  as  the  other 
would,  whatever  that  force  might  be. 

Though  we  have  as  yet  no  light  by  which  to 
follow  all  the  processes  of  nature  through  the 
labyrinths  of  the  human  system,  and  learn  the 
actual  consequences  of  the  difference  in  ques¬ 
tion,  yet  certain  of  them  will  readily  suggest 
themselves  as  reasonably  to  be  inferred. 

Distilled  liquors,  after  reaching  the  stomach, 
will  very  soon  decompose,  the  alcohol  going  one 
way  and  the  water,  etc.,  going  another;  these 
last,  following  the  usual  course  of  fluids,  being 
taken  up  by  the  absorbent  vessels  and  car¬ 
ried  into  the  general  circulation.  Pure  wine, 
there  is  every  reason  to  believe,  also  follows  the 
usual  course  of  fluids,  and  without  undergoing 
any  change  in  its  component  parts.  But  even 
if  a  portion  of  its  alcohol  be  liberated  while  in 
the  stomach,  and  before  the  absorbents  have 
time  to  act — of  which,  however,  there  is  no 
proof— it  must  be  but  a  small  portion,  owing  to 
the  cohesive  power  which  holds  it  to  its  fellow- 
components.  All,  or  nearly  all,  of  the  wine,  tl^n, 
will  pass  out  of  the  stomach  as  wine,  and  as  such 


go  through  the  channels  of  circulation ;  and  the 
alcohol  contained  in  it  will  circulate  and  act  in 
connection  with  and  qualified  by  all  those  va¬ 
rious  substances  of  high  qualifying  power  which 
Nature,  in  her  own  wise  way,  has  given  to  con¬ 
duct  it  to  its  proper  uses  and  restrain  it  from , 
perverted  ones.  Of  those  substances  and  their 
efficacy  in  combination  we  know  something,  but 
by  no  means  all ;  and  what  we  know,  as  well  as 
what  we  do  not  know,  alike  admonish  us  not  to 
condemn  wine  as  a  whole  for  the  sins  of  any  one 
of  its  detached  parts.  Thus  what  insight  our 
small  chemical  knowledge  affords  concurs  with 
exterior  indications  in  bringing  us  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  when  wine  is  drunk  that  is  pure  its 
alcohol  acts,  not  independently,  but  in  combi¬ 
nation  ;  not  abruptly,  but  gradually ;  and  as  it 
circulates,  economizes  and  slowly  distributes  its 
power  through  every  organ  and  member  with 
an  even,  a  balanced,  and  a  mild  effect,  contin¬ 
uing  long  and  disturbing  little  ;  exciting  mod¬ 
erately,  but  sustaining  much.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  alcohol  of  brandy,  whisky,  and  rum, 
escaping  easily  soon  after  entering  the  stomach, 
goes  free  and  uncontrolled  to  work  its  will  upon 
the  tissues  of  the  drinker ;  for  which  Nature  is 
not  responsible,  but  man,  whose  art  hasVrested 
the  powerful  fluid  from  its  native  envelopment, 
and  man  must  bear  both  the  consequences  and 
the  responsibility. 

But  not  only  can  distilled  alcohol,  when 
drunk,  thus  easily  separate  itself  from  its  mix¬ 
tures,  but  it  can,  as  has  been  shown,  pass  into 
the  form  of  va])or  six  times  as  readily  as  the 
other ;  and  vapor  is  the  form  in  which  it  is 
quickest  and  strongest.  Liebig  says  :  “  Owing 
to  its  volatility  and  the  ease  with  which  its  va¬ 
pors  permeate  animal  membranes  and  tissues, 
alcohol  can  spread  throughout  the  body  in  all 
directions.  ”  A  dog,  into  whose  stomach  Doctor 
Percy  injected  simple  alcohol,  fell  almost  in¬ 
stantly  dead;  breathing  and  pulsation  ceasing 
in  two  minutes.  Upon  dissection  the  stomach 
was  found  nearly  empty,  w'hile  the  blood  was 
strongly  impregnated  with  alcohol.  The  vital 
forces  had  converted  it  into  vapor,  which  had 
immediately  pervaded  the  whole  body  without 
regard  to  the  channels  by  which  fluids  find  their 
way.  Now  there  is  nothing  to  show  that  the 
alcohol  of  pure  tvine  vaporizes  at  all  while  in 
the  body.  For  aught  we  can  learn  it  remains 
liquid  until  finally  decomposed  in  the  lungs  and 
at  the  surface  of  the  skin  into  the  vapor  of  wa¬ 
ter  and  carbonic  acid  gas,  though  possibly  it 
may  vaporize  to  a  partial  extent.  However 
this  may  be,  the  greater  quickness  which  the 
one  alcohol,  as  compared  with  the  other,  passes 
into  the  subtle  and  potent  form  of  vapor  of  it¬ 
self  establishes  between  the  two  another  most 
important  difference.  It  was  the  suddenness 
of  the  conversion  into  vapor  that  killed  the  dog. 
Had  the  process  of  vaporization  occupied  an 
hour  the  animal  would  have  lived.  “  Alcohol 
is  alcohol,”  says  the  chemist;  but  the  differ¬ 
ence  between  a  gradual  decomposition  and  a 
sudden  explosion  is  such  as  renders  combined 
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and  uncombined  alcohol,  for  present  purposes, 
two  and  not  one. 

The  chief  danger  attending  the  habitual 
drinking  of  distilled  spirits  is,  that  a  craving 
for  them  may  result  which  the  will  is  impotent 
to  control.  This  craving  amounts  to  insanity, 
and  is  in  fact  a  veritable  bodily  disease,  known 
among  physicians  as  “oinomania.”  Doctor 
Carpenter,  in  his  celebrated  essay  against  alco¬ 
holic  drinks,  says  of  it,  that  it  “is  an  inordinate 
and  uncontrollable  thirst  for  excessive  quanti¬ 
ties  of  intoxicating  drinks.”  Drinkers  not  thus 
afflicted,  he  says,  “possess  self-control,  and 
can  at  any  time  refrain  from  stimulants ;  but 
those  affected  by  the  disease  can  not  do  so.” 
Again  he  says:  “I  repeat  that  the  disease  does 
not  consist  in  the  mere  act  or  habit  of  becom¬ 
ing  intoxicated,  but  in  the  irresistible  impulse 
which  drives  the  unhappy  being  to  do  what  he 
knows  to  be  pernicious  and  wrong,  and  wdiich, 
in  the  intervals  of  his  paroxysm,  he  views  with 
loathing  and  disgust.” 

This  disease  it  is  which  makes  drunkards 
of  men,  and  makes  all  spirit-drinking  a  peril. 
This  it  is  whose  dreadful  consequences  hare 
brought  opprobrium  on  every  thing  from  which 
alcohol  may  be  extracted,  and  involved  in  mor¬ 
al,  religious,  and  even  legal  interdiction  the 
very  liquid  which  can  prevent  it  more  effect¬ 
ually  than  can  morality,  religion,  and  law  com¬ 
bined. 

To  create  such  a  disease  it  is  easy  to  see 
how  infinitely  more  potent  must  be  an  artificial 
extract,  whose  quickly  generated  steam  attacks 
immediately  and  directly  the  linings  of  the 
stomach,  shocks  the  nerves  and  brain  with  rude 
explosions,  and  flits  unhindered  through  every 
chamber  of  the  body,  than  can  possibly  be  the 
milder  compound  of  nature’s  make.  Indeed, 
it  is  hard  to  conceive  that  wine  should  ever 
create  the  disease  in  any  case ;  and  according¬ 
ly  wine-drinking  is  rarely  opposed  on  any  other- 
ground  than  that  it  leads  to  and  educates  the 
taste  for  stronger  and  more  dangerous  liquids. 
That  this  should  be  the '  common  opinion  in 
America  is  not  astonishing ;  for  it  is  formed 
from  observation  of  the  results  of  drinking  im¬ 
ported  wines,  and  these,  with  rare  exceptions, 
contain  a  considerable  mixture  of  distilled  alco¬ 
hol.  What  spirits  and  water  can  do,  spirits 
and  wine  can  also  do,  .and  yet  the  wine  itself 
remain  as  innocent  as  the  water.  The  three 
British  wines,  as  port,  Madeira,  and  sherry 
may  be  called,  are  so  largely  adulterated  that, 
instead  of  containing  about  nine  per  cent,  of 
alcohol,  like  what  is  drunk  in  w'ine-growing 
countries,  they  contain  from  twenty  to  twenty- 
six  per  cent.  French  red  wines,  known  as 
claret,  are  usually  “  fortified”  before  shipment 
with  no  trifling  proportion  of  distilled  alcohol, 
the  laws  of  France  allowing  the  addition,  free 
of  duty,  of  as  much  as  five  per  cent.  The  same 
is  true  of  importations  from  other  countries 
than  France,  as  well  as  those  from  California. 
Fort,  Madeira,  and  sherry  scarcely  merit  the 
name  of  wines.  They  are  concoctions,  rather. 


made  up  to  please  the  palates  and  cravings, 
and  possibly  to  answer  the  physical  needs,  of 
dwellers  in  the  damp  and  chilly  climate  of  the 
British  Isles,  from  whom  our  own  countrymen 
have  derived  a  taste  for  the  same  factitious  li¬ 
quors,  by  inheritance  and  the  force  of  fashion. 
As  for  the  imitations  of  these  last,  which  are 
manufactured  in  America  and  sold  cheap,  they 
are  considerably  worse  than  common  whisky. 
French  and  German  and  other  European  light 
wines,  as  well  as  those  from  California,  are 
“fortified”  merely  to  preserve  them  on  the 
voyage  of  shipment,  and  ought  not  to  be  dis¬ 
carded  so  long  as  nothing  purer  can  be  had. 
Still,  in  measure  as  they  are  fortified,  they  all 
contain  an  element  of  danger.  Bearing  these 
facts  in  mind,  and  also  the  peculiar  action  of 
distilled  alcohol  on  the  human  system,  we  can 
not  wonder  it  should  be  a  common  opinion  in 
America  that  wine -drinking  is  only  a  school 
for  brandy,  whisky,  and  rum  drinking. 

But  is  the  drinking  of  pure  wine,  as  prac¬ 
ticed  in  grape-growing  countries,  and  as  we 
may  expect  it  to  be  practiced  in  our  own,  if  the 
vine  shall  thrive  here,  attended  with  the  same 
objection  ?  Who  believes  it  is,  that  knows  any 
thing  of  those  countries  ?  True,  it  is  sometimes 
boldly,  desperately  asserted  that  the  people  of 
France  are  as  drunken  as  Americans  are  ;  and 
such  assaults  upon  reason  and  fact  are  confus¬ 
ing  and  difficult  to  meet  at  first,  for  they  bring 
all  testimony  into  discredit ;  but,*  with  a  little 
reflection,  they  may  be  completely  disposed  of. 

The  wine-drinking  that  leads  to  spirit-drink¬ 
ing,  so  soon  as  it  has  developed  .in  the  vic¬ 
tim  incipient  oinomania,  is  abandoned  for  the 
stronger  drink.  Port,  sherry,  and  Madeira, 
when  once  they  have  created  the  insane  crav¬ 
ing,  are  found  insufficient  to  satisfy  it.  It 
must  have  what  is  quicker,  hotter,  and  stronger 
than  either  of  them.  The  drunkard  will  take 
wine  only  when  he  can  not  obtain  spirits.  And 
the  people  of  any  country,  whom  the  use  of 
wine  has  taught  to  love  brandy,  will  no  longer 
drink  the  first  if  they  can  get  the  last.  This 
seems  evident.  And  this  being  so,  then,  if 
pure  wine  is  no  better  than  impure,  what  are 
we  to  make  of  the  French  people  ?  The  whole, 
living  generation  of  them  have  been  schooled 
in  drunkenness  (if  the  free  consumption  of  red 
wine  can  so  school  them)  ever  since  they  were 
weaned  ;  and  if  the  drunkard’s  thirst  be  hered¬ 
itary,  as  it  doubtless  is,  then  the  whole  nation 
have  been  taking  the  same  kind  of  instruction 
during  some  twenty  centuries ;  yet  have  they 
not  abandoned  wine,  nor  taken  to  strong  drink. 
One  proof  they  have  not  taken  to  strong  drink 
is  that  they  have  not  given  up  wine ;  and  an¬ 
other  is  that  they  do  not  manufacture  any  con¬ 
siderable  quantity  of  strong  liquors  to  drink, 
but  remain  content  with  the  mild  beverage  of 
their  fathers  in  its  simplest  form,  instead  of  dis¬ 
tilling  it  into  the  pabulum  of  drunkenness. 
The  production  of  wine  in  France  is  growing 
yearly  larger,  the  last  crop  having  amounted 
to  near  1800  millions  of  gallons,  and  the  aver- 
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age  yield  is  equal  to  half  a  bottle  dally  for 
every  inhabitant ;  so  that,  allowing  for  what  is 
exported  and  distilled,  and  taking  into  account 
the  consumption  of  cider,  perry,  and  beer,  and 
the  reduced  allowance  of  children  and  very  poor 
persons,  it  may  be  assumed  that  the  Erench- 
man  who  earns  full  wages  consumes  a  whole  bot¬ 
tle  every  day.  The  yearly  production  of  bran¬ 
dy  in  France,  though  the  wine  crop  woidd  yield 
200  millions  of  gallons  if  distilled,  is  only  about 
16  millions  of  gallons.  The  production  of  other 
spirits  and  the  importation  from  other  coun¬ 
tries  about  counterbalance  the  exports,  so  that 
the  16  millions  of  gallons  must  supply  all  home 
demands.  About  4  millions  are  needed  in  for¬ 
tifying  wines  exported  abroad,  and  if  we  allow 
one-half  of  the  remaining  12  millions  to  be  con¬ 
sumed  in  the  arts,  in  the  form  of  simple  alco¬ 
hol,  there  remains  for  drinking  only  little  more 
than  a  pint  to  each  person.  Thus  Frenchmen, 
largely  aided  by  foreign  sojourners  of  every 
wicked  class,  take  only  a  little  more  brandy  in 
a  whole  year  than  they  do  of  wdne  in  a  single 
day.  If  wine  is  the  preparatory  school  for 
rum,  our  people  are  apter  scholars  than  they. 
With  only  a  few  millions  of  gallons  yearly  of  in¬ 
struction,  in  the  shape  of  fortified  foreign  wines, 
and  under  the  discouragement  of  a  strong  pub¬ 
lic  sentiment  allying  morality,  piety,  and  law 
against  it,  we  annually  produce  100  millions  of 
gallons  of  whisky,  and  drink  almost  every  drop 
of  it  at  home ;  and  this,  although  not  one  in 
ten  of  us  habitually  takes  wine,  nor  one  in  ten 
touches  whisky  at  all.  Truly,  if  drinking  wine 
leads  to  spirit-drinking  and  drunkenness,  it  is 
by  a  long  road  and  at  a  slow  pace.  The  nine 
per  cent,  red  wine  of  the  French  breakfast  and 
dinner  table  is,  in  fact,  neither  a  fit  liquor  for 
inducing  drunkenness  nor  for  satisfying  it.  It 
stimulates,  to  be  sure,  as  do  a  hundred  other 
unforbidden  things  ;  hut,  so  far  from  its  unduly 
exciting  the  head,  there  is  doubt  if  the  French¬ 
man,  accustomed  from  infancy  to  drink  it,  but 
seldom  doing  so  between  meals,  derives  as 
much  excitement  from  his  wine  as  his  cup  of 
coffee  affords.  He  is  gayer  than  an  American, 
to  be  sure,  but  gayety  is  hardly  a  sin. 

Other  testimony  in  favor  of  the  temperate 
habits  of  the  French  people  is  found  in  their 
preferring  red  wine  to  white,  although  the  lat¬ 
ter  is  one-fifth  stronger,  and  so  much  quicker  in 
its  action  as  to  be  perhaps  one-half  more  intox¬ 
icating.  All  grapes  will  not  make  red  wine, 
but  all  w'ill  make  white ;  yet  so  much  more  do 
they  love  the  milder  form  of  drink  that  only 
under  peculiar  circumstances  are  white  grapes 
grown  or  white  wines  made.  A  French  gen¬ 
tleman  traveling  in  this  country  was  offered 
some  of  our  American  wines  to  drink.  He  re¬ 
marked  :  “It  appears  as  if  your  people  made 
wine  for  the  purpose  of  getting  drunk  with  it. 
In  France  we  make  it  to  drink  when  we  are 
thirsty,  and  therefore  make  it  red  whenever  we 
can.  In  Germany  perhaps  the  climate  may 
render  stimulating  white  wines  such  as  are  there 
produced  necessary,  or,  at  any  rate,  harmless ; 


hut  in  the  climate  of  France  we  do  not  find  it  so. 
Perhaps  it  is  the  German  vine-cultivators  have 
introduced  in  America  the  plan  of  making  wine 
with  the  press ;  you  would  do  well  to  engage 
some  Frenchmen  to  show  you  how  to  make  it 
in  a  vat.”  Red  wine,  as  is  well  known,  is  made 
by  merely  crushing  the  fruit,  and  then  flinging 
it  into  a  vat  to  ferment,  while  white  wine  is 
made  by  fermenting  only  the  juice  which  a 
strong  machine  presses  out.  In  the  one  case 
all  parts  of  the  grape  contribute  to  make  up  the 
compound,  or  rather  the  original  combination 
remains  undisturbed,  and  all  that  can  enter  into 
a  fluid  state  is  allowed  to  do  so ;  in  the  other 
all  the  more  solid  parts,  including  seeds  and 
skins,  are  rejected,  and  the  wine  thus  produced 
is  in  the  nature  of  an  artificial  extract  or  con¬ 
centration,  which  well  accounts  for  its  more  rap¬ 
id  and  exciting  effects.  The  nature  of  our  cli¬ 
mate,  our  natural  preference  for  “clarets,”  and 
many  other  circumstances,  show  that  for  the 
greater  portion  of  our  people  red  wine  should 
be  the  drink.  By  beginning  with  making  white 
wines,  whatever  were  the  inducements  to  do  so, 
we  made  a  false  start,  which  should  be  correct¬ 
ed.  In  judging  new  varieties  theii^  fitness  for 
producing  red  wine  should  be  a  controlling  con¬ 
sideration  ;  and  if  the  V.  lahrusca,  fox  family, 
which  has  chiefly  supplied  us  with  plants  thus 
far,  will  not  give  what  is  needed,  the  V.  cesta- 
vilis  will  abundant!}’’  suffice. 

But  to  return  to  France  and  to  temperance. 
Whatever  may  be  said  of  the  French  nation  by 
their  hereditary  enemies  and  habitual  traducers, 
they  possess  some  virtues  that,  do  not  usually 
grow  in  the  soil  of  intemperance.  Drinking 
seas  of  wine  has  not  prevented  their  being  more 
industrious,  saving,  prudent,  and  orderly,  more 
polite  to  strangers  and  respectful  to  each  other, 
more  dutiful  to  their  parents,  more  devoted  to 
their  children,  and  more  obedient  to  law,  than 
either  the  English  or  Americans.  As  Lincoln 
said  of  the  whisky  that  Grant  drunk,  if  such  be 
its  results,  we  might  do  well  to  get  some  wine 
“of  the  same  brand.”  Where  shall  we  get  it ? 

Not  from  abroad.  Wines  transported  by  sea 
are  almost  sure  to  be  “fortified.”  Such  as  are 
brought  in  bottles  do  not  need  it,  and  are  more 
like  to  be  pure ;  but  such  are  only  for  the  rich. 
We  might  bring  over  claret  in  its  pure  state,  in 
midwinter  of  the  first  year,  hut  we  do  not.  As 
a  rule,  imported  wines  will  be  “  fortified”  at  the 
best ;  and  therefore  the  interests  of  temperance 
demand  we  should  grow  our  wines  at  home,  and 
consume  them  as  near  to  where  produced  as 
may  be.  But  another  consideration  settles  the 
question.  If  we  become  a  wine-drinking  people 
our  present  population  will  need  1000  millions 
of  gallons  yearly.  This  quantity,  estimated  at 
the  average  value  of  wines  in  France,  in  first 
hands,  which  is  19  cents  a  gallon,  w’ould  cost 
nearly  200  millions  of  dollars  there ;  but  esti¬ 
mated  by  present  retail  prices  in  New  York  the 
figures  swell  to  the  skies,  and  put  quite  beyond 
possibility  the  obtaining  of  a  supply  from  Eu¬ 
rope. 
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“  Clarets”  that  sell  here  when  bottled  and 
boxed  for  from  $4  to  $6  a  dozen— equal  to  $3 
and  $3  a  gallon — only  cost  to  the  merchant  of 
Cette,  when  he  buys  of  the  producer  in  Langue¬ 
doc,  from  10  to  20  cents  a  gallon,  or  to  the 
Bordeaux  man,  when  he  buys  of  the  cultivators 
of  the  inferior  parts  of  the  Bordelais,  from  20  to 
40  cents ;  while  California  wines,  which  it  was 
hoped  would  prove  a  means  of  cheap  and  plenti¬ 
ful  supply,  though  costing  no  more  at  the  places 
where  they  are  grown,  sell  in  the  Atlantic  cities 
even  dearer  than  the  Erench.  At  any  such 
rates  as  these  our  yearly  drinking  would  cost  as 
much  as  ten  cotton  crops  would  pay !  And  so 
the  question  of  wine-drinking  in  America  re¬ 
solves  itself  into  the  question  of  grape-growing 
in  America. 

Though  the  slow  and  unsatisfactory  progress 
our  grape  cultivation  has  thus  far  made  seems 
to  answer  this  last  in  the  negative,  yet  it  must 
he  considered  that,  owing  to  the  rude  changes 
of  temperature  in  our  climate,  foreign  vines 
have  failed  us,  so  that  we  have  been  forced  to 
go  into  the  forest,  and,  as  it  were,  create  our 
grape  plants  out  of  the  raw  material  which  sav¬ 
age  nature  affords ;  and  it  must  also  be  con¬ 
sidered  that  just  at  the  time  when  our  experi¬ 
ments  seemed  resulting  in  success  there  came 
out  of  the  skies  to  blast  our  hopes  the  first  and 
only  disease  ever  sent  upon  the  vine  since  it 
was  planted  on  the  slopes  of  Ararat ;  therefore 
patience ! 

The  discoverers  of  the  continent,  wherever 
they  touched  the  coast,  or  however  far  they  ex¬ 
plored  the  interior,  found  the  grape  growing. 
Gigantic  vines  clambered  over  cliffs  of  granite 
and  ledges  of  limestone,  bore  down  with  their 
weight  great  trees  of  the  primitive  forest,  fes¬ 
tooned  with  beauty  the  borders  of  rivers  and 
creeks,  and,  before  European  herds  came  to 
browse  them  away,  ramped  down  to  the  very 
shores  of  the  sea.  A  cargo  of  voyagers  ap¬ 
proaching  the  coast  of  North  Carolina,  while  as 
yet  more  than  a  hundred  miles  off,  were  met,  as 
they  told,  with  a  perfume  of  welcome  so  sweet 
and  strong  it  enveloped  and  pervaded  their  ship 
as  if  she  were  sailing  among  gardens.  It  was 
the  breath  of  vine-blossoms,  borne  on  western 
breezes  from  that  land  of  the  grape.  As  long 
as  the  forest  itself  had  stood  it  had  been  the 
home  of  the  vine,  whose  generations  produced 
and  reproduced  themselves  within  its  shelter, 
waiting  for  man  to  come.  Three  families  there 
were,  known  to  botany  as  Vitis  lahrusca,  Viiis 
(jEstavilis,  and  Vitis  vttlpina,  otherwise  named 
after  the  fox,  the  frost,  and  the  bull.  They 
were  mostly  hard,  thick-skinned,  and  sour,  for 
their  energies  were  expended  in  reproduction, 
to  the  end  that  their  species  might  be  preserved 
through  the  many  dangers  that  beset  their  wild 
condition.  Yet  from  time  to  time  they  would 
fling  off  luscious  varieties;  seedlings  of  chance, 
though  fulfilling  design ;  fit  for  the  use  of  man, 
yet  needing  the  fostering  of  his  hand,  because 
fine  and  delicate,  and  perishing  without  it.  And 
thus  those  wild  originals  of  the  vine  will  con¬ 


tinue  to  do  while  the  forest  stands  ;  for  the  rude 
changes  of  our  climate  destroy  the  tender  plants 
brought  from  Europe,  and  a  hardy  stock  is  need¬ 
ed  that  is  native  to  the  soil.  Seedlings  of  chance 
and  foundlings  of  the  woods  are  our  Ilerbemont, 
Lenoir,  and  Norton’s  Virginia,  members  of  the 
frost  family;  the  Catawba,  Concord,  and  Dela¬ 
ware,  with  many  more,  members  of  the  fox  fam¬ 
ily  ;  and  the  Scuppernong  and  others,  of  the  bull. 
These  we  know  and  have,  and  others  we  look 
and  hope  for.  How  many  as  good  or  better 
than  they  have  perished  in  their  bleak  nursery 
for  want  of  adoption  none  can  guess. 

But  we  have  vines  enough,  and  they  are  good 
enough  to  grow  wine  to  satisfy  the  hemisphere, 
even  though  another  variety  should  never  he 
discovered.  All  needed  is,  that  we  know  how 
to  place  and  how  to  cultivate  and  preserve 
them ;  and  richly  furnished  as  is  the  hoard  of 
our  national  feast,  the  drink  that  shall  fill  its 
now  empty  crystals  will  he  worthy  of  it.  The 
same  conditions  which  produce  good  apples  and 
peaches  can  produce  good  grapes.  Diversity 
of  soil  and  climate  will  give  diversity  of  prod¬ 
uct  ;  warm  sunbeams,  clear  skies,  and  a  dry  at¬ 
mosphere  will  insure  sweetness  and  flavor  in 
the  fruit,  and  richness,  body,  and  bouquet  in 
the  wine.  In  most  of  our  varieties  there  is  an 
excess  of  flavor  to  be  tempered  down  by  culti¬ 
vation.  Many  of  them  are  superabundant  in 
sugar,  while  others  yield  a  juice  whose  color  is 
so  deep  that  it  too  might  be  deemed  excessive, 
if  it  were  possible  for  wine  to  be  too  red.  And 
if  the  musky  flavor  of  the  foxes  is  by  many  dis¬ 
liked,  be  it  known  that  the  important  family  of 
frost  grapes,  Vitis  cestavilis,  have  none  of  it  what¬ 
ever,  but  only  such  delicate  bouquet  and  savor 
as  the  most  fastidious  European  taste  may  ac¬ 
cept.  With  such  materials  we  must  be  poor 
cultivators  indeed  if  w'c  fail  soon  to  produce 
something  better  than  what  Europeans  now 
send  for  our  drinking,  and  in  time  something 
equal  to  what  they  keep  for  their  own. 

Though  few  or  none  of  our  grape-growers 
have  yet  planted  in  soils  poor  enough  for  grow¬ 
ing  fine  wines,  and  though  for  various  reasons 
the  culture  remains  still  in  its  infancy,  there 
have  already  been  some  good  results  obtained. 
The  ill-used  and  much-abused  Catawba,  what¬ 
ever  may  be  thought  of  it  as  a  still  wine,  has, 
by  virtue  of  its  excess  of  tartaric  acid,  such  an 
affinity,  so  to  speak,  for  sugar,  that  if,  while  yet 
in  the  greenness  of  its  first  year,  it  is  properly 
compounded  with  sugar  and  ice,  a  summer  drink 
is  made  of  unequaled  excellence.  A  cobbler 
of  new  wine,  grown  in  the  valley  of  the  Ohio, 
or  Missouri,  where  the  Catawba  ripens  almost 
to  blackness,  drunk  when  the  dog-star  rages, 
lingers  in  memory  for  life.  The  exile  from  his 
native  land,  whom  summer  heats  overtake,  will 
long  for  it  even  on  the  Rhine  or  Garonne,  whose 
borders  supply  no  drink  to  match  it ;  nor  can 
the  sherbets  of  the  jOrient  or  cliquot  frappe 
make  him  forget  the  cobbler  that  repaired  his 
soul  in  the  Western  bar-room.  For  the  same 
reason  (its  happy  mode  of  combining  with 
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sugar)  sparkling  Catawba,  properly  made  and 
from  choice  selections  of  raw  material,  is  fully 
equal  to  the  average  quality  of  the  Champagne 
we  import.  The  Scuppernong,  too,  put  up  in 
sparkling  form,  though  in  respect  to 'acidity 
quite  opposite  to  the  other,  can  make  as  good 
a  drink,  to  say  the  least,  as  Moselle.  Dela¬ 
ware  and  Herbemont,  the  one  for  the  South 
and  the  other  for  the  North,  have  already 
proved  themselves  capable  of  great  things, 
though  every  one  may  not  yet  know  it.  Final¬ 
ly,  the  Norton’s  Virginia  seedling,  even  when 
grown  on  strong  corn  land,  gives  an  abundant 
yield  of  wine  that  is  pure  to  the  taste,  vinous, 
full-bodied,  red  as  blood,  yet  clear  as  rock  wa¬ 
ter,  which  none  would  require  to  be  taught  how 
to  love.  Let  this  only  be  produced  in  sufficient 
quantity,  and  it  will  be  at  once  accepted  as  a 
substitute  for  all  ordinary  sorts  of  claret ;  while 
for  such  as  shall  be  grown  on  fine  soils  an  alto¬ 
gether  higher  destiny  awaits  :  all  which  is  writ¬ 
ten  by  one  who  is  fully  aware  that  American 
wines  have  been  immeasurably  overpraised. 

But  there  are  few  persons  outside  of  the  Ca¬ 
tawba  districts  that  have  ever  tasted  a  genuine 
cobbler.  The  inequality  in  sparkling  Catawba 
has  discouraged  its  best  friends.  Of  red  Nor¬ 
ton  or  sparkling  Scuppernong  little  enough  is 
known,  and  the  same  is  true  of  Delaware  and 
others,  on  which  good  judges  who  know  them 
build  great  hopes.  But  why  should  we  have 
only  hope  to  drink?  and  when  will  something 
more  liquid  be  poured  into  our  glasses  ?  It  is 
a  whole  generation  since  vine-culture  begun  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Cincinnati.  Nearly  every 
one  of  the  plants  just  named  was  discovered 
more  than  twenty  years  ago ;  and  yet  down  to 
the  present  time  very  little  wine  that  is  tolerable 
has  been  produced,  and  none  that  is  cheap. 
None  of  it  has  yet  made  for  itself  a  respect¬ 
able  market  in  the  large  cities  outside  of  the 
neighborhoods  where  it  is  grown ;  and  through 
the  country  generally  American  wine  is  but  lit¬ 
tle  known  and  poorly  esteemed  by  habitual  wine- 
drinkers.  Very  dift’erent  from  this  was  prom¬ 
ised  by  ^e  enthusiastic  pioneers  in  grape-cul¬ 
ture  of  thirty  years  ago.  Alas,  there  is  a  lion 
in  the  path !  There  are  two ;  one  called  “  Mil¬ 
dew,”  and  the  other  and  lesser  one  “Black  rot.” 
Other  impediments  there  have  been,  such  as  re¬ 
tard  all  new  enterprises ;  but  were  it  not  for  mil¬ 
dew,  otherwise  known  as  “  o'idium”  and  black 
rot,  otherwise  known  as  “charbon,”  nothing 
had  hindered  the  promises  of  1840  being  ful¬ 
filled  before  1870. 

Those  who  labored  in  the  beginning  dreamed 
little  of  the  disasters  in  store  for  their  beautiful 
enterprise ;  for  of  the  two  scourges  just  named 
one  had  not  yet  been  let  loose  upon  the  earth, 
and  the  other  they  had  never  heard  of.  The 
vines  earliest  planted  by  Mr.  Longworth  and 
his  co-laborers  came  rapidly  into  bearing,  yield¬ 
ed  abundantly,  and  were  ^ceedingly  profitable. 
The  proclamations  of  success  then  made,  and 
promises  of  great  results,  remind  one  who  reads 
them  now  of  reports  often  heard  since  then  con¬ 


cerning  the  Missouri,  Lake  Island,  Lake  Shore, 
Crooked  Lake,  and  California  grape  districts. 
More  than  a  thousand  gallons  of  Catawba 
“must”  to  the  acre  were  sometimes  produced. 
Eight  hundred  gallon  crops  were  common,  and, 
all  allowances  being  made  for  frost  and  other 
casualty,  the  result  of  the  first  six  or  eight  years’ 
experience  showed  that,  with  good  cultivation, 
a  yearly  average  of  four  hundred  gallons  to  the 
acre  could  be  counted  upon.  Success  most  brill¬ 
iant  seemed  assured.  The  plain  wine  of  the 
Catawba,  a  little  too  hard  and  sour  to  be  loved 
at  first  tasting,  was  gladly  received  as  being  at 
least  healthy,  pure,  and  our  own,  and  people 
set  themselves  to  learn  to  admire  it.  But  when 
it  took  the  sparkling  form,  in  bottles  just  like 
those  of  Champagne,  popping,  frothing,  and 
prickling  just  like  it,  and  often  tasting  quite  as 
well,  a  truly  patriotic  sentiment  was  aroused  in 
its  favor.  Orders  came  faster  than  they  could 
be  supplied.  Gold  medals  and  silver  cups  were 
showered  in  from  exhibitions  and  fairs.  The 
enthusiasm  of  the  pioneers  was  met  by  a  re¬ 
ceptive  enthusiasm  full  as  high  on  the  part  of 
the  people,  and  all  got  exhilarated  with  the 
wine  that  was  promised  in  advance  of  its  com¬ 
ing. 

But  a  blight  came  upon  our  vines,  and  a  mil¬ 
dew  on  our  hopes.  To-day  the  forty  vineyards 
which  Longworth  planted  are  being  cut  up,  root 
and  branch.  The  large  wine-house  he  built  in 
Cincinnati  is  converted  into  an  oil-refinery,  and 
the  half  million  of  dollars  he  embarked  in  the 
undertaking  has  sunk  and  gives  no  account  of 
itself.  The  great  valley  whose  slopes  he  hoped 
to  see  adorned  like  those  of  many  a  river  in  the 
Old  World — as  fragrant  at  blossom-time,  and 
as  purple  and  joyous  at  vintage — has  become, 
for  the  vine,  a  valley  of  desolation. '  When  he 
died,  in  18G3,  the  doom  of  his  hopes  was  suf¬ 
ficiently  evident,  though  not  as  yet  fully  accom¬ 
plished  ;  but  to  the  last  he  refused  to  despair, 
and  it  was  well  enough  he  should  pass  away 
without  knowing  how  nearly  had  failed  the 
great  work  of  his  life.  Among  his  last  words 
before  losing  consciousness  was  an  inquiry  if 
the  writer  of  this  had  arrived  :  he  wanted  to  tell 
him,  he  said,  of  a  new'  vine  he  had  found  w'hich 
would  neither  mildew  nor  rot.  He  never  found 
it  in  this  world. 

About  the  time  the  progress  of  grape-growing 
w'as  arrested  in  the  district  where  it  originated 
some  new  seedling  plants  were  introduced  which 
found  favor  with  cultivators  in  the  new  vine  dis¬ 
tricts  that  had  been  meanwhile  developed  in 
Missouri,  in  the  islands  and  boi'ders  of  Lake 
Erie,  and  the  borders 'of  Crooked  Lake,  in  New' 
York,  and  which,  being  new,  had  as  yet  escaped 
the  calamity  that  overtook  the  older  one.  These 
plants  were  the  Concord,  Delaw'are,  Diana,  Ive’s 
seedling,  and  Norton’s  Virginia  seedling,  and 
others  of  less  note.  In  the  new  districts  these 
remained  healthy  and  produced  well  during  sev¬ 
eral  years,  which  was  partly  because  they  were 
new  varieties,  and  partly  because  the  planta¬ 
tions  were  young ;  for  while  its  youthful  vigor 
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lasts  the  vine  will  triumph  over  almost  every  dis¬ 
advantage  and  danger.  And  for  a  good  while 
even  the  Catawba  flourished  so  well  in  those 
districts  (excepting  that  of  the  Missouri)  that 
it  was  largely  retained  in  connection  with  the 
others.  But  the  cultivators  in  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  of  the  Ohio  were  too  discouraged  to  pay 
much  attention  to  the  new-comers  until  after 
their  success  in  other  places  had  established 
their  value  and  sent  their  fame  abroad.  Then 
some  of  the  more  courageous  were  induced  to 
believe  in  the  invulnerability  of  the  Concord 
and  Ives,  of  which  so  much  was  heard,  and 
planted  a  few  vineyards  %f  them  among  the 
very  graves  of  defunct  Catawbas. 

The  good  success  which,  for  a  while,  attend¬ 
ed  this  new  development  created  a  fresh  enthu¬ 
siasm,  under  whose  impulse  grape-growing  took 
a  wide  extension.  Ohio  statistics,  the  most  re¬ 
liable  we  have,  show  the  “  acreage”  of  vineyard 
in  that  State  to  have  more  than  trebled  in  the 
five  years  following  1864.  Crops  which  yield¬ 
ed  at  the  press  from  1000  to  1500  gallons  of 
wine,  worth  within  the  year  from  $2  to  $3  a 
gallon,  or  which  when  sold  as  fruit  brought  as 
good  a  return,  quite  turned  people’s  heads. 
Land  in  vine  neighborhoods  mounted  rapidly 
in  value,  as  high  sometimes  as  $1000  an  acre. 
Enormous  prices  were  paid  for  rooted  plants, 
when  cuttings  would  have  done  better ;  and  the 
plants,  as  soon  as  they  came  into  bearing,  were 
allowed  to  bear  twice  what  they  could  ripen 
well  or  their  permanent  vigor  endure.  All 
fears  of  disaster  were  derided,  and  the  sad  fate 
of  the  cultivators  of  the  Ohio  Valley,  when  cited, 
was  met  with  the  theory  that  all  the  new  vines 
were  safe  every  where,  and  that  even  the  Ca¬ 
tawba  was  safe  in  the  newer  of  the  new  districts 
— merely  a  pleasant  theory  of  hope  which  aban¬ 
doned  the  old  to  decay,  but  promised  inde¬ 
structible  vigor  and  immortal  life  to  the  new. 

But  for  all  this  the  destroyer  has  found  them 
out.  The  experience  of  the  last  two  seasons, 
and  especially  of  the  very  last,  has  proved  that 
no  vine,  nor  soil,  nor  situation  can  be  account¬ 
ed  safe.  By  the  Ohio  statistics  of  1868  it  ap¬ 
pears  that,  notwithstanding  the  large  extent  of 
new  vineyard  coming  into  bearing,  the  crop  of 
that  year  fell  off"  (Tne-half.  And  though  the 
report  for  the  year  1869  is  not  yet  made,  it  is 
well  known  that  it  was  far  more  disastrous  than 
the  other,  and  that  the  ravages  of  mildew  were 
such  as,  if  continued,  must  effectually  finish 
grape-growing  in  America.  The  destruction 
that  visited  the  old  vineyards  was  no  swifter 
than  what  is  now  accomplishing  the  ruin  of  the 
new  ones.  Where  the  disease  comes,  it  comes 
to  stay ;  and  it  is  blindness  not  to  see  that,  with 
few  exceptions,  which  no  man  can  promise  will 
continue  to  be  so,  the  same  calamity  that  hap¬ 
pened  to  the  Catawbas  of  the  Ohio  has  hap¬ 
pened,  is  happening,  or  will  happen  to  all  other 
vines  in  all  other  places — will  happen  unless  a 
remedy  be  found. 

The  black  rot  is  a  carbonic  deposit  of  intense 
black,  which  forms  on  the  green  surfaces  of  the 
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vine-stalk,  its  foliage,  and  fruit.  It  also  ap¬ 
pears  on  other  kinds  of  fruit,  and  especially  the 
apple,  which  has  been  of  late  years  very  seri¬ 
ously  injured  by  it;  the  pippin  suffering  the 
most,  it  is  said.  On  the  grape,  however,  its 
ravages  are  the  most  serious.  The  causes 
which  immediately  act  to  bring  on  its  attacks 
are  rain,  heavy  dew,  or  fog  abruptly  followed 
by  a  warm  sunshine,  while  the  conditions  which 
predispose  to  its  attacks  are  want  of  drainage, 
or  of  ventilation,  or  both.  It  is  of  the  nature 
of  rust  in  wheat,  and  is  likened  to  it  by  a  writer 
who  described  it  as  afflicting  the  vines  of  Greece 
two  thousand  years  ago ;  ever  since  which  time 
it  has  haunted  the  Mediterranean  shores,  where 
it  attacks  grapes,  apples,  pears,  olives,  mulber¬ 
ries,  and  other  fruit.  They  call  it  in  Trance 
“charbon”  and  “black  sickness.”  Now,  no¬ 
thing  could  be  more  inviting  to  this  black 
evil  than  vines  planted  in  the  undrained  stiff 
clay  soil  of  the  hills  of  the  Ohio  ;  and  it  is  not 
strange  that,  in  so  warm  and  foggy  a  valley,  it 
should  make  its  appearance  as  soon  as  the 
newly-trenched  soil  had  time  to  again  compact 
itself,  and  the  first  vigor  of  young  vines  had 
become  exhausted.  But  the  black  rot,  though 
sufficiently  troublesome,  is  still  an  endurable 
affliction.  In  the  Mediterranean  countries  it 
has  always  existed,  and  though  in  very  damp 
seasons  it  has  been  known  to  destroy  a  third  of 
a  crop  of  some  varieties,  it  is  there  esteemed 
of  small  account  when  compared  with  the  fell 
oidium,  the  only  disease  properly  so  called  that 
has  ever  visited  the  grape,  and  which  has  been 
let  loose  upon  the  earth  so  inopportunely  for  us. 

This  oidium  was  first  observed  in  the  year 
1846,  when  it  appeared  upon  the  vines  of  a  hot 
grapery  in  Margate,  England,  having  been  bred 
there,  as  some  suppose,  by  the  unnatural  fat¬ 
tening  process  common  in  such  places,  as  hog 
cholera  is  thought  to  have  been  developed  in 
swill-fed  distillery  pens.  From  the  Margate 
hot-house  it  went  forth  to  afflict  the  free  vines 
of  open-air  culture  with  the  penalty  of  a  sin  of 
which  they  themselves  were  innocent,  and  in 
four  or  five  years  had  spread  over  all  Europe, 
playing  havoc  every  where,  but  proving  most 
fatal  in  the  warmer  districts,  and  filling  culti¬ 
vators  with  dismay.  It  soon  reached  the  island 
of  Madeira,  where  it  was  so  destructive  that 
the  vine  culture  was  generally  abandoned,  the 
plants  uprooted,  and  the  ground  devoted  to 
raising  food  for  the  famine-stricken  inhabit¬ 
ants.  The  same  would  have  been  done  in  the 
greater  portion  of  the  European  districts,  had 
not  the  discovery  been  made  that  powdered  sul¬ 
phur  sprinkled  dry  upon  the  vines,  by  means 
of  a  bellows  or  dredge-box,  if  often  and  thor¬ 
oughly  enough  done,  would  effectually  cure  the 
disease,  by  destroying  in  its  early  stages  of 
growth  the  mushroom  parasite  whose  presence 
constitutes  it.  It  had  early  been  proved  that 
sulphur,  scattered  on  the  heating  pipes,  where 
it  soon  turns  to  vapor,  was  an  effectual  way  to 
keep  the  disease  out  of  hot-houses ;  but  it 
needed  a  long  while  to  demonstrate  to  the  sat- 
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isfaction  of  the  parties  most  concerned  the  effi¬ 
cacy  of  the  same  drug  in  the  open  air.  To  ob¬ 
tain  general  faith  and  acceptance  for  the  rem¬ 
edy  among  the  panic-stricken  cultivators  of 
France,  the  combined  and  persistent  efforts  of 
philanthropic  gentlemen,  agricultural  societies, 
and  governmental  administration  had  to  be 
continued  during  several  years.  Those  efforts 
were,  however,  successful  at  last,  and  the  vine 
was  saved. 

Though  it  is  generally  believed  the  oidium 
originated  as  above,  yet  it  may  possibly  be  true 
that  it  was  an  old  thing  on  this  continent  before 
ever  heard  of  in  Europe,  and  co-operated  with 
black  rot  to  ruin  our  early  vineyards  before  the 
date  when  it  is  said  to  have  come  across  the 
ocean.  However  this  may  be,  we  know  that 
soon  after  it  got  abroad  in  Europe,  the  oidium, 
or  something  essentially  like  it,  was  observed 
on  the  vines  of  this  country ;  and  though  their 
tougher  foliage  and  fruit  helped  them  to  resist 
it  stubbornly  and  long,  they  have  finally  suc¬ 
cumbed,  every  variety  of  them  of  any  estab¬ 
lished  value,  and  in  every  district  of  all  our 
vine  region,  not  excepting  California.  And 
whatever  may  be  said  to  the  contrary,  the  vine 
culture  in  America  is  at  a  point  when  the  ques¬ 
tion  before  all  others  is.  Who  shall  be  master  of 
the  vineyard — the  planter  of  it,  or  the  invader 
that  is  there  ?  Until  this  is  decided  it  is  mere 
waste  and  folly  to  lay  out  ground  for  new  plant¬ 
ations,  or  hybridize  for  new  varieties ;  and  to 
promise  flowing  wine  for  the  thirsty  no  better 
than  mockery. 

The  Europeans  cure  their  disease,  can  we  cure 
ours  ?  Strange  to  say,  we  have  never  yet  serious¬ 
ly  tried  to  do  so.  There  have  been  partial  trials 
and  partial  success,  and  sometimes  supposed  fail¬ 
ures.  But  the  methods  and  principles  which 
science  and  practice  have  discovered  and  ex¬ 
plained  for  the  guidance  of  vine-growers  in 
Europe  were  never  promulgated  here  until  the 
writer  of  this  lately  attempted  to  do  so,*  and  of 
course  could  not  be  properly  followed.  The 
writer  himself  tested  the  efficacy  of  the  sulphur- 
cure  during  the  pestilential  season  of  1869,  in 
an  old  and  badly  diseased  vineyard  of  Catawbas 
in  the  Ohio  Valley,  and  with  the  most  complete 
success.  This  has  encouraged  him  to  write  a 
small  volume, t  in  which  will  be  found  the  nec¬ 
essary  practical  instructions  for  applying  sulphur 
to  the  cure  of  American  vines.  Since  this  little 
work  is  the  only  one  of  the  kind  accessible  to 
American  vine-growers,  he  makes  no  scruple  of 
calling  attention  to  it  here  for  the  benefit  of 
whoever  may  be  willing  to  co-operate  in  the 
salvation  of  the  vine. 

Black  rot  is  not  curable  with  sulphur,  nor 
any  thing  else,  it  being  a  mode  of  decay,  and 
not  a  disease.  In  certain  situations  and  soils, 
and  in  wet  seasons,  and  with  varieties  peculiarly 
susceptible  to  it,  the  black  rot  will  be  a  bad  vis- 

*  In  “  Three  Seasons  in  European  Vineyards."  Har¬ 
per  and  Brothers.  1869. 

t  “  Handbook  of  the  Sulphur-Cure.”  Harper  and 
Brothers.  1870. 


itor.  It  may  be  in  large  measure  prevented, 
however,  by  the  methods  used  in  France,  which 
are  good  drainage  and  good  circulation  of  air ; 
so  that  if  we  can  but  conquer  the  oidium,  or 
mildew,  there  will  remain  nothing  to  frighten 
us  from  continuing  the  endeavor  to  draw  a  sup¬ 
ply  of  wine  from  our  native  soil. 

Thus  the  question  of  wine  supply  having,  as 
has  been  seen,  resolved  itself  into  that  of  grape¬ 
growing,  this  last  in  its  turn  resolves  itself  into 
the  question  of  the  curability  of  the  grape  dis¬ 
ease.  Between  the  promoters  of  the  cause  of 
pure  wine  and  the  accomplishment  of  their  aims 
nothing  now  stands»but  a  small,  a  contemptibly 
little  parasite  mushroom,  an  erysephe,  a  crypto¬ 
gam  of  the  family  of  Mucedines.  Look  at  it ! 
To  the  naked  eye  it  appears  only  as  a  white  or 
whitish  dust ;  but  in  a  microscope  this  dust  is 
perceived  to  consist  of  a  multitude  of  fungi, 
slender  and  of  club-like  form,  which  sustain 
themselves  upon  a  net-work  of  long,  rambling 
roots  covering  the  surface  of  the  stalk,  leaf, 
stem,  or  fruit.  The  roots  soon  throw  down¬ 
ward  little  claws,  which  pierce  the  outer  skin 
and  grapple  to  it,  the  wounds  thus  given  re¬ 
sulting  in  all  the  multiform  mischief  which  the 
vine  suffers  from  the  presence  of  the  parasite. 
The  mushroom  is  at  most  the  j^th  part  of  an 
inch  in  height,  and  the  -g-Jg-yth  part  of  an  inch 
in  thickness.  Behold  our  enemy  I 

And  if  we  can  not  kill  this  thing,  then  the 
merry  industry  founded  by  Noah  and  Bacchus, 
the  promise  of  the  fruit  clusters  from  the  land 
of  promise,  the  blossoming  in  June  and  the  pur¬ 
pling  in  August,  the  joyous  vintage,  the  ruddy 
press-floor  and  the  bubbling  vat,  the  miracle  of 
Cana  and  parable  of  the  vine,  the  poetry,  im¬ 
agery,  and  song,  and  all  that  comes  to  us  from 
afar  telling  of  wine — wine  the  restorer — wine  the 
sustainer — wine  the  enlivener — are  made  for¬ 
eign  and  remote  to  the  generations  of  this  con¬ 
tinent  forever  by  the  interposition  of  a  micro¬ 
scopic  stool  of  an  infinitesimal  toad ! 


FAREWELL  TO  MAY. 

Among  the  falling  apple  flowers 
The  mated  robins  sing;  • 

The  hyacinths  are  fading  fast — 

It  is  the  last  of  Spring; 

Its  sweet,  last  day!  “Oh,  w'hy. 

Fair  maiden  May,”  we  sigh, 

“Wilt  thou  not  linger?”  Hush!  for  June 
Delays  until  she  goes ; 

And  we  must  see  the  violets  fade 
Before  we  pluck  a  rose. 

’Tis  only  losing  we  can  win. 

And  giving  we  can  take ; 

Our  pleasures,  tarrying  too  long. 

Our  sorest  trials  make. 

The  hearts  that  grieve  to  lose  thee.  May, 
Would  sorrow  more  to  have  thee  stn\'. 
Farewell,  farewell,  then,  gentle  Spring! 
Our  blessing  with  thee  goes ; 

Above  the  withering  \-iolets 
We  see  the  opening  rose ! 


THE  STOEY  OF  SIX  WEEKS. 
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THE  STOEY  OF  SIX  WEEKS. 

HAD  lived  my  life  of  twenty  years  in  the 
cathedral  town  of  which  my  father,  Doc¬ 
tor  Dennet — Doctor  of  Music — was  the  renown¬ 
ed  organist :  lived  it  quietly  and  uneventfully, 
when  a  change  came  that  wrested  my  girlhood 
from  me,  and  made  me  what  I  am  now — a  wo¬ 
man  of  the  world. 

My  father  was  not  only  a  renowned  organist, 
but  he  was  a  very  justly  celebrated  teacher 
of  music,  and  an  author  of  considerable  repute. 
The  subjects  on  which  he  chiefly  exercised  his 
pen  were  connected  with  the  science  of  the  art 
he  loved  so  well.  His  treatise  on  thorough 
bass  and  his  essay  on  harmony  marked  an  epoch 
in  the  musical  literature  of  our  countiy ;  con¬ 
sequently  his  position  socially  was  very  superior 
to  that  which  was  ordinarily  held  by  organists, 
however  proficient,  thirty  years  ago. 

Doctor  Dennet  being  what  he  was,  I,  his  only 
daughter,  was  early  imbued  with  a  great  loving 
admiration  for  the  literary  part  of  his  profession 
— an  admiration  that  roused  the  spirit  of  emu¬ 
lation  which  is  inherent  in  every  feminine  breast, 
and  made  me,  too,  long  to  make  something  or 
somebody  “  famous  by  my  pen.” 

Though  we  were  living  a  hundred  miles  from 
London,  which  was  then,  as  now,  the  great  cen¬ 
tre  of  literary  and  artistic  life  and  activity,  still 
we  were  held  to  be  within  reach  by  many  of 
those  who  were  giants  in  those  days.  As  a 
curly-headed,  starry-eyed  little  child,  I  was  ac¬ 
customed  to  be  patted  on  the  head  by  the  men 
whose  names  were  familiar  as  household  words 
to  the  great  masses  of  the  cultivated  British 
public.  And  as  a  young  girl  I  was  suffered, 
even  encouraged,  to  throw  myself  into  all  the 
intellectual  discussions  which  took  place  at  our 
house  with  interest  and  avidity. 

The  scribbling  dementia  seized  me  at  a  very 
early  age.  But  my  crude  and  immature  efforts 
were  wisely  condemned  to  the  flames  by  my 
father,  who  spared  no  p^ins  in  cultivating  my 
taste  and  widening  my  understanding.  I  was 
a  voracious  and  insatiable  reader,  and  the  lim¬ 
its  he  set  to  my  range  were  so  wide  that  I  never 
transgressed  them :  a  course  I  recommend  to 
every  parent  who  values  the  integrity  equally 
with  the  intellect  of  his  child.  The  result  of 
his  method  with  me  was  that  when,  at  twenty, 
a  tale  in  one  volume  of  mine  was  published,  it 
was  received  with  a  consideration  by  the  critics 
that  he,  the  most  valued  of  them  all,  avowed  to 
be  no  greater  than  its  merits  deserved. 

I  was  a  very  happy  girl  when  I  first  felt  my¬ 
self  authorized  to  write  my  imaginative  ideas 
and  make  them  public.  Here,  I  thought,  was 
a  fathomless  well  of  delight — a  never-ending 
panorama  of  bliss  stretched  around  me  on  all 
sides.  “Whatever  comes,”  I  told  myself,  “I 
slmll  always  have  this  to  turn  to  for  comfort.” 
And  this  was  very  remunerative  too ;  for,  girl 
as  I  was,  I  had  touched  a  chord  in  people  that 
thrilled  most  responsively. 

About  this  time  a  friend  of  mine,  some  five 


years  older  than  myself,  who  was  suffering  great¬ 
ly  in  body  and  mind,  was  ordered  to  a  quiet 
West-of-England  watering-place  by  her  med¬ 
ical  attendant.  She  was  that  most  miserable 
of  all  women,  a  deserted,  unloved  wife ;  and 
about  the  time  of  which  I  write  she  had  been 
compelled  by  her  own  family  to  institute  legal 
proceedings  against  her  husband  with  a  view  to 
obtaining  a  divorce.  He  had  openly  left  her, 
and  another  woman  was  living  with  him  as  his 
wife ;  therefore  my  poor,  unhappy  friend,  Mrs. 
Bellamy,  had  a  strong  case  to  go  into  court  with, 
and  naturally  won  it. 

We  reached  Dawlish  the  last  day  of  July, 
and  took  up  our  abode  in  quarters  that  had  been 
secured  for  us  in  a  whitewashed  cottagc-villa 
that  stood  some  way  back  from  the  sea,  on  the 
bank  of  that  trickling  “  Dawlish- water”  which 
so  exquisitely  divides  the  two  portions  of  one 
of  the  prettiest  places  on  the  coast  of  Devon. 
And  here,  the  following  day,  we  quite  settled 
down  comfortably  to  our  several  occupations  in 
our  respective  sitting-rooms  ;  for  my  father  had 
counseled  me  never  to  give  up  the  boon  of  many 
hours’  solitude  every  day,  for  reading  and  writ¬ 
ing  purposes,  while  I  could  secure  it. 

Behold  us,  then,  as  we  were  in  those  days  at  the 
commencement  of  the  six  weeks  whose  story  1 
am  about  to  tell.  Flora  Bellamy  lying  on  the 
sofa,  with  a  newspaper  in  her  hand  (she  could 
not  concentrate  her  attention  on  any  thing  of  a 
less  ephemeral  nature),  in  a  loose  white  wrap¬ 
per  trimmed  with  ribbons  as  blue  as  her  eyes ; 
a  sweet,  pale.  Madonna  -  faced  woman,  with 
soft,  shining  bands  of  nut-brown  hair  brought 
low  on  her  forehead ;  with  a  form  that  was 
meant  by  natitre  to  be  rounded  and  generouslv 
full,  but  that  was  now  attenuated  by  anxiety 
and  suspense ;  a  woman  with  a  voice  like  a  sil¬ 
ver  bell,  and  with  a  manner  that  was  full  of  lit¬ 
tle  subtle  flatteries  and  caresses  to  those  about 
her.  Altogether  a  decided  contrast  to  myself. 

I  had  inherited  from  my  mother,  who  died  when 
I  was  a  child,  and  who  had  been  married  and 
idolized  for  her  almost  Cleopatra-like  beauty,  a 
fiery  ardor  of  purpose,  which  expressed  itself  in 
my  physique.  Though  not  above  the  middle 
height,  I  always  gave  people  the  impression 
that  I  was  tall,  in  consequence  of  the  way  I  had 
of  holding  myself  very  erect,  and  keeping  my 
head  rather  thrown  back.  The  bronze-brown 
hair,  that  had  been  curly  when  I  was  a  child,  was 
only  wavy  now  ;  but  it  was  long  and  luxuriant, 
and  I  wore  it  rolled  in  soft  coils  round  my  head 
in  a  way  that  was  unusual  then,  when  leech-like 
curls,  or  braids  brought  down  low  on  the  cheek 
in  a  line  subversive  of  all  beauty,  were  the  fash¬ 
ions  that  obtained.  My  face  was  a  small  oval, 
and  I  had  a  clear,  glowing,  almost  olive  com¬ 
plexion,  that  gave  me  a  southern  look,  which 
was  intensified  by  eyes  of  so  dark  a  violet  that 
they  were  often  mistaken  for  black. 

I  was  very  busy  in  my  own  room  the  morning 
after  our  arrival  at  Dawlish,  when  I  heard  Flora’s 
voice  feebly  calling  me  by  name:  “Frances, 
Frances,  here’s  a  surprise!”  I  went  in  to  her 
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at  once,  and  she  handed  the  Dawlish  Gazelle  to 
me.  “  Look  among  the  arrivals  at  the  Royal 
Hotel,”  she  said,  “and  you  will  see  the  names 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Winstanley,  from  the  Isle  of 
Wight.  They’re  my  uncle  and  aunt.” 

“I  suppose  you  are  glad,”  I  said,  half  dis¬ 
contentedly.  “  For  my  part,  I’m  sorry ;  they’ll 
break  up  our  quiet.” 

She  smiled  at  my  impatience.  “  When  they 
know  what  your  employments  are  they  won’t 
disturb  them,”  she  said.  Then  she  went  on, 
sadly :  “Poor  things ;  ours  will  be  a  miserable 
meeting,  for  it  was  at  their  house  I  met  Captain 
Bellamy,  and  from  their  house  that  I  married 
him.  We  haven’t  met  since  my  misfortunes.” 
Then  she  shed  a  few  tears,  and  I  kissed  her, 
and  pitied  her,  and  went  back  to  my  story  in 
hand,  to  pen  a  sentence  eloquent  in  its  indigna¬ 
tion  against  man’s  heartlessness.  Unconscious¬ 
ly  I  was  working  some  of  the  facts  of  my  friend’s 
case,  or,  rather,  some  of  the  fancies  I  had  about 
it,  into  fiction. 

My  name  was  becoming  known  as  a  contrib¬ 
utor  to  one  or  two  of  the  leading  periodicals  of 
that  day ;  and  when  I  went  in  to  luncheon  I  was 
in  high  spirits,  for  I  had  just  finished  and  posted 
a  story  into  which  I  had  thrown  all  my  young 
fierve  and  vigor.  “How  happy  it  makes  you, 
Frances,”  Flora  said,  half  enviously  ;  “  you  will 
always  be  able  to  shake  off  trouble,  even  if  it 
comes  upon  you.  What  puzzles  me  is,  how  you 
can  write  love-stories  when  you  have  had  no  love 
experiences  ;  at  least,  I  don’t  know  of  your  hav¬ 
ing  had  any  :  have  you  ?” 

“None,”  I  said,  shaking  my  head,  and  laugh¬ 
ing  and  blushing  at  having  to  make  a  confession 
of  being  unwooed  as  well  as  unwon. 

“  I  suppose,  as  you  have  finished  your  tale  of 
bricks  for  the  day,  you  won’t  mind  going  with 
me  to  call  on  the  Winstanleys  this  afternoon, 
will  you,  dear  ?” 

“I  shall  be  delighted,”!  said;  and  accord¬ 
ingly  we  went. 

The  meeting  between  the  uncle  and  aunt  and 
their  poor  deserted  young  niece  was  a  heart¬ 
rending  one.  They  were  old  people  ;  and  great 
grief,  when  expressed  by  old  people  whose  feel¬ 
ings  ought  not  to  be  harrowed  up,  is  a  very  sad 
thing  to  witness.  They  evidently  loved  her  as 
a  daughter,  and  smarted,  as  parents  might,  at 
the  slights  and  injuries  she  had  received.  I 
left  them  alone  after  a  short  time,  and  went  out 
for  a  walk  on  the  sands  by  myself.  Lured  on 
now  by  a  piece  of  sea-weed,  now  by  a  crested 
wave,  now  by  a  swooping  gull,  and  generally  by 
the  extreme  beauty  of  the  day  and  scenery,  I 
found  myself  at  length  close  to  Teignmouth, 
and  very  tired.  Taking  out  my  watch  I  found 
that  I  could  not  possibly  get  back  to  Dawlish 
by  our  dinner-hour,  seven  o’clock ;  and  being 
hungry,  and  accustomed  to  act  for  myself,  I 
went  into  a  pastry-cook’s,  on  the  Dea,  and  or¬ 
dered  a  plate  of  cold  chicken  and  ham  and  a 
glass  of  wine. 

While  I  was  eating  it,  and  laughing  to  my¬ 
self  over  the  unorthodox  nature  of  my  repast 


and  the  state  of  consternation  that  Flora  would 
be  in,  a  gentleman  sauntered  into  the  shop  and 
called  for  sherry  and  soda-water.  Yes ;  He  has 
come  on  the  stage  at  last.  In  the  story  of  Six 
Weeks  it  was  inevitable  that  “He”  must  appear 
sooner  or  later. 

He  was  a  young,  handsome,  fair  man  — 
bronzed,  apparently,  by  a  foreign  climate,  but 
with  crispy,  blonde  hair  and  large,  light  blue 
eyes.  He  was  fashionably  dressed  in  a  morn¬ 
ing  costume,  and  struck  me  altogether  as  being 
better  style  than  any  one  else  I  had  seen  down 
here.  I  knew  that  both  Dawdish  and  Teign¬ 
mouth  were  full  of  visitors,  and  adjudged  him 
at  once  to  be  one  of  these  latter,  and  not  a  son 
of  the  soil. 

Presently  I  had  to  pay  for  my  refreshment, 
cease  from  my  speculations  respecting  him,  and 
start  on  my  homeward  w'alk.  I  caught  a  glimpse 
of  myself  in  a  large  pier-glass  as  I  walked  out  of 
the  shop,  and  I  blushed  a  gratified  blush  at  per¬ 
ceiving  how  very  pretty  I  was  looking.  Aspir¬ 
ing  authoress  as  I  was  I  was  always  quite  alive 
to  the  claims  of  the  toilet,  and  to-day  my  browm 
holland  dress  and  jacket,  thickly  braided  wdth 
w'hite,  and  my  little  cavalier  hat  and  feather, 
were  particularly  becoming  to  me.  (N.B. — I 
was  very  much  given  in  those  days  to  making 
myself  the  ground-work,  as  it  were,  of  every 
heroine,  until  my  readers  must  have  been  rather 
tired  of  my  bronze-brown  hair  and  vivacious 
expression.)  That  parting  glance  sent  me  out 
on  my  homeward  walk  w'ith  a  brighter  red  in  my 
cheeks,  and  a  quicker  throb  at  my  heart,  and  a 
greater  spirit  of  conjecture  rife  in  me  as  to 
whether  that  man  had  thought  as  well  of  me 
as  I  had  thought  of  him. 

Glancing  back  once  as  I  was  pausing  to  look 
at  the  gallant  “  white  horses”  that  w'ere  coming 
rolling  in,  I  saw  that  he  was  behind  me,  walk¬ 
ing  along  leisurely,  oblivious  of  me  in  a  w'ell- 
bred  manner,  as  if  we  had  been  in  Regent  Street. 

He  passed  me  presently,  walking  with  a 
slinging  stride  that  showed  off  his  fine  athletic 
figure  admirably.  I  began  to  wonder  about 
him.  Who  and  what  was  he  ?  Had  he  a  wife, 
or  a  love,  or  was  he  fancy-free  yet?  What 
had  brought  him  to  Dawlish  ?  for  he  looked  in 
perfect  health — very  far  from  needing  the  re¬ 
storatives  of  sea-air.  Above  all,  was  I  seeing 
the  last  of  him  now  as  he  turned  the  corner  of 
that  jutting  rock  and  passed  out  of  sight  ? 

It  was.nearly  half  past  eight  when  I  reached 
home,  and  Flora  was,  as  I  had  anticipated,  in 
despair.  “I  made  sure  you  had  got  on  that 
sea-wall  and  fallen  into  the  water.  Never  do  it, 
Frances.  I  have  been  in  an  agony,  and  have 
begun  a  hundred  letters  to  your  father  in  im¬ 
agination,  telling  him  of  your  accident.”  Then 
she  forgave  me,  and  I  told  her  “my  adventure,” 
as  I  termed  it  already. 

I  noticed  that  the  interest  she  took  in  my  re¬ 
cital  was  of  a  very  flaccid  order,  and  when  I  had 
concluded  she  explained  why  it  was  so  by  saying ; 

“  I  have  hardly  heard  a  word,  dear  ;  I  have 
been  thinking  so  much  about  the  Winstanleys.” 
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“Are  those  old  people  alone?”  I  asked. 

“No ;  their  son  is  with  them  for  six  weeks. 
Such  a  dear  fellow  he  is,  or  used  to  be,  when  I 
knew  him.  He’s  a  clerk  in  the  Treasury.” 

“  Did  you  see  him  to-day  after  I  left  ?” 

“No;  he  was  out.”  Then  she  leaned  back 
and  closed  her  eyes,  and  appeared  to  go  to 
sleep ;  and  I  quietly  went  off  to  read  for  a 
couple  of  hours. 

I  w'as  engaged  at  that  time  in  a  course  of 
reading  which  interested  me  deeply,  namely, 
the  biographies  and  principal  works  of  the  dram¬ 
atists  of  the  seventeenth  century,  with  a  view  to 
writing  a  series  of  essays  on  them.  I  meant 
this  to  he  my  next  literary  work,  and  was  bend¬ 
ing  my  mind  very  earnestly  to  the  task  that  was 
really  a  labor  of  love  for  me ;  and  so  my  “  two 
hours”  prolonged  themselves  far  into  the  night. 
When  I  rose  up  at  last,  wearied  and  heated,  to 
go  to  bed,  I  opened  the  window  and  leaned  out 
for  a  minute  or  two  to  refresh  myself,  and  there, 
just  opposite  to  our  house,  smoking  a  cigar, 
and  apparently  watching  Dawlish-water  as  it 
trickled  by,  was  the  gentleman  I  had  seen  that 
afternoon. 

The  natural  frivolous,  girlish  thought  that 
came  into  my  mind  at  once  was :  “  He  noticed 
me  more  than  I  thought ;  he  has  been  watch¬ 
ing  me  while  I  have  been  reading.”  In  an¬ 
other  moment  I  had  softly  closed  the  window, 
drawn  the  curtains,  and  crept  up  to  bed. 

The  next  day  I  was  introduced  to  him  as 
Mr.' Augustus  Winstanley,  and  the  romance  of 
my  life  began. 

It  came  to  pass  that  he  was  with  us  a  great 
deal,  for  he  was  Flora’s  first-cousin,  and  so  no 
difficulties  intervened  in  the  way  of  our  meet¬ 
ing.  He  had  that  gentle,  deferential  manner 
which  is  so  winning  to  women  ;  and  he  con¬ 
trasted  vividly  with  the  men  I  had  known  pre¬ 
viously,  who  had  been  men  of  learning  and  of 
letters,  and  not  men  of  fashion.  My  fever  of 
first  love  was  soon  at  its  height.  Frequently 
he  was  my  sole  companion,  for  Flora  was  too 
weak  to  sit  out  upon  thousands  for  hours  as  we 
did  ;  and  then  I  would  be  steeped  in  a  delicious 
stupor,  from  which  I  would  rouse  myself  with 
a  start  to  remember  that  I  was  passing  another 
idle  day,  and  that  my  knowledge  of  the  drama¬ 
tists  of  the  seventeenth  century  was  not  deepen¬ 
ing.  I  could  not  concentrate  my  thoughts  or 
attention  on  any  thing  but  him.  My  books  and 
my  pen  were  alike  neglected.  I  felt  that  all 
my  former  piictures  of  love  had  been  empty  and 
expressionless,  no  more  like  the  real  thing  than 
I  was  like  my  former  self.  I  arose  from  dreams 
of  him  to  long  to  see  him  so  fervently  that  I 
could  not  eat  my  breakfast.  I  was  wildly  im¬ 
patient  for  our  morning  walk,  that  we  might 
meet  him  ;  that  I  might  hear  the  sound  of  his 
voice,  and  feel  the  touch  of  his  hand  for  one 
moment.  When  Flora  would  say,  “  Frances 
bears  the  interruptions  that  I  have  brought 
upon  her  so  much  better  than  I  thought  she 
would,  Gus,”  I  used  to  feel  my  face  burn  with 
the  thought  that  he  was  reading  my  feelings. 


and  knew  the  reason  iv/iy  I  bore  them  so  well, 
and  appreciated  it.  In  vain  I  struggled  against 
the  infatuation.  It  grew  upon  me ;  and  when 
at  the  end  of  a  fortnight  he  was  called  to  town 
for  a  few  days,  the  world  seemed  to  have  grown 
suddenly  dark. 

Even  during  these  few  days  of  his  absence  I 
could  not  resume  the  avocations  in  which  I  had 
but  the  other  day  delighted.  I  gauged  all  things 
by  his  taste  now,  and  with  all  his  delicate  atten¬ 
tions  to  me  he  had  never  shown  any  interest  in 
my  literary  efforts.  Indeed  the  night  before 
he  left,  when  we  had  all  been  down  on  the 
beach  together,  he  had  taken  my  hand  that 
was  covered  with  sand  and  sea-weed,  and  said  : 
“  I  would  rather  see  this  bit  of  a  hand  in  this 
state  than  with  one  spot  of  ink  on  it.” 

“But  I  never  ink  my  fingers,”  I  had  expos¬ 
tulated. 

“Don’t  you ?  I  thought  authoresses  always 
did  ;  inked  their  fingers  and  wore  dowdy  dress¬ 
es,  and  were  generally  regardless  of  their  per¬ 
sonal  appearance,”  he  said,  laughingly. 

“Ah,  vanity  is  not  extinct  in  me,”  I  said, 
gayly ;  but  gayly  as  I  spoke  I  felt  a  pang  that 
he  should,  even  jestingly,  suppose  that  I  should 
grow  dowdy  and  unattractive. 

It  w^as  of  no  use !  I  could  not  write  or  read, 
or  tMn/h  of  any  thing  save  him.  His  absence 
gave  -me  no  more  time  than  had  been  my  por¬ 
tion  while  he  ■was  at  Dawlish.  That  unruly 
palpitation  of  the  heart  which  made  life  seem 
one  throb  to  me  now  effectually  prevented  my 
“inking  my  fingers”  or  doing  any  thing  else 
that  involved  mental  labor.  In  vain  my  fa¬ 
ther  wrote  to  me  and  besought  me  to  “  report 
progress.”  In  vain  he  and  other  old  friends 
of  mine  sent  me  tempting  packages  of  books 
fresh  from  the  binder’s  hand.  I  could  only 
think  of  my  love,  and  as  I  could  neither  read 
nor  write  of  it,  I  would  not  read  nor  write  of 
aught  else. 

What  chivalric,  feminine,  feeble  plans  I  made 
in  those  days  to  be  sure !  I  was  going  to  work 
in  secret  (when  I  could  command  time  and  my 
own  feelings)  until  I  made  myself  famous,  and 
then  I  was  going  (figuratively)  to  lay  that  fame 
at  his  feet.  I  resolved  to  deck  myself  in  the 
brightest  and  most  attractive  garbs  of  the  pe¬ 
riod — not  out  of  vanity,  but  out  of  my  intense 
feminine  desire  to  appear  fair  in  his  eyes.  He 
was  not  a  rich  man — he  had  told  me  this  in  the 
course  of  conversation  about  nothing  particular 
on  more  than  one  occasion  himself ;  I  would 
work  for  him!  “He  was  in  no  haste  to  mar¬ 
ry,”  I  had  heard  his  mother  say ;  I  would  wait 
for  him.  Meanwhile  I  dreamed  and  idled  away 
my  time,  and  became  captious  in  my  demeanor 
toward  Flora. 

“You’re  a  little  humbug,  like  the  majority 
of  girls,  after  all,  Frances,”  she  would  say  to 
me.  “  You  profess  to  be  earnest  and  busy  and 
absorbed  in  your  books  and  literary  pursuits 
when  you’re  with  people  with  whom  such  pro¬ 
fessions  take,  but  directly  you  get  away  from 
them  you’re  as  absolutely  idle  as  mindless  me ; 
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much  yon  have  got  up  about  the  dramatists  of 
the  seventeenth  century  since  you  have  been 
here,  for  instance !  ” 

“  I  must  have  time  to  digest  what  I  have  read 
before  I  begin  writing  about  it — even  you  will 
allow  that,”  I  retorted. 

“The  process  of  digestion  is  a  rather  long 
one,”  she  said,  dryly.  “However,  all  I  can 
hope  is  that  your  fit  of  masterly  inactivity  will 
last — it  gives  me  more  of  your  companionship.” 

The  day  after  this  conversation  he  came  back 
to  Dawlish,  and  the  old  habits  were  resumed. 
Flora  seemed  to  me  to  give  way  daily  more  and 
more  to  the  languor  under  which  she  was  labor¬ 
ing,  and  Mr.  Winstanley  and  I  were  thus  thrown 
more  and  more  together  without  the  saving  pres¬ 
ence  of  a  third. 

“  How  much  longer  are  you  going  to  remain 
at  Dawlish?”  he  asked  me  one  evening  when 
he  had  persuaded  me  to  step  out  through  the 
French  window  of  Mrs.  Bellamy’s  sitting-room 
and  walk  up  and  down  in  front  of  the  house, 
while  Flora  tried  to  recruit  her  strength  by  a 
sleep  on  the  sofa. 

“  How  much  longer  ?  Oh,  three  weeks  I  be¬ 
lieve,”  I  said. 

He  paused,  and,  by.  tbe  light  of  the  moon, 
made  an  entry  in  his  note -book.  Then  he 
laughed  and  rejoined  me,  and  I  asked  him 
what  he  was  taking  notes  about. 

“  Before  you  leave  Dawlish  I  am  going  to 
take  a  most  important  step — the  most  import¬ 
ant  a  man  can  take,  I  think,”  he  replied.  And 
then  he  offered  me  his  arm,  and  as  I  laid  my 
hand  upon  it  he  said  : 

“  I  registered  a  vow  to  take  this  step  under 
the  purest  light  that  can  shine  upon  the  world  ; 
that  ought  to  be  a  good  omen,  ought  it  not  ? 
Tell  me,  you  little  romancist  ?” 

I  trembled  in  every  limb,  but  I  steadied  my 
tongue  to  say, 

“  I  think  so and  soon  after  that,  with  my 
heart  full  of  happiness,  we  went  in  to  tea,  and 
by-and-by  Flora  roused  herself  and  sang  to  us, 
and  I  sat  in  the  shade  of  the  window  curtains 
and  thought  how  I  loved  him !  how  I  loved 
him !  and  how  worthless  every  thing  else  in 
the  world  was  compared  to  that  love. 

The  next  day  my  father  sent  me  a  copy  of  a 
new  work  by  a  lady  who  justly  ranked  highly 
in  the  literary  world.  We  all  read  the  book 
with  interest,  and  it  pained  and  surprised  me 
to  hear  him  presently  speak  of  it  with  an  ex¬ 
pression  of  strong  distaste. 

“Thank  the  Lord  she  isn’t  my  wife!”  he  said. 

“Would  you  not  be  proud ?  Oh,  you  tcould 
be  proud  of  her!”  I  ejaculated,  impetuously, 
while  Flora  laughed. 

“Not  a  bit  of  it.  I’m  of  the  opinion  of  the 
old  fellow  in  ‘The  Last  of  the  Barons,’  who 
says  it’s  enough  for  a  gentlewoman  to  know  how 
‘to  spin  and  be  virtuous.’  You  say  this  book 
has  been  ‘  well  received.’  Heavens  and  earth ! 
I  should  go  mad  to  read  even  favorable  remarks 
made  by  cads  of  the  press  about  my  wife ;  such 
‘  fame’  would  be  infamy  to  me.  ” 


He  spoke  very  strongly  and  earnestly,  and  I 
abjured  literature  at  once.  The  following  day 
I  wrote  and  told  my  father  that,  “on  further 
consideration,  I  did  not  deem  myself  competent 
to  undertake  the  task  of  critically  reviewing  the 
lives  and  writings  of  the  dramatists  of  the  sev¬ 
enteenth  century and  then  I  went  on  to  add, 
in  a  very  priggish  way,  that  “I  thought  a  wo¬ 
man  should  never  strive  to  shine  out  of  her  own 
domestic  sphere.”  My  cheeks  burned  as  I  re¬ 
flected  on  what  would  probably  be  my  father’s 
facial  and  verbal  expression  as  he  read  this 
twaddle  ;  but  they  paled  directly  afterward  with 
the  delicious  pallor  of  love  as  I  thought  of  how 
perfectly  and  entirely  Mr.  Winstanley  would 
agree  with  my  sentiments. 

I  could  fill  three  volumes  easily  with  a  his¬ 
tory  of  the  thoughts  and  emotions  that  went  to 
the  making  up  of  the  sum  of  the  days  of  the 
remaining  three  weeks.  But  I  find  it  difficult 
to  indicate,  much  less  to  fully  express  them, 
within  the  limits  of  a  short  story  in  one  chapter. 
Probably  that  I  am  restricted  to  these  limits  is 
a  boon  and  a  blessing  to  my  readers,  to  whom 
the  subtle  analysis  of  a  young  girl’s  heart  might 
not  be  an  attractive  thing.  However  that  be, 
the  onus  is  upon  me  of  doing  the  best  I  can  for 
and  with  my  materials  and  the  space  they  may 
occupy. 

Dawlish- water!  Dawlish-water!  how  many 
silent  vows  you  must  have  felt  me  utter  as  I 
strolled  along  your  brink,  in  a  state  of  intellect¬ 
ual  coma,  in  the  soft,  warm  evening  air !  I  was 
going  to  be  such  a  wife,  such  a  household  treas¬ 
ure,  and  domestic  goddess!  I  was  going  to 
sacrifice  myself  in  every  W'ay.  Had  I  not  al¬ 
ready  offered  up  my  schemes  of  ambition  on  the 
altar  of  his  high-minded  and  refined  (?)  preju¬ 
dices  ?  What  a  fool  I  was  !  But  still,  “  for  a’ 
that  and  a’  that,”  I  would  rather  my  daughter 
should  develop  into  such  another  confiding  fool 
than  that  she  should  grow  up  a  prudent,  calcu¬ 
lating  girl,  distrusting  every  thing  save  expe¬ 
diency. 

My  heart  thrilled  as  it  took  in  and  appreciated 
the  perfect  approbation  with  which  the  old  Win- 
stanleys  regarded  our  intimacy.  I  could  not  be 
blind  to  their  palpable  observance  of  all  that 
was  going  on.  They  joked  me  delicately  and 
mildly  about  the  hardship  it  would  be  to  “  Gus,” 
as  they  all  called  him,  to  return  to  his  official 
duties.  They  bade  me  arrange  our  little  daily 
schemes  of  pleasure  with  him.  They  presup¬ 
posed  my  interest  in  all  that  concerned  him — 
in  the  property  that  would  be  his,  the  family 
connections,  the  prospects  of  promotion.  In 
short,  they  identified  me  with  him  completely. 
And  still  Flora  made  no  sign  of  seeing  any  thing 
or  suspecting  any  thing.  I  lived  a  lifetime  in 
those  few  weeks.  He  revolutionized  all  my 
ideas,  and  reorganized  them,  without  seeming 
to  trouble  himself  much.  He  taught  me  to 
think  lightly  of  those  I  had  hitherto  revered  or 
admired :  taught  me  to  think  lightly  of  them, 
not  by  abusing  them,  or  even  laughing  at  them, 
but  simply  by  letting  me  understand  that  he  had 
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never  heard  of  them  ;  that  they  were  not  in  his 
world ;  that  they  were  outside  and  utterly  be¬ 
yond  the  pale  of  his  sympathies.  “  Where  do 
those  fellows  put  themselves  ?”  he  would  ask,  in 
accents  of  most  sublime  indifterence,  “They 
never  go  any  where.  I  don’t  meet  them.” 
When  he  would  say  that,  I,  weak  woman  that 
I  was,  would  blush  for  my  former  friends — for 
the  men  who  could  not  pervade  the  pitiful 
haunts  of  fashion,  not  for  Mr.  Winstanley. 

How  did  he  obtain  this  influence  over  me? 
I  was  infinitely  cleverer  than  he  was;  and  I 
knew,  at  the  time  that  I  was  most  abject  to 
him,  that  I  was  the  cleverer  of  the  two.  And 
yet,  for  all  this  knowledge,  he  had  the  power 
over  me  of  putting  me  down  or  lifting  me  up 
just  as  he  listed.  I  loved  him,  and  believed 
that  he  would  make  me  happy  by-and-by  when 
I  should  be  wholly  his,  though  he  did  not  make 
me  happy  now.  Fond,  futile,  foolish  belief, 
born  of  that  besotted  credulity  which  submerges 
the  intellect  of  the  cleverest  woman  when  once 
Love  saps  her  strength ! 

I  think  one  of  his  charms  to  me  was  his  in¬ 
vincible  good  temper.  Nothing  fretted  him. 
He  was  never  peevish  and  irritable  about  trifles  ; 
and  there  was  a  great  charm  to  me  in  this,  for 
I  had  frequently  winced  under  a  sense  of  incon¬ 
gruity  when  I  had  witnessed  a  fit  of  petulance 
in  some  man  whose  strength  on  some  given 
subject  was  as  the  strength  of  ten.  Gus  Win- 
stanley’s  good  temper  was  proverbial.  Inferi¬ 
ors,  seiwants,  satellites  of  all  kinds  adored  him. 
He  had  the  winning  word  and  the  winning  way. 
Little  children  worshiped  him,  and  pestered 
him  with  their  little  attentions ;  and  it  seemed 
to  me  so  grand  a  thing  on  his  part  to  be  so  con¬ 
descending  that  I  followed  the  example  of  the 
little  children  as  far  as  worshiping  him  too 
went. 

One  night — the  night  before  his  six  weeks’ 
leave  of  absence  from  the  Treasury  expired — he 
came  in  just  as  we  were  about  to  sit  down  to 
dinner,  with  some  message  from  his  mother — 
some  message  which  involved  the  necessity  of 
Flora  going  over  to  her  aunt  and  giving  a 
verbal  reply.  Mrs.  Bellamy  made  a  little  face, 
expressive  of  dissatisfaction  at  this  necessity ; 
but  at  last  gave  way  to  it  affably,  saying  that 
if  he  would  stay  and  dine  with  us,  and  escort 
her  to  his  mother  afterward,  she  would  go  with¬ 
out  a  murmur.  And  when  he  agreed,  she  said : 
“And  while  I  am  with  aunt,  you  must  come 
back  and  take  care  of  Frances,  Gus.”  And  as 
he  acquiesced  in  this  arrangement,  I  felt  that 
my  fate  would  be  sealed  that  night. 

What  a  dinner  that  was !  The  viands  and 
wine  were  food  and  nectar  fit  for  the  gods,  I 
felt.  It  came  to  an  end  at  last — not  a  bit  too 
soon  for  me,  though,  for  I  was  longing  for  Flora 
to  go  away,  and  for  her  cousin  to  come  back  and 
tell  me  the  story  of  his  love.  I  had  a  strong 
presentiment  that  I  should  hear  it  that  night ; 
and  I  did  hear  it. 

They  made  a  charming  picture  when  they 
stood  in  the  lamp-lighted  room  just  for  a  mo¬ 


ment  previous  to  going  away.  Flora  had 
thrown  a  black  lace  mantilla  over  her  head, 
and  her  fair  beauty  shone  out  from  its  folds 
like  a  rose.  He  stood  by  her  trying  to  help 
her  adjust  it.  Such  a  fine,  stalwart,  splendid- 
looking  young  Englishman !  My  heart  beat 
with  pride  as  I  looked  at  him,  and  I  felt  how 
inferior  all  the  literary  triumphs  I  had  once 
hoped  to  gain  were  to  the  hope  I  now  had  that 
he  was  going  to  crown  me  with  the  avowal  of 
his  love. 

I  watched  them  from  the  window  as  they 
went  away  from  the  house — Flora,  with  her  al¬ 
ways  faltering  steps,  resting  and  steadying  her¬ 
self  on  his  arm.  “  She  will  be  my  cousin  soon,” 
I  thought,  affectionately;  and  I  was  glad  that 
she  was  so  lovely,  in  order  that  I  might  feel 
that  he  had  deemed  my  charms  superior  to 
hers;  for  was  she  not  free  to  be  chosen  and 
wooed  now? 

He  came  back  in  about  twenty  minutes,  look¬ 
ing  agitated,  and  he  joined  me  at  the  window  at 
once.  “  Tell  my  fortune  by  the  stars,”  he  said, 
abruptly;  “  tell  me  ;  shall  I  be  fortunate  in  all 
I  am  going  to  seek  to-night?  I  should  like 
you  to  be  the  sibyl  to  prophesy  good  fortune 
for  me.” 

“If  I  were  you  I  should  have  no  doubt,  no 
fear,  no  misgiving,  ”  I  said,  trying  to  laugh  as  I 
looked  up  at  the  shining  worlds  above  us,  and 
pretended  to  humor  his  fancy.  Then  I  turned 
away  and  seated  myself  at  a  little  distance,  for 
he  was  nothing  to  me  yet,  while  to  my  heart  he 
was  every  thing. 

“Sing  to  me,  will  you.  Miss  Dennet?  sing 
that  ‘  Message’  of  Blumenthal’s,  or  the  ‘Beloved 
Eye,  beloved  Star,’  that  I  heard  you  singing 
like  an  angel  the  other  night,  ”  he  said,  follow¬ 
ing  me,  and  compelling  me  to  meet  his  eyes. 

“It  was  Flora  you  heard  singing  that,”  I 
stuttered.  “Don’t  make  me  sing,  Mr.  Win¬ 
stanley;  don’t  ask  me  to  sing,” I  went  on  plead¬ 
ing. 

“Then  talk  to  me!”  he  exclaimed.  “For 
God’s  sake  don’t  let  me  stand  still  and  think !” 

Startled  and  frightened  by  I  knew  not  what, 
with  all  my  faculties  strung  up  to  the  uttermost 
by  hope  and  love  and  expectation,  and  yet 
with  a  dull,  deadening  possibility  of  despair  and 
disappointment  hanging  over  me,  I  still  strove 
to  obey  him.  I  tried  to  talk,  but  I  could  not. 
My  mind  and  my  tongue  both  refused  to  act ; 
and  at  length  both  of  us  went  to  the  window 
again,  and  stood  there  looking  out,  steeped  in 
silence. 

Was  he  mad?  Was  I  a  fool?  Had  he  played 
with  me?  Had  I  deceived  myself?  I  asked 
myself  these  and  a  hundred  other  kindred  ques¬ 
tions  as  I  stood  there  during  the  awful  ten  min- 
riites  that  ensued.  Then  he  spoke.  “Havel 
been  here  with  you  half  an  hour.  Miss  Dennet  ?” 
he  asked,  quickly. 

I  shook  my  head. 

“Heaven  be  merciful,  how  the  time  lags!” 
he  muttered.  “  I  have  permission  to  go  for 
her  to  hear  my  sentence  in  half  an  hour  from 
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the  time  of  my  coming  back  here.”  Then  he 
commenced  walking  up  and  down  the  room, 
and  I  stood  still  in  dumb  despair. 

Presently  he  came  up  to  me. 

“You  have  always  been  my  friend;  always 
aided  me  in  seeing  her,  for  of  course  you  saw — ” 

I  interrupted  him  with  an  ejaculation  :  “  Oh, 
Mr.  Winstanley,  don’t  say  I  have  done  any  thing 
— please  don’t !  ” 

“You  have  only  done  what  all  good  women 
do  at  some  time  in  their  lives,” he  said,  looking, 
impatiently  down  in  the  direction  where  his  mo¬ 
ther  lived.  “You  have  helped  on  a  true  love 
affair;  I  can’t  stand  this  any  longer.”  Then 
he  seized  his  hat  and  rushed  out  of  the  house, 
and  I  was  left  alone  to  ponder  over  his  words, 
and  to  make  what  I  could  out  of  them  and  his 
actions. 

What  true  love  affair  ?  Whose  true  love  af¬ 
fair  had  I  “helped  on.”  My  own?  No,  not 
my  own,  not  my  own !  I  realized  this  in,  a  mo¬ 
mentary  burst  of  such  agony  as  I  can  never  feel 
again ;  because,  you  see,  this  was  the  waking 
from  my  first,  my  freshest  love-dream.  Then 
I  sat  down  in  a  deep  lethargy  of  pain,  to  wait 
for  what  would  come  next ;  and  to  remember 
how  shamefully,  how  vainly,  I  had  wasted  my 
precious  hours  of  youth  and  health  and  strength 
at  Dawlish. 


I  will  finish  the  story ;  I  \Yill  tell  out  the  tale 
of  my  disappointment  and  mistake,  and  their 
mutual  love  and  happiness.  They  came  back 
by-and-by.  His  mother — her  aunt — had  not 
added  her  solicitations  to  her  son’s  in  vain. 
They  came  back  together,  happy,  betrothed,  to 
tell  me  that  he  had  loved  Elora  before  she  be¬ 
came  Mrs.  Bellamy,  and  that  her  divorce  had 
been  the  signal  for  him  to  attempt  to  rehabili¬ 
tate  his  happiness. .  She  had  had  scruples  for  a 
long  time.  Especially  had  she  deemed  it  prob¬ 
able  that  her  aunt  would  not  approve  of  such  a 
marriage  for  her  son.  But  the  aunt  had  ban¬ 
ished  all  these  scruples  during  that  long  inter¬ 
view  they  two  had  had  this  night.  And  they 
were  engaged,  and  very  happy  now. 

He  went  back  to  town  the  next  day,  radiant, 
better  tempered,  and  more  agreeable  than  ever. 
I  staid  with  Flora  till  her  health  was  quite  re¬ 
stored,  and  then  I  went  back  to  my  home. 

It  was  a  long  time  before  I  took  an  inter¬ 
est  in  any  of  my  old  pursuits.  The  ghost  of 
that  feverishly  happy  time  at  Dawlish  would 
rise  up  and  mock  me  so  cruelly.  But  our  best 
friend  Time  has  brought  me  to  feel  that  I  may 
do  some  good  in  my  generation  still,  though  it 
will  not  be  as  a  wife ;  which  is  a  conclusion  I 
should  have  deemed  it  a  very  sad  thing  to  come 
to  before  those  six  weeks  at  Dawlish. 


BOEDEE  EEMINISCENCES. 

By  RANDOLPH  B.  MAKCY,  IT.S.A. 


XVII.— STORY  OP  MRS.  L - ’S  CAPTURE  AND 

ESCAPE. 

HE  verity,  of  the  somewhat  paradoxical 
adage  that  “truth  is  sometimes  stranger 
than  fiction,”  was  never  more  strikingly  pre¬ 
sented  to  my  mind  than  upon  an  occasion  when 
listening  to  a  detailed  account  of  the  capture  by 
the  Comanches  of  a  woman  upon  the  Texas 
border,  and  the  unparalleled  achievements,  suf¬ 
ferings,  and  fortitude  connected  with  her  cap¬ 
tivity  and  her  subsequent  escape  therefrom. 

In  order  that  the  reader  may  get  a  full  un¬ 
derstanding  and  appreciation  of  the  facts  as 
they  occurred,  a  few  explanatory  observations 
upon  the  peculiar  features  of  the  country  where 
the  scenes  were  enacted,  and  the  character  of 
its  population,  seem  indispensable. 

Before  the  inhabitants  of  Texas  surrendered 
the  sovereignty  of  their  republic,  by  contribu¬ 
ting  their  rising  “lone  star”  emblem  to  swell 
and  emblazon  the  constellation  of  the  glorious 
Union  galaxy,  and,  indeed,  for  many  years  pre¬ 
vious  to  the  achievement  of  their  independence 
from  Mexican  rule,  they  were  continually  sub¬ 
jected  to  the  merciless  and  bloody  incursions  of" 
those  barbarous  freebooters  of  the  plains,  the 
Comanches  and  Kiowas,  who  have  to  tliis  day 
kept  up  their  outrages  upon  the  border  occu¬ 
pants  of  that  State,  in  absolute  defiance  of  all 
the  efforts  of  our  government  to  prevent  them. 

They  have  repeatedly  been  informed  by  our 


authorities  that  Texas  has  become  incorpora¬ 
ted  into  the  Union,  that  we  are  now  one  and 
the  same  nation,  and  that  they  would  not  be 
allowed  to  make  any  discrimination  between 
the  people  of  the  two  sections.  Yet  they  do 
not  seem  to  comprehend  the  existing  relations, 
and  the  antagonistic  attitude  assumed  by  Texas 
toward  the  United  States  during  the  rebellion, 
which  the  Indians  were  perfectly  cognizant  of, 
only  served  to  confirm  their  previous  impres¬ 
sions,  that  there  was  no  real  national  unity  es¬ 
tablished  between  us. 

These  nomads  range  over  a  vast  extent  of 
country  about  the  waters  of  the  Arkansas  and 
Red  rivers,  hundreds,  of  miles  removed  from  all 
white  settlements;  and  in  this  unfrequented 
district  they  leave  their  women  and  children 
while  absent  upon  protracted  raids  into  Texas 
and  Mexico. 

In  the  execution  of  their  atrocious  ravages 
they  are  always  well  mounted,  and  pass  stealth¬ 
ily  along  outside  of  the. populated  sections  of 
the  country,  until  they  learn  from  their  scouts 
when  a  favorable  opportunity  offers  for  the 
accomplishment  of  their  purposes,  when,  like 
tigers  pouncing  upon  their  prey,  they  swoop  in 
upon  their  unwary  victims,  murdering  and 
scalping  the  men,  and  making  captive  the  wo¬ 
men  and  children,  whom  with  their  booty  they 
carry  hurriedly  away  to  their  distant  haunts, 
where  it  is  impossible  to  track  or  pursue  them. 
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The  chronicles  of  the  wars  between  the  early 
colonists  of  New  England  and  the  aborigines 
abound  in  thrilling  narrations  of  heroic  deeds 
and  sufferings,  of  miraculous  escapes  from  tor¬ 
ture  and  the  stake,  as  well  as  of  the  marvelous 
fortitude  and  courage  evinced  upon  many  occa¬ 
sions  by  the  women  of  that  eventful  era  ;  but  I 
have  yet  to  learn  any  thing,  either  from  history 
or  romance,  that  impressed  me  as  being  more 
remarkable  or  more  deserving  of  commendation 
than  the  signal  exploit  of  mental  and  physical 
valor  and  endurance  which  I  am  about  to  re¬ 
late,  and  which  can  substantially  be  vouched 
for  by  several  creditable  living  witnesses. 

Beyond  the  extreme  outer  line  of  settlements 
in  Western  Texas,  near  the  head  waters  of  the 
Colorado  River,  and  in  one  of  the  remotest  and 
most  sequestered  sections  of  that  sparsely  pop¬ 
ulated  district,  there  lived,  in  1867,  an  enter¬ 
prising  pioneer  by  the  name  of  Babb,  whose 
besetting  propensity  and  ambition  consisted  in 
pushing  his  fortunes  a  little  further  toward  the 
setting  sun  than  any  of  his  neighbors,  the  near¬ 
est  of  whom,  at  the  time  specified,  was  some 
fifteen  miles  in  his  rear. 

This  proximity  did  not  afford  him  quite  as 
much  “  elbow'-room”  as  he  would  have  desired, 
for  he  was  decidedly  averse  to  human  attrition, 
and  the  jostling  consequent  upon  closely  packed 
communities  ;  but  he  was  a  kind  and  indulgent 
husband,  and  cheerfully  suffered  this  little  in¬ 
convenience  for  the  gratification  of  his  better 
half,  who  was  rather  more  fond  of  society  than 
himself,  and  objected  to  going  any  farther  away 
from  the  settlements. 

The  household  of  the  borderer  consisted  of 
his  wife,  three  small  children,  and  a  female 
friend  by  the  name  of  L - ,  who,  having  pre¬ 

viously  lost  her  husband,  was  passing  the  sum¬ 
mer  with  the  family. 

As  this  woman  is  the  heroine  of  our  narra¬ 
tive,  and  performed  a  conspicuous  rdle  in  the 
exciting  scenes  I  shall  attempt  to  depict,  a  brief 
description  of  her  person  and  characteristics 
seems  to  be  apropos  in  this  connection. 

She  is  represented  as  having  been,  at  the 
period  alluded  to,  about  twenty-five  years  of' 
age,  with  an  erect  and  somewhat  commanding 
presence,  but  possessing  eminently  a  graceful 
feminine  person  of  rather  less  than  medium 
proportions ;  yet  she  was  no  delicate,  ethereal, 
hot-house  exotic,  who  required  constant  shelter 
and  protection  from  every  unusual  atmospheric 
asperity.  On  the  contrary,  she  was  a  veritable 
type  of  our  vigorous,  self-reliant,  border  wo¬ 
men,  who  encounter  danger  or  the  vicissitudes 
of  weather  without  quailing. 

Born  and  nurtured  upon  the  remotest  front¬ 
ier,  she  inherited  a  robust  constitution,  and 
her  active  life  in  the  exhilarating  prairie  air 
served  to  develop  and  mature  into  perfect  sym¬ 
metry  and  beauty  a  healthy  womanly  physique, 
which  is  rarely  met  with  in  the  impure  and 
enervating  atmosphere  of  the  cities. 

The  contour  of  her  naturally  graceful  figure 
had  not  been  squeezed  and  warped  by  those  in¬ 


struments  of  torture  called  corsets,  into  an  out¬ 
line  entirely  at  variance  with  the  inimitable 
model  'designed  by  the  Almighty  in  his  own 
perfect  image ;  neither  had  she  sacrificed  her 
natural  hair  to  the  feverish,  steaming  ordeal 
of  attaching  to  the  back  of  her  head  a  fish-net, 
stuffed  out  with  a  huge  coil  of  flax  or  defunct 
hair  cable.  She  was  no  slave  to  such  senseless 
and  disgusting  mandates  of  fashion,  and  suf¬ 
fered  her  long  glossy  locks  to  hang  in  massive 
waving  curls  all  over  her  shoulders. 

Her  features  were  regular  and  classic,  and 
the  glances  from  her  jet-lalack  eyes,  surmounted 
by  exquisitely  penciled  brows,  were,  when  she 
was  excited,  as  vivid  and  piercing  as  the  daz¬ 
zling  scintillations  from  calcium  lights. 

Her  complexion  did  not  carry  that  pallid, 
sickly  hue  so  characteristic  of  city  women  ;  nei¬ 
ther  had  she  been  inducted  into  the  mysteries 
of  rouge,  cosmetics,  or  other  appliances  of  the 
toilet ;  for  her  cheeks  required  no  such  artifi¬ 
cial  adornment.  By  constant  impact  with  the 
salubrious  prairie  breezes  they  had  become 
tinged  with  a  shade  of  rich  brown,  and  when 
under  the  influence  of  excitement  or  exercise, 
the  rapid  pulsations  of  crimson  pigment,  which 
flashed  from  her  heart  beneath  her  transparent 
skin,  rendered  her  complexion  more  beautiful 
than  any  thing  within  the  power  of  art. 

Her  costume  was  designed  and  made  for 
comfort  and  use,  without  regard  to  the  arbi¬ 
trary  dictates  of  fashion.  There  were  no  elab¬ 
orate  puckered  frills,  flounces,  furbelows,  or 
dromedary-like  humps  to  load  down  or  deform 
her  person;  nor  was  the  crown  of  her  head 
surmounted  by  a  Tyrolese  doll’s  hat ;  yet  the 
toute-msemble  of  her  limited  wardrobe  was  come¬ 
ly  and  appropriate. 

Besides  her  other  personal  attractions  she  is 
said  to  have  possessed  a  large  element  of  viva¬ 
cious,  social  bonhomie — a  spontaneous  Di  Vcr- 
non-like  abandon,  which  attracted  and  fasci¬ 
nated  all  who  came  within  the  sphere  of  its 
influence. 

She  probably  seldom,  if  ever,  during  the  en¬ 
tire  course  of  her  life,  rode  in  a  carriage  ;  and 
the  only  means  of  locomotion  familiar  to  her, 
aside  from  that  bestowed  upon  her  by  the  Cre¬ 
ator,  was  upon  horseback. 

At  an  early  age  she  had  been  taught  to  ride, 
and  in  after-life  it  had  been  one  of  her  chief 
sources  of  pleasure  to  mount  her  horse  in  the 
cool  of  the  morning,  and  gallop  away  for  miles 
over  the  verdure-clad  expanse  of  the  plains, 
where  the  spicy  aroma  from  an  ocean  of  fra¬ 
grant  flowers  saturated  the  entire  atmosphere 
with  a  pungent  and  exhilarating  perfume,  and 
where  her  free,  independent,  and  fearless  na¬ 
ture  had  ample  scope. 

In  the  saddle  shwfelt  perfectly  self-confident ; 
and  while  dashing  at  full  speed  over  the  gentle 
undulations  of  the  prairie  upon  her  favorite 
horse,  her  long  locks  streaming  in  unconfined 
luxuriance  in  the  breeze,  and  her  lithe,  supple 
person  yielding  in  centaur-like  unison  with  ev¬ 
ery  movement,  pulsation,  and  breath  of  the 
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generous  animal  that  shared  her  enthusiasm, 
she  presented  an  equestrian  model  of  bewitch¬ 
ing  beauty  and  grace. 

The  cares,  perplexities,  and  luxuries  of  civil¬ 
ized  society  were  unknown  to  her,  yet  she  was 
contented  and  happy ;  and  here  she  would  prob¬ 
ably  have  passed  the  remainder  of  her  days  had 
nothing  occurred  to  break  in  upon  the  monot¬ 
ony  of  her  career. 

But,  alas !  like  the  capricious  mutations  of 
all  other  human  calculations,  the  current  of  her 
peaceful  and  innocent  avocations  and  pi^stimes 
was  destined  soon  to  encounter  a  most  abrupt 
and  unforeseen  interruption,  the  details  of  which 
will  constitute  the  burden  of  the  following  nar¬ 
rative,  which  was  related  to  me  by  the  agent  of 
the  very  Indians  concerned,  and  may  therefore 
be  relied  upon  for  truth  and  accuracy. 

Upon  one  bright  and  lovely  morning  in  June, 
1867,  the  adventurous  borderer  before  mention¬ 
ed  set  out  from  his  home  with  some  cattle  for  a 
distant  market,  leaving  his  family  in  possession 
of  the  ranch,  without  any  male  protectors  from 
Indian  marauders. 

They  did  not,  however,  entertain  any  serious 
apprehensions  of  molestation  in  his  absence,  as 
no  hostile  Indians  had  as  yet  made  their  ap¬ 
pearance  in  that  particular  locality  j  and  every 
thing  passed  on  quietly  for  several  days,  until 
one  morning,  while  the  women  were  busily  oc¬ 
cupied  with  their  domestic  affairs  in  the  house, 
the  two  oldest  children,  who  were  playing  out¬ 
side,  called  to  their  mother,  and  informed  her 
that  some  mounted  men  were  approaching  from 
the  prairie.  On  looking  out  she  perceived,  to 
her  astonishment,  that  they  were  Indians  com¬ 
ing  upon  the  gallop,  and  already  very  near  the 
house.  This  gave  her  no  time  to  make  ar¬ 
rangements  for  defense ;  but  she  screamed  to 
the  children  to  run  in  for  their  lives,  as  she  de¬ 
sired  to  bar  the  door,  being  conscious  of  the  fact 
that  the  prairie  warriors  seldom  attack  a  house 
that  is  closed,  fearing,  doubtless,  that  it  may  be 
occupied  by  armed  men,  who  might  give  them 
an,  unwelcome  reception. 

The  children  did  not,  however,  obey  the 
command  of  their  mother,  believing  the  stran¬ 
gers  to  be  white  men,  and  the  door  was  left 
open.  As  soon  as  the  alarm  was  given  Mrs. 

^ - sprang  up  a  ladder  into  the  loft,  and  con¬ 

cealed  herself  in  such  a  position  that  she  could 
through  cracks  in  the  floor,  see  all  that  passed 
beneath. 

Meantime  the  savages  came  up,  seized  and 
bound  the  two  children  outdooi-s,  and  entering 
the  house,  rushed  toward  the  young  child,  which 
the  terror-stricken  mother  struggled  frantically 
to  rescue  from  their  clutches ;  but  they  were 
too  much  for  her,  and  tearing  the  infant  from 
her  arms,  they  dashed  it  upon  the  floor ;  then 
seizing  her  by  the  hair,  they  wrenched  back  her 
head  and  cut  her  throat  from  ear  to  ear,  putting 
her  to  death  instantaneously. 

Mrs.  L - ,  who  was  anxiously  watching  their 

proceedings  from  the  loft,  witnessed  the  fiend¬ 
ish  tragedy,  and  uttered  an  involuntary  shriek 


of  horror,  which  disclosed  her  hiding-place  to 
the  barbarians,  and  they  instantly  vaulted  up 
the  ladder ;  overpowered  and  tied  her ;  then 
dragging  her  rudely  down,  they  placed  her, 
with  the  two  elder  children,  upon  horses,  and 
hurriedly  set  off  to  the  north,  leaving  the  in¬ 
fant  child  unharmed,  and  clasping  the  mangled 
corpse  of  its  murdered  parent. 

In  accordance  with  their  usual  practice,  they 
traveled  as  rapidly  as  their  horses  could  carry 
them  for  several  consecutive  days  and  nights, 
only  making  occasional  short  halts  to  graze  and 
rest  their  animals,  and  get  a  little  sleep  them¬ 
selves,  so  that  the  unfortunate  captives  neces¬ 
sarily  suffered  indescribable  torture  from  harsh 
treatment,  fatigue,  and  want  of  sleep  and  food. 
Yet  they  were  forced  by  the  savages  to  continue 
on  day  after  day  and  night  after  night  for  many, 
many  weary  miles  toward  the  “  Staked  Plain,” 
crossing  en  route  the  Brazos,  Wachita,  Eed,  Ca¬ 
nadian,  and  Arkansas  rivers,  several  of  which 
were  at  swimming  stages. 

The  warriors  guarded  their  captives  very  close¬ 
ly  until  they  had  gone  so  great  a  distance  from 
the  settlements  that  they  imagined  it  impossible 
for  them  to  make  their  escape  and  find  their 
way  home,  when  they  relaxed  their  vigilance 
slightly,  and  they  were  permitted  to  walk  about 
a  little  within  short  limits  from  the  bivouacs  • 
but  they  were  given  to  understand  by  unmis¬ 
takable  pantomime  that  death  would  be  the 
certain  penalty  of  the  first  attempt  to  escape. 

In  spite  of  this,  Mrs.  L - ,  who  possessed  a 

firmness  of  pui-pose  truly  heroic,  resolved  to  seize 
the  first  favorable  opportunity  to  get  away;  and 
with  this  resolution  in  view,  she  carefully  ob¬ 
served  the  relative  speed  and  powers  of  endur¬ 
ance  of  the  different  horses  in  the  party,  and 
noted  the  manner  in  which  they  were  grazed 
guarded,  and  caught ;  and  upon  a  dark  night' 
after  a  long,  fatiguing  day’s  ride,  and  while  the 
Indians  were  sleeping  soundly,  she  noiselessly 
and  cautiously  crawled  away  from  the  bed  of 
her  young  companions,  who  were  also  buried  in 
profound  slumber,  and  going  to  the  pasture- 
ground  of  the  horses,  selected  the  best,  leaped 
upon  his  back,  a  la  gareon,  with  only  a  lariat 
around  his  neck,  and,  without  saddle  or  bridle, 
started  quietly  off  at  a  slow  walk  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  North  Star,  believing  that  this  course 
would  lead  her  to  the  nearest  white  habitations. 
As  soon  as  she  had  gone  out  of  hearing  from 
the  bivouac,  without  detection  or  pursuit,  she 
accelerated  the  speed  of  the  horse  into  a  trot 
then  to  a  gallop,  and  urged  him  rapidly  for¬ 
ward  during  the  entire  night. 

At  dawn  of  day  on  the  following  morning  she 
rose  upon  the  crest  of  an  eminence  overlooking 
a  vast  area  of  bold  prairie  country,  where,  for 
the  first  time  since  leaving  the  Indians,  she  halt¬ 
ed,  and,  turning  round,  tremblingly  cast  a  rapid 
glance  to  the  rear,  expecting  to  see  the  savage 
blood-hounds  in  eager  pursuit  upon  her  track  • 
but,  to  her  great  joy  and  relief,  not  a  single  in¬ 
dication  of  a  living  object  could  be  discerned 
within  the  extended  scope  of  her  vision.  She 
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breathed  more  freely  now,  but  still  did  not  feel 
safe  from  pursuit ;  and  the  total  absence  of  all 
knowledge  of  her  whereabouts  in  the  midst  of 
the  wide  expanse  of  dreaiy  prairie  around  her, 
with  the  uncertainty  of  ever  again  looking  upon  a 
friendly  face,  caused  her  to  realize  most  vividly 
her  own  weakness  and  entire  dependence  upon 
the  Almighty,  and  she  raised  her  thoughts  to 
Heaven  in  fervent  supplication. 

The  majesty  and  sublimity  of  the  stupendous 
works  of  the  great  Author  and  Creator  of  the 
Universe,  when  contrasted  with  the  insignifi¬ 
cance  of  the  powers  and  achievements  of  a  vivi¬ 
fied  atom  of  earth  modeled  into  human  form, 
are  probably  under  no  circumstances  more  strik¬ 
ingly  exhibited  and  felt  than  when  one  becomes 
bewildered  and  lost  in  the  midst  of  the  almost 
limitless  amplitude  of  our  great  North  American 
“pampas,”  where  not  a  single  footmark  or  oth¬ 
er  trace  of  man’s  presence  or  action  can  be  dis¬ 
covered,  and  where  the  solitary  wanderer  is 
startled  at  the  sound  even  of  his  own  voice. 

The  sensation  of  loneliness  and  despondency 
resulting  from  the  appalling  consciousness  of 
being  really  and  absolutely  lost,  with  the  real¬ 
ization  of  the  fact  that  but  two  or  three  of  the 
innumerable  different  points  of  direction  em¬ 
braced  within  the  circle  of  the  horizon  will  serve 
to  extricate  the  bewildered  victim  from  the  aw¬ 
ful  doom  of  death  by  starvation,  and  in  entire 
ignorance  as  to  which  of  these  particular  direc¬ 
tions  should  be  followed,  without  a  single  road, 
trail,  tree,  bush,  or  other  landmark  to  guide 
or  direct — the  effects  upon  the  imagination  of 
this  formidable  array  of  disheartening  circum¬ 
stances  can  be  fully  appreciated  only  by  those 
who  have  been  personally  subjected  to  their  in¬ 
fluence. 

A  faint  perception  of  the  intensity  of  the 
mental  torture  experienced  by  these  unfortu¬ 
nate  victims  may,  however,  be  conjectured  from 
the  fact  that  their  senses  at  such  junctures  be¬ 
come  so  completely  absorbed  and  overpowered 
by  the  cheerless  prospect  before  them  that  they 
oftentimes  wander  about  in  a  state  of  temporary 
lunacy,  without  the  power  of  exercising  the 
slightest  volition  of  the  reasoning  faculties. 

Such  instances  of  mental  alienation,  as  strange 
as  it  may  appear,  are  by  no  means  uncommon ; 
and  I  have  myself  seen  several  persons  whose 
minds  for  days,  after  having  been  lost  and  found, 
were  greatly  deflected  from  the  channels  of  san¬ 
ity. 

The  inflexible  spirit  of  the  heroine  of  this 
narrative  did  not,  however,  succumb  in  the 
least  to  the  imminent  perils  of  the  situation  in 
which  she  found  herself,  and  her  purposes  were 
carried  out  with,  a  determination  as  resolute 
and  unflinching  as  those  of  the  Israelites  in 
their  protracted  pilgrimage  through  the  wilder¬ 
ness,  and  without  the  guidance  of  pillars  of  fire 
and  cloud. 

The  aid  of  the  sun  and  the  broad  leaves  of 
the  pilot-plant  by  day,  with  the  light  of  Po¬ 
laris  by  night,  enabled  her  to  pursue  her  unde¬ 
viating  course  to  the  north  with  as  much  accu¬ 


racy  as  if  she  had  been  guided  by  the  magnetic 
needle. 

She  continued  to  urge  forward  the  generous 
steed  she  bestrode,  who,  in  obedience  to  the 
will  of  his  rider,  coursed  swiftly  on  hour  after 
hour  during  the  greater  part  of  the  day  without 
the  least  apparent  labor  or  exhaustion. 

It  was  a  contest  for  life  and  liberty  that  she 
had  undertaken,  a  struggle  in  which  she  re¬ 
solved  to  triumph  or  perish  in  the  effort ;  and 
still  the  brave-hearted  woman  pushed  on,  until 
at  length  her  horse  began  to  show  signs  of  ex¬ 
haustion,  and  as  the  shadows  of  evening  began 
to  appear  he  became  so  much  jaded  that  it  was 
difficult  to  coax  or  force  him  into  a  trot,  and 
the  poor  woman  began  to  entertain  serious  ap¬ 
prehensions  that  he  might  soon  give  out  alto¬ 
gether  and  leave  her  on  foot. 

At  this  time  she  was  herself  so  much  wea¬ 
ried  and  in  want  of  sleep  tliat  she  would  have 
given  all  she  possessed  to  have  been  allowed 
to  dismount  and  rest;  but  unfortunately  for 
her  those  piratical  quadrupeds  of  the  plains, 
the  wolves,  advised  by  their  carnivorous  in¬ 
stincts  that  she  and  her  exhausted  horse  might 
soon  fall  an  easy  sacrifice  to  their  voracious 
appetites,  followed  upon  her  track  and  came 
howling  in  great  numbers  around  her,  so  that 
she  dared  not  set  her  feet  upon  the  ground, 
fearing  they  would  devour  her ;  and  her  only 
alternative  was  to  continue  urging  the  poor 
beast  to  struggle  forward  during  the  dark  and 
gloomy  hours  of  the  long  night,  until  at  length 
she  became  so  exhausted  that  it  was  only  with 
the  utmost  effort  of  her  iron  will  that  she  was 
enabled  to  preserve  her  balance  upon  the  horse. 

Meantime  the  ravenous  pack  of  wolves,  be¬ 
coming  more  and  more  emboldened  and  im¬ 
patient  as  the  speed  of  her  horse  relaxed,  ap¬ 
proached  nearer  and  nearer  until,  with,  their 
eyes  flashing  fire,  they  snapped  savagely  at  the 
heels  of  the  terrified  horse,  while  at  the  same 
time  they  kept  up  their  hideous  concert  like 
the  bowlings  of  ten  thousand  fiends  from  the 
infernal  regions. 

Every  element  in  her  nature  was  at  this  fear¬ 
ful  juncture  taxed  to  its  greatest  tension,  and 
impelled  her  to  concentrate  the  force  of  all  her 
remaining  energies  in  urging  and  coaxing  for¬ 
ward  the  wearied  horse  until,  finally,  he  was 
barely  able  to  reel  and  stagger  along  at  a  slow 
walk ;  and  when  she  was  about  to  give  up  in 
despair,  expecting  every  instant  that  the  ani¬ 
mal  would  drop  down  dead  under  her,  the 
welcome  light  of  day  dawned  in  the  eastern 
horizon  and  imparted  a  more  cheerful  and  en¬ 
couraging  influence  over  her,  and,  on  looking 
around,  to  her  great  joy  there  were  no  wolves 
in  sight. 

She  now,  for  the  first  time  in  about  thirty- 
six  hours,  dismounted  ;  and  knowing  that  sleep 
would  soon  overpower  her,  and  that  the  horse, 
if  not  secured,  might  escape  or  wander  away, 
and  there  being  no  tree  or  other  object  to 
which  he  could  be  fastened,  she  with  great 
presence  of  mind  tied  one  end  of  the  long 
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lariat  to  Ills  neck,  and  with  the  other  end  around 
her  waist  dropped  down  upon  the  ground  into 
a  deep  sleep,  while  the  famished  horse  eagerly 
cropped  the  herbage  around  her. 

She  was  unconscious  as  to  the  duration  of 
her  slumber ;  but  it  must  have  been  very  pro¬ 
tracted  to  have  compensated  the  demands  of 
nature  for  the  exhaustion  induced  by  her  pro¬ 
digious  ride. 

Her  sleep  was  sweet,  and  she  dreamed  of 
happiness  and  home,  losing  all  consciousness 
of  her  actual  situation  until  she  was  suddenly 
startled  and  aroused  by  the  pattering  sound  of 
horses’  feet  beating  the  earth  on  every  side. 

Springing  to  her  feet  in  tlie  greatest  possi¬ 
ble  alarm,  she  found  herself  surrounded  by  a 
large  band  of  savages,  who  commenced  dancing 
around,  flouting  their  war  clubs  in  frightful 
proximity  to  her  head  while  giving  utterance 
to  the  most  diabolical  shouts  of  exultation. 

Her  exceedingly  weak  and  debilitated  con¬ 
dition  at  this  time,  resulting  from  long  absti¬ 
nence  from  food  and  unprecedented  mental 
and  physical  trials,  had  wrought  upon  her 
nervous  system  to  such  an  extent  that  she  im¬ 
agined  the  moment  of  her  death  had  arrived, 
and  fainted. 

The  Indians  then  approached,  and,  after  she 
revived,  placed  her  again  upon  a  horse  and 
rode  away  with  her  to  their  camp,  which  for¬ 
tunately  was  not  far  distant.  They  then  turn¬ 
ed  their  prisoner  over  to  the  squaws,  who  gave 
her  food  and  put  her  to  bed ;  but  it  was  sev¬ 
eral  days  before  she  was  suflSciently  recovered 
to  be  able  to  walk  about  the  camp.  ” 

She  learned  that  her  last  captors  belonged 
to  “Lone-AVolf’s”  band  of  Kiowas. 

Although  these  Indians  treated  her  with  more 
kindness  tlian  the  Comanches  had  done,  yet  she 
did  not  for  an  instant  entertain  the  thought  that 
they  would  ever  voluntarily  release  her  from 
bondage  ;  neither  had  she  the  remotest  concep¬ 
tion  of  her  present  locality  or  of  the  direction 
or  distance  to  any  white  settlement ;  but  she 
had  no  idea  of  remaining  a  slave  for  life,  and 
resolved  to  make  her  escape  the  first  practica¬ 
ble  moment  that  offered. 

During  the  time  she  remained  with  these  In¬ 
dians  a  party  of  men  went  away  to  the  north 
and  were  absent  six  days,  bringing  with  them 
on  their  return,  some  ears  of  green  corn.  She 
knew  the  prairie  tribes  never  planted  a  seed  of 
any  description,  and  was,  therefore,  confident 
the  party  had  visited  a  white  settlement,  and 
that  it  was  not  over  three  days’ journey  distant. 
This  was  encouraging  intelligence  to  her,  and 
she  anxiously  bided  her  time  to  depart. 

Late  one  night,  after  all  had  become  hushed 
and  quiet  throughout  the  camp,  and  every  thing 
seemed  auspicious  for  the  consummation  of  her 
purposes,  she  stole  carefully  away  from  her  bed, 
crept  softly  out  to  the  herd  of  horses,  and,  after 
having  caught  and  saddled  one,  was  in  the  act 
of  mounting,  when  a  number  of  dogs  rushed 
out  after  her,  and  by  their  barking  created  such 
a  disturbance  among  the  Indians  that  she  was 


forced,  for  the  time,  to  forego  her  designs  and 
crawl  hastily  back  to  her  lodge. 

On  a  subsequent  occasion,  however,  fortune 
favored  her.  She  secured  an  excellent  horse, 
and  rode  away  in  the  direction  from  which  she 
had  observed  the  Indians  returning  to  camp 
with  the  green  corn.  Under  the  certain  guid¬ 
ance  of  the  sun  and  stars,  she  w’as  enabled  to 
pursue  a  direct  bearing ;  and  after  three  con¬ 
secutive  days  of  rapid  riding,  anxiety,  fatigue, 
and  hunger,  she  arrived  upon  the  border  of  a 
large  river,  flowing  directly  across  her  track. 
The  stream  was  swollen  to  the  top  of  its  banks  ; 
the  water  coursed  like  a  torrent  through  its  chan¬ 
nel,  and  she  feared  her  horse  might  not  be  able 
to  stem  the  powerful  current ;  but  after  sur¬ 
mounting  the  numerous  perils  and  hardships 
she  had  already  encountered,  the  dauntless  wo¬ 
man  was  not  to  be  turned  aside  from  her  inflex¬ 
ible  purpose  by  this  formidable  obstacle,  and 
she  instantly  dashed  into  the  foaming  torrent, 
and  by  dint  of  encouragement  and  punishment, 
forced  her  horse  through  the  stream,  and  landed 
safely  upon  the  opposite  bank. 

After  giving  her  horse  a  few  moments’  rest, 
she  again  set  forward,  and  had  ridden  but  a 
short  distance  when,  to  her  inexpressible  aston¬ 
ishment  and  delight,  she  struck  a  broad  and 
well-beaten  wagon-road;  the  first  and  only 
evidence  or  trace  of  civilization  she  had  seen 
since  leaving  her  home  in  Texas. 

Up  to  this  joyful  moment  the  indomitable 
inflexibility  of  purpose  of  our  heroine  had  not 
faltered  for  an  instant ;  neither  had  she  suffered 
the  slightest  despondency,  in  view  of  the  terri¬ 
ble  array  of  disheartening  circumstances  that 
had  continually  confronted  her;  but  when  she 
realized  the  hopeful  prospect  before  her  of  a 
speedy  escape  from  the  reach  of  her  barbarous 
captors,,  and  a  reasonable  certainty  of  an  early 
reunion  with  people  of  her  own  sympathizing 
race,  the  feminine  elements  of  her  nature  pre¬ 
ponderated,  her  stoical  fortitude  yielded  to  the 
delightful  anticipation ;  and  her  joy  was  intens¬ 
ified  and  confirmed  by  seeing  at  this  moment  a 
long  train  of  wagons  approaching  over  the  dis¬ 
tant  prairie. 

The  spectacle  overwhelmed  her  with  ecstasy, 
and  she  wept  tears  of  joy  while  offering  up  sin¬ 
cere  and  heart-felt  thanks  to  the  Almighty  for 
delivering  her  from  a  bondage  more  dreadful 
than  death. 

She  then  proceeded  on  until  she  met  the  wag¬ 
ons  in  charge  of  Mr.  Robert  Bent,  whom  she  en¬ 
treated  to  give  her  food  instantljq  as  she  was  in 
a  state  bordering  upon  absolute  starvation.  He 
kindly  complied  with  her  request,  and  after  the 
cravings  of  her  appetite  had  been  appeased  he 
desired  to  gratify  his  curiosity,  which  had  been 
not  a  little  excited  at  the  unusual  exhibition 
of  a  beautiful  white  woman  appearing  alone 
in  that  wild  country,  riding  upon  an  Indian 
saddle,  with  no  covering  upon  her  head  save 
her  long  natural  hair,  which  was  hanging  loose¬ 
ly  and  disorderedly  about  her  shoulders,  while 
her  attire  was  sadly  in  need  of  repairs.  Ac- 


ANTEEOS. 


125 


cordingly,  he  inquired  of  her  where  slie  lived, 
to  which  she  replied,  “In  Texas.”  Mr.  B. 
gave  an  incredulous  shake  of  his  head  at  this 
response,  remarking  at  the  same  time  that  he 
thought  she  must  be  mistaken,  as  Texas  hap¬ 
pened  to  be  situated  some  five  or  six  hundred 
miles  distant.  She  reiterated  the  assurance  of 
her  statement,  and  described  to  him  briefly  the 
leading  incidents  attending  her  capture  and  es¬ 
cape  ;  but  still  he  was  inclined  to  doubt,  be¬ 
lieving  that  she  might  possibly  be  insane. 

He  informed  her  that  the  river  she  had  just 
crossed  was  the  Arkansas,  and  that  she  was 
then  on  the  old  Santa  Ee'  road,  about  fifteen 
miles  west  of  Big  Turkey  Creek,  where  she 
would  find  the  most  remote  frontier  house. 
Then,  after  thanking  him  for  his  kindness,  she 
bade  him  adieu,  and  started  away  in  a  walk 
toward  the  settlements,  while  he  continued  his 
journey  in  the  opposite  direction ;  but  he  still 
followed  the  exit  of  the  remarkable  apparition 
with  his  eyes  until  she  was  several  hundred 
yards  distant,  when  he  observed  her  throw  one 
of  her  feet  over  the  horse’s  back,  a  la  femme 
sauvage,  and  casting  a  graceful  kiss  toward  him 
with  her  hand,  she  set  off  on  a  gallop,  and  soon 
disappeared  over  the  crest  of  the  prairies. 

On  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Bent  at  Eort  Zara,  he 
called  upon  the  Indian  agent,  and  reported  the 

circumstance  of  meeting  Mrs.  L - ,  and,  by 

a  singular  coincidence,  it  so  happened  that  the 
agent  was  at  that  very  time  holding  a  council 
with  the  chiefs  of  the  identical  band  of  Indians 


from  whom  she  had  last  escaped,  and  they  had 
just  given  a  full  history  of  the  entire  affair, 
which  seemed  so  improbable  to  the  agent,  that 
he  was  not  disposed  to  credit  it  until  he  re¬ 
ceived  its  confirmation  through  Mr.  Bent.  He 
at  once  dispatched  a  man  to  follow  the  woman 
and  conduct  her  to  Council  Grove,  where  she 
was  kindly  received,  and  remained  for  some 
time,  hoping  through  the  efforts  of  the  agents 
to  gain  intelligence  of  the  two  children  she  had 
left  with  the  Comanches,  as  she  desired  to  take 
them  back  to  their  father  in  Texas  ;  but  no  tid¬ 
ings  were  gained  for  a  long  while.  Meantime 
she  formed  the  acquaintance  of  a  man  at  Coun¬ 
cil  Grove  whom,  as  I  understood,  she  married, 
and  for  aught  I  know  may  be  there  yet.  Wher¬ 
ever  she  is,  I  most  heartily  wish  her  all  possi¬ 
ble  happiness. 

The  two  captive  children  were,  as  the  agent 
informed  me,  ransomed  at  a  subsequent  date, 
and  sent  home  to  their  father. 

It  will  readily  be  seen,  by  a  reference  to  the 

map  of  the  country  over  which  Mrs.  L - - 

passed,  that  the  distance  from  the  place  of  her 
capture  to  the  point  where  she  struck  the  Ar¬ 
kansas  Eiver  could  not  have  been  short  of  about 
five  hundred  miles,  and  the  greater  part  of  this 
immense  expanse  of  desert  plain  she  traversed 
alone,  without  seeing  a  single  civilized  human 
habitation. 

If  any  other  woman,  either  in  ancient  or  mod¬ 
ern  times,  has  performed  as  signal  an  equestrian 
achievement  as  this,  I  have  yet  to  learn  it. 
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By  the  Authob  oe  “Gut  Livingstone,”  “Swokd  and  Gown,”  “Sans  Meeci,” 
“Bbeaking  a  Buttekelt,”  etc. 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

THEEE  is  this  advantage  about  a  multiplic¬ 
ity  of  grievances,  that  the  sufferer  seldom 
frets  long  over  any  single  one.  In  the  earlier 
part  of  that  week  Philip  Ashleigh  had  several 
small  worries,  and  these  gradually  thrust  into 
the  back-ground  the  danger  that  had  appeared 
so  formidable  on  Sunday,  till  he  began  to  con¬ 
sider  it  rather  an  imaginary  one.  Indeed,  he 
said  as  much  to  Marian,  and,  when  she  declined 
to  agree  that  her  suspicions  might  have  been 
groundless,  was  exceedingly  peevish,  giving 
vent  to  some  sharp  strictures  on  women’s  fan¬ 
cies  and  the  like. 

Marian  had  scarcely  been  in  her  wonted 
spirits  since  that  incident  at  the  breakfast- 
table,  and  she  did  not  feel  up  to  futile  argu¬ 
ments  ;  otherwise,  perhaps,  her  reply  would 
not  have  been  so  meek. 

“  I  dare  say  you  are  right,  Philip,”  she  said  ; 
“I  am  sure  I  hope  so.” 

The  which  submission  her  husband  accepted 
with  a  sniff  of  superiority. 

The  Wednesday’s  post  arrived  in  due  course. 


and  Lady  Marian’s  letters  were  brought  to  her, 
as  usual,  before  she  rose.  There  were  several, 
as  it  chanced,  that  morning  ;  but  her  eye  light¬ 
ed  at  once  on  the  one  in  Lord  Atherstone’s 
handwriting,  and  she  snatched  it  up,  casting 
the  others  aside.  However,  in  despite  of  this 
apparent  eagerness,  she  held  it  in  her  hand  for 
a  brief  space  before,  with  a  kind  of  effort,  she 
tore  open  the  envelope. 

A  more  useless  faculty  can  hardly  be  imag¬ 
ined — for  how  can  it  profit  us  to  guess  at  the 
truth  a  few  seconds  before  we  are  certified 
thereof? — but  it  is  odd  how  even  obtuse  people 
are  clairvoyant  in  this  especial  line.  Lady 
Marian  had  received  perhaps  a  score  of  letters 
bearing  the  same  superscription,  and  there  was 
no  sort  of  reason  why  this  one  should  not,  like 
the  rest,  have  related  merely  to  ordinary  do¬ 
mestic  arrangements ;  but  that  such  was  not 
its  character  she  felt  as  sure  before  she  broke 
the  seal  as  when  she  had  perused  it  to  the  last 
word.  As  she  read  it  through  very  slowly  her 
countenance  betrayed  neither  anger  nor  sur¬ 
prise  ;  but  there  came  over  it  a  certain  malign 
look  of  which  before  you  would  not  have  deemed 
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it  capable,  and  this  abode  there  after  she  had 
laid  the  letter  softly  down,  and  while  she  leaned 
back  musing,  with  eyes  half  closed.  The  news 
was  not  unexpected,  of  course ;  indeed,  for 
three  days  past  she  had  almost  reckoned  on 
receiving  some  such  a  missive ;  yet  the  blow 
came  home  none  the  lighter.  Perhaps  you 
have  not  realized  yet  why  it  stung  Marian 
Ashleigh  so  keenly. 

Though  she  had  little  personal  ambition,  she 
was  intensely  fond  of  power ;  it  was  not  for  os¬ 
tentation’s  sake,  or  even  with  a  view  to  any 
substantial  profit,  that  she  sought  it.  In  the 
mere  consciousness  and  exercise  of  authority 
lay  her  delight.  The  mistress  of  such  a  house¬ 
hold  as  the  Ashleighs  might  prudently  main¬ 
tain,  would  be  a  very  different  personage  from 
the  chatelaine— m  fact,  if  not  in  title — of  Tem- 
plestowe.  Only  very  weak  or  well-disciplined 
natures  can  adapt  themselves  to  those  rapid 
descents,  even  where  there  is  no  degradation, 
without  a  murmur. 

When  it  was  noised  abroad  in  Elba  that  the 
dethroned  emperor  was  already  so  reconciled 
to  the  change  as  to  begin  to  busy  himself  with 
the  economy  of  his  island,  those  who  had  him 
in  ward  ought  to  have  doubled  their  precaution ; 
for  that  placability,  if  not  a  feint,  must  surely 
have  sprung  from  the  certain  knowledge  that 
the  hark  was  even  now  hovering  in  the  offing 
that  would  bear  him  away  to  make  another 
rally  for  dominion.  Since  the  days  of  Wal¬ 
worth  has  the  civic  chair  been  filled  by  one 
so  stout  or  so  humble  of  heart  as  to  have  met 
without  one  pang  of  regret  the  uprising  of  the 
ninth  sun  of  November? 

But  howsoever  Marian  Ashleigh  may  have 
chafed  at  the  thought  that  her  reign  at  Tem- 
plestowe  was  nearly  ended,  this  was  not  the 
darkest  element  in  her  present  discontent. 
Philip,  as  you  know,  always  had  a  grievance 
on  hand,  with  which  his  wife — in  outward  seem¬ 
ing  at  least — generally  contrived  to  sympa¬ 
thize  ;  but  there  was  a  grief — a  common  grief — ■ 
concerning  which  the  lips  of  both  were  sealed : 
the  grief  of  a  childless  marriage.  Though  most 
of  her  husband  s  maladies  were  as  imaginary 
as  his  other  troubles,  Marian  knew  very  well 
that  the  father  surviving  the  son  was  scarcely 
an  improbability  j  and  in  such  a  case — suppos¬ 
ing,  further,  that  another  heir  to  Templestowe 
should  be  born  from  Lord  Atherstone’s  second 
marriage — what  chance  would  there  he  of  her 
ever  being  “  brought  back  to  her  own  ?”  Pon¬ 
dering  over  these  things,  it  is  no  wonder  if  her 
countenance  lowered.  After  a  few  minutes  she 
arose  without  so  much  as  glancing  at  the  rest  of 
her  correspondence,  and  throwing  on  a  wrapper 
went  into  her  husband’s  dressing-room  hard  by.' 

In  that  brief  passage  her  face  had  nearly 
regained  its  usual  composure ;  nevertheless 
Philip,  who  was  not  particularly  sharp-sight¬ 
ed,  guessed  what  had  happened  before  she  laid 
the  letter  in  his  hand.  He  took  it  and  read  it 
through,  as  it  were,  mechanically,  his  jaw  drop¬ 
ping  lower  and  lower ;  and  when  it  was  finished, 


looked  up  at  his  wife  with  a  blank  helplessness 
that  was  almost  pitiable.  Perhaps  she  so  in¬ 
terpreted  it,  or  perhaps  she  thought  a  triumph 
under  the  circumstances  too  trivial ;  at  all 
events  she  refrained  from  the  feminine  formu¬ 
la  of,  “  I  told  you  how  it  would  be,”  and  spoke 
veiy  gently  and  gravely. 

“It  sounds  hard  now  that  it  has  come, 
doesn’t  it,  Philip;  even  though  we  were  half 
prepared  ?” 

As  Ashleigh  set  his  teeth  together  there  was 
a  look  of  his  father  about  the  lower  part  of  his 
face — weak  and  inane  enough  as  a  rule — and 
his  answer  was  almost  inaudible ;  it  would  have 
been  better  had  it  been  quite  so,  for  the  sylla¬ 
bles  that  caught  her  ear  made  Marian  shrink 
a  pace  backward. 

“Hush!”  she  said.  “Such  language  would 
be  too  wicked  even  if  there  were  cause.  Lord 
Atherstone  has  done  no  more  than  he  has  a 
perfect  right  to  do — no  more  perhaps  than  we 
had  a  right  to  calculate  upon.  You  can  not 
deny  that  he  writes  kindly  and  generously,  and 
even’ considerately — for  him.” 

“  Generously!” 

The  word  came  out  like  the  spit  of  an  angry 
cat.  Marian  saw  that  argument  with  her  hus¬ 
band,  in  his  present  temper,  would  be  purely 
wasted. 

“I  am  sorry  you  take  it  so,”  she  said;  “it 
won’t  mend  matters.  Perhaps  by  breakfast¬ 
time  you  will  be  in  a  more  rational  frame  of 
mind,  and  then  you  can  help  me  to  think  how 
we  can  make  the  best  of  it.  Now  I  am  going 
to  read  my  other  letters ;  I  hope  some  of  them 
may  bring  pleasanter  news.” 

Indeed,  though  he  brought  small  appetite  to 
his  morning  meal,  Ashleigh  had  then  so  far  re¬ 
covered  from  the  shock  as  to  he  able  to  discuss, 
in  his  own  fretful,  querulous  fashion,  their  own 
prospects,  and  the  probable  character  of  the  fu¬ 
ture  Lady  Atherstone,  with  whom,  as  it  chanced, 
neither  he  nor  his  wife  was  acquainted. 

But  with  such  vague  speculation  it  was  not 
likely  that  one  of  Marian’s  character  would  rest 

content.  Before  noon — unknown  to  Philip _ 

she  had  dispatched  a  note  to  a  certain  cousin 
in  town,  praying  him  to  furnish  her  with  all  the 
reliable  information  that  he  could  gather  bearing 
on  Lena  Shafton’s  family  and  personal  history. 

She  could  hardly  have  applied  to  a  likelier 
source.  By  dint  of  long  service  Archie  Karne- 
guy  had  risen  high  in  the  Foreign  Office :  per¬ 
haps  he  would  have  risen  higher,  by  dint  of 
merit,  if  he  had  devoted  as  much  time  and  trou¬ 
ble  and  talent  to  the  practice  of  his  profession 
as  he  had  bestowed  on  domestic  diplomacy. 
There  were  very  few  stories  of  late  years  writ¬ 
ten  in  cipher  to  which  he  had  not  sooner  or 
later  gained  the  key.  He  was  not  a  mischiev¬ 
ous  person,  for  he  was  too  cautious  to  he  a  gos¬ 
sip,  and  too  humane  to  be  a  tale-bearer ;  nev¬ 
ertheless,  people  were  afraid  of  him,  simply  be¬ 
cause  he  was  supposed  to  know  so  much,  and 
would  liefer  have  offended  many  loud-voiced 
and  bitter-tongued  satirists  than  this  placid  phi- 
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losopher.  As  he  read  his  cousin’s  missive,  a 

quiet,  cunning  smile  wrinkled  his  lip ;  but  he 
seemed  to  ponder  somewhat  gravely  after  he 
laid  it  down,  and  paused  more  than  once  while 
inditing  this  reply : 

“My  Deak  Makian, — You  know  you  may  always 
command  my  resources,  such  as  they  are ;  and  if  one 
can  not  speak  freely  to  one’s  cousin,  there  is  an  end 
of  confidences;  nevertheless  I  donbt— rather  more 
than  doubt— whether  I  am  justified  in  ausweriug  your 
questions.  Their  object,  of  course,  is  very  plain ;  for 
Miss  Shaftou’s  engagement  was  discussed  last  night 
at  several  tobacco-parliaments,  I  fancy,  besides  the 
one  at  which  I  assisted. 

“  There  will  be  slaying  of  oxen  and  broaching  of 
barrels  and  lighting  of  deal-fires,  I  suppose,  when  that 
same  bride  is  brought  home  to  Templestowe ;  but  I  do 
not  suppose  that  her  reception  within  doors  will  be  ab¬ 
solutely  enthusiastic.  But  then  again,  to  find  a  house 
— castle,  cot,  mansion,  or  villa — where  a  step-mother 
—particularly  a  young  step-mother,  and  handsome 
par-dessns  le  marchi — might  count  on  being  honestly 
welcome,  you  would  have  to  travel  far,  perhaps  as  far 
as  the  Undiscovered  Islands,  if  any  such  remain.  Now, 
in_my  huinble  judgment,  when  a  bitter  draught  is  iu- 
evitable,  it  is  infinitely  more  sensible  to  open  your 
mouth  and  shut  your  eyes  and  swallow  it,  like  Mar¬ 
gery  Goodchild,  than  to  submit  the  potion  to  all  pos¬ 
sible  tests  of  taste,  sight,  and  smell.  You  will  see  the 
application  of  this  elegant  allegory  at  once ;  but  that 
it  should  for  one  moment  infiuence  you,  would  be  far 
too  much  to  expect.  So  having  tried  to  satisfy  my 
own  conscience,  I  will  try  and  satisfy  your  curiosity— 
always  under  protest. 

“We  will  take  the  lady’s  family  first.  In  point  of 
descent  it  would  puzzle  the  herald’s  ofiice  to  peck  a 
hole  in  the  coat  of  the  Shaftons  of  Blytheswold ;  but 
in  a  social  point  of  view  their  garments  for  some  gen¬ 
erations  past  have  needed  much  mending.  It  is  of 
the  males  I  speak,  remember;  for  concerning  the  fe¬ 
males  history  is  comparatively  silent.  Ill-natured 
people  have  said  that  by  the  side  of  such  diables 
dechatnes  as  their  husbands  and  brothers,  the  wo¬ 
mankind  must  needs  have  seemed  quasi- angelical ; 
for  myself  I  prefer  to  believe  that  there  was  no  evil 
to  be  told,  rather  than  that  it  was  smothered  in 
comparison.  At  any  rate  against  Miss  Shafton’s 
next  ancestress — this  is  our  diplomatic  way  of  put¬ 
ting  mother— theve  is  not  a  word  to  be  said.  She 
has  had  very  difficult  cards  to  play  with  her  late 
husband,  and  with  one  at  least  of  her  two  children, 
and  has  played  them,  I  have  always  heard,  with  great 
patience,  honesty,  and  skill.  The  child  I  refer  to  is  a 
prodigal,  a  very  prodigal  son,  presently  a  lieutenant 

in  the - hussars,  who,  if  there  is  any  left,  is  wasting 

his  substance  in  the  good  old  family  fashion  rather 
more  rapidly  than  his  sire  and  grandsire  did  before 
him — no  small  word. 

“Next  as  to  the  physique.  I  should  have  guessed 
you  would  be  curious  on  this  point,  even  if  you  had 
not  put  it  beyond  a  doubt  by  blinking  that  question 
altogether.  Well,  if  the  figure  is  not  perfect  on  an 
imperial  scale,  I,  speaking  as  a  humble  amateur,  do 
not  quite  know  where  it  is  to  be  matched.  In  the  face 
there  are  half  a  dozen  faults,  I  dare  say ;  but  she  has 
taken  beauty -rank  ever  since  I  can  remember  her ;  and 
it  is  too  late — or  too  soon — now  to  try  to  disqualify  her. 

“As  to  the  morale — ’’ 

Karneguy  came  fairly  to  a  check  here,  and, 
walking  to  the  window,  looked  out  over  the 
Mall,  seeking  perhaps,  as  cleverer  men  have 
done  before  him,  to  gather  inspiration  from 
the  thin  brown  trees  seething  and  swaying  in 
the  sullen  wind.  He  came  back  after  a  while, 
and  wrote  on  again,  but  more  slowly  than  before : 

“As  to  the  morale.  We  are  on  much  more  delicate 
and  difficult  ground  here ;  and  pray  remember  the 
few  hints  that  I  can  furnish  are  founded  entirely  on 


hearsay  and  guess-work,  not  on  any  personal  knowl¬ 
edge  of  the  subject.  If  my  poor  skill  iu  physiognomy 
does  not  mislead  me,  I  think  I  may  fairly  attribute  to 
the  lady  a  certain  strength  of  will  and  passion,  and  a 
temper  less  violent  than  intractable.  I  can  conceive 
her  willful  or  reckless  to  any  degree,  but  scarcely,  un¬ 
der  any  provocation,  cowardly,  malicious,  or  mean. 
On  the  whole,  very  nearly  a  grand  character,  but  of 
the  kind  which  is  wrecked  much  oftener  than  more 
ignoble  ones.  Now  do  not  stretch  or  distort  my 
meaning.  I  do  not  pretend  to  insinuate  that  she  has 
come  to  any  serious  grief  as  yet ;  but  that  she  was 
much  talked  about  at  one  time  I  can  not  deny.  This 
is  no  more  than  any  handsome  woman  who  lives  up 
to  the  pace  of  the  period  ought  to  expect ;  but  Miss 
Shafton  had  exceptionally  bad  luck  in  the  name  which 
was  coupled  with  hers.  You  were  very  little  in  town 
before  your  marriage,  and  these  matters  belong  to  the 
Pre-Marianide  Era ;  nevertheless,  you  must  have  heard 
more  than  once  of  Caryl  Glynne.  Perhaps  the  man  is 
not  a  whit  worse  than  many  of  his  fellows ;  but  he 
has  an  unlucky  spedaliU  for  compromising  his  female 
acquaintance.  An  ‘  acquaintance’  is  rather  a  mild  way 
of  putting  the  intimacy  of  these  two  while  it  lasted.  I 
never  heard  any  thing  worse  than  imprudences  alleged 
against  her,  such  as  open-air  meetings  held  at  unca- 
nonioal  hours  in  the  forenoon,  and  the  like ;  but  peo¬ 
ple  made  as  much  fuss  about  it  as  if  the  whole  deca¬ 
logue  had  been  broken.  I  dare  say  Glynne  would 
willingly  have  married  her;  but  as  his  marrying  any 
one  but  an  heire.ss  was  and  is  a  notorious  impossi¬ 
bility,  his  good  inieuiious  did  not  count  for  much  in 
extenuation.  To  do  the  mother  justice,  when  the  ru¬ 
mors  flying  abroad  came  to  her  ears  she  acted  prompt¬ 
ly  and  decisively;  and  if  the  meshes  entangling  the 
fair  Lena  were  not  broken  then  and  there,  it  was  no 
fault  of  hers.  That  they  were  so  broken  I  am  inclined 
to  believe;  indeed,  I  should  feel  absolutely  confi¬ 
dent  of  it  if  I  had  not  remarked  a  certain  change  in 
Glynne’s  manner  of  life  that  makes  me  thiuk  that  up 
till  now,  at  all  events,  he  must  have  had  some  hope 
or  object  of  which  the  world  was  not  aware.  He  is 
still  very  far  from  sanctity,  no  doubt;  but  since  then 
he  has  certainly  contrived  to  steer  clear  of  any  open 
scandals.  Don’t  you  admire  the  charity  that  can  not 
confess  improvement  in  one’s  neighbor  without  im¬ 
puting  to  him  covert,  if  not  evil  motives  ?  At  any 
rate,  of  late  years  the  Shaftons  have  lived  so  very 
quietly  and  blamelessly  that  society  may  well  aflbrd 
to  bury  the  hatchet ;  and  if  I  can  not  congratulate  you 
on  your  connection,  I  will  not  allow  that  you  are 
greatly  to  be  condoled  with. 

“So  I  have  answered  your  queries  with  thoroughly 
unprofessional  candor ;  and  though  I  am  sure  that  you 
will  make  no  ill  use  of  my  weakness,  I  look  at  what  I 
have  written  not  without  self-reproach  and  misgiv¬ 
ing.  Doubtless  you  would  have  heard  of  these  can¬ 
cans  sooner  or  later,  and,  perhaps,  in  a  more  garbled 
fashion  than  I  have  set  them  down ;  nevertheless,  it 
might  have  been  better  if  I  had  chanced  this. 

“My  acquaintance  with  the  future  Lady  Atherstone 
is  very  slight ;  so  you  may  believe  it  is  not  iu  her  in¬ 
terest  that  I  close  this  long  letter  with  a  short  scrap 
of  advice,  which  you  may  leave  unread  if  you  will. 
Does  not  the  text  run  thus,  ‘Agree  with  thine  adver¬ 
sary  quickly,  while  thou  art  iu  the  way  with  him  ?’ 
My  dear  Marian,  it  was  not  to  men  only  that  these 
words  were  spoken ;  and  there  is  more  of  wisdom  in 
them— ay !  even  of  worldly  wisdom— than  in  most 
saws  or  proverbs.  I  pray  you  now,  if  ever,  to  lay 
them  to  heart ;  I  feel  certain  that  it  will  be  easy  for 
you  soon  to  gain  a  fast  friend  and  useful  ally;  also,  it 
may  not  be  hard  to  make  a  very  dangerous  enemy.  Ei¬ 
ther  way,  may  good  wishes  follow  yon !  but  in  the  lat¬ 
ter  case,  with  all  possible  respect  for  your  science  and 
courage,  I  fear  that  some  day  you  will  have  to  call  a 
trace,  and  that,  if  granted,  it  will  be  not  on  your  own 
terms. 

“I  hope  that  the  next  service  you  require  at  my 
hands  wiil  be  less  distasteful  to  me  than  that  which  I 
have  just  performed,  though  I  do  not  begrudge  you 
even  this.  Always  afl'ectionately  yours, 

“A.” 
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It  was  characteristic,  both  of  the  writer  and 
of  the  person  to  whom  this  document  was 
addressed,  that  it  never  alluded  to  the  pos¬ 
sibility  of  Philip’s  sharing  in  its  confidences. 
In  truth,  you  would  have  thought  such  a  cau¬ 
tion  thoroughly  needless  if  you  had  watched 
Marian  Ashleigh  during  the  perusal.  She  did 
not  attempt  to  open  the  Foreign  Office  dispatch 
when  it  came  with  the  other  letters ;  but  locked 
it  away  in  a  casket,  and  there  let  it  lie  till  her 
husband  had  departed  to  the  Petty  Sessions  at 
Heslingford.  Then  she  shut  herself  up  in  her 
boudoir  with  the  precious  packet;  and  while 
she  studied  it  to  the  last  syllable,  and  weighed 
the  last  grain  of  its  meaning,  the  great  bell  over¬ 
head  might  have  rung  out  alarms  and  she  would 
never  have  stirred.  After  a  while — a  long  while 
— she  dropped  the  letter,  envelope  and  all,  into 
the  heart  of  the  fierce  fire  that  burned  close  to 
her  feet.  Her  eyes  followed  the  light  gray  flakes 
as  they  vanished  up  the  chimney  with  a  kind  of 
regret ;  and  yet  a  more  useless  document  than 
that  just  annihilated  can  hardly  be  conceived; 
for  every  line  by  this  time  was  rewritten  in  char¬ 
acters  more  abiding  than  pen  ever  traced  on 
paper  ;  and  before  Marian  Ashleigh  will  forget 
the  lightest  syllable  therein  she  will  forget  the 
prayers  they  taught  her  when  she  was  a  little 
child. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

One  forenoon  some  twenty  centuries  ago 
Cambyses,  son  of  Cyrus,  sitting  in  his  summer- 
garden  under  the  shadow  of  the  planes,  over¬ 
heard  one  of  his  courtiers  extolling  the  won¬ 
drous  prowess  of  a  certain  Bactrian  bowman. 
Now  the  king  himself  was  a  matchless  archer, 
and  his  heart,  as  he  listened,  grew  hot  with 
envy.  After  a  while,  lifting  up  his  head,  he 
pointed  to  a  single  tree  that  stood  afar  off  in 
the  green-sward.  “Thou  seest  yonder  palm, 
Prexaspes,”  quoth  he ;  “  thinkest  thou  that  this 
Bactrian  of  thine  could  aim  at  such  distance 
at  a  hand’s-breadth  and  not  miss  ?”  And  Prex¬ 
aspes  made  answer,  “Nay,  my  lord,  fori  spake 
only  of  feats  that  may  be  compassed  by  mortal 
skill ;  and  such  a  one  is  not  of  these.  ”  Said 
the  king,  “And  if  I  myself  were  to  make  essay, 
thinkest  thou  that  I  should  likewise  fail  ?” 
Prexaspes  answered,  “  My  lord,  I  needs  must 
think  so ;  especially  as  yester  even  thou  didst 
tarry  somewhat  long  with  the  beakers.”  The 
great  black  eyes  that,  even  when  wrath  or  drink 
or  lust  inflamed  them  not,  gleamed  ever  sav- 
agely,  roved  round  the  circle  till  they  lighted  on 
a  boy  beautiful  above  his  page-fellows  —  the 
first-born  of  Prexaspes.  Then  said  Cambyses, 
“  Go  bind  my  cup-bearer  fast  to  yonder  palm 
so  that  he  stir  not  a  finger;  and  fetch  hither 
the  Macrobian  bow.”  It  was  the  self-same 
weapon  that  the  spies  had  brought  back  from 
Ethiopia,  with  the  challenge  to  any  Persian  to 
bend  it ;  and,  in  truth,  to  that  task  none  had 
been  found  equal  save  only  the  great  king.  He 


strained  it  now  till  the  horns  nearly  met ;  and 
as  he  drew  the  long  arrow  to  the  bead,  he 
glanced  askance  at  the  satrap,  saying,  “I  aim 
at  the  heart.”  Then  came  a  sharp  twang,  a 
shrill  whistle,  and  the  dull  echo  of  a  bolt  smit¬ 
ing  its  mark ;  and  those  who  were  keenest  of 
sight  saw  the  fair  child  fall  forward  over  his 
bonds,  with  all  his  limbs  a-quivering.  “  Go 
now,  Prexaspes,”  quoth  the  king,  “and  mark 
how  my  shaft  hath  sped.”  The  father  did  as 
he  was  bidden.  When  he  returned  his  face 
was  white  and  riven,  as  the  face  of  a  slain  man ; 
but  as  he  made  obeisance  he  smiled  meekly  and 
piteously.  “What  am  I,”  he  said,  “that  I 
should  have  questioned  my  lord’s  strength  and 
skill?  His  arrows  are  like  the  arrows  of  the 
god  Horas,  whom  these  Egyptians  adore.  The 
child’s  heart  must  needs  be  cloven  in  twain.” 
And  the  great  king  laughed  loud  as  he  made 
answer,  “  Thou  art  forgiven,  Prexaspes ;  only, 
when  the  Persians  call  Cambyses  drunkard,  for¬ 
get  not  to  tell  to  what  purpose,  on  the  morning 
after  a  revel,  he  bent  the  Macrobian  bow.” 

A  courtly  satrap — was  it  not  ?  Nevertheless, 
courtiership  was  in  its  infancy  then  ;  nowa¬ 
days,  when  a  skillful  archer  has  stricken  down 
the  hope  or  the  object  nearest  and  dearest  to  our 
heart,  we  do  not  even  change  color  while  we 
acknowledge  his  prowess  ;  and  if  we  do  not  al¬ 
ways  bid  the  bugle  strike  up  in  his  honor,  we  can 
generally  manage  a  grimace  of  congratulation. 

Marian  Ashleigh  was  no  special  dissembler ; 
but  you  may  guess  that  during  the  next  two 
days  she  prepared  herself  to  play  her  part  de¬ 
corously.  It  was  much  more  trouble  to  tutor 
her  husband ;  characters  like  his,  from  their 
very  weakness  and  instability,  are  difficult  to 
deal  with.  I  remember  a  drill-sergeant  saying 
years  ago — “I  don’t  care  how  rough  the  stuff 
is,  so  long  as  there's  enough  of  it,”  and  the  sen¬ 
timent  appears  no  less  morally  than  physically 
just.  There  was  no  fear  of  Philip’s  kicking 
over  the  traces,  or  giving  any  overt  signs  of 
rebellion  ;  but  as  to  keeping  him  up  to  the  col¬ 
lar,  and  making  him  do  his  work  pleasantly — 
that  was  quite  another  affair.  However,  by 
dint  of  much  coaxing,  a  little  urging,  and  per¬ 
haps  just  a  shade  of  intimidation,  his  wife  got 
him  pretty  well  into  her  hand  at  last;  and 
when  Lord  Atherstone  arrived,  he  could  scarce¬ 
ly  have  complained  of  his  reception,  even  if  he 
had  been  disposed  to  be  captious.  Marian’s 
first  embrace  was  more  than  sufficiently  cordial, 
and  so  was  her  first  speech,  though  it  was  low 
and  brief. 

“I  do  hope  you  will  be  happy.” 

Philip’s  remarks  “were  quite  inaudible  in 
the  gallery  ;”  but  “he  was  understood  to  sec¬ 
ond  the  address.” 

Perhaps  Lord  Atherstone  did  not  expect 
more ;  at  any  rate,  his  countenance  showed 
that  he  was  perfectly  content ;  and  not  only 
throughout  that  evening,  but  for  some  days 
afterward,  his  manner  toward  both  the  Ash- 
leighs  was  unusually  gentle  and  kindly.  Though 
he  spoke  very  little  about  future  arrangements, 
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he  contrived  to  make  them  both  thoroughly  un¬ 
derstand  that  lie  neither  contemplated  nor  de¬ 
sired  their  immediate  removal  from  Temple- 
stowe.  So  things  went  on  smoothly  enough 
throughout  the  following  week  ;  the  baron  hunt¬ 
ed  his  five  days  as  usual,  bruising  along  just  as 
determinedly  as  before  ho  incurred  fresh  re¬ 
sponsibilities.  He  accepted  the  congratulations 
and  surprise  of  his  friends  and  acquaintance — 
for  by  this  time  the  engagement  was  fully  noised 
abroad — with  a  wonderful  composure,  as  if  both 
were  matters  of  course,  and  had  for  all  nearly 
the  same  formula  of  acknowledgment. 

■  On  the  ensuing  Sunday  it  chanced  that  he 
breakfasted  alone  with  his  daughter-in-law  ;  for 
Philip  either  was,  or  affected  to  be,  too  unwell 
to  put  in  an  appearance.  You  have  not  for¬ 
gotten,  perhaps,  the  peculiarity  of  the  Sabbath 
post.  When  the  letters  were  brought  in,  there 
was  certainly  something  very  odd  in  Marian 
Ashleigh’s  expression.  It  was  like — yet  not 
altogether  like — that  which  her  face  had  worn 
on  the  morning  when  she  first  began  to  doubt 
the  stability  of  her  tenure  of  Templestowe. 
Once  more  she  watched  Lord  Atherstone,  cov¬ 
ertly  but  narrowly,  as  he  took  up  his  letters ; 
but,  besides  vigilance,  you  might  have  detected 
a  certain  expectation  in  her  eyes,  not  alto¬ 
gether  devoid  of  dread;  you  might  fancy  just 
such  a  look  on  the  countenance  of  a  conspira¬ 
tor  who,  having  lighted  the  slow  match,  lurks 
in  a  nook  almost  too  close  for  safety  to  mark 
the  effect  of  the  train. 

No  need  to  ask  from  whom  the  first  letter 
Lord  Atherstone  opened  came  ;  the  smile — al¬ 
most  genial,  for  a  wonder — hovering  under  his 
heavy  gray  mustache  as  he  read,  answered  that 
question.  The  two  or  three  that  followed  were 
evidently  of  no  moment ;  but  as  he  took  up  the 
last,  Marian,  who  all  this  time,  while  apparent¬ 
ly  deep  in  her  own  correspondence,  had  never 
once  relaxed  her  watch,  could  not  repress  a 
slight,  a  very  slight,  start,  and  she  drew  back  yet 
further  behind  the  cover  of  the  great  silver  um. 

Lord  Atherstone’s  glance  was  exceptionally 
swift  and  keen  ;  nevertheless,  he  could  not  pos¬ 
sibly  have  read  half  dowm  the  first  page  when 
he  crushed  the  letter  into  a  ball  and  flung  it  on 
the  floor;  and  on  his  face. there  was  less  of 
anger  than  contemptuous  loathing.  Marian 
Ashleigh’s  countenance  fell,  and  she  bit  her 
nether  lip  sharply.  She  had  never  studied 
Greek  ;  yet  perhaps  the  same  thoughts  crossed 
her  mind  just  then  as  were  in  Teucer’s  mind 
when  he  muttered : 

"'n^roTTOt,  17  6ij  Trayx^  /raxtl?  ^tjdea  Ketpei 

Aac/jitjv  tj/neTepTjSf  o  re  fxoi  jStov  A^aXe  xeipor, 

Neypf/v  X’  fcffpprife  veoarpo^ov,  >jv  ei>€dfj(Ta 

Upwiov,  otpp*  av^xono  Oa^cL  OpwcTKovTas  otcrToi;?. 

After  a  minute  or  two  Lord  Atherstone  broke 
silence : 

“Marian,  did  it  ever  happen  to  you  to  re¬ 
ceive  an  anonymous  letter?” 

She  started,  quite  palpably  now ;  but  being 
disturbed  in  her  correspondence  might  well  ac¬ 
count  for  this ;  and  her  voice  was  perfectly 
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steady,  though  a  very  delicate  ear  might  per¬ 
haps  have  detected  in  it  some  slight  constraint. 

“Never  any  thing  worse  than  a  valentine.  I 
was  rather  fond  of  them  when  I  was  a  girl ;  but 
when  I  became  a  matron  I  put  away  such  van¬ 
ities.  You  don’t  mean  to  say  that  you  have 
been  so  favored  this  morning  ?  Is  it  indiscreet 
to  ask  its  purport?” 

“I  don’t  know  it  myself,”  he  replied.  “ The 
first  two  lines  avowed  the  letter  to  be  anony¬ 
mous  ;  in  the  third  was  Lena  Shafton’s  name. 
After  that  I  would  no  more  have  read  further, 
unless  she  bade  me,  than  I  would  have  gone  on 
drinking  poison  after  fair  warning.  Perhaps 
it  ought  not  to  be  burned  without  her  leave. 
What  do  you  think  ?  No  man  is  a  fit  judge  in 
such  a  case — I  less  than  most  men.  You  are  a 
woman,  wise  and  kind,  .as  well  as  good.  Think 
how  you  would  have  liked  Philip  to  act,  and 
answer  me  honestly.” 

She  seemed  to  ponder  deeply,  and-  during 
that  pause  she  was  once  perhaps  moved  to  say, 
“Burn  it  instantly,  and  so  let  it  pass  away;” 
but  that  weakness  endured  scarcely  for  a  sec¬ 
ond’s  space  ;  and  when  she  answered,  it  was 
with  a  purpose  set  and  planned. 

“I  think  if  Philip  had  received  such  a  letter 
as  this  seems  likely  to  turn  out,  and  had  kept 
it  a  secret  from  me,  I  should  have  found  it  hard 
to  forgive  him — harder  still  to  trust  him  thor¬ 
oughly  any  more.  However  hateful  it  may  be 
to  you,  you  are  bound  to  show  it  to  Miss  Shaf- 
ton,  and  let  her  dispose  of  it  at  her  pleasure. 
I  am  not  as  wise  as  you  give  me  credit  for ; 
but  I  do  believe  I  advise  now  what  is  best  for 
you  both.” 

“I  suppose  you  are  right,”  he  said,  discon¬ 
tentedly  ;  and  so  picked  up  the  letter ;  but  he 
scarcely  looked  at  it  as  he  smoothed  out  the 
creases  before  replacing  it  in  its  envelope,  and 
his  face  expressed  the  aversion  of  one  who,  for 
reasons  good,  forces  himself  to  handle  tenderly 
some  noisome  reptile  that  he  would  fain  have 
trampled  under  heel.  That  his  appetite  was 
spoiled  was  very  evident ;  for  after  one  or  two 
fruitless  attempts  to  settle  down  again  to  his 
meal,  he  arose  and  began  to  pace  to  and  fro, 
coming  to  a  halt  at  last  just  behind  Marian’s 
chair;  he  paused  there  a  little,  as  if  consider¬ 
ing,  and  then  leaning  forward,  laid  his  hand 
on  her«houlder  softly. 

“  My  dear,”  he  said,  “  I  so  hope  you  will  try 
and  be  kind  to  Lena.” 

There  was  something  strangely  pathetic,  not 
only  in  the  earnestness,  but  in  the  humility  of 
that  intercession,  coming  as  it  did  from  one 
who,  perhaps,  never  in  his  life  had  craved  favor 
or  indulgence  from  any  fellow-creature ;  and 
many  men  thus  tested,  if  not  absolutely  moved 
to  compunction,  wmuld  have  been  so  far  em¬ 
barrassed  as  to  blunder  or  stumble  in  their  re¬ 
ply;  but  in  these  delicate  touches  of  the  trail 
the  feminine  superiority  is  manifest.  In  false¬ 
hood,  cruelty,  or  cunning,  we  are  perhaps  more 
than  their  match  ;  but  in  doing  their  cozen¬ 
ing  gently,  they  teach  us  lessons  that  we  shall 
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never  le.arn.  When  a  man  is  weaving  a  net 
to  catch  liis  neighbor’s  soul,  if  he  looks  not 
guilty  or  shame-stricken,  he  will  at  the  best 
brazen  it  out  in  Mephistopheles’s  vein ;  but  take 
a  woman  under  the  same  circumstances,  and 
by  Saint  lago,  she  might  be  Gretchen  at  her 
spinning-wheel;  and — mark  you  —  even  while 
she  looks  up  innocently  into  your  face,  her 
lithesome  fingers  cease  not  to  ply  the  shuttle. 

There  was  nothing  fiendish  about  Marian 
Ashleigh.  Her  Christianity  perhaps  went  be¬ 
yond  formalism,  and  her  morality  was  some¬ 
thing  more  than  surface-deep ;  but  neither  re¬ 
strained  her  from  using  all  lawful  means  to¬ 
ward  a  given  end,  or  from  interpreting  “law¬ 
fulness”  somewhat  liberally.  Howsoever  she 
might  choose  to  gloss  the  matter  to  her  hus¬ 
band,  she  did  in  her  heart  consider  that  Lord 
Atherstone’s  present  purpose  was  a  manifest  in¬ 
justice,  if  not  injury,  to  his  family,  and  there¬ 
fore  to  be  thwarted,  if  that  were  possible,  by 
all  stratagem  not  absolutely  sinful  or  shameful. 
She  was  not  free  to  admit  that  either  of  these 
epithets  could  justly  attach  to  the  laying  of  an 
information  which  might  possibly  be  true,  or 
to  the  promise  that  she  would  essay  a  manifest 
impossibility.  When  she  answered  her  father- 
in-law’s  appeal  with  a  confidential  smile  and  a 
whisper — “Can  you  doubt  me?” — sbe  knew  it 
was  more  likely  that  oil  would  mingle  with  the 
running  stream  than  that  kindliness  would  ever 
subsist  between  herself  and  Lena  Shafton ;  nev¬ 
ertheless,  of  course  she  might  “  try.”  So,  if  my 
sweet  cousin  Alice,  now  in  her  fifth  summer, 
were  to  set  her  affections  on  some  bright  par¬ 
ticular  star,  I  might  promise  to  do  my  very  best 
to  fetch  it  down  from  its  place  in  the  firma¬ 
ment  ;  but  whether  I  should  be  justified  in  thus 
temporizing  with  this  imperious  young  person, 
subtler  casuists  may  decide.  If  all  her  devotes 
were  to  make  full  and  free  confession,  I  fancy 
such  a  question  would  not  unfrequently  be  set 
before  their  conscience-keepers. 

You  have  probably  already  attributed  to  the 
right  source  the  authorship  of  the  anonymous 
note.  It  was  indeed  Marian,  and  no  other, 
that  indited  it  and  caused  it  to  be  posted  in 
town  by  a  sure  hand.  She  ran  a  very  slight 
risk  here,  for  she  could  thoroughly  trust  her 
agent,  and  it  was  the  only  one  she  incurred. 
The  handwriting  w'as  so  cunningly  distorted  as 
almost  to  defy  detection  :  besides  this,  she  knew 
Lord  Atherstone  well  enough  to  be  certain  that 
he  would  never  allow  any  other  eye  than  Lena’s 
and  his  own  to  rest  on  those  characters.  Still 
she  did  think  that  he  would  have  read  the  let¬ 
ter  through,  even  if  he  had  chosen  to  discredit 
every  syllable  of  its  contents  ;  and  her  first  feel¬ 
ing  was  one  of  sharp  disappointment.  Never¬ 
theless,  that  it  would  be  shown  to  Lena  was  a 
great  point  gained :  then,  at  least.  Lord  Ather¬ 
stone  must  be  made  acquainted  with  the  con¬ 
tents  ;  and  if  he  should  decline  to  credit  or  dis¬ 
cuss  them,  the  seed  would  still  be  sown,  and 
sooner  or  later  might  fructify.  Altogether  it 
was  not  such  a  very  bad  morning’s  work. 


An  hour  later  Marian  Ashleigh,  kneeling  in 
her  place,  besought  of  Heaven  “to  forgive  her 
enemies,  persecutors,  and  slanderers,  and  to 
turn  their  hearts;”  and  while  she  murmured 
this  petition,  stretching  forth  her  hand  she  might 
have  touched  the  man  against  whose  peace  she 
had  already  begun  to  contrive — a  man  who, 
however  harshly  and  sternly  he  may  have  borne 
himself  toward  others,  had  ever  kept  a  kindly 
word  and  look  and  thought  for  her,  and  whose 
bread  she  had  eaten  ever  since  she  came  forth 
from  her  father’s  home. 

Once  more,  I  see  nothing  monstrous  in  all 
this :  there  are  vices  and  basenesses  peculiar  to 
either  sex,  of  which  the  other  is  seldom  guilty, 
simply  from  lack  of  temptation  thereto.  On 
the  point  of  anonymous  letter  writing  woman¬ 
kind  seem  to  be  affected  with  some  strange 
cecity  or  obliquity  of  moral  vision.  For  if  the 
experts  are  to  be  trusted,  we  needs  must  believe 
that  nine-tenths  of  darkling  stabs  are  dealt 
either  by  female  or  by  androgynic  hands,  and 
that  of  these  more  than  a  fair  proportion  may 
be  traced  to  persons  esteemed  good  by  them¬ 
selves  not  less  than  by  the  world — who  hold 
their  heads  high  in  oratory  as  well  as  in  church, 
and  who  perchance  are  in  all  other  points  of  the 
law  blameless.  If  by  a  rare  chance  such  crim¬ 
inals  be  caught  in  the  fact,  do  not  expect  to 
find  them  specially  contrite  or  humble:  they 
will  probably  bridle  up,  brace  their  lips,  and  sav 
that  they  have  done  what  they  deemed  to  be 
their  duty,  and  are  content  to  be  misunder¬ 
stood  ;  but,  my  brethren,  for  our  comfort,  let 
us  believe  something  more  :  that  our  pious  ben¬ 
efactresses  may  be  brought  to  account  concern¬ 
ing  these  matters  yet  once  again ;  and  that  in 
such  a  Day  it  will  be  less  tolerable  for  them 
than  for  some  who,  when  their  guilt  was  re¬ 
vealed,  groveled  before  the  accuser  in  a  very 
agony  of  abasement. 


THE  GAMING-TABLE. 

**It  is  possible  that  a  wise  and  good  mau  maybe 
prevailed  on  to  game :  but  it  is  impossible  that  a  pro¬ 
fessed  gamester  should  be  a  wise  and  good  man."— 
Lavater. 

There  appeared  many  years  ago  in  a  quaint 
old  English  publication  an  allegory  giving 
the  imaginary  origin  of  gaming.  It  is  kid  that 
the  goddess  of  fortune,  once  sporting  near  the 
shady  pool  of  Olympus,  was  met  by  the  gay  and 
captivating  god  of  war,  who  soon  allured  her  to 
his  arms.  They  were  united ;  but  the  matri¬ 
mony  was  not  holy,  and  the  result  of  the  union 
was  a  misfeatured  child  called  Gaming.  From 
the  moment  of  her  birth  this  wayward  thing 
could  only  be  pleased  by  cards,  dice,  or  count¬ 
ers.  She  was  not  without  fascinations,  and 
many  were  her  admirers.  As  she  grew  up  she 
was  courted  by  all  the  gay  and  extravagant  of 
both  sexes  ;  for  she  was  of  neither  sex,  and  yet 
combining  the  attractions  of  each.  At  length, 
however,  being  mostly  beset  by  men  of  the 
swmrd,  she  formed  an  unnatural  union  wdth  one 
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of  them,  and  gave  birth  to  twins — one  called 
Dueling,  the  other  Suicide.  Tliese  became 
their  mother’s  darlings,  nursed  by  her  with  con¬ 
stant  care  and  tenderness,  and  her  perpetual 
companions.  The  goddess  Eortune  ever  had 
an  eye  on  her  promising  daughter.  Gaming; 
and  endowed  her  with  splendid  residences  in 
the  most  conspicuous  streets,  near  the  palaces 
of  kings.  They  were  magnificently  designed 
and  elegantly  furnished.  Lamps  always  burn¬ 
ing  at  the  portals  were  a  sign  and  a  perpetual 
invitation  unto  all  to  enter ;  and,  like  the  gates 
of  the  Inferno,  they  were  ever  open  to  daily  and 
nightly  visitants  ;  but,  unlike  the  latter,  they 
permitted  exit  to  all  who  entered — some  exult¬ 
ing  with  golden  spoil,  others  with  their  hands 
in  empty  pockets ;  some  led  by  her  half-witted 
son  Dueling,  others  escorted  by  her  malignant 
monster  Suicide,  and  his  mate,  the  demon  De¬ 
spair. 

“Eeligion,  morals,  virtue,  all  give  way, 

And  conscience  dies,  the  prostitute  of  play. 
Eternity  ne’er  steals  one  thought  between, 

Till  suicide  completes  the  fatal  scene.” 

Such  is  the  allegory. 

From  the  day  that  Esau  “went  short”  on 
“birthright,”  Jacob  having  “cornered”  him, 
and  called  in  all  the  “pottage”  there  was  on 
the  market,  the  passion  of  gaming  has  prevailed 
in  all  nations,  with  the  single  exception  of  the 
Mohammedans,  whose  religion  prevents  it.  The 
determination  of  events  by  “lot”  was  a  practice 
frequently  resorted  to  by  the  Israelites;  as,  by 
lot  it  was  determined  which  of  the  goats  should 
be  offered  by  Aaron ;  by  lot  the  land  of  Canaan 
was  divided ;  by  lot  Saul  was  marked  out  for 
the  Hebrew  kingdom ;  by  lot  Jonah  was  dis¬ 
covered  to  be  the  cause  of  the  storm. 

Plutarch  tells  a  pretty  Egyptian  story,  that 
Mercury,  having  fallen  in  love  with  Ehea,  or 
the  Earth,  and  wishing  to  do  her  a  favor,  gam¬ 
bled  with  the  Moon,  and  won  from  her  every 
seventieth  part  of  the  time  she  illumined  the 
horizon,  all  which  parts  he  united  together, 
making  up  jive  days,  and  «added  them  to  the 
Earth’s  year,  which  had  previously  consisted 
of  only  360  days. 

Cards,  which  are  commonly  supposed  to  have 
been  invented  for  the  amusement  of  Charles  VI. 
of  France,  were  really  invented  ages  ago  by 
the  Chinese,  who  have  always  been  eager  game¬ 
sters  ;  indeed,  they  play  night  and  day,  and 
frequently,  having  lost  all  they  are  worth,  go 
— and  hang  themselves. 

Going  northward  to  the  regions  of  ice,  W'e 
find  the  Greenlander'S  gambling  with  a  board, 
which  has  a  finger-piece  in  it  turning  round  on 
an  axle,  and  the  person  to  whom  the  finger 
points  on  the  stopping  of  the  board,  which  is 
whirled  round,  “sweeps”  all  the  “stakes.” 

The  old  Romans — those  grand  old  fellows — 
what  gamesters  they  were!  In  their  “lotter¬ 
ies”  were  often  prizes  of  great  value,  as  a  good 
estate  and  slaves,  or  rich  vases ;  others  of  little 
value,  as  vases  of  common  earth. 

The  Spaniards,  as  a  people,  are  said  to  be 


more  addicted  to  gaming  than  any  other  nation. 
A  traveler  says:  “I  have  w'andered  through 
all  parts  of  Spain,  and  though  in  many  places  I 
have  scarcely  been  able  to  procure  a  glass  of 
wine,  or  a  bit  of  bread,  or  any  of  the  first  con¬ 
veniences  of  life,  yet  I  never  went  through  a 
village  so  mean  and  out  of  the  way  in  which  I 
could  not  have  purchased  a  pack  of  cards.” 
Voltaire,  however,  says  the  Spaniards  were  for¬ 
merly  very  generous  in  their  gaming.  “The 
grandees  had  a  generous  ostentation  ;  this  was 
to  divide  the  money  won  at  play  among  all  the 
by-standers,  of  whatever  condition.” 

In  England  gambling  prevailed  during  the 
reign  of  Henry  VIII. ;  the  king  being  himself 
a  gamester  of  the  most  unscrupulous  sort ;  and 
the  practice  was  equally  fashionable  during  the 
reigns  of  Elizabeth,  James  L,  and  especially  in 
the  times  of  Charles  11.  Writing  on  the  day 
when  James  II.  was  proclaimed  king,  Evelyn 
says  :  “I  can  never  forget  the  inexpressible  lux¬ 
ury  and  profaneness,  gaming  and  all  dissolute¬ 
ness,  and,  as  it  were,  total  forgetfulness  of  God 
(it  being  Sunday  evening),  which  this  day  se’ri- 
night  I  was  witness  of :  the  king  sitting  and 
toying  with  his  concubines,  Portsmouth,  Cleave- 
land,  and  Mazarine,  etc.,  a  French  boy  singing 
love-songs  in  that  glorious  gallery,  whilst  about 
twenty  of  the  great  courtiers  and  other  disso¬ 
lute  persons  were  at  basset  round  a  large  table, 
a  bank  of  at  least  j:2000  in  gold  before  them, 
upon  which  two  gentlemen  who  were  with  me 
made  reflections  of  astonishment.  Six  davs 
after,  all  was  in  the  dust.  ” 

Tlie  Harleian  Miscellany,  of  1668,  has  the  fol¬ 
lowing  curious  allusion  to  the  gaming  of  that 
day:  “Betwixt  twelve  and  one  o’clock  a  good 
dinner  is  prepared  by  way  of  ordinary,  and 
some  gentlemen  of  civility  and  condition  often¬ 
times  eat  there,  and  jalay  a  while  for  recrea¬ 
tion  after  dinner,  both  moderately  and  most 
commonly  without  deserving  reproof.  Tqwards 
night,  when  ravenous  beasts  usually  seek  their 
prey,  there  come  in  shoals  of  hectors,  trepan- 
ners,  gilts,  pads,  biters,  prigs,  divers,  lifters, 
mill  kens,  piemen,  decoys,  shop-lifters,  foilers, 
bulkers,  droppers,  gamblers,  donnakers,  cross¬ 
biters,  etc.  (a  goodly  vocabulary!),  under  the 
general  appellation  of  ‘rooks;’  and  in  this  par¬ 
ticular  it  serves  as  a  nursery  for  Tyburn,  for 
every  year  some  of  this  gang  march  thither.” 

One  of  the  largest  gambling  transactions  on 
record  is  the  Hindoo  match  between  Duryod- 
hana  and  Yudhishthira.  Whatever  the  latter 
staked  was  met  by  the  former;  but  Yudhish¬ 
thira  lost  every  game;  first, a  very  beautifid 
pearl ;  next,  1000  bags  each  containing  1000 
pieces  of  gold ;  next,  a  piece  of  gold  so  pure 
that  it  was  soft  as  wax ;  next,  a  chariot  set 
with  jewels  and  hung  all  round  with  golden 
bells;  next,  1000  war-elephants  with  golden 
howdahs  set  with  diamonds ;  next,  a  lack 
(100,000)  of  slave.s,  all  dressed  in  good  gar¬ 
ments;  next,  a  lack  of  beautiful  slave  girls, 
adorned  from  head  to  foot  with  golden  orna¬ 
ments  ;  next,  all  the  remainder  of  his  goods ; 
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next,  all  his  cattle ;  and  then  the  whole  of  his 
Raj,  or  kingdom,  excepting  only  the  lands  which 
had  been  granted  to  the  Brahmins.  This  was 
done  with  dice.  The  uniformity  with  which 
our  friend  Yudhishthira  lost  suggests  to  the 
Yankee  mind  that  it  was  not  a  “  square  game.” 
As  they  phrase  it  “on  the  Mississip” — “them 
dice  w'as  loaded.” 

Speaking  of  dice,  it  is  known  that  that  species 
of  diversion  was  usual  and  fashionable  at  the 
Persian  court  in  the  times  of  the  younger  Cyrus 
(about  400  years  before  the  Christian  era). 

Among  the  ancient  Roman  emperors  gaming 
was  fashionable.  Augustus  was  greatly  ad¬ 
dicted  to,  and  even  gloried  in,  it.  The  Cajsars 
indulged  in  it.  At  the  gaming-table  Caligula 
stooped  even  to  falsehood  and  perjury.  On  one 
occasion,  after  having  condemned  to  death  sev¬ 
eral  Gauls  of  great  opulence,  he  immediatel}^ 
went  back  to  his  gambling  companions  and  said  : 
“  I  pity  you  when  I  see  you  lose  a  few  sestertii, 
while,  with  a  stroke  of  the  pen,  I  have  just 
won  six  hundred  millions.”  (Thirty  millions 
of  pounds  sterling.)  The  Emperor  Claudius 
played  like  an  imbecile ;  Nero  like  a  madman. 
The  latter  would  stake  four  hundred  thousand 
sestertii  (£20,000)  on  a  single  throw'  of  the  dice. 
Claudius  played  at  dice  on  his  journe)'s,  having 
the  interior  of  his  carriage  so  arranged  as  to 
prevent  the  motion  from  interfering  with  the 
game.  Seneca,  in  his  play  on  the  de.ath  of 
Claudius,  represents  him  as  in  the  low'er  regions 
condemned  to  pick  up  dice  forever,  putting  them 
into  a  box  without  a  bottom.  Caligula  was  re¬ 
proached  for  having  played  at  dice  on  the  day 
of  his  sister’s  funeral.  Domitian  gamed  from 
morning  to  night,  without  excepting  the  festivals 
of  the  Roman  calendar.  The  day  on  which 
Didius  Julianus  W'as  proclaimed  emperor,  he 
walked  over  the  dead  and  bloody  body  of  Per- 
tinax,  and  began  to  play  at  dice  in  the  next 
room.  Finally,  at  the  epoch  wdien  Constantine 
abandoned  Rome  never  to  return,  evciy  inhab¬ 
itant  of  that  city,  down  to  the  populace,  was 
addicted  to  gambling. 

In  France,  during  the  reign  of  Ileniy  IV., 
gambling  became  the  rage.  Many  distin¬ 
guished  families  were  utterly  ruined  by  it. 
The  Due  De  Biron  lost,  in  a  single  year,  more 
than  500,000  crowns  (about  £125,000).  “My 
son  Constant,”  says  D’Aubigne,  “lost  twenty 
times  more  than  he  was  w'ortli ;  so  that,  finding 
himself  w'ithout  resources,  he  abjured  his  relig¬ 
ion.”  It  was  at  the  court  of  this  king  that 
was  invented  the  method  of  speedy  ruin  by 
means  of  W'ritte^  vouchers  for  loss,  which  sim¬ 
plified  the  thing  in  all  subsequent  times.  One 
can  scarcely  form  an  idea  of  the  extent  of 
gaming  at  this  period.  Bassompierre  declares, 
in  his  Memoirs,  that  he  W'on  more  than  500,000 
livres  (£25,000)  in  one  year,  and  his  friend 
Pimentello  won  more  than  200,000  crowns 
(£50,000).  Late  in  life  Bassompierre  w'on 
£50,000  at  a  single  sitting,  from  M.  De  Guise, 
Joinville,  and  the  ISIarechal  D’Ancre.  But,  like 
most  gamblers,  he  died  so  poor  that  he  did  not 


leave  enough  to  pay  the  tw'entieth  part  of  his 
debts. 

Henry  IV.  was  finally  cured  of  gambling. 
Having  lost  an  immense  sum  at  play,  he  asked 
his  minister,  the  great  Duke  of  Sully,  for  the 
money.  The  latter  demurred,  so  that  the  king 
liad  to-  send  to  him  several  times.  Finally 
Sully  took  him  the  money,  and  spread  it  out 
before  him  on  the  table,  exclaiming,  “There  is 
the  sum  !”  Henry  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  vast 
amount.  It  is  said  to  liave  been  enough  to 
purchase  Amiens  from  the  Spaniards,  who  then 
held  it.  The  king  thereupon  exclaimed:  “I 
am  corrected !  I  will  never  again  lose  my 
money  at  gaming!” 

Fouche,  the  minister  of  police,  derived  an  in¬ 
come  of  £128,000  a  year  for  licensing,  or  “priv¬ 
ileging,”  gaming-houses,  to  wdiich  cards  of  ad¬ 
dress  were  regularly  furnished.  Besides  this, 
the  keepers  of  the  houses  were  compelled  to  hire 
and  pay  120,000persons  employed  in  those  houses 
as  a-oupiers  or  attendants  at  the  gaming-table 
from  half  a  crown  to  half  a  guinea  a  daj';  and 
all  these  120,000  persons  were  spies  of  Fouche. ' 

There  were  no  gamestresses  among  the 
Greeks ;  and  the  Roman  women  were  always 
too  much  occupied  with  their  domestic  affairs 
to  find  time  for  play.  What  will  our  modern 
ladies  think  when  we  state  that  the  Emperor 
Augustus  scarcely  wore  a  garment  which  had 
not  been  woven  by  his  wife,  his  sister,  or  grand¬ 
daughters!  (“Veste  non  temere  alia  quam 
domestica  usus  est,  ab  uxore  et  filia  nepotibus- 
que  confecta.”  Suet,  in  Vita  Casarum.') 

In  France,  women  who  tvished  to  gamble 
were,  at  first,  obliged  to  keep  the  thing  secret ; 
for  if  it  became  known  they  lost  caste.  In  the 
reigns  of  Louis  XIV.  and  Louis  XV.  they  be¬ 
came  bolder,  and  the  wives  of  the  great  en¬ 
gaged  in  the  deepest  play  in  their  mansions ; 
but  still  a  gamestress  w'as  always  denounced 
with  horror.  “Such  women,”  says  La  Bru- 
yere,  “make  us  chaste;  they  have  nothing  of 
the  sex  but  its  garments.”  Then,  as  now,  the 
vice  led  to  other*  crimes.  The  Countess  of 
Schwiechelt,  a  young  and  beautiful  lady  from 
Hanover,  was  much  given  to  gambling,  and 
lost  50,000  livres  at  Paris.  In  order  to  repair 
this  great  loss,  she  planned  and  executed  the 
robbery  of  a  fine  coronet  of  emeralds,  the  prop¬ 
erty  of  Madame  Demidoff.  She  had  made  her¬ 
self  acquainted  with  the  place  where  it  was 
kept,  and  at  a  ball  given  by  its  owner,  the 
Hanoverian  lady  contrived  to  purloin  it.  Her 
youth  and  rank  in  life  induced  many  persons 
to  solicit  her  pardon;  but  Bonaparte  left  her 
to  the  punishment  to  which  she  was  condemned. 
This  occurred  in  1804. 

Of  English  gamestresses  Goldsmith  mentions 
an  old  lady  in  the  country  who,  having  been 
given  over  by  her  physician,  played  with  the 
curate  of  the  parish  to  pass  the  time  atvay. 
Having  won  all  his  money,  she  next  proposed 
playing  for  the  funeral  charges  to  which  she 
would  be  liable.  Unfortunately,  the  lady  ex¬ 
pired  just  as  she  had  taken  up  the  game! 
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A  lady  who  was  desperately  fond  of  play  was 
confessing  herself.  The  priest  represented, 
among  other  arguments  against  gaming,  the 
great  loss  of  time  it  occasioned.  “Ah!”  said 
the  lady,  “that  is  what  vexes  me — so  much  time 
lost  in  shuffling  the  cards  !" 

A  curious  case  is  reported  in  the  London  pa¬ 
pers  of  1820  of  James  Lloyd,  who  practiced  on 
the  credulity  of  the  lower  orders  by  keeping  a 
Little  Go,  or  illegal  lottery.  He  was  brought 
np  for  the  twentieth  time  to  answer  for  that  of¬ 
fense.  This  man  was  a  Methodist  preacher, 
and  assembled  his  neighbors  together  at  his 
dwelling  on  a  Saturday  to  preach  the  Gospel  to 
them,  and  the  remainder  of  the  week  he  was  to 
be  found,  with  an  equally  numerous  party,  in¬ 
structing  them  in  the  ruinous  vices  of  gambling. 
The  charge  was  clearly  proved,  and  the  prisoner 
was  sentenced  to  three  months’  imprisonment 
with  hard  labor. 

The  celebrated  Mrs.  Crewe,  whose  husband 
was  in  1806  made  Lord  Crewe,  was  as  remark¬ 
able  for  her  accomplishments  and  her  worth  as 
for  her  beauty ;  nevertheless,  she,  like  most  of 
the  grand  ladies  of  the  time,  was  a  gamestress, 
and  permitted  the  admiration  of  the  profligate 
Charles  James  Eox,  who  wrote  on  her  the  fol¬ 
lowing  lines,  which  were  said  to  be  not  exag¬ 
gerated  : 

“Where  the  loveliest  expression  to  features  is  join’d, 
By  Nature’s  most  delicate  pencil  design’d; 

Where  blushes  unhidden,  and  smiles  without  art, 
Speak  the  softness  and  feeling  that  dwell  in  theheart ; 
Where  in  manners  enchanting  no  blemish  we  trace. 
But  the  soul  keeps  the  promise  we  had  from  the  face ; 
Sure  philosophy,  reason,  and  coldness  must  prove 
Defenses  unequal  to  shield  us  from  love.” 

Nearly  eight  years  after  the  famous  election 
at  'Westminster,  when  she  personally  canvassed 
for  Fox,  Mrs.  Crewe  was  still  in  perfection, 
with  a  son  one-and-twenty,  who  looked  like  her 
brother.  The  form  of  her  face  was  exquisitely 
lovely,  her  complexion  radiant.  “  I  know  not,” 
Miss  Burney  writes,  “  any  female  in  her  first 
youth  who  could  bear  the  comparison.  She 
uglifies  every  one  near  her.” 

During  the  last  half  of  the  last  century  many 
titled  ladies  not  only  gambled,  but  kept  gam¬ 
ing-houses.  One  of  these  actually  appealed  to 
the  House  of  Lords  for  protection  against  the 
intrusion  of  officers  into  her  establishment  on 
the  plea  of  her  peerage  !  The  following  record 
of  it  is  in  the  Journal  of  the  House  of  Lords  : 

“Die  Lunce,  29o  Aprilis,  1745.  —  Gaming. — 
A  bill  for  preventing  the  excessive  and  deceit¬ 
ful  use  of  it  having  been  brought  from  the  Com¬ 
mons,  information  was  given  to  the  House  that 
Mr.  Burdus,  Chairman  of  the  Quarter  Sessions 
for  the  city  and  liberty  of  Westminster,  was  at 
the  door.  He  was  called  in,  and  gave  an  ac¬ 
count  that  the  claims  of  privilege  of  peerage 
were  made  and  insisted  on  by  the  Ladies  Mord- 
ington  and  Casselis,  in  order  to  intimidate  the 
peace  officers  from  doing  their  duty  in  sup¬ 
pressing  the  public  gaming-houses  kept  by  the 
said  ladies.  And  the  said  Burdus  thereupon 
delivered  in  an  instrument  in  writing  of  said 


Lady  Mordington,  containing  the  claim  she 
made  of  privilege  for  her  officers  and  servants 
employed  by  her  in  her  said  gaming-house,  as 
follows  :  I,  Dame  Mary,  Baroness  of  Mording¬ 
ton,  do  hold  a  house  in  the  Great  Piazza,  Cov- 
eut  Garden,  for  and  as  an  Assembly,  where  all 
persons  of  credit  are  at  liberty  to  frequent  and 
play  at  such  diversions  as  are  nsed  at  other  As- 
semblys.  And  I  have  hired  Joseph  Dewberiy, 
Wm.  Horsley,  Ham  Cropper,  and  Geo.  Sanders, 
as  my  servants  or  managers  (under  me)  there¬ 
of.  I  have  given  them  orders  to  direct  the 
management  of  the  other  inferior  servants, 
(namely)  John  Bright  (!),  John  Hill,  John  Van- 
denvoren,  as  box-keepers,  Gilbert  Richardson, 
housekeeper,  John  Chaplain,  regulator,  Wm. 
Stanley  and  Henry  Huggins,  seiwants  that  wait 
on  the  company  at  the  said  Assembly,  Wm. 
P enny  and  J os.  Penny,  as  porters  thereof.  And 
all  the  above-mentioned  persons  I  claim  as  my 
domestick  servants,  and  demand  all  those  priv¬ 
ileges  that  belong  to  me  as  a  peeress  of  Great 
Britain  appertaining  to  my  said  Assembly.  M. 
Mordington.  Dated  8th  Jan.,  1774.”  But 
the  House  declared  against  her. 

Proceedings  were  also  taken  against  the  fa¬ 
mous  Lady  Buckinghamshire,  anotorious  game- 
stress,  who,  at  the  close  of  the  last  century,  act¬ 
ually  slept  with  a  blunderbuss  and  a  pair  of  pis¬ 
tols  at  her  side  to  protect  her  faro-bank.  On 
the  11th  March,  1797,  her  ladyship,  together 
with  Lady  E.  Lutterell  and  a  Mrs.  Sturt,  were 
convicted  at  the  police  court  and  fined  £50  for 
playing  at  faro;  and  Henry  Martindale  was 
convicted  and  fined  £200  for  keeping  the  faro- 
table  at  Lady  Buckinghamshire’s.  This  fellow 
soon  afterward  “  burst  up,  ”  and  went  into  bank¬ 
ruptcy  owing  £328,000,  besides  “  debts  of  hon¬ 
or”  amounting  to  £150,000.  Going  “up”  for 
an  odd  $2,600,000  far  surpasses  any  “black¬ 
leg”  failure  that  has  yet  occurred  in  this  repub¬ 
lican  country.  His  assets  yielded  about  seven 
cents  on  the  dollar. 

Beau  Nash  was  in  his  palmy  day  a  noted 
plaj^er,  but  in  his  last  years  abandoned  it. 

When  the  Earl  ofT -  —  was  a  youth  he  was 

passionately  fond  of  play.  Nash  undertook  to 
cure  him.  Conscious  of  his  superior  skill,  he 
engaged  the  Earl  in  single  play.  His  lordship 
lost  his  estate,  equipage,  every  thing!  The 
generous  Nash  returned  all,  only  stipulating  for 
the  payment  of  £6000  whenever  he  might  think 
proper  to  demand  it.  Some  time  after  his  lord¬ 
ship’s  death,  Nash’s  affairs  being  on  the  wane, 
he  demanded  it  of  his  heirs,  who  paid  it  with¬ 
out  hesitation. 

The  corporation  of  Bath  so  highly  respected 
Nash  that  the  Chamber  voted  a  marble  statue 
of  him,  which  was  erected  in  the  Pump  Room, 
between  the  busts  of  Newton  and  Pope.  This 
caused  Lord  Chesterfield’s  stinging  epigram 
concluding  with  these  lines  : 

“  The  statJie  placed  these  busts  between 
Gives  satire  all  its  strength ; 

Wisdom  and  Wit  are  little  seen, 

But  Folly  at  full  length.” 
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George  Sehvyn,  one  of  tho  remarkable  En¬ 
glishmen  of  a  liuudred  years  ago,  marred  an 
otherwise  exceedingly  fine  character  by  his 
passion  for  gaming.  He  had  another  peculiar 
characteristic — a  morbid  interest  in  the  details 
of  human  suffering,  and  a  taste  for  Avitnessing 
criminal  executions.  When  the  first  Lord  Hol¬ 
land  Avas  on  his  death-bed  he  Avas  told  that  Sel- 
AA'yn,  AA’ho  had  liA’ed  on  terms  of  the  closest  in¬ 
timacy  Avith  him,  had  called  to  inquire  after  his 
health:  “The  next  time  Mr.  SelAA'yn  calls,” 
said  he,  “shoAV  him  up  ;  if  I  am  aliA'e,  I  shall 
be  delighted  to  see  him ;  if  I  am  dead,  he  Avill 
be  glad  to  see  me.”  When  some  ladies  ban¬ 
tered  him  on  his  AA'ant  of  feeling  in  attending 
to  see  the  terrible  Lord  Lovat’s  head  cut  off — 
“Why,”  he  said,  “I  made  amends  by  going 
to  the  undertaker’s  to  see  it  seAved  on  again.” 
And  yet  this  Avas  the  same  man  Avho  delighted 
in  the  first  Avords  and  in  the  sunny  looks  of 
childhood ;  AA'hose  friendship  seems  to  have 
partaken  of  all  the  softness  of  female  affection ; 
and  Avhose  heart  Avas  never  hardened  against 
the  Avretched  and  oppressed. 

The  folloAving  are  some  of  Sehvyn’s  jokes 
relating  to  gambling : 

One  night,  at  White’s,  obserA'iug  the  Post¬ 
master-General,  Sir  Everard  EaAvkener,  losing 
a  large  sum  at  piquet,  Sehvyn,  pointing  to  the 
successful  player,  remarked,  “  See,  noAV,  he  is 
robbing  the  mail!" 

On  another  occasion,  in  1776,  observing  Mr. 
Ponsonby,  the  Speaker  of  the  Irish  House  of 
Commons,  tossing  about  bank-bills  at  a  hazard- 
table  at  NeAvmarket— “  Look  !”  he  said  ;  “  hoAV 
easily  the  Speaker  passes  the  money  bills!” 

On  one  of  the  Avaiters,  at  Arthur’s  Club,  haA'- 
ing  been  committed  to  prison  for  a  felony — 
“What  a  horrid  idea,”  said  Sehvyn,  “he  will 
giA-e  of  us  to  the  people  in  NeAvgate !” 

When  the  affairs  of  Charles  Fox  Avere  in  a 
more  than  usually  embarrassed  state,  chiefly 
through  his  gambling,  his  friends  raised  a  sub¬ 
scription  among  themselves  for  his  relief.  One 
of  them  remarking  that  it  would  require  some 
delicacy  in  breaking  the  matter  to  him,  and 
adding  that,  “he  Avondered  hoAV  Fox  AA'Ould 
take  it?”  “Take  it?”  interrupted  Sehvyn; 
“Avhy,  quarterly,  to  be  sure!” 

Gibbon  AA'rites  to  Lord  Sheffield  in  1773— 
“You  knoAv  Lord  Holland  is  paying  Charles 
Fox’s  debts.  They  amount  to  £140,000.”  This 
Avas  mostly  the  result  of  gambling,  and  princi¬ 
pally  by  losses  at  faro.  Before  he  attained 
his  thirtieth  year  he  had  completely  dissipated 
every  thing  that  he  could  either  command  or 
could  procure  by  the  most  ruinous  expedients. 
He  had  even  undergone  many  of  the  severest 
priA-ations  incidental  to  the  vicissitudes  that  at¬ 
tend  a  gamester’s  progress  ;  frequently  Avant- 
ing  money  to  defray  the  common  daily  Avants 
of  the  most  pressing  nature.  Of  the  Jcavs  he 
borroAved  great  sums  at  exorbitant  premiums. 

His  brother  Stephen  was  enormously  flit ; 
George  SeliA-yn  said  he  was  in  the  right  to  deal 
with  Shylocks,  as  he  could  give  them  pounds 


of  flesh!  On  the  death  of  Lord  Holland  he 
left  Charles  £154,000  to  pay  his  debts ;  it  Avas 
all  “bespoke,”  and  Fox  soon  became  as  deep¬ 
ly  pledged  ns  before. 

Amidst  the  Avildest  excesses  of  youth,  even 
Avhile  the  jierpetual  victim  of  his  passion  for 
play.  Fox  eagerly  cultivated  his  taste  for  let¬ 
ters,  especially  the  Greek  and  Roman  historians 
and  poets,  and  he  found  resources  in  their 
Avorks  under  the  most  severe  dcitressions  occa¬ 
sioned  by  losses.  One  mornitig,  after  he  had 
passed  the  Avhole  night  in  conqiany  Avith  Top- 
ham  Eeauclcrck  at  faro,  the  tAvo  friends  Avere 
about  to  sejiarate.  Fox  had  lost  through  the 
night,  and  Avas  in  a  frame  of  mind  approaching 
to  desperation.  Beauclerck’s  anxiety  for  the 
consequences  Avhich  might  ensue  led  him  to  be 
early  at  Fox’s  lodgings  ;  and  on  arriA'ing  he  in¬ 
quired,  not  AA'ithout  apprehension,  Avhether  he 
had  risen.  The  servant  replied  that  Mr.  Fox 
Avas  in  the  draAving-room,  Avhen  Bcauclerck 
Avalkcd  up  stairs  and  cautiously  opened  the 
door,  expecting  to  behold  a  frantic  gamester 
stretched  on  the  floor  heAA’ailing  his  losses  ;  but 
he  Avas  astonished  to  find  him  reading  a  Greek 
Herodotus.  On  perceiving  his  friend’s  sur¬ 
prise  Fox  exclaimed,  “What  Avould  you  have 
me  do?  I  have  lost  my  last  shilling.” 

Fox’s  best  friends  are  said  to  have  been  half 
ruined  in  annuities  given  by  them  as  securities 
for  him  to  the  Jews.  £500,000  a  year  of  such 
annuities  of  Fox  and  his  “  society”  AA-ere  adver¬ 
tised  to  be  sold  at  one  time.  Walpole  notes 
that  in  the  debate  on  the  Thirty-nine  Articles 
(a  religious  debate !),  February  6,  1772,  Fox  did 
not  shine.  No  Avonder !  He  had  sat  up  playing 
at  hazard,  at  Almack’s,  from  Tuesday  evening, 
the  4th,  till  five  in  the  afternoon  of  Wednes- 
dajq  the  5th.  An  hour  before,  he  had  recoA'- 
ered  £12,000  that  he  had  lost;  and  bv  dinner, 
Avhich  Avas  at  five  o’clock,  lie  had  ended,  losing 
£1 1,000  !  On  Thursday  he  spoke  in  tho  above 
debate  ;  Avent  to  dinner  at  past  eleven  at  night ; 
from  thence  to  White’s,  Avhere  ho  drank  till 
seven  the  next  morning ;  thence  to  Almack’s, 
AA’here  he  Avon  £6000 ;  and  betAveen  three  and 
four  in  the  afternoon  he  set  out  for  NoAvinarkct. 
Ilis  brother  Stephen  lost  £11, 000  tivo  nights  aft¬ 
er,  and  Charles  £10,000  more  on  the  13th ;  so 
that  in  three  nights  the  tAvo  brothers— the  eld¬ 
est  not  twenty-five  years  of  age— lost  $160,000 ! 
On  one  occasion  Stephen  Fox  Avas  dreadfully 
fleeced  at  a  gaming-house  at  tho  West  End. 
He  entered  it  Avith  £13,000,  and  left  it  Avith- 
out  a  farthing.  Mr.  Fox  died  at  the  age  of 
fifty-seven.  Probably  no  public  man,  of  tho 
highest  intellectual,  social,  and  political  rank, 
either  in  England  or  in  any  other  countiy, 
gamed  so  largely  and  desperately  as  Mr.  Fox. 
This  Avas  tho  great  defect  in  his  character.  In 
ajl  other  respects  he  Avas  delightful.  The  pleas¬ 
antry,  perhaps,  of  no  man  of  Avit  had  so  unla¬ 
bored  an  appearance.  It  seemed  rather  to 
escape  from  his  mind  than  to  be  produced  by 
it.  He  had  lived  on  the  most  intimate  terms 
Avith  all  his  contemporaries  distinguished  by 
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wit,  politeness,  philosophy,  learning,  or  the 
talents  of  public  life.  In  the  course  of  thirty 
years  he  had  known  almost  every  man  in  Eu¬ 
rope  whose  intercourse  could  strengthen,  or 
enrich,  or  polish  the  mind.  He  was  the  most 
Demosthenean  speaker  since  the  days  of  De¬ 
mosthenes.  “I  knew  him,”  said  Edmund 
Burke,  “when  he  was  nineteen;  since  which 
time  he  has  risen,  by  slow  degrees,  to  he  the 
most  brilliant  and  accomplished  debater  the 
world  ever  saw.” 

Both  Wilberforce  and  Pitt  were  at  one  pe¬ 
riod  of  their  lives  gamesters.  Pitt  once  lost 
£100  at  the  faro -table  at  Goosetree’s ;  hut 
soon  after,  perceiving  the  fascination  of  gam¬ 
ing,  abandoned  it  forever. 

Wilberforce’s  own  case  is  thus  recorded  by 
his  biographers,  on  the  authority  of  his  private 
journal:  “We  can  have  no  play  to-night,” 
complained  some  of  the  party  at  the  club,  “for 
St.  Andrew  is  not  here  to  keep  the  bank.” 
“Wilberforce,”  said  Mr.  Baukes,  who  never 
joined  himself,  “if  you  will  keep  it  I  will  give 
you  a  guinea.”  The  playful  challenge  was  ac¬ 
cepted  ;  but  as  the  game  grew  deep,  he  rose 
the  winner  of  £600.  Much  of  this  was  lost  by 
those  who  were  only  heirs  to  fortunes,  and 
therefore  could  not  meet  such  a  call  without  in¬ 
convenience.  The  pain  he  felt  at  their  annoy¬ 
ance  cured  him  of  a  taste  which  seemed  but 
too  likely  to  become  predominant. 

Sir  Philip  Prancis,  the  supposed  author  of 
“Junius,”  vras  a  gambler,  and  the  convivial 
companion  of  Pox,  who  made  him  a  Knight  of 
the  Bath.  One  evening  KogerWilbraham  came 
up  to  the  whist-table  where  Sir  Philip,  who  for 
the  first  time  wore  the  ribbon  of  the  Order,  was 
engaged  in  a  rubber,  and  said,  laying  hold  of 
the  ribbon,  “So  this  is  the  way  they  have  re- 
Avarded  you  at  last ;  a  bit  of  red  ribbon  for  your 
services  ;  and  that  satisfies  you,  does  it  ?  Now, 
what  do  you  think  they  will  give  me,  Sir  Phil¬ 
ip  ?”  The  newly-made  knight,  Avho  had  twen¬ 
ty-five  guineas  depending  on  the  rubber,  and 
Avho  was  not  very  well  pleased  at  the  interrup¬ 
tion,  suddenly  turned  round,  and,  looking  at  him 
fiercely,  exclaimed,  “A  halter,  and  be — ”  etc. 

Captain  Dennis  O’Kelly  Avas  called  the  “  Ad¬ 
mirable  Chrichton”  of  the  turf.  A  bet  for  a 
large  sum  having  once  been  proposed  to  him, 
the  proposer  asked  O’Kelly  Avhere  lay  his  estates 
to  answer  for  the  amount  if  he  lost.  “My  es¬ 
tates  !  ”  cried  O’Kelly.  “  Oh,  if  that’s  what  you 
viane.  I’ve  a  map  of  them  here.  ”  And  opening 
his  pocket-book,  exhibited  bank-notes  to  ten 
times  the  sum  in  question,  and  ultimately  added 
the  inquirer's  contribution  to  them. 

Crockford’s,  Avhich  Avas  opened  in  1827,  Avas 
the  most  famous  of  modern  London  gambling- 
houses.  It  was  fashionable.  Wellington,  Avho 
was  an  original  member,  did  not  play,  being  in 
this  respect  unlike  Bliicher,  who  repeatedly  lost 
every  thing  he  had  at  play.  Crockford  Avas 
originally  a  fishmonger.  In  1810  he  retired, 
a  millionaire,  much  as  an  Indian  chief  retires 
from  a  hunting  country  when  there  is  not  game 


enough  left  for  his  tribe,  and  the  club  tottered 
to  its  fall. 

Turf-gamhling  has  long  been  one  of  the  most 
conspicuous  of  English  immorals.  Lord  Poley, 
Avho  died  in  1793,  is  supposed  to  have  lost 
$1,000,000  on  the  turf. 

The  last  grand  sensation  and  explosion  in  the 
English  sporting  Avorld  Avas  in  1867,  when  the 
late  young  Marquis  of  Hastings  lost  £100,000 
on  Hermit.  When  rapid  decay  and  a  prema¬ 
ture  death  put  an  end  to  his  sufferings,  many 
felt  that  he  had  atoned  for  his  errors  and  indis¬ 
cretions,  while  all  united  in  considering  him 
another  unfortunate  victim  added  to  the  long 
list  of  those  Avho  have  sacrificed  their  fortune, 
health,  and  honor  to  the  gambling  Moloch  pre¬ 
siding  OA'er  the  turf  of  England. 

Among  the  notable  suicides  that  have  re¬ 
sulted  from  gambling  that  of  Lord  Mountford 
is  conspicuous.  He  had  lost  money;  feared 
to  be  reduced  to  distress  ;  asked  for  a  govern¬ 
ment  appointment;  and  determined  to  throw 
the  die  of  life  or  death  on  the  ansAver  received 
from  court.  The  ansAver  Avas  unfavorable. 
He  consulted  several  persons,  indirectly  at  first, 
aftei'Avard  directly,  on  the  easiest  mode  of  fin¬ 
ishing  life ;  invited  a  dinner-party  for  the  day 
after ;  supped  at  White’s,  and  played  AvList  till 
one  o’clock  of  the  NeAA'-Year’s  morning.  Lord 
Eohert  Bertie  drank  to  him  “a  happy  Ncav- 
Year;”  he  clapped  his  hand  strangely  to  his 
eyes.  In  the  morning  he  sent  for  a  hiAvyer 
and  three  witnesses,  executed  his  Avill,  made 
them  read  it  over  tAvice,  paragrapih  by  para¬ 
graph,  asked  the  laAv^'er  if  that  Avill  Avouhl 
stand  good  though  a  man  should  shoot  himself. 
Being  assured  it  Avould,  he  said:  “  Pray  stay, 
Avhile  I  step  into  the  next  room ;”  Avent  into 
the  next  room  and  shot  himself,  placing  the 
muzzle  of  the  pistol  so  close  to  his  head  that 
the  report  Avas  not  heard. 

In  concluding  these  curious  facts  and  anec¬ 
dotes  relating  to  gambling,  it  may  not  be  inap¬ 
propriate  to  quote  a  paragraph  from  a  sermon 
of  the  good  Bishop  Latimer,  preached  in  St. 
EdAvard’s  Church,  Cambridge,  on  the  Sunday- 
before  Christmas-day,  1527,  in  Avhich  discourse 
he  may  he  said  to  have  “  dealt”  out  an  exposi¬ 
tion  of  the  precepts  of  Christianity  according 
to  the  terms  of  card-playing:  “Noav  ye  have 
heard  what  is  meant  by  this  ‘first  card,’  and 
hoAV  you  ought  to  ‘play’  with  it.  I  purpose 
again  to  ‘  deal’  unto  you  ‘  another  card  almost 
of  the  same  suit,’  for  they  be  of  so  nigh  affinity 
that  one  can  not  be  ‘  played’  Avithout  the  oth¬ 
er,”  etc.  “It  seems,”  says  Puller,  “that  he 
suited  his  sermon  rather  to  the  time — being 
about  Christmas,  AA'hen  cards  Avere  much  used — 
than  to  the  text,  Avhich  Avas  the  Baptist’s  ques¬ 
tion  to  our  Lord  :  ‘  Who  art  thou  ?’ — taking  oc¬ 
casion  to  conform  his  discourse  to  the  ‘  playing 
at  cards,’  making  the  ‘heart  triumph.’” 

“The  sharp,  the  hlack-leg,  and  the  knowing  one, 
Livery  or  lace,  the  self-same  circle  run ; 

The  same  the  passion,  end  and  means  the  same — 
Dick  and  his  Lordship  differ  hut  in  name.” 


(gMtflr's  ®nsi}  Cjinir. 


The  Academy  Exhibition  opens  with  the 
flowers,  but  T.  T.  will  not  open  upon  it  this 
year.  Peace,  perturbed  spirits !  Ye  who  have 
portraits  and  landscapes  and  w'orks  of  genre 
hung  upon  the  walls,  for  once  the  tomahawk 
will  not  gleam  nor  the  war-whoop  disturb  your 
dreams.  But  a  sound  and  generous  criticism 
is  what  we  all  need,  brethren  of  the  pencil  and 
the  pallet,  and  it  is  what  we  all  seldom  receive. 
Squibs  and  gibes,  and  sneers  and  thrusts,  and, 
on  the  other  hand,  a  gush  of  extravagant  and 
meaningless  praise — all  these  we  have  in  plenty. 
Isn’t  our  criticism  favoritism?  And  may  we 
not  find  some  proof  of  it  in  the  fact  that  really 
severe  criticism  is  almost  always  considered  to 
be  personally  malicious?  The  reasoning  in  the 
case  of  pictures  seems  to  be  this  ;  “Why  should 
a  man  ‘  pitch  in’  so  upon  honest,  hard-working 
painters,  spoiling  their  market,  and  starving 
them,  if  he  has  no  malevolence  ?  Surely  a  kind¬ 
ly,  generous  man  does  not  do  so.”  And  don’t 
we  see  the  same  reasoning  elsewhere?  Would 
it  be  impossible  to  name  journals — not  many — 
which  are  usually  mentioned  as  “too  critical,” 
which  are  declared  to  be  always  lying  in  wait  for 
a  victim,  and  treating  every  author  or  statesman 
or  artist  as  if  he  were  a  mere  target  for  a  fusil¬ 
lade  of  smartness  ? 

Now,  brother  artist,  let  ns  stand  before  your 
best  picture  in  the  Academy  this  year.  Is  it  a 
portrait  or  a  landscape  ?  For  really  it  is  not  easy 
at  this  distance  to  say.  Can  a  spectator,  can 
this  Easy  Chair,  for  instance,  which  T.  T.  and 
certain  other  judges  W'ho  might  be  mentioned 
hold  to  be  the  mushiest  of  babblers  upon  such 
subjects — can  it  be  “too  critical?”  It  may  be 
foolish  and  flippant  and  unjust.  It  may  utter 
the  loud  whoop  of  wav  and  hit  every  head  that 
it  can  reach.  Or  it  may  declare  every  picture 
to  be  sufficient  evidence  that  the  great  day  of 
American  art  has  dawned.  But  this  is  not  crit¬ 
icism.  Criticism  implies  knowledge  of  the  prin¬ 
ciples  and  laws  involved  in  any  work,  with  an 
intelligent  pei'ception  of  the  object  and  a  spirit 
of  justice.  If  you  suppose  these  you  must  ac¬ 
cept  the  consequences.  Criticism  of  a  work  of 
art,  for  instance,  knows  nothing  of  the  artist. 
You  may  have  drunk  his  punch,  you  may  have 
smoked  his  cigars,  he  may  have  been  most  gen¬ 
erous  to  you — and  if  you  are  to  speak  of  him 
personally  you  will  probably  speak  accordingly. 
But  if  you  are  to  speak  of  his  book,  of  his  statue, 
of  his  painting,  of  his  building,  of  his  design  in 
any  kind,  you  must  see  that  and  that  only,  or 
you  are  no  critic,  and  what  you  say  is  not  ciuti- 
cism. 

Hard  ?  Why,  it  is  one  of  the  hardest  things 
in  the  world.  There  really  is  no  duty  in  civil¬ 
ized  society  more  difficult  than  that  of  the  hon¬ 
est  critic.  And  instead  of  helping  him,  we  all 
make  his  path  as  thorny  as  we  can.  If  he  tries 
to  tell  the  truth,  we  shout  and  sneer  and  insinuate, 
or  go  oft’  in  a  storm  of  wrath.  We  are  swift  to 
declare  that  he  is  a  grinning  surgeon  delighting 
in  the  exposure  of  disease ;  that  he  gloats  over 
defects  ;  that  it  is  his  business  to  find  fault.  If 
he  sees  a  rose,  we  are  ready  to  swear  that  he  in¬ 
stantly  searches  for  a  worm  hidden  in  it.  If  he 
takes  a  fruit,  we  are  sure  that  he  straightway  feels 


for  the  unsound  part.  If  it  is  a  woman,  we  ex¬ 
pect  him  to  tell  us  that  she  paints.  If  it  is  a 
man,  that  he  pads.  The  critic,  we  declare,  is 
a  ghoul.  He  feasts  upon  death.  Now,  good 
brethren  of  all  the  arts,  if  it  is  not  easy  to  climb 
a  bare  pole,  and  yet  we  insist  that  it  shall  be 
climbed,  why  do  we  grease  it  ? 

We  all  agree  that  we  want  sound,  healthful 
criticism.  Only  yesterday  at  the  Exhibition  Giu- 
lio  Eomano  said  to  the  Easy  Chair  that  he  wish¬ 
ed  the  honest  truth  could  be  told  about  the  pic¬ 
tures.  This  morning  the  Easy  Chair  met  Mr. 
Eomano  in  a  towering  rage.  ”  “What  now?” 
“What  now!  Why,  here  is  an  article  upon 
the  Academy  in  the  daily  Mortar  and  Pestle, 
and  it  says  of  my  jncture  of  ‘Apollo  and  the 
Muses’  that  Mr.  Romano  is  evidently  a  -close  im¬ 
itator  of  Raphael,  and  had  better  learn  to  de¬ 
pend  upon  himself.  And  they  call  that  criti¬ 
cism  !”  Mr.  Giulio  Romano  thinks  that  it  is  not 
criticism,  because  it  is  very  severe  ;  and  if  he  met 

young - -  (but  it  is  not  fair  to  reveal  his  name, 

who  undoubtedly  wrote  the  article)  he  would  feel 
so  savagely  that  he  would  go  near  to  insult  him. 
Indeed,  it  hath  been  openly  alleged  that  upon 
one  occasion  T.  T.  ’s  nose,  under  similar  circum¬ 
stances,  was  in  mortal  peril.  Had  there  been  an 
assault  upon  that  member  there  would  have  been 
a  fight,  for  T.  T.,  although  a  quiet  man,  is  not  a 
cow'ard.  Brethren,  may  the  Easy  Chair  ask  if 
we  artists  and  authors  are  likely  to  develop  a 
sound  and  healthful  system  of  criticism  if  we 
pull  the  noses  of  the  critics  who  don’t  praise  us  ? 

And  let  us  remember  that  there  are  various 
ways  of  pulling  noses.  The  thing  may  be  done 
metaphorically  as  well  as  physically.  The  Easy 
Chair  has  seen  a  man  in  company  with  others  as 
plainly  kicked  as  if  every  body  had  raised  his 
foot  against  him.  And  the  ill  feeling,  the  avoid¬ 
ance,  the  aspersion,  the  unconcealed  contempt, 
which  so  often  attend  criticism,  are  a  distinct 
pulling  of  the  nose  of  the  critic,  although  they 
give  him  no  excusable  occasion  for  literal  slap¬ 
ping  of  fttces.  See  how  this  spirit  displays  itself 
in  literature ! 

Here,  for  instance,  is  the  Mortar  and  Pestle. 
It  is  Ihe  serious  wish  of  the  conductor  of  that 
journal  to  judge  every  new  book  upon  its  merits. 
To  do  this,  he  engages  the  most  competent  per¬ 
son  in  any  particular  case  that  he  can  find  in 
the  country ;  and  he  sedulously  conceals  his 
name.  That  critic  tries  the  book  by  its  merits 
solely.  If  it  be  a  mere  repetition  of  existing 
books,  however  well  meant  or  however  prettily 
done,  the  critic  states  the  important  fact,  name¬ 
ly,  that  it  is  superfluous  ;  and  he  does  not  waste 
his  space  and  the  patience  of  sincere  people  by- 
stating  that  it  is  a  pretty  superfluity.  If  it  be  a 
work  of  high  claim,  a  poem  worth  considering  at 
all,  he  mentions  its  excellences  and  points  out 
its  defects.  If  it  be  the  poem  of  a  famous  poet, 
and  the  poet’s  fame  seems  to  the  critic  unde¬ 
served,  he  does  not  hide  the  fact,  but  declares  it 
upon  evidence.  What  he  aims  to  do  is  to  give 
his  reader  a  scientific  statement  of  the  value  of 
the  work,  not  of  the  intention  of  the  author,  nor 
of  his  amiability,  nor  of  his  virtue,  nor  of  his 
public  service  or  his  private  charm. 

This  he  does  in  every  case,  and  simply  because 
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it  is  his  duty  in  every  case.  Mistaken  he  may 
be,  but  he  is  honest.  Some  authors  he  may  seem 
always  to  praise,  and  some  always  to  censure. 
But  he  neither  praises  nor  blames  unreservedly. 
And  if  there  be  a  constant  apparent  favor  to¬ 
ward  one  and  disfavor  toward  another,  the  rea¬ 
son  is  not  to  be  sought  in  the  critic,  but  in  the 
author.  A  man  who  writes  a  foolish  book  this 
year  will  not  probably  write  a  wise  one  next  year. 
And  when  next  year’s  book  comes,  the  same 
science  which  detected  the  folly  in  one  combina¬ 
tion  this  year,  detects  it  in  another  combination 
next  year. 

This  kind  of  criticism— and  nothing  else  is 
crdticism— is  sound  and  healthful.  Now,  dear 
fellow-sinners  in  all  the  arts,  do  we  really  like  it  ? 
There  are  a  great  many  books  published  in  this 
country  during  a  year.  How  many  of  them  are 
actual  additions  to  literature?  How  many  of 
them  which  are  so  have  not  grave  defects  when 
tried  by  any  ideal  standard?  And  is  not  that 
precisely  the  duty  of  the  ciitic,  to  try  by  an  ideal 
standard  ?  Hei'e  is  young  Carlo  Dolce,  who  ex¬ 
hibits  for  the  first  time  this  spring,  and  his  pic¬ 
ture  is  a  Madonna  or  a  Magdalen.  It  has  been 
prodigiously  puffed  and  praised.  There  have  been 
paragraphs  spai’kling  in  all  the  papers  about  this 
wonderful  genius  that  has  suddenly  appeared  to 
usher  in  the  noontide  glory  of  American  art.  We 
aU  hurry  to  the  Academy  ;  and  probably  Criti- 
cus  of  the  Mortar  and  Pestle  is  of  our  company, 
if  we  could  only  single  him  out.  We  hasten  up 
the  noble  staircase,  and  enter  the  great  hall,  and 
there — ^you  remember  where — we  see  the  Mag¬ 
dalen  or  the  Madonna. 

We  look  at  it  attentively,  and  the  Easy  Chair 
is  sure  that  the  President  of  the  Academy,  like 
Criticus  and  the  rest  of  us,  in  studying  that  pic¬ 
ture,  does  really  try  it  by  an  ideal  standard. 
Not  necessarily  by  the  Madonnas  of  Raphael,  al¬ 
though  that  is  a  legitimate  course.  If  Carlo 
Dolce  has  added  nothing  to  the  conception  of 
the  Madonna — if,  on  the  contrary,  he  has  low¬ 
ered  it  not  only  from  the  ideal  but  from  Raphael, 
then  it  is  fair  to  say  so ;  and  then,  however  fine 
his  touch  and  skillful  his  manipulation,  the  high¬ 
est  value  is  wanting  in  his  picture.  If  the  color 
is  exquisite,  and  the  chiar-oseuro  so  delicate  and 
masterly  that  the  idea  of  the  work  is  forgotten, 
and  only  the  charm  of  the  handling  remains,  let 
us  all  say  so  ;  and  Criticus  will  say  so  first  of  all. 
But  if  lie  says  that  only,  it  is  not  sound  and 
healthy  criticism ;  because  in  a  truly  great  pic¬ 
ture  there  must  be  something  more  than  fine 
handling  and  beautiful  color. 

If  the  Easy  Chair  at  this  point  understands  the 
brethren  to  say  that  they  agree  with  it  in  this, 
but  that  they  deny  that  criticism  is  generally  im¬ 
personal,  the  Easy  Chair  replies  again,  that  we 
hav'e  ourselves  to  thank  for  it.  For  instance, 
Mr.  Stentor  shouts  through  the  monthly  Trumpet 
that  he  is  sick  to  death  of  the  eternal  tame  ami¬ 
ability  of  the  Easy  Chair.  What  follows  ?  The 
Easy  Chair  is  invited  to  dine  that  very  day  with 
the  Second  Vice-President  of  the  Academy,  and 
Mr.  Stentor  is  also  invited.  They  meet  at  that 
cheerful  feast.  The  Easy  Chair  arrives  first,  and 
is  blandly  talking  with  Mrs.  Second  Vice-Presi¬ 
dent,  when  the  door  opens — the  house,  you  re¬ 
member,  is  small — and  Mr.  Stentor  appears.  He 
is  a  man  of  the  world,  and  he  enters  entirely  un¬ 
ruffled — meaning  his  aspect,  not  his  linen.  But 


at  the  first  glance  he  sees  the  Easy  Chair,  and 
he  says  to  himself,  ‘  ‘  I  wonder  if  it  has  seen  what 
I  said  about  it  in  the  Trzmpat !" 

Now,  as  you  are  well  aware,  despite  this  as¬ 
sumed  amiability  of  tone,  the  Easy  Chair  is  as 
peppery  a  piece  of  furniture  as  you  are  likely  to 
find  in  any  office  or  drawing-room.  Of  course 
it  greets  Mr.  Stentor  in  a  very  grand  and  lofty 
way.  Apparently  it  smiles,  and  says,  “Good¬ 
evening,  Mr.  Stentor.”  But  really,  as  we  all 
know  who  have  been  similarly  treated  in  the  pub¬ 
lic  prints,  it  says  in  its  heart,  “You  vile  rep¬ 
tile,  kicking  is  too  good  for  you!’’  That  feeling 
naturally  infects  its  manner,  and  Mr.  Stentor, 
who  has  always  felt  a  personal  kindliness  for  the 
Easy  Chair,  goes  away  a  little  resolved — since 
human  nature  is  weak — to  be  even  with  it  upon 
every  occasion.  Plainly,  the  Easy  Chair  has  done 
its  best  to  make  criticism  personal  by  feeling  of¬ 
fended  and  showing  It.  It  has  greased  the  bare 
pole  which  it  is  Mr.  Stentor’s  duty  to  climb. 

Of  course  it  does  not  deny  that  there  is  often 
a  gross  and  intentional  personality  in  what  is 
called  criticism  ;  nor  that  a  witty  and  sarcastic 
humor  can  not  always  refuse  itself  the  pleasure 
of  a  pointed  and  pregnant  gibe.  There  are  men 
enough  who  have  sacrificed  friends  to  jokes,  and 
a  critic  is  sorel3’’  tempted.  Just  drop  in  at  the 
Academy  and  look  at  Gilliflower’s  performances, 
and  declare  upon  your  honor  what  is  the  duty 
of  a  critic  in  regard  to  them.  Shall  he  cover 
them  with  the  ridicule  that  they  invite,  or  grave¬ 
ly  show  their  worthlessness,  or  pass  them  by  in 
silence  ?  If  you  do  the  latter,  upon  what  prin¬ 
ciple  do  you  proceed  ?  Is  it  that  you  do  not 
wish  to  hurt  his  feelings  or  injure  the  sale  of  a 
poor  man’s  wares  ?  But  that  is  a  principle  which 
must  hold  your  pen  wherever  j'oti  can  not  praise  ; 
a  course  that  makes  all  remarks  upon  the  Exhi¬ 
bition  valueless.  If  a  thing  is  irretrievably  bad, 
leave  it.  The  object  of  criticism  is  not  to  put 
an  artist  or  an  author  in  the  pillory  and  expose 
him  helplessly  to  the  ribald  taunts  and  blows  of 
the  mob,  but  to  help  him  by  showing  where  he 
has  failed  as  well  as  where  he  has  succeeded,  to 
befriend  promising  talent  wisely,  and  to  discrim¬ 
inate,  not  to  idolize.  Therefore,  the  true  reason 
for  not  speaking  of  those  monstrous  things  of 
Gilliflower’s  is,  that  it  can  not  be  of  any  conceiv¬ 
able  use.  But  if  you  can  not  help  him,  you  have 
no  right  to  make  sport  of  him.  He  may  be  a 
painter  with  no  gleam  of  talent ;  but  he  may  also 
be  a  man  with  the  most  sensitive  feelings,  and 
when  you  hold  him  up  to  the  ridicule  of  every 
reader  of  a  great  paper,  merely  because  j'ou  are 
a  witty  fellow,  wh}',  you  are  a  bully  also. 

As  for  those  of  us  who  are  criticised,  let  us 
cultivate  philosophj’'.  When  we  appeal  to  the 
public  by  issuing  a  book  or  an  article,  or  by  de¬ 
signing  a  cathedral  or  by  painting  a  picture,  or 
in  whatever  other  way  we  may  do  it,  we  have 
chosen  our  tribunal,  and  must  abide  by  its  judg¬ 
ment.  It  is  very  foolish  for  the  poet  to  say  that 
only  poets  should  criticise  poetry,  or  for  the  paint¬ 
ers  and  sculptors  and  architects,  and  men  of  every 
art,  to  insist  that  only  artists  shall  criticise  works 
of  design.  The  Easy  Chair  would  much  rather 
throw  itself  and  the  eternal  amiability,  which 
exasperates  Mr.  Stentor,  upon  a  juiy  of  general 
readers  than  upon  one  composed  of  the  other 
Easy  Chairs.  Would  the  singers  like  to  have 
the  other  singers  write  the  articles  upon  their 
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warblings  ?  Would  Sassoferrato  like  to  have 
Carlo  Dolce  or  Gilliflower  pass  judgment  upon 
him  in  any  of  the  impartial  journals  of  the  city? 
Certainly  not.  He  does  not  paint  for  the  paint¬ 
ers,  but  for  all  of  us.  Would  you  be  a  poet’s 
poet,  or  a  people’s  poet  ? 

Perhaps  before  these  observations  get  into 
print  there  will  be  changes  at  the  Academy,  a 
new  dynasty  and  high  promise  and  expectation. 
If  the  new  dynasty  could  find  a  teller-of-truth  in 
ordinary  to  the  annual  exhibitions,  what  lively 
times  we  should  see !  The  liasy  Chair  thinks 
it  beholds  him — or  why  not  her  ? — severely  im¬ 
partial,  knowing  nothing  but  the  canvas  before 
him,  and  the  history  of  painting  and  painters, 
and  the  principles  that,  in  his  opinion,  should 
govern  the  painting  of  pictures.  If  Omega,  N.  A. , 
who  has  been  sedulously  devoted  to  his  art  for 
fifteen  years,  and  as  many  more  as  you  choose, 
still  paints  as  tvretchedly  as'he  has  always  paint¬ 
ed,  let  the  truth-teller  state  that  fiict  generously, 
but  firmly.  If  a  man  is  still  making  pot-hooks 
imperfectly  at  forty  years  of  age,  it  is  mere  hu¬ 
manity  to  tell  him  that  he  wall  never  learn  to 
write.  This  is  not  the  silence  of  which  we  were 
speaking  just  now,  but  it  is  a  kindly  truth-telling; 
and  although  it  may  be  of  no  service  to  tlie  paint¬ 
ing,  it  may  be  of  the  utmost  use  to  the  painter. 

For  it  is  the  tone  of  the  criticism  which  exas¬ 
perates,  not  the  substance.  Often  and  often  the 
Easy  Chair  begged  Thomas  Tomahawk  to  re¬ 
member  that  it  w'as  not  the  surgical  operation 
that  he  performed  in  removing  the  scalps  of  what 
he  considered  offenders,  but  a  certain  savage  glee 
which  the  victims  supposed  they  detected  in  his 
manner,  a  kind  of  triumphant  war-whoop  style, 
which  put  them  into  great  wrath.  He  not  only 
brought  them  to  the  block,  but  he  carefully  ob¬ 
served  every  hideous  detail  of  the  punishment 
anciently  awarded  to  high  treason.  The  sufferer 
was  not  only  executed,  but  he  W'as  hung,  drawn, 
and  quartered ;  and  indeed  the  scene  was  pain¬ 
fully  gory.  Let  us  have  no  more  of  that.  It  is 
a  clumsy  headsman  who  can  not  sever  at  one 
clean  stroke. 

But  these  are  sorry  images  with  which  to  en¬ 
cumber  our  minds  as  we  ascend  the  sparkling 
steps  and  enter  the  noble  halls  of  the  Academy. 
Did  the  Easy  Chair  hear  a  remark  to  the  effect 
of  “Fee,  faw,  fum,”  and  see  a  gentleman  with 
a  note-book  beside  it  ?  Don’t  smack  your  chops, 
my  friend,  as  if  you  had  a  ravenous  appetite!  i 
Slashing  and  SAvashing  is  not  criticism.  Criti¬ 
cism  is  telling  the  truth  simply,  and  with  a  man-  ^ 
ly  sympathy  for  all  honest  effort. 


The  shops  in  the  great  city  of  New  York,  if 
the  other  great  cities  will  pardon  the  expression, 
are  certainly  becoming  very  brilliant  and  enter¬ 
taining.  If  the  stranger,  on  any  pleasant  day, 
finds  himself  near  Corporal  Thompson’s  Broad¬ 
way  Cottage  he  will  be  in  the  midst  of  a  very 
pretty  scene.  Of  course  the  intelligent  stranger 
demands  to  knoAv  where  this  romantic  cot  may 
be  found.  Perhaps  he  is  comfortably  seated  in 
it,  with  his  feet  placidly  reposing  upon  its  win¬ 
dow-sills,  as  he  reads  these  Avords  and  asks  the 
question.  It  is  indeed  in  a  neAv  form.  It  no 
longer  looks,  as  it  did  to  the  early  citizen  of 
twenty  years  ago,  driving  out  before  breakfast 
upon  the  Bloomingdale  Road,  and  surveying  the 
calm  river  from  the  seclusion  of  Stryker’s  Bay.  It 


1  had  an  indefinable  road-side  English  air  in  those 
far-off'  mornings.  The  early  citizen  would  not 
have  been  surprised  had  he  heard  the  horn  of  the 
guard  merrily  winding,  and  beheld  the  mail- 
coach  of  old  England  bowding  up  to  the  door. 
There  were  fields  and  open  spaces  about,  for  it 
was  on  the  edge  of  the  city  that  was  already 
reaching  out  upon  the  island.  Bloomingdale! 
’Twiis  a  lovely  name,  and  ’tis  a  great  pity  that 
the  chief  association  with  it  is  that  of  a  very 
dusty  road. 

Meainvhile,  if  you  will  contemplate  the  Fifth 
At'enue  Hotel  you  will  see  Corporal  Thompson’s 
Broadway  Cottage  in  its  present  form.  But  what 
a  busy,  brilliant  neighborhood  it  is  now !  There 
are  shops  that  recall  the  prettiest  upon  the  Boule¬ 
vards  in  Paris ;  and  the  people  are  greatly  to  be 
pitied  who  are  too  fine  to  stop  and  look  into  them. 
But  what  a  power  Mrs.  Grundy  is !  What  scion 
of  the  golden  youth  of  this  moment  would  dare, 
for  instance,  to  walk  by  the  site  of  Corporal 
Thompson’s  Broadway  Cottage  eating  an  apple 
at  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  ?  There  was  a 
grave  and  well-dressed  gentleman  who  stojiped 
recently  at  the  stand  of  Mrs.  M'Patrick  O’Finni- 
gan,  which  is  just  in  the  midst  of  the  gay  prom¬ 
enade,  to  transact  some  business  in  pea-nut  candy. 
The  interest  of  the  public  in  that  operation  tvas 
inconceivable.  If  he  had  been  Mr.  Vanderbilt 
buying  out  Mr.  Fisk— if  he  had  been  a  lunatic, 
or  a  clown  escaped  from  the  circus— he  could 
hardly  have  excited  more  attention.  The  passen¬ 
gers  stared  in  amazement.  Some  of  the  young 
gentlemen,  escorting  certain  young  ladies  from 
school,  cracked  excellent  jokes  upon  the  honest 
buyer  of  pea-nut  candy ;  and  if  his  daughter  or 
any  friend  had  chanced  to  pass,  and  had  seen 
him,  she  would  probably  have  been  seriously  trou¬ 
bled  and  half  ashamed. 

Now  pea-nut  canffy  is  very  good,  and  at  Mrs. 
MTatrick  O’Finnigan’s  stand  it  is  a  very  cheap 
commodit3'.  Nobody  is  ashamed  of  liking  it,  nor 
of  eating  it.  If  the  grave  gentleman  had  stej)ped 

into  Caswell’s  handsome  shop,  let  us  suppose _ 

where  perhaps  it  is  also  sold— and  had  called  for 
that  particular  drug,  nobody  would  have  stared 
nor  made  a  joke  nor  felt  that  it  tvas  extraor¬ 
dinary.  It  is  one  of  the  queer  Avhims  of  IMrs. 
Grund}’’,  Avho  regulates  our  lives.  How  many  of 
the  brave  generals  in  the  war,  who  charged  in 
the  very  face  of  flaming  batteries,  rvould  dare  to 
stop  at  Mrs.  O’Finnigan’s  and  buy  ten  cents’ 
worth  of  pea-nut  candy,  if  they  saw  Mrs.  Sweller’s 
carriage  approaching,  or  Miss  Dasher  just  coming 
upon  the  walk  ?  And  as  for  the  Misses  Spanker, 
who  daily  drive  in  that  superb  open  w'agon  with 
yellow  Avheels,  and  who  resemble  nothing  so 
much  as  the  figures  in  a  Parisian  doll-carriage, 
if  they  saw  an  admirer  of  theirs  bargaining  for 
pea-nut  candy  at  a  street  stand  they  tvould  not 
know  him — they  would  no  more  bow  to  a  man  so 
lost  to  all  the  finer  sense  of  the  coiime  il faut  than 
they  would  nod  to  a  street-sweeper.  It  is  aston¬ 
ishing  what  an  effeet  is  produced  upon  some  hu¬ 
man  beings  of  the  tender  sex  by  clothing  them  in 
silks  cut  in  a  certain  form,  and  seating  them  in  a 
high  wooden  box  on  j’ellow  wheels. 

And  upon  us  also.  When  the  Easy  Chair  be¬ 
holds  the  silken  Misses  Spanker  rolling  by  supe¬ 
rior  upon  those  yellow  wheels,  it  is  with  difficulty 
that  it  recalls  the  cheese  and  sausages  from  which 
all  that  splendor  springs.  To-morrow  it  will  be 
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Mrs.  O’Finnigan’s  grandchildren  who  will  look 
down  from  their  yellow  wheels  at  the  pea-nut  and 
apple  stands,  and  wonder  how  persons  can  be  so 
vulgar  as  to  buy  candy  in  the  streets.  It  is  a 
whim  of  Mrs.  Grundy’s.  She  will  not  let  us  buy 
a  piece  of  simple  candy  at  the  corner,  but  she  will 
allow  us  to  drag  a  silk  dress  over  the  garbage  of 
the  pavement.  ’Tis  a  whimsical  sovereign.  Rut 
we  are  so  carefully  trained  that  it  is  not  easy  to 
disobey  her.  If  to  prove  your  independence  you 
stopped  to  buy  the  candy,  would  the  pleasure  of 
asserting  yourself  balance  the  unpleasant  con¬ 
sciousness  that  you  were  wondered  at  and  laughed 
at? 

Rut  the  text  was  shops,  and  we  have  drifted 
into  this  episode  because  Mrs.  O’Fimiigan  sells 
pea-nut  candy  in  her  shop  upon  the  sidewalk  near 
the  site  of  Corporal  Thompson’s  Rroadway  Cot¬ 
tage,  in  the  midst  of  the  gay  spectacle  of  a  sum¬ 
mer  day.  And  within  a  stone’s  toss  of  her  stand 
how  many  fine  houses  you  will  see,  and  how  many 
other  fascinating  shops  !  Our  English  ancestors 
were  called  a  shop-keeping  nation  by  Napoleon ; 
but  it  is  his  own  French  men  and  French  women 
who  have  the  true  secret  of  shop-keeijing.  They 
make  shops  fascinating.  They  have  made  shop¬ 
keeping  a  fine  art.  The  other  day  the  Easy  Chair 
stepped  into  a  shop  in  Maiden  Lane,  prepared 
to  spend  a  very  pretty  sum  of  money — for  a  very 
proper  purpose.  Rut  if  it  had  invaded  the  shop¬ 
keeper’s  house,  which  is  his  castle,  it  could  not 
have  been  more  coolly  received.  The  disdainful 
indifference  with  which  its  question  was  answer¬ 
ed  was  exquisitely  comical ;  and  the  shop-keeper 
proceeded  to  look  for  what  was  required  with  a 
superb  carelessness,  and  an  air  of  utter  weailness 
and  disgust  of  this  incessant  doing  of  favors  to 
the  most  undeserving  and  insignificant  people. 
It  was  plainly  an  act  of  pure  grace  that  the  Easy 
Chair  was  not  instantly  shot  into  the  street  as 
rubbish,  or  given  in  charge  to  the  police  as  a  com¬ 
mon  vagabond. 

This  worthy  attendant — doubtless  very  estima¬ 
ble  in  his  private  capacity — is  a  serious  injury  to 
the  business  which  he  is  supposed  to  help.  He 
does  not  in  the  least  understand  his  profession. 
Let  an  Easy  Chair  advise  him  to  run  over  the 
sea  to  Paris,  and  observe  how  they  keep  shop  in 
that  capital.  Does  he  want  a  cravat  ?  Here  is 
a  houri,  neatly  dressed,  evidently  long  waiting 
for  him  especially,  and  longing  to  serve  him. 
“  Is  it  a  cravat  that  Monsieur  washes?  Charm¬ 
ing!  The  most  ravishing  styles  are  just  ready! 
Is  it  blue,  or  this,  or  that,  that  Monsieur  prefers  ? 
Monsieur’s  taste  is  perfect.  Look !  It  is  a 
miracle  of  beauty  that  he  selects.  Will  he  per¬ 
mit  ?”  And  before  you  know  it,  you  foolish  fel¬ 
low,  who  don’t  understand  the  first  principle  of 
your  calling — before  you  know  it,  she  has  thrown 
it  around  your  neck,  she  has  tied  it  deftly  under 
your  chin,  and  that  pretty  face  is  looking  into 
yours,  and  that  pleasant  voice  is  saying,  “No¬ 
thing  could  be  better.  It  is  the  most  smiling  ef¬ 
fect  possible !”  You  might  as  well  hope  to  escape 
the  sirens  as  to  go  from  under  those  hands  with¬ 
out  buying  that  cravat. 

This  is  shop-keeping,  and  a  little  study  of  the 
art,  as  thus  practiced,  would  be  of  the  utmost 
service  to  the  Easy  Chair’s  friend  in  Maiden 
Lane.  The  shops  there  are  jjretty,  and  especial¬ 
ly  during  the  holidays  they  are  glittering,  but  they 
are  a  little  cold  and  formal.  The  air  of  the  Rou- 


levards  is  to  be  detected  only  in  the -neighbor¬ 
hood  of  Corporal  Thompson’s  Rroadway  Cot¬ 
tage.  Whether  cravats  are  wafted  around  the 
buyer's  neck,  as  it  were,  entangling  him  hope¬ 
lessly  in  silken  and  satin  webs,  the  Easy  Chair 
does  not  know.  Rut  it  can  believe  it  as  it  passes 
by  upon  the  outside,  and  beholds  the  windows 
which  Paris  could  hardly  surpass.  Through 
those  windows  it  sees  that,  as  in  Paris,  the  at¬ 
tendants  are  often  women.  It  is  thereby  remind¬ 
ed  that  in  Paris  the  women  are  among  the  most 
accomplished  accountants  also  ;  and  it  remem¬ 
bers  that  in  the  same  city  men  are  cooks.  It  is 
very  sure  that  when  Madame  Wells,  who  was 
afterward  the  Marchioness  De  Lavalette,  became 
at  the  death  of  her  husband  the  head  of  the  great 
banking-house,  her  cook  was  a  man. 

And  thereupon  the  Easy  Chair  falls  into  medi¬ 
tation  upon  “  the  spheres”  of  the  sexes,  and  asks 
itself,  as  it  loiters  about  the  site  of  the  Rroadway 
Cottage,  admiring  the  pretty  shops,  whether,  if 
it  be  womanly  for  a  woman  to  keep  a  shop  and 
to  acquire  property  by  her  faithful  industry,  it 
can  be  manly  to  appropriate  and  use  her  property 
without  her  consent  ? 


The  M'Farland  trial  was  of  a  kind  that  always 
excites  a  great  deal  of  popular  interest.  The 
court-room  was  daily  crowded.  The  newspapers 
that  daily  chronicled  the  details  of  the  proceed¬ 
ings  were  evidently  strong  partisans.  The  ap¬ 
peals  and  assertions  of  the  counsel  for  the  de¬ 
fense  were — to  those  who  supposed  that  the  ob¬ 
ject  of  a  trial  is  the  discovery  of  the  truth  and 
to  do  justice— most  extraordinary  and  unpardon¬ 
able.  If  the  object  of  a  trial  is  not  justice,  but  a 
verdict,  as  is  often  said  by  neophytes  in  the  pro¬ 
fession  of  the  law,  then  it  is  a  very  contemptible 
profession,  and  sadly  needs  the  reformation  which 
has  been  undertaken  in  the  city  of  New  York. 

There  was  a  great  deal  very  imposingly  and 
edifyingly  said  by  the  counsel  about  “the  so¬ 
lemnity  of  their  oaths  and  after  the  most  so¬ 
norous  explosion  of  epithets  in  regard  to  points 
that  had  not  been  proved,  nor  even  yet  intro¬ 
duced  into  the  case,  one  of  the  counsel,  with  an 
exquisite  sense  of  comedy,  gravely  remarked,  “No 
one  shall  be  assailed  by  this  defense.”  Perhaps 
a  lawyer  in  high  criminal  practice  does  not  un¬ 
derstand  what  is  meant  by  “assailing”  other 
persons  concerned  in  a  trial.  Possibly  to  stig¬ 
matize  them  by  the  foulest  epithets  in  the  lan¬ 
guage  is  “legitimate”  advocacy.  The  ways  of 
courts  and  of  lawyers  are  inscrutable.  Rut  a 
judge  has  discretion ;  and  when  the  Easy  Chair 
is  chief  justice  it  will  hear  the  opening  counsel 
state  what  he  intends  to  prove.  Rut  if  in  stating 
his  intention  he  grossly  insults  and  maligns  per¬ 
sons  against  whom  there  is  no  charge  whatever, 
the  court  will  peremptorily  silence  the  counsel 
and  rule  that  blackguarding  is  not  good  practice. 

This  case  belongs  also  to  a  class  of  cases  upon 
which  the  public  mind  seems  to  be  decided.  The 
Igst  conspicuous  one  in  the  State  of  New  York  was 
that  of  General  Cole.  Nobody  supposed  that  he 
would  be  convicted  or  punished.  Indeed  it  is 
not  supposable  that  a  man  would  be  capitally 
punished  upon  the  clearest  conviction  of  homi¬ 
cide,  under  the  circumstances  either  of  the  Cole 
or  the  M‘Farland  case.  The  reasoning,  such  as 
it  is,  is  very  brief  and  conclusive.  The  ofiense 
alleged  is  not  easily  susceptible  of  proof ;  but  it 
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is  held  that  the  injiny  to  a  man’s  honor  by  an¬ 
other  man  who  wins  his  wife’s  atlections  is  so 
mortal,  tvhether  the  wife  leaves  him  or  not,  that, 
as  the  law  provides  no  adequate  remedy,  he  may 
himself  punish  the  oft'ender.  If,  therefore,  the 
husband  shoots  the  other  man  he  will  unques¬ 
tionably  never  be  seriously  punished  for  the  act. 

This  is  really  gi^^ng  to  jealousy  the  riglit  to 
murder.  For  we  must  not  be  confused  by  the 
word  honor.  A  father’s  honor  is  not  mortally 
injured,  nor  touched  in  the  least  degree,  by  the 
forgery  of  his  son  nor  by  the  shame  of  his  daugh¬ 
ter.  lie  may  be  infinitely  grieved  and  mortified, 
his  heart  may  break  and  his  hairs  go  down  with 
sorrow  to  the  grave,  but  he  is  not  dishonored. 
Nobody  can  dishonor  a  man  but  himself.  If  a 
man  commits  a  dastardly  crime,  for  which  he  is 
hung,  his  family  may  be  bowed  to  the  earth  noth 
grief  that  their  father  is  dishonored.  But  they 
are  not ;  and  the  feeling  of  othei's  for  them  is 
one  of  pity  and  sympathy,  not  one  of  condemna¬ 
tion  nor  contempt. 

It  is  in  this  incapacity  of  a  truly  honorable 
man  to  be  dishonored  by  another  that  a  civilized 
mind  sees  the  exquisite  absurdity  of  what  was 
called  the  code  of  honor.  It  put  the  best  men 
at  the  mercy  of  the  worst.  Here,  for  instance, 
was  a  hulking  bully  and  dpad  shot,  who  took  a 
dislike  to  some  man  infinitely  his  superior.  He 
met  him  at  table,  and  threw  a  glass  of  wine  in 
his  face,  or  he  spat  at  him,  or  he  pulled  his  nose, 
and  it  was  straightway  held  that  the  honor  of 
the  assaulted  man  had  been  injured,  and  could 
only  be  repaired  by  giving  the  bully  the  chance 
to  murder  him  and  ruin  his  family.  Nothing 
more  preposterous  is  conceivable ;  and  it  was 
this  sill}^  theory  of  honor  that  so  long  perplexed, 
and,  to  a  certain  degree,  still  perplexes,  civiliza¬ 
tion.  This  theory  of  honor  said:  “If  a  man 
pulls  your  nose,  he  has  mortally  insulted  you,  and 
nothing  but  blood  can  atone.  Ho !  for  the  field 
of  honor!”  Common-sense  says:  “If  a  man 
prdls  your  nose,  he  breaks  the  peace.  Call  a  po¬ 
liceman,  and — Ho!  for  the  station-house ! ” 

Of  course,  if  you  don’t  choose  to  call  a  police¬ 
man,  but  instinctively  do  your  best  to  thrash  the 
bidly,  nobody  will  complain.  But  you  are  not 
dishonored  by  him,  even  though  he  pulled  your 
nose  oft’,  and,  when  you  tried  to  punish  him, 
doubled  }’ou  up  and  left  you  senseless  in  the  gut¬ 
ter.  Could  a  drunken  bully,  or  a  sober  bully, 
dishonor  Sir  Isaac  Newton  by  pulling  his  nose? 
Would  Mr.  Bryant  be  dishonored  if  somebody 
gave  him  the  lie  ?  It  is  by  lying  that  he  would 
be  dishonored,  not  by  somebody's  saying  that  he 
lied.  If,  therefore,  every  man  be  the  guardian 
of  his  own  honor,  and  that  honor  can  be  touched 
only  by  himself,  it  is  idle  to  speak  of  somebody 
else  as  dishonoring  him.  Somebody  else  may 
exasperate  him — may  madden  him,  by  exciting 
his  jealousy,  as  lago  maddened  Othello — but 
somebody  else  can  not  dishonor  him ;  and,  in 
such  cases  as  we  are  considering,  honor  is  al¬ 
ways  invoked,  and  the  injury  to  honor  is  elab-. 
orately  alleged,  because  it  is  universally  felt  that 
if  jealousy  is  to  be  allowed  to  shoot  at  discretion, 
there  will  be  a  good  deal  more  shooting  than  so¬ 
ciety  can  safely  tolerate. 

All  intelligent  people  will  agree  that  the  honor 
of  the  marriage  tie  must,  in  reason,  be  equal 
upon  both  sides  ;  but  every  body  knows  that  it  is 
not  considered  so  in  fact.  Take  any  average 


jury  that  would  acquit  a  husband  for  shooting  a 
man  who  had  “injured  his  honor,”  and  it  would 
wink  at  the  same  husband  injuring  his  wife’s 
honor  in  precisely  the  same  nay.  These  are 
subjects  not  to  be  easily  mentioned ;  but  they 
are  well  understood,  and  it  is  not  for  men,  as  a 
class,  to  vociferate  too  loudly  about  matrimonial 
honor.  Gibbon  caustically  says  of  the  goddess 
who  presided  over  the  peace  of  marriages:  “Her 
epithet  of  Viriphaca,  the  appeaser  of  husbamls, 
too  clearly  indicates  on  which  side  submission 
and  repentance  were  always  expected.”  And 
was  the  offense  supposed  to  come  usually  from 
the  same  side? 

The  honor  of  marriage  is  mutual.  Husband 
and  wife  are  alike  bound  by  it.  But  the  defec¬ 
tion  of  either  dishonors  that  one  only,  and  not 
the  other.  The  other  may  be  sorely  grieved  and 
humiliated — may  be  even  excited  by  passion  to 
what  is  called  frenzy.  But  that  is  the  possible 
effect  of  all  strong  excitement,  and  it  is  not 
changed  in  character  because  it  is  called  the 
madness  of  outraged  honor.  It  is  very  possible 
that  one  man,  under  the  same  circumstances, 
would  do  what  another  does.  A  man  of  Othello’s 
temperament  would  be  affected  as  Othello  was. 
But,  when  public  opinion  authorizes  persons  la¬ 
boring  under  strong  excitement  to  shoot  other 
people,  it  is  only  necessary  to  establish  strong 
excitement  to  justify  shooting. 

The  worst  of  a  trial  like  that  which  lately  oc¬ 
curred  in  New  York  is  the  total  perversion  and 
distortion  of  facts.  Jlost  of  the  acts  and  words 
of  every  person  m.ay  be  tortured  into  a  signifi¬ 
cance  and  even  a  consistency  which  are  utterlv 
foreign  to  them.  This  tmth,  of  which  we  are 
all  conscious,  is  the  theme  of  Wilkie  Collins’s 
novel  of  “IMan  and  Wife,”  which  is  now  pub¬ 
lishing  in  Harper  s  Weekly.  The  simplest  ex¬ 
pressions,  the  most  innocent  conduct,  are  there 
made  to  entangle  wholly  unsuspecting  and  hon¬ 
orable  persons  in  the  meshes  of  a  tragedy.  On 
the  other  hand,  while  innocence  is  thus  at  the 
mercy  of  clever  misrepresentation,  guilt  may  be 
as  ingeniously  evaded.  If  you  knew  the  hab¬ 
its  of  Sir.  Toodles,  for  instance,  and  he  were 
charged  with  an  offense,  and  in  order  to  estab¬ 
lish  his  guilt  it  were  necessary  to  prove  that  he 
was  a  drunkard,  you  would  appeal  in  vain  to  the 
staggering  step,  the  bleared  eye,  the  thick  voice, 
the  rampant  cravat  end.  A  skillful  counsel  would 
cover  you  with  confusion  in  the  cross-examina¬ 
tion,  would  ai)peal  to  the  jury  that  your  blush¬ 
ing  hesitation  betrayed  you  as  a  probable  accom¬ 
plice  in  a  fiendish  conspiracy,  and  would  triumph¬ 
antly  acquit  the  outraged  ’Poodles  with  a  kind  of 
martyr’s  halo  around  his  head. 

A  man  is  charged  with  an  offense  which  it  is 
not  denied  that  he  committed.  A  defense  is 
necessary.  Ingenious  counsel  carefully  study 
the  facts.  They  fit  them  to  various  plausible, 
or  at  least  defensible  theories,  and  after  careful 
deliberation  they  decide  to  which  theory  the  fiicts 
may  be  made  to  conform  most  consistently.  'That 
theory  they  adopt,  and  strive  with  every  aVt,  strive 
unscrupulously,  to  establish.  Every  man  remem¬ 
bers  how  curiously  his  ipsisshna  verba  have  been 
made  to  affirm  what  he  denies,  and  to  support 
what  he  opposes.  ’There  is  nothing  which  evert' 
man  who  speaks  or  writes  in  public  must  sooner 
leam  than  the  folly  of  chasing  misrepresenta¬ 
tions  and  misconstructions  with  the  hope  of  end- 
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ing  them.  He  might  as  well  chase  these  spring 
cloud  shadows  upon  the  grass  and  hope  to  tram¬ 
ple  them  out.  You  have  been  imprudent,  jmu 
have  been  extravagant,  you  have  gushed  in  cor¬ 
respondence,  for  instance,  and  lo !  with  the  best 
friendly  intention  in  the  world,  you  are  proved 
by  your  own  words  to  be  a  conspirator  and 
things  not  to  be  named.  You  refuse  to  join  a 
general  outcry  of  shame  upon  those  whom  you 
honestly  believe  to  be  guiltless,  however  mis¬ 
taken  and  imprudent,  and  instantly  your  words 
and  conduct  are  thrown  in  your  face  to  prove 


that  you  connive  at  a  “hellish”  ceremony,  and 
that  you  are  “  an  apologist  for  adultery.” 

Meanwhile,  good  friends,  let  nobody  be  alarm¬ 
ed.  Snug,  the  joiner,  is  a  spry  little  fellow,  but 
he  is  by  no  means  a  lion.  Ten  thousand  news¬ 
papers  may  scream  that  two  and  two  make  five, 
and  that  he  is  a  noisome  pest  of  the  human  spe¬ 
cies  who  denies  it.  But  two  and  two  still  make 
four.  Yet  what  a  blessing  that  public  virtue  has 
such  bulwarks  as  some  of  those  newspapers  that 
we  all  know,  and  which  daily  inform  us  how  vir¬ 
tuous  they  are ! 


(EMtnt's  llteanj  iRttorJi. 


POETET. 

ET  us  frankly  confess  that  we  do  not  ap¬ 
proach  W.  C.  Bryant’s  translation  of  the 
Iliad  of  Homer  (Fields,  Osgood,  and  Co.)  in  a 
frame  of  mind  at  all  befitting  the  unprejudiced 
critic.  We  owe  him  too  great  a  debt  of  grat¬ 
itude  for  the  enjoyment  he  has  given  us  to  be  in 
any  mood  of  mind  to  criticise. 

While  radical  philosophers  are  impatiently  de¬ 
manding  the  exclusion  of  Greek  and  Latin  from 
our  college  curriculum,  the  poets,  who  feel  the 
public  pulse  a  great  deal  quicker  than  the  phi¬ 
losophers,  are  at  once  indicating  and  satisfying 
the  appetite  of  the  unlearned  for  the  romance  of 
the  past.  Not  only  are  Lord  Lytton,  Professor 
Coningsby,  Mr.  Merivale,  and  Lord  Derby  em¬ 
ploying  their  best  thoughts  in  rendering  the  odes 
of  Horace  and  the  songs  of  Homer  into  English, 
but  Tennyson,  in  what  has  proved  on  the  whole 
his  most  popular  poem — for  it  is  really  one, 
though  in  form  several — is  reviving  the  legends 
of  ancient  England ;  and  William  Morris,  on 
whom  the  critics  are  inclined  to  bestow  the  poet 
laureate’s  crown  which  now  rests  on  the  brows 
of  Tennyson,  earns  all  his  laurels  by  graceful 
pictures  which  he  paints  of  times  still  more  re¬ 
mote.  And  now  W.  C.  Bryant  adds  his  testi¬ 
mony  to  the  public  want,  and  his  provision  for 
it,  in  seeking  recreation  from  the  laborious  du¬ 
ties  of  the  editorial  sanctum,  and  relief  from  a 
great  domestic  sorrow,  by  turning  the  hexame¬ 
ters  of  Homer  into  English  verse. 

It  may,  indeed,  be  that  “if  the  Iliad  or  the 
Odyssey  could  now  be  given  for  the  first  time  to 
the  world  divested  of  its  traditional  claims,  and 
put  upon  its  intrinsic  merits,  it  would  fall  still¬ 
born  from  the  press.”  It  is  doirbtful  whether 
the  philosophy  of  a  modern  Plato  would  com¬ 
mand  so  great  a  sale  as  that  of  Mr.  Wells;  or 
whether  a  modern  Shakspeare’s  plays  could  get 
a  place  upon  the  stage  at  all ;  or  whether  a  mod¬ 
ern  Raphael  would  secure  as  general  and  wide¬ 
spread  a  popularity  as  Nast;  or  whether  Paul 
would  be  a  widely  popular  preacher.  Books, 
like  plants,  are  both  annual  and  perennial.  There 
are  that  perish,  like  the  Madeira  vine,  in  the  very 
year  that  gave  them  birth ;  there  are  that,  like 
the  oak  and  elm,  get  not  the  full  glory  of  their 
growth  till  many  years  have  passed  over  them. 
The  glory  of  Homer  is  his  age.  Fie  is  grand  be¬ 
cause  he  is  antique.  It  is  Rufus  Choate,  if  we 
remember  aright,,  who  once  said  that  he  should 
die  if  it  were  not  for  the  classics.  Wearied  with 


the  strife  of  the  office  and  the  court-room,  ex¬ 
hausted  but  sleepless,  he  threw  himself  into  his 
easy-chair,  and  in  ten  minutes,  in  the  life  which 
Homer  opened  to  him,  had  forgotten  his  own. 
The  modern  romance  is  not  thus  restful.  It 
carries  us  into  a  world  too  like  our  own.  But 
the  song  of  Homer  transports  us  into  another 
world  than  ours,  and  gives  to  the  w'earied  brain 
a  rest  more  sweet  and  healthful  than  sleep  itself. 
It  is  this  appetite  for  rest  which  the  “Legends 
of  the  Round  Table,”  and  the  “Earthly  Para¬ 
dise,”  and  last,  and  best  of  all,  the  new  transla¬ 
tion  of  Homer,  are  written  to  satisfy.  The  num¬ 
ber  of  men  that  can  find  restful  reading  in  the 
original  Greek  are  very  few,  and  grow  yearly 
less.  The  number  who  know  Homer  at  all  ex¬ 
cept  as  the  school-boy  knows  him,  as  an  exercise 
in  parsing,  are,  in  America,  with  its  hurried  life 
and  its  intense  and  hard  practicality,  so  very  few 
that  we  may  almost  say  there  are  none  at  all. 
There  have,  indeed,  been  no  lack  of  previous 
translations,  from  the  jingling  and  curiously  un- 
Flomeric  lines  of  Pope,  to  the  plain,  bald  prose 
of  Buckley;  by  scholars,  too,  of  all  degrees  of 
merit,  from  some  to  whom  Greek  was  as  mo¬ 
ther-tongue,  to  other  some  who  scarce  knew  the 
first  principles  of  its  syntax.  Indeed,  one  Italian 
poet,  Vincenzo  Monti,  translated  the  Iliad  with¬ 
out  knowing  a  word  of  the  original,  simply  from 
Homer’s  previous  translators.  But  of  alt  which 
we  have  seen — though  to  have  seen,  at  least  to 
be  familiar  with  them  all,  would  itself  require 
almost  a  life’s  study — there  is  none  to  equal  this 
work  of  our  own  poet.  Nor  can  we  conceive  a 
medium  more  fitting  for  the  rendition  of  the  le¬ 
gends  of  the  greatest  of  all  bards  than  the  blank- 
verse  of  the  author  of  ‘  ‘  Thanatopsis,  ”  the  rhythm, 
natural  grace,  and  stately  dignity  of  whose  lines 
are  all  his  own.  One  thing  alone  we  count  un¬ 
fortunate,  that  the  style  and  price  of  publication 
should  be  such  as  absolutely  to  debar  the  book 
from  those  who  need  it  most,  and  would  be  most 
glad  to  read  it.  It  is  too  good  a  book  to  lie  with 
uncut  leaves  upon  the  centre-table  as  a  parlor  or¬ 
nament,  the  fate  to  which  its  present  form  threat¬ 
ens  to  condemn  it. 

“  What  is  really  best  in  any  book,”  says  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson,  “is  translatable — any  real  in¬ 
sight  or  broad  human  sentiment . I  should  as 

soon  think  of  swimming  across  Charles  River 
when  I  wish  to  go  to  Boston  as  of  reading  all 
my  books  in  originals  when  I  have  them  render¬ 
ed  for  me  in  my  mother-tongue.”  This  senti- 
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ment,  uttered  by  so  scliohirly  a  iiiiiu  as  Emerson, 
is  ns  comforting  as  it  is  courageous,  and  is  none 
tlio  less  bold  because  it  is  true.  Wo  cull  it  com¬ 
forting,  because,  in  tho  nature  of  tlie  case,  there 
are  very  few  who  can  ever  master  a  foreign  lan¬ 
guage  so  perfectly  tliut  tliey  can  really  read  en- 
joyably  its  literature ;  and  certainly  one  may  get 
from  such  a  translation  ns  Ei.r.ioN  Ekotii Ing¬ 
ham’s  version  of  Goktiih's  Hmitmvi  and  Doro¬ 
thea  (Roberts  Rrothers)  a  far  better  idea  of  tho 
real  meaning  of  the  original  than  he  could  possi¬ 
bly  do  1)3'  stumbling  through  it  with  a  grammar 
and  a  dictionary.  In  the  former,  case  he  stops 
at  the  words ;  in  tho  latter  he  apjtrehends  the 
poem  in  its  entirety.  It  is  true  that  of  all  litera¬ 
ture  jioetry,  and  ot  all  poetry  Gorman  poetrt',  is 
the  most  difficult  of  translation.  It  is  true  ‘that 
in  translating  this  particular  ])oem  it  is  specially 
difficult  to  preserve  the  simplicity  of  tho  original 
without  degenerating  into  a  commonplace  bald¬ 
ness.  But  despite  these  difficulties  the  translator 
has  \e\-y  happily  accomplished  her  work,  and  has 
given  a  very  charming  and  truthfid,  though  not 
literal,  version  of  what  is  not  the  greatest,  but, 
next  to  “Faust,”  is  perhaps  the  most  popular, 
product  of  Goethe’s  pen.  It  is  just  a  siinjile 
pen-and-ink  i)ictnre  ot  German  life — peasant  life 
we  tvere  going  to  say,  burgher  life  we  perhaps 
should  say.  To  one  who  has  never  read  it  tve 
might  describe  it  as  the  “Evangeline”  of  Ger¬ 
man  literature,  though  a  critic  tvould  justly  ob¬ 
ject  to  the  comparison.  We  find  no  better  wa}' 
to  characterize  it  in  a  sentence  than  by  boi-row- 
ing  from  the  pages  of  Be  Quincey  his  estimate ; 

Hermann  and  Dorothea, ’a  narr.ative  poem,  in 
hexameter  verse,  api)ears  to  have  given  more 
pleasure  to  readers  not  critical  than  any  other 
work  of  its  author”  (we  except  from  De  Quin- 
C6y  s  stiitcnieiit  the  mastGr-j)iGCG  of  his  genius 

I'aust  );  “and  it  is  remarkable  that  it  trav¬ 
erses  humbler  ground  as  respects  both  its  sub¬ 
jects,  its  characters,  and  its  scenery.”  It  is,  in¬ 
deed,  a  portriijt  rather  than  a  poem ;  describes 
the  real,  not  the  ideal ;  and  depends  for  its  charm 
less  upon  an  appeal  to  the  imagination,  or  even 
the  sentiments,  than  upon  an  exhibition  of  that 
real  romance  which  the  poet’s  eye  discerns,  and 
all  true  hearts  are  glad  to  perceive,  beneath  the 
working-garb  of  everyday  life.  No  one  can  read 
and  note  the  contrast  between  the  father’s  sorry 
but  common  idea  of  nobility  and  that  which 
Hermann  entertains,  and  the  dowerless  Dorothea 
exemplifies,  without  a  new  discernment  of  the 
truth  that  “all  is  not  gold  that  glitters,”  and  a 
new  reverence  for  that  kind  of  nobility  whose 
“star  and  garter”  is  wrought  in  the  heart,  not 
worn  on  the  breast. 

Charles  G.  Leland,  in  his  new  version  of 
‘‘  Hans  Breitmann”— /fans  Brcitmann  in  Church 
(T.  B.  Peterson  and  Brothers)— discloses  a  gen¬ 
uine  poetic  power  which  he  has  hitherto  either 
never  developed  or  never  disclosed.  We  have 
1*1  decided  terms  our  own  opinion  of 
that  stale  device  of  American  wit  which  consists 
in  hideous  spelling  and  unendurable  grammar, 
und  slang  jet  more  unendurable ;  and  the  open- 
mg  verses  of  the  new  ballad  only  add  intensity 
to  our  convictions.  The  original  of  such  a  pro¬ 
fane,  ro3'stering,  half-drunken  “bummer”  as  sat 
for  the  portrait  in  this  verse  would  not  seem  fun- 
ny  to  us,  and  we  fancy  the  portrait  no  better  than 
the  “sitter.” 


Uiid  first  dor  Brcitmnuu  vildly  slimiled, 

Bad  donn  lie  iiuidly  shvoro 
Criito  li— 1  init  slipuiins  uiul  slnnshcrbrciul, 
Can  dis  po  iniikiii'  wnry 
Vordinumt  pe  all  dor  discipline, 

Vordinniut  dor  IShononil ; 

Voro  1  vonco  oii  de  road,  his  will 
Voro  Wiirst  iiiir  und  cgul." 

There  is  one  German  artist,  whose  name  wo 
have  at  this  momeiit  firgotten,  who  is  prolific  in 
pictures  of  wine-cellars,  and  drunken  carousals, 
and  red-nosed  debanchces.  His  iiictnres  are 
true  to  nature,  but  such  nature!  Pah!  Who 
would  not  gladly  shut  his  eyes  upon  it  ?  There 
are  scenes  and  characters  it  is  not  worth  while  to 
]>aint;  the  truer  the  jiainting,  the  worse  the  ific- 
tnre. 

But  in  the  closing  verses  of  this  new  ballad 
Mr.  Leland  discloses  a  new  power — a  new  ])haso 
of  his  own  life.  Hans  Brcitmaim  goes  with  his 
cavalry  to  church  after  some  whiski-,  which  a 
contraband  rejiorts  as  hid  there,  'rfioy  find  it, 
and  are  soon  deeji  in  a  wild  drinking  bout.  In 
the  midst  of  it  they  are  surprised  by  tho  “  rebs,” 
a  battle  ensues  which  results  in  leaving  Haiis 
inastei  of  the  field  j  but  his  friend  JStosscnheini 
is  mortally  wounded.  The  verses  that  follow 
describe  the  dreams  which  “coom  o'er  do  sol- 
dici  as  he  lies  “((vin  all  alone,”  dreams  of  his 
“mutter”  and  his  “frau”  and  the  “shild’’  that 

““  learns  to  shpeak  a  fador*s  name 
Bat  she  nefer  will  shpeak  to  him 

they  describe  his  death  “like  a  Christian  sol¬ 
dier,”  and  the  burial,  when 

“De  tramp  of  horse  und  soldiers 
Vas  all  de  funeral  knell, 

Be  ring  of  sporn  und  carpine 
Vas  all  de  saeriu  bell.’’ 

In  these  closing  verses  there  is  real  jmthos  and 
gcuuiiiG  poetic  merit  ix  pixtlios  'wliich  not  even 
the  mongrel  Dutch-English  in  which  they  aro 
expressed  is  able  to  obscure.  Thev  are  good 
enough  to  have  been  written  in  a  imre  language 
and  prove  that  ]\Ir.  Leland  has  no  need  to  fore¬ 
go  his  better  and  higher  nature  to  jilay  tho  bnf- 
loon  for  the  sake  of  amusing  tho  crowd. 

NOVELS. 

Miss  Mitlock’s  A  Brave  Lady  (Harper  and 
Brothers)  is  a  worthy  companion  to  her  “John 
Halifax,  Gentleman;”  and  we  know  not  how  to 
award  it  higher  praise.  The  one  describes  tho 
ideal  Christian  gentleman,  the  other  the  ideal 
Cln-istian  lady;  and  among  ideals  Ladv  de  Bou¬ 
gainville  is  the  worthy  peer  of  John'  Halifax. 
Amidst  all  this  agitation  for  another  and  wider 
sphere,  and  for  larger  and  better  opportunities  of 
work,  and  a  riper  development  of  character — 
amidst  all  this  discontented  turning  away  from 
the  narrow  home  circle  and  its  labors,  its  bat¬ 
tles  and  its  victories,  ns  though  they  were  some¬ 
how  unworthy  the  capabilities  of  woman,  one  de¬ 
lights  to  find  so  healthful  a  recognition  as  this 
book  affords  of  that  true  heroism,  that  true  no¬ 
bility,  which  is  able  to  dignify  tlie  commonest 
sphere,  the  lowest  and  humblest  station.  It  is 
not  the  post  but  the  heart  that  makes  the  sol¬ 
dier.  Heartily  as  we  desire  to  see  the  range  of 
woman’s  life  widened — heartily  as  we  believe 
that  both  she  .and  society  require  her  emancipa¬ 
tion,  yet  lye  are  even  more  certain  that  no  op¬ 
portunity  is  lacking  in  her  present  place  for  a 
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truly  noble  life.  The  wife  of  a  poor  English  cu¬ 
rate,  an  unconscionably  selfish  curate,  a  wretch¬ 
edly  dishonest  curate,  a  wife  who  can  not  rbspect 
her  husband  and  therefore  can  but  illy  love  him 
at  the  best,  has  yet  the  opportunity  afforded  her 
to  fight  a  great  battle,  to  win  a  continuous  vic¬ 
tory,  to  be  in  her  little  cottage  and  her  muslin 
dress  not  only  a  “brave  lady,”  but  truer  lady 
than  many  a  one  who  looks  with  ill-concealed 
contempt  on  Wren’s  Nest.  An  old  moral,  you 
will  say.  Well,  it  is  not  a  new  one;  but  the 
world  has  not  as  yet  learned  it  so  well  that  it 
has  no  need  to  review  the  lesson ;  and  certainly 
it  could  ask  no  more  charming  or  capable  teach¬ 
er  than  Miss  Mulock.  Sometimes,  indeed,  we 
get  out  of  patience  with  Lady  de  Bougainville’s 
patience,  and  wonder  if  it  be  not  true  that  “en¬ 
durance  sometimes  ceases  to  be  a  virtue;”  and 
we  get  utterly  and  hopelessly  out  of  patience 
with  her  husband,  who  is  not  a  big  rascal  who 
rather  awakens  your  interest  by  his  rascalities, 
but  only  a  mean  and  conscienceless  Irishman, 
who  always  means  to  do  right  when  it  costs  no¬ 
thing,  but  who  has  no  capacity  for  self-sacrifice, 
and  binds  heavy  burdens  on  his  wife’s  shoulders 
which  he  does  nothing  to  lift,  no,  not  so  much  as 
with  his  little  finger.  But  these  are  the  rascals 
of  our  common  life,  not  the  Quilps,  nor  the 
Uriah  Keeps,  nor  the  lagos,  nor  the  Dick  Tur¬ 
pins  whom  we  meet  in  literatui-e ;  and  endurance 
is  so  infrequently  sufficiently  immoderate  to  be¬ 
come  a  vice  that  we  can  submit  to  a  little  over¬ 
plus  in  romance.  And  yet  if  we  gave  the  im¬ 
pression  that  this  is  in  any  sense  an  anti-woman’s- 
rights  novel,  we  should  give  the  falsest  concep¬ 
tion  of  it.  It  is,  on  the  contrary,  a  most  potent 
plea  for  woman’s  complete  emancipation,  por¬ 
traying  the  real  misery  of  the  “subjection  of 
women”  in  a  picture  that  will  touch  many  a  heart 
which  would  be  unmoved  by  Mr.  Mill’s  unim¬ 
aginative  description  of  the  same  shameful  fact, 
and  a  ciy,  such  as  will  be  heard,  against  the 
false  political  economy  which  sustains  such  legis¬ 
lation  and  the  false  exegesis  which  palms  it  off 
upon  the  Apostle  Paul.  Artistically  there  is 
great  skill  displayed  in  portraying  the  gradual 
change  which  life’s  sorrows  produce  in  the  char¬ 
acter  of  Lady  de  Bougainville,  and  in  the  gradu¬ 
al  separation  which  mutual  development  of  char¬ 
acter  produces  between  the  husband  and  wife. 
In  essaying  to  write  a  novel  that  is  not  in  any 
sense  a  “love-story”  Miss  Mulock  has  under¬ 
taken  a  difficult  task,  and  she  has  accomplished 
it  with  success.  In  undertaking  to  keep  up  the 
interest  of  the  reader  in  a  serial  story  vvithout 
plot,  with  very  simple  incidents,  and  with  little 
other  material  for  the  drama  than  the  brave  lady 
and  her  cowardly  husband,  she  essayed  a  dan¬ 
gerous  experiment,  accomplished  with  a  success 
to  which  the  many  readers  of  this  Magazine  who 
have  followed  the  story  of  her  life  from  month  to 
month  can  bear  witness. 

Of  Casimir  Maremna  (Roberts  Brothers)  what 
need  we  say  more  than  that  it  is  a  new  nov¬ 
el  by  the  author  of  “Eriends  in  Council”  and 
“Realmah,”  written,  as  every  thing  that  Ar¬ 
thur  Helps  writes,  for  a  purpose — a  novel 
part  romance,  part  political  economy,  part  crit¬ 
icism  ;  with  possibly  a  little  too  muo'h  of  political 
philosophy  for  a  romance,  and  a  little  too  much 
romance  for  a  work  on  political  philosophy ;  but 
at  all  events,  whatever  else  it  be,  not  common¬ 


place,  and  perhaps  equally  sure  to  attract  the  in¬ 
terest  of  thoughtful  people  and  to  awaken  the 
interest  of  none  others.  — Prederick  Spiel- 
hagen’s  Ilohensteins  (Leypoldt  and  Holt)  is  a 
much  better  novel  than  either  of  its  predeces¬ 
sors.  It  is  an  intensely  democratic  novel  of  the 
revolutionary  times  of  Europe,  presenting  a  pic¬ 
ture  of  German  nobility  which,  if  it  were  true, 
would  justify  the  most  rampant  red-republican¬ 
ism.  There  is  here  and  there  an  outcropping 
of  German  infidelity,  and  of  loose  and  socially 
destructive  ideas  of  the  marriage  relation, , which 
impair  a  story  which  is  otherwise  healthy  as 
well  as  entertaining. — There  will  be  many  read¬ 
ers  to  welcome  Appleton’s  republication  of  Grace 
Aguilar’s  Works.  That  the  most  distinctive¬ 
ly  Christian  of  novelists  lived  and  died  a  Jew, 
and  was  buried  in  a  Jew’s  cemetery,  must  ever 
be  considered  one  of  the  curiosities  of  literature. 
Certainly  no  reader  would  ever  guess  her  re¬ 
ligious  faith  from  her  works.  How  should  he 
when  they  abound  in  such  sentences  as,  “There 
is  but  one  hope,  our  Saviour,  for  the  sinner,” 
and  in  such  quotations  from  the  New  Testament 
as  “There  is  more  joy  in  heaven  over  one  sin¬ 
ner  that  repenteth  than  over  ninety-and-nine 
who  have  not  sinned?” — Dehenham's  ~Vow  (Har¬ 
per  and  Brothers),  by  Miss  Edwards,  is  a  dra¬ 
matic  stoiy,  verging  on  the  melodramatic — an 
English  stoiy,  with  some  sensational  episodes 
from  our  civil  war,  the  most  characteristic  feat¬ 
ure  of  the  book  being  the  blockade-running  of 
the  hero,  if  hero  he  may  be  called.  It  comes  at 
last  to  a  very  natural  but  unsatisfactory  termina¬ 
tion,  and  inculcates  a  moral  which  one  does  not 
need  to  go  to  a  novel  to  learn,  viz.,  that  love  is 
better  tjian  money,  and  a  bad  vow  is  better  bro¬ 
ken  than  kept. — It  is  yet  too  early  to  speak  crit¬ 
ically  of  Charles  Dickens’s  new  novel.  The 
Mijste.rij  of  Edwin  Erood.  Dickens’s  forte  is 
not  in  the  construction  of  plots  and  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  mysteries.  His  only  successful  plot  is 
that  of  “  Our  Mutual  Priend.”  We  are  not,  at 
the  time  of  this  writing,  conducted  even  to  the 
threshold  of  the  “.mystery;”  but  we  have  read 
far  enough  to  feel  assured  that  the  author  has 
lost  nothing  of  his  power,  has  perhaps  gained 
something  by  his  long  respite.  The  dialogue  in 
the  third  chapter  between  Edwin  Drood  and 
Rosa  is  as  capitally  conceived  and  carried  out  as 
any  thing  Dickens  ever  wrote.  The  novel  is  to 
be  published  as  a  serial  in  a  monthly  supplement 
to  Harper’s  Weehly. 

JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

A  NUMBER  of  years  ago  a  few  young  men,  of 
the  humblest  rank,  in  one  of  the  manufacturing 
towns  of  England,  meeting  in  the  long  winter 
evenings,  in  a  sort  of  improvised  school  for  mu¬ 
tual  improvement,  asked  a  gentleman  of  the 
neighborhood  to  come  in  and  “talk  to  them  a 
bit.”  He  accepted  the  invitation;  the  result 
was  a  series  of  lectures,  if  any  thing  so  informal 
can  justly  claim  that  name,  on  examples  of  what 
energy  and  perseverance  had  accomplished  in  the 
lives  of  the  truly  great  men,  the  truly  self-made 
men  of  the  past.  This  quasi-lecturer  was  Mr. 
Samuel  Smiles,  and  the  informal  lectures  grew 
at  length  into  an  unpretending  and  anecdotical 
book  with  the  significant  title  of  Self-Help.  This 
hook,  starting  so  modestly,  growing  up  the  au¬ 
thor  himself  scarcely  knew  how,  chimed  in  with 
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the  spirit  and  met  a  want  of  the  age.  It  was  re¬ 
printed  in  America,  translated  into  the  French, 
the  Dutch,  the  German,  and  the  Danish.  Its 
popularity  surprised  no  one  probably  more  than 
its  author.  It  is  a  popularity  well  deserved. 
The  heroism  of  the  world’s  greatest  benefactors, 
the  heroism  of  the  loom,  the  foundry,  the  mine, 
the  office,  and  the  counter  has  had  few  delinea¬ 
tors,  none  better,  none  more  heartily  apprecia¬ 
tive,  than  Mr.  Smiles.  “Self-Help”  is  a  thor- 
ouglily  manly  book;  a  book  that  no  boy  can 
carefully  read  without  being  made  better  and 
stronger  by  it ;  just  the  book  for  father  or  mo¬ 
ther  to  read  from  to  the  group  of  children  in  the 
evenings,  when  the  day’s  toil  and  the  day’s  sport 
are  over ;  a  book  tvhich  will  prove  a  far  better  in¬ 
centive  to  industry  than  either  a  scolding  or  the 
rod ;  a  book  to  go  into  every  Sabbath-school  li- 
braiy,  though  it  inculcates  chiefly  the  homely 
and  everyday  virtues  jvhich  Sabbath-schools  are 
apt  to  be  oblivious  of ;  a  book  well  worthy  of  the 
second  and  revised  edition  which  has  been  called 
for  by  the  public,  and  is  provided  by  the  press 
of  Harper  and  Brothers.  The  additions  are  very 
considerable,  including  sketches  of  such  men  as 
Bernard  Palissy,  Count  De  Buffon,  Cuvier, 
Claude  Lorraine,  Nicholas  Poussin,  Ary  Schef¬ 
fer,  and  Francis  Xavier.  We  place  it  in  the 
front  rank  of  “Juveniles,”  though  it  is  some¬ 
thing  more  than  a  “Juvenile” — something  cer¬ 
tainly  very  different  from  most  books  that  fall 
into  that  class. 

Miss  Alcott’s  Old-Fashioned  Girl  (Eoberts 
Brothers)  is  to  our  thinking  quite  as  good  a  story, 
quite  as  fresh,  unconventional,  and  true  as  “  Lit¬ 
tle  Women,”  though  it  will  hardly  be  as  popular 
with  the  little  folks.  In  fact,  it  is  writteti  for  an 
older  audience,  and  in  a  literary  point  of  view 
belongs  in  a  class  by  itself,  being  neither  quite 
young  enough  for  a  children’s  stoiy,  nor  quite 
old  enough  for  a  novel.  “Tom”  and  “Polly” 
are  genuine  additions  to  American  literature. 
We  doubt  whether  failing  is  quite  such  a  means 
of  grace  ordinarily  as  it  proved  in  the  case  of  the 
Shaw  family,  and  the  Toms  and  Fannys  of  real 
life  do  not  develop  such  sterling  qualities  in  man¬ 
hood  and  womanhood  out  of  material  so  meagre 
in  early  youth.  But  there  is  no  more  romance 
than  is  needed, to  give  zest  to  the  stoiy,  and  he 
must  be  a  very  “  proper”  person  indeed  who  can 
not  give  Polly  the  most  cordial  congratulations 
on  her  marriage  to  her  erratic  but  reclaimed 
lover.  Is  it  any  sign  of  a  popular  uprising 
against  the  tyrannical  reign  of  Mrs.  Grundy  thaf 
such  a  book  as  this  is  so  popular  ?  Or  will  the 
“girl  of  the  period”  read  it  only  for  the  sake 
of  a  laugh  at  the  old-fashioned  girl,  but  with  no 
thought  of  emulating  her  example  or  imitating 
her  character  ? 

There  is  many  a  performer  who  is  no  musi¬ 
cian  ;  many  a  young  lady  who,  under  the  delu¬ 
sion  that  she  is  acquiring  music,  is  only  learning 
to  bate  the  piano  which  she  thrums  so  merciless¬ 
ly.  For  this  abhorrence  of  music,  which  is  oft¬ 
en  the  parents’  gi-eatest  difficulty  and  the  pupils’ 
greatest  obstacle  too,  there  is  no  better  remedy 
than  a  living  sympathy  with  musicians  ;  and  when 
live  ones  are  not  at  hand  to  inspire  the  yet  sus¬ 
ceptible  mind  with  their  own  enthusiasm,  the 
lives  of  the  great  musicians  afford  the  best  sub¬ 
stitute.  For  this  reason,  not  merely  because  it 
is  a  volume  of  useful  and  interesting  biography. 


we  welcome  the  opening  volume  of  the  Tone 
Masters.  (Lee  atid  Shepard.)  The  author  has 
thought  it  necessary,  because  she  is  tvriting  for 
children,  to  employ  a  rather  clumsy  device  to 
give  her  history  the  semblance  of  a  romance. 
So  we  have  a  musical  club  which  meets  on  cer¬ 
tain  evenings  to  perform  the  works  of  the  great 
masters,  allotting  one  evening  in  turn  to  each, 
and  making  the  composer  of  the  evening  the 
theme  of  the  evening’s  conversation.  Despite 
this  unnecessary  machinery  the  story  of  the  lives 
of  Mozart  and  IMendelssohn  is  told  in  a  way 
which  makes  us  look  forward  with  expectations 
of  personal  enjoyment  to  the  succeeding  vol¬ 
umes,  which  are  to  treat,  it  is  said,  of  Handel 
and  Haydn,  Beethoven  and  Bach,  and  Schu¬ 
mann  and  Schubert.  Nor  is  it  the  story  of 
their  lives  alone  which  is  told  ;  some  account  of 
their  principal  works  is  given,  and  a  very  correct 
and  appreciative  idea  of  their  musical  character¬ 
istics  is  afforded  in  a  very  simple,  succinct,  but 
sprightly  style. 

Charles  Scribner  and  Co.  add  to  their  admi¬ 
rable  Illustrated  Library  of  Wonders,  translations 
of  ViARDOT’s/taZiara  Art,  Sauzay’s  Glass-Mak¬ 
ing,  and  De  Lanoye’s  Sublime  in  Nature.  The 
latter  is  simply  a  compilation,  a  selection  of  ex¬ 
tracts  from  various  writers,  and  is  neither  in  the 
character  of  its  literary  contents  nor  of  its  pic¬ 
tures  equal  to  the  average  of  its  predecessors. 
The  selections  are  well  made,  but  the  book  has 
no  unity.  The  second  is  a  very  entertaining 
treatise,  chiefly  devoted  to  a  description  of  the 
rarer  operations  in  glass-making,  such  as  the 
manufacture  of  mirrors,  goblets,  vases,  cut,  gilt, 
frosted,  filigree  glass,  etc.  The  author  traces  each 
operation  in  turn  to  its  origin  in  past  history,  and 
the  reader  will  be  surprised  to  find  how  true  it  is 
in  this  art,  which  to  most  persons  seems  modern, 
there  is  almost  literally  nothing  new  under  the 
sun.  The  engravings  are  but  little  inferior  to 
those  of  the  English  version.  Yiardot’s  W'ork 
gives  the  reader  a  very  good  idea  of  the  history 
of  Italian  art,  and  the  characteristics  of  its  dif¬ 
ferent  schools.  It  would  be  a  capital  book  for 
an}'  one  to  read  who  means  to  visit  Italy,  and  an 
interesting  one  for  him  to  read  who  has  visited 
it.  The  pictures  do  not  add  much  to  the  book. 
Even  the  best  engravings  give  but  a  very  imper¬ 
fect  idea  of  the  works  of  the  great  masters,  and 
these  engravings  are  not  of  the  best. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

•  Ecmor  attributes  to  Ealph  Waldo  Ejier- 
SON  a  peculiar  method  of  composition.  He 
keeps,  it  is  said,  a  commonplace-book,  into  which 
go  every  striking  thought,  curious  metaphor, 
keen  epigram,  which  his  own  mind  incubates  or 
his  various  reading  discovers.  When  he  is  called 
on  for  a  lecture,  he  goes  to  his  commonplace- 
book.  He  culls  from  its  pages  enough  of  its  best 
material  for  an  hour’s  instruction  or  entertain¬ 
ment.  Connection  is  immaterial.  He  exhibits 
his  collection  of  pearls  and  precious  stones,  and 
notes  carefully  what  strikes  most  the  popular  feel¬ 
ing.  These  he  treasures  up,  cuUs,  casts  into 
paragraphs.  This  makes  his  book.  We  do  not 
altogether  credit  Madame  Eumor.  Mr.  Emer¬ 
son  is  not  the  man  to  ask  the  public  to  select  for 
him.  He  writes,  above  all  other  American 
authors,  as  one  who  is  supremely  indifferent  to 
1  praise  or  blame.  There  is,  too,  in  his  disjointed 
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sentences  a  method,  which  they  who  study  him 
discover,  as  in  the  constellations  which  stud  the 
sky  there  is  a  real  order  which  is  hidden  from 
the  child.  It  must  be  confessed,  however,  that 
his  terse,  epigrammatic,  and  seemingly  discon¬ 
nected  style  gives  color  of  truth  to  Madame  Ru¬ 
mor’s  story.  His  last  book — Society  and  Soli¬ 
tude  (Fields,  Osgood,  and  Co.) — adds  this  fur¬ 
ther  evidence,  that  in  it  Mr.  Emerson  refers  to 
his  commonplace-book,  and  quotes  from  it.  That 
he  often  quotes  without  referring,  no  one  who  is 
familiar  with  his  writings  can  doubt. 

“Society  and  Solitude”  is,  we  need  hardly  say, 
a  collection  of  essays.  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 
never  writes  any  thing  else.  Of  these  essays,  we 
have  found  that  on  ‘  ‘  Books”  the  most  interest¬ 
ing.  It  is  less  characteristically  Emersonian ;  it 
has  continuity — beginning,  middle,  and  end ;  it 
really  tells  us  something  about  books  ;  it  is  com¬ 
prehensible,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  para¬ 
graphs,  by  the  common  mind ;  it  gives  an  ad¬ 
mirable,  though  partial  and  incomplete,  course 
of  reading;  it  gives  some  admirable  hints  to 
readers,  along  with  some  which  are  sufficiently 
absurd  to  do  full  credit  to  their  parentage.  If, 
for  example,  all  readers  agreed  to  the  rule, 
“Never  read  any  but  famed  books,”  all  reading 
would  come  to  an  untimely  end.  The  rule, 
“  Never  read  any  but  what  you  like,”  is  admira¬ 
ble  for  mature  minds,  and  its  application  would 
save  a  great  deal  of  wasted  time.  He  might  add, 
“  Never  read  except  as  you  like — always  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  mood  of  the  hour.”  Whoever  has 
met  Henry  Ward  Beecher  traveling  can  hardly 
fail  to  have  noticed  his  inseparable  traveling  com¬ 
panion — a  black  leather  bag.  It  is  full,  not  of 
clothes,  but  of  books.  There  is  a  volume  of  po¬ 
etry,  one  of  history,  one  of  philosophy,  one  of 
science,  one  of  art.  Be  the  journey  long  or 
short,  he  always  has  his  library  with  him. 
“Why  take  so  many?”  we  once  heard  him 
asked;  “you  surely  don’t  expect  to  read  them 
all!”  “Because,”  was  his  reply,  “when  I  start 
I  never  can  tell  what  I  want  to  read.  Some¬ 
times  I  take  some  honey  from  each  flower — some¬ 
times  I  only  open  a  single  volume ;  I  read  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  appetite.”  This  is  sound  philoso¬ 
phy.  Read  what  you  like.  The  appetite  is  the 
only  true  guide — mood  the  true  scholar’s  only 
true  system.  It  is  because  Mr.  Emerson  reads 
only  what  he  likes  that  his  essay  on  “  Books”  is 
more  a  revealer  of  himself  than  anything  else  we 
have  met  with  from  his  pen.  That  a  man  is 
known  by  the  company  he  keeps,  has  passed  into 
a  proverb.  Books  are  Mr.  Emerson’s  compan¬ 
ions,  and  this  introduction  to  them  explains  both 
his  strength  and  his  weakness — his  strength  in 
the  higher  and  subtler  forms  of  intellectual  life, 
his  weakness  in  the  absolute  poverty  of  his  spirit¬ 
ual  resources.  The  ethical  element,  the  con¬ 
science,  the  keen  sense  of  right  and  wrong,  the 
delicate  sense,  too,  in  matters  where  moral  judg¬ 
ment  becomes  a  moral  taste,  and  even  the  refined 
imagination,  closely  approximating  the  higher 
and  spiritual  life,  are  not  wanting  ;  but  the  spir¬ 
itual  faculties  themselves  are  absolutely  dormant, 
and  one  can  hardly  fail  to  notice  that  among 
books  there  is  no  mention  of  those  whose  vir¬ 
tue  lies  in  their  spiritual  power — none  but  the 
merest  paragraph  about  “the  Bibles  of  the 
world,”  and  about  these  only  as  expressions  of 
“sentiment”  and  of  “the  universal  conscience.” 
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There  is  an  “unseen  world,”  which  the  quick 
insight  of  a  Paul,  a  John,  a  Melanchthon,  a 
Thomas  h  Kempis,  a  Fe'nelon,  perceives,  but 
which  this  rare  thinker,  with  all  the  subtlety  of 
his  genius,  never  sees.  Let  us  thank  him  for 
this  much,  at  least — that,  knowing  nothing  of  it, 
he  makes  no  attempt  to  hide  his  ignorance  be¬ 
hind  a  flimsy  veil  of  conventional  phrases,  bor¬ 
rowed  from  men  whose  visions  he  never  shares. 
Mr.  Emerson  is,  at  least,  honest ;  and  that  is 
much — we  might  almost  say,  every  thing. 

Mr.  Mukeay,  by  his  Music-Hall  Sermons 
(Fields,  Osgood,  and  Co.),  has  redeemed  his  name 
from  the  doubtful  honors  which  his  “Adiron- 
dacks”  brought  him.  For  twelve  Sabbath  even¬ 
ings  Music  Hall  in  Boston  was  crowded  to  its 
utmost  capacity  to  hear  the  popular  preacher  of 
Park  Street  Church.  Something  was  doubt¬ 
less  due  to  the  novelty  of  the  occasion  ;  some¬ 
thing  to  the  musical  service,,  led  by  a  choir  of  a 
hundred  singers  under  the  direction  of  Monsieur 
Touijee ;  something  to  the  somewhat  doubtful 
reputation  which  the  preacher  had  already  ac¬ 
quired  in  circles  far  outside  his  own  parish.  But 
those  who  came  to  hear  a  “  sensational”  preach¬ 
er,  or  to  laugh  over  quirks  and  oddities,  must 
have  gone  disappointed  away;  and  yet,  to  the 
last,  the  audiences  did  not  diminish.  'The  fact 
that  sermons  so  simple,  so  unpretentious,  so  lit¬ 
tle  ornate,  so  utterly  undogmatic,  possessing  so 
slight  tokens  of  any  peculiar  scholarship,  or  any 
subtle  poetic  intuitions,  or  any  keen  analysis,  in 
a  word,  characterized  so  little  by  any  marks  of 
peculiar  genius,  should  have  been  the  religious 
sensation  of  the  Athens  of  America,  affords  a 
new  evidence  that  the  Gospel  has  not  lost  its 
power ;  that  when  it  is  not  made  to  serve  the 
recruiting  purposes  of  a  church,  when  it  is  not 
overlaid  and  obscured  by  the  tenets  of  the  schools, 
nor  1^  an  excessive  and  florid  ornamentation, 
when  it  is  the  simple  utterance  of  a  heart  in  earn¬ 
est,  there  is  that  in  it  which  takes  strong  hold 
on  all  hearts ;  as  much  so  as  when  Jesus  pro¬ 
claimed  it  among  the  hills  of  Galilee,  or  Paul 
among  the  cities  and  in  the  synagogues  of  Greece. 
Dr.  Hall  has  set  two  classes  of  preachers  in  con^ 
trast — the  plain  and  the  poetic.  One,  he  says, 
admits  the  sunlight  through  transparent  glass, 
making  the  soul  to  glow  with  the  warm  light  of 
heaven ;  the  other  lets  it  in  through  stained- 
glass  windows,  filling  the  soul  with  a  soft,  varie¬ 
gated,  “dim  religious  light;”  beautiful,  but  far 
from  bright  or  clear.  Mr.  Murray’s  sermons  are 
transparent  glass.  It  is  the  light  of  the  sun  it¬ 
self  which  shines  through  them. 

Whoeverhas  attended  long  at  Plymouth  Church 
will  bear  witness  that  Henry  Ward  Beecher 
is  better  in  his  pulpit  than  on  the  platform,  and 
better  in  the  prayer-meeting  than  in  the  pulpit. 
His  Lecture-Room  Talks,  reported  by  his  shad¬ 
ow,  Mr.  Ellinwood,  and  published  from  week 
to  week  in  the  columns  of  the  Christian  Union, 
gathered  now  in  a  substantial  volume,  make  a 
book  of  rare  devotional  reading,  and  carry  the 
reader  nearer  the  great  heart  of  their  author  than 
any  thing  else  short  of  a  personal  and  familiar 
acquaintance.  Thanks,  Mr.  Ellinwood,  for  a 
service  which  makes  Mr.  Beecher’s  parish  as 
wide  as  the  bounds  of  the  nation. — Pyle’s  Ex¬ 
pository  Thoughts  on  John  (Carters)  are  exceed¬ 
ingly  pleasant  and  profitable  reading ;  and  a  com¬ 
mentary  which  is  really  both  pleasant  and  profit- 
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able  is  a  rarity  indeed. — Randall’s  History  of 
Neiv  York  (J.  B.  Eord  and  Co.)  is  a  compend 
for  schools.  Why  must  the  school  compends  al¬ 
ways  be  a  collection  of  uninteresting  details,  and 
children  be  frightened  from  the  most  fascinating 
of  studies  by  the  method  in  which  it  is  present¬ 
ed? — The  Axitohiography  of  Edward  Wortley 
Montagu  (Turner  and  Co.),  the  scape-grace  son 
of  a  scape-grace  mother,  in  turn  a  Protestant,  a 
gipsy,  a  Roman  Catholic,  and  a  Mohammedan, 
and  about  equally  Christian  in  all,  is  a  cynical, 
morose,  flippant,  misanthropical  book,  written 
by  one  who  liad  neither  faith  in  God,  man,  nor 
virtue,  and  has  no  value  whatever  unless  it  be 
in  the  portraiture  of  certain  phases  of  English 
life  in  the  time  of  George  L,  and  until  its  au¬ 
thenticity  has  some  better  evidence  than  is  as  yet 
affoided  us,  this  value  is  small. — The  Memoirs 
of  William  C.  Bnrns  and  of  James  Hamilton 
(Carters)  are  on  the  whole  inspiring  books,  de¬ 
spite  tlie  fault  of  all  religious  biographies — too 
much  ill-digested  and  ill-assorted  matter.  The 
iormer  was  the  first  Protestant  missionary  to 
China,  and  inaugurated  the  missionary  work 
there  by  traveling  alone  throughout  the  interior, 
dressing  like  a  Chinaman,  and  eating  like  him 
too,  becoming  all  things  to  all  men  in  truly  apos¬ 
tolic  spirit.  His  warm  personal  friend,  James 
Hamilton,  was,  besides  pastor  and  preacher  in 
the  great  English  metropolis,  the  most  industri¬ 
ous  of  litterateurs,  and  did  an  amount  of  read¬ 
ing,  WTiting,  and  studying  which  one  would  sup¬ 
pose  to  consort  only  with  the  idlest,  while  he  was 
the  busiest  of  men.  His  biography  is,  especially 
the  latter  half  of  it,  a  very  healthful  book  to  read 


—a  good  book  for  you  to  give  your  pastor, 
reader,  by  tvay  of  inspiration  and  eneourage- 
ment.  An  hour  with  it  is  like  a  whiff  of  oxy¬ 
gen  among  the  mount.ains  to  a  carbon-poisoned 
denizm  of  the  city. — The  proprietors  of  village 
and  circulating  libraries  assure  us  that  the  bound 
volumes  of  Harper's  Magazine  are  the  most  pop¬ 
ular,  the  most  in  demand,  of  any  books  on  their 
shelves.  These  forty  volumes  constitute  indeed 
a  library  in  themselves,  of  science,  historv,  trav¬ 
els,  and  romance ;  the  value  of  which  'will  be 
greatly  enhanced  by  the  complete  analytical  In¬ 
dex  now  for  the  first  time  published,  enabling  the 
reader  to  find  at  a  glance  any  subject  treated  of 
in  the  complete  set.  This  index  makes,  in  fact, 
t\iQ  Magazine  a  cycloptcdia.  There  is  no  way  in 
which  a  man  can  get  so  large  and  so  serviceable 
a  library  for  so  small  a  price  as  by  purchasing 
this  set  complete  with  the  index  which  accom¬ 
panies  it. — Whoever  undertakes  to  build  a  house, 
we  know,  for  we  have  tried,  finds  it  necessary  to 
get  all  the  books  of  plans  he  can,  and  all  the  plans 
of  his  friends  who  have  built  before  him,  and  spend 
from  one  to  three  months,  according  to  the  sever- 
it}'  of  the  attack,  in  di'awing  all  sorts  of  conceiv¬ 
able  and  inconceivable  designs.  This  done,  he  is 
prepared  to  engage  a  builder  or  architect,  tell  him 
what  he  wants,  leave  the  work  of  both  buildin<r 
and  designing  in  his  hands,  and  go  about  his  own 
work  with  a  free  mind.  For  those  in  the  first  stan-e 
of  the  building  fever  we  know  of  no  better  boo^k 
than  Bicknell’s  Village  Builder  (^A.  and  J.  Bick- 
nell,  Troy).  It  is  very  pleasant  to  look  through  : 
and  no  architectural  book  is  good  for  any  thing 
else,  except  to  the  professional  architect. 


iMtnr'0  ItiBiitifit  Jlttor^i. 


PRACTICAL  APPLICATION  OP  THE  TEANS- 
LUCENCY  OF  METALS. 

Metals  have  generally  been  considered  as 
opaque  bodies,  not  permitting  the  passage 
of  light  through  their  substance.  It  is,  however 
very  easy  to  show,  by  the  use  of  an  extremely  thin 
film,  as  of  gold  or  silver  deposited  upon  glass,  that 
light  passes  quite  freely  through  them  ;  and  this 
property  has  latterly  been  turned  to  very  good  ad¬ 
vantage.  One  of  the  earliest  applications  was  as  a 
substitute  for  the  ordinary  soot-blackened  or  col¬ 
ored  glass,  used  in  observing  the  sun  during  an 
eclipse,  or  at  other  times ;  and  the  silvering  of 
the  objective  glass  of  the  great  telescope  of  the 
Paris  Observatory  has  permitted  an  investigation 
of  the  sun’s  disk  such  as  could  not  otherwise  be 
prosecuted.  Viewed  through  a  lens,  or  even  a 
plain  glass  thus  silvered,  the  sun  appears  of  a 
soft  bluish  color,  very  sharply  defined  against  a 
black  back-ground  formed  of  the  sky.  All  the 
peculiaiities  of  the  solar  image,  the  different 
spots  and  foci  in  their  variations  of  intensity, 
and  the  less  luminous  marginal  regions,  are 
shotyn  with  the  greatest  clearness  ;  and  even  the 
filmiest  clouds  and  vapors  which  seem  to  sweep 
over  the  disk  can  be  readily  perceived.  The  ex¬ 
amination  can  be  kept  up  any  length  of  time 
ryithout  strain  to  the  eyes.  The  physiological  ac¬ 
tion  is  very  different  from  that  of  colored  glasses, 
the  use  of  which  is  sometimes  very  objectiona¬ 
ble.  All  the  different  rays  of  light  pass  through 


the  metal  (although  greatly  tempered),  except 
the  outermost  red  rays,  which  are  excluded,  to- 
gethet  with  the  dark  heat  rays,  and  the  silver  must 
be  deposited  in  the  usual  galvanoplastic  or  chem¬ 
ical  manner,  so  as  to  form  a  very  delicate  film. 
Gold  and  platinum  may  also  be  used,  but  silver 
possesses  several  advantages. 

This  property,  on  the  part  of  metals,  of  great- 
y  subduing  the  rays  of  light  without  extinguish- 
mg  them  to  any  extent,  and  of  excluding  almost 
entirely  the  rays  of  heat,  is  now  applied  to  other 
practical  purposes.  Weak  eyes  can  use  spec¬ 
tacles  thus  prepared  to  the  greatest  advantage 
where  colored  glasses  are  not  to  be  thought  of! 
For  persons  whose  business  keeps  them  before  a 
glowing  fire  such  glasses  are  invaluable,  since  the 
sight  is  not  strained  by  the  light,  nor  the  eye¬ 
ball  injured  by  the  heat,  which  is  measurably  ex¬ 
cluded.  Screens  of  glass,  to  be  placed  before 
nr^,  have  also  been  made  on  the  same  principle. 

By  inserting  plates  of  glass  thus  treated  in  the 
panels  of  doors,  or  using  them  as  window-panes. 
It  will  be  easy  to  observe  from  within  all  that  is 
going  on  outside,  while  it  will  be  impossible  to 
see  into  the  room  unless  there  be  another  window 
on  the  opposite  side,  so  as  to  show  through. 
Ihe  application  of  the  metal  to  the  glass  con¬ 
verts  It  into  a  mirror,  which  reflects  the  light 
and  makes  it  to  one  outside  as  opaque  as  mirrors 
aie  generally.  The  use  of  such  windows,  where 
an  observer  within  has  occasion  to  notice  persons 
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outside  without  being  seen,  will  be  readily  under¬ 
stood  in  the  case  of  prisons,  work-shops,  stores, 
etc.,  where,  however,  as  already  remarked,  there 
should  be  but  the  one  opening.  The  platinized 
glass  has  been  found  most  convenient  for  this 
purpose. 

These  few  illustrations  of  a  general  principle, 
capable  of  a  great  variety  of  practical  applica¬ 
tions,  show  at  the  same  time  how  often  the  man 
of  science,  seeking  for  the  solution  of  some  prob¬ 
lem  in  his  theoretical  investigations,  reaches  re¬ 
sults  capable  of  a  thousand  uses  in  everyday  life, 
which  are  eagerly  caught  up  and  turned  to  profit¬ 
able  account. 

CONVEESION  OF  TALLOW  INTO  BUTTER. 

It  is  said  that  tbe  legitimate  demand  for  tallow 
in  Great  Britain  is  very  seriously  interfered  with 
by  the  use  of  a  large  percentage  of  it  in  the 
manufacture  of  butter.  The  tallow  is  sent  to 
Belgium,  w'here  it  is  kneaded  up  with  a  particu¬ 
lar  kind  of  meal,  to  which  is  added  about  thirty- 
five  per  cent,  of  water.  It  is  then  exported  from 
Ostend  as  Flemish  butter  ;  and  it  is  to  be  found 
under  this  name  in  the  markets  of  London. 

MAGNESIA  LIGHT  PHOTOGRAPHY. 

M.  Van  Monckhoven  has  excited  much  inter¬ 
est  in  photographic  circles  by  his  invention  of  a 
peculiar  form  of  illumination,  by  means  of  which 
he  is  enabled  to  take  photographic  pictures  with 
great  success.  He  uses  for  this  purpose  the  car¬ 
bonate  of  magnesia,  heated  to  a  white  heat  by  an 
alcohol  lamp  or  by  the  oxy hydrogen  light.  The 
magnesia,  under  these  circumstances,  gives  a  light 
equal  in  intensity  to  that  of  the  metallic  magne¬ 
sium,  and  of  the  same  color,  but  with  the  ad¬ 
ditional  advantage  that  there  is  no  smoke,  and 
the  light  is  very  .constant.  The  expense  amounts 
to  about  fifty  cents  an  hour.  According  to  Dr. 
J.  J.  Woodward,  the  best,  if  not  the  cheapest, 
light  for  photographic  illumination  (sunlight  not 
excepted)  is  that  of  electricity,  the  calcium  light 
being  the  worst. 

TRANSFUSION  OF  BLOOD. 

A  memoir  recently  published  upon  the  trans¬ 
fusion  of  blood  from  one  living  subject  to  anoth¬ 
er  mentions,  as  the  principal  points  reached  in 
the  investigations  of  the  author,  first,  that  blood 
collected  and  kept  in  contact  with  the  air  at  a 
medium  temperature  remains  unchanged  in  its 
constituent  histological  condition,  and  preserves 
its  chemical  peculiarities  for  two  or  three  hours ; 
second,  that  the  red  globules,  saturated  with  ox¬ 
ygen,  are  the  actual  revivifying  principle,  the 
fibrin  not  being  an  essential  part.  On  this  ac¬ 
count,  to  insure  safety,  and  to  prevent  the  intro¬ 
duction  of  clots  into  the  circulation,  blood  de¬ 
prived  of  its  fibrin  is  to  be  preferred  to  that  in 
its  normal  condition.  Third,  the  defibrinated 
blood  of  any  species,  transfused  into  an  individ¬ 
ual  of  the  same  species,  can  revivify  that  indi¬ 
vidual,  compensating  for  loss  of  blood,  fulfilling 
all  the  functions  of  the  normal  and  primitive 
blood,  and  being  subject  to  all  its  physiological 
laws.  In  the  same  way  we  can  combat  an  alter¬ 
ation  of  the  blood,  by  exchanging  it  for  that 
which  is  healthy.  Fourth,  the  blood  of  animals 
of  one  species  can  revivify,  if  even  in  a  transitory 
mqnner,  animals  of  another  species.  Such  blood 
is  readily  decomposed,  and  if  it  has  been  injected 


in  small  quantities  it  may  be  eliminated ;  if  in¬ 
jected  in  large  quantities  it  may  produce  death. 
Fifth,  transfusion  well  executed  is  not  a  danger¬ 
ous  operation.  The  practical  dangers  signalized 
by  the  author  lie  in  the  introduction  of  foreign 
bodies  with  the  blood,  the  formation  of  clots  even 
in  injecting  the  defibrinated  blood,  the  introduc¬ 
tion  of  air  into  the  circulation,  and  the  precipita¬ 
tion  of  the  injection,  and  finally,  phlebitis,  or  in¬ 
flammation  of  the  inner  membrane  of  the  punc¬ 
tured  vein. 

POKORNY’S  ICE-MACHINE. 

Another  addition  to  the  long  list  of  ice-ma¬ 
chines  is  that  manufactured  by  Mr.  Pokorny,  of 
Vienna,  based  upon  the  ammonia  apparatus  of 
Carre.  This  machine,  it  is  said,  will  furnish  by 
continued  use  six  or  seven  hundred- weight  of 
ice  per  hour,  with  a  consumption  of  about  one- 
tenth  of  this  weight  in  coal,  being  operated  by  a 
steam-engine  of  one  half  horse-power.  Three 
workmen  are  sufficient  to  carry  on  the  entire 
process,  including  the  tending  of  the  engine.  It 
has  been  calculated  that  the  actual  expense,  in 
Germany,  of  the  material  and  labor,  independent 
of  the  cost  of  the  machine,  is  less  than  ten  cents 
per  hundred-weight  of  ice.  The  cost  of  the  ma¬ 
chine  there,  capable  of  furnishing  one  hundred 
pounds  of  ice  an  hour,  is  $2600 ;  one  making 
five  hundred  pounds  per  hour,  $6000. 

ARTIFICIAL  CORAL. 

The  false  coral  of  the  jewelers  is  usually  made 
of  alabaster,  colored  by  means  of  a  bath  con¬ 
sisting  of  half  an  ounce  of  cream  of  tartar,  a 
quarter  of  an  ounce  of  tin  composition,  and  one 
quart  of  water.  The  tin  composition  is  prepared 
from  eight  parts  of  nitric  acid,  one  part  of  sal 
ammoniac,  one  part  of  tin,  and  twenty-five  parts 
of  water.  To  the  bath  thus  prepared  enough 
powdered  cochineal  is  added  to  give  it  a  proper 
degree  of  coloration ;  and  the  W'hole  is  then 
brought  to  the  boiling-point,  and,  after  boiling  a 
short  time,  it  is  to  be  cooled  and  decanted.  The 
alabaster  is  next  introduced  into  this  clear  liquid 
and  kept  some  hours,  and  then  allotved  to  dry  in 
the  air.  It  is  finally  placed  two  or  three  hours 
in  a  bath  consisting  of  equal  quantities  of  stearic 
acid  and  wax.  When  the  objects  are  removed 
from  this  mixture  they  are  rubbed  otF  with  paper, 
and  can  be  polished  in  the  usual  manner. 

CURIOUS  SHAPE  OF  BIRDS’  BILLS. 

We  have  in  birds  a  great  variety  of  form  and 
adaptation  of  particular  parts  to  special  wants, 
under  special  circumstances,  although  it  is  in  the 
bill  that  the  greatest  diversity,  in  this  respect,  is 
obseiwed.  This  organ  is  sometimes  very  broad 
and  shovel-shaped,  sometimes  very  slender  and 
elongated.  It  is  frequently  bent  downward, 
sometimes  in  a  gentle  curve,  as  in  the  curlew' ; 
and  in  others  at  an  abrupt  angle,  as  in  the  fla¬ 
mingo  ;  more  rarely  it  is  bent  upward,  as  in  the 
godwit  and  avoset.  The  most  curious  modifica¬ 
tion  of  its  shape,  however,  has  lately  been  an¬ 
nounced  in  the  case  of  a  small  ppecies  resem¬ 
bling  the  plover,  and  found  on  the  coast  of  New 
Zealand.  Here  the  bill  is  bent  at  a  decided  an¬ 
gle  abruptly  toward  the  right,  and  with  the  ex¬ 
treme  point  also  slightly  turned  upward,  so  as 
almost  to  form  a  screw.  This  peculiarity  is  so 
singular  as  to  have  at  first  suggested  the  idea 
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that  the  first  specimen  was  a  monstrosity ;  but 
in  more  recent  collections  from  New  Zealand 
others  were  obtained,  all  agreeing  in  the  shape 
above  mentioned.  An  approach  to  this  pecul¬ 
iar  character  of  bill  is  seen  in  the  case  of  the 
cross-bill,  a  small,  sparrow-like  bird  of  a  red 
color,  inhabiting  the  boreal  regions  of  the  noith- 
ern  hemisphere.  In  this  the  two  jaws  are  natural 
in  their  position  in  the  young  birds  ;  but  with  in¬ 
creasing  age  the  points  lengthen  to  such  an  ex¬ 
tent  that  they  cross,  the  one  cutting  against  the 
other  like  the  blades  of  scissors.  They  feed  al¬ 
most  entirely  upon  the  seeds  of  pines,  which  they 
are  enabled  to  extract  with  great  facility  by 
means  of  this  peculiar  form  of  the  bill. 

ARCTIC  VEGETATION. 

Dr.  Seeniann,  an  excellent  authority  in  all 
questions  of  botanical  geography,  thinks  that  if 
there  be  land  present  at  the  extreme  north,  at  or 
near  the  pole,  in  all  probability  it  will  be  found 
to  be  covered  by  some  form  of  vegetation  wher¬ 
ever  it  is  not  occupied  by  snow  and  ice.  He 
states  that  the  most  northerly  berry-bearing  plant 
is  a  species  of  Vacciniwn,  a  kind  of  whortleberry, 
found  growing  on  the  northwest  shore  of  Green¬ 
land,  at  a  latitude  of  seventy-six  degrees  north, 
and  a  longitude  of  sixty-six  west.  The  other 
most  northern  berry -bearing  genera  are  the  cran¬ 
berry  {Oxycoccus),  thimble-berry  (Rubus),  the 
cornel,  or  dog-berry  (Cornus),  and  the  Empe- 
trum. 

HIBERNATION  OF  DUCK-WEED. 

A  curious  habit,  analogous  to  that  of  hiberna¬ 
tion  among  animals,  has  been  observed  in  the 
duck-weed  (Lenina),  a  well-known  plant  grow¬ 
ing  in  and  floating  on  the  surface  of  fresh  water. 
During  the  warm  season  the  floating  leaves  are 
provided  with  small  air-cells,  by  means  of  which 
they  are  buoyed  up  and  kept  at  the  surfiice  ;  but 
in  August  or  September  new  leaves  make  their 
appearance,  differing  from  the  old  ones  in  many 
of  their  characteristics,  being  smaller,  differently 
shaped,  without  air-cells,  and  with  exceedingly 
minute  roots,  which  are  at  first  hidden  within 
the  leaf.  Lacking  the  buoyancy  of  the  summer 
leaves,  as  soon  as  they  become  detached  from 
the  parent  plant,  which  takes  place  at  the  slight¬ 
est  agitation,  they  firll  to  the  bottom  and  there 
remain,  the  original  plant  itself  perishing  with 
the  first  frost.  At  the  proper  season  in  the 
spring  a  small  bubble  of  oxygen  appears  on  the 
upper  part  of  these  leaves,  which  soon  brings 
them  to  the  surface  of  the  water,  from  which 
they  again  descend  when  the  temperature  falls 
below  a  certain  point,  finally  remaining  at  the 
top  and  developing  into  the  mature  plant. 

ECONOMICAL  MANUFACTURE  OF  OXYGEN. 

We  have  already  adverted  to  the  employment 
of  oxygen  in  ordinary  illumination  in  the  city  of 
Taris,  an  application  which,  to  be  of  economical 
value,  requires  an  improved  method  of  manufac¬ 
turing  the  gas.  This  is  done  by  placing  500 
pounds  of  manganate  of  soda  in  a  retort  and 
superheating  it,  steam  being  passed  over  it  with 
the  result  that  all  the  oxygen  is  extracted  in  five 
minutes.  Hot  air  is  then  passed  over  this  residue 
for  five  minutes  more,  and  the  percentage  of 
oxygen  is  again  restored  ;  and  this  alternation  is 
continued  to  the  number  of  six  times  in  an  hour. 


at  the  end  of  which  time  two  and  a  half  cubic 
yards  of  oxygen  have  been  furnished.  The  oxy¬ 
gen,  as  it  first  issues  from  the  gasometer,  con¬ 
tains  about  fifteen  per  cent,  of  nitrogen ;  but  by 
allowing  the  first  portions  to  escape,  the  quantity 
of  this  gas  in  the  mixture  can  be  reduced  to  two 
and  a  half  per  cent.  According  to  the  state¬ 
ment  of  the  inventor  of  this  process,  one  ton  of 
manganate  of  soda  will  yield  100  cubic  yards  of 
oxygen  daily,  or  more  than  30,000  cubic  yards 
per  year,  without  the  necessity  of  renewing  the 
salt  during  the  whole  time. 

NATIVE  SULPHUR  IN  THE  WEST  INDIES. 

A  valuable  deposit  of  native  sulphur  has  lately 
been  discovered  in  the  island  of  Saba,  of  the 
Dutch  West  Indies.  The  deposit  is  found  in  a 
trachytic  porphyry,  and  varies  in  thickness  from 
fifteen  to  fifty  feet,  its  elevation  above  the  sea  be¬ 
ing  from  forty-five  to  two  hundred  feet. 

DISCOVERY  OF  NATIVE  LEAD. 

It  is  stated  as  an  interesting  discovery  in  min¬ 
eralogy  that  native  lead  has  been  found  in  Thu¬ 
ringia,  embedded  in  amygdaloidal  melaphyre,  and 
running  through  the  rock  in  globules  and  strings. 
This  announcement  has.^xcited  much  skepticism 
among  mineralogists  ;  but  the  evidence  of  the 
firct  is  said  to  be  quite  incontestable. 

GREAT  HEAT  FROM  STEAM. 

_  The  apparent  paradox  of  raising  certain  solu¬ 
tions,  by  means  of  steam  at  212  degrees  Eahren- 
heit,  to  an  appreciably  higher  degree  than  this, 
has  been  presented  by  Mr.  Spence.  Thus  he  se¬ 
lects  a  solution  of  some  salt  (as  nitrate  of  soda) 
having  a  high  boiling-point,  or  one  of  about  250 
degrees  Fahrenheit,  and  this  is  placed  in  a  ves¬ 
sel  surrounded  by  a  jacket.  Steam  is  let  into 
the  intervening  space  until  the  temperature  of 
212  degrees  is  reached.  The  steam  is  then  shut 
off  and  an  open  pipe  immersed  in  the  solution, 
and  steam  from  the  same  source  throrvn  directly 
into  the  liquor.  In  a  few  seconds  the  thermom¬ 
eter  begins  to  rise  slowly-,  but  continues  to  do  so 
until  it  finally  reaches  the  point  of  250  degrees. 
This  method,  applicable  in  a  great  variety  of 
ways,  promises  to  be  of  immense  value  in  ob¬ 
taining  readily  an  unusually  high  degree  of  tem¬ 
perature,  and  one  by  means  of  which  important 
chemical  combinations  and  decompositions  can 
be  accomplished. 

INFUSION  OF  COAL  AND  CHALK. 

Some  curious  statements  have  lately  been  pre¬ 
sented  to  the  Microscopical  Society  of  London, 
by  Mr.  Wake,  in  reference  to  tlie  phenomena  ob¬ 
served  after  macerating  coal  and  other  mineral 
substances  in  water.  When  a  piece  of  coal  is 
powdered  as  finely  as  possible  and  placed  in  wa¬ 
ter,  it  exhibits,  after  the  lapse  of  a  week,  a  curi¬ 
ous  growth,  which  finally  assumes  the  form  of 
masses  of  regular  vegetation  of  a  black  color, 
bearing  one  or  more  fronds;  but  intermingled 
are  fibres  apparently  flattened,  and  perfectly 
black,  occasionally  attaining  great  length.  Oth¬ 
er  fibres  are  of  a  greenish  hue,  and  seem  to  be 
interwoven  with  small  black  fronds.  In  addition 
to  these  there  is  a  considerable  quantity  of  a 
gelatinous  substance  which  appears  to  exude 
ft  om  the  coal  matter  ;  and  there  are  small  crys¬ 
talloid  bodies  which  float  about  freely  in  the  wa- 
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ter,  together  with  minute  moving  protuberances 
extending  from  various  parts  of  the  coal  sub¬ 
stance  and  the  vegetation. 

Similar  experiments  made  with  chalk  revealed 
minute  organisms  of  various  forms  ;  some  round, 
others  hke  straight  or  curved  tubes  ;  and  occa¬ 
sionally  small  bodies  resembling  the  so-called 
coccolites  of  the  mud  from  the  Atlantic  sea-hot- 
tom.  With  these  were  certain  minute  moving 
bodies,  quite  similar  to  those  found  in  the  ex¬ 
periment  with  coal.  In  a  little  while  black  pro¬ 
tuberances  were  projected  from  the  larger  mass¬ 
es,  having  a  movement  like  those  from  the  coal 
infusion.  After  a  time  the  particles  appear  to 
have  a  gelatinous  coating,  and  in  the  course  of 
some  weeks  become  great  conglomerated  masses, 
having  small  projections  at  various  points,  the 
extremities  of  which  are  occasionally  seen  to 
move,  and  ultimately  grow  larger,  and  their 
movements  more  perceptible.  In  addition  to 
these  forms  numerous  small  detached  organisms 
are  seen  to  move  through  the  fluid,  having  small 
white  spots  in  different  parts.  There  is  also  an 
apparent  vegetable  growth,  in  the  form  of  long, 
flat,  semi-translucent  fibres.  Still  more  curious 
is  the  fact  stated  by  Mr.  Wake,  that  similar  phe¬ 
nomena  exist  in  the  infusion  of  powdered  lime¬ 
stone,  differing  in  detail  from  those  of  the  chalk, 
but  not  so  much  so  in  their  general  character. 
Experiments  prosecuted  with  an  infusion  of  em¬ 
ery  exhibited  results  somewhat  analogous,  and 
presenting  some  striking  peculiarities. 

The  author,  in  his  memoir,  does  not  attempt 
to  draw  any  inferences  or  establish  any  general¬ 
izations  from  his  experiments  as  just  recorded, 
not  even  to  suggest  that  they  may  be  the  mere 
development  of  animal  or  vegetable  spores  float¬ 
ing  in  the  atmosphere ;  nor  how  far  some  of  the 
phenomena  may  be  referable  to  the  molecular 
movement  of  minute  inorganic  particles  well 
known  to  microscopists.  His  investigations  are 
still  in  progress,  and  will  be  subjected  to  as 
searching  an  examination  as  possible,  in  order 
to  detect  any  fallacies  or  sources  of  error,  and 
to  establish  the  whole  on  a  proper  basis.  We 
may  say,  however,  that  the  idea  that  chalk  con¬ 
tains  actual  living  organisms,  precisely  identical 
with  those  which  are  now  giving  rise  to  the  chalk 
formation  at  the  bottom  of  the  ocean,  has  been 
maintained  by  many  naturalists,  who  have  en¬ 
deavored  to  prove  their  positions  by  totally  dif¬ 
ferent  lines  of  reasoning. 

GLACIER  ACTION  ABOUT  NEW  HATEN. 

Professor  Dana  has  recently  published  an  elab¬ 
orate  account  of  the  geology  of  the  vicinity  of 
New  Haven,  with  special  reference  to  the  origin 
of  its  topographical  features ;  and  he  endeavors 
to  show  that  the  region  in  question,  in  the  gla¬ 
cial  era,  like  that  of  New  England  to  the  north, 
was  largely  moulded  at  the  surface  by  the  action 
of  a  great  glacier  occupying  the  valley  of  the 
Connecticut,  and  by  its  under-flowing'  streams ; 
and  that  it  was  covered,  in  consequence  of  the 
subsequent  melting  of  the  ice,  with  stratified  and 
unstratified  drift  formations  simultaneously.  He 
also  endeavors  to  prove  that  icebergs,  which  have 
been  assigned  so  important  a  part  by  some  in  the 
moulding  of  the  surface  of  the  country,  had  no 
part  whatever  in  the  matter,  and  that  the  sup¬ 
posed  iceberg  sea  over  New  England  had  no  ex¬ 
istence. 


NEW  TEST  FOR  ARSENIC. 

A  new  test  for  arsenic  is  said  to  be'  so  success¬ 
ful  that  it  will  detect  one  pai>t  of  this  substance 
in  a  million  parts,  in  solution,  while  the  presence 
of  antimony  does  not  affect  it  at  all.  In  apply¬ 
ing  the  test  the  arsenic  liquid  is  mixed  with  hy¬ 
drochloric  acid  until  fumes  are  apparent.  Stan¬ 
nous  chloride  is  then  to  be  introduced,  which 
produces  a  basic  precipitate  containing  the  great¬ 
er  part  of  the  arsenic,  as  a  metal,  mixed  with 
stannic  oxide. 

OCEAN  CURRENTS. 

In  a  recent  article  on  ocean  currents,  Mr.  Croll 
discusses  the  question  of  the  influence  of  the  At¬ 
lantic  Gulf  Stream  in  affecting  the  temperature 
of  Western  Europe,  and  takes  very  decided  issue 
with  those  who  deny  its  agency  in  that  respect. 
He  estimates  the  total  amount  of  water  conveyed 
by  the  Gulf  Stream  at  a  current  fifty  miles  wide 
and  one  thousand  feet  deep,  moving  at  the  rate 
of  four  miles  an  hour,  and  with  a  mean  tempera¬ 
ture  of  sixty-five  degrees  at  the  moment  of  leav¬ 
ing  the  Gulf.  During  its  northern  journey  it  is 
calculated  that  it  will  cool  down  to  forty  degrees, 
losing,  therefore,  twenty-five  degrees  of  heat.  The 
total  amount  of  heat  transferred  every  day  by  the 
Stream  amounts  then  to  one  hundred  and  fifty-four 
sextillions  (154,000,000,000,000,000,000,000) 
of  foot-pounds- — an  estimate  considerably  less 
than  that  made  by  other  authors.  This  quantity 
of  heat  he  considers  to  be  very  much  greater  than 
that  carried  by  all  the  atmospheric  currents  that 
blow  from  the  equator;  and  he  thinks  that  the 
entire  amount  of  heat  transferred  from  the  equa¬ 
torial  regions  by  all  the  ocean  currents  must  be 
enormous. 

Wliile,  however,  insisting  that  the  ameliora¬ 
tion  of  the  temperature  of  Western  Europe  is 
due  to  the  Gulf  Stream,  he  does  not  think  that 
this  is  effected  by  direct  radiation,  but  by  heat¬ 
ing  the  winds  which  blow  over  it  toward  the 
shore ;  since  it  is  well  known  that  in  the  north¬ 
ern  hemisphere  the  general  tendency  of  move¬ 
ments  of  the  atmosphere  is  from  west  to  east. 

Our  author  also  finds  that  the  low  temperature 
of  the  southern  hemisphere  is  owing  to  the  com¬ 
parative  absence  of  ocean  currents,  and  that  with¬ 
out  any  such  currents  at  all  the  globe  would  not 
be  habitable ;  since,  owing  to  the  earth’s  spher¬ 
ical  form,  too  much  heat  is  received  at  the  equa¬ 
tor,  and  much  too  little  at  high  latitudes,  to  make 
the  earth  a  suitable  dwelling-place  for  the  human 
race.  Under  existing  circumstances,  however, 
the  excess  of  heat  is  carried  by  the  currents  from 
the  equator  toward  the  poles,  and  the  counter 
cold  currents  return  toward  the  equator,  thus 
equalizing  the  temperature,  and  an  average  is 
kept  up  that  answers  all  our  material  wants. 
Our  author  finally  comes  to  the  conclusion  that 
without  the  existence  of  the  Gulf  Stream  the 
mean  annual  temperature  of  Great  Britain  might 
sink  below  the  present  midwinter  temperature  of 
Siberia,  for  all  that  can  be  shown  to  the  contrary. 

In  this  connection  it  may  be  proper  to  state 
that,  according  to  Professor  Henry,  the  heat  of 
the  Gulf  Stream  is  carried  to  Europe  by  its  being 
first  taken  up  in  the  vaporization  of  water,  which, 
borne  in  an  easterly  direction  by  the  winds,  con¬ 
denses  into  rain  in  Western  Europe,  and  thus  in 
so  doing  the  heat  is  again  given  out.  Such  an 
explanation  accounts  equally  well  for  the  heat  of 
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the  rainy  winters,  both  of  Western  Europe  and 
of  Nortliwestei-n  America. 

Our  author,  in  a  second  article,  endeavors  to 
prove  that  a  chief  dause  of  the  secular  change  of 
climate  at  different  epochs  may  be  due  to  the 
deflection  of  ocean  currents,  and  that,  were  the 
Gulf  Stream  of  the  Atlantic  coast  turned  south¬ 
ward,  and  that  of  the  North  Pacific  also,  the 
whole  northern  hemisphere  would  in  a  short  time 
assume  a  iioiinal  condition.  The  climate  would 
then  probably  resemble  that  of  the  glacial  epoch, 
while  the  opposite  hemisphere,  receiving  so  much 
heat  from  the  equator,  would  have  a  climate  sim¬ 
ilar  to  that  which  prevailed  in  the  northern  hem¬ 
isphere  during  a  part  of  the  miocene  period,  when 
North  Greenland  was  as  warm  as  England  at  the 
present  day.  The  causes  which,  according  to 
Mr.  Croll,  deflect  ocean  currents,  and  which,  in 
his  opinion,  have  acted  at  various  times  upon 
them,  so  as  materially  to  affect  the  terrestrial 
atmosphere,  and  the  changes  which  may  occur 
again,  after  the  lapse  of  a  sufficient  length  of 
time,  our  limits  will  not  permit  us  to  indicate 
here;  and  for  their  explanation  we  must  refer 
to  the  original  articles,  published  in  the  London, 
Edinbur(jh,  and  Dublin  Physical  Magazine  of 
1870._  We  may  add,  however,  that  our  author 
finds  in  the  absence  of  southward  equatorial  cur¬ 
rents  of  any  magnitude  the  explanation  of  that 
peculiar  condition  by  which  the  climate  of  the 
southern  hemisphere  is  so  much  more  rigorous 
than  that  of  the  northern,  and  by  which  in  re¬ 
gions  of  the  latitude  of  England  the  thermometer 
seldom  rises  above  42  degrees,  and  never  above 
51 ,  while  snow  may  fall  on  any  day  in  the  year. 

It  is  rather  startling  to  reflect  that  the  shifting 
a  few  degrees  south  of  its  present  position  of  the 
equatorial  current  of  the  Atlantic,  between  South 
America  and  Africa,  would  turn  its  entire  stream 
into  another  direction,  or  that  of  the  Brazilian 
blanch ,  so  that,  instead  of  flowing  chiefly  into 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  as  at  present,  it  would  pass 
into  the  Southern  Ocean,  and  the  Gulf  Stream 
be  stopped.  This  stoppage  of  the  Gulf  Stream 
would  place  Europe  under  a  glacial  condition 
while  the  temperature  of  the  Southern  Ocean 
would  be  very  greatly  elevated. 

EHEEA,  OR  CHINA  GRASS. 

Much  attention  has  been  directed  in  India  to¬ 
ward  the  cultivation  of  the  China  grass,  of  the 
variety  called  rheea;  and  a  large  quantity  has 
been  raised  in  that  countiy  without  its  having 
been  taken  hold  of  to  any  great  extent  by  man¬ 
ufacturers.  The  principal  difficulty  is  understood 
to  be  the  want  of  suitable  machinery  for  separa¬ 
ting  the  fibre  and  the  bark  from  the  stem,  and 
the  fibre  from  the  bark,  the  expense  of  doing 
this  by  hand  being  too  great  for  ordinary  use*? 
In  view  of  the  fact  that  the  climate  of  India  is 
especially  adapted  to  the  cultivation  of  this  plant, 
the  Governor-General  has  just  announced  that  he 
has  been  authorized  to  offer  a  prize  of  $25,000 
for  a  machine  that  shall  be  capable  of  producing 
a  ton  of  fibre,  of  a  quality  that  shall  average  in 
value  not  less  than  $250  per  ton  in  the  English 
maiket,  at  a  total  cost  of  all  the  processes  of 
manufacture,  and  allowance  for  wear  and  tear  in¬ 
cluded,  of  not  more  than  $75  per  ton.  This  is 
to  include  all  the  operations  performed  after  the 
cutting  and  transportation  of  the  plant  to  the 
place  of  manufacture,  and  the  completion  of  the 


manufacture  of  the  fibre  of  the  quality  presci  ibed. 
The  machinery  must  be  simple,  strong,  durable, 
and  cheap,  and  should  be  suited  for  erection  at 
or  near  the  plantation,  as  the  refuse  material  is 
said  to  be  valuable  for  use  as  a  manure  for  con¬ 
tinued  cultivation. 

The  gov'ernment  of  India  will  furnish,  on  ap¬ 
plication  through  its  Secretary  of  State,  a  supply 
of  carefully  dried  stems  and  specimens  of  the 
fibre  separated  from  the  bark,  to  all  mechanical 
firms  desirous  of  competing  for  the  reward.  One 
year  from  the  date  of  the  advertisement,  January 
11,  1870,  is  allowed  for  the  preparation  of  the 
machinery  and  transportation  to  the  locality  where 
the  trial  is  to  be  made. 

Both  the  rheea  grass  of  India  and  the  ramie 
of  China  are  derived  from  varieties  of  the  Boeli- 
nieria  tenacisshna.  As  “ramie,”  the  plant  has 
been  widely  diffused  in  North  America  by  the 
National  Botanic  Garden  and  the  United  States 
Agricultural  Department,  and  much  detail  re¬ 
specting  its  culture  and  character  will  be  found 
in  the  valuable  publications  of  the  latter  estab- 
lishrnent.  As  soon  as  all  the  problems  respect¬ 
ing  its  preparation  are  solved  it  will  doubtless 
become  of  great  economic  importance  in  the 
United  States ;  and  the  reward  offered  by  the 
India  government  might  not  inappropriately  be 
supplemented  by  another  on  the  part  of  our  own 
authorities. 

COLORING  MATTER  IN  COAL  TAR. 

The  tar  produced  in  the  distillation  of  coal  for 
the  manufacture  of  ordinary  burning  gas,  at  one 
time  looked  upon  as  mere  refuse,  has  more  re¬ 
cently  proved  of  much  commercial  value,  on  ac¬ 
count  of  the  great  variety  of  chemical  products, 
especially  of  coloring  matter,  which  it  contains. 

It  has  been  estimated  that  100  pounds  of  {he  tar 
will  furnish,  on  an  average,  3  pounds  of  com¬ 
mercial  and  ]  i  pounds  of  pure  benzole,  out  of 
which  3  pounds  of  commercial  nitro-benzole  can 
be  obtained.  These  3  pounds  of  nitro-benzole 
furnish  2^  pounds  of  rosaniline ;  and  from  this, 
again,  are  obtained  3.37  pounds  of  the  raw  ani? 
line  red,  out  of  which  1.12  pounds  of  pure  fuch- 
sine  can  be  made.  Since  100  pounds  of  coal 
furnish,  on  an  average,  3  pounds  of  tar,  it  re¬ 
quires,  therefore,  about  3000  pounds  to  furnish 
1  pound  of  pure  fuchsine.  It  is  estimated  that 
all  the  gas-works  in  Europe  consume  annually 
about  100,000,000  cwt.  of  coal;  so  that  the  gas 
tar  which  they  furnish  will  yield  about  63,000 
cwt.  of  fuchsine. 

RENDERING  WOOD  FIRE-PROOF. 

Among  the  various  methods  recently  suggested 
for  rendering  wood  practically  incombustible, 
those  of  most  value  appear  to  be  common  salt 
and  soluble  glass,  or  the  so-called  water-glass. 
By  using  the  latter  substance  in  filling  the  pores  ' 
of  the  wood,  and  coating  its  surface  with  a  thin 
layer  of  cement,  the  danger  from  fire  can  be  re¬ 
duced  almost  to  the  minimum!  For  this  purpose 
the  wood  is  first  well  dried,  and  then  allowed  to 
remain  for  twenty-four  hours  in  a  solution  of  one 
part  of  water-glass  in  three  parts  of  water,  after 
which  it  is  to  be  removed,  dried  for  some  days 
m  the  air,  and  then  again  immersed  in  the  above- 
mentioned  solution  for  twenty-four  hours.  Aft¬ 
er  a  second  drying  it  is  to  be  coated  with  a  mix¬ 
ture  of  one  part  of  fresh  cement  and  four  parts 
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of  water-glass  solution,  the  bath  previously  used 
being  available  for  this  latter  mixture.  No  more 
cement  should  be  mixed  at  one  time  than  is  to  be 
applied  immediately,  as  it  becomes  hard  and  can 
not  again  be  dissolved.  After  the  first  coat  has 
dried  thoroughly  another  layer  is  to  be  put  on, 
and  finally  a  coating  of  water-glass  by  itself, 
which  results  in  giving  the  wood  a  smooth,  glassy 
appearance. 

Should  the  timber  be  too  large  for  immersion 
in  the  bath,  it  should  be  moistened  by  successive 
applications  of  the  solution  from  a  hose,  care 
being  taken  to  save  the  excess  which  runs  off, 
so  as  to  use  it  again.  The  cement  may  be  ap¬ 
plied  by  means  of  a  coarse  whitewash  brush. 
The  timber  should  not  be  planed  smooth,  but 
should  be  left  with  the  rough  saw  cuts  upon  it, 
so  as  to  facilitate  the  absorption  of  the  liquid. 
The  final  application  of  the  cement  will  give  a 
smooth  appearance,  and  the  natural  roughness 
of  the  wood  will  aid  in  its  adhesion.  Any  cracks 
in  the  timber  should  be  filled  up  thoroughly  with 
the  cement. 

Timber  thus  prepared  acquires  a  veiy  solid, 
compact  character ;  the  original  material  is  of 
comparatively  little  consequence.  Indeed,  the 
more  porous  the  wood,  the  more  readily  does 
it  become  permeated  by  the  preservative  solu¬ 
tion.  Experiments  have  been  tried  with  tim¬ 
ber  of  greater  or  less  thickness,  prepared  in  this 
way;  and  the  result  has  gone  to  show  that  it 
wms  practically  incombustible,  a  degree  of  heat 
which  would  otherwise  have  consumed  it  in  a 
very  short  time  having  no  effect  whatever.  The 
author  of  this  process,  therefore,  confidently 
recommends  his  method  as  a  complete  safe¬ 
guard  against  fire ;  and  says  the  cost  of  the  ap¬ 
plication  is  so  trifling,  in  comparison  with  the  re¬ 
sults  to  be  obtained,  that  he  expects  before  long 
to  see  it  in  very  general  use.  He  suggests  a  simi¬ 
lar  treatment  of  sleepers  for  railways,  guarantee¬ 
ing  a  durabilitj'  at  least  ten  times  as  great  as  that 
of  wood  in  its  natural  condition. 

ALBEETYPE  PEINTENG. 

We  have  already  given  an  account  of  the  gen¬ 
eral  process  by  which  the  beautiful  reproductions 
of  photographic  pictures  are  made  by  the  method 
of  Albert,  the  lithographic  stone  being  replaced 
by  a  polished  plate  of  glass,  upon  which  the  pho¬ 
tographic  picture  is  taken,  and  from  which  the 
prints  are  made.  Certain  details  of  this  “Al- 
bertyping”  were  for,  a  time  kept  secret,  so  that 
it  was  difficult  to  imitate  the  results  obtained 
by  Albert ;  but  recently  a  fuller  account  of  the 
whole  has  been  published. 

The  general  advantages  of  the  process,  as 
summed  up  by  the  inventor,  are,  that  as  many 
as  from  five  hundred  to  a  thousand  impressions 
can  be  taken  from  a  single  plate,  so  that  the  or¬ 
dinary  lithographic  stones  or  metal  plates  can  be 
dispensed  with,  and  a  much  cheaper  plate  of  mirror 
glass  used  in  their  stead,  from  which  one  picture 
can  be  removed  and  another  readily  substituted. 
The  impressions  obtained  are  of  incomparable 
purity,  without  any  grain,  and  of  a  softness  in 
the  middle  tones,  and  with  a  freedom  from  spots 
and  irregularities,  leaving  nothing  to  be  desired. 

POISONOUS  COLOEING  OF  FEUIT  SIEUPS. 

A  note  of  alarm  has  been  raised  in  regard  to 
the  employment  of  aniline  dyes  for  coloring  va- 
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I  rious  liquids  and  fruit  sirups,  used  extensively 
as  beverages ;  and  the  dangerous  effects  likely 
I  to  result  from  the  use  of  such  mixtures  are  care- 
fidly  pointed  out.  The  following  are  some  of 
the  methods  of  distinguishing  between  the  true 
fruit  juices  and  those  that  have  been  colored  by' 
any  of  the  aniline  dyes. 

Genuine  fruit  sirups  become  completely  de¬ 
prived  of  their  color  by  rpeans  of  chlorine ;  and 
while  aniline  colors  are  also  destroyed,  a  black 
deposit  is  left,  wliicTi  is  readily  recognized.  Sul¬ 
phuric  acid,  nitric  acid,  and  hydrochloric  acid 
render  the  red  colors  of  genuine  sirups  brighter, 
and  color  the  artificial  of  a  yellowish  orange. 
Caustic  potash  decolorizes  fuchsine  sirups,  and 
changes  the  red  fruit  sirups  into  a  dirty  green. 
Carbonate  of  potash  does  not  alter  the  color  of 
artificial  sirups,  but  changes  the  genuine  to  green. 
Acetate  of  lead  produces  a  greenish  deposit  in  a 
genuine  fruit  sirup,  and  a  red  one  in  fuchsine 
sirup.  A  similar  change  takes  place  in  the  grad¬ 
ual  addition  of  alum  and  carbonate  of  potash. 
Aldehyde  changes  sirups  colored  with  aniline  to 
blue. 

EEMOVAL  OF  OEGANIO  SUBSTANCES  FEOM 
WATEE. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  presence  of  any  or¬ 
ganic  substances  in  water,  used  in  the  manufac¬ 
ture  of  ale  or  beer,  is  very  detrimental  to  the 
quality  and  flavor  of  these  bev'erages,  and  various 
methods  have  been  suggested  for  removing  them. 
Permanganate  of  potash  has  been  employed  in 
many  instances ;  but  a  much  better  application 
is  said  to  consist  in  the  use  of  black  oxide  of 
iron.  This  is  obtained  most  readily  by  heating 
powdered  red  hematite  iron  ore  w'ith  saw-dust  in 
a  crucible.  If  impure  water  is  allowed  to  per¬ 
colate  through  a  layer  several  inches  thick  of 
this  black  oxide  of  iron,  the  organic  constituents 
will  be  completely  neuti'alized.  Such  filters  of 
black  oxide  of  iron  have  been  in  use  for  several 
years  without  having  lost  their  efficiency. 

PEOTECTION  TO  WALLS  AND  CHIMNEYS. 

The  decay  of  marble  fronts  and  other  con¬ 
structions  of  stone  into  which  lime  or  magnesia 
enters  as  a  component,  and  of  the  mortar  joints 
in  brick  chimneys  and  walls,  which  in  many 
cities  has  become  so  serious  a  difficulty,  is  at¬ 
tributed  to  the  continued  evolution  of  sulphur¬ 
ous  and  sulphuric  acid  by  the  combustion  of 
coal — each  ton  of  the  coal  being  capable  of  sup¬ 
plying  about  seventy  pounds  of  oil  of  vitriol.  In 
addition  to  the  chemical  corrosion,  a  mechanical 
disintegration  is  supposed  to  be  produced  by  the 
alternating  solution  of  the  sulphates  formed,  and 
their  recrystallization  on  the  surface  and  in  the 
pores  of  the  stone.  It  is  stated  that  this  action  , 
can  be  almost  entirely  prevented  by  applying  to 
the  clean  surfaces  an  aqueous  solution  of  super¬ 
phosphate  of  lime,  which,  acting  on  the  carbon¬ 
ate  of  lime,  produces  the  unalterable  diphosphate , 
of  lime.  Eor  magnesian  limestones  baryta  may 
be  added.  The  cost  of  materials  is  but  trifling, 
and  one  gallon  of  solution  will  give  two  coats 
to  three  hundred  square  feet  of  surface.  The : 
strength  of  the  stone  and  its  resistance  to  ab¬ 
sorption  of  moisture  are  said  to  be  greatly  in¬ 
creased  by  the  process,  a  matter  of  importance 
where  the  freezing  of  water  in  the  pores  of  the, 
stone  is  one  cause  of  decay.  ,  j 
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FLIES. 

The  naturalist  recognizes  many  hundreds  of 
kinds  of  flies  in  this  country ;  but  in  our  house¬ 
hold  economy  we  reduce  them  mainly  to  three 
sorts :  house-flies,  biting-flies,  and  bluebottle  oi- 
blowflies.  The  latter  is  readily  distinguished  ; 
the  two  former  are  frequently  confounded,  al¬ 
though  easily  known  apart  by  the  naturalist  or 
an  acute  observer.  They  may,  however,  al¬ 
ways  be  identified  at  a  glance  by  the  position 
they  assume  on  a  wall.  A  common  house¬ 
fly  almost  invariably  rests  with  its  head  down¬ 
ward,  and,  however  it  may  alight,  works  its  way 
round  until  this  direction  is  assumed.  The 
biting-flies,  on  the  contrary,  as  universally  rest 
with  the  head  pointing  upward,  acting,  in  this 
respect,  precisely  like  the  equally  blood-thirsty 
mosquito.  The  brother  of  an  eminent  Russian 
entomologist  now  residing  in  the  United  States 
observed  a  peasant  in  his  own  country  killing 
some  of  the  flies  on  a  wall  of  his  hut  without  dis¬ 
turbing  others,  and,  on  being  questioned,  he 
gave  as  a  reason  that  those  with  the  heads  up 
were  “  biters,”  and  the  others  were  not.  A  care¬ 
ful  examination  of  the  facts  by  the  entomologist 
himself  proved  the  accuracy  of  the  generalization 
thus  made  by  an  ignorant  but  observant  man. 

BISULPHITE  OP  LIME. 

This  substance  is  capable  of  some  important 
practical  applications.  A  fluid  drachm  added  to 
a  pound  of  spermaceti,  bear’s  grease,  old  cream, 
lard,  or  other  oily  preparations  of  ointments,  will 
cause  them  to  remain  perfectly  sweet  for  a  long 
time,  sometimes  for  many  months,  preventing  any 
taint  or  rancidity.  Beef-tea  and  jellies,  which 
turn  sour  so  readily  in  sfck-rooms  or  hospitals, 
can  be  kept  unchanged  by  stirring  in  a  few  drops 
of  the  bisulphite  solution  to  each  pint.  Cloth¬ 
ing  soaked  in  the  solution,  and  hung  up,  be¬ 
comes  perfectly  disinfected,  without  any  disagree¬ 
able  odor,  as  is  the  case  when  carbolic  acid  is 
employed.  It  can  also  be  used  in  the  preserva¬ 
tion  of  specimens  of  natural  histoiy  and  anatomy. 

NEW  METHOD  OF  DESICCATION. 

Mr.  Reisehauer  has  devised  an  improved  meth¬ 
od  of  extracting  the  aqueous  components  of  or¬ 
ganic  objects,  so  as  to  accomplish  very  interest¬ 
ing  results.  It  consists  in  taking  a  plate  of 
glass,  ground  smooth  like  the  plate  of  an  air- 
pump,  and  placing  on  it  a  vessel  half  filled  with 
chloride  of  calcium,  upon  which  ether  is  poured. 
A  capsule  containing  the  object  to  be  desiccated 
is  placed  above  the  ether,  and  a  bell  glass  with 
ground  base  is  applied  over  the  whole,  resting 
on  the  glass  plate.  The  ether  gives  up  its  water 
to  the  chloride  of  calcium,  and  takes  it  from  the 
organic  matter,  until  the  latter  becomes  com¬ 
pletely  anhydrous.  Certain  animal  substances 
retain  their  flexibility  and  perfection  of  struc¬ 
ture  in  a  remarkable  degree,  especially  the  skin, 
the  intestines,  the  lungs,  liver,  etc. 

NESTING-PLACE  OF  PENGUINS. 

The  large  penguins  of  the  Antarctic  Ocean  ex¬ 
hibit  a  curious  peculiarity  in  the  place  of  deposit 
of  the  single  egg  laid  by  them.  This,  instead 
of  being  placed  in  a  nest,  as  with  other  birds,  is 
held  between  the  legs  and  feathers  of  the  belly, 
and  transported  by  the  bird  wherever  it  goes  un¬ 
til  hatched. 


THATCHING  MACHINE. 

At  a  recent  agricultural  exhibition  in  England 
much  interest  was  attracted  by  a  multiple  needle 
sewing-machine  for  making  thatching.  For  this 
purpose  the  straw  is  placed  upon  an  inclined  feed 
board,  whence  it  is  drawn  continuously  through 
the  machine,  which  converts  it  into  a  dense  woof 
impervious  to  rain.  The  needles  are  supplied 
with  strings,  and  may  be  adjusted  for  straight, 
curved,  or  zigzag  lines  of  stitching ;  and  as  the 
stitches  are  perfectly  secured,  the  thatch  may  be 
cut  up  into  lengths  without  becoming  loose.  A 
web  of  five  feet  in  width,  with  a  thickness  of 
three-quarters  of  an  inch  to  two  inches,  and  of 
any  length,  can  be  readily  manufactured  and 
applied  as  thatching,  or  for  matting  of  rooms, 
walks,  railroad  cars,  etc.,  having  the  advantage 
for  the  latter  purpose,  on  account  of  the  slight 
cost  of  production,  of  admitting  renewal  wlien- 
ever  soiled  by  use. 

ARTIFICIAL  RUBBER. 

A  kind  of  artificial  India  rubber  is  now  made 
in  Paris,  which  replaces  true  rubber  in  the  man¬ 
ufacture  of  various  articles,  since  it  is  a  homo¬ 
geneous  arid  elastic  substance,  insoluble  in  oils, 
Avhether  mineral  or  vegetable,  and  not  attacked 
by  hydrogen.  It  is  used  for  the  purpose  of  ren¬ 
dering  tight,  wooden  vessels  intended  to  contain 
petroleum,  benzine,  ether,  etc.,  or  in  the  con¬ 
struction  of  flexible  tubes  impen  ious  to  coal  gas, 
in  making  printers’  rollers,  in  insulating  electric¬ 
al  wire,  in  galvanoplastic  reproductions,  in  clos¬ 
ing  bottles  hermetically,  and  many  other  appli¬ 
cations.  The  cost  is  given  at  only  about  twenty- 
five  cents  per  pound.  The  composition  of  this 
substance  is  not  stated ;  but  it  is,  in  all  proba¬ 
bility,  essentially  a  mixture  of  gelatine  and  glyc¬ 
erine,  as  these  are  known  to  have,  when  com¬ 
bined,  all  the  properties  claimed  for  the  new  art¬ 
ificial  rubber. 

REMOVAL  OP  HUSK  PROM  GRAIN. 

•  The  subject  of  removing  the  outer  husk  of 
grain  by  means  of  chemical  applications  contin¬ 
ues  to  excite  the  interest  of  economists.  A 
liquid  well  fitted  for  the  purpose,  according  to 
Mr.  Weiss,  is  prepared  in  the  following  manner : 
The  general  operation  consists  in  moistening  the 
grain  with  an  alkaline  solution,  which  is  prepared 
by  boiling,  for  one  or  two  hours,  two  parts  of 
common  calcined  soda  in  thirteen  parts  of  water, 
and  adding  one  part  of  quick-lime  previously 
dissolved  in  three  parts  of  water.  This  forms  a 
cheap  caustic  soda,  which  is  to  be  applied  by 
means  of  a  watering-pot,  the  mass  of  grain  being 
stirred  continually.  Seven  quarts  of  this  solu¬ 
tion  are  sufficient  to  remove  the  hull  from  two 
hundred  pounds  of  grain,  at  a  small  cost,  the 
liquid  having  the  property  of  dilating  the  tissues 
of  the  exterior  thin  envelope  of  the  grain  which 
forms  the  pure  bran,  and  which  is  then  easily 
■  detached  by  the  .slightest  friction.  The  opera- 
j  tion  does  not  require  more  than  fifteen  to  twen- 
j  ty-five  minutes  of  time,  and  leaves  to  the  grain 
all  its  nutritive  qualities,  since  the  only  portion 
removed  is  the  dry  woody  hull,  on  the  outside. 

SPOTS  ON  THE  SUN. 

Our  readers  are  all  familiar  with  the  existence 
of  spots  on  the  surface  of  the  sun,  and  their  va¬ 
riation  in  number  and  size  from  one  time  to 
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another.  The  existence  of  these  spots,  and  the 
question  of  their  periodicity,  have  been  investiga¬ 
ted  by  astronomers  for  some  yeai's  past,  and  sever¬ 
al  successive  periods  of  appearance  and  disappear¬ 
ance  have  been  established  quite  satisfactorily. 

The  principal  of  these  are  an  eleven-year  pe¬ 
riod,  a  fifty-six-year  period,  a  two-hundred-and- 
twenty-three-day  period,  a  twenty-seven-day  pe¬ 
riod,  and  a  five-hundred-and-eighty-four-day  pe¬ 
riod.  Among  other  causes  for  the  occurrence  of 
these  spots,  and  their  periodicity,  that  of  planeta¬ 
ry  disturbance  has  been  warmly  urged,  although 
the  precise  connection  between  the  position  of 
the  planets  and  the  solar  spots  is  not  yet  estab¬ 
lished.  Professor  Kirkwood,  an  eminent  Amer¬ 
ican  astronomer,  has  lately  published  an  elabo¬ 
rate  memoir,  in  which,  as  a  summary  of  his  in¬ 


vestigations,  he  states  that  the  fact  of  the  con¬ 
nection  between  the  changes  of  the  solar  spots 
and  the  position  of  certain  planets  is  unquestion¬ 
able,  and  that  a  particular  region  of  the  solar 
surface  is  more  susceptible  than  others  to  plan¬ 
etary  disturbances,  these  occurring,  as  they  do, 
between  definite  parallels  of  latitude,  the  number 
being  greater  in  the  northern  than  the  south¬ 
ern  hemisphere  of  the  sun.  He  also  announces 
that  of  the  cycles  of  variation  above  mention¬ 
ed,  that  of  eleven  years  has  been  traced  to  the 
influence  of  Mercury ;  and  that  the  marked  ir¬ 
regularity  of  this  period,  from  1822  to  1867,  is 
equally  due  to  the  disturbing  action  of  Venus 
also ;  and  finally,  that  the  fifty-six-year  cycle  is 
determined  by  the  joint  action  of  Mercury  and 
the  earth. 
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UNITED  STATES. 

UR  Record  closes  on  April  29.  The  events 
of  the  month  demanding  attention  in  our 
summary  are  few.  Scarcely  any  thing  has  been 
accomplished  by  Congress. — The  Texas  bill  was 
finally  passed  Mai-ch  30.  The  proviso  was  strick¬ 
en  out  declaring  that  the  act  shall  not  in  any  man¬ 
ner  affect  the  conditions  and  guarantees  upon 
which  the  State  was  originally  annexed  and  ad¬ 
mitted.  On  March  31  Messrs.  Hamilton  and 
Elanigan,  Senators  elect  from  Texas,  were  qual¬ 
ified  and  took  their  seats.  The  delegates  from 
that  State  to  the  House  of  Representatives  were 
also  duly  qualified. — General  Adalbert  Ames, 
Senator  elect  from  Mississippi,  was  admitted  to 
his  seat  April  1. — In  the  House,  on  the  4th,  a 
bill  was  passed,  114  to  40,  fixing  the  first  Monday 
in  November  as  the  day  for  electing  Representa¬ 
tives  and  Delegates  to  Congress  in  all  States  and 
Territories.' — On  the  6th,  in  the  House,  charges 
were  made  against  General  O.  O.  Howard  rela¬ 
tive  to  his  conduct  of  the  Ereedmen’s  Bureau. 
A  resolution  of  investigation  was  ordered. — The 
bill  declaratory  of  the  law  in  regard  to  the  in¬ 
come  tax  was  passed  in  the  Senate  on  the  7th. 
It  continues  for  the  present  year  the  tax  on  sal¬ 
aries,  dividends,  and  interest  payable  by  corpora¬ 
tions.  The  House,  on  the  23d,  refused  to  con¬ 
cur  in  this  provision,  and  asked  for  a  Committee 
of  Conference. — In  the  House  a  bill  was  passed 
on  the  18th,  by  a  vote  of  86  to  83,  for  the  appor¬ 
tionment  of  representation  in  the  next  Congress, 
fixing  the  number  of  members  at  275,  exclusive 
of  Representatives  from  newly-admitted  States. 
— The  Northej-n  Pacific  Railway  bill  was  passed 
in  the  Senate  April  21. — The  Georgia  hill  was 
passed  in  the  Senate  April  19  by  a  vote  of  27  to 
25.  The  bill,  as  amended,  turns  the  State  over 
to  military  rule  again,  and  requires  an  election 
for  a  new  Legislature  in  November  next.  It  also 
virtually  defeats  the  plans  of  the  partisans  of  Gov¬ 
ernor  Bullock  to  perpetuate  their  power.  The 
bill  was  returned  to  the  House  of  Representatives 
on  the  20th,  and  on  motion  of  Mr.  Butler  was 
referred  to  the  Reconstruction  Committee.  A 
substitute  by  Mr.  Logan,  providing  for  an  elec¬ 
tion  in  November,  and  declaring  the  State  en¬ 
titled  to  an  immediate  representation  in  Con¬ 


i  gress,  was  also  referred  to  the  Reconstruction 
Committee. 

The  election  of  State  officers  in  Connecticut, 
on  the  4th,  resulted  in  a  majority  of  700  votes 
for  Mr.  English,  the  Democratic  candidate  for 
Governor. 

SOUTH  AND  CENTRAL  AMERICA. 

President  Lopez,  of  Paraguay,  was  killed 
March  1  in  a  conflict  between  his  forces  and 
those  of  the  Brazilian  general.  Mrs.  Lynch, 
four  children,  and  Lopez’s  mother  and  brothers 
were  captured. 

The  Cuban  situation  presents  very  discoura¬ 
ging  aspects  to  the  insurgents.  Numerous  in¬ 
stances  of  surrender  on  the  part  of  the  latter 
have  been  reported.  The  most  significant  fact 
bearing  upon  the  situation  is  the  return  of  Gen¬ 
eral  Jordan  to  the  United  States. 

EUROPE. 

In  Ireland  there  has  been  increased  discon¬ 
tent,  accompanied  by  numerous  outrages  against 
landlords  and  property.  The  passage  of  the  Irish 
Force  bill  by  the  British  Parliament  has  greatly 
stimulated  emigration  from  Ireland.  This  Force 
bill — passed  March  31 — provides  for  a  surveil¬ 
lance  of  the  press,  arbitrary  arrests  without  war¬ 
rant,  and  the  closing  of  inns  at  sunset. — The  Uni¬ 
versity  boat-race  on  the  Thames,  April  G,  result¬ 
ed  in  a  victory  for  the  Cambridge  crew — for  the 
first  time  in  nine  years.  The  race  was  won  by  a 
length,  in  20  minutes  and  30  seconds — the  fastest 
time  on  record. 

In  our  last  Record  W'e  stated  that  on  March 
28  M.  Ollivier,  the  French  Premier,  read  to  the 
Senate  a  statement  of  the  motives  for  a  new  Sen- 
atus  Gonsultuvx.  This  document  is  essentially  a 
new  constitution  for  France,  through  which  the 
Emperor  desires  to  establish  his  dynasty,  and 
through  which,  in  return,  he  wishes  to  effect  lib¬ 
eral  reforms.  The  following  is  the  text  of  the 
Senatus  Consultmn; 

Aet.  1.  The  Senate  shares  the  legislative  power 
with  the  Emperor  and  the  Lower  Chamber.  It  has 
the  initiative  of  hills ;  nevertheless,  every  financial 
measure  must  first  he  voted  by  the  other  House. 

Aet.  2.  The  ntimber  of  Senators  may  be  raised  to 
two-thirds  of  that  of  the  Deputies,  without  including 
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those  who  are  members  hy  right  of  that  high  assem- 
hly.  The  Emperor  can  not  name  more  than  twenty  in 
each  year. 

AiiT.  3.  The  constituent  power  attribnted  to  the 
Senate  by  Articles  31  and  32  of  the  constitution  of 
January  14, 1S52,  ceases  to  exist. 

Akt.  4.  The  dispositions  annexed  to  the  present 
Scnatus  Conm.iltum,  which  are  comprised  in  the  Ple¬ 
biscites  of  December  14  and  21,  1851,  and  December 
21  and  22,  1852,  and  which  sprang  from  it,  form  the 
constitution  of  the  empire. 

Aet.  5.  The  constitution  can  only  be  modified  by 
the  people. 

CUAl’TEE  II. — OF  TUE  IMPEEIAX  DIGNITY  AND  THE 
EF.QF,NOy. 

II.  The  imperial  dignity  conferred  on  Napoleon  III. 
by  the  Plebiscite  of  November  21, 1852,  is  hereditary  in 
the  direct  and  legitimate  heirs  of  Louis  Napoleon  Bo¬ 
naparte,  from  male  to  male,  in  the  order  of  primo¬ 
geniture,  and  to  the  perpetual  exclusion  of  women 
and  their  descendants. 

III.  Napoleon  III.,  if  he  has  no  male  heir,  can  adopt 
the  children  and  legitimate  descendants  in  the  male 
line  of  the  brothers  of  Napoleon  I.  The  adoption  is 
interdicted  to  the  successors  of  Napoleon  III.  and 
their  descendants.  If,  after  the  adoption,  Napoleon 
III.  should  have  any  male  heirs,  the  children  so  adopt¬ 
ed  can  not  be  called  to  succeed  him  until  after  his  le¬ 
gitimate  successors.  Such  act  of  adoption  is  inter¬ 
dicted  to  the  successors  of  Napoleon  III.  and  their 
heirs. 

IV.  In  default  of  a  legitimate  or  adopted  heir,  are 
called  to  the  throne  Prince  Napoleon  Bonaparte  and 
his  direct  heirs,  natural  and  legitimate,  from  male  to 
male  by  order  of  primogeniture,  and  to  the  perpetual 
exclusion  of  women  and  their  descendants. 

V.  In  default  of  a  lawful  or  adopted  heir  of  Napoleon 
III.,  and  of  the  successors  in  the  collateral  line  taking 
their  rights  from  the  preceding  article,  the  people 
nominate  the  Emperor,  and  regulate  in  his  family 
the  hereditary  order  from  male  to  male,  to  the  per¬ 
petual  exclusion  of  females  and  their  descendants. 
The  draft  of  the  Plebiscite  is  successively  discussed  in 
the  Senate  and  the  Legislative  Body  on  the  proposi¬ 
tion  of  the  Ministers  formed  into  council  of  govern¬ 
ment.  Up  to  the  moment  when  the  election  of  the 
new  Emperor  is  terminated,  the  aflairs  of  the  state 
are  directed  by  the  Ministers  in  office,  forming  a  coun¬ 
cil  of  government,  and  deliberating  by  a  majority  of 
votes. 

VI.  The  members  of  the  family  of  Napoleon  III., 
called  eventually  to  the  chance  of  inheriting,  aud  their 
descendants  of  both  sexes,  form  part  of  the  imperial 
family._  They  can  not  marry  without  the  Emperor’s 
authorization ;  and  their  marriage  without  that  per¬ 
mission  entails  the  privation  of  all  claim  to  the  mic- 
cession,  both  for  the  person  contracting  the  said  union 
and  for  his  descendants.  Nevertheless,  if  there  should 
not  be  any  issue  from  such  marriage,  in  case  of  a  dis¬ 
solution  caused  by  decease,  the  prince  who  has  con¬ 
tracted  it  recovers  his  right  of  succession.  The  Em¬ 
peror  fixes  the  titles  and  conditions  of  the  various  other 
members  of  the  family ;  he  has  full  authority  over  them 
and  regulates  their  duties  and  rights  by  statutes.  ’ 

VII.  The  regency  of  the  empire  is  regulated  by  the 
Senatua  Consultum  of  July  17, 1856.  However,  in  cases 
provided  for  by  paragraph  three  of  article  five,  the 
Legislative  Body  is  convoked  at  the  same  time  as  the 
Senate.  In  the  case  foreseen  in  the  paragraph  which 
follows  the  votes  of  the  Legislative  Body  co-operate 
with  those  of  the  Senate  in  the  election  of  Eegent. 

VIII.  The  members  of  the  imperial  family,  called 
evOTtnally  to  the  succession,  take  the  title  of  French 
princes.  The  eldest  son  of  the  Emperor  takes  the  ti¬ 
tle  of  Prince  Imperial. 

IX.  The  French  princes  are  members  of  the  Senate 
and  of  the  Council  of  State  when  they  have  attained 
the  age  of  eighteen  years  completed ;  but  they  can  not 
sit  in  them  without  the  consent  of  the  Emperor. 

OUAPTEE  III.— POEM  OP  TUE  BMPEEOe’s  GOVEENMENT. 

X.  The  Emperor  governs  with  the  aid  of  the  Minis¬ 
ters,  the  Senate,  the  Legislative  Body,  and  the  Coun¬ 
cil  of  State. 

XI.  The  legislative  power  is  exercised  collectively 
by  the  Emperor,  the  Senate,  and  the  Legislative  Body. 

XII.  The  initiative  of  laws  belongs  to  the  Emperor, 
the  Senate,  aud  the  Legislative  Body.  Nevertheless, 
every  bill  imposing  a  tax  must  first  be  voted  by  the 
Lower  Chamber. 

OUAPTEE  IV. — OF  THE  EMPBBOE. 

XIII.  The  Emperor  is  responsible  to  the  French  peo¬ 
ple,  to  whom  he  has  always  a  right  to  make  an  appeal. 


XIV.  The  Emperor  is  the  Chief  of  the  State.  He 
commands  the  land  and  sea  forces,  declares  war,  con¬ 
tracts  treaties  of  peace,  alliance,  and  commerce,  nom¬ 
inates  to  all  posts,  and  fixes  the  regulations  and  de¬ 
crees  necessary  for  the  execution  of  the  laws. 

XV.  Justice  is  administered  in  his  name. 

XVI.  He  has  the  right  to  grant  pardons  and  to  ac¬ 
cord  amnesties. 

XVII.  He  sanctions  and  promulgates  the  laws. 
XVIII.  The  modifications  to  be  hereafter  made  in 

the  laws,  customs’  tariff's,  or  postal  charges  by  inter¬ 
national  treaties,  will  only  be  obligatory  after  having 
been  voted  by  the  Chambers. 

XIX.  The  Ministers  depend  only  on  the  Emperor. 
(Eeproductioil  of  the  Plebiscite.)  They  deliberate  in 
council,  with  his  Majestv  presiding,  aud  are  respons¬ 
ible. 

XX.  The  Mini,9ters  can  be  members  either  of  the 
Senate  or  the  Legislative  Body.  They  can  enter  either 
assembly  when  they  please,  and  have  a  right  to  be 
heard  whenever  they  think  proper  to  speak. 

XXI.  _  The  Ministers,  Senators,  Deputies,  persons 
composing  the  Council  of  State,  officers  of  the  army 
and  navy,  judges  and  public  functionaries,  are  to  take 
the  following  oath :  I  swear  obedience  to  the  consti¬ 
tution  and  fidelity  to  the  Emperor. 

XXII.  The  Senatiis  Consulta  of  the  12th  of  Decem¬ 
ber,  1862,  and  23d  of  April,  1856,  relative  to  the  civil 
list,  remain  in  force.  In  future  the  allowance  to  the 
Crown  shall  be  fixed  for  the  w'hole  duration  of  the 
reign  by  the  Legislature  which  meets  after  the  Em¬ 
peror’s  accession. 

OHAPTEE  VI. — OF  THE  LEGISLATIVE  BODY. 

XXVIII.  The  basis  of  election  is  the  population. 

XXIX.  The  Deputies  are  returned  by  universal  suf- 
fr^e,  aud  are  to  be  voted  for  individually. 

XXX.  They  will  be  chosen  for  a  period  which  can 
not  be  less  than  three  years. 

XXXI.  The  Lower  Chamber  discusses  and  votes 
laws  and  taxes. 

XXXn.  It  chooses,  at  the  commencement  of  each 
session,  its  President,  Vice-Presidents?  aud  Secre¬ 
taries. 

XXXIII.  The  Emperor  convokes,  adjourns,  pro¬ 
rogues,  and  dissolves  the  Chamber.  In  the  latter 
case  his  Majesty  is  bound  to  summon  a  new  one  with¬ 
in  SIX  mouths. 

XXXIV.  The  sittings  are  public,  but  at  the  request 
of  five  members  they  can  be  held  in  secret. 

ODAPTEE  VII. — OF  THE  COUNCIL  OF  STATE. 

XXXV.  The  Council  of  State  is  charged,  under  the 
direction  of  the  Emperor,  to  draw  up  the  bills  and 
regulations  of  the  public  administration,  and  to  solve 
any  difficulties  that  may  arise  in  the  conduct  of  af¬ 
fairs. 

XXXVI.  It  sustains,  in  the  name  of  the  govern¬ 
ment,  the  discussion  of  bills  in  the  Senate  aud  Leg¬ 
islative  Body.  ” 

XXXVII.  The  Ministers  hold  rank  in  the  Council 
of  State,  and  have  a  right  to  sit  there  and  vote. 

CHAPTEU  VHr. — GENERAL  PROVISIONS. 

XXXVIII.  Petitions  can  be  presented  either  to  the 
Senate  or  the  Legislative  Body. 

The  reforms  here  proposed  were  to  be  submit¬ 
ted  to  the  vote  of  the  people  on  the  8th  of  May  in 
the  form  of  a  Plehiscitum.  Opportunities  were 
granted  for  free  discussion  of  the  new  Oonstitu- 
tion  in  public  assemblies  held  between  April  23 
and  May  3.  The  army  was  allowed  to  vote  on 
this  occasion.  The  Emperor’s  measures  have 
excited  much  disaffection  among  the  “irrecon- 
cilables.”  M.  Buffet  early  in  the  month,  and 
Count  Daru  about  the  middle  of  April,  resigned 
their  positions  in  the  Cabinet.  Still,  in  the  Corps 
Le'gislatif  the  government  was  supported  by  a 
vote  of  confidence,  227  to  43.  On  the  13th  this 
Chamber  adjourned  until  May  9.  The  debate 
on  the  Plehiscitum  was  closed  in  the  Senate  on 
April  19.  Both  the  Emperor  in  his  proclama¬ 
tion  to  the  people,  and  the  Premier  in  his  official 
declarations,  pronounce  the  result  of  this  elec¬ 
tion  to  be  the  decision  of  the  French  people  be¬ 
tween  order  and  anarchy — between  a  stable  gov- 
eminent  and  revolution. 


.  CiiitDr'0  Srnuitr. 


The  Drawer  has  had  frequent  occasion  to 
quote  the  abundant  wisdom  contained  in 
some  of  the  quaint  and  mirth-provoking  sayings 
of  Henry  Ward  Beecher.  Our  last  sermon,  it 
may  be  remembered,  was  “on  to  the  memory 
of  a  bad  young  man — one  of  the  wust  that  in  the 
onscrutable  ways  of  the  divine  peppusses  was 
ever  permitted  toe  locate  in  New  Hamps/iire.” 
One^of  Mr.  Beecher’s  last  written  sermonettes  is 
on  Sobriety,  and  his  view  of  that  virtue  may  be 
gathered  from  a  few  sentences. 

“Every  man,”  says  he,  “should  be  sober 
sometimes.  I  once  knew  one  so  unfortunate  as 
to  be  sober  all  the  time,  and  yet  an  honest  man  ! 
We  have  known  men  that  never  smiled,  or  sel¬ 
dom,  whose  face  was  as  rigid  as  an  iron  mask, 
and  yet  they  were  kind,  simple,  and  really  relia- 
hle.^  ^  But  such  are  exceptional  cases.  Uniform 
sobriety  is  presumptively  very  much  against  a 
man.  He  who  gives  no  play  to  the  gentler  feel¬ 
ings  has  something  the  matter  with  him  that 
should  be  looked  into  before  one  trusts  him  far. 

“Mirth  itself  is  not  always  honest.  But  it 
tends  to  openness,  to  sincerity,  to  sweetness. 
Mirth  has  better  stuff  in  it  to  make  a  man  of 
than  sobriety  has.  It,  too,  is  used  sometimes 
as  a  mask  for  hypocrisy,  but  not  half  so  often  as 
sobriety  is. 

“Only  consider  how  many  men  quite  empty 
and  worthless,  inwardly  neither  rich  nor  forceful, 
are  kept  agoing  by  the  mere  trick  of  gravity. 
When  some  men  come  to  you  it  is  like  sunrise. 
Every  thing  seems  to  take  new  life,  and  shines. 
Other  men  bring  night  with  them.  The  chill 
shadow  of  their  sobriety  falls  upon  every  inno¬ 
cent  gayety,  and  your  feelings,  like  birds  at  even¬ 
ing,  stop  singing  and  go  to  roost.  Away  with 
these  fellows  who  go  owling  through  life,  all  the 
while  passing  for  birds  of  paradise !  He  that  can 
not  laugh  and  be  gay  should  look  well  to  him¬ 
self.  He  shoidd  fast  and  pray  until  his  face 
breaks  forth  into  light. 

“Here,  too,  are  the  immortal  dullards  who,  it 
is  to  he  feared,  will  never  forsake  the  earth. 
Dull  good  men!  They  live  with  the  uniform 
consistency  of  stagnation.  They  are  said  to  be 
reliable.  You  always  know  where  to  find  them. 
Safe  men  they  are.  They  are  none  of  your  high¬ 
flyers,  never  extravagant,  always  where  you  found 
them  last !  Over  their  blessed  faces  hangs  the 
twilight  of  sobriety.  They  are  immense  nega¬ 
tives.  Nothing  saves  them  from  pity  but  their 
sobriety.  Men  worship  that ;  and  so  dullness 
passes  for  consistent  piety. 

“Behind  the  mask  of  sobriety  how  many  pre¬ 
tenders  pass  themselves  off!  Every  one  knows 
how  wretchedly  inconsistent  with  honor  their  out¬ 
door  life  is,  but  they  have  such  a  power  of  gloom 
in  meetings  that  men  respect  their  religious  ex¬ 
perience  !  And  so  the  young  are  taught  that  one 
can  be  eminently  religious  without  being  strictly 
honest  or  reliable. 

“Public  sentiment  is  purifying  itself.  Men 
are  beginning  at  last  to  understand  that  nothing 
is  so  cheei-ful,  so  full  of  liberty,  so  genial  and 
joyous,  as  true  religion.  Christ  called  this  sort 
of  men  children  of  Light.  He  ridiculed  and  de¬ 
nounced  the  long-faced  hypocrites  who  ostenta¬ 


tiously  prayed  and  prayed,  and  got  further  from 
grace  and  humanity  the  longer  they  prayed. 
After  Him  came  the  apostles,  who  cry  out  to  all 
good  and  true  men,  ‘Kejoice  in  the  Lord  alway, 
and  again  I  say.  Rejoice.'  ” 


A  LITTLE  triangular  piece  of  legal  wit  was 
perpetrated  in  the  clerk’s  office  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  the  United  States,  at  Washington,  on 
“All-fools’  Day,”  between  a  distinguished  Sen¬ 
ator  from  Wisconsin,  Mr.  Middleton,  the  clerk, 
and  the  able  and  witty  ex- Attorney-General  of 
the  United  States,  from  New  York. 

“  Mr.  Middleton,”  said  Senator  Carpenter, 
“there  is  no  statute  of  the  United  States  that 
prohibits  a  man  from  making  a  fool  of  himself?” 

“Nor  any  decision  of  this  court,”  gravely  re¬ 
joined  the  clerk. 

“And  certainly,”  quickly  added  Mr.  Evarts, 
with  a  sly  twinkle  of  the  eye,  “there  is  nothing 
in  the  practice  of  this  court  to  warrant  any  other 
conclusion.” 


A  LITTLE  story  is  told  of  President  Woods,  of 
Bowdoin_  College,  in  connection  with  the  large 
painting  in  the  college  chapel,  representing  the 
conflict  between  Michael  and  the  Dragon,  in 
which  the  angel  is  supposed  to  be  getting  the 
upper  hand  of  his  disagreeable  adversary.  As 
the  artist  was  desirous  of  completing  the  picture 
before  Commencement  week,  but  could  not  ac¬ 
complish  it  without  working  on  the  intervening 
Sunday,  he  applied  to  the  President,  and  asked 
permission  to  paint  on  that  day,  stating  the  cir¬ 
cumstances  under  which  he  was  placed,  and 
deeming  them  a  justification.  President  Woods, 
in  his  wonted  dignity  of  manner  and  in  his  inim¬ 
itable  style,  replied,  “Well,  Sir,  I  don’t  know 
as  there  is  any  objection  ;  but”  (looking  over  his 
spectacles,  and  hesitating  a  moment),  “don’t 
you  think  that  it  might  look  as  though  the  Drag¬ 
on  was  getting  the  better  of  Michael?”  The 
picture  does  rather  warrant  the  conjecture  that 
Michael  was  not  making  a  perfect  job  of  it. 

Herb  is^  a  neat  epigram  that  sprang  up  in 
some  drawing-room  of  sixty  years  ago.  It  is 
probably  English,  but  it  has  a  suspicious  French 
ring  about  it : 

“I've  lost  my  mistress,  horse,  aucl  wife; 

And,  when  I  think  on  human  life. 

It’s  well  that  it’s  no  worse. 

My  mistress  had  grown  lean  and  old ; 

My  wife  was  ugly  and  a  scold; 

I’m  Sony  for  my  horse.” 

A  li-Ew  days  before  the  adjournment  of  the 
last  session  of  the  Legislature  of  North  Carolina, 
a  wealthy  conservative  from  a  distant  portion  of 
the  State,  happening  to  be  in  Ealeigh,  paid  a 
visit  to  the  capitol.  Taking  a  seat  in  the  lobby 
of  the  Senate  chamber,  he  meditated  on  the  de¬ 
generacy  of  the  times  which  permits  colored  men 
to  hold  seats  in  that  body.  He  was  roused  from 
his  reverie  by  a  colored  Senator,  who  arose,  and 
in  the  course  of  his  remarks  used  the  familiar 
quotation  from  the  137th  Psalm,  “  Let  my  right 
hand  forget  her  cunning,”  etc.  He  could  con¬ 
tain  himself  no  longer,  and,  tui’ning  to  a  friend, 
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said  :  “  Isn’t  it  disgusting  to  hear  such  an  igno¬ 
ramus  attempting  to  quote  Shakspeare  ?” 

Few  men  are  better  remembered  in  Michigan 
than  the  late  Rufus  Hosmer,  for  many  years  ed¬ 
itor  of  the  Detroit  Advertiser.  He  left  unpub¬ 
lished  many  anecdotes  of  the  “Early  Bar  of 
Michigan,”  which  are  quite  worthy  of  being  pre¬ 
served  in  book  form.  We  are  permitted  by  an 
editorial  friend  at  Lansing  to  publish  the  follow¬ 
ing: 

Ornamented  Grounds. — Parks,  a  good-na¬ 
tured  member  of  the  Oakland  bar,  and  not  lack¬ 
ing  in  ability,  entered  the  profession  late  in  life, 
and  at  first  was  not  very  successful.  One  Satur¬ 
day,  at  the  close  of  a  term  in  which  he  had  been 
particularly  unsuccessful,  he  had  taken  up  his 
file  of  papers,  and  in  a  pet  had  written  on  the 
back :  “All  gone  to  h — !” 

Judge  Whipple’s  attention  was  called  thereto 
by  Hanscom,  who  pleasantly  remarked  : 

“  It  is  always  a  handsome  sight  to  see  Parks 
well  laid  out!” 


A  Eajiily  Suitor. — A  very  pretty  Oakland 
girl,  not  over  eighteen  years  of  age,  brought  a 
suit  for  breach  of  promise  against  a  young  mer¬ 
chant,  who  had  changed  his  mind  and  taken  a 
richer  bride. 

•  The  trial  came  on,  and  the  girl’s  mother,  a  fat, 
red-faced  old  dame,  was  present  in  the  bar,  to 
give  moral  effect  to  the  recital  of  her  daughter’s 
wrongs. 

The  counsel  for  the  plaintiff,  in  summing  up, 
descanted  at  length  and  with  moving  pathos  upon 
“the  enormity  of  the  defendant’s  guilt  in  creep¬ 
ing  into  the  bosom  of  this  family”  (here  the  old 
lady  pinned  her  shawl  closer),  ‘  ‘  and  deceiving 
and  disappointing  this  fair  girl!” 

Here  the  venerable  mother  could  contain  her¬ 
self  no  longer,  but  with  gushing  tears  exclaimed  : 

“  He  deceived  us  all,  gentlemen !  Me  and  all 
the  rest — me  and  all  the  rest !  ” 

The  effect  was  magical,  but  not  just  what  the 
old  lady  expected. 


Threescore  Years  and  Ten. — Old  Sile 
Doty,  of  Hillsdale  County — that  most  notorious 
evil-doer,  thief,  receiver  of  stolen  goods,  burglar, 
and  every  thing  else  bad — was  arraigned  before 
Judge  Pratt  (afterward  of  Honolulu)  for  horse¬ 
stealing.  As  usual,  a  clear  case  was  proved 
against  him,  and  he  was  brought  up  for  sentence. 

Pratt  was  abrupt  in  manner,  rough  in  tone, 
and  severe  in  expression.  These  traits  were 
rather  enhanced  than  mollified  upon  this  occasion. 
He  broke  out  with,  “Stand  up,  prisoner  at  the 
bar.  Prisoner,  how  old  are  you  ?” 

“Fifty-three  years,  five  months,  and  twenty 
days,”  was  the  reply. 

The  Judge  took  out  his  pencil  and  figured  for 
a  moment ;  then  said : 

“  Prisoner,  I  sentence  you  to  hard  labor  in  the 
State  prison  for  sixteen  years,  six  months,  and 
ten  days.  This  brings  you  to  seventy  years,  be¬ 
yond  which  my  jurisdiction  don’t  extend.  Sher¬ 
iff,  remove  the  prisoner!” 


Crime  Necessary  in  a  New  Country. — A 

mild  and  lenient  man  was  old  Judge - ,  one 

of  the  earliest  magistrates  of  Oakland  under  the 
first  county  judge  system  enacted  by  the  Gov¬ 


ernor  and  judges.  He  had  some  peculiarities 
which  might  remind  one  of  Dicky  Riker,  the  fa¬ 
mous  Recorder  of  New  York,  save  that  Dicky 
grew  more  and  more  severe,  and  the  Oakland 
judge  more  and  more  forgiving,  as  age  came 
upon  them.  Yet  had  they  points  of  analogy,  in 
that  each  used  a  certain  rigmarole  as  a  sort  of 
peroration  preceding  the  sentence  passed  upon  a 
culprit.  But  mark  the  difference  : 

Dickey  used  to  say,  when  the  prisoner  was 
before  him  for  sentence — no  matter  what  the 
crime,  even  if  it  was  eating  his  great-graudfa- 
ther’s  head  off — 

“Prisoner,  stand  up.  The  crime  of  which 
you  have  been  convicted  is  becoming  very  preva¬ 
lent  in  this  community,  and  must  be  put  a  stop 
to !  I  give  you  five  years.  ” 

Not  so  the  sword-and-scale  bearer  of  Oakland. 
His  formula  of  conscience  and  duty  was  differ¬ 
ent,  though  not  less  uniform — thus  : 

“Prisoner,  hold  up  your  hand.  You  have 
been  found  guilty  of  [larceny,  assault  and  bat¬ 
tery,  trespass,  as  the  case  might  be].  But  the 
Court  takes  into  consideration  that  this  is  a  new 
country.  Society  is  unsettled,  nor  are  the  laws 
understood.  We  must  expect  such  things  in 
settling  a  new  country.  So  I  give  you  thirty 
days.  ” 

On  one  occasion  a  man  was  arraigned  for  will¬ 
ful  perjury.  He  had  property  and  standing,  but 
the  case  was  so  clear  that  the  jury  pronounced 
him  “guilty”  without  leaving  their  seats. 

The  prosecuting  attorney  was  in  ecstasies  over 
what  alt  criminal  lawyers  consider  no  small  ex¬ 
ploit — the  recovery  of  a  verdict  of  guilty  on  an 
indictment  for  perjury. 

The  prisoner  being  brought  up  for  sentence, 
the  Judge  commenced; 

“You  have  been  convicted  of  parjury,  pris¬ 
oner.  This  is  a  grave  offense ;  but  I  consider 
that  this  is  a  new  country,  and  we  must  have 
some  parjury  among  the  difficulties  of  settling  a 
new  country.  So  I  shall  only  give  you  thirty 
days  in  the  county  jail.” 

The  prosecuting  attorney,  to  wind  up  a  case 
of  false  swearing,  went  outside  the  court-house 
and  gave  vent  to  a  large  volume  of  the  genuine 
article. 


An  indignant  gentleman  of  Bangor,  Maine, 
sends  the  following  rasping  criticism,  accompa¬ 
nied  with  an  anecdote : 

You  have  a  habit  there  in  New  York,  and  else- 
wherg,  of  saying  what  is  done  “down  in  Maine.” 
Please  inform  us  where  your  authority  is  for  that 
form  of  expression,  when  history,  geography,  ge¬ 
ology,  and  every  authority  worthy  of  regard,  puts 
Maine  up.  Didn’t  John  Cabot  discover  Maine 
before  New  York  was  thought  of?  Isn’t  Maine 
head  and  shoulders  above  every  other  Atlantic 
State — on  the  map  ?  W eren’t  her  foundations  laid 
before  those  of  any  other  state  in  the  world  ?  And 
don’t  the  sun  greet  her  every  morning  before  any 
other  American  State  is  awake  ?  We  do  not  ad¬ 
mit  metropolitan  authorit)';  that  don’t  go  down 
in  this  republic.  We  know  that  Maine  leads  the 
United  States  galaxy — that  it  is  the  East,  the 
Orient,  and  lord!  We  don’t  care  what  you  call 
us,  so  long  as  we  know  that  we  are  any  thing  but 
down. 

The  above  introduction  tvas  occasioned  by 
your  publication  of  an  anecdote  in  the  April 
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Drawer  beginning  “Down  in  Maine.”  Now,  I 
have  a  story  about  a  judge  that  begins  differently : 

In  that  part  of  our  country  which  is  greeted  by 
the  first  rays  of  the  morning  sun,  the  intercourse 
between  judges  and  criminals  seems,  now  and 
then,  to  be  of  that  pleasant,  colloquial  sort  that 
might  be  emulated  with  advantage  elsewhere. 
An  offender  who,  in  either  Byzantium  or  Salt 
Lake  City,  would  have  been  deemed  virtuous,  so 
far  as  his  crime  was  concerned,  was  brought  be¬ 
fore  a  model  judge  for  sentence.  On  being  asked 
what  he  had  to  say  why  sentence  should  not  be 
passed  upon  him,  be  commenced  a  speech  in  in¬ 
distinct  tones,  and  was  directed  to  come  nearer 
to  the  Court.  Leaving  his  dock,  and  placing 
himself  directly  under  the  droppings  of  the  ju¬ 
dicial  sanctuar}',  he  said : 

“  Oh,  Judge,  mercy!  I  am  an  old  man — ” 

“  How  old?”  abruptly  inquired  the  judge,  who 
is  something  more  than  a  sexagenarian. 

“Fifty-six.” 

“  That’s  not  old.  Goon.” 

“Oh,  Judge,  be  merciful!  I  am  innocent. 
My  wife  left  me.  I  wanted  a  home — wanted  to 
be  comfortable.  My  wife  would  not  return. 
This  woman  came.  I  thought  she  would  make 
me  comfortable.  I  had  no  wife.  I  married  her. 
Oh,  righteous  Judge,  I  meant  no  wrong!  I  did 
it  innocently.  A  short  time  more  in  jail  will  be 
ample  punishment.  Oh,  Judge,  be  merciful!” 
The  judge  is  a  humorist.  With  a  sly  twinkle 
of  the  eye  he  inquired ; 

“You  have  served  one  or  two  terms  in  State 
prison  ?” 

“Yes,  oh.  Judge!” 

“You  would  like  a  home,  and  to  be  comfort¬ 
able.  You  have  acquaintances  in  Thomaston. 
You  can  not  be  comfortable  in  this  dark,  dreaiy 
jail,  with  nothing  to  do.  In  Thomaston  you  will 
have  business  enough  to  occupy  your  attention. 
You  do  not  want  to  be  idle.  Take  my  advice 
and  go  down  to  Thomaston,  and  see  your  old  ac¬ 
quaintances  and  keep  yourself  employed  for  eight¬ 
een  months,  and  you  will  be  as  comfortable  as  I 
can  make  you !” 

The  “pleasant”  and  “colloquial”  manner  in 
which  this  was  said  seemed  to  satisfy  the  prison¬ 
er  that  the  judge  knew  what  was  best  for  him, 
and  had  done  him  a  service.  He  went  back  to 
the  dock  apparently  relieved,  and  is  now  making 
himself  “  comfortable”  in  the  State  prison. 

So  justice  is  administered  in  the  American 
Orient.  The  public  is  protected,  and  bigamists 
are  made  “  comfortable”  without  wives.  Your 
New  York  robbers  of  the  Bowdoinham  Bank, 
however,  are  not  so  “comfortable”  in  that 
“home.” 


In  good  old  times,  when  the  youthful  mind  re¬ 
ceived  its  impression  of  Maine  from  the  repre¬ 
sentation,  in  “Parley’s  Geography  for  Children,” 
of  a  Penobscot  chief,  adorned  with  feathers,  war¬ 
paint,  and  tomahawk,  monarch  of  all  he  surveyed, 
among  the  shingles  of  Bangor,  a  trial  for  murder 
occurred  in  that  city,  wherein  one  of  the  aborig¬ 
ines  was  the  most  important  witness  for  the  pros¬ 
ecution.  On  the  preliminary  examination  wheth¬ 
er  he  comprehended  the  nature  and  effect  of  an 
oath  the  wild  child  of  the  forest  seemed  a  little 
confused.  Able  counsel  in  vain  endeavored  to 
extort  a  sense  of  his  responsibility.  The  vener¬ 
able  Chief  Justice  interposed,  and,  with  that  so¬ 


lemnity  of  manner  which  was  always  impressive, 
he  inquired  of  the  witness  as  follows:  “  Peol 
Sahattis,  do  you  believe  that  if  a  man  dies  he 
shall  live  again  “Not  by  d — d  sight,”  was  the 
profane  reply.  “Indian  no  die  but  once;  once 
dead,  always  dead !  ”  It  is  hardly  necessary  to 
add  that  Peol’s  testimony  was  not  received. 


Brother  N- - a  highly  respectable  mem¬ 

ber  of  the  legal  profession  in  an  adjoining  coun¬ 
ty,  was  always,  sound  in  matters  of  law,  but  never 
particularly  brilliant  in  the  presence  of  that  great 
palladium  of  American  liberty  and  umbrella  of 
our  rights  sometimes  called  a  jury.  On  one  oc¬ 
casion  his  exordium  in  a  criminal  case  rather  de¬ 
tracted  from  his  influence.  “Coming  from  all 
parts  of  the  county  as  you  do,  gentlemen,  and 
acquainted  with  all  kinds  of  rascality  as  all  of  you 
undoubtedly  are”  (here  the  foreman  smiled), 
“and  especially  you,  Mr.  Foreman,  I  doubt  if  a 
case  of  equal  atrocity  to  this  ever  was  within  your 
experience !” 


“I  DO  not  ask  you,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,” 
said  an  unfledged  member  of  the  bar,  “to  go 
back  with  me  through  the  immeasurable  vista  of 
by-gone  centuries  and  examine  the  explorations 
and  resources  of  science ;  I  do  not  ask  you  to 
accompany  the  astronomer  into  the  starry  firma¬ 
ment,  or  to  discover  the  secrets  of  creation !  No, 
gentlemen,  I  want  nothing  of  that !  I  only  ask 
you  to  start  with  nie  from  the  county  jail,  and 
travel  two  miles  and  a  half  on  the  road  toward 
Belmont  Corner!” 


Special  pleading  has  been  long  abolished  in 
the  New  England  States,  and  replications,  re¬ 
joinders,  rebutters,  and  surrebutters  have  fallen 
into  disuse.  When  they  obtained,  it  was  once 
alleged,  in  the  pleadings  of  a  case  brought  upon 
a  marine  policy  of  insurance,  that  the  vessel  was 
wrecked  and  totally  lost  by  the  act  of  God,  and 
through  no  fault  of  the  owners  or  persons  on 
board.  The  opposite  attorney  “traversed”  in  re¬ 
joinder,  “  that  whereas,  in  truth  and  in  fact,  the 
said  loss  was  not  the  act  of  the  said  God,  but 
occasioned  solely  by  the  barratrous  and  fraudu¬ 
lent  course  of  the  master!” 


Mr.  K: - ,  of  F - ,  was  a  joker.  He  once 

represented  his  town  in  the  Legislature,  and  on 
his  way  to  the  cajutal  stopped  to  dine  at  an  hotel. 
On  putting  on  his  coat  to  start  he  had  much  dif¬ 
ficulty  in  working  into  it.  Some  one  remarked 
that  the  tailor  had  given  him  a  tight  fit.  “Oh,” 
said  he,  “the  tailor  did  well  enough,  but  the 
last  Representative  from  our  town  roas  a  good 
deal  smaller  than  I  am!”  It  appears  that  they 
had  a  legislative  coat  in  F - ,  which  each  Rep¬ 
resentative  filled  in  turn.  When  A -  was 

nominated  they  forgot  his  rotundity  of  person. 


Mention  has  already  been  made  in  the  Drawer 
of  the  man  who,  like  Esau,  ‘  ‘  sold  his  birth-right 
for  a  mess  oi potash but  “it  has  not  been  for 
this  honorable  court,” in  the  language  of  Sergeant 
Buzfuz,  to  place  upon  record  the  stump-speaker 
who  hoped  to  see  all  his  political  enemies  “hanged 
upon  a  gallows  higher  than  Harriman  !” 


At  sea,  time,  instead  of  being  reckoned  by 
hours,  is  divided  into  watches  of  four  hours  each. 
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From  four  o’clock  to  six,  and  from  six  to  eight, 
there  are  half  divisions,  nautically  termed  “dog¬ 
watches.”  In  an  insurance  case,  the  counsel 
asked  an  old  salt  ‘  ‘  at  what  time  of  day  a  certain 
collision  occurred.”  His  reply  was,  “About  the 
middle  of  the  first  dog-watch.”  The  learned 
barrister  caught  at  the  idea,  and  in  summing 
up  enlarged  upon  it  somewhat  as  follows :  “You 
can  imagine,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  the  care 
which  existed  on  the  occasion,  when,  as  appears 
'  from  the  plaintiff’s  own  witnesses,  this  valuable 
ship  and  her  cargo,  and  the  lives  of  passengers 
and  crew,  were  intrusted  to  what,  gentlemen  ? — 
why,  to  the  mere  watch  of  a  dog!” 

As  illustrating  the  manner  in  which  the  true 
New  England  Yankee  always  evades  being  “cor¬ 
nered,”  Arthur  Gilman  tells  a  capital  story  of  a 
Yankee  schoolmaster  who  was  always  bragging 
about  the  United  States.  In  conversation  with 
an  Englishman  he  said,  “We  can  lick  you  right 
smart.  We’ve  alius  done  it,  and  we  can  do  it 
again.  At  Lexington,  Concord,  Saratoga,  Bunk¬ 
er  Hill,  and  lots  of  them  places,  we  give  you  fits.  ” 

“Yes,”  said  the  Englishman,  “I  do  remem¬ 
ber  those  places ;  but  then  there  was  the  battle 
of  White  Plains  [at  which  the  Americans  suffered 
a  severe  defeat,  and  were  much  disheartened]. 
We, rather  beat  you  there.” 

“  Wa’al,  you  did.  I  forgot  all  about  that.  I 
shouldn’t  have  thought  of  it  if  you  hadn’t  a-spoke 
of  it.  But  then,  you  see,  at  that  battle  the  Amer¬ 
icans  somehow  didn't  seem  to  take  any  interest 
in  the  fight!" 


“The  counsel  for  the  plaintiff,”  said  a  gay 
and  festive  attorney  of  the  Superior  Court,  “has 
been  somewhat  discursive  in  his  remarks  to  you. 
He  has  alluded  to  almost  everything  in  the  pages 
of  history,  ancient  and  modern.  He  has  socked 
with  old  Socrates,  roamed  with  old  Romulus, 
ripped  with  old  Euripides,  and  canted  with  old 
Cantharides.  But,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  what 
has  that  got  to  do  with  this  case  ?  All  his  alle¬ 
gations  are  false,  and  the  old  alligator  knows  it 
himself.  My  client  don’t  need  any  of  this  fine 
talk.  Look  at  him,  gentlemen,  and  say,  if  you 
can,  that  he  hasn’t  done  the  honest  thing  by  the 
plaintiff !  From  his  youth  up  he  has  been  as  you 
now  find  him — A  No.  ] ,  extra  inspected,  scaled 
and  screened,  copper-firstened,  free  from  scoots 
silver-steel,  buck-horn  handle,  nine  yards  to  the 
dollar,  thread  thrown  in !” 


“Brother  Jones,”  said  a  Western  judge  to 
a  counselor  who  was  employing  his  eloquence  in 
behalf  of  a  criminal,  “you  are  misquoting  the 
law  to  the  jury.”  “I  don’t  care  any  thing  about 
the  law,  your  Honor,”  was  the  reply;  “but  if 
you  want  to  talk  justice.  Til  go  you  blind!" 

The  eighth  day  of  April  was  rendered  note¬ 
worthy  hereabout  by  three  great  occurrences: 
The  funeral  of  General  Thomas ;  the  hanging  of 
Jack  Reynolds,  the  man  who  said  “hanging  for 
murder  was  played  out  in  New  York  and  the 
grand  celebration  of  the  colored  population  on 
account  of  the  passage  of  the  Fifteenth  Amend¬ 
ment.  Noticing  the  flags  on  the  City  Hall  at 
Brooklyn  draped  in  mourning  and  hanging  at 
half-mast,  a  gentleman,  who  was  not  aware  that 
the  funeral  of  General  Thomas  was  to  take  place 


on  that  day,  asked  a  friend  whom  he  met  what 
the  display  meant.  The  friend — one  of  the  kind 
who  says  his  best  things  on  the  spur  of  the  mo¬ 
ment — stopped,  looked  up,  and  with  an  air  of 
bewilderment  answered:  “  J  don't  know  ;  guess 
the  flags  must  be  in  mourning  for  the  passage  of 
the  Fifteenth  Amendment,  or  else  for  the  hanging  of 
Jack  Reynolds  !"  Rather  hard  on  the  Common 
Council  who  control  the  Brooklyn  City  Hall. 

Sin  continues  to  pervade  certain  parts  of  Iowa, 
though  vigorous  efforts  are  made  to  extirpate  it. 
A  praiseworthy  effort  in  that  direction  w'as  made 
recently  in  one  of  the  enteiqirising  towns  of  that 
State.  A  prominent  banker,  noted  for  exacting 
more  than  legal  “usance”  on  loans,  was  active 
at  a  revival,  and,  while  wrestling  in  prayer,  be¬ 
sought  the  Lord  to  humble  the  rebellious  spirits 
of  sinners,  that  they  might  take  7nore  interest  in 
serious  things.  “  Yes,  ”  remarked  an  unawakened 
citizen,  “  three  per  cent,  a  month,  with  real  es¬ 
tate  ‘collats.’”  Every  body  in  meetin’  seemed 
to  know  what  was  meant. 


The  only  good,  so  far,  that  has  been  evolved 
in  the  discussion  of  the  proposition  to  remove  the 
national  capital  from  Washington  to  some  ju¬ 
venile  city  of  the  West  has  been  to  provoke  a  lit¬ 
tle  fun.  It  seems,  to  the  Drawer,  that  the  only 
really  correct  and  impregnable  view  of  the  mat¬ 
ter  is  the  view  taken  by  the  Hon.  J.  A.  Johnson, 
of  California,  who  exploits  the  idea  that  the  true 
locality  for  a  capital  is  in  California.  “A  long 
time  ago,”  he  admits,  “Washington  city  was  a 
name  that  could  not  be  pronounced  without  kin¬ 
dling  emotions  of  patriotism,  whereas  now  it  sug¬ 
gests  only  a  great  ragged  picture  of  negro  pro¬ 
cessions,  election  riots,  and  a  lobby  of  white  spec¬ 
ulators  who  could  not  be  satisfied  by  a  legisla¬ 
tive  donation  of  the  whole  world,  unless  it  W'as 
tendered  with  a  vote  of  thanks.  ”  He  proposes, 
therefore,  the  Pacific,  where  pacification  may  be 
found  in  the  soil,  the  air,  the  fruits  and  the  juices, 
the  ledges  and  the  placers.  “Let  us  go,”  he 
says,  “and  locate  the  capital  at  ‘Red  Dog,’ 
among  the  breezy  pines,  whose  long,  slanting 
shadows  fall  with  witchery  to  charm  upon  the 
surrounding  hills ;  where  the  mountain  streams 
babble  music  to  the  glass-slippered  fairies,  and 
invite  the  ‘  howling  coyote’  to  lap  of  their  waters. 
If  this  grand  site,  seated  in  a  saddle  in  the  mount¬ 
ains,  pleases  not  your  fancy,  then  ‘  You  Bet’  is 
a  fitting  place.  No  hostile“fleet  can  ever  there 
ascend.  ‘  You  Bet’  is  too  high.  ‘  You  Bet,’  our 
future  capital,  can  never  be  shaken  by  mortal 
foe.  ‘  You  Bet,’  our  capital,  is  above  tide-water. 
But  if  you  like  it  not,  ‘Yuba  Dam’  is  a  favor¬ 
able  place.  But,  still  further  and  last,  if  you 
will  accept  none  of  these  for  safety  or  for  beauty, 
then  ‘Jackass  Gulch’  is  an  appropriate  place; 
there  every  ass  can  bray  ‘with  none  to  molest 
or  make  him  afraid.’ 

“Moreover,  ‘Red  Dog’  is  a  name  implying 
fervent  domestic  attachment,  and  should  bring 
‘  fond  memories  of  the  past’  to  the  mind  of  every 
truly  loyal  gentleman  present.  ‘  You  Bet’  im¬ 
plies  genial  good-humor,  affability  of  manners, 
and  a  carelessness  in  financial  matters  equal  to 
that  of  the  cabinet  officers  who  footed  up  the 
estimates  for  our  appropriations.  ‘  You  Bet,  ’  as 
a  place  of  safety  from  a  warlike  foe,  has  no  equal 
on  this  continent.  Had  Troy  been  ‘You  Bet,’ 
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^ou  bet’  It  would  be  standing  to  this  day,  and 
Hector  would  be  driving  the  ‘  turn  out’  of  Achilles 
through  Its  streets. 

“But  why  take  time  to  present  the  advant¬ 
ages  of  Eed  Dog, ’  ‘  You  Bet,’  and  ‘  Yuba  Dam,’ 
when  Jackass  Gulch’  can  hardly  meet  with  op¬ 
position  ?  Jack  is  a  jolly  fellow ;  ass  is  the  su¬ 
perlative  stentorian,  verbose  orator;  gulch  means 
a  nice  shady  place,  with  rippling  waters,  where 
gold  mcy  be  found.  Who  could  wish  for  more 

jolly  fellows,  long  thundering  speeches,  plenty 
of  mpney,  and  lying  in  the  shade  ?  No  leave  to 
print  there;  every  gentleman  could  speak  his 
weU-digested  piece  in  peace.  He  of  the  true 
Bashan  thunder  coidd  roar  and  make  his  tale 
ring  about  your  ears  to  his  heart’s  content.  There 
we  should  have  no  infamous  measures  in  an  in¬ 
famous  Congress  to  bring  us  to  disgrace.  On 
the  coiiitrary,  we  should  be  as  innocent  children 
Uckled  with  the  funny  prattle  of  the  cooing  daws. 
Iheie  Shoo,  Ely’  must  forever  remain  a  mean- 
mgless  hymn  to  the  Congo  gods.  There 'the 
thick  hide  of  the  rhinoceros  need  never  ridge  it¬ 
self  in  puckers,  flicker,  or  flinch  in  fear  of  the 
little  stingers  that  play  and  dance  and  sing  in  the 
speaking  rays  of  the  setting  sun.” 

These  news-boys— what  persistent  little  fel¬ 
lows  they  are !  Coming  down  town  on  an  Eighth 
Avenue  car  last  w^eek,  one  of  them  rushed  in 
with  “Sun,  Sir?— have  a  Sun?— ’ere’s  the  Sun  •’’’ 
and  coming  up  to  fat,  elderly  woman,  with  large 
basket  on  lap,  bound  for  Washington  Market 
Have  a  Sun,  ma’am  ?”  “No,  I  should  think 
not,  leplied  the  pinguid  female;  ^^I’ve  got  six 
now,  and  they’re  enough  to  bother  the  life  out 
of  a  body !”  Their  occupation  is  to  “  shine  Cera 
up)  for  all.  ”  ^ 

_  Childeen  are  born  in  Titusville,  Pennsylvania, 
in  the  same  general  sort  of  Avay  in  which  they 
are  born  elsewhere.  Occasionally  there  is  an  ex¬ 
ception.  A  little  stranger  recently  slijiped  into 
the  world  in  that  oleaginous  locality,  quite  to 
the  surprise  of  a  youthful  brother,  whose  perti¬ 
nacious  interrogatories  as  to  whence  came  he 
were  answered,  “from  heaven.”  This  quite 
®i^gg6i  6d  his  comprehension ;  nevertheless,  he 
accepted  the  statement  as  true,  “Eor,”  said  he, 
the  reason  why  he  looks  so  red  is  ’cause  he  was 
almost  froze  when  papa  let  him  in  last  night.” 
Upon  the  nurse  going  into  the  room  for  some¬ 
thing,  Eolla  stopped  her  with,  “  Hush!  don’t  go 
in  there,  cause  baby’s  sound  asleep,  gettin’  rest¬ 
ed  from  his  long  journey  from  heaven.  ”  A  few 
days  later  a  neighbor,  calling  to  see  the  “epi¬ 
sode,  ”  remarked  to  Eolla  that  the  baby  was  a 
girl.  ^  This  he  stoutly  denied.  Upon  being  told 
that  it  wore  dresses  like  a  girl,  and  would  un¬ 
doubtedly  grow  up  to  be  a  woman  instead  of  a 
man,  Eolla  cut  short  further  argument  by  saying, 
“Well,  he’s  a  boy  now,  and  I  don’t  b’lieve  he'll 
ever  change !  ” 
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To^  pretend  that  nothing  can  be  successfully 
done  in  South  Natick,  Massachusetts,  but  to  com¬ 
pose  boots  and  shoes  is  an  error.  The  true  po¬ 
etical  afflatus  breaks  out  there  at  times,  as  may 
be  inferred  from  the  following  rhythmic  tribute  to 
two  promising  members  of  the  South  Natick 
Unitarian  Sunday-school,  who  departed  this  life 
duiing  the  past  year.  They  were  read  at  the 


Christmas  Festival.  We  copy,  from  the  Natick 
Bulletin  of  January  15  : 

IN  MEMORIAM. 

spirits  that  were  with  us  last  year 
ro-mght  m  our  ranks  do  not  reappear  •  ^  ’ 

Whh  graves  we  would  pour, 

With  no  feeling  they’re  lost— but  just  gone  before. 

Wihnn?  I^n*^  been  dark,  and  misty,  and  drear. 
Without  all  was  gloom— within,  little  cheer; 

^  toward  heaven  my  gaze, 

appear’d  with  refulgent  rays : 

4  1°  “y  ear  a  murmuring  surge, 

soft-with  no  plaint  like  a  dirge,  ^ 
notes  of  joy  were  wafted  along, 

^weet  song; 

°“’y  *be  echo,  so  seraphic  and  clear, 

moment  burst  then  on  my  ear; 
I^thmirtif  ^  see— still  the  music  grew  sweeter, 

1  thought  in  my  vision— it  was  Carrie  and  Peter. 

Longfellow’s  “Excelsior”  seems  destined 
to  have  as  many  “translators”  as  the  Iliad. 
In  the  Drawer  for  October  last  we  gave  a  Japa¬ 
nese  rendering,  illustrated.  We  have  now  the  sat¬ 
isfaction  of  presenting  one  written  from  the  Irish 
point  of  view,  by  Mr.  Pat  Eick,  who  deems  him¬ 
self  to  have  been  specially  inspired  for  this  effort : 

PADDY’S  VERSION  OF  “EXCELSIOR.” 

^was  growing  dark  so  terrible  fasht, 

town  up  the  mountain  there  pushed 
A  broth  of  a  boy,  to  his  neck  in  the  shnow. 

As  he  walked,  his  shillalah  he  swuii?  to  and  fro 
Saying  it  s  up  till  the  top  I’m  bound  for  to  go,  ’ 

Be  jabers  1  ^  ’ 

He  looked  mortial  sad,  and  his  eyes  was  as  bright 
As  a  hre  of  turf  on  a  cowld  winther  night, 

And  divil  a  word  that  he  said  could  ye  tell 
As  he  opened  his  mouth  and  let  out  a  yell, 

It  8  up  till  the  top  of  the  mountain  I’ll  <»o 
Onim  covered  up  wid  this  bothersome  shnow 
Bejabers! 

thraveled  along, 

The  Imht  of  the  caudles  and  fires  so  warm  • 

But  a  bm  chunk  of  ice  hung  over  his  head.’ 

Wid  a  shnivel  and  groan,  by  St.  Patrick!  he  said, 

Its  up  till  the  very  tip-top  I  v'ill  rush, 

And  then  if  it  falls  it’s  not  nieself  it  ’ll  crush. 
Bejabers!  ’ 

whfte'^'^ '  ’"'bose  head  was  as 

0“  that  miserable  night ; 
jell  fall  in  the  wather,  me  bit  of  a  lad, 
HoLa'f  ®,?  ami  the  walkin’  is  bad. 

Hn?  to_  a  word  that  was  said. 

But  he  d  go  till  the  top  if  he  wint  on  his  head. 

Be  jabers !  ’ 

buxom  young  girl,  such  as  like  to  be  kissed. 
Axed  hnn  wadn  t  he  shtop,  and  how  couUL  he  resist? 
^.  snapping  his  fingers  and  winking  his  eye, 

Whil^B  shmihng  upon  her,  he  made  this  reply— 

Paith  I  meant  to  kape  on  till  I  got  to  the  top. 

But  as  yer  shwate  self  has  axed  me  I  may  as  well 
6x1  top, 

Be  jabers ! 

He  shtopped  all  night  and  he  shtopped  all  day. 

And  ye  musn’t  be  axing  whin  he  did  go  away ; 

Pur  wciuldn  t  he  be  a  bastely  gossoon 
■m  .b®  mvm’  bis  darlint  in  the  shwate  honey-moon? 
Whin  the  owld  man  has  paraties  enough  and  to  spare, 
bhiire  he  moight  as  well  shtay  if  he’s  comfortable  there 
Be  jabers ! 

A  Ltnn  (Massachusetts)  correspondent,  who 
occasionally  figures  in  the  Drawer,  mentions  a 

little  incident  of  D.  F- - and  Bob  G _ .  The 

latter  had  applied  for  admission  to  an  orthodox 
church.  His  occupation  was  that  of  a  cobbler,  and 
an  indifferent  cobbler  he  was,  at  that.  After 

church  F - beckoned  one  of  the  deacons  across 

the  street,  and  said,  “Well,  Deacon,  Bob  G - 

wants  to  join  our  meetin’.” 

“  Yes  ;  do  you  know  any  thing  against  him  ?” 
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“Well,  no;  but,  before  you  take  a  final  vote 
on  him,  Fd  just  like  to  show  you  a  job  of  cob¬ 
bling  he  did  for  me;  that’s  all.” 

In  one  of  those  fat  little  places  in  Ohio  that 

they  call  a  city,  the  pastor  of  the - church 

came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had  a  call  to  an¬ 
other  field  of  labor,  and  resigned  his  pastorate. 
Deacon  R — -  was  very  son-y  to  lose  his  good 
shepherd,  but,  with  an  eye  to  the  spiritual  inter¬ 
ests  of  the  church,  began,  with  others,  to  cast 
about  for  a  successor.  An  eligible  man  having 
been  found,  the  deacon  was  anxious  that  he 
should  at  once  have  an  opportunity  of  exhibiting 
his  powers  before  the  congregation.  But  there 
was  this  difficulty  in  the  way :  the  old  pastor’s 
resignation  had  been  set  for  several  weeks  in  the 
future,  and  he  was  still  occupying  the  pulpit. 

Deacon  R - -  having  doubts  as  to  the  delicacy 

and  propriety  of  thrusting  a  new  candidate  in 
before  the  old  one  had  taken  his  departure,  took 
the  only  proper  course — went  directly  to  the  pas¬ 
tor  and  stated  the  case.  “Well,  I  don’t  know 
about  this,”  said  the  latter ;  “I  don’t  altogether 
like  it.  It’s  too  much  like  ‘  getting  on  with  the 
new  love  before  you’re  off  with  the  old.’  It’s 
not  usual  for  a  man  to  commence  courting  a  new 
wife  before  his  old  one  is  buried,  is  it  ?”  “  No,” 

replied  the  deacon,  “  I  don’t  know  as  it  is  ;  and 
it  ain’t  very  usual  for  a  corj)se  to  be  lying  round 
in  this  way  six  weeks  after  death  !’’ 


Prebendary  Jackson’s  new  book,  “Curiosi¬ 
ties  of  the  Pulpit  and  Pulpit  Literature,”  con¬ 
tains  several  neat  anecdotes  of  old  and  new  time 
clergymen.  Of  Father  Maimbourg,  a  well-known 
Jesuit  of  the  seventeenth  century,  who  once 
'  preached  during  the  whole  of  Lent  in  a  town 
where  he  was  not  once  invited  to  partake  a  mor¬ 
sel  of  dinner,  he  said,  in  his  farewell  sermon ; 
“I  have  preached  against  every  vice  except  that 
of  too  much  attachment  to  the  pleasures  of  the 
table.  This  vice  is  by  no  means  prevalent  in  a 
single  person  whom  I  address,  and  therefore  I 
need  not  denounce  it.” 


The  preachers  of  the  seventeenth  century  were 
noted  for  consuming  much  time  by  trifling  his¬ 
torical  statements,  something  like  that  of  Urban 
Chevreau,  who  gi-avely  informed  the  readers  of 
his  “History  of  the  World”  that  it  was  created 
the  6th  of  September,  on  a  Friday,  a  little  after 
four  o’clock  in  the  afternoon. 

Bishop  Burnet,  in  the  “  History  of  his  Own 
Times,”  mentions  a  Dr.  Case,  who  wrote  a  book 
with  this  title  :  “The  Angelical  Guide  ;  showing 
Men  and  Women  their  Lot  and  Chance  in  this 
Elementary  Life.”  The  work  is  very  astrolog¬ 
ical  and  very  profound.  For  instance,  the  au¬ 
thor  states  that  “Adam  was  created  in  that 
pleasant  place  called  Paradise,  about  the  year 
before  Christ  4002 — viz.,  on  April  24,  at  twelve 
o’clock  at  midnight.”  Nothing  like  accuracy ! 


The  titles  of  some  seventeenth  and  eighteenth 
century  sermons  were  strange,  and  to  modern 
apprehension  comical  and  irreverent :  “  Baruch’s 
Sore  Gently  Opened,  and  the  Salve  Skillfully  Ap¬ 
plied.”  “The  Church’s  Bowel  Complaint.” 
“The  Snuff’ers  of  Divine  Love.”  “The  Spir¬ 
itual  Mustard  Pot,  to  Make  the  Soul  Sneeze  with 
Devotion.”  “A  Pack  of  Cards  to  Win  Christ.” 


“A  Spiritual  Spicerie ;  containing  Sundrie  sweet 
Tractates  of  Devotion  and  Piety,”  written  by 
Richard  Braithwaite  in  1638.  “The  Divine 
Lanthorne,”  1686.  “  Cuckoldom’s  Glory;  or, 

the  Horns  of  the  Righteous  Exalted,”  with  an 
emblematical  engraved  frontispiece.  “Crumbs 
ofComfort^or  Chickens  of  Grace.”  “  A  Funer¬ 
al  Handkerchief,  to  which  are  added,”  etc.,  1691. 
“A  Divine  Balance  to  weigh  Religious  Fasts 
in,”  1643.  “  Leap  Year  Lectures :  a  Collection 

of  Discourses  delivered  on  the  29th  of  February 
to  a  Select  Society ;  committed  to  the  Pres^,  be¬ 
cause  improper  for  the  Pulpit,”  1777.  And  last, 
not  least,  this:  “Some  fine  Biscuits  baked  in 
the  Oven  of  Charity,  carefully  conserved  for  the 
Chickens  of  the  Church,  the  Sparrows  of  the 
Spirit,  and  the  sweet  Swallows  of  Salvation.” 

Judge  Daly,  who  sits  as  presiding  Justice  of 
the  Court  of  Common  Pleas  in  New  York  city, 
is  a  lawyer  of  rare  culture,  a  gentleman  of  digni¬ 
ty  and  grace,  and  a  handsome,  stern-visaged 
man.  He  is  withal  a  man  of  much  humor,  and 
is  said  to  have  told  about  himself  this  story, 
which  will  be  better  understood  when  it  is  pre¬ 
mised  that  his  court  has  always  had  the  reputa¬ 
tion  of  “taking  things  easy,”  and  its  judges  of 
not  being  over-particular  to  be  in  court  any  too 
promptly  at  the  hour  of  opening. 

“One  morning,”  says  Judge  Daly,  “I  was 
coming  into  court  a  little  late,  when  I  heard  one 
man  standing  at  a  little  distance  say  to  another 
(he  may  have  been  a  witness  anxious  to  get 
away,  or  a  j  uror  zealously  desirous  to  get  to  work, 
or  perhaps  a  client  weaiy  of  the  law’s  delay,  but 
whatever  else  he  was,  he  was  certainly  an  Irish¬ 
man),  ‘  Och,  sure  there  c&nies  his  Honor  at  last ! 
Bejabers,  Judge  De-lay,  yer  rightly  named 

Three  colored  men,  formeidy  “drivers”  of 
two  wealthy  planters,  now  rent  and  cultivate  the 
plantations  on  Hilton  Head  which  used  to  belong 
to  those  gentlemen.  They  run  their  plows,  have 
their  contract  laborers,  keep  nice  boats,  buggies, 
and  horses,  and  are  well  dressed  and  hospitable. 
On  a  bright  day  in  July  CulFee  Stuart’s  old  mas¬ 
ter  dropped  in  on  him  and  clfdmed  his  hospi¬ 
tality.  “  Well,  Cuifee,”  said  the  old  gentleman, 
“  I’ve  come  to  see  how  you  get  on.”  “All  right. 
Sir!”  exclaimed  his  quondam  slave;  “I’ll  give 
you  the  best  the  island  affords.”  To  use  a  trite 
saying,  Cuffee’s  table  groaned  under  the  load  of 
venison,  fish,  and  oysters,  besides  vegetables, 
rice,  and  melons.  Moreover,  there  was  a  bottle 
of  “  old  Bourbon,”  which  diffused  a  glow  of  sat¬ 
isfaction  through  the  old  planter’s  stomach.  On 
rising  to  leave,  Cuffee  pressed  half  a  dozen  cigars 
on  his  guest,  which  were  pocketed  with  this 

courteous  remark:  “I’ll  be  - - ,  Cuffee,  old 

fellow,  if  I  don’t  believe  I’ve  got  to  h —  before 
my  time ;  for  here  you’re  living  on  venison  and 
‘old  Bourbon,’  and  I  have  to  eat  my  hominy 
dry,  out  of  a  borrowed  pot,  with  an  old  iron 
spoon.” 


I  A  CITIZEN  of  Massachusetts,  learning,  during 
1  a  temporary  absence  from  home,  that  a  some- 
•  what  prominent  but  veiy  unpopular  fellow-towns- 
’  man  had  been  struck  with  paralysis,  did  not  seem 
-  very  sad  at  the  intelligence.  “Why,”  said  his 
i  infonnant,  “  he  is  half  dead.”  “  Well,”  was  the 
’  reply,  “t/iat- is  better  than  nothing!” 
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THE  VAUDOIS. 


VAUUOIS  UUKNED  ALlViS  IN  PAIES. 


Three  valleys  of  singular  interest  open  from 
the  higher  Alps  info  the  rich  plains  of  Pied¬ 
mont  Below.  Through  each  a  rapid  stream  or 
mountain  torrent,  fed  by  perpetual  snows  and 
glaciers,  rushes  with  a  varying  current,  and 
mingles  at  length  with  the  stately  Po.*  Two 
of  the  vales,  Lucerna  and  Perouse,  widen  as 
they  descend  from  the  crags  above,  and  melt 
into  the  general  softness  of  the  Italian  scene. 
Lucerna,  the  most  fertile,  the  most  beautiful, 
possesses  unrivaled  charms.  Its  thick  and  al¬ 
most  perpetual  foliage,  its  groves  of  mulberry- 
trees,  its  woods  of  chestnut,  the  waving  fields  of 
wheat,  its  vineyards  climbing  up  the  mountain¬ 
side,  its  temperate  air,  its  countless  hamlets,  its 
innocent  and  happy  people,  seem  to  rest  in  per- 

1  Leger,  L’Histoire  Geuerale  ties  Eglises  VaudoiB, 
p.  2.  Vaudois  and  Waldenses  are  words  of  the  same 
meaning.  They  are  defined,  “  The  people  of  the  val¬ 
leys.”  I 


feet  peace  beneath  the  shelter  of  the  encircling 
Alps.  It  would  indeed  be  a  paradise,  exclaimed 
the  historian  Leger,  if  it  were  not  so  near  the 
Jesuits  at  Turin. ^  San  Martino,  the  third  val¬ 
ley,  is  happily  less  beautiful.'*  It  is  a  wild  ra¬ 
vine  pierced  by  a  fierce  mountain  torrent — the 
Germanasca.  On  each  side  of  the  stream  the 
huge  Alps  shoot  upward,  and  ranges  of  inac¬ 
cessible  cliffs  and  crags  frown  over  the  narrow 
vale  beneath.  Its  climate  is  severe,  its  people 
hardy.  In  the  upper  part  of  the  valley  winter 
is  almost  perpetual.  The  snow  lies  for  eight 
or  nine  months  on  the  ground.  The  crops  are 
scanty,  the  herbage  faint  and  rare.  The  shrill 
cry  of  the  marmot,  the  shriek  of  the  eagle,  alone 
disturb  the  silence  of  the  Vaudois  Sabbath ;  and 
in  the  clear,  bright  air  the  graceful  chamois  is 

1  Leger,  p.  3.  See  Muston,  Histoire  des  Vaudois ;  or 
Israel  of  the  Alps,  i.  7. 

2  Leger,  p.  7.  Muston,  p.  19.  Israel  of  the  Alps. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1870,  by  Harper  and  Brothers,  in  the  Clerk’s  Office  of  the 
District  Court  of  the  United  States,  for  the  Southern  District  of  New  York. 
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seen  leaping  from  peak  to  peak  of  his  mountain 
pastures. 

San  Martino  has  formed  for  ages  the  citadel 
of  the  Vaudois,  the  last  refuge  of  religious  free¬ 
dom.  Often,  when  the  papal  troops  had  swept 
over  its  sister  valleys,  filling  their  fairer  scenery 
with  bloodshed  and  desolation,  the  brave  people 
of  the  interior  vale  defied  the  invaders.  The 
persecutors  turned  in  alarm  from  the  narrow 
pass  where  every  crag  concealed  a  marksman  ; 
where  huge  stones  were  rolled  upon  their  heads 
from  the  heights  above ;  where  every  cave  and 
rock  upon  the  mountain-side  were  tenanted  by  a 
fearless  garrison.  Here,  within  the  borders  of 
Italy  itself,  the  popes  have  never  been  able,  ex¬ 
cept  for  one  unhappy  interval,  to  enforce  their 
authority.  Here  no  mass  has  been  said,  no  im¬ 
ages  adored,  no  papal  rites  administered  by  the 
native  Vaudois.  It  was  here  that  Henry  Ar- 
naud,  the  hero  of  the  valleys,  redeemed  his 
country  from  the  tyranny  of  the  Jesuits  and 
Eome ;  and  liere  a  Christian  church,  founded 
perhaps  in  the  apostolic  age,  has  survived  the 
persecutions  of  a  thousand  years.' 

The  territory  of  the  Vaudois  embraces  scarce¬ 
ly  sixteen  square  miles.  The  three  valleys  can 
never  have  contained  a  population  of  more  than 
twenty  thousand.  In  every  age  the  manners  of 
the  people  have  been  the  same.  They  are  tall, 
gi'aceful,  vigorous ;  a  mountain  race  accustomed 
to  labor  or  to  hunt  the  chamois  in  his  native 
crags.  The  women  are  fair  and  spotless ;  their 
rude  but  plaintive  hymns  are  often  heard  re¬ 
sounding  from  the  chestnut  groves  ;  their  native 
refinement  softens  the  apparent  harshness  of 
their  frugal  lives.’  Over  the  whole  population 
of  the  Vaudois  valleys  has  ever  rested  the 
charm  of  a  spotless  purity.  Their  fair  and 
tranquil  countenances  speak  only  frankness  and 
simplicity ;  their  lives  are  passed  in  deeds  of 
charity,  in  honest  labors,  and  in  unvarying  self- 
respect.’  The  vices  and  the  follies,  the  luxury 
and  the  crime  that  have  swept  over  Europe 
never  invaded  the  happy  valleys,  unless  carried 
thither  by  the  papal  troops.  No  pride,  no  ava¬ 
rice,  no  fierce  resentment  disturbs  the  peaceful 
Vaudois  ;  no  profanity,  no  crime  is  heard  of  in 
this  singular  community.  To  wait  upon  the 
sick,  to  aid  the  stranger,  are  eagerly  contended 
for  as  a  privilege;  compassion,  even  for  their 
enemies,  is  the  crowning  excellence  of  the  gen¬ 
erous  race.  When  their  persecutor,  Victor 
Amadeus  II.,  was  driven  from  Turin  by  the 
French,  he  took  refuge  in  the  valleys  he  had 
desolated,  in  the  cottage  of  a  Vaudois  peasant. 
Here  he  lived  in  perfect  security.  The  peasant 
might  have  filled  his  house  with  gold  by  betray¬ 
ing  his  guest;  he  refused;  the  duke  escaped, 

>  Mnston,  i.  p.  lOT.  The  Israel  of  the  Alps  is  the 
most  complete  account  of  the  Vaudois.  A  work  of 
great  learning,  research,  and  enthusiasm. 

.2  Mnston,  i.  p.  7. 

’  The  moral  vigor  of  the  Vaudois  is  well  attested 
for  four  or  flve  centuries.  See  J.  Bresse,  Hist.  Vau¬ 
dois,  p.  85,  an  unfinished  history.  So  Authentic  De¬ 
tails  of  the  Waldenses,  p.  48.  Mnston,  Hist.  Vaud.,  1. 
And  see  Israel  of  the  Alps. 


and  rewarded  his  preserver  with  characteristic 
parsimony.  In  the  French  wars  of  the  last 
century,  when  Suwarrow  was  victorious  among 
the  Alps,  three  hundred  wounded  Frenchmen 
took  shelter  in  the  village  of  Bobbio.  The 
Vaudois  cared  for  their  former  persecutors  as 
long  as  their  scanty  means  allowed,  and  then, 
taking  the  wounded  soldiers  on  their  shoulders, 
carried  them  over  the  steep  Alpine  passes  and 
brought  them  safely  to  their  native  France. 

We  may  accept,  for  we  can  not  refute,  the 
narrative  of  their  early  history  given  by  the 
Vaudois  themselves.'  Soon  after  the  dawn  of 
Christianity,  they  assert,  their  ancestors  em¬ 
braced  the  faith  of  St.  Paul,  and  practiced  the 
simple  rites  and  usages  described  by  Justin  or 
Tertullian.  The  Scriptures  became  their  only 
guide ;  the  same  belief,  the  same  sacraments 
they  maintain  to-day,  they  held  in  the  age  of 
Constantine  and  Sylvester.  They  relate  that, 
as  the  Romish  church  grew  in  power  and  pride, 
their  ancestors  repelled  its  assumptions  and  re¬ 
fused  to  submit  to  its  authority ;  that  when,  in 
the  ninth  century,  the  use  of  images  was  en¬ 
forced  by  superstitious  popes,  they,  at  least, 
never  consented  to  become  idolaters  ;  that  they 
never  worshiped  the  Virgin,  nor  bowed  at  an 
idolatrous  mass.  When  in  the  eleventh  cen¬ 
tury  Eome  asserted  its  supremacy  over  kings 
and  princes,  the  Vaudois  were  its  bitterest  foes. 
The  three  valleys  formed  the  theological  school 
of  Europe.  The  Vaudois  missionaries  traveled 
into  Hungary  and  Bohemia,  France,  England, 
even  Scotland,  and  aroused  the  people  to  a  sense 
of  the  fearful  corruption  of  the  church.’  They 
pointed  to  Rome  as  the  antichrist,  the  centre 
of  every  abomination.  They  taught,  in  the 
place  of  the  Romish  innovations,  the  pure  faith 
of  the  apostolic  age.  Lollard,  who  led  the  way 
to  the  reforms  of  Wycliffe,  was  a  preacher  from 
the  valleys ;  the  Albigenses  of  Provence,  in  the 
twelfth  century,  were  the  fruits  of  the  Vaudois 
missions  ;  Germany  and  Bohemia  were  reform¬ 
ed  by  the  teachers  of  Piedmont ;  Huss  and  Je¬ 
rome  did  little  more  than  proclaim  the  Vaudois 
faith ;  and  Luther  and  Calvin  were  only  the 
necessary  offspring  of  the  apostolic  churches  of 
the  Alps. 

The  early  pastors  of  the  Vaudois  were  called 
ba7-bes  (uncle)  ;  and  in  a  deep  recess  among  the 
mountains,  hidden  from  the  persecutor’s  eye,  a 
cave  is  shown  where  in  the  Middle  Ages  a  throng 
of  scholars  came  from  different  parts  of  Europe 
to  study  the  literature  of  the  valleys.’  The 
barbes  were  well  qualified  to  teach  a  purer 
faith  than  that  of  Rome  :  a  Vaudois  poem,  writ¬ 
ten  about  1100,  called  the  “  Noble  Lesson,”  still 
exists,  and  inculcates  a  pure  morality  and  an 
apostolic  creed  ;*  a  catechism  of  the  twelfth 

*  The  Vaudois  writers  concur  in  placing  their  own 
origin  at  a  period  before  Constantine.  Leger,  i.  p.  25 
et  seq. 

_  “  Peyran,  Nouvelles  Lettres  sur  les  Vaudois.  Lett, 
ii.  p.  26,  La  religion  des  Vaudois  s’est  etendne  presque 
dans  tons  les  endroits  de  Europe ;  non  seulement  par- 
mi  les  Italiens.  ^  Bresse,  Hist.  Vaudois. 

*  Raynouard,  Mon.  Langue  Romaue,  ii.  p.  37. 
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century  has  also  been  presei’ved ;  its  doctrines 
are  those  of  modei'n  Protestantism.  The  Vau- 
dois  church  had  no  bishop;* *  its  head  was  an 
elder,  majorales,  who  was  only  a  presiding  olR- 
cer  over  the  younger  barhes.  But  in  that  idyl¬ 
lic  church  no  ambition  and  no  strife  ai’ose,  and 
each  pastor  strove  only  to  excel  his  fellows  in 
humility  and  in  charitable  deeds. 

Prom  Constantine  to  Hildebrand,  from  the 
third  to  the  eleventh  century,  the  Vaudois,  we 
may  trust,  cultivated  their  valleys  in  peace.  “ 
The  Eoman  church,  engaged  in  its  strife  Avith 
emperors  and  kings,  overlooked  or  despised  the 
teachers  of  the  mountains.  In  the  contest  of 
giants  the  modest  shepherds  rvere  forgotten. 
Yet  they  aimed  with  almost  fatal  effect  the  rus¬ 
tic  sling  of  truth  against  the  Eoman  Philistine. 
Nothing  is  more  plain  than  that  from  the  tAvelfth 
to  the  fifteenth  centmy  the  people  of  Europe 
were  nearly  united  in  opposition  to  the  Eoman 
see.  The  popes  had  never  yet  been  able  to  re¬ 
duce  to  subjection  the  larger  portion  of  the 
Christian  church ;  it  was  only  over  kings  and 
princes  that  their  victories  had  been  achieved. 
Every  country  in  Europe  swarmed  with  dissi¬ 
dents,  who  repelled  as  antichrist  the  bishop  of 
Eome  ;  Avho  pointed  with  horror  and  disgust  to 
the  vices  and  the  crimes  of  the  Italian  prelates 
and  the  encroaching  monks.  In  Languedoc 
and  Provence,  the  home  of  the  troubadour  and 
of  medieval  civilization,  the  Eoman  priests  were 
pursued  to  the  altars  Avith  shouts  of  derision.^ 
Bohemia,  Hungary,  and  Germany  Avere  filled 
with  various  sects  of  primitive  Christians,  who 
had  never  learned  to  Avorship  graven  images,  or 
to  bow  before  glittering  Madonnas.  Spain,  En¬ 
gland,  Scotland,  are  said  by  the  Vaudois  tradi¬ 
tions  to  have  retained  an  early  Christianity.  In 
the  fourteenth  century  it  is  certain  that  nearly 
half  England  accepted  the  fliith  of  Lollard  and 
Wycliffe.  The  Eomish  Avriters  of  the  thir¬ 
teenth  century  abound  in  treatises  against  here¬ 
tics  ;*  the  fable  of  a  united  Christendom,  obey¬ 
ing  Avith  devoted  faith  a  pope  at  Eome,  had  no 
credence  in  the  period  to  Avhich  it  is  commonly 
assigned  ;  and  from  the  reign  of  Innocent  HI. 
to  the  Council  of  Constance  (1200-1414)  the 
Eoman  church  Avas  engaged  in  a  constant  and 
often  doubtful  contest  with  the  widely-diffused 
fragments  of  apostolic  Christianity.® 

The  popes  had  succeeded  in  subjecting  kings 
and  emperors  ;  they  noAV  employed  them  in 
crushing  the  people.  Innocent  III.  excited 
Philip  of  France  to  a  fierce  crusade  against  the 
Albigenses  of  the  south  ;  amidst  a  general  mas¬ 
sacre  of  men,  Avomen,  and  children  the  gentle 
sect  sank,  never  to  appear  again.  Dominic  in¬ 


1  Authentic  Details,  etc.  “Fourof  the  best-informed 
pastors  agreed  that  they  never  had  any  bishops  at  any 
time.” 

=*  The  feeble  condition  of  the  papacy  from  800  to 
1000  left  it  with  but  little  influence  in  the  West.  Spain 
and  France  were  quite  independent. 

®  Milman,  Latin  Christianity,  iv.  200. 

*  Reinerius,  Moneta,  Mapes  (1160),  and  others.  So 
many  papal  bulls,  sermons,  etc. 

5  Mosheim,  il.,  enumerates  some  of  the  various  sects. 


vented,  or  enlarged,  the  Inquisition ;  and  soon 
in  every  land  the  spectacle  of  Jblazing  heretics 
and  tortured  saints  delighted  the  eyes  of  the 
Eomish  clergy.’  Over  the  rebellious  kings  the 
popes  had  held  the  menace  of  interdict,  excom¬ 
munication,  deposition ;  to  the  people  they  of¬ 
fered  only  submission  or  death.  The  Inquisi¬ 
tion  Avas  their  remedy  for  the  apostolic  heresies 
of  Germany,  England,  Spain — a  simple  cure  for 
dissent  or  reform.  It  seemed  effectual.®  The 
Albigenses  were  perfectly  extirpated.  In  the 
cities  of  Italy  the  Waldenses  ceased  to  be  knoAvn. 
Lollardism  concealed  itself  in  England ;  the 
scriptural  Christians  of  every  land  who  refused 
to  worship  images  or  adore  the  Virgin  disap¬ 
peared  from  sight ;  the  supremacy  of  Eome 
Avas  assured  over  all  Western  Europe. 

Yet  one  blot  remained  on  the  fair  fame  of 
the  seemingly  united  Christendom.  Within 
the  limits  of  Italy  itself  a  people  existed  to 
whom  the  mass  Avas  still  .a  vain  idolatry,  the 
real  presence  a  papal  fable ;  who  had  resisted 
Avith  vigor  every  innovation,  and  whose  simple 
rites  and  ancient  faith  were  older  than  the  pa¬ 
pacy  itself.  What  Avaves  of  persecution  may 
have  surged  over  the  Vaudois  valleys  in  earlier 
ages  Ave  do  not  knoAv ;  they  seem  soon  to  hav'e 
become  familiar  with  the  cruelty  of  Eome  ;  but 
in  the  fifteenth  century  the  popes  and  the  in¬ 
quisitors  turned  their  malignant  eyes  upon  the 
simple  Piedmontese,  and  prepared  to  exterm¬ 
inate  with  fire  and  SAvord  the  Alpine  church. 

And  noAv  began  a  war  of  four  centuries,  the 
most  remarkable  in  the  annals  of  Europe.  On 
the  one  side  stood  the  people  of  the  vallej-s — 
poor,  humble,  few.  Driven  to  resistance  by 
their  pitiless  foes,  they  took  up  arms  with  re¬ 
luctance  ;  they  fought  only  for  safety ;  they 
Avept  over  the  fallen.®  Yet  it  soon  appeared 
that  every  one  of  the  simple  mountaineers  Avas 
a  hero ;  that  he  could  meet  toil,  famine,  dan¬ 
ger,  death  with  a  serene  breast  in  defense  of  his 
loved  ones  and  his  faith  ;  that  his  v  igorous  arm, 
his  Avell-ordered  frame,  were  more  than  a  match 
for  the  mercenary  Catholic,  the  dissolute  Sav¬ 
oyard  ;  that  he  joined  to  the  courage  of  the  sol¬ 
dier  the  Christian  ardor  of  the  martyr ;  that  he 
was,  in  fact,  invincible.  For -four  centuries  a 
crusade  almost  incessant  went  on  against  the  se¬ 
cluded  valleys.  Often  the  papal  legions,  led 
by  the  inquisitors,  swept  over  the  gentle  land¬ 
scape  of  Lucerna,  and  drove  the  people  from  the 
blazing  villages  to  hide  in  caves  on  the  ipount- 
ains,  and  almost  broAvse  with  the  chamois  on 
the  wild  herbage  of  the  wintry  rocks.  Often 
the  dukes  of  Savoy  sent  well-trained  armies  of 
Spanish  foot  to  blast  and  wither  the  last  trace 
of  Christian  civulization  in  San  Martin  or  Pe- 
rouse.  More  than  once  the  best  soldiers  and 
the  best  generals  of  Mazarin  and  Louis  XIV. 

A  Milman,  Lat.  Christ.,  iv.  206. 

®  Janus,  Pope  and  Council,  cap.  xvi.,  has  a  brief 
and  careful  revievv  of  the  rigor  of  the  Inquisition  from 
1200  to  1600 ;  the  popes  named  all  the  inquisitors.  See 
p.  194-196. 

®  Gilly,  Excursion,  has  various  legends  of  the  early 
wars.  Perrin  and  Leger  are  the  authorities. 
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hunted  the  Vaudois  in  their  wildest  retreats, 
massacred  them  in  caves,  starved  them  in  the 
region  of  the  glaciers,  and  desolated  the  valleys 
from  San  Jean  to  the  slopes  of  Guinevert.  Yet 
the  unflinching  people  still  refused  to  give  up 
their  faith.  Still  they  repelled  the  idolatry 
of  the  mass  ;  still  they  mocked  at  the  antichrist 
of  Rome.  In  the  deepest  hour  of  distress  the 
venerable  barbes'  gathered  around  them  their 
famine-stricken  congregations  in  some  cave  or 
cranny  of  the  Alps,  administered  their  apostolic 

‘  Barbe  means  uncle.  Leger,  p.  205.  C’estoit  I’ap- 
peller  tmcle.  A  name,  always  honorable  in  the  south 
of  France. 


rites,  and  preached  anew  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount.  The  psalms  of  David,  chanted  in  the 
plaintive  melodies  of  the  Vaudois,  echoed  far 
above  the  scenes  of  rapine  and  carnage  of  the 
desolate  valleys  ;  the  apostolic  church  lived  in¬ 
destructible,  the  coronal  of  some  heaven-pierc¬ 
ing  Alp. 

The  popes,  the  leaders  of  the  Inquisition,  the 
dukes  of  Savoy,  bigoted  and  cruel,  often  conde¬ 
scended  to  flatteries  and  caresses  to  win  those 
they  could  not  conquer;  they  offered  large- 
bribes  to  the  poorest  mountaineer  who  would 
consent  to  abandon  the  church  of  his  fathers 
and  betray  the  haunts  of  the  heretic.  Wealth, 
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honors,  the  favor  of  his  king  and  of  the  Romish 
priests,  awaited  him  who  would  recant ;  an  easy 
path  ‘of  preferment  lay  open  to  the  young  men 
of  the  valleys,  accustomed  only  to  toil  and  want ; 
they  were  tempted  as  few  other  men  have  ever 
been.  Yet  the  papal  bribes  were  even  less  suc¬ 
cessful  than  the  papal  arms.  A  few  imbeciles 
who  had  lost  their  moral  purity  alone  yielded 
to  the  allurements  of  gain  and  pleasure ;  the 
great  body  of  the  Vaudois  youth  rejected  the  of¬ 
fers  with  disdain.  The  stately  magnanimity  of 
the  Noble  Lesson,  the  simple  principles  of  their 
ancient  catechism,*  taught  them  in  their  plain 
churches  by  some  learned  yet  gentle  barbe, 
raised  them  above  those  inferior  impulses  by 
which  the  corrupt  world  beneath  them  was  con¬ 
trolled.  No  hereditary  vices  tarnished  their 
fair  organizations ;  no  coarse  disease  impaired 
their  mental  and  moral  vigor.  With  a  wisdom 
above  philosophy  they  saw  that  it  was  better  to 
live  with  a  calm  conscience  a  frugal  life  than  to 
revel  in  ill-gotten  gold.  They  clung  to  their 
mountains,  their  moral  purity,  and  their  faith. 
Generation  after  generation,  fiercely  tried,  hard¬ 
ly  tempted,  never  wavered  in  their  resolve.  The 
war  of  four  centuries  for  liberty  of  conscience, 
for  freedom  to  worship  God,  was  accepted  by 
the  youthful  Vaudois  as  their  noblest  inherit¬ 
ance  ;  the  contest  went  on  with  varying  success 
but  equal  vigor,  and  ceased  only,  in  its  final 
consequences,  when  the  triumphant  voice  of 
Garibaldi  proclaimed  Italy  forever  free. 

Pope  Innocent  VIII.,  a  man  of  rare  benev¬ 
olence,  according  to  the  Romish  writers,  and  a 
devoted  lover  of  Christian  union,  resolved  (1487) 
to  adorn  his  reign  by  a  complete  extinction  of 
the  Vaudois  heresy.  He  issued  a  bull  summon¬ 
ing  all  faithful  kings,  princes,  rulers,  to  a  cru¬ 
sade  against  the  children  of  the  valleys.  “  No 
heretic  was  to  be  spared ;  his  goods,  his  life, 
were  declared  forfeited  unless  he  would  consent 
to  attend  mass.  The  pope,  or  his  inquisitor, 
enumerated  in  a  pastoral  letter  the  crimes  of 
the  Vaudois.  He  charged  them  with  calling 
the  Roman  church  a  church  of  the  evil  one  of 
denouncing  the  worship  of  the- Virgin,  the  in¬ 
vocation  of  saints  ;  of  asserting,  with  unblush¬ 
ing  boldness,  that  they  alone  possessed  the  pure 
doctrine  of  the  apostles.  To  Albertus  Capi- 
taneus  was  committed  the  sacred  trust  of  lead¬ 
ing  an  army  into  the  guilty  region,  and  exe¬ 
cuting  upon  its  people  the  sentence  of  Rome. 
The  Catholics  gathered  together  in  great  num¬ 
bers  at  the  appeal  of  the  chief  inquisitor;  a 
tumultuous  throng  of  soldiers,  brigands,  priests, 
entered  the  valleys  and  commenced  a  general 
pillage.  But  they  were  soon  disturbed  in  their 


1  Faber,  Hist.,  etc.,  of  the  Ancient  Walcienses,  Lon¬ 
don,  1838,  may  be  consulted,  with  some  caution.  It 
gives  a  clear  review  of  the  anthorities  for  their  antiq¬ 
uity. 

“  See  the  bull  issued  by  Innocent  (Leger,  part  ii.  p. 
8).  He  calls  upon  duces,  priucipes,  comites,  et  tem- 
porales  dominos  civitatum — ut  clypeum  defensionis 
orthodoxse  fidei-yassumant. 

3  The  charges  made  by  the  inquisitors  were,  Q’uils 
appelloient  I’eglise  Eomaine  I’eglise  des  malins,  etc. 


labors  by  the  swift  attacks  of  the  Vaudois.  The 
resolute  and  fearless  mountaineers  sallied  from 
their  caves  and  ravines  and  drove  the  robbers 
before  them.  One  Christian,  armed  only  with 
the  vigor  of  innocence,  seemed  equal  to  a  hun¬ 
dred  papists.  The  crusaders  fled,  beaten  and 
affrighted,  from  the  valleys;  the  malevolent 
design  of  Innocent  was  never  fulfilled  ;  and  the 
Romanists  asserted  and  believed  that  every 
Vaudois  was  a  magician,  and  was  guarded  by 
an  invisible  spell. 

Yet  still  the  perpetual  persecution  went  on. 
The  papal  agents  made  their  wmy  into  the  lower 
portions  of  the  valleys,  seized  the  eminent 
barbes  and  faithful  teachers,  and  burned  them 
with  cruel  joy.  The  Vaudois  never  knew  any 
respite  from  real  and  imminent  danger.  Ever 
they  must  he  ready  to  fly  to  their  mountains 
and  caves ;  ever  their  trembling  wives  and  chil¬ 
dren  w'ere  exposed  to  the  cruelty  and  cunning 
of  the  envious  priests.*  The  sixteenth  century 
opened.  The  Reformation  came,  and  the  chief 
reformers  of  France  and  Germany  entered  into 
a  friendly  correspondence  with  the  barbes  and 
churches  of  Piedmont.  They  admitted  the  pu¬ 
rity  of  their  faith,  the  antiquity  of  their  rites. 
But  the  rise  of  the  Reformation  served  only  to 
deepen  the  rage  of  the  papists  against  the  chil- 
dren  of  the  valleys.  The  darkest  days  of  the 
Vaudois  drew  near,  when  their  enemies  could 
for  a  moment  boast  that  the  last  refuge  of  Ital¬ 
ian  heresy  had  fallen  before  their  arms. 

In  1540  the  society  of  Loyola  began  its  uni¬ 
versal  war  against  advancing  civilization.  The 
Inquisition  was  renew-ed  with  unparalleled  se- 
verity ;  the  cities  of  Italy  were  hushed  into  a 
dreadful  repose  ;  the  protestants  of  Venice  were 
thrown  into  the  Adriatic ;  the  reformers  of  Rome 
died  before  the  church  of  Santa  Maria.  “  Italy 
was  reduced  to  a  perfect  obedience  to  the  papal 
rule,  and  for  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  its 
career  of  innovations  the  Roman  church  was 
powerful  and  united  at  home.  The  iron  energy 
of  the  Jesuits  had  crushed  dissent.  They  next 
proceeded  to  declare  and  decide  the  doctrine 
of  the  usurping  church.  The  Council  of  Trent 
assembled  (1645),  and  Loyola  and  Lainez  slow¬ 
ly  enforced  upon  the  hesitating  fathers  a  rigid 
rule  of  priestly  despotism.^  Liberty  of  con¬ 
science  was  denounced  as  the  chief  of  heresies  ; 
the  opinions  and  the  manners  of  mankind  were 
to  be  decided  at  Rome ;  the  pope  was  to  be 
obej'ed  before  all  earthly  sovereigns,  and  his 
divine  powers  were  every  where  to  be  estab¬ 
lished  by  a  universal  persecution.  The  Coun¬ 
cil  of  Trent  at  once  threw  all  Europe  into  a 
fearful  commotion.  At  the  command  of  the 
pope,  the  Jesuits,  and  the  fathers  of  Trent, 
Charles  V.  began  the  first  great  religious  war 
in  Germany,  and  carried  desolation  and  death 

*  Leger,  p.  29.  The  monks  crowded  into  the  valleys. 
In  1536  there  was  a  severe  persecution.  In  1537  a 
barbe  of  great  eminence  was  burned.  The  valleys 
were  frequently  plundered. 

“  Ranke,  Hist.  Popes,  Inquisition. 

3  See  Janus,  Pope  and  Council.  The  Jesuits  si- 
lenced  even  the  KomanistS)  p.  290, 
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to  its  fairest  borders.  In  France  the  French 
court  drove  the  Huguenots  to  revolt  by  an  in¬ 
sane  tyranny.  In  Holland  the  rage  of  the  in- 
([uisitors  had  been  stimulated  by  the  lessons  of 
Loyola. 

Of  all  its  opponents  Home  most  hated  the 
Vaudois.  To  bind  one  of  the  primitive  Chris¬ 
tians  to  the  stake  seemed  to  give  strange  satis¬ 
faction  to  their  modern  persecutors.  In  Sep¬ 
tember,  1560,  Pope  Pius  IV.  and  his  holy  col¬ 
lege  gathered  at  Rome  to  witness  one  of  their 
favorite  spectacles.*  A  pile  had  been  raised  in 
the  square  of  St.  Angelo,  near  the  bridge  over 
the  Tiber.  The  people  assembled  in  a  great 
throng.  The  condemned,  a  pale  and  feeble 
young  man,  was  led  forth ;  when  suddenly  he 
began  to  speak  with  such  rare  eloquence  and 
force  that  the  people  listened ;  the  pope  grew 
angry  and  troubled,  and  the  inquisitors  ordered 
the  Vaudois  to  be  strangled,  lest  his  voice  might 
be  heard  above  the  flames.  Pius  IV.  then  saw 
the  martyrdom  in  peace,  and  directed  the  ashes 
of  his  foe  to  be  thrown  into  the  Tiber. 

The  martyr  Avas  John  Louis  Paschal,  a  young 
pastor  of  great  eloquence,  who  had  been  called, 
from  Geneva  to  k  congregation  of  Vaudois  in 
Calabria.  The  post  of  danger  had  a  singular 
charm  for  the  brilliant  preacher.  He  was  be¬ 
trothed  to  a  young  girl  of  Geneva.  When  he 
told  her  of  his  call  to  Calabria,  “Alas,”  she 
cried,  with  tears,  “so  near  to  Rome,  and  so 
far  from  me!”  Yet  she  did  not  oppose  his 
generous  resolve,  and  he  went  to  his  dangerous 
station.  Here  his  eloquence  soon  drew  a  wide 
attention.  He  courted  by  his  boldness  the  crown 
of  martyrdom.  He  was  shut  up  in  a  deep  dun¬ 
geon,  w'as  chained  with  a  gang  of  galley-slaves, 
was  brought  to  Rome  where  Paul  had  sutfered, 
and  was  imprisoned  in  a  long  confinement.  “ 
His  persecutors  strove  to  induce  him  to  recant ; 
but  no  bribes  nor  terrors  could  move  him.  He 
wrote  a  last  fond  exhortation  to  Camilla  Guari- 
na,  his  betrothed  ;  his  eloquence  was  heard  for 
the  last  time  as  he  was  strangled  before  the 
stake.  ^ 

Innumerable  martyrdoms  now  filled  the  val¬ 
leys  with  perpetual  horror.  It  is  impossible^  to 
describe,  it  is  almost  inhuman  to  remember,  the 
atrocities  of  the  papal  persecutors.  Neither 
sex  nor  age,  innocence,  beauty,  youth,  softened 
their  impassive  hearts.  Mary  Romaine  was 
burned  alive  at  Roche-Plate  ;  Madeleine  Fon- 
tane  at  St.  John.  Michel  Gonet,  a  man  near¬ 
ly  a  hundred  years  old,  was  burned  to  death  at 
Sarcena.  One  martyr  was  hacked  to  pieces 
with  sabres,  and  his  wounds  filled  with  quick¬ 
lime;  another  died  covered  with  brimstone 
matches,  that  had  been  fastened  to  his  lips, 
nostrils,  and  every  part  of  his  body.  The  mouth 
of  one  martyr  was  filled  with  gunpowder,  the 


1  The  story  of  Pascal  may  be  found  at  length  in 
Mnston,  1.  85;  Gillies,  p.  1T8,  etc. 

2  Mnston,  i.  82.  He  entered  Rome  by  the  Ostian 
gate,  by  the  path  of  the  ancient  martyrs. 

3  The  Vandois  in  Calabria  were  extirpated  by  a  hor¬ 
rible  persecution. 


explosion  tearing  his  head  to  pieces.  The 
story  of  a  poor  Bible-seller  from  Geneva  is  less 
revolting  than  most  of  these  dreadful  scenes.' 
Bartholomew  Hector  wandered  among  thepeaks 
of  the  highest  Alps  selling  the  printed  Scrip¬ 
tures  to  the  poor  shepherds,  who  in  the  brief 
summer,  when  the  mountains  break  forth  into 
a  rich  growth  of  leaves,  grass,  and  flowers,  lead 
their  flocks  to  the  higher  cliffs.  They  bought 
the  Bibles  readily,  and  the  colporteur  climbed 
cheerfully  from  peak  to  peak.  The  police 
seized  him  and  caiTied  him  to  Fignerol.  He 
was  charged  with  having  sold  heretical  books  ; 
he  insisted  that  the  Bilde  could  not  be  called 
heretical ;  but  the  Holy  Office  condemned  him, 
June  19,  1666,  and  he  was  sentenced  to  be 
burned  alive ;  some  alleviation  of  the  penalty 
was  afterward  made,  and  the  judges  permitted 
the  executioner  to  strangle  him  before  the  burn¬ 
ing.  He  was  offered  his  life  and  . liberty  if  he 
would  recant ;  he  replied  by  preaching  in  his 
prison,  with  wonderful  eloquence,  the  pure  doc¬ 
trines  of  the  book  he  had  loved  to  distribute. 
Amidst  the  brilliant  palaces  of  Turin,  in  the 
public  square,  the  happy  martyr  died,  surround¬ 
ed  by  a  throng  of  people  who  wept  over  his  fate. 
The  priests  were  unable  to  suppress  that  proof 
of  a  lingering  humanity. 

Five  Protestants  from  Geneva  were  traveling 
toward  the  V audois  valleys.  They  were  warned 
that  the  police  were  watching  for  them,  yet  they 
still  pressed  on,  and  were  arrested  in  an  unfre¬ 
quented  road  where  they  had  hoped  to  escape 
pursuit.  Two  of  them,  Vernoux  and  Laborie, 
were  pastors  of  the  valleys.  They  were  all 
taken  before  the  inquisitors  at  Chambery,  and 
convicted  as  heretics.  They  were  next  brought 
before  the  civil  court  to  be  condemned.  The 
judges,  touched  by  their  innocence,  strove  to 
prevail  upon  them  to  recant.  “  You  need  only 
give  us  a  simple  confession  of  your  errors,”  said 
the  court ;  “  and  this  -will  not  prevent  you  from 
resuming  your  faith  in  the  future.”  They  re¬ 
fused  to  consent  to  the  deceit,  and  were  sen¬ 
tenced  to  die.  “Anne,  my  beloved  sister  and 
spouse,”^  wrote  Laborie  to  his  young  wife,  “you 
know  how  well  we  have  loved  one  another.  I 
pray  you,  therefore,  that  you  be  always  found 
such  as  you  have  been,  and  better,  if  possible, 
when  I  am  no  more.”  Calvin,  hearing  of  their 
danger,  wrote  them  an  austere  exhortation.  In 
the  stern  spirit  of  that  age  of  trial,  he  urged  them 
to  bear  a  testimon}'  to  the  faith  that  should  re¬ 
sound  afar,  where  human  voices  had  never 
reached.  The  five  died  full  of  hope.  They 
were  strangled,  and  their  bodies  burned.^  In 
this  fatal  period  the  public  square  of  Turin  was 
constantl}'  made  the  scene  of  touching  martyr¬ 
doms  and  holy  trials  ;  the  Jesuits  and  the  Fran¬ 
ciscans  every  where  urged  on  the  zeal  of  the  in¬ 
quisitors  ;  no  village  of  the  Vaudois  valleys  but 
had  its  martyrs  ,  no  rock  nor  crag  but  witnessed 
and  was  hallowed  by  some  joyous  death ;  the 
rage  of  persecution  grew  in  strength  until  it 

'  Muston,  i.  108.  3  Id.,  i.  116.  ^  Id.,  i.  IIT. 
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could  no  longer  be  satisfied  with  less  than  a  per¬ 
fect  extermination  of  the  Vaudois. 

Thus  around  the  simple  Christians  of  the  val¬ 
leys  seemed  to  hang  every  where  the  omens  of 
a  dreadful  doom.  In  the  general  tide  of  perse¬ 
cution  they  could  scarcely  hope  to  escape  a  final 
destruction.  From  the  towers  and  cathedrals 
of  Turin  the  Jesuits'  looked  with  envious  eyes 
upon  the  gentle  race  who  neither  plotted  nor 
schemed ;  to  whom  cunning  was  unknown  and 
deceit  the  ruin  of  the  soul ;  who  never  planned 
a  persecution,  fomented  religious  wars,  or  guided 


the  assassin’s  hand ;  who  read  the  Scriptures 
daily,  despite  the  anathemas  of  Eome,  and  who 
found  tliere  no  trace  of  the  papal  supremacy  or 
the  legend  of  St.  Peter.'  The  Vaudois,  indeed, 
had  never  concealed  their  opinions.  For  cen¬ 
turies  they  had  said  openly  that  the  pope  was 
antichrist;’'  they  had  condemned  each  one  of 
the  papal  innovations  as  they  arose ;  they  de¬ 
nounced  the  Crusades  as  cruel  and  unchrJotian  ; 
they  gave  shelter  in  their  valleys  to  the  perse- 

'  Peyran,  Nonv.  Lett.,  p.  61.  The  WalUenses  always 
denied  that  Peter  was  ever  at  Rome. 

’  They  said  pape  etoit  I’antichrist,  I’hostie  une  idole, 
et  le  purgatorie  une  fable,  Leger,  p.  6. 


1  Leger,  2. 
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cuted  Albigenses ;  they  smiled  with  gentle  rid¬ 
icule  at  the  worship  of  saints  and  relics ;  they 
scoffed  at  the  vicious  monks  and  priests  who 
strove  to  convert  them  to  the  faith  of  Rome. 
Yet  now  they  consented  to  claim  the  clemency 
of  their  sovereign,  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  and  hum¬ 
bly  begged  for  freedom  of  worship  and  belief.  ‘ 
They  were  so  innocent  that  they  could  not  un¬ 
derstand  why  one  Christian  should  wish  to  rob 
or  murder  another. 

But  their  prayers,  their  humility,  and  their 
innocence  brought  them  no  relief.  The  Coun¬ 
cil  of  Trent  was  about  to  reassemble,  and  the 
Jesuits  had  resolved  that  its  last  sittings  should 
be  graced  by  a  total  destruction  of  the  ancient 
churches  of  the  valleys.’  A  new  crusade  was 
begun  (1560)  against  the  Vaudois.  The  pope, 
the  Duke  of  Savoy,  the  kings  of  France  and 
Spain,  promoted  the  sacred  expedition  ;  a  large 
army,  led  by  the  Count  of  Trinity,  moved  up  the 
valleys;  again  the  Jesuits  offered  to  the  peo¬ 
ple  submission  to  the  mass  or  death ;  again  the 
brave  mountaineers  left  their  blazing  homes, 
and  fled  to  the  caves  and  crannies  of  the  upper 
Alps.  The  Count  of  Trinity  was  every  where 
victorious.  The  barbes  of  St.  Germain  were 
burned  in  their  own  village,  and  the  poor  wo¬ 
men  of  the  parish  were  forced  to  bring  fagots 
on  their  backs  to  build  the  funeral  pile.  The 
open  country  was  desolated  ;  the  mass  was  cel¬ 
ebrated  with  unusual  fervor  amidst  the  dread¬ 
ful  waste ;  and  the  Jesuits  exulted  with  fierce 
joy  over  the  ruin  of  the  apostolic  church.  But 
once  more,  as  the  winter  deepened,  the  cliffs 
grew  icy,  and  huge  avalanches  of  snow  hung 
over  the  path  of  the  invaders,  the  Vaudois  for¬ 
tified  every  ravine,’  barricaded  the  narrow 
passes,  and  from  their  fastnesses  and  caves 
made  vigorous  attacks  upon  the  foe.  The 
Count  of  Trinity  found  himself  threatened  on 
every  side.  In  the  valley  of  Angrogna  a  few 
peasants  held  a  whole  army  in, check.  Fifty 
Vaudois,  in  one  engagement,  nearly  destroyed 
a  detachment  of  twelve  hundred  persecutors. 
The  Vaudois  leaped  li}ie  chamois  from  crag  to 
crag,  and  with  swift  sallies  cut  off  the  wandei'- 
ing  brigands  ;  they  threw  them  over  the  cliffs, 
drowned  them  in  the  deep  mountain  torrents, 
or  rolled  huge  stones  upon  their  heads.  The 
winter  passed  on  full  of  disaster  to  the  crusad¬ 
ers.  Yet  the  condition  of  the  Vaudois  was 
even  less  tolerable.  The  snow  and  ice  of  the 
Alps  blocked  up  the  entrance  to  their  hiding- 
places  ;  men,  women,  and  children  shivered  in 
rude  huts  of  stone  on  the  bleak  mountain-side  ; 
food  was  scanty  ;  their  harvests  had  been  gath¬ 
ered  by  the  enemy ;  while  far  beneath  them 
they  saw  their  comfortable  homes  wasted  by 
the  Romish  brigands,  and  their  plain  churches 
defiled  by  the  pagan'  ceremonies  of  the  mass. 

In  the  spring,  as  the  flowers  bloomed  once 
more  in  the  declivities  of  the  mountains,  and 
the  banks  of  the  torrents  glowed  with  a  new 

1  Leger,  31.  If  the  Turk  and  the  Jew  are  tolerated, 
they  said,  why  may  not  we  have  peace  ? 

2  Leger,  p.  33.  3  Id.,  p.  34. 


vegetation,  the  final  trial  of  their  faith  and  their 
valor  drew  near.  At  the  upper  extremity  of  the 
valley  of  Angrogna  is  a  circle  of  level  ground, 
called  Fra  del  Tor,  surrounded  on  all  sides  by 
tall  hills  and  mountain  peaks,  and  entered  only 
by  a  narrow  pass.*  Behind  it  is  altogether  safe 
from  attack ;  in  front,  in  the  ravines  leading 
from  below,  the  Vaudois  had  raised  their  sim¬ 
ple  barricades,  and  stationed  their  sentinels  to 
watch  the  approach  of  the  foe.  Here,  in  this 
natural  fortress,  they  had  placed  their  wives 
and  children,  their  old  and  infirm,  had  gath¬ 
ered  their  small  store  of  food  and  arms,  and 
celebrated  their  ancient  worship  in  a  temple 
not  made  with  hands.’  The  Count  of  Trinity 
meantime  had  resolved  upon  their  complete 
destruction*.  With  a  large  and  well -trained 
army  he  marched  swiftly  up  the  valley.  His 
forces  consisted  of  nearly  ten  thousand  men, 
and  among  them  was  a  large  body  of  Spanish 
infantry,  the  best  soldiers  of  the  age.  The  cru¬ 
saders  were  inspired  by  the  prospect  of  an  easy 
success,  by  the  superiority  of  their  numbers, 
by  the  blessing  of  the  pope,  and  by  his  prom¬ 
ise  of  a  boundless  indulgence.  A  fierce  fanat¬ 
icism,  a  wild  excitement,  stirred  by  the  exhort¬ 
ations  of  the  Jesuits  and  the  priests,  ruled  in 
the  ranks  of  the  invaders ;  the  Vaudois,  behind 
their  rocks,  prayed  with  their  gentle  harbes, 
and  with  firm  hearts  prepared  to  die  for  their 
country  and  their  faith. 

The  battle  of  the  Pra  del  Tor  is  the  Mara¬ 
thon  of  Italian  Christianity :  it  was  invested 
with  all  the  romantic  traits  of  patriotic  war¬ 
fare.  The  army  of  the  Count  of  Trinity,  clad  in 
lich  armor  and  glittering  with  military  pofnp, 
marched  in  well-trained  squadrons  up  the  beau¬ 
tiful  valley ;  the  clamor  of  the  trumpets  star¬ 
tled  the  chamois  on  his  crags,  and  drove  the 
eagle  from  her  nest ;  the  waving  plumes,  the 
burnished  arms,  the  consecrated  banners,  shone 
in  the  sunlight  as  they  drew  near  the  defenses 
of  the  moutaineers. ’  Behind  the  Italian  troops 
came  the  Spaniards,  the  bravest,  the  most  big¬ 
oted  of  the  crusaders.  They,  too,  wore  heavy 
armor,  and  were  irresistible  in  the  open  field.  In 
the  rear  of  the  invaders  followed  a  throng  of  plun¬ 
derers,  brigands,  priests,  prepared  to  profit  by  a 
victory  that  seemed  perfectly  assured.  To  this 
well-trained  army  were  opposed  only  a  few  hun¬ 
dred  Vaudois.  They  were  stalwart  and  agile, 
but  meagre  with  toil  and  famine.  Their  dress 
was  ragged  ;  their  arms  broken  and  imperfect, 
lo  their  brilliant  assailants  they  seemed  only 
an  undisciplined  throng ;  a  single  charge  must 
drive  them  routed  up  the  valley.  The  Count 
of  Trinity  gave  orders  to  attack,  and  the  Sav¬ 
oyard  infantry  marched  against  the  heretics. 
Ihey  were  hurled  back  like  waves  from  a  sea¬ 
girt  rock.  The  Vaudois  filled  the  pass  with  a 
rampart  of  their  bodies,  and  whenever  the  Rom- 


*  Muston,  i.  256,  describes  Pra  del  Tor  as  a  deep  re¬ 
cess  among  the  mountains. 

3  Leger,  p.  36-37. 

3  If  I  have  drawn  somewhat  from  fancy,  yet  the  de¬ 
tails  may  he  inferred.  See  Leger,  39. 
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isli  squadrons  approached  they  were  met  by  a  s 
rain  of  bullets,  every  one  of  which  seemed  di-  i 
rected  with  unerring  aim.  The  ground  was  t 
soon  covered  with  the  dead,  and  the  chant  of  < 
thanksgiving  resounded  within  the  amphithe-  i 
atre  of  the  Alps.  1 

For  four  days  the  papal  forces  kept  up  their  t 
vain  assault.  The  V audois  still  maintained  ^ 
their  invincible  array.  Within  the  fastness  the  i 
wives  and  daughters,  the  aged  and  infirm,  were  ] 
employed  in  bringing  food  to  their  heroes,  in  < 
supplying  them  with  ammunition,  and  cheering  ( 
them  with  words  of  faith.  The  Count  of  Trin-  s 
ity,  enraged  at  his  misfortune,  at  length  or-  t 
dered  the  Spanish  infantry  to  charge.  They  ( 
came  on  in  swift  step  to  the  clamor  of  martial  i 
music.  But  their  ranks  were  soon  decimated  ] 
by  the  bullets  of  the  patriots ;  the  officers  fell  < 
on  all  sides ;  and  the  well- trained  troops  refused  ] 
any  longer  to  approach  the  fatal  pass.  Four  ' 
hundred  dead  lay  upon  the  field.  A  wild  panic  1 
seized  upon  the  papal  army,  and  it  fled  dis-  ] 
ordered  and  routed  through  the  valley.* 

Then  the  Vaudois  came  out  from  their  hid-  i 
ing-places,  and  chased  the  crusaders  along  the 
open  country  far  down  to  the  borders  of  An- 
grogna.  No  mercy  was  shown  to  the  ruthless 
papists.  They  were  flung  over  the  rocks  into 
the  fathomless  abyss,  shot  down  by  skillful 
marksmen  as  they  strove  to  hide  in  the  forest, 
and  followed  with  pitiless  vigor  in  their  desul¬ 
tory  flight.  No  trace  remained  of  that  power¬ 
ful  army  that  a  few  days  before  had  moved  with 
military  pomp  to  the  capture  of  Pra  del  Tor ; 
its  fine  battalions  had  been  broken  by  the  valor 
of  a  few  mountaineers ;  a  rich  booty  of  arms 
and  provisions  supplied  the  wants  of  the  heroes 
of  the  valley. 

From  this  time  (1661)  for  nearly  a  century 
no  new  crusade  was  preached  against  the  Vau¬ 
dois.  Their  native  sovereigns  were  satisfied 
with  lesser  persecutions.  The  barbes,  as  usual, 
were  often  burned  ;  the  valleys  were  oppressed 
with  a  cruel  taxation  ;  the  earnings  of  the  hon¬ 
est  people  were  torn  from  them  to  maintain  dis¬ 
solute  princes  and  indolent  priests.  In  1596 
Charles  Emanuel  ordered  all  the  Vaudois,  un¬ 
der  pain  of  death  or  exile,  to  attend  the  preach¬ 
ing  of  the  Jesuits,^  and  the  valleys  were  filled 
with  the  disciples  of  Loyola,  who  strove  to  cor¬ 
rupt  or  terrify  the  youth  of  the  early  church. 
To  every  convert  was  off'ered  an  exem])tion  from 
taxation,  and  various  favors  and  emoluments 
were  heaped  upon  him  who  would  attend  mass. 
Yet  the  restless  Jesuits  were  altogether  unsuc¬ 
cessful.  Their  preaching  and  their  bribes  were 
equally  contemned  by  the  happy  mountaineers  ; 
the  church  still  lived  unspotted  from  the  world.® 
During  this  period  of  tolerable  suffering  the 
valleys  once  more  glowed  with  the  products  of 

1  See  narrative  of  Scipio  Lentulus  in  Leger,  part  ii. 
p.  S5. 

2  D’Andare  alle  prediche  delli  reverendi  padri  Jesu¬ 
its  etc.,  Leger,  part  ii,  p.  61.  The  Jesuits  united  ex¬ 
hortation  with  severity. 

2  Peyran,  Nouv.  Lett.,  i.  We  may  well  accept  the 
traditions  of  so  truthful  a  lace. 


a  careful  industry ;  they  were  the  homes  of  pu¬ 
rity  and  thrift.  Singular  among  their  race, 
the  inheritors  of  a  long  succession  of  elevated 
thought,  the  Vaudois  have  ever  practiced  an 
ideal  virtue  loftier  than  that  of  Plato.  When 
feudalism  taught  that  labor  was  dishonorable, 
the  people  of  the  valleys  held  every  family  dis¬ 
graced  that  did  not  maintain  itself  by  its  own 
useful  toil.  When  the  learned  Jesuits  had 
proved  that  deceit  was  often  lawful,  the  Vau¬ 
dois  declared  that  falsehood  was  the  corruption 
of  the  soul.  In  the  happy  valleys  no  one  de¬ 
sired  to  be  rich,  no  one  strove  to  rise  in  rank 
above  his  fellows.  While  in  the  gifted  circles 
of  the  European  capitals  the  purity  of  woman 
was  scoffed  at  by  philosophers  and  courtiers,  in 
Luzerna  and  Perouse  every  maiden  was  a  Lu- 
cretia.  Crime  had  seldom  been  known  in  the 
peaceful  valleys ;  it  was  only  in  barbarous  lands 
where  the  Jesuits  ruled  that  the  assassin  aimed 
his  dagger  or  the  robber  plied  his  trade.*  To 
harm  no  one,  to  be  at  peace  with  all  men,  to 
forgive,  to  pity,  were  the  natural  impulses  of 
every  Vaudois ;  to  heal  the  sick,  to  raise  the 
low,  to  relieve  the  suffering  stranger,  formed 
the  modest  joys  of  the  children  of  the  valleys. 
In  every  age  they  remained  the  same ;  in  ev¬ 
ery  age  they  were  Christians.  The  seventeenth 
century  of  their  faith,  perhaps  of  their  exist¬ 
ence,  found  them  still  an  uncorrupted  church, 
teaching  to  the  world  unlimited  freedom  of  con¬ 
science.  For  this  they  were  willing  to  peril 
their  lives  and  fortunes  ;  for  this  they  had  con¬ 
tended  with  popes  and  kings ;  and  on  every 
cliff  and  mountain  peak  of  their  native  land 
was  inscribed  in  immortal  deeds  the  independ¬ 
ence  of  the  soul.® 

Meantime,  while  no  change  had  taken  place 
in  the  Alpine  church,  its  doctrines  and  rites 
had  been  accepted  bj-  all  Northern  Europe.  In 
the  seventeenth  century  the  papacy  had  lost 
its  most  powerful  and  warlike  adherents.  En¬ 
gland  in  1650,  ruled  by  Cromwell,  instructed 
by  Milton,  stood  in  the  front  rank  of  the  pro¬ 
gressive  nations.  Holland  and  Northern  Ger¬ 
many  maintained  their  free  schools  and  their 
liberal  press  in  defiance  of  the  Jesuits  and  the 
pope.  France  had  been  forced  to  tolerate  the 
Huguenots.  It  was  only  over  Italy  and  Spain 
that  the  Inquisition  of  Loyola,  founded  in  1641, 
held  its  terrible  sway.  There  the  papal  power 
had  been  erected  upon  a  relentless  despotism, 
and  the  unhappy  people  were  rapidly  sinking  to 
a  low  rank  among  civilized  nations.  The  rule 
of  the  Jesuits  was  followed  by  a  total  decay  of 
morals,  a  general  decline  of  the  intellect.  Once 
Italy  had  been  the  centre  of  classic  elegance, 
of  the  reviving  arts,  of  the  splendors  of  a  new 
civilization.  It  was  now  the  home  of  gross 
superstitions,  a  degraded  priesthood,  a  hopeless 
people.  Spain  and  Portugal,  once  the  leaders 
in  discovery,  the  rulers  of  the  seas,  had  fallen 

■  into  a  new  barbarism.  The  Jesuits,  the  In- 

■  quisition,  alone  flourished  in  their  fallen  capi- 

3  '  Miiston,  i.  livre  viii.  Etat  moral  et  religieux  des 

vallees.  -  J.  Bresse,  Hist.  Vaud.,  p.  39. 
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tals  and  deserted  ports  ;  the  manly  vigor  of  the 
countrymen  of  the  Cid  had  been  corrupted  by 
centuries  of  papal  tyranny. 

In  the  seventeentli  century  the  Vaudois  were 
the  only  progressive  portion  of  the  Italian  race.  ‘ 
Every  inhabitant  of  the  valleys  was  educated ; 
the  barbes  were  excellent  teachers,  their  people 
eager  to  learn  ;  the  laborers  instructed  each 
other  as  they  toiled  side  by  side  on  their  mount¬ 
ains  ;  their  industry  was  the  parent  of  active 
minds.  If  they  produced  no  eminent  poet  to 
sing  of  dreadful  war,  no  astute  philosopher,  no 
vigorous  critic,  they  could  at  least  point  to  sev¬ 
eral  native  historians  of  considerable  merit ;  to 
their  “Noble  Lesson,”  the  finest  of  medieval 
poems  ;  to  their  stirring  hymns  and  versions  of 
the  Psalms  to  a  long  succession  of  intelligent 
barbes;  to  their  missionaries  of  the  Middle 
Ages ;  to  their  colleges  and  schools  in  Alpine 
caves.  They  might  claim  that  the  ideas  of  the 
valleys  had  promoted  the  civilization  of  Europe, 
and  that  their,  perpetual  protest  in  favor  of  lib¬ 
erty  of  thought  had  been  of  more  value  to  the 
world  than  Tasso’s  epic  or  Kaphael’s  Madon¬ 
nas. 

A  pestilence  swept  over  the  valleys  in  1630  ; 
nearly  all  the  pastors  died,  and  the  Vaudois 
were  forced  to  send  to  Geneva  for  a  new  band 
of  teachers.  The  Calvinistic  system  of  govern¬ 
ment,  in  a  milder  form,  was  now  adopted ;  the 
name  of  barbe  was  no  longer  used ;  the  ruling 
elder  was  called  a  moderator ;  the  pastors  were 
usually  educated  at  Geneva ;  and  the  ancient 
catechism  of  the'twelfth  century  was  exchanged 
for  a  modern  compilation.^  Yet  the  Vaudois 
have  never  consented  to  be  called  Calvinists, 
Protestants,  or  Reformers ;  they  insist  that 
they  are  primitive  Christians,  who  have  never 
changed  their  doctrine  or  their  ritual  since  the 
days  of  St.  Paul;* *  who  have  beheld  untainted 
all  the  corruption  of  the  Eastern  or  the  Western 
church ;  whose  succession  from  the  Apostles  is 
proved  by  no  vain  tradition,  no  episcopal  ordina¬ 
tion,  but  by  an  uninterrupted  descent  of  Chris¬ 
tian  virtues  and  an  apostolic  creed.  They  mod¬ 
estly  assert  that  they  have  ever  used  the  simple 
ritual  employed  by  James,  the  brother  of  the 
Lord,  at  Jerusalem,  or  Paul  at  Antioch ;  and 
that  they  prefer  to  retain  unchanged  the  name 
they  bore  before  the  popes  wore  the  tiara  of  an¬ 

1  Muston,  Hist.  Vaud.  i.  394.  Nos  temples  ne  sont 
decoros  ni  de  croix  ni  d’images,  etc. 

2  Raynouard,  ii.  p.  71  et  seq.,  gives  extracts  from  the 
early  Vaudois  poems.  The  fine  hymn  Lo  Payre  Eter¬ 
nal  contrasts  boldly  with  the  feeble  Romish  hymns  to 
Mary  or  the  saints. 

3  Muston,  Israel  of  Alps,  i.  310. 

*  The  fine  Middle  Age  Protestant  hymn,  Lo  Payre 
EteriMl,  “The  Eternal  Father,”  expresses  the  noble 
feeling  of  the  mountain  church.  I  add  a  few  lines. 
The  poet  calls  on  God  to  pity  and  forgive,  and  then 
asks  to  reign  with  Him  in  a  celestial  kingdom. 

Rey  glorios,  regnant  sobre  tuit  li  regne. 

Fay  me  regner  cum  to  al  tio  celestial  regne 
Que  yo  chante  cum  tuit  li  sant  e  sempre  laudar  te 
degne. 

Sqb  Ra3rnouard,  li.  p.  117.  With  this  contrast  a  feeble 
chant  to  the  Virgin : 

O  Marie  1  de  Dien  mere,  Dieu  t’est  et  fils  et  pere ! 


tichrist,  and  before  Christians  were  oppressed 
by  the  corruptions  and  the  crimes  of  a  visible 
church. 

So  much  liberality  of  doctrine,  such  purity 
of  life  and  faith,  could  not  fail  to  deserve  the 
constant  hostility  of  the  Jesuits.  That  famous 
company  was  now  in  the  maturity  of  its  early 
vigor.  Its  flourishing  colleges  filled  the  Cath¬ 
olic  capitals  of  Europe  ;  its  countless  members, 
bound  by  their  terrible  oath  of  obedience,  moved 
like  a  united  army  upon  the  defenses  of  the  re¬ 
formed  faith.  They  had  subjected  Italy,  had 
desolated  Spain  ;  they  once  more  turned  the 
whole  energy  of  the  united  order  to  the  ex¬ 
tirpation  of  the  children  of  the  valleys.  In 
1650  the  Jesuits  founded  a  propaganda  at  Tu¬ 
rin  in  imitation  of  that  at  Rome.*  Its  design 
was  to  spread  the  Roman  faith,  to  extirpate 
heresy  by  all  the  most  powerful  instruments 
of  force  or  fraud.  A  council  was  formed, 
composed  of  the  most  eminent  citizens,  who 
were  to  act  as  general  inquisitors.  Among 
them  were  the  Marquis  of  Pianessa,  the 'Grand 
Chancellor,  the  President  of  the  Senate ;  its 
chief  officer  was  the  Archbishop  of  Turin. 
Connected  with  the  propaganda  was  a  coun¬ 
cil  of  distinguished  and  wealthy  women,  who 
proved  even  more  zealous  than  the  men.  The 
noblest  ladies  of  Turin  joined  in  the  new  cru¬ 
sade ;  large  sums  of  money  were  collected  to 
aid  the  movement ;  the  emissaries  of  the  two 
councils  united  in  visiting  families  suspected  of 
heretical  practices,  and  in  striving  to  win  over 
converts  by  intimidation  or  bribes.  The  poor 
serving-woman  from  the  valleys  was  often  as¬ 
sailed  by  a  noble  tempter;  the  heretics  of  a 
higher  rank  were  won  by  flatteries  and  atten¬ 
tions.  The  languid  atmosphere  of  the  capital 
of  Savoy  was  stirred  by  the  new  effort  to  propa¬ 
gate  the  creed  of  Rome. 

Erom  the  higher  peaks  of  their  native  Alps 
the  Vaudois  look  down  upon  the  palaces  and 
cathedrals  of  Turin.  Before  them  lies  that 
magnificent  scene  with  which  Hannibal  stimu¬ 
lated  the  avarice  of  his  toil-worn  army  as  he 
pointed  out  the  path  to  Rome.  But  in  the 
seventeenth  century  the  rude  village  of  the 
Taurini  had  grown  into  a  powerful  and  splen¬ 
did  city ;  the  landscape  was  rich  with  the  prod¬ 
uct  of  centuries  of  toil ;  the  plains  of  Pied¬ 
mont  were  the  gardens  of  the  age.  The  Vau- 
dois,  ever  loyal  and  forgiving,  had  never  failed 
in  their  duty  to  their  sovereigns.  The  dukes 
of  Savoy,  always  their  worst  persecutors,  seem 
3'et  to  have  obtained  their  lasting  regard.  They 
appealed  to  their  clemency  in  moments  of  dan¬ 
ger.  They  had  usually  been  sternly  told  to 
choose  between  the  mass  and  ruin.  Yet,  in 
1660,  they  had  enjoyed  a  period  of  comparative 
rest ;  and  little  did  they  foresee,  as  they  looked 
down  upon  the  city  of  their  sovereign  and  the 
rich  plains  around,  that  the  great  and  the  noble 
were  plotting  their  destruction,  that  the  last 

'  Leger,  part  ii.  p.  73,  describes  the  Jesuit  propagan¬ 
da  at  Turin,  and  imputes  to  it  all  the  misfortunes  of 
his  country. 
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VAUPOI8  WOMF.N  BURIED  ALIVE. — FROM  A  CONTEMPORARY  ENGRAVING. 


crowning  trial  of  their  ancient  church  was  near 
at  hand. 

The  first  omen  of  danger  was  a  new  influx 
of  Jesuits.  The  valleys  were  thronged  with 
haggard  and  fanatical  missionaries.  They 
pressed  into  remote  districts,  and  celebrated 
mass  in  scenes  where  it  had  never  been  heard 
before.  A  ceaseless  plotting  went  on  against 
the  faithful  Vaudois;  every  art  was  employed 
to  bribe  the  young ;  to  arouse  the  pastors  to  a 
dangerous  resistance ;  to  disturb  the  harmony 
of  families  and  fill  the  valleys  with  domestic 
strife.  In  Turin  the  Inquisition  sat  constantly, 
and  before  its  hated  tribunal  were  summoned 
the  most  noted  of  the  Vaudois.  If  they  failed 
to  appear,  their  goods  were  forfeited,  their  lives 
in  peril ;  if  they  came,  they  probably  disappear¬ 
ed  forever  from  human  sight.  The  dungeon, 
the  rack,  and  the  auto  da  fe  awaited  those  who 
denied  the  infallibility  of  the  pope. 

But  the  Jesuits  refused  to  be  satisfied  with 
these  isolated  persecutions;*  they  pressed  the 
Duke  of  Savoy  to  complete  the  ruin  of  the  Al¬ 
pine  church.  The  world  has  witnessed  no  sad¬ 
der  spectacle  than  that  long  reign  of  terrors  that 
was  now  spread  over  the  peaceful  valleys.  In 
January,  1655,  was  issued  the  famous  order  of 
Gastaldo,  the  opening  of  the  dreadful  struggle. 
By  this  decree,  sanctioned  by  the  court  of  Tu¬ 
rin,  every  Vaudois  in  the  towns  at  the  lower 
extremity  of  the  valleys  was  commanded  either 

’  All  the  authorities  unite  in  fixing  the  chief  guilt 
of  the  massacres  upon  the  Jesuits.  See  Leger,  part 
ii.  p.  T2  et  seq. 


to  attend  mass  or  to  abandon  his  home  and  fly 
to  the  upper  villages.  The  whole  heretic  pop¬ 
ulation  were  to  be  shut  up  within  a  narrow  re¬ 
gion  around  Bobbio  and  Angrogna.  It  was  a 
winter  of  singular  severity  ;  the  snow  lay  deep 
in  the  upper  vallej's ;  the  torrents  rolled  down 
clad  in  ice  ;  the  fields  were  covered  with  inun¬ 
dations  ;  the  ravines  were  almost  impassable. 
Yet  the  sad  and  long  procession  of  faithful 
Christians  was  forced  to  leave  their  comfort¬ 
able  homes  in  Lucerna  or  St.  Jean  and  bear 
the  horrors  of  the  wintry  march.  The  aged, 
the  sick,  the  once-smiling  children,  the  feeble 
and  the  young,  the  gentle  matron,  the  accom¬ 
plished  maid,  set  out  in  a  pitiful  throng  on  their 
dreadful  journey.*  They  waded  hand  in  hand 
through  the  icy  waters,  broke  the  deep,  un¬ 
trodden  snows,  climbed  the  wintry  hills,  and 
sought  I'efuge  with  their  impoverished  brethren 
of  the  Alpine  villages.  Yet  no  one  recanted ; 
no  native  Vaudois  would  consent  to  escape  the 
pains  of  exile  by  attending  an  idolatrous  mass. 
Whole  cities  and  villages  in  the  lower  valleys 
were  nearly  depopulated  ;  families  were  reduced 
from  ease  and  comfort  to  extreme  and  painful 
want ;  a  fruitful  region  was  desolated  ;  but  the 
Jesuits  were  disappointed,  for  the  indestructible 
church  survived  among  the  mountains. 

Their  next  project  was  a  war  of  extermina¬ 
tion.  A  pretext  was  easily  discovered  :  a  priest 
had  been  found  murdered  in  a  Vaudois  village  ; 
a  convent  of  Capuchins,  planted  in  one  of  the 

*  Leger,  part  ii.  p.  94  et  seq.  Se  trouvans  dans  le 
ccBur  du  plus  rude  hyver  qu'ils  Assent  jamais  senti. 
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ruined  towns,  had  been  broken  up  by  an  impet¬ 
uous  pastor ;  the  mass  had  been  ridiculed  ;  the 
exiled  people  sometimes  stole  back  to  their  des¬ 
ecrated  homes.  Turin  was  filled  with  rage ; 
the  duke  decreed  the  destruction  of  the  Vau- 
dois.  Again  a  crusade  began  against  the  peo¬ 
ple  of  the  valleys.  The  historian  Leger,  who 
was  a  Vaudois  pastor,  and  saw  the-  sufierings 
and  the  heroism  of  his  countrymen,  has  de¬ 
scribed  with  startling  minuteness  the  details  of 
the  persecution.  The  papal  troops  entered  the 
valleys,  roused  by  the  priests  and  Jesuits  to  an 
unparalleled  madness.  Such  cruelties,  such 
crimes,  have  never  before  or  since  been  perpe¬ 
trated  upon  the  earth ;  the  French  Revolution 
offers  hut  a  faint  comparison ;  the  tortures  of 
Diocletian  or  Decius  may  approach  their  real¬ 
ity.  The  gentle,  intelligent,  and  cultivated 
Vaudois  fell  into  the  power  of  a  hand  of  de¬ 
mons.  Their  chief  rage  was  directed  against 
women  and  children.  The  babe  was  torn  from 
the  mother’s  breast  and  cast  into  the  blazing 
fire;*^  the  mother  was  impaled,  and  left  to  die 
in  unpitied  agony.  Often  husband  and  wife 
were  hound  together  and  burned  in  the  same 
pyre  ;  often  accomplished  matrons,  educated  in 
refinement  and  ease,  were  hacked  to  pieces  by 
papal  soldiers,  and  their  headless  trunks  left 
unhuried  in  the  snow.  A  general  search  was 
made  for  Vaudois.  Every  cave  was  entered, 
every  crag  visited,  where  there  was  no  danger 
of  resistance ;  every  forest  was  carefully  ex¬ 
plored.  When  any  were  found,  whether  young 
or  old,  they  were  chased  from  their  hiding- 
places  over  the  snowy  hills,  and  thrown  from 
steep  crags  into  the  deep  ravines  below.  No 
cliff  but  had  its  martyr ;  no  hill  on  which  had 
not  blazed  the  persecutor’s  fire.  In  Leger’s 
history,  printed  in  1669,  are  preserved  rude  but 
vigorous  engravings  of  the  malignant  tortures 
inflicted  by  the  papal  soldiers  upon  his  country¬ 
men  ;  there,  in  the  Alpine  solitudes,  amidst  the 
snow-clad  summits  of  the  wintry  hills,  are  seen 
the  dying  matron  ;  the  tortured  child  ;  the  per¬ 
secutor  chasing  his  victims  over  the  icy  fields  ; 
the  virgin  snows  covered  with  the  blood  of  fated 
innocence  ;  the  terrified  people  climbing  higher 
and  higher  up  the  tallest  Alps,  glad  to  dwell 
with  the  eagle,  and  the  chamois  above  the  rage 
of  persecuting  man.“ 

The  pope  applauded,  the  Duke  of  Savoy  re¬ 
joiced  in  the  massacres  of  the  valleys.  The 
Jesuits  chanted  their  thanksgiving  in  the  ruined 
villages.  The  Capuchins  restored  their  convent. 
The  church  of  Rome  ruled  over  the  blood-stained 
waste.  But  when  the  news  of  the  unexampled 
atrocities  of  the  Alps  came  to  the  great  Protest¬ 
ant  powers  of  the  North,  when  it  was  told  in 
London  or  the  Hague  that  the  harmless  people 

1  Leger,  part  ii.  110  et  seq.  Les  petits  enfans,  impitoy 
ablemen  t  arraches  des  mamelles  de  leurs  tendres  meres, 
estoient  empoigiids  par  les  pieds,  etc.  The  narrative 
is  that  of  eye-witnesses,  and  from  depositions  made 
soon  after.  Men  of  eighty  and  ninety  years  were 
burned. 

2  The  narrative  of  the  persecution  is  too  dreadful  to 
be  repeated,  too  horrible  to  be  remembered. 


of  the  valleys,  the  successors  of  the  Apostles, 
had  been  slain  in  their  villages  and  cut  to  pieces 
on  their  native  cliffs,  horror  and  amazement 
filled  all  men.  The  reformers  of  every  land 
had  long  looked  with  interest  and  affection  upon 
the  Alpine  church ;  had  admired  its  heroism, 
had  imitated  its  simplicity  ;  that  it  should  per¬ 
ish  amidst  the  savage  cruelties  of  the  Jesuits 
and  the  pope  they  could  scarcely  bear.  A  loud 
cry  of  disgust  and  indignation  arose  from  all 
the  Northern  courts. ^  But  one  mind,  the  great¬ 
est  and  the  purest  that  had  descended  upon 
the  earth  since  the  apostolic  age,  gave  utter¬ 
ance  to  the  common  indignation.  Milton  was 
now  Cromwell’s  secretary,  and  although  blind, 
watched  over  the  affairs  of  Europe.  His  quick 
perception,  his  liberal  opinions,  his  ready  learn¬ 
ing,  his  easy  Latin  style,  have  given  to  the  for¬ 
eign  correspondence  of  the  Protector  an  excel¬ 
lence  never  to  be  equaled  in  the  annals  of  di¬ 
plomacy.  To  the  learned,  the  liberal,  the  pro¬ 
gressive  Milton  the  Alpine  church  must  ever 
have  been  singularly  dear.  It  reflected  all  his 
own  cherished  opinions ;  his  own  simplicity,  nat¬ 
uralness,  and  love  of  truth ;  it  was  clothed  with 
a  halo  of  historic  association  that,  to  his  poetic 
thought,  covered  it  with  immortal  lustre. 

In  one  great  sonnet  Milton  has  condensed 
the  indignation  of  the  age.“  He  cried  to  Heav¬ 
en  to  avenge  its  slaughtered  saints ;  he  paints 
with  a  mighty  touch  the  cold  Alps,  the  dying 
martyrs,  the  papal  monsters,  the  persecuted 
church.  No  grander  strain,  no  more  powerful 
explication,  has  fallen  from  the  pen  of  the  lord 
of  modern  poetry.  The  stern  enthusiast  Crom¬ 
well  shared  Milton’s  indignation,  and  the  poet 
and  the  soldier  strove  to  preserve  the  Alpine 
church.  Milton  wrote,  in  the  name  of  the 
Protector,  a  courtly  but  vigorous  appeal  to  the 
murderous  Duke  of  Savoy :  Cromwell  said  that 
he  w’as  bound  to  the  Vaudois  by  a  common 
faith ;  that  he  had  heard  of  their  butchery, 
their  exposure  on  the  frozen  Alps  :  he  besought 
the  duke  to  withdraw  the  edict  of  extermina¬ 
tion.  The  letter  was  composed  in  Latin  by 
Milton,  and  was  copied,  it  is  said,  by  one  of  his 
daughters.  It  is  dated  May  25,  1665,  soon 
after  the  news  arrived.  All  England  mourned 
for  th,e  slaughtered  saints,  and  Cromwell  ap¬ 
pointed  a  day  of  fasting  and  prayer  for  their 
deliverance.  Large  sums  of  money  were  col¬ 
lected  in  London  for  their  support,  and  the 
Hollanders  were  equally  libej-al.  Milton’s  pen 
now  knew  no  rest;  he  wrote  to  the  various 
Protestant  powers  to  intercede  for  the  Vaudois  ; 
he  appealed  to  Louis  XIV.  of  France  to  give 
shelter  to  the  exiles  and  to  aid  in  their  preser¬ 
vation.  “  The  groans  of  those  wretched  men, 
the  Protestants  of  Lucerna,  Angrogna,  and  the 
other  Alpine  valleys,”  Cromwell  said,  “have 
reached  our  ears.  ”  When  the  persecutions  still 
continued  he  wrote  in  stronger  terms  and  the 

1  See  Gilly,  Excur.  ;  Leger,  ii.  240. 

“  Avenge,  0  Lord,  thy  slaughtered  saints,  etc. 

^  Gilly,  Narrative,  gives  the  letters  of  Cromwell  or 
Milton,  p.  217-229. 
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bold  and  stern  Sir  Samuel  Morland'  was  sent 
as  envoy  to  the  court  of  Turin  to  remonstrate 
against  its  enormities.  The  embassador  did 
not  spare  the  papists,  at  least  in  words.  He 
told  the  duke  that  angels  were  horrified,  that 
men  were  amazed,  and  the  earth  blushed  at  the 
fearful  spectacle.  The  Swiss  cantons  and  the 
German  princes  united  in  a  strong  remon¬ 
strance.  Said  the  Landgrave  of  Hesse  :  “Per¬ 
secutions  and  butcheries  are  not  the  means  to 
suppress  a  religion,  but  rather  to  preserve  it.” 
But  no  sense  of  shame  reached  the  hearts  of  the 
monster  duke  and  his  Jesuit  advisers  ;  they  pre¬ 
tended,  with  keen  subtlety,  to  listen  to  the  ap¬ 
peals  of  the  Protestant  powers,  yet  they  still 
permitted  the  work  of  extermination  to  go  on. 

Safe  in  the  shelter  of  the  Italian  court  and 
certain  of  the  sympathy  of  that  of  France,  the 
Jesuits  and  the  pope  heard  with  secret  joy  the 
grief  and  rage  of  the  arch-heretic  Cromwell  and 
his  allies  of  the  North.  They  resolved  to  per¬ 
sist  in  their  dreadful  labors  until  no  trace  of 
heresy  should  be  left  upon  Italian  soil.  It  is 
probable  that,  had  the  Protector  lived,  the  fleets 
of  England  might  have  avenged  the  Christians 
of  the  valleys  ;  that  the  artillery  of  the  Puritans 
might  have  startled  the  Italian  potentates  from 
their  fancied  security.  But  the  great  chief¬ 
tain  died  ;  the  greater  poet  sank  into  a  happy 
obscurity,  from  whence  was  to  shine  forth  the 
highest  fruit  of  his  genius  ;  and  all  England 
was  dissolved  in  fatal  license  under  the  disso¬ 
lute  reign  of  Charles.  At  his  death  the  Jesuits 


rejoiced  in  the  rule  of  James  IL,  and  confident¬ 
ly  hoped  to  bring  once  more  under  the  papal 
sway  the  land  of  Milton  and  Cromwell.  It  was 
a  disastrous  period  for  Protestantism.  England 
no  longer  stretched  forth  its  powerful  arm  to 
shield  its  weaker  brethren.  Holland  seemed 
about  to  sink  before  the  Catholic  zeal  of  Louis 
XIV.  Geneva  trembled  among  its  mountains. 
And  at  length  the  Jesuits  prevailed  upon  the 
King  of  France  to  revoke  the  edict  of  Nantes 
and  commence  a  bitter  persecution  of  the  Hu¬ 
guenots.  The  best,  the  wisest,  the  most  pro¬ 
gressive  of  the  French  died  in  crowded  prisons 
or  by  the  arms  of  the  papal  butchers,  or  were 
glad  to  escape  impoverished  to  foreign  lands ;  a 
perfect  religious  despotism  prevailed  in  France, 
from  which  it  w'as  only  rescued  by  the  convul¬ 
sive  horrors  of  its  Eevolution.  ■ 

There  was  now  no  more  hope  for  the  Vau- 
dois.'  Friendless,  except  in  the  arm  of  Him 
who  guided  the  avalanche  and  checked  the 
raging  torrent  in  its  course,  the  poor  and  huni- 
ble  people,  cheered  by  their  gallant  pastors, 
bore  with  patient  joy  the  burden  of  a  fearful 
existence.  From  1655  to  1685  they  suffered 
all  the  ignominies  and  all  the  cruelties  that 
could  be  inflicted  by  the  malevolent  priests. 
The  valleys  were  filled  with  monks  and  Jesuits, 
and  bands  of  papal  soldiers,  who  ravished  the 
last  loaf  from  the  humble  homes  of  the  industri¬ 
ous  Christians.  Often  the  Vaudois,  roused  to 

’  Muston  began  his  valuable  labors,  ed’.  1834,  by  as¬ 
serting  :  La  gloire  des  Vaudois  est  dans  leur  malheur. 
He  had  not  yet  looked  forward  to  their  present  tri¬ 
umph. 


2  Gilly,  Narrative,  p.  229. 
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resistance  by  some  dreadful  atrocity,  would  fly 
to  arms  and  perform  miracles  of  valor  amidst 
their  native  crags  ;  war  would  rage  again  along 
the  valleys  ;  and  great  armies  of  papists  would 
march  from  Turin  or  Pignerol  and  chase  the 
people  to  the  mountains.  Then  the  old,  the 
sick,  women  and  children,  would  be  carried  by 
the  strong  arms  of  their  sons  and  their  broth¬ 
ers  to  some  secluded  cavern,  known  only  to 
themselves,  and  there  hide  for  months  until 
the  danger  seemed  past ;  in  fact,  the  Vaudois 
learned,  like  the  marmot,  to  make  their  homes 
in  the  living  rock. 

One  of  these  singular  natural  retreats  of 
safety  has  perhaps  been  discovered  by  a  mod¬ 
ern  traveler.  He  had  searched  for  many  days 
for  the  famous  cavern  of  Castelluzo.  The 
memory  of  the  place  had  been  forgotten ;  it 
was  only  known  that  down  some  dizzy  preci¬ 
pice,  overhanging  a  dreadful  abyss,  a  cave  ex¬ 
isted,  opening  into  the  solid  rock,  where  three 
or  four  hundred  Vaudois  had  once  lived  safe 
from  the  pope  and  the  Jesuits.  At  length  his 
guides  assured  the  traveler  that  they  had  found 
the  forgotten  retreat.  On  a  fair  day  of  the  Al¬ 
pine  autumn,  when  the  golden  fields  were  smil¬ 
ing  with  the  gathered  harvests,  the  stranger  ven¬ 
tured  to  enter,  with  extreme  hazard,  the  dan¬ 
gerous  scene.  He  could  scarcely  conceive  how 
old  men,  women,  and  children,  amidst  the  snows 
of  winter,  could  have  descended  into  their  only 
home.  The  entrance  lay  over  a  projecting  crag. 
Far  below  opened  a  deep  ravine,  from  which 
shot  up  a  wall  of  rock.  The  cave  was  cut  by 
Nature’s  hand  in  the  side  of  the  precipice.  A 
rope-ladder  was  provided  and  swung  over  the 
projecting  cliff.  It  was  made  to  rest  on  a  slight 
ledge  about  fifty  feet  below.  The  guides  de¬ 
scended,  the  traveler  followed,  and  with  great 
risk  reached  the  grotto.  It  proved  to  be  an  ir¬ 
regular  sloping  gallery,  formed  by  the  over¬ 
hanging  clifis.  On  one  side  a  projecting  crag 
sheltered  it  from  the  weather ;  before  it  open¬ 
ed  the  unfathomed  abyss.  A  spring  of  water 
seemed  to  exist  in  one  corner,  and  a  few  shrubs 
and  plants  grew  in  the  interstices  of  the  rock.* 
The  cave  was  shallow,  light,  and  almost  safe 
from  attack.  Only  a  single  person  could  enter 
it  at  a  time,  and  a  single  stalwart  Vaudois  might 
here  defy  an  army.  Yet  there  were  no  traces  of 
its  having  been  inhabited;  no  smoke  of  Vaudois 
fires,  nor  remnants  of  arms  or  furniture ;  and 
the  traveler  left  the  place  still  in  doubt  whether 
he  had  really  found  the  famous  cave  described 
by  Leger,  where  nature  had  provided  embra¬ 
sures,  windows  for  sentinels,  an  oven,  and  a  se- 
c-ure  retreat  for  three  hundred  of  his  country¬ 
men.  “ 

At  last,  in  1685,  came  that  fatal  period  so 
long  anticipated  with  triumph  by  the  Jesuits  of 
Turin,  when  the  voice  of  Christian  prayer  and 
praise  was  no  longer  heard  in  the  valleys.  The 
wonderful  people  had  survived  for  six  centuries 


*  Waldensian  Kesearches,  Gilly,  p.  513. 
2  Leger,  i.  p.  9. 


the  enmity  of  the  papacy ;  but  now  the  Alpine 
church  seemed  forever  blotted  from  existence. 
Louis  XIV.,  the  destroyer  of  the  Huguenots 
and  of  France,  pressed  the  Duke  of  Savoy  to 
drive  the  heretics  from  his  dominions.  General 
Catinat,  one  of  the  best  commanders  of  the  time, 
led  a  well-appointed  army  into  the  valleys  ;  the 
people  took  up  arms,  and,  with  their  usual  hero¬ 
ism,  at  first  baffled  and  defeated  the  efforts  of  the 
French ;  then  a  lethargy  seemed  to  pass  over 
them,  and  they  yielded  to  the  foe.  A  dreadful 
punishment  now  fell  upon  them.  The  papal 
soldiers  swept  through  the  valleys,  made  pris¬ 
oners  of  nearly  the  whole  population,  and  car¬ 
ried  them  away  to  the  dungeons  of  Turin.  Four¬ 
teen  thousand  persons  were  shut  up  in  a  close 
confinement.  The  consequences  were  such  as 
might  have  touched  the  hearts  of  Diocletian  and 
Decius,  but  to  the  Jesuits  and  to  Rome  they 
were  only  a  source  of  insane  joy.  The  stalwart 
mountaineers,  and  their  wives  and  children,  shut 
out  from  their  free  Alpine  air,  starved  and  per¬ 
secuted,  pined  in  a  horrible  imprisonment.  Dis¬ 
eases  raged  among  them  ;  a  pestilence  came  ; 
and  of  the  fourteen  thousand  saints,  the  follow¬ 
ers  of  Christ,  only  three  thousand  came,  emaci¬ 
ated  and  pale,  from  their  noisome  dungeons. 
Eleven  thousand  had  died  to  satisfy,  the  mal¬ 
ice  of  Rome. 

There  was  now  peace  in  the  silent  valleys ; 
villages  without  inhabitants,  homes  without  a 
family,  churches  no  longer  filled  with  the  elo¬ 
quence  of  supplication.  A  few  Romanists  alone 
occupied  the  silent  scene.  At  length  a  colony 
of  papists,  gathered  from  the  neighboring  coun¬ 
try,  was  sent  in  to  take  possession  of  the  fields 
and  dwellings  of  the  Vaudois  ;  the  churches  of 
the  ancient  faith  were  torn  down  or  converted 
into  Romish  chapels;  the  Jesuits  wandered 
freely  from  St.  Jean  to  Fra  del  Tor.  For 
the  first  time  since  the  dawn  of  Christianity 
the  Virgin  was  worshiped  beneath  the  crags 
of  San  Martino,  and  the  idolatry  of  the  mass 
desecrated  the  scene  so  long  consecrated  by  an 
apostolic  faith.  For  three  years  the  rule  of  the 
papists  remained  undisturbed.  The  sad  rem¬ 
nant  of  the  Vaudois  meantime  had  wandered 
to  foreign  lands.  Several  thousand  climbed 
the  Alps,  and  came,  emaciated  and  wayworn, 
to  the  Swiss.  Here  they  were  received  with 
sincere  kindness,  and  found  a  momentary  rest. 
Several  of  the  pastors  found  a  home  in  Holland ; 
at  Leyden  Leger  composed  his  history  of  his 
country.  A  colony  of  exiled  Vaudois  came 
afterward  to  America,  and  settled  near  Phila¬ 
delphia  ;  others  went  to  Germany  or  England. 
Some,  perhaps,  remained  in  the  valleys,  conceal¬ 
ing  their  faith  under  a  conformity  with  the  Rom¬ 
ish  rule.  And  thus,  in  1689,  seemed  forever 
dissipated  that  hallowed  race,  that  assembly  of 
the  faithful,  over  whose  career  in  history  had 
ever  hung  a  spotless  halo  of  ideal  purity. 

In  the  fearful  winter  of  1686-87,  when  the 
Rhone  was  frozen  to  its  bed  and  the  Alps  were 
encrusted  with  ice,  the  papists  drove  the  sur¬ 
viving  remnant  of  the  prisoners  over  the  pre- 
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cipitous  passes  of  Mont  Cenis.  The  aged,  the 
sick,  women,  children,  the  wounded,  and  the 
faint,  climbed  with  unsteady  steps  the  chijl  waste 
of  snows,  and  toiled  onward  toward  Protestant 
Geneva.  Many  had  scarcely  clothes  to  cover 
them ;  all  were  feeble  with  starvation.  The 
road  was  marked  by  the  bodies  of  those  that 
died  by  the  way ;  the  survivors  staggered  down 
the  Swiss  side  of  the  mountains  pallid  with  hun¬ 
ger  and  cold  ;  some  perished  as  they  approach¬ 
ed  the  borders  of  the  friendly  territory ;  others 
lingered  a  while,  and  expired  in  the  homes  of 
the  Swiss.  But  the  people  of  Geneva,  as  they 
beheld  the  melancholy  procession  approaching 
their  city,  rushed  out  in  generous  enthusiasm  to 
receive  the  exiles  to  their  arms.  One-h'alf  the 
population  went  forth  on  the  chai'i table  journey. 
They  contended  with  each  other  which  should 
first  give  shelter  to  the  poorest  of  the  martyrs, 
and  sometimes  bore  them  in  their  arms  from 
the  frontiers  to  their  comfortable  dwellings. 
Geneva,  the  wonderful  city  of  Calvin  and  Beza, 
revived  in  this  period  of  woe  the  unbounded 
benevolence  that  had  marked  the  early  Chris¬ 
tians  in  their  conduct  toward  each  other  under 
the  persecutions  of  Maximin  and  Galerius.  As 
the  exiles  entered  the  town  they  sang  the  psalm 
of  persecuted  Israel,  “0  God,  why  hast  thou 
cast  us  off?”  in  a  grave,  sad  voice,  and  breathed 
out  a  melancholy  wail  over  the  ruin  of  their 
apostolic  church.* 

An  aged  man  appeared  among  the  throng 

1  The  music  of  the  Vaudois  is  said  to  he  sad,  plaint¬ 
ive,  and  in  a  minor  tone,  ns  if  the  reflection  of  then- 
life  and  persecution.  Gilly,  Researches,  p.  221. 


who  came  out  to  meet  them ;  it  was  Joshua 
Janavel,  the  exiled  hero  of  the  Vaudois.  For 
many  years  Janavel  had  lived  a  fugitive  at  Ge¬ 
neva.  Yet  the  fame  of  his  wonderful  exploits 
had  once  filled  all  Europe,  and  he  still  kept 
watch  over  the  destiny  of  his  native  land.  Had 
Janavel’s  advice  been  followed,  the  Vaudois  be¬ 
lieved  that  their  country  might  yet,  have  been 
free ;  had  his  strong  arm  not  been  palsied  by 
age,  there  would  yet  remain  a  hope  of  its  deliv¬ 
erance.  In  the  wild  wars  that  followed  the 
massacre  of  1655,  when  the  Marquis  of  Pianes- 
sa  was  ravaging  the  valleys,  Janavel  became 
the  leader  of  a  band  of  heroes.  Born  on  the 
mountains,  he  crept  through  their  passes  and 
sprang  from  cliff  to  cliff  at  the  head  of  his  pi¬ 
ous  company,  and  waged  a  holy  but  relentless 
warfare  with  the  murderous  assailants.*  With 
only  six  soldiers  he  surprised  in  a  narrow  pass 
a  squadron  of  five  hundred,  and  drove  them 
from  the  hills.  The  next  day,  with  seventeen 
men,  he  hid  among  rocks  ;  the  enemy  approach¬ 
ed  in  force,  and  pressed  into  the  ambuscade ; 
the  crags  were  rolled  upon  them ;  musket-balls 
rained  from  every  cliff;  and  as  they  fled  aston¬ 
ished  to  the  valley,  the  mountaineers,  leaping 
from  rock  to  rock  and  hiding  behind  the  wood¬ 
lands,  pursued  them  with  fatal  aim.  The  Mar¬ 
quis  of  Pianessa,  the  chief  of  the  propaganda 
at  Turin,  sent  a  still  larger  army  against  Jana¬ 
vel  ;  he  was  shut  up  against  the  front  of  a  tall 
cliff,  and  the  Vaudois,  with  their  backs  to  the 


'  For  anecdotes  of  Janavel  see  Gilly,  Narrative,  p 
194  et  eeq. 
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rock,  met  the  advancing  foe.  The  popish  army 
melted  away  like  snow  before  them  ;  ()ie  Chris¬ 
tians  charged  upon  them  with  a  cry  of  faith ; 
and  again  the  enemy  were  broken  with  dread¬ 
ful  loss. 

Ten  thousand  men  were  next  marched  against 
the  patriots.  Meantime  their  commander,  the 
Marquis  of  Pianessa,  an  excellent  example  of 
chivalry  and  feudalism,  a  bright  ornament  of 
his  church  and  court,  wrote  as  follows  to  the 
Christian  leader:  “  To  Captain  Janavel — Your 
wife  and  daughter  are  in  my  power.  If  you  do 
not  submit  they  shall  be  burned  alive.”  Jana¬ 
vel  replied:  “You  can  destroy  their  bodies; 
you  can  not  harm  their  beloved  souls.’”  The 
wild  war  raged  all  along  the  mountains.  Jan¬ 
avel,  and  his  famous  associate,  Jahier,  beat  back 
the  great  army  of  Pianessa,  and  avenged  its  ter¬ 
rible  atrocities.  Among  tliose  of  the  invaders 
most  guilty  of  indescribable  enormities  was  a 
band  of  eight  hundred  Irish  Catholics.  They 
had  rejoiced  to  crush  the  heads  of  Protestant 
infants  against  the  rocks,  to  hack  in  pieces  gen¬ 
tle  matrons  and  aged  men,  to  fill  blazing  ovens 
with  unresisting  saints.  Janavel  now  came 
upon  them  with  a  dreadful  retribution.  He 
surprised  them  in  their  barracks,  and  put  them 
all  to  death.  But  Janavel  was  at  last  shot 
through  the  body ;  he  recovered,  and  went,  in 
1680,  an  exile  to  Geneva ;  and  here  he  lived  to 
aid  in  that  remarkable  expedition  by  which  the 
Vaudois  were  once  more  restored  to  their  val¬ 
leys  and  their  homes. 

While  all  Protestant  Europe  was  lamenting 
the  ruin  of  its  oldest  church,  suddenly  there 
passed  before  the  eyes  of  men  a  wonderful 
achievement — a  spectacle  of  heroism  and  daring 
scarcely  rivaled  at  Marathon  or  Leuctra.^  It 
was  named  by  the  exulting  Vaudois  “  The  Glo¬ 
rious  Eeturn.  ”  The  exiles  at  Geneva,  tempted 
by  various  friendly  invitations  to  emigrate  to 
Protestant  lands,  still  fondly  lingered  in  the 
neighborhood  of  their  native  mountains.  No 
promises  of  ease  and  opulence,  no  prospect  of  a 
foreign  home,  could  allure  them  from  the  dis¬ 
tant  view  of  Mont  Cenis  and  the  snow-clad 
Alps.  At  length  the  enthusiastic  people,  in¬ 
spired  by  the  brave  spirit  of  the  aged  Janavel, 
and  their  priest  and  warrior  Henry  Arnaud, 
began  to  entertain  the  design  of  invading  once 
more  their  ancient  valleys — of  reviving  their 
apostolic  church.  Yet  never  was  a  project  ap¬ 
parently  more  hopeless.  The  Duke  of  Savoy, 
suspecting  their  design,  had  extended  a  chain 
of  garrisons  around  all  the  mountain  passes. 
The  valleys  were  held  by  large  armies  of  Prench 
and  Savoyards,  and  a  hostile  population  filled 
all  the  towns  and  hamlets  in  Perouse,  Lucerna, 
and  San  Martino.  If  the  exiles  attempted  to 
cross  the  Alps,  they  must  cut  their  way  through 
a  succession  of  foes.  When  they  reached  the 


1  Muston,  part  ii.  c.  viii.  p.  363,  vol.  i. 

2  Glorious  Recovery,  trails,  from  Henry  Aniaud’s 
account  of  his  expedition.  Gilly,  Excur.,  p.  174-183. 
Muston,  ii.  p.  33.  The  journals  of  the  period  also  no¬ 
tice  the  return. 
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Germanasca  and  the  Pelice  they  would  encount¬ 
er  the  united  forces  of  Italy  and  Prance. 

But  Janavel  inspired  them  with  his  own 
boundless  resolution.  An  expedition  was  pre¬ 
pared  of  nearly  one  thousand  men  ;  and  on  the 
night  of  the  16th  of  August,  1689,  a  fleet  of 
boats  bore  the  adventurers  over  the  peaceful 
waters  of  Lake  Leman  to  the  borders  of  Savoy. 
As  they  assembled  in  the  forest  of  Nyon  the 
aged  warrior  directed  them  all  to  kneel  in  fer¬ 
vent  prayer.  He  could  not  go  with  them  ;  he 
bade  them  choose,  under  the  guidance  of  Heav¬ 
en,  a  younger  leader.  It  seems  that  a  Captain 
Turrel  was  elected  their  commander.*  The 
whole  army  was  divided  into  nineteen  compa¬ 
nies  ;  and  the  Vaudois  began  their  swift  march 
for  the  passes  of  the  Alps.  They  evaded  or 
dissipated  the  hostile  garrisons,  and  swept  rap¬ 
idly  up  that  memorable  road  by  which  Hanni¬ 
bal  had  crossed  the  unknown  mountains.  But 
the  Vaudois  were  no  strangers  to  the  icy  scene. 
They  chose  the  most  difficult  paths  to  avoid  the 
hostile  soldiers,  clambered  from  glacier  to  gla¬ 
cier,  crept  along  the  brink  of  the  fearful  preci¬ 
pice,  dispersed  the  enemy  by  sudden  attacks, 
and  reached  at  length  the  pass  of  Mont  Cenis. 
Here  they  captured  the  baggage  of  a  Roman 
cardinal  who  was  on  his  way  to  Eome.*“  Slow¬ 
ly  and  with  unexampled  endurance  they  climb¬ 
ed  Mont  Cenis,  and,  as  they  reached  the  top, 
sank,  incapable  of  motion,  on  the  frozen  snow. 
Their  path  now  lay  among  the  wildest  and  most 
inaccessible  portions  of  the  Alps.  With  scanty 
food,  but  frequent  prayers,  they  pressed  over  the 
snows  toward  their  native  valleys.  Soon  their 
clarions  sounded  clearly  from  the  summit  of 
Tourliers,  as  they  prepared  to  descend  into  the 
well-known  scene  and  encounter  the  first  shock 
of  battle. 

Eight  hundred  now  remained  —  vigorous, 
agile,  fearless  —  many  of  them  natives  of  Lu¬ 
cerna,  San  Martino,  or  Angrogna.  They  de¬ 
scended  the  snowy  hills  in  a  narrow  line,  wad¬ 
ing  through  deep  ravines.  Their  food  was  only 
a  few  chestnuts  and  half-frozen  water;  their 
dress  was  torn  and  comfortless.  They  slept  on 
wintry  crags,  but  they  held  fast  to  their  arms 
and  their  scanty  powder ;  and  their  pastor  and 
chief,  Henry  Arnaud,  led  them  in  fervent  pray¬ 
er,  every  morning  and  evening,  as  they  clam¬ 
bered  down  the  Alps.  At  length  they  ap¬ 
proached  their  beloved  valleys  ;  but  between 
lay  the  ravine  of  the  Dora,  crossed  by  a  single 
bridge.  Around  was  stationed  a  force  of  two 
thousand  French,  guarding  the  pass  of  Salber- 
trans.  The  eight  hundred  saw  that  they  must 
fight  their  way  across.^  It  was  a  dim  and  misty 
night,  and  as  they  pressed  on  the  Catholic  set¬ 
tlers  mocked  them  with  evil  tidings.  When  they 
asked  them  for  provisions,  they  replied:  “Go 
on,  you  will  soon  have  no  need  of  food.”  They 
knelt  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  began  the 

'  Muston,  ii.  38  et  seq. 

=  Glorious  Recovery.  Muston,  ii.  45. 

3  Muston,  i.  47,  is  fuller  than  Arnaud,  and  has  used 
various  unpublished  letters,  etc. 


178 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


IMPALEMENT  (1655). 


attack.  Some  one  cried  out,  “The  bridge  is 
won !”  The  Vaudois  rushed  upon  their  enemy ; 
the  French,  terrified  by  their  energy,  abandon¬ 
ed  their  station  in  sudden  panic  ;  and  the  eight 
hundred  pressed  over  the  bridge  and  cut  down 
the  enemy  as  they  fled.  None  were  spared ; 
and  in  the  dark,  bewildering  night  the  French 
soldiers  wandered  among  the  Vaudois,  and  were 
shot  or  sabred  without  resistance.  The  moon 
now  rose  over  the  Alps,  and  disclosed  seven 
hundred  dead  lying  around  the  dark  ravine; 
of  the  Vaudois  only  twenty -two  had  fallen. 
Once  more  they  knelt,  but  it  was  now  in  thanks¬ 
giving  ;  they  heaped  together  the  ammunition 
they  could  not  use,  with  all  the  remains  of  the 
French  camp,  and  applied  a  torch  to  the  pile  ; 
the  explosion  shook  the  mountains  with  an  un¬ 
accustomed  tremor,  and  as  the  sound  died  away 
a  wild  shout  of  joy  arose  from  the  Vaudois — a 
cry  of  “  Glory  to  the  God  of  armies  1” 

Worn  with  battle  and  Tuctory,  the  exiles  still 
pressed  on  the  same  night,  often  falling  down 
ill  sleep,  and  then  rousing  themselves  to  elinib 
over  rocks  and  mountains,  until,  as  the  sun  rose 
on  the  Sabbath  morning,  and  the  white  peaks 
of  the  Alps  were  tinted  with  a  bright  rose-color 
and  the  wide,  wavy  landscape  gleamed  before 
them,  they  saw  the  fair  pinnacles  of  their  own 
hills  and  the  well-known  valley  of  Pragela. 
They  chanted  a  poetic  prayer  of  thanksgiving 
on  the  mountain-tops,  and  descended  to  their 
home.  The  priests  fled  hastily  from  the  val¬ 
ley  ;  the  patriots  tore  the  images  and  the  shrines 
from  their  ancient  churches,  and  celebrated  their 
simple  worship  in  its  accustomed  seats.  For  a 


time  all  was  victory.  They  drove  the  enemy 
from  the  Balsille  and  its  impregnable  rocks,  ex¬ 
pelled  the  new  inhabitants  of  Bobi,  burned  hos¬ 
tile  Le  Perrier,  and  supplied  themselves  with 
arms  at  the  cost  of  the  foe.  For  food  they  found 
a  resource  in  the  plunder  of  French  convoys, 
and  in  secret  stores  of  corn  and  nuts  which  they 
had  hidden  in  the  earth  before  their  expulsion. 
But  the  enemy  was  now  chiefly  engaged  in  an 
attempt  to  starve  them  on  the  mountains.  The 
Duke  of  Savoy  ordered  the  country  to  be  deso¬ 
lated  ;  the  flocks  and  cattle  were  driven  away 
from  the  open  valleys,  the  fruit  trees  cut  down, 
the  harvests  burned  upon  the  fields,  and  the 
magnificent  groves  of  chestnuts  and  walnuts  de¬ 
spoiled  of  their  autumnal  product.  The  poor 
Vaudois,  clinging  to  the  cliflTs  and  wandering 
upon  the  mountain-tops,  still  baffled  the  arms 
of  the  enemy  ;  but  often  they  had  only  a  few 
roots  to  eat,  and  their  manly  vigor  must  slowly 
melt  away  in  famine  and  fatigue.  Prayer  was 
still  their  chief  support,  and  among  their  na¬ 
tive  crags  they  constantly  lifted  their  voices  to 
Heaven.  For  two  months  they  had  resisted 
the  attack  of  twenty  thousand  men  led  by  the 
skillful  Catinat ;  but  by  October  16  it  seemed 
that  the  enterprise  must  wholly  fail.  Their 
numbers  were  diminished  by  desertions  and 
death  ;  many  French  refugees  left  them  ;  even 
Turrel,  the  commander,  de.spairing  of  success 
fled  from  them  secretly.  Clothed  in  rags,  feed¬ 
ing  upon  roots  and  herbs,  the  feeble  Vaudois 
saw  before  them  the  approaching  winter  and 
the  swiftly  increasing  foe ;  their  prayerful  hearts 
were  oppressed  with  an  unaccustomed  dread. 
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Liberty  of  conscience  seemed  about  to  depart 
forever  from  the  valleys ;  the  Alpine  church 
was  never  again  to  rise  from  its  desolation. 
But  Henry  Arnaud,  pastor  and  chief,  rose,  in 
this  moment  of  danger,  to  heroic  greatness. 
He,  at  least,  would  never  abandon  his  suffering 
country  and  the  falling  cause  of  freedom.  He 
prayed,  exhorted,  celebrated  the  sacred  feast 
in  groves  of  chestnut,  fought  in  the  front  of  his 
followers,  and  was  ready  to  die  for  their  pres¬ 
entation.^  In  the  midst  of  his  calamities  he 
remembered  the  counsels  of  the  aged  Janavel, 
who  had  advised  the  adventurers,  in  a  moment 
of  extreme  need,  to  take  refuge  upon  the  rock 
of  Balsille,  and  there  prolong  the  contest  until 
help  should  come  from  above. 

lu  a  wild  portion  of  the  valley  of  San  Mar¬ 
tino  a  pile  of  rock  projects  over  an  Alpine  tor¬ 
rent,  surrounded  by  huge  mountains,  accessible 
only  from  the  bed  of  the  stream  below,  and  ris¬ 
ing  on  three  terraces  against  the  sides  of  its 
lofty  peak  behind.  It  is  called  the  Balsille. 
Swelled  by  the  winter  snows,  a  branch  of  the 
Germanasca  sweeps  around  the  singular  prom¬ 
ontory.  A  few  shrubs  cover  its  top ;  a  little 
earth  produces  a  scanty  vegetation.  The  Bal¬ 
sille  stands  like  an  isolated  column,  yet  on  either 
hand  it  is  commanded  by  the  tall  and  almost 
inaccessible  peaks  of  Le  Pis  and  Guinevert. 
But  in  that  wild  and  lofty  region  the  climate  is 
severe,  the  ravines  and  mountains  almost  per¬ 
petually  covered  with  snow,  the  paths  impassa¬ 
ble  except  to  the  agile  and  daring  Vaudois. 
Secluded  amidst  the  wildest  scenery  of  the  val¬ 
leys,  the  Balsille  forms  an  almost  impregnable 
fortress  :  the  history  of  its  siege  and  its  defense 
is  the  crowning  wonder  of  the  Glorious  Ee- 
turn. 

The  exiles  were  now,  October  22,  1689,  at 
Eodoret,  surrounded  by  the  enemy;  to  reach 
the  Balsille  they  must  pass  through  the  midst 
of  their  foes,  over  a  path  that  led  along  the 
brink  of  frightful  precipices,  but  which  they 
could  only  traverse  by  night.  They  prayed 
long  and  fervently,  and  then  set  out  in  utter 
darkness.  No  moon  nor  stars  guided  them  as 
they  crept  on  their  hands  and  knees  along  the 
edge  of  the  deep  abyss.  To  distinguish  their 
guides  they  marked  them  with  strips  of  white 
cloth  or  pieces  of  phosphoric  wood.*  Yet  they 
passed  safely,  and  in  the  morning  trembled 
with  affright  as  they  saw  over  what  a  fearful 
path  they  had  come.  When  they  reached  the 
Balsille  they  found  only  a  bare  and  comfortless 
rock ;  they  were  forced  to  build  at  once  a  for¬ 
tress  and  a  dwelling ;  feeble  and  faint,  they 
labored  with  incredible  toil.  They  cut  down 
trees,  gathered  huge  stones,  and  formed  seven¬ 
teen  intrenchments,  rising  one  above  the  other, 
on  the  precipitous  rock.  They  dug  deep  ditch¬ 
es,  covered  ways,  and  casemates  to  secure  their 
lives.  On  the  top  of  the  Balsille  they  built  a 

1  Glorious  Recovery,  p.  133  et  seq.,  describes  the  Bal¬ 
sille. 

2  Glorious  Recovery,  p.  139.  Muston  has  the  nar¬ 
rative  of  a  Vaudois  officer — it  adds  something. 


strong  fort  or  castle,  the  centre  of  their  de¬ 
fenses,  surrounded  by  three  high  walls  ;  and,  to 
provide  their  homes  in  that  wintry  climate,  they 
dug  in  the  earth  and  rock  of  the  terraces  eighty 
caves  or  chambers,  where  they  slept  in  inno¬ 
cence  more  calmly,  perhaps,  than  pope  or  priest. 

When  they  reached  the  rock  they  had  no 
food  for  the  next  day,  and  lived  upon  a  few 
vegetables  they  gathered  in  the  neighborhood. 
At  length  they  repaired  a  dismantled  mill,  and 
were  enabled  to  bake  bread.  With  joy  and 
thankful  hearts  they  discovered  that  the  har¬ 
vests  of  the  last  year  lay  buried  beneath  the 
snow  in  the  valley  of  Pral,  and  reaped  them 
through  the  winter  by  digging  in  the  icy  cover¬ 
ing.  But  they  were  not  suffered  to  remain  un¬ 
disturbed.  On  the  29th  of  October  they  saw 
the  French  troops  approaching  them  on  all 
sides ;  some  climbed  the  precipitous  peaks  of 
Guinevert  and  Col  du  Pis ;  others  approached 
the  base  of  the  fortified  rock ;  a  vigorous  at¬ 
tack  was  made  on  the  intrenchments ;  the  sharp 
fire  of  the  Vaudois  marksmen  scattered  the  en¬ 
emy  with  great  loss.  The  Alpine  winter  now 
came  on ;  the  French  troops  were  driven  from 
the  mountains,  with  frozen  limbs  and  fearful 
suffering,  by  the  rigorous  season;  the  deep 
snows  of  the  valleys  prevented  all  military  op¬ 
erations,  and  the  enemy  withdrew,  promising 
to  return  in  the  spring.’ 

Winter  passed  on  in  peace  with  the  garrison 
of  Balsille.  Alone  in  the  midst  of  a  thousand 
dangers,  shielded  only  by  the  icy  snows,  the 
Alpine  church  lived  on  its  lonely  rock.  In 
his  singular  castle  and  temple  Henry  Arnaud 
still  maintained  the  ancient  ritual  of  the  val¬ 
leys  ;  twice  on  each  Sabbath  he  preached  to  an 
attentive  assembly;  morning  and  evening  the 
voice  of  prayer  and  praise  ascended  to  the 
peaks  of  Guinevert.  The  garrison  was  re¬ 
duced  to  about  four  hundred,  all  native  Vau¬ 
dois,  and  their  chief  solace  in  their  painful  life 
was  to  join  in  the  hymns  and  prayers  they  had 
learned  from  their  mothers  in  their  childhood.* 
Yet  they  would  not  consent  to  remain  unem¬ 
ployed.  Frequent  expeditions  were  sent  out 
to  levy  contributions  on  the  popish  villagers, 
to  climb  from  crag  to  crag  along  the  secure 
mountains  and  descend  in  sudden  forays  into 
the  well-known  valleys.  They  penetrated  far 
down  the  banks  of  the  Germanasca,  and  dis¬ 
turbed  the  repose  of  Lucerna  and  Angrogna. 
Meantime  no  help  came  from  abroad ;  the  ex¬ 
peditions  formed  in  Switzerland  for  their  relief 
were  intercepted  by  the  enemy ;  and  as  the 
spring  drew  on,  Arnaud  and  his  pious  company 
prepared  to  engage  once  more  the  united  ar¬ 
mies  of  France  and  Savoy. 

In  April  the  Marquis  De  Pareilles  sent  them 
offers  of  liberal  terms  if  they  would  surrender. 

A  council  was  held  on  the  rocks,  and  a  unan¬ 
imous  refusal  was  decided  upon.  Arnaud  wrote 
to  the  mai'quis  a  defense  of  his  countrymen ; 
he  said  they  had  been  seated  from  time  im- 


2  Id.,  148. 
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memorial  in  their  valleys ;  that  they  had  paid 
every  impost,  performed  all  the  duties  of  good 
subjects ;  that  they  had  led  lives  of  singular 
purity ;  that  they  fought  only  for  self-preserva¬ 
tion.*  On  the  last  day  of  the  month,  a  Sab¬ 
bath  morning,  as  Arnaud  was  preaching  to  his 
garrison,  tlie  troops  of  Catinat  were  seen  clos¬ 
ing  around  the  solitary  fortress.  With  a  rare 
endurance,  scarcely  surpassed  by  the  native 
Vaudois,  the  French  and  Savoyards  had  cut 
their  way  through  the  deep  snows  of  the  ra¬ 
vines  and  climbed  the  frightful  precipices.  A 
whole  regiment,  amidst  blinding  sleet  and  icy 
winds,  had  fixed  themselves  on  the  pinnacle  of 
Guinevert,  overlooking  the  Balsille.  Another 
appeared  on  the  top  of  Le  Pis,  and  opened  a 
distant  fire  on  the  fort.  In  the  valley  in  front 
Catinat  ordered  a  chosen  band  of  five  hundred 
men  to  climb  the  steep  ascent  of  the  Balsille, 
and  charge  the  rude  intrenchments  of  the  Vau¬ 
dois.  *  The  French  attacked  with  singular  gal¬ 
lantry  ;  they  strove  to  tear  away  the  felled  trees 
behind  which  their  enemy  was  sheltered,  and 
climbed  the  rude  wall  of  stone;  but  a  rain  of 
balls  came  from  the  Vaudois,  a  shower  of  rocks 
rolled  upon  the  assailants;  their  ranks  were 
soon  broken,  and  they  fled  down  the  hill.  Great 
numbers  were  slain ;  the  Vaudois  leaped  from 
their  works,  and  destroyed  nearly  all  the  de¬ 
tachment.  Its  commander.  Colonel  De  Parat, 
was  wounded  and  taken  prisoner ;  the  next  day 
the  Vaudois  cut  off  the  heads  of  their  fallen 
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foes  and  planted  them  along  the  line  of  their 
first  palisade.  It  was  a  symbol  of  unchanging 
defiance. 

Arnaud  defends  with  vigor  the  severe  policy 
he  had  adopted.  He  killed  the  prisoners,  he 
says,  because  it  was  impossible  to  hold  them ; 
he  spared  every  non-combatant,  and  never  re¬ 
taliated  the  cruelties  endured  by  his  country¬ 
men.  Once  more.  May  10,  the  French  army, 
under  De  Feuquieres,  gathered  around  the  Bal¬ 
sille.  They  numbered  about  thirteen  thousand 
men.  A  battery  of  cannon  had  been  placed, 
with  great  labor,  on  the  side  of  Guinevert ;  the 
hills  around  were  filled  with  troops,  and  the 
rock  itself  was  surrounded  on  every  side  by  the 
hostile  forces.  The  French  commander  made 
a  last  effort  to  persuade  the  Vaudois  to  submit.* 
He  offered  each  man  five  hundred  louis  and  a 
free  passage  from  the  country;  but  his  great 
bribes  were  rejected,  and  the  garrison  determ¬ 
ined  to  persist  in  a  vain  resistance.  With  prayers 
and  holy  songs  they  prepared  for  the  final  con¬ 
test.  In  a  first  attack  the  French  were  repulsed 
with  signal  loss.  But  at  length  the  batteries 
began  to  play  on  the  works  of  the  Vaudois,  and 
their  feeble  fortifications  crumbled  to  the  earth. 
The  enemy  slowly  made  their  way  up  the  height ; 
the  Vaudois  were  even  driven  from  the  castle, 
and  fled  to  a  higher  part  of  the  rock  ;  night  fell, 
and  the  French  commander  ceased  his  assault, 
resolved  to  capture  the  whole  garrison  in  the 
morning. 
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Clustered  like  hunted  chamois  on  the  pinna¬ 
cles  of  the  rock,  the  Vaudois  now  sought  eagerly 
for  some  method  of  escape.*  But  as  yet  there 
seemed  no  prospect  of  deliverance.  The  enemy 
lay  encamped  on  every  side  of  the  Balsille  ;  his 
•watch-fires  dispelled  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
and  sentinels,  posted  thickly  around,  closed  up 
every  avenue  of  flight.  Arnaud  and  his  brave 
companions  w'ere  guarded  by  a  circle  of  foes 
■who  had  resolved  that  no  Vaudois  should  be 
left  alive  upon  the  mountains.  But  as  the  night 
advanced  a  friendly  mist,  sent  in  answer  to  their 
prayers,  slowly  rose  from  the  deep  glens  and 
covered  the  whole  valley  with  a  humid  veil. 
The  agile  mountaineers,  led  by  a  skillful  guide, 
crept  down  the  slippery  rocks,  climbed  in  single 
file  over  the  deep  chasms  of  the  Germanasca, 
and  reached  the  base  of  Guinevert.  Here  they 
cut  steps  in  the  hardened  snow,  and,  with  ter¬ 
rible  suffering,  dragged  themselves  on  their 
hands  and  knees  up  the  steep  declivities,  until 
at  length  they  stood  on  a  wide  glacier,  far  above 
the  reach  of  the  enemy.  A  clamor  of  thanks¬ 
giving  arose  from  the  little  company  as  they  felt 
once  more  that  they  were  free.  The  morning 
broke ;  the  French  sprang  up  the  hill  to  seize 
their  certain  prey ;  they  found  only  the  bare 
rock,  the  empty  castle,  and  hastened,  in  their 
rage,  to  follow  the  Vaudois  along  their  mount¬ 
ain-path.  ° 

Here,  however,  they  were  easily  eluded  by 
their  active  foe.  The  Vaudois  kept  upon  the 
loftiest  of  the  mountains,  feeding  on  the  foliage 
of  the  fir-trees  and  drinking  the  half-melted 
snow.  Sometimes  they  leaped  down,  in  fierce 
forays  upon  the  fertile  valleys  ;  often  they  shot 
down  the  invaders  from  some  lofty  crag,  or  swept 
away  the  flocks  of  the  Savoyard  settlers.  Still 
they  hovered  fondly  over  their  native  scenes, 
and  lingered,  with  scarcely  a  hope  in  the  fu¬ 
ture,  above  the  torrents  and  the  crags  they  had 
loved  in  youth.  To  their  simple  and  tender 
hearts  these  last  arduous  days  must  have  seemed 
the  saddest  and  most  cheerless  of  all.  From 
their  post. on  the  mountains  of  Angrogna  they 
might  look  down  into  the  fairest  of  the  Italian 
vales  ;  they  saw  the  softly-swelling  hills  encircle 
the  fertile  fields  ;  the  laughing  torrent ;  the  bud¬ 
ding  groves  of  mulberry  and  chestnut ;  the  grate¬ 
ful  gardens  around  their  early  homes ;  the  si¬ 
lent  churches  ;  and  the  blossom-covered  lawns. 
But  all  these  they  were  to  enjoy  no  more.  An 
active  foe  pursued  them  from  peak  to  peak,  and 
they  must  soon  fly  to  their  most  secret  caves. ^ 

But  in  a  moment  all  was  changed,  and  the 
Glorious  Return  was  accomplished  by  a  sudden 
revolution.  On  the  21st  of  May,  1690,  as  Ar¬ 
naud  and  his  heroes  lingered  around  Angrogna, 
they  learned  that  the  Duke  of  Savoy  had  join¬ 
ed  the  alliance  of  England  and  Holland  against 
France.  The  duke  now  needed  the  aid  of  all 
his  subjects,  and  the  heroic  valor  of  the  Vaudois 

‘  Glorious  Recovery,  179.  _  _  ‘  I<Jm  180. 

3  Muston  abounds  in  details  of  the  incidents  of  the 
expedition,  but  adds  little  to  the  account  of  Arnaud, 
it  p.  74. 


showed  that  he  had  none  so  worthy  as  they. 
He  sent  a  messenger  to  Arnaud,  inviting  him 
to  join  his  service,  with  his  followers,  and  grant¬ 
ing  permission  to  the  Vaudois  to  return  to  their 
native  valleys.*  Arnaud  obeyed  his  sovereign  ; 
and  his  soldiers  were  as  active  and  courageous 
in  the  war  against  the  French  as  they  had  ever 
been  in  defense  of  their  native  vales.  Soon  the 
exiled  V audois  heard  of  the  happy  change,  and 
came  in  glad  troops  over  the  Alps  to  occupy  the 
homes  of  their  fathers.  No  hope  of  gain  or 
prospect  of  advantage  could  detain  the  gentle 
race  in  foreign  lands.  They  left  their  thriving 
plantations  in  Brandenburg,  their  farms  in  Ger¬ 
many,  or  their  factories  in  England,  and  with 
psalms  of  triumph  hastened  to  revive  their  apos¬ 
tolic  church  in  its  ancient  seat.  Lucenia,  San 
Martino,  and  Perouse  were  again  filled  with  a 
rejoicing  people ;  and  the  lovely  landscapes  of 
the  sacred  vales  shone  in  new  beauty,  the  tem¬ 
ples  of  an  untarnished  faith. 

Such  was  the  Glorious  Return.  But  for  the 
valor  of  the  eight  hundred,  the  wisdom  and 
piety  of  Henry  Arnaud,  and  the  counsels  of  the 
aged  Janavel,  the  Vaudois  might  still  have  Avan-  * 
dered  in  foreign  lands,  and  their  lovely  vales 
have  remained  in  the  possession  of  strangers. 
But  the}’’ were  now  fii-ml3'^  seated  in  their  ancient 
home,  never  to  be  driven  from  it  again.  The 
Jesuits  and  the  popes  still  plotted  their  ruin ; 
and  when  the  war  was  over  Victor  Amadeus, 
Avith  his  usual  bad  faith,  revived  the  persecu¬ 
tion  in  the  valleys.  In  1698  a  Jesuit  and  a 
number  of  monks  visited  all  the  vales,  and  made 
their  report  to  the  pope.®  In  consequence  the 
duke  issued  a  decree  expelling  all  the  French 
Protestants  from  the  country,  and  forbidding 
the  Vaudois  from  having  any  intercourse,  on 
matters  of  religion,  with  the  subjects  of  Louis 
XIV.  Three  thousand  persons  were  driven 
from  the  valleys  by  this  cruel  edict.  The  va¬ 
rious  disabilities  now  imposed  upon  the  Vaudois 
served  to  render  their  lives  painful,  and  expose 
them  to  the  penalties  of  the  hostile  courts.  They 
were  forbidden  to  exercise  certain  professions, 
to  purchase  property  beyond  certain  limits,  to 
settle  out  of  their  valleys  even  for  trade,  to  op¬ 
pose  the  conversion  of  their  children  to  Roman¬ 
ism,  or  to  make  proselytes  themselves.  They 
were  held  in  a  kind  of  bondage,  and  treated  as 
an  inferior  race.  It  was  a  common  practice 
with  the  priests  of  Turin  to  carry  oif  the  chil¬ 
dren  of  the  Vaudois  and  educate  them  in  the 
Romish  faith.  In  1730  severe  instructions  were 
issued  against  the  people  of  the  valleys ;  and 
throughout  the  eighteenth  centui-y  the  church 
of  Rome  labored  by  every  art  to  extirpate  its 
rival  church  upon  the  Alps.  The  Jesuits  re¬ 
newed  their  activity;  the  Vaudois  were  often 
imprisoned,  and  their  pastors  ill-treated.  The 
jealous  popes  looked  with  superstitious  dread 
upon  the  gentle  moderators  of  the  blooming 
valleys. 

Nor  was  this  without  reason  ;  for  as  the  age 
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advanced  in  liberality  the  Alpine  church  became 
to  Italy  an  example  and  a  teacher.  From  Fra 
del  Tor  had  descended,  in  the  Middle  Ages,  a 
throng  of  Vaudois  missionaries;  in  the  eight¬ 
eenth  century  it  was  still  the  centre  of  advanc¬ 
ing  thought.  Within  the  circle  of  the  Alps  the 
church  flourished  with  singular  vigor.  Perse¬ 
cution  failed  to  check  its  growth  ;  the  churches 
multiplied  ;  the  schools  increased  ;  the  people 
of  the  valleys  were  better  educated  than  those 
of  Turin  or  Rome.  Poor,  feeble,  an  Isolated 
and  hated  race,  shut  out  from  the  common  priv¬ 
ileges  of  their  fellow-subjects,  from  colleges, 
schools,  hospitals,  and  the  liberal  professions, 
the  Vaudois  were  still  a  power  whose  influence 
was  often  felt  w’here  it  was  not  seen.  The 
people  of  Turin  saw  constantly  before  them  the 
spectacle  of  a  church  that  never  persecuted  nor 
reviled;  of  a  race  that  steadily  advanced  in 
moral  and  intellectual  vigor ;  of  a  nation  of 
heroes  who  had  ever  defended  liberty  of  con¬ 
science  when  all  Italy  beside  had  bowed  in  serv¬ 
itude  to  Rome.  The  Vaudois  grew  popular 
with  the  scholars  of  Sardinia,  with  the  people, 
and  even  with  the  court.  They  were  still  op¬ 
pressed  by  unjust  laws  ;  yet  toward  the  close 
of  the  century  a  Vaudois  church  had  sprung 
up  at  Turin,  and  the  liberal  ideas  of  the  valleys 
were  penetrating  the  north  of  Italy.  The  mod¬ 
erators  of  the  Alps  became  the  leaders  of  an 
intellectual  movement  that  was  destined  to 
spread  from  Balsille  to  Tarento. 

Yet  the  only  period  of  real  freedom  the  Vau¬ 
dois  had  ever  known  since  the  papal  usurpa¬ 
tions  sprang  from  the  conquests  of  the  first  Na¬ 


poleon.'  The  impulsive  hero  was  totiched  by 
their  history,  listened  to  their  complaints,  and 
granted  them  all  they  required.  For  the  first 
time,  perhaps,  since  the  days  of  Hildebrand,  a 
perfect  religious  freedom  prevailed  in  the  val¬ 
leys,  and  the  iron  tyranny  of  Rome  and  the 
Jesuits  was  crushed  by  the  offspring  of  revolu- 
tionaiy  France.  A  century  before,  Louis  XIV. 
had  nearly  secured  the  destruction  of  the  Alpine 
church ;  in  1800  it  sprang  up  into  new  vigor 
under  the  shelter  of  the  French  arms.  The 
pastors  of  the  valleys  returned  Napoleon’s  fa¬ 
vors  with  sincere  gratitude,  and  lamented  his 
final  defeat  as  that  of  a  friend.  It  is  probable 
that  the  unsparing  conqueror  had  no  more  truth¬ 
ful  admirers  than  the  pure  and  lofty  spirits 
whom  he  had  set  free  upon  their  mountains. 

With  the  restoration  of  l’814-1816,  Victor 
Emanuel  IV.  came  to  the  throne  of  Sardinia, 
and  the  Vaudois  once  more  sank  to  the  condi¬ 
tion  of  a  subjugated  race,  alien  and  oppressed. 
They  were  known  to  be  advocates  of  freedom 
and  advance ;  the  pope  and  the  Jesuits  again 
ruled  at  Turin ;  the  church  and  state  again 
united  to  destroy  the  church  of  the  mountains." 
From  1814  to  1848  the  Vaudois  suffered  indig¬ 
nities  and  deprivations  scarcely  surpassed  in 
the  earlier  perseeutions.  All  the  ancient  op¬ 
pressive  laws  were  revived.  They  were  for¬ 
bidden  to  hold  any  civil  office,  to  pursue  their 
labors  on  Catholic  festivals,  to  hold  land  beyond 
a  certain  limit,  to  make  proselytes,  or  build  new 
churches  except  in  the  least  favorable  locations, 
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to  marry  into  papist  families,  or  to  give,  sell, 
or  lend  their  Bibles  to  Catholics.  Romish  mis¬ 
sions  were  established  in  their  midst,  and  a 
convent  and  a  church  were  built  at  La  Tour  to 
complete  the  conversion  of  the  people.  When 
Dr.  Gilly  visited  the  valleys  in  1822  he  was 
struck  by  the  beauty  of  their  landscape,  the  sim¬ 
plicity  and  purity  of  the  people  ;  he  was  touched 
and  grieved  to  find  that  they  still  labored  under 
a  rule  of  persecution,  and  that  liberty  of  con¬ 
science,  for  which  they  had  ever  sighed,  was  still, 
denied  them  by  unforgiving  Rome. 

But  the  church  of  the  Alps  was  now  to  rise 
from  its  desolation,  and  to  shine  out  with  new 
lustre  in  the  eyes  of  all  Europe.  The  free  prin¬ 
ciples  it  had  always  inculcated,  the  liberty  of 
conscience  it  had  ever  defended,  were  become 
the  ruling  ideas  of  every  cultivated  Italian. 
Turin  and  Sardinia  had  learned  to  look  with 
wonder,  admiration,  and  remorse  upon  the  love¬ 
ly  valleys  they  had  so  often  desolated,  and  the 
innocent  people  they  had  so  constantly  tortured 
and  oppressed.  The  Sardinian  king,  Charles  Al¬ 
bert,  stood  at  the  head  of  the  Italian  reformers. 
He  was  resolved  to  give  freedom  to  the  Vau- 
dois ;  to  atone,  if  possible,  for  the  crimes  of  his 
ancestors  ;  to  make  some  faint  return  to  the  peo¬ 
ple  of  the  valleys  for  their  long  lesson  of  pa¬ 
tience,  resignation,  and  truth.  Amidst  the  ac¬ 
clamations  of  his  subjects,  he  prepared  (1847) 
to  extend  freedom  of  conscience  to  the  churches 
of  the  Alps.  A  patriotic  excitement  arose  in 
their  favor.  A  petition  was  drawn  up  at  Turin 
urging  the  king  to  enfranchise  the  Vaudois  and 
the  Jews.  Its  first  signer  was  the  poet,  artist, 
and  statesman,  the  Marquis  D’Azeglio  ;  and  his 
name  was  followed  by  a  long  list  of  professors, 
lawyers,  physicians,  and  even  liberal  ecclesias¬ 
tics  and  priests.  Cheers  were  given  for  the 
Vaudois  at  public  dinners  in  Pignerol  and  Tu¬ 
rin,  and  all  Piedmont  wept  over  their  history 
and  rejoiced  in  their  approaching  triumph.  On 
the  17th  of  February,  1848,  the  royal  decree 
was  issued  giving  freedom  to  the  valleys.* 

It  was  received  by  the  simple  and  generous 
Vaudois  with  a  limitless  gratitude.  A  thrill  of 
joy  ran  over  the  beautiful  vales,  and  Lucerna, 
San  Martino,  and  Perouse  resounded  with 
hymns  of  thanksgiving  upon  the  return  of  that 
stable  freedom  which  had  been  ravished  from 
them  eight  centuries  ago.  In  every  village 
there  were  processions  of  the  young,  with  ban¬ 
ners  and  patriotic  songs  ;  the  blue  colors  of  re¬ 
newed  Italy  shone  on  every  breast ;  the  gentle 
race  forgot  all  their  injuries  and  their  woes,  to 
mingle  freely  with  their  Romish  brethren,  and 
to  celebrate  their  victory  in  unbounded  love. 
At  night  the  wonderful  scenery  of  the  valleys 
was  set  off  by  a  general  illumination.  Pigne¬ 
rol  glittered  with  light ;  St.  John  and  La  Tour 
shone  at  the  opening  of  the  defiles  ;  far  up,  as¬ 
cending  toward  the  Alps,  every  crag  and  cliff 
had  its  bonfire,  and  the  gleam  of  a  thousand 
lights  startled  the  wild  mountains,  and  flashed 


in  caves  and  ravines  where  Janavel  and  Henry 
Arnaud  had  once  hid  in  perpetual  gloom.  The 
snow-clad  peaks  and  the  icy  torrents  glowed  in 
the  illumination  of  freedom.  But  a  still  more 
remarkable  spectacle  was  witnessed  at  Turin. 
There  for  three  centuries  the  Jesuits  had  la¬ 
bored  and  waited  for  the  extermination  of  the 
Vaudois.  In  the  public  square,  amidst  its  splen¬ 
did  palaces,  had  died  a  long  succession  of  mar¬ 
tyrs,  the  victims  of  its  priests  and  kings.  In  its 
dreadful  dungeons,  noisome  with  disease,  thou¬ 
sands  of  the  people  of  the  valleys  had  pined 
and  wasted  away.  What  unuttered  woes  had 
been  borne  in  its  prisons  for  freedom’s  sake  no 
tongue  could  tell,  no  fancy  picture.  Its  con¬ 
vents  had  been  filled  with  the  stolen  children 
of  the  Vaudois;  its  stony  walls  had  hea'’d  the 
vain  complaints  of  parents  and  brothers  without 
relenting.  From  its  gates  had  issued  forth  those 
dreadful  crusades,  whose  throngs  of  brigands, 
soldiers,  priests,  inquisitors  were  so  often  let 
loose  upon  the  valleys  to  do  the  work  of  fiends  ; 
from  Turin  had  come  the  impalers  of  women, 
the  murderers  of  children,  the  Spaniards  who 
flung  old  men  over  beetling  crags ;  the  Irish 
who  surpassed  even  the  enormities  of  the  Ital¬ 
ians  ;  the  Jesuits  and  Franciscans  who  urged 
forward  the  labor  of  destruction;  the  nobles 
and  princes,  the  pillars  of  chivalry,  who  looked 
on  and  applauded  crimes  for  which  Dante  could 
have  found  no  fitting  punishment  amidst  the 
deepest  horrors  of  his  pit. 

And  now  all  Turin,  repentant  and  humble, 
resolved  to  do  honor  to  the  Alpine  church.  A 
day  of  rejoicing  had  been  appointed  for  liber¬ 
ated  Piedmont,  and  a  deputation  from  the  Van- 
dois  was  sent  to  the  capital.  As  they  issued 
from  the  valleys  they  were  saluted  every  where 
with  loud  vivas  for  “our  Vaudois  Brothers,” 
for  “  Liberty  of  Conscience.”*  The  citizens  of 
Turin  received  them  with  unbounded  hospital¬ 
ity,  and  the  gentle  Vaudois  took  part  in  the 
grand  procession ;  they  were  preceded  by  a 
group  of  young  girls  clothed  in  white,  adorned 
with  blue  girdles,  and  each  bearing  a  little  ban¬ 
ner.  Six  hundred  persons  composed  the  Vau¬ 
dois  deputation,  the  most  noted  in  the  stately 
pageant.  To  them,  as  a  mark  of  honorable 
retribution,  was  assigned  the  first  place  at  the 
head  of  the  procession  as  it  moved  through  the 
streets  of  Turin.  The  persecuted  of  a  thousand 
years  walked  the  leaders  of  Italian  freemen. 
The  city  rang  with  cheers  for  the  Vaudois; 
flowers  were  showered  upon  them  from  the  bal¬ 
conies  ;  men  rushed  from  the  throng  to  salute, 
to  embrace  the  patient  mountaineers  ;  even 
liberal  priests  cheered  them  as  they  went  by ; 
the  women  of  Turin  smiled  upon  the  daughters 
of  the  valleys.  Yet,  as  the  Vaudois  moved 
through  the  squares  hallowed  by  the  torments 
of  their  early  martyrs,  beside  the  prisons  where 
their  ancestors  had  died  by  thousands,  the  pal¬ 
aces  where  Jesuits  and  princes  had  often  planned 
their  total  extirpation,  they  were  amazed  at 
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the  startling  contrast,  and  listened  with  grateful 
hearts  to  the  glad  congratulations  of  the  people 
of  Turin.*  They  breathed  out  a  silent  thanks¬ 
giving,  and  prayed  that  the  blessing  of  Heav¬ 
en  might  ever  rest  upon  their  pleasant  native 
land. 

Their  modest  prayers  have  been  fulfilled. 
The  festival  of  their  liberation  was  followed 
by  a  wave  of  revolution  that  swept  over  all 
Europe.  The  Jesuits  and  the  propaganda 
were  banished  from  Turin ;  France  became 
suddenly  a  republic ;  the  pope  was  exiled  from 
Rome,  to  be  restored  only  by  the  French  ar¬ 
mies  to  his  ancient  tyranny  ;  and  Italy  was  for 
a  moment  free.  If  for  a  time  the  cloud  of  war 
rested  over  the  valleys,  yet  the  victories  of  Na¬ 
poleon  and  the  swift  triumph  of  Garibaldi  have 
given  freedom  to  the  peninsula,  and  safety  to 
the  Alpine  church.  To-day  Lucerna,  Perouse, 
and  San  Martino  shine  forth  in  perpetual  beau¬ 
ty.  The  torrents  gleam  through  the  sweet  vales 
of  Angrogna,’  and  roar  against  the  cliffs  of  Bal- 

*  Muston,  ii.  393.  Who  would  have  said,  wrote  a 
Vaudois,  that  we  would  have  seen  all  this? 

!  Gilly,  Narrative,  p.  138,  describes  the  scenery  of 
Angrogna  as  unmatched  in  Italy  or  Switzerland. 


sille.  In  Pra  del  Tor 
the  citadel  of  the  Vau¬ 
dois  has  become  a  cul¬ 
tured  field,  and  the 
chestnut  groves  where 
Henry  Arnaud  and  his 
pious  soldiers  celebra¬ 
ted  their  holy  rites  are 
still  rich  with  abund¬ 
ant  fruit ;  the  land¬ 
scapes  of  Lucernaglow 
with  the  soft  products 
of  the  Italian  clime  ; 
in  the  wilder  valleys 
the  avalanche  leaps 
from  the  snow  -  clad 
mountains,  the  cham¬ 
ois  feeds  on  his  icy 
pastures,  the  eagle 
screams  around  the 
peaks  of  Guinevert. 
To-day  the  primitive 
Christians  assemble  in 
peace  in  churches  that 
were  founded  when 
Nero  began  his  perse¬ 
cutions,  or  when  Con¬ 
stantine  gave  rest  to 
the  tormented  world. 
The  Vaudois  modera¬ 
tor  gathers  around  h  i  m 
his  humble  pastors  in 
their  sacred  synods,  as 
the  elders  of  the  Mid¬ 
dle  Ages  assembled  at 
Pra  del  Tor.  The 
schools  of  the  Vau¬ 
dois,  from  which  the 
Bible  has  never  been 
excluded  since  the 
dawn  of  Christianity,  flourish  with  new  vigor ; 
their  colleges  no  longer  hide  in  the  caverns  of 
Angrogna.  The  long  struggle  of  centuries  has 
ended,  and  the  gentle  people  of  the  vaUeys  have 
found  freedom  to  worship  God. 

Thus  the  moderator  of  the  Alps  haS  tri¬ 
umphed  over  the  persecuting  pope  of  Rome, 
and  liberty  of  conscience  reigns  from  the  val¬ 
leys  to  the  Sicilian  Straits.  Yet  one  dark 
scene  of  tyranny  still  remains — one  blot  on  the 
fair  renown  of  Italy.  In  the  city  of  Rome  the 
Jesuits  and  the  pope  still  rule.  StiU  they  point 
with  menacing  gestures  to  the  people  of  the 
valleys  ;  still  they  would  snatch  the  Bible  from 
tlieir  schools,  and  crush  their  consciences  with 
medieval  tyranny.  In  Rome  alone  persecution 
for  religion’s  sake  still  continues ;  Rome  alone, 
of  all  European  cities,  cherishes  a  shadow  of 
the  Inquisition,*  and  still  asserts  its  right  to 
govern  the  minds  of  men  by  brutal  force ;  en¬ 
throned  by  foreign  bayonets  over  a  murmuring 

*  See  a  decree  of  the  Inquisition  (1841)  directed 
against  heresy  in  the  Papal  States  with  all  its  ancient 
severity.  Italy  in  Transition,  p.  460,  Appendix,  with 
other  documents.  The  Syllabus  and  the  Canons  still 
defend  the  use  of  force  in  producing  religious  unity. 
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people,  the  vindictive  pope  proclaims  his  un¬ 
dying  hostility  against  the  wise  and  the  good 
of  every  land.  But  should  the  Holy  Father 
and  the  society  of  Loyola  turn  their  eyes  to  the 
Vaudois  Alps,  they  may  read  their  doom  graven 
on  each  heaven-piercing  peak.  There  may  be 
seen  a  spectral  company  of  the  hallowed  dead 
writing  with  shadowy  fingers  a  legend  on  the 
rocks ;  the  tiny  babe  crushed  beneath  the  sol¬ 
dier’s  heel ;  the  fair  mother  hewn  to  pieces  on 
the  snow ;  the  old  man  of  ninety  burned  to 


ashes  on  the  fatal  pyre.  They  write  :  “Who¬ 
ever  shall  harm  one  of  these  little  ones,  it  were 
better  for  him  that  a  millstone  had  been  hanged 
about  his  neck  and  he  were  drowned  in  the 
depths  of  the  sea !” 

[Note.— The  readers  of  the  above  article  will  be  In¬ 
terested  to  know  that  nine  of  the  illustrations  have 
been  copied  from  the  engravings  in  Leger’s  “History,” 
printed  in  16(i9,  and  are  therefore  nearly  contemporary 
with  the  events  they  depict.  The  two  views  of  scenery 
are  from  nature.] 
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ONE  of  the  most  striking  objects  of  interest 
to  a  stranger  visiting  New  York  is  the 
ocean  steamer.  There  are  thirty  or  forty  of 
these  huge  structures,  embodying  the  highest 
results  of  naval  science  and  .skill  yet  realized  by 
mankind,  that  pertain  to  the  port  of  New  York, 
and  connect  it  directly  or  indirectly  with  ev- 
eiy  important  commercial  point  on  the  globe. 
There  are  lines  running  to  several  different 
ports  in  England  and  Scotland — to  Germany — 
to  France — to  the  Isthmus  of  Darien,  where 
they  connect,  through  the  Isthmus,  with  other 
lines  from  Panama  to  all  points  on  the  west¬ 
ern  coasts  of  North  and  South  America — to  the 
West  Indies,  and  to  Brazil.  Sometimes  eight 
or  ten  of  these  steamers  leave  the  port  on  the 
same  day.  There  are  more  than  a  hundred 
of  such  vessels,  of  the  first-class,  belonging  to 
the  different  lines ;  and  when  we  consider  that 


to  bring  the  cost  of  a  trip  out  and  home — which 
cost  consists  only  of  the  coal,  the  service,  and 
some  incidental  charges  —  within  tvi'enty-five 
thousand  dollars  is  considered  a  proof  of  good 
management  and  economy,  we  can  see  that  the 
amount  of  capital  employed,  and  the  extent  of 
the  interests  involved  in  this  business,  are  al¬ 
most  incalculable. 

The  sources  of  profit  for  a  line  of  European 
steamers  are  three — regular  passengers,  freights, 
and  emigrants.  Different  lines  depend,  in  dif¬ 
ferent  proportions,  on  these  several  elements. 
Perhaps  the  line  in  which  the  three  are  most 
equally  and  fully  represented  is  that  of  Will¬ 
iams  and  Guion.  Their  line  is  composed  of 
eight  first-class  iron  steamers,  of  three  thousand 
tons  each,  and  are  celebrated  for  their  sea-going 
qualities.  They  carry  the  United  States  mails, 
and  are  commanded  by  gentlemen  of  large  ex- 
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perience  in  ocean  steam  navigation.  It  was  tlie 
Minnesota,  one  of  the  ships  of  this  line,  which, 
through  the  courtesy  of  Captain  Price,  her  com- 
mamler,  furnished  the  subjects  for  the  engrav¬ 
ings  with  which  this  article  is  illustrated. 

One  might  easily’  suppose  that  since  the 
crossing  of  the  Atlantic  is  the  great  lion  in  the 
way’,  in  the  imaginations  of  so  many  people, 
when  contemplating  a  tour  in  Europe,  that  the 
arrangements  for  the  conveyance  of  travelers 
and  tourists  would  be  made  with  a  view  of  ef¬ 
fecting  the  passage  of  the  sea  at  the  narrowest 
part.  But  this  is  not  so.  We  go  by  water 
for  six  hundred  miles  very’  nearly’  along  the 
shore — with  railroad  trains  running  parallel  to 
our  course,  not  very  far  distant,  and  far  out¬ 
stripping  the  steamer  in  speed — and  do  not 
finally  leave  the  coast  till  about  one -fifth  of 
the  distance  has  been  traversed  by  sea,  which 
might,  were  it  not  for  certain  peculiar  consid¬ 
erations  of  a  practical  character,  have  been 
more  rapidly  passed  over  by  land. 

Many  persons  are  surprised  when  they  learn 
for  the  first  time  how  closely  a  direct  line  from 
New  York  to  Liverpool  follows  the  coast  until 
it  reaches  the  point,  beyond  Newfoundland, 
where  the  coast  trends  to  the  westward.  We 
are  deceived  by  our  maps,  which,  representing 
the  eastern  and  western  hemispheres  on  t\yo 
separate  projections,  and  on  opposite  pages  in 
the  atlas,  make  it  seem  as  if  a  direct  course  to 
Liverpool  would  require  us  to  strike  out  at  once, 
on  leaving  New  York,  into  the  open  sea,  leav¬ 
ing  Halifax  and  the  coasts  of  Newfoundland 
far  to  the  westward  of  us.  But  the  truth  is,  as 
will  be  readily  made  apparent  on  connecting 
New  York  and  Liverpool  by  means  of  a  thread 
upon  the  globe,  that  a  direct  line  from  one  of 
these  ports  to  the  other,  instead  of  receding  at 
once  widely  from  the  land,  passes  closely  along 
the  coast,  cutting  off  several  peninsulas  and 
capes  on  its  way’,  and  at  Newfoundland  passing 
through  the  very  heart  of  the  countrv.  So  that 
if  in  planning  a  route  to  Europe  for  the  people 
of  the  United  States  the  only  things  to  be  taken 
into  consideration  were  the  relative  proportions 
of  land  and  water  transportation  to  be  provided 
for,  and  the  desirableness  of  making  the  water 
passage  as  short  as  possible,  the  plan  would  have 
been  to  gb  by  railroad  to  some  point  on  the  north¬ 
eastern  coast  of  Newfoundland  and  there  take 
the  steamer  for  a  voyage  of  something  like  two 
thousand  miles,  instead  of  one  of  three  thousand 
miles  from  New  York. 

As  it  is,  however,  the  people  of  Massachu¬ 
setts,  of  Maine,  and  even  of  the  British  prov¬ 
inces,  come  hundreds  of  miles  by  land  in  a 
course  directly  the  reverse  of  that  leading  to 
their  intended  destination,  in  order  to  go  back 
again  by  sea ;  when  all  the  time  they  like  the 
cars  infinitely  better  than  the  ship,  as  a  means 
of  transportation. 

The  case  is  a  remarkable  example  of  the 
overpowering  influence  of  commerce  to  draw 
into  its  channels,  we  might  almost  say  into  its 
vortex,  every  thing  that  comes  within  its  reach 


or  under  its  influence.  At  the  mouth  of  the 
Hudson,  and  at  the  confluence  of  the  East  River 
flowing  into  it  from  the  Sound,  are  formed  vast 
basins  of  deep  water,  well  sheltered,  where  ships 
of  any  magnitude,  and  in  any  number,  may  lie 
anchored  in  safety.  The  Hudson  River  itself 
forms  naturally  a  straight,  deep,  and  uninterrupt¬ 
ed  channel  of  navigation  for  a  hundred  and  fiftv 
miles  into  the  interior.  From  the  head  of  this 
navigation  a  series  of  comparatively  level  plains 
— composing  the  region  traversed  by  the  Erie 
Canal — open  an  easy  way  into  the  heart  of  the 
continent,  to  the  territory  of  the  lakes  and  the 
valley  of  the  Jlississippi,  and  form  the  only- 
natural  opening  through  the  range  of  highlands 
which  every’  where  else  separates  the  interior 
from  the  sea.  New  York  is  thus  made,  by-  the 
very  configuration  of  the  continent,  the  great 
way  of  entrance  and  exit  for  the  channels  and 
vehicles  of  commerce  between  the  Old  World 
and  the  New.  These  channels  and  vehicles 
have  been  formed,  or,  rather,  they  have  opened 
and  formed  themselves,  under  the  silent  but 
irresistible  influence  of  the  natural  conditions 
which  control  them.  They’  thrive  and  prosper 
spontaneously — every  thing  being  in  their  favor 
— while  attempts  and  enterprises  aiming  at  the 
establishment  of  similar  instrumentalities  from 
other  points  drag  heavily  or  die.  Thus  the 
commerce  of  North  America  flows  through  New 
York ;  and  since — as  has  always  been  the  case 
in  every  country  and  in  every-  age — the  routes 
of  travel  must  be  mainly  those  of  commerce, 
the  result  is  that,  as  a  general  rule,  the  traveler 
who  wishes  to  proceed  from  almost  any  point 
on  the  North  American  continent  to  any  other 
part  of  the  world,  in  order  to  go  conveniently 
and  comfortably,  must  go  through  the  New 
York  door. 

The  scene  which  presents  itself  on  board  a 
sea-going  steamer,  in  the  port  of  New  York,  an 
hour  before  its  departure,  is  a  very  interesting 
one  to  those  who  behold  it  for  the  first  time. 
Indeed  it  is  invested  with  a  certain  romantic 
charm,  which  is  heightened  by  there  being  com¬ 
bined  with  it  in  some  degree  an  element  of  so¬ 
lemnity.  One  might  at  first  suppose  that  the 
spectacle  would  be  very  much  the  same  as  that 
aftorded  by  the  departure  of  a  river  steamer  on 
the  Mississippi  or  the  Hudson,  or  that  of  a 
coatwise  side -wheel  packet  leaving  Portland 
for  Boston,  or  Charleston  for  Savannah.  But 
though  there  is  a  certain  degree  of  coiTespond- 
ence  in  the  elements  which  enter  into  combina¬ 
tion  in  the  two  cases,  the  character  of  them, 
and  the  consequent  expression  of  the  whole 
scene,  are  entirely  changed.  The  massiveness 
and  solidity  of  the  structure  of  the  ship;  the 
height,  thickness,  and  strength  of  the  bulwarks  ; 
the  guards  placed  around  the  hatchways  and 
companion-ways,  speaking  ominously  of  heavy- 
seas  breaking  over  upon  the  decks ;  the  ponder¬ 
ous  forms  and  prodigious  strength  of  such  of 
the  machinery  as  comes  in  sight ;  the  capstan, 
with  the  heavy-  wheels  and  pinions  connecting 
it  with  the  steam-power  by-  which  it  is  worked ; 
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the  immense  blocks  and  tackles  appended  to 
the  rigging ;  and  even  the  vast  efficiency  and 
force  with  which  the  passengers’  baggage — a 
dozen  heavy  trunks  in  one  slip-noose — are  run 
up  by  machinery  into  the  air,  and  then  lowered 
rapidly  into  the  hold — all  combine  to  impress 
the  observer  with  the  conviction  that  some¬ 
thing  is  in  contemplation  very  different  from  a 
moonlight  run  around  Point  Judith  or  the  trav¬ 
ersing  the  Tappan  Sea.  The  rough  dress  and 
the  foreign  air  of  the  seamen,  and  a  certain  ex¬ 
pression  of  serious  earnestness  with  which  they 
go  about  their  duties,  attract  strongly  the  at¬ 
tention  of  the  novice ;  while  the  captain,  as  he 
comes  at  last  on  board,  wearing  his  naval  uni¬ 
form,  and  his  other  emblems  of  authority,  and 
accompanied  by  his  friends  and  attendants,  in¬ 
spires  something  like  a  feeling  of  awe. 

The  great  saloon,  which  serves  the  purpose 
of  parlor,  study,  dining-room,  drawing-room, 
and  even  to  some  extent  of  invalid-chamber, 
all  in  one,  for  the  whole  company  of  passen¬ 
gers  during  the  voyage,  suggests,  even  before 
the  ship  leaves  the  dock,  an  idea  of  the  hetero¬ 
geneousness  of  the  purposes  to  which  it  is  to  be 
appropriated.  Near  the  entrance  a  group  of 


young  men,  with  the  air  of  men  of 
business,  are  taking  leave  of  one  of 
their  friends,  a  passenger,  over  a 
bottle  of  Champagne.  Earther  in 
is  sometimes  to  be  seen  a  pale  and 
emaciated  lady,  out  of  health,  who 
has  perhaps  just  been  brought  on 
board  by  her  husband,  and  is  rest¬ 
ing  on  one  of  the  cushioned  set¬ 
tees,  supported  by  pillows  and  at¬ 
tended  by  her  maid ;  while  she 
looks  around  upon  the  novel  scene 
before  her  with  an  expression  of 
countenance  in  which  curiosity  and 
languor,  apprehension  and  hope, 
are  strangely  mingled.  Other  gen¬ 
tlemen  and  ladies  are  choosing 
places  at  the  table,  and  pinning 
their  cards  upon  them  to  mark 
them  as  “reserved  seats.”  Here 
and  there  a  young  man  making  his 
first  voyage  is  seated  at  a  table, 
with  a  portable  writing  apparatus 
unfolded  before  bim,  and  is  busily  • 
engaged  in  writing  his  last  farewell 
to  the  family  circle,  or  perhaps  to 
some  nearer  and  dearer  object  of 
affection.  In  some  still  more  re¬ 
tired  part  of  the  cabin  may  some¬ 
times  be  seen  an  invalid  gentle¬ 
man,  who  is  leaving  family  and 
friends  on  the  usually  forlorn  hope 
of  recovering  his  failing  health  by 
a  European  tour.  His  wife  comes 
with  him,  perhaps,  to  take  leave  of 
him  on  board,  being  forbidden  by 
domestic  and  maternal  exigencies 
from  accompanying  him  on  his  voy¬ 
age.  You  see  her  struggling  brave¬ 
ly  to  swallow  her  tears,  and  to  let 
her  husband  carry  away  the  impression  of  a 
smile  upon  her  face,  as  his  last  recollection  of 
it — if  it  should  unhappily  prove  to  be  the  last. 

As  the  hour  for  the  departure  draws  near 
the  crowd  increases  on  the  decks  and  in  the 
cabins  until,  at  length,  it  becomes  difficult  to 
make  one’s  vvay  through  the  throng.  Then 
comes  the  sound  of  the  great  bell,  with  the  call 
of  the  steward,  “All  ashore!”  This  brings 
on  tbe  leave-takings — some  given  in  jokes  and 
laughter,  and  some  in  silence  and  tears.  When 
the  visitors  have  withdrawn,  and  the  ponderous 
bridge  connecting  the  steamer  with  the  pier 
has  been  hauled  back  upon  the  dock,  the  offi¬ 
cer  in  command,  from  his  elevated  station  on 
the  deck,  gives,  by  a  touch  of  his  little  bell,  a 
signal  to  the  engineer  at  his  station  in  the  en¬ 
gine-room  below.  The  engine  awakes  at  once 
to  life  and  action,  the  water  at  the  stern  begins 
to  be  thrown  into  a  whirlpool  of  boiling  surges, 
and  the  vast  mass,  with  its  hundreds  of  occu¬ 
pants,  gathered  from  all  parts  of  the  country 
and  brought  suddenly  into  the  most  close  juxta¬ 
position  and  companionship,  begins  slowly  to 
creep  away  from  the  pier.  The  parting  gun  is 
fired ;  the  waving  handkerchiefs  from  the  long 
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line  of  passengers  leaning  over  the  railing  of 
the  promenade  deck  are  answered  by  similar 
signals  from  rows  and  groups  of  friends  on  the 
pier.  The  ship  glides  on  with  a  slow  but  grad¬ 
ually  accelerated  motion — the  very  slowness 
with  which  the  ponderous  mass  obeys  the  im¬ 
pulse  urging  it  fonvard  impressing  us  the  more 
forcibly  with  a  sense  of  the  prodigious  mo¬ 
mentum  of  its  advance.  When,  at  length,  she 
attains  her  proper  speed,  and  the  spires  of  the 
city,  the  piers,  and  the  vast  numbers  of  ships 
and  steamers  that  line  the  shore,  or  lie  at  anch¬ 
or  in  the  stream,  show,  by  the  swiftness  with 
which  they  seem  to  glide  by,  that  the  ship  is 
really  under  way,  the  passengers  begin  to  turn 
their  thoughts  to  themselves  and  to  the  ship, 
with  a  feeling  of  relief  that  the  parting  scene 
is  over.  The  groups  separate,  and  the  several 
parties  move  away  to  different  portions  of  the 
ship,  wherever  their  several  inclinations  or  du¬ 
ties  call  them.  Some  find  comfortable  seats 
on  the  promenade  deck  to  view  the  scenery  of 
the  harbor,  and  indulge  quietly  in  the  sad  and 
solemn  feelings  awakened  by  the  first  parting 
from  one’s  native  land.  Others  go  to  attend 
to  the  proper  disposition  of  their  trunks  and 
parcels — selecting  such  as  they  wish  to  have 
conveyed  to  their  state-rooms  for  use  during 
the  voyage  ;  while  others  repair  to  their  state¬ 
rooms,  and  begin  systematically  to  arrange  their 
affairs,  with  a  view  to  preparing  themselves  to 
meet  their  coming  encounter  with  the  sea  in  a 
horizontal  position,  which  is  for  most  persons  the 
best  posture  of  defense,,  against  that  particular 
enemy. 

There  is  a  certain  sense  of  solemnity,  height¬ 
ened  by  an  element  of  vague  and  undefined 
fear,  that  is  perhaps  inseparable  from  that  emo¬ 
tion  which  is  always  awakened  in  the  mind 
on  first  leaving  one’s  native  land  for  a  voyage 
across  the  Atlantic.  And  yet,  such  a  voyage 
is,  on  the  whole,  a  means  of  protection  and  safe¬ 
ty  for  life  and  health,  and  not  a  source  of  dan¬ 
ger.  Out  of  a  hundred  persons  taken  at  ran¬ 
dom,  if  fifty  were  to  remain  at  home  and  the 
other  fifty  cross  the  Atlantic  occasionally,  on 
voyages  to  Europe,  the  fifty  travelers,  all  other 
things  being  equal,  would,  upon  an  average, 
live  the  longest.  So  true  is  this  that  insurers, 
who  have  a  direct  pecuniary  interest  in  the  pro¬ 
longation  of  the  lives  of  their  clients,  far  from 
requiring  an  extra  premium  on  account  of  any 
additional  risk  incurred  in  such  voyages,  would 
rather  that  the  insured  would  cross  the  Atlan¬ 
tic  for  a  tour  abroad  than  not — on  the  ground 
that  the  slight  danger  of  disaster  by  the  way 
is  far  more  than  compensated  for  by  the  gen¬ 
eral  benefit  to  the  health  which  is  almost  sure 
to  result.  Let  those,  therefore,  who  are  de¬ 
terred  from  undertaking  such  a  voyage  by  con¬ 
siderations  relating  to  personal  safety,  dismiss 
their  apprehensions  as  idle  fears,  and  go  for¬ 
ward  bravely  to  reap  the  real  benefits  that  lie 
concealed  under  the  imaginary  danger. 

It  is  not  surpriising,  however,  that  these  ap¬ 
prehensions  should  be  felt,  and  that  minds  of 


a  sensitive  constitution  should  be  sometimes 
strongly  affected  by  them,  for  the  hope  of  ben¬ 
efit  to  be  derived  is  weakened  by  diffusion,  be¬ 
ing  spread  over  months  and  years,  perhaps,  of 
future  life;  while  the  danger,  such  as  it  is,  is 
concentrated  within  a  period  of  a  few  days — 
even,  perhaps,  during  certain  portions  of  the 
voyage,  within  a  few  hours.  Indeed,  sometimes 
when  at  midnight  the  scream  of  the  steam- 
whistle  on  deck  is  heard  by  the  sleepless  pas¬ 
senger  in  her  berth,  indicating  that  the  fog  and 
the  darkness  without  are  so  dense  that  the  only 
safeguard  from  collision  with  other  ships,  or 
with  fishermen  on  the  Banks,  is  in  sounding 
that  alarm,  and  then  listening  for  the  response 
to  warn  them  away,  and  that  against  the  still 
more  imminent  peril  of  an  encounter  with  an 
iceberg  there  is  no  protection  whatever,  while 
yet  all  the  time  the  steamer  is  driving  on 
through  fogs  and  mists  and  flying  scuds  of  rain, 
and  over  foaming  and  surging  seas,  without  the 
slightest  abatement  of  its  usual  speed,  the  dan¬ 
ger  reaches  the  highest  possible  state  of  con¬ 
centration  ;  and  it  is  not  surprising  that  the 
sensitive  and  the  timid  are  sometimes  entirely 
overpowered  by  it. 

The  truth  is  that,  notwithstanding  the  ex¬ 
traordinary  degi-ee  of  exemption  from  disaster 
and  calamity  which  has  been  attained  in  the 
navigation  of  the  northern  Atlantic,  through 
the  vast  advances  which  have  been  made  in 
modern  times  in  nautical  science  and  skill, 
there  is  probably  no  other  great  thoroughfare 
of  commerce  or  of  human  intercommunication 
on  the  globe  so  beset  with  danger  and  difficulties 
as  the  voyage  from  New  York  to  Liverpool. 
The  Gulf  Stream  brings  a  current  of  warm  wa¬ 
ter  fifty  miles  wide  and  a  thousand  feet  deep — 
and  flowing  at  the  ordinary  rate  of  the  current 
of  a  river — from  the  tropical  seas,  and  pours  it 
out  in  a  vast  expanding  mass  over  and  beyond 
the  Banks  of  Newfoundland,  where  it  turns  off 
to  the  eastward,  and  finally  loses  itself  in  the 
northern  seas ;  while,  to  the  westward  of  it,  a 
counter-current  coming  down  from  Baffin’s  Bay 
— a  current  of  nearly  equal  magnitude  and 
force — pours  into  it  a  stream  of  icebergs,  ice¬ 
floes,  and  ice-cold  water.  The  effects  of  this 
confluence  are,  beneath  the  water,  the  accumu¬ 
lation  of  vast  deposits  of  sand  and  rocky  de¬ 
bris  brought  down  by  the  ice,  and  in  the  at¬ 
mosphere  above  an  almost  perpetual  succession 
of  fogs  and  mists  and  driving  rains,  accom¬ 
panied  by  gales  and  squalls,  and  every  other 
possible  meteorological  commotion. 

The  region  most  disturbed  by  the  conflict  be¬ 
tween  these  opposing  forces  and  temperatures 
is  on  the  hither  side  the  Atlantic,  and  affects 
chiefly  the  first  half  of  the  voyage;  and  the 
danger,  moreover,  is  the  greatest  at  that  sea¬ 
son  of  the  year  which  would  on  other  accounts 
be  the  most  convenient  and  the  most  agreeable 
time  for  making  the  trip — namely,  in  the  early 
months  of  summer.  The  ice-floes  break  up, 
and  icebergs  are  detached  from  the  great  Green¬ 
land  glaciers  crowding  out  from  the  land,  in  the 
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early  summer  of  one  season ;  and  as  they  re¬ 
quire  about  a  year  for  their  twelve  or  fifteen 
hundred  miles’  voyage,  they  do  not  reach  the 
track  of  the  ocean  steamers  until  the  early  sum¬ 
mer  of  the  next.  They  drift  very  slowly  at 
last,  and  melt  very  gradually  under  the  feeble 
radiation  of  even  June  and  July  suns  in  the  lat¬ 
itude  of  Labrador.  Some  portions  both  of  the 
fioes  and  of  the  icebergs  reach  as  far  south  as 
the  Banks  of  Newfoundland,  but  few  go  much 
farther  south  than  this.  Their  advance  ceases 
liere,  partly  because  the  force  of  the  current  by 
which  they  are  brought  doivn  becomes  well-nigh 
exhausted,  and  partly  because  the  masses  of 
ice  become  by  this  time  so  diminished  and  so 
weakened  by  the  increasing  heat,  both  of  the 
latitude  and  the  season,  that  they  are  easily 
beaten  to  pieces  by  the  waves  and  dissolved. 
Sometimes,  however,  mountains  of  ice  come 
down  of  such  prodigious  size  that  it  is  long  be¬ 
fore  they  entirely  disappear.  Captain  Price 
informed  us  that  on  one  of  his  voyages  he  passed 
two  immense  icebergs,  and  on  his  return  vov- 
age,  after  sailing  nearly  fifteen  hundred  miles 
to  and  fro,  and  making  the  usual  stay  in  jiort, 
he  passed  them  again.  They  had  drifted  dur¬ 
ing  the  interim  about  forty  miles.  They  had 
diminished  somewhat  in  size,  but  they  were  of 
such  magnitude  still,  and  their  forms  ivere  so 
peculiar,  that  their  identity  could  not  be  mis¬ 
taken. 

When  we  consider  the  dangers  and  difficul¬ 
ties  resulting  from  all  these  causes  which  beset 
these  seas,  the  iron-bound  coasts,  the  shoals  and 


submerged  rocks  which  encumber  the  shores, 
the  fogs,  the  ice,  the  tremendous  gales  charac¬ 
teristic  of  these  latitudes,  and  the  enormous 
magnitude  and  force  of  the  billows  which  are 
produced  by  them,  we  shall  perhaps  conclude 
that  the  work  of  producing  a  structure  which 
will  contain  one  or  two  thousand  beings,  and 
convey  them  safely — dancing  on  its  way  over 
and  through  all  these  terrific  commotions — and 
arrive  safely  at  its  destined  port,  is  a  very  great 
exploit  for  so  comparatively  frail  and  diminu¬ 
tive  a  creature  as  man  to  perform.  And  yet  the 
Cunard  Company  have  been  sending  a  constant 
succession  of  such  steamers  between  New  York 
and  Liverpool  now  for  nearly  thirty  years,  hav¬ 
ing  intrusted  them  during  that  time  with  the 
conveyance  of  many  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
passengers,  and  without  the  loss  thus  far  of  a 
single  life,  through  any  fault  or  failure  on  their 
part,  from  the  exposures  and  hazards  which 
they  have  thus  encountered.  The  accomplish¬ 
ment  of  this  result  is  perhaps  to  be  regarded  as 
the  greatest  triumph  of  human  science  and  skill 
over  the  forces  of  nature  that  the  whole  history 
of  the  dealings  of  man  with  the  material  world 
records. 

If  we  regard  the  ship  as  a  living  monster 
forcing  its  way  by  its  own  jieculiar  organs  of 
locomotion  through  these  billows  and  storms, 
we  must  consider  the  state-r  oom  of  the  captain 
as  the  seat  of  its  brain.  The  duties  of  the  com¬ 
mander  of  a  sea-going  steamier  are  not  only  ex¬ 
tremely  various,  but  they  involve  the  possession 
of  a  combination  of  mental  qualities  and  attain- 
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ments  most  diverse  in  their  character,  many  of 
them  being  such  as  are  seldom  conferred  by 
nature,  and  are  very  difficult  of  attainment,  but 
which  are  all  absolutely  essential  to  the  success¬ 
ful  execution  of  his  charge.  He  must  be  a 
good  ruler.  No  monarch  can  be  more  abso¬ 
lute  than  he  in  the  control  of  every  thing  on 
board  his  ship,  from  the  time  of  his  dismissing 
the  pilot,  at  the  commencement  of  his  voyage, 
to  his  taking  the  pilot  at  the  end  of  it.  He  has, 
however,  three  different  communities  to  govern, 
entirelj"  distinct  from  each  other,  and  involving 
quite  different  methods  and  principles  of  treat¬ 
ment  in  the  emergencies  that  occur.  There 
are,  first,  the  company  of  cabin  passengers ; 
secondly,  the  ship’s  company,  consisting  of  sea¬ 
men,  engineers,  firemen,  cooks,  and  stewards, 
sometimes  amounting  to  hundreds  in  number ; 
and,  thirdly,  the  emigrants — a  body  of  men, 
women,  and  children,  to  the  number  often  of 
more  than  a  thousand.  Thus  the  commander 
of  one  of  these  ships  has  intrusted  to  his  charge 
a  heterogeneous  community  of  one  or  two  thou¬ 
sand  souls :  enough  to  form  the  population  of 
quite  a  town.  These,  all  packed  together  in 


the  closest  quarters,  in  the  ship  which  he  com¬ 
mands,  he  has  the  responsibility  of  conveying 
through  mists  and  gales  and  driving  storms  of 
snow  and  rain,  breasting  the  heaviest  seas,  and 
threading  his  tortuous  way  among  tides  and 
currents,  and  through  fleets  of  fishermen,  and 
among  fields  and  mountains  of  floating  ice,  with 
only  a  plank  between  his  little  world  of  human 
hopes  and  fears  and  the  world  of  waters,  which, 
when  in  their  angry  moods,  rage  and  roar 
around  him,  as  if  eager  to  make  the  ship  and 
all  its  contents  their  prey.  He  has  to  find  his 
way  over  this  pathless  deep  by  means  of  stars, 
which  are  constantly  in  motion,  and  by  the  sun, 
which  on  no  two  days  pursues  the  same  track 
through  the  skies.  The  needle  of  his  compass 
is  liable  to  be  disturbed  in  its  indications  by 
many  causes.  A  blow  struck  upon  any  portion 
of  his  iron  ship  may  derange  it ;  and  upon  the 
variation  of  his  chronometer  to  the  amount  of 
the  fraction  of  a  second  during  the  V03'age  the 
question  may  depend  whether  he  shall  strike 
upon  a  rock  or  enter  the  port  in  safety  at  the 
end  of  it.  One  would  suppose  that  the  solici¬ 
tude  and  anxiety  which  would  attend  the  sus- 
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taining  of  responsibilities  like  these  would  be 
overwhelming.  But  they  are  not  so.  No 
class  of  men  enjoy  better  health,  or  perhaps 
lead  lives  of  greater  freedom  from  anxiety  and 
care,  than  these  commanders.  The  reason  is, 
that  they  are  as  a  class  thoroughly  qualified  for 
their  work ;  and  men  do  easily  what  they  do 
well.  One  of  our  engravings  represents  the 
captain’s  state-room  in  the  Minnesota,  with  the 
instruments  upon  its  walls  which  serve  as  the 
ship’s  organs  of  sense.  There  is  the  barometer, 
by  which  she  perceives  what  is  the  condition  of 
the  atmosphere  in  respect  to  changes  of  densitv 
and  pressure,  and  so  presages  coming  storms ; 
and  the  sextant,  through  which  the  sun  sends 
in  at  noon  every  day  a  report  which  determines 
her  exact  position  on  the  sphere ;  and  the  chro¬ 
nometer,  which  carries  with  it  the  New  York 
or  Liverpool  time,  and  shows,  by  comparison 
with  the  time  of  the  ship,  the  easting  or  west¬ 


ing  that  has  been  made ;  and  a  graduated  quad¬ 
rant,  with  a  pendulum  attached  to  it,  which  in¬ 
dicates  the  position  of  the  ship  upon  her  keel ; 
and  the  thermometer,  by  which  the  vicinity  of 
ice  is  made  known  through  the  increasing  cold¬ 
ness  of  the  water ;  and  many  others.  All  these 
are,  as  it  were,  so  many  additional  organs  of 
sense  for  the  captain — an  extension  of  his  per¬ 
ceptive  faculties  into  the  water,  into  the  air, 
and  even  out  to  the  sun  and  the  stars.  When 
we  consider  how  intimate  the  acquaintance  of 
this  officer  must  be  with  the  endlessly  varied 
indications  of  aU  these  instruments,  in  order  to 
interpret  them  properly,  and  the  vast  amount 
of  minute  and  special  knowledge  he  must  have 
of  the  currents  and  eddies,  the  rocks  and  shoals, 
the  aspects  of  the  weather,  and  even  of  the  cus¬ 
toms  and  usages  governing  the  movements  of 
other  vessels  that  he  is  liable  to  meet  on  his 
track,  we  shall  see  how  extended  and  how  com- 
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plicated,  and  how  different  from  those  of  other 
men,  must  he  the  elements  of  thought  with 
which  his  mind  is  stored,  and  by  which  it  is 
ordinarily  occupied. 

In  fact,  so  far  from  being  worn  down  by  the 
anxieties  and  responsibilities  of  their  position, 
the  captains  of  these  steamers  are  chiefly  at¬ 
tracted  to  their  work  by  the  dangers  and  haz¬ 
ards  which  invest  it  with  peculiar  romance. 
The  storms  and  shipwrecks  which  fill  the  mind 
of  landsmen  with  terror,  not  only  have  no  ter¬ 
rors  for  the  true  sailor,  the  sailor  of  the  highest 
type,  but  have  actually,  strange  as  it  may  ap¬ 
pear,  a  positive  attraction  for  him.  No  exi¬ 
gency  is  ordinarily  able  to  surprise  or  daunt 
him.  In  fact,  he  has  generally  passed  through 
more  than  one  experience  of  shipwreck  as 
part  of  his  apprenticeship.  How  ship-captains 
are  educated  receives  a  striking  illustration  in 
the  career  of  Captain  Price,  the  senior  com¬ 
mander  and  commodore  of  the  Williams  and 
Guion  line. 

He  was  born  in  Tenby,  Pembrokeshire,  a 
famous  watering-place  of  England,  in  1820. 
His  parents  did  not  intend  him  for  the  sea  ;  but 
the  sea  stories  of  his  father,  who  was  a  ship- 
captain,  filled  him 
with  an  enthusiasm 
for  “life  on  the  ocean 
wave,  ”  and  despite 
opposition,  he  took 
to  the  water  from  a 
boy.  The  dangers 
of  this  career  did  not 
daunt  him.  “In 
fact,”  said  he  to  the 
writer,  “my  imag¬ 
ination  had  been 
worked  up  to  such  a 
pitch  that  I  thought 
the  greater  the  dan¬ 
ger  and  the  more  haz¬ 
ardous  the  position 
the  greater  the  glory 
of  a  sailor’s  life.” 

He  rapidly  worked 
his  way  up  until  he 
received  the  com¬ 
mand  of  the  ship  on 
which  he  first  em¬ 
barked.  A  member 
of  the  Methodist 
Church  from  early 
youth,  his  religious 
principles  and  his 
good  wife  combined 
to  keep  him  from 
those  vices  to  which 
sailors  are  supposed 
to  be  peculiarly  lia¬ 
ble.  When  the  Aus¬ 
tralian  trade  opened 
he  took  charge  of  a 
packet,  and  carried 
out  some  of  the  first 
gold-diggers.  In  an- 
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swer  to  our  question,  he  told  us  that  he  could 
not  tell  us  how  often  he  had  been  around  the 
world ;  but  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  New  Zea¬ 
land,  and  Cape  Horn  were  among  the  most  fa¬ 
miliar  headlands  of  his  acquaintance.  He  has 
been  twice  shipwrecked,  once  burned  out  at  sea, 
once  six  days  and  nights  upon  the  ocean  in 
boats,  once  caught  in  floating  ice,  from  which  he 
extricated  himself  with  difficulty.  Such  is  the 
life  and  such  the  experiences  which  fit  a  man 
for  a  captaincy  of  an  ocean  steamer  between 
New  York  and  Liverpool,  a  route  at  once  the 
most  hazardous  and  the  most  responsible  of  any 
in  the  world.  In  a  word,  the  chief  officers  of 
these  steamers  are  selected  from  the  very  best 
which  the  commercial  marine  of  the  world  can 
offer ;  and  after  such  a  schooling  it  is  not 
strange  that  they  witness  with  perfect  composure 
the  rising  winds  and  rolling  waves  which  fill 
the  inexperienced  landsman  with  great  but  usu¬ 
ally  causeless  alarm. 

All  is  usually  peace,  contentment,  and  repose 
on  the  decks  and  in  the  cabins  of  the  ship  while 
she  is  gliding  over  the  smooth  water  of  the 
harbor ;  but  when,  at  length,  she  passes  the 
outer  forts,  and  emerging  from  the  Narrows, 
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enters  upon  the  swell  of  the  sea,  a  very  large 
portion  of  the  passengers  are  compelled  to  re¬ 
tire  to  their  berths,  and  for  several  days  the 
deck  and  saloons  seem  well-nigh  deserted. 
The  sickness  is  not  occasioned,  as  is  often  sup¬ 
posed,  by  the  mechanical  effect  of  the  motion 
of  the  ship  on  the  digestive  organs,  as  these  or¬ 
gans  can  endure  far  more  violent  movements 
than  any  produced  by  the  oscillations  of  the 
waves  without  any  inconvenience — as,  for  ex¬ 
ample,  in  running,  jumping,  riding  on  horse¬ 
back,  and  going  through  the  exercises  of  the 
gymnasium.  The  derangement  of  the  system 
by  the  motion  of  the  sea  is  primarily  an  affec¬ 
tion  of  the  brain,  the  effects  upon  the  other  or¬ 
gans  being  secondary  and  symptomatic;  and 
the  function  of  the  brain  through  the  disturb¬ 
ance  of  which  the  morbid  action  begins  is  what 
is  called  the  “  instinct  of  equilibriunx” —  that 
is,  the  instinct  by  which  the  mind,  through 
some  hidden  action  of  the  brain,  takes  cogni¬ 
zance  of  the  relation  of  the  body  to  the  perpen¬ 
dicular.  That  this  is  an  instinct,  and  not  a 
faculty  acquired  by  observation  and  habit,  is 
shown  by  the  fact  that  an  infant  will  stretch  its 
arms  to  save  itself  from  falling,  before  it  has 
ever  had  any  experience  of  the  pain  produced 
by  a  fall. 

Now  when,  as  in  almost  all  exercises  and 
motions  on  land,  we  are  surrounded  by  objects 
that  are  near  us  and  stable,  no  matter  how  gen¬ 
tle  or  how  violent  our  movements  may  be,  while 
the  eye  is  upon  these  objects  the  brain  can  re¬ 
tain  cognizance  of  its  position  in  respect  to  the 
perpendicular  in  all  its  motions.  But  when 


there  are  no  fixed  objects  in  view  on  which 
the  sense  of  equilibrium  can  lay  hold  to  steady 
itself  by,  as  it  were — as,  for  instance,  when 
a  person  is  shut  up  in  a  coach,  or  in  a  close¬ 
ly-curtained  sleigh,  or  when,  on  deck  at  sea, 
there  is  nothing  but  rolling  and  dancing  waves 
about  him — the  brain  is  continually  losing  its 
equilibrium,  and  then  recovering  it  by  an  ef¬ 
fort,  and  by  these  efforts  it  becomes  bewil¬ 
dered  and  fatigued.  The  first  effect  is  a  sense 
of  giddiness  in  the  head,  which  gradually  be¬ 
comes  pain.  The  digestive  organs,  and  espe¬ 
cially  the  liver,  begin  soon  to  be  affected,  as 
they  almost  always  are,  through  sympathy,  in 
case  of  any  injury  or  morbid  action  in  the  brain. 
But  as  the  nausea  and  other  such  affections  are 
only  symptomatic  of  disturbance  in  certain 
functions  of  the  brain,  any  remedies  applied  to 
the  digestive  organs  must  necessarily  fail,  as  in 
fact  they  always  do,  .of  producing  any  thing 
more  than  a  palliative  effect. 

The  only  modes  of  reaching  the  origin  of  the 
difficulty,  in  the  brain,  are  two — first,  by  keep¬ 
ing  surrounding  objects  that  are  fixed  and 
stable  in  sight,  so  as  to  aid  the  proper  organ  of 
the  brain  in  not  losing  the  position  of  the  per¬ 
pendicular,  and  secondly,  by  assuming  a  hori¬ 
zontal  position,  so  as  to  diminish  the  sense,  and 
consequently  the  effect,  of  its  loss.  It  is  only 
the  latter  of  these  preventives  that  is  available 
at  sea. 

On  land,  however,  the  former  is  almost  al¬ 
ways  efficacious.  If  a  lady  is  “  stage  sick,”  the 
best  remedy  is  to  open  the  window  that  she 
may  look  out.  She  often  attributes  the  effect 
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to  the  air ;  but  it  is  probably  due,  in  a  great 
measure,  to  the  aid  which  the  open  window 
affords  her  for  keeping  the  position  of  the  per¬ 
pendicular  in  mind,  by  means  of  the  fixed  ob¬ 
jects  of  the  landscape,  which  are  thus  brought 
distinctly  into  view. 

It  is  on  this  principle  that  people,  are  usually 
more  affected  by  riding  in  a  closed  sleigh  than 
in  a  closed  carriage,  although  the  motion  is  less 
— for  the  sleigh  is  more  closely  shut  up  than  the 
carriage,  and  the  surrounding  objects  are  more 
entirely  concealed  ;  whereas,  in  an  open  sleigh, 
people  are  seldom  or  never  made  sick.  And 
so  in  the  case  of  a  swing,  although  the  motion 
is  so  similar  to  that  of  a  ship  at  sea,  and  a  great 
deal  more  violent  in  respect  to  the  rapidity  and 
sometimes  to  the  extent  of  the  oscillations,  few 
people  become  giddy,  since  the  surrounding  ob¬ 
jects  afford  them  such  facilities  for  keeping  the 
perpendicular  in  mind. 

At  sea,  there  are  no  objects  to  aid  in  doing 
this ;  the  rolling  and  surging  billows  around  the 
ship,  instead  of  rendering  any  aid,  tend  rath¬ 
er  to  increase  the  cerebral  bewilderment  and 
mental  confusion.  Where,  however,  there  are 
objects  within  the  range  of  vision,  by  means  of 
which  the  eye  can  enable  the  brain  to  keep  its 
reckoning,  the  effect  is  the  same  as  in  the  case 
of  a  vehicle  on  land.  In  crossing  the  channel 
from  Folkestone  to  Boulogne,  or  from  Dover  to 
Calais,  where  the  land  by  day  and  the  lights  by 
night  are  in  sight  on  one  side  or  on  the  other 
during  the  whole  passage,'  people  sometimes 
keep  themselves  well  by  standing  on  deck,  and 


steadily  watching  one  shore  or  the  other  till  the 
agitated  portion  of  the  water  is  passed.  The 
brain  is  thus  kept  duly  cognizant  of  its  position, 
and  performs  its  functions  in  a  regular  and 
healthy  manner. 

In  the  open  sea,  however,  no  facilities  of 
this  kind  are  at  command.  Here  there  is  no¬ 
thing  stable  but  the  horizon.  It  is  prob.able 
that  the  view  of  the  horizon,  or  rather  the  gen¬ 
eral  impression  always  present  to  the  mind  when 
on  the  deck  of  a  ship,  of  the  relative  positions 
and  extent  of  the  regions  of  sky  and  of  sea, 
may  be  the  real  source  of  much  of  the  relief 
which  is  usually  ascribed  to  the  freshness  of  the 
air.  This  is  the  more  probable,  as  in  all  ocean 
steamers  the  most  effectual  measures  are  taken 
for  the  thorough  ventilation  of  the  cabins  and 
state-rooms,  and,  indeed,  for  every  inhabited 
portion  of  the  .  ship. 

Whether  it  is  better  for  a  passenger  in  dan¬ 
ger  of  sea-sickness  to  remain  quietly  in  his 
bei'th  and  yield  his  brain  without  resistance  to 
the  disturbing  influences  acting  upon  it,  until 
it  recovers  its  self-control  by  becoming  accus¬ 
tomed  to  the  motion,  or  to  force  himself  upon 
the  deck  and  there  “  fight  it  out”  with  the  ene¬ 
my  in  the  open  air,  is  a  mooted  question  which 
will  probably  never  be  settled.  Indeed,  it  is 
possible  that  there  may  be  difi’erent  classes  of 
constitutions,  rendering  one  course  better  in 
some  cases  and  the  other  in  others.  The  lines 
are  often  drawn  very  decidedly  between  the 
parties  advocating  these  two  principles  at  sea. 
For  a  lady  who  has  a  brother  or  a  husband  to 
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attend  upon  her,  who  is  not  himself  sick,  or  is 
so  self-sacrificing  as  to  give  up  his  own  comfort 
for  the  sake  of  promoting  hers,  and  who  can 
consequently  have  a  reclining  chair  or  a  mat¬ 
tress  placed  upon  a  settee,  all  nicely  arranged 
for  her,  and  her  attendant  ready  to  go  and 
come  for  her,  and  provide  for  every  want,  it  is 
probably  better  to  be  on  deck  ;  for  here,  under 
these  exceptional  circumstances,  she  can  have 
the  benefit  of  the  horizontal  position,  the  open 
air,  and  effect  of  the  sky  and  the  horizon  upon 
her  sensorium  combined.  But  very  few  of  the 
whole  number  of  passengers  can  enjoy  these 
advantages,  and  of  gentlemen,  except  those 
who  are  very  seriously  sick,  none.  The  ques¬ 
tion,  therefore,  whether  it  is  better  to  remain 
quietly  in  one’s  berth  or  to  go  on  deck  and 
“take  the  air,”  depends  much  on  the  precise 
situation  in  which  the  party  will  find  himself  in 
the  latter  case.  The  condition  of  a  lady  lying 
upon  a  mattress,  or  even  reclining  upon  an  ex¬ 
tending  chair,  with  a  pillow  under  her  head  and 
her  body  and  limbs  covered  with  blankets  and 
shawls,  is  very  different  from  that  of  her  hus¬ 
band  who  sits  by  her  side  upon  a  camp-stool, 
with  the  bleak  Atlantic  winds  whistling  about 
his  feet,  and  no  support  except  some  rigid 
wooden  edge  or  bar  against  which  he  is  crowded 
hard  by  the  lurching  of  the  ship  at  every  plunge. 
Sometimes  under  such  circumstances  the  gen¬ 
tleman  seems  to  feel  inclined  to  think  it  more 
comfortable  in  the  state-room  helow,  while  his 
wife  wmnders  w’hy  he  wishes  to  remain  shut  up 
in  such  narrow  quarters  when  it  is  so  much 


pleasanter  and  so  much  better  to  be  on  deck 
in  the  open  air.  If  there  is  any  selfishness  hid¬ 
den  aw'ay,  however  secretly,  in  the  breast  of  man 
or  -woman,  it  is  pretty  sure  to  find  its  way  out  to 
the  surface  at  sea. 

Indeed  traveling,  in  all  its  forms,  is  a  won¬ 
derful  means  of  bringing  into  action  and  so  ex¬ 
posing  to  view  the  hidden  traits  of  character — 
the  bad  as  well  as  the  good.  A  young  man 
will  get  a  deeper  insight  into  the  temper  and 
disposition,  and  the  real  mental  constitution 
and  character,  of  the  lady  whom  he  is  inclined 
to  choose  as  his  partner  for  life,  hy  making  one 
voyage  to  Europe  in  company  with  her  party, 
than  by  half  a  dozen  seasons  of  association  with 
her  in  the  balls  and  concerts  of  a  great  city. 
The  disabilities  resulting  from  the  motion  of 
the  sea  are,  in  general,  mainly  overcome  in  a 
few  days,  and  the  ship,  moreover,  by  that  time 
is  beginning  to  pass  beyond  the  special  domain 
of  fogs,  icebergs,  and  squalls,  and  to  enter  upon 
the  broad  and  deep  Atlantic,  where  there  is  at 
least  some  possibility  of  serene  skies  and  gentle 
if  not  favoring  gales. 

The  passengers  then  begin  to  emerge,  one  by 
one,  from  the  cabins  and  state-rooms  wdiere 
they  have  been  concealed.  All  the  available 
nooks  and  corners  on  the  decks,  where  a  little 
shelter  can  be  found  from  the  raw  winds,  are 
occupied  by  convalescent  invalids.  The  seats 
at  the  long  tables  in  the  great  cabin  begin  to 
be  better  filled  at  least  at  four  of  the  five  daily 
meals  which  constitute  the  system  at  sea ;  name¬ 
ly,  breakfast,  luncheon,  dinner,  tea,  and  sup- 
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per.  At  the  rather  brief  intervals  between 
these,  when  the  stewards  leave  the  tables  free, 
groups  are  seen  seated  at  them,  some  reading, 
some  commencing  their  journals,  some  engaged 
in  conversation,  with  a  feeling  of  leisure  .and 
contentment  which  can  nowhere  else  be  so  fully 
enjoyed.  The  ladies  even  sometimes  bring  out 
their  work  and  establish  themselves  in  cozy 
corners,  where  they  form  charming,  though  some¬ 
times  rather  delusive,  pictures  of  domestic  in¬ 
dustry  and  thrift. 

Those  who  have  not  yet  quite  strength  or 
courage  to  present  themselves  in  public,  make 
the  ladies’  cabin  their  resort — a  small  apart¬ 
ment,  where  they  feel  perfectly  free  from  all  the 
restraints  and  exactions  of  ceremony  and  dress, 
and  can  sit,  or  recline,  or  lie,  as  their  inclina¬ 
tion  prompts  them,  and  take  their  food  when 
and  how  they  please.  Their  gentlemen  friends, 
such  as  are  both  agreeable  and  good-natured, 
are  admitted  to  visit  them  there,  to  entertain 
the  convalescents  with  reports  of  the  weather, 
or  the  prospects  of  the  voyage,  and  sometimes 
to  read  aloud  some  narrative  or  tale  from  the 
ship’s  library. 

There  are  always  a  few,  more  slow  to  recover 
from  the  sickness,  or  more  indolent  or  timid, 
that  still  keep  to  their  state-rooms,  where  they 
receive  the  calls  of  their  friends,  and  even  some¬ 
times  invite  company  to  dinner. 

The  cabins  and  state-rooms  of  an  Atlantic 
steamer  during  the  latter  half  of  the  voyage, 
when  the  weather  is  tolerable,  are  the  scenes 
generally  of  a  very  active  and  incessant  gossip 
— innocent  because  it  is  usually  good-natured, 
and  entertaining  because  it  has  the  field  entirely 
to  itself.  There  is,  in  fact,  nothing  else  to  be 
done,  and  nothing  to  occupy  the  thoughts,  for 
the  mass  of  the  company  of  passengers,  but  to 
inquire  about,  and  talk  about,  their  neighbors. 
A  very  large  portion,  consequently,  of  the  con¬ 
versation  that  would  be  heard  by  an  invisible 
listener  in  the  various  nooks  and  corners  occu¬ 
pied  by  the  different  groups,  would  be  found  to 
consist  of  speculations  and  surmises,  and  the 
communication  of  intelligence,  more  or  less  in¬ 
directly  obtained,  in  respect  to  other  groups  and 
parties,  and  of  introductions  and  other  prelim¬ 
inaries  to  the  formation  of  acquaintanceship  be¬ 
tween  one  party  and  another. 

In  such  a  remarkably  constituted  society, 
consisting  of  a  body  of  utter  strangers  to  each 
other,  but  thrown  by  circumstances  into  the 
closest  domestic  intimacy,  and  exposed,  more¬ 
over,  as  they  all  imagine,  to  common  hardships 
and  a  common  danger,  it  is  very  natural  and 
very  excusable  that  every  body  should  wish  to 
know  who  every  body  else  is,  and  why  and  how 
they  are  crossing  the  Atlantic.  "The  gossip 
which  is  developed  by  this  state  of  things  is,  we 
repeat,  innocent,  for  it  is  good-natured  the 
sense  of  a  common  danger  predisposing  each 
one  to  feel  kindly  toward  the  rest.  You  can 
not  read  much  at  sea,  partly  because  fixing  the 
eyes  upon  the  book  tends  to  bring  back  the 
giddy  and  bewildering  sensation  in  the  head. 


from  which  you  are  just  recovering,  and  also 
because  there  is  so  much  going  on  all  around 
you  to  distract  your  attention  from  the  book. 
You  can  not  without  great  difficulty  write  at  all. 
There  is  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  observe  your 
neighbors,  and  to  speculate  about  them.  Is 
that  young  lady  a  bride,  or  is  the  gentleman 
who  is  with  her  her  brother?  Are  that  elderly 
gentleman  and  the  pleasing  young  woman  by 
his  side  husband  and  wife,  or  father  and  daugh¬ 
ter?  Is  this  pompous  individual,  who  enters 
the  dining-saloon  with  such  an  air,  some  mighty 
general,  or  a  clerk  of  great  personal  pretensions, 
and  proud  of  his  first  commission  to  Manches¬ 
ter  to  make  purchases  for  his  house  ?  These 
speculations,  and  the  inquiries  which  result  from 
them,  which  under  other  circumstances  would 
indicate  only  an  idle  curiosity,  are  very  laudable 
here,  since  the  more  the  passengers  become  ac¬ 
quainted  with  each  other,  the  more  agreeably 
they  can  make  pass  the  otherwise  tedious  days. 

Thus  every  body  is  interested  in  learning  all 
he  can  about  his  neighbors^ — quietly  and  unob¬ 
trusively,  of  course,  and  with  all  proper  caution 
and  reserve.  The  ladies  are  aided  very  much 
by  the  stewardesses,  who  communicate  to  one 
party  in  one  state-room  what  they  have  learned 
of  another  in  another.  Some  of  these  steward¬ 
esses  become  quite  expert  in  forming  their  esti¬ 
mates  of  the  relationships  and  characters  and 
positions  of  the  various  parties  that  come  under 
their  observation.  One  of  them  on  board  a 
Cunard  ship  gave  a  lady  passenger  a  rule  by 
which  she  could  always  discover,  she  said,  the 
true  state  of  the  case  in  respect  to  any  couple 
which  she  saw  together  in  the  saloon.  “  If  the 
gentleman  is  very  attentive  to  the  lady,”  she 
said  ;  “then  they  are  going  to  be  married.  If 
the  lady  is  very  attentive  to  the  gentleman,  then 
they  have  gust  been  married.  If  they  do  not 
seem  to  care  any  thing  about  each  other  at  all, 
then  they  have  been  married  some  time  !” 

The  good  woman  who  gave  this  sage  test  was 
a  middle-aged  widow,  so  that  besides  the  facil¬ 
ities  for  observation  which  she  had  enjoyed  at 
sea,  she  had  had  opportunity,  it  seems,  by  her 
own  experience,  to  know  all  about  it. 

Sometimes  very  warm  friendships  result  from 
the  acquaintances  formed  at  sea,  through  the 
friendly  intercourse  which  takes  place  among 
the  passengers  during  the  latter  part  of  the  voy¬ 
age-friendships  which  are  often  cultivated  and 
cherished  through  future  life.  More  frequent¬ 
ly,  however,  though  the  intimacy  may  become 
quite  close  and  the  attachment  quite  strong, 
while  the  company  of  passengers  remain  to¬ 
gether,  the  acquaintance  comes  abruptly  to  an 
end  amidst  the  confusion  of  the  landing  at  Liv¬ 
erpool,  and  exists  thereafter  only  as  a  pleasant 
recollection,  and  as  one  of  the  elements  of  the 
charm  with  which  a  prosperous  sea  voyage  is 
invested  in  the  memory  and  imagination  of  all 
sensible  people,  when  it  is  once  over. 

We  say  all  sensible  people,  for  there  are  peo¬ 
ple  who  obstinately  persist  in  occupying  their 
minds  exclusively  while  the  voyage  is  in  prog- 
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ress,  and  their  recollections  of  it  when  it  is 
past,  with  the  irksome,  disagreeable,  and  dis¬ 
quieting  incidents  and  elements  of  it,  to  the  ex¬ 
clusion  of  every  thing  else.  Although  the  tables 
are  loaded  with  every  luxury  that  money  can 
procure,  and  notwithstanding  what  would  be 
supposed  to  be  the  insuperable  difficulty  of  pro¬ 
viding  a  great  variety  of  food  for  such  a  num¬ 
ber  of  guests,  with  the  extremely  limited  and 
restricted  conveniences  that  can  be  enjoyed  on 
shipboard,  there  are  always  discontented  and 
dissatisfied  people  to  complain  of  the  supplies. 
A  fashionable  lady,  who  considers  herself  a 
model  of  refinement  and  politeness,  will  be 
thrown  into  a  fretful  and  querulous  humor, 
because  the  captain’s  report  at  noon  makes 
the  distance  run  during  the  preceding  twen¬ 
ty-four  hours  ten  or  twenty  miles  less  than  she 
had  hoped,  and  make  herself  and  her  party 
niiserable  by  groaning  over  the  length  and  te¬ 
diousness  of  the  voyage.  “Madam,”  said  a 
venerable  gentleman— whose  age  and  position 
entitled  him  to  the  privilege  of  speaking  plain¬ 
ly— to  such  a  complainer,  “here  we  are  a  thou¬ 
sand  of  us  shut  up  in  this  wooden  box  in  the 


middle  of  the  At¬ 
lantic;  immense  fur¬ 
naces  under  our  feet, 
burning  with  furious 
fires  ;  a  boiler  with 
force  pent  up  in  it 
sufficient  to  blow  us 
all  in  an  instant  in 
the  air;  and  gales 
and  storms  howling 
about  the  various  re¬ 
gions  of  the  sea,  vio¬ 
lent  enough  if  they 
assail  us  to  drive  us 
off  our  course  or  send 
us  to  the  bottom.  So 
long,  then,  as  we  are 
all  safe,  and  are 
headed  toward  our 
port,  and  are  moving 
on — so  long  as  all  the 
fire  is  shut  up  in  the 
furnaces,  and  all  the 
force  held  in  the 
machinery,  and  the 
winds  and  seas  are 
not  too  violent  for 
us  to  move  on  stead¬ 
ily  through  them,  we 
won’t  utter  a  word 
of  complaint  because 
we  are  only  going  on 
prosperously  at  the 
rate  of  twelve  and  a 
half  miles  an  hour 
instead  of  thirteen.” 

The  necessity  im¬ 
posed  upon  Ameri¬ 
cans  of  crossing  the 
Atlantic  in  order  to 
visit  their  mother 
country  and  the  Old  World  is,  in  certain  as¬ 
pects  of  it  at  least,  a  vast  additional  element 
of  enjoyment  for  those  making,  this  grand  tour, 
for  that  which  would  be  otherwise  a  simple  and' 
commonplace  pleasure  is  invested  by  it  with  a 
certain  character  of  romance  'and  grandeur 
which  nothing  else  could  impart  to  it.  Cross- 
ing  the  Atlantic  is  an  experience  which  strikes 
very  deep  into  the  soul,  and  produces  changes 
in  the  habits  of  thought  and  of  association  which 
remain  through  all  future  life.  Nor  does  the 
advantage^  consist  merely  in  the  elements  of 
sublimity  involved  in  the  voyage  itself.  The 
passage  of  the  Atlantic  invests  with  a  portion 
of  Its  own  greatness  and  dignity  the  whole  sub¬ 
sequent  tour.  Wherever  the  American  goes  in 
his  rambles  over  Europe— among  the  Highlands 
ot  Scotland,  in  Paris,  on  the  Rhine,  or  among  the 
Alps— he  carries  with  him  the  sense  of  his  vast 
distance  from  home,  and  of  the  grand  old  ocean, 
with  all  its  sublime  accessories,  that  separates 
him  from  it ;  and  this  adds  a  mysterious  and 
halt  hidden  but  very  real  charm  to  all  his 
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THROUGH  THE  WHEAT. 

Once,  when  my  heart  and  I  were  young, 

We  wandered,  restless,  by  sea  and  strand, 

And  lingered  a  little  s])ace  among 
The  grassy  valleys  of  Switzerland ; 

Where  watchful  summits  forever  frown, 

Through  blue  air  slanting,  clear  and  keen, 

Wearing  proudly  their  icy  crown. 

While  happy  hamlets  smile  between; 

Where  rapid  torrents  rejoicing  run. 

Leaping  the  cliffs  in  strength  and  pride. 

Like  snow-white  ribbons,  in  wind  and  sun, 

Eluttering  down  the  mountain-side  ; 

Where  smoke-like  cloudings  of  tender  blue 
Dapple  the  slopes  in  sunny  spots. 

And  sweetly  change,  on  a  nearer  view. 

To  drifts  of  fairest  forget-me-nots. 

Often  at  eve,  when  the  sun  was  low. 

And  the  mountain  shadows  grew  dai'k  and  vast, 

I  watched  the  cottagers,  wending  slow 
Home  to  rest  when  their  toil  was  past. 

T^  0  walked  lovingly,  side  by  side. 

Speaking  softly,  as  lovers  speak — 

He  with  an  air  of  manly  pride, 

She  with  a  blush  on  her  sun-browned  cheek. 

Hand  in  hand,  through  the  evening  red 

They  went — through  the  shadows  damp  and  sweet — 
Choosing  a  narrow  path  that  led 

On  and  on  through  the  growing  wheat. 

Sunset  touched  him  with  rosy  light. 

Sunset  brightened  her  loosened  hair — 

Poor  and  ^lain,  they  were  fair  to  sight, 

Eor  youth  and  love  are  forever  fair. 

And  often  as  sunset  charms  the  air — 

Por  the  time  and  scene  are  vanished  now — 

I  think  of  that  simple,  loving  pair. 

And  wonder  whether  they  kept  their  vow — 

Wliether  under  some  mossy  roof. 

Their  wedded  spirits  serenely  blent. 

They  weave  the  even  warp  and  woof 
Of  their  quiet  lives  in  calm  content ; 

Or  whether  they  parted  in  scorn  and  wrath. 

As  myriad  lovers  have  done  before. 

And  choosing  each  a  separate  path. 

Were  thence  divided  for  evermore ; 

Or  whether,  still,  as  across  the  land 

The  dewy  shadows  grow  damp  and  sweet. 

Perennial  lovers,  with  hand  in  hand. 

They  walk,  knee-deep,  in  the  growing  wheat. 
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frebebiok’b  interview  with  taloei. 


VIII.— THE  CONQUEST  OF  SILESIA 
ACHIEVED. 

ETEE  the  battle  of  Mollwitz  general  Neip- 
perg  withdrew  the  defeated  Austrian  army 
to  the  vicinity  of  Neisse,  where  he  strongly 
intrenched  himself.  Frederick  encamped  his 
troops  around  Brieg,  and  made  vigorous  prep¬ 
arations  to  carry  the  place  by  storm.  With 
great  energy  he  pushed  forward  his  works,  and 
in  less  than  three  weeks  was  ready  for  the  as¬ 
sault.  On  the  night  of  April  26  there  was  a 
tempest  of  extraordinary  violence,  which  was 
followed,  the  next  night,  by  a  dead  calm,  a 
cloudless  sky,  and  a  brilliant  moon.  On  both 
sides  of  the  river  Oder,  upon  which  Brieg  was 
situated,  there  was  an  open  champaign  country. 
Several  bridges  crossed  the  river.  At  a  fixed 
moment  two  thousand  diggers  w'ere  collected,  at 
appointed  stations,  divided  into  twelve  equal 
parties.  With  the  utmost  exactness  they  were 
equipped  with  all  the  necessary  implements. 
These  diggers,  with  spade  and  pickaxe,  and  yet 


thoroughly  armed,  were  preceded  a  few  yards 
by  cov'ering  battalions,  who,  having  stealthily 
and  silently  obtained  the  position  assigned  to 
them,  were  to  lie  flat  upon  the  ground.  Not  a 
gun  was  to  be  fired ;  not  a  word  was  to  be  spok¬ 
en  save  in  a  w'hisper ;  not  even  a  pipe  was  to 
be  lighted.  Some  engineers  were  to  mark  out 
with  a  straw  rope,  just  in  the  rear  of  the  cover¬ 
ing  party,  the  line  of  the  first  parallel.  Every 
imaginable  contingency  was  provided  for,  and 
each  man  was  to  attend  to  his  individual  duty 
with  the  precision  of  clock-work. 

Precisely  at  midnight  all  were  in  silent,  rap¬ 
id  motion.  The  march  of  half  an  hour  brought 
them  to  their  appointed  stations.  The  soft  and 
sandy  soil  was  easily  shoveled.  Every  man 
plied  pick  and  spade  with  intensest  energy. 
As  the  town  clock  of  Brieg  struck  one  they  had 
so  far  dug  themselves  in  as  to  be  quite  shelter¬ 
ed  from  the  fire  of  the  hostile  batteries,  should 
the  guns  open  upon  them.  Before  the  dawn 
of  day  they  had  two  batteries,  of  twenty-five 


FEEDERICK  THE  GREAT. 


201 


guns  each,  in  position,  and  several  mortars  ready 
for  action. 

Thus  far  the  enemy  had  no  suspicion  of  the 
movement.  But  now  the  sun  was  rising  ;  and, 
almost  simultaneously,  on  both  sides,  the  roar 
of  battle  commenced.  The  positions  had  been 
so  adroitly  taken  as  to  bring  three  Pnissian 
guns  to  bear  upon  each  gun  of  the  Austrians. 
The  Prussian  gunners,  drilled  to  the  utmost 
possible  accuracy  and  precision  of  fire,  poured 
into  the  city  a  terrific  tempest  of  shot  and  shells. 
Every  thing  had  been  so  carefully  arranged  that, 
for  six  days  and  nights,  with  scarcely  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  intermission,  the  doomed  city  was  as¬ 
sailed  with  such  a  tornado  of  cannonading  and 
bombardment  as  earth  had  seldom,  if  ever,  wit¬ 
nessed  before. 

The  city  took  fire  in  many  places ;  magazines 
were  consumed ;  the  ducal  palace  was  wrapped 
in  flames.  Nearly  fifteen  thousand  cannon- 
balls,  and  over  two  thousand  bombs,  were  hurl¬ 
ed  crashing  through  the  thronged  dwellings. 
Many  of  the  Austrian  guns  were  silenced.  Gen¬ 
eral  Piccolomini,  who  was  intrusted  with  the 
defense  of  the  place,  could  stand  it  no  longer. 
On  the  4th  of  May  he  raised  above  the  walls  the 
white  flag  of  surrender.  The  gallant  general 
was  treated  magnanimously.  He  was  invited 
to  dine  with  Ei-ederick,  and,  with  the  garrison, 
was  permitted  to  retire  to  Neisse,  pledged  not 
to  serve  against  the  Prussians  for  two  years. 
The  town  had  been  nearly  demolished  by  the 
war- tempest  which  had  beat  so  fiercely  upon  it. 
Frederick  immediately  commenced  repairing 
the  ruins  and  strengthening  the  fortifications. 

All  Europe  was  thrown  into  commotion  by 
this  bold  and  successful  invasion  of  Silesia. 
France  was  delighted,  forPrussia  was  weakening 
Austria.  England  was  alarmed.  The  weak¬ 
ening  of  Austria  was  strengthening  France, 
England’s  dreaded  rival.  And  Hanover  was 
menaced  by  the  Prussian  army  at  Gotten,  un¬ 
der  the  old  Dessauer.  The  British  parliament 
voted  an  additional  subsidy  of  ^300,000  to  Ma¬ 
ria  Theresa.  Two  hundred  thousand  had  al¬ 
ready  been  granted  her.  This,  in  all,  amount¬ 
ed  to  the  sum  of  two  million  five  hundred 
thousand  dollars.  Envoys  from  all  the  nations 
of  Europe  were  sent  to  Frederick’s  encampment 
at  Strehlen,  in  the  vicinity  of  Brieg.  Some 
were  sent  seeking  his  alliance,  some  with  terms 
of  compromise,  and  all  to  watch  his  proceed¬ 
ings.  The  young  king  was  not  only  accpiiring 
the  territory  which  he  sought,  hut  seemed  to  be 
gaining  that  renown  which  he  had  so  eagerly 
coveted.  He  did  not  feel  strong  enough  to 
make  an  immediate  attack  upon  the  Austrian 
army,  which  general  Neipperg  held,  in  an  al¬ 
most  impregnable  position,  behind  the  ramparts 
of  Neisse.  For  two  months  he  remained  at 
Strehlen,  making  vigorous  preparations  for  fu¬ 
ture  movements,  and  his  mind  much  engrossed 
with  diplomatic  intrigues.  Strehlen  is  a  pretty 
little  town,  nestled  among  the  hills,  about  twen¬ 
ty-five  miles  west  of  Brieg,  and  thirty  north¬ 
west  of  Neisse.  The  troops  were  mainly  en¬ 


camped  in  tents  on  the  fields  around.  The 
embassadors  from  the  great  monarchies  of 
Europe  were  generally  sumptuously  lodged  in 
Strehlen,  or  in  Breslau,  which  was  a  beautiful 
city  about  thirty  miles  north  of  Strehlen.  Bar¬ 
on  Bielfeld,  in  the  following  terms,  describes 
the  luxury  in  which  the  Spanish  minister  in¬ 
dulged  : 

“  Each  of  these  ministers  makes  a  most  brill¬ 
iant  figure,  and  never  have  I  seen  one  travel 
with  more  ease  and  convenience,  more  elegance 
and  grandeur,  than  does  the  marquis  of  Mon- 
tijo.  Wherever  he  stops  to  dine  or  sup  he  finds 
a  room  hung  with  the  richest  tapestry,  and  the 
floor  covered  with  Turkey  carpets,  with  velvet 
chairs,  and  every  other  kind  of  convenience  ;  a 
table  sumptuously  served,  the  choicest  wines, 
and  a  dessert  of  fruit  and  confectionery  that 
Paris  itself  could  not  excel.  This  kind  of  en¬ 
chantment,  this  real  miracle  in  Germany,  is 
performed  by  means  of  three  baggage-wagons, 
of  which  two  always  go  before  the  embassador, 
and  carry  with  them  every  thing  necessary  for 
his  reception.  When  they  arrive  in  some  poor 
Hllage,  the  domestics  that  accompany  each  wag¬ 
on  immediately  clear  and  clean  some  chamber, 
fix  the  tapestry  by  rings  to  the  walls,  cover  the 
floor  with  carpets,  and  furnish  the  kitchen  and 
cellar  with  every  kind  of  necessary.”^ 

Speaking  of  Frederick  at  this  time,  Bielfeld 
says  :  “Notwithstanding  all  the  fatigues  of  war, 
the  king  is  in  perfect  health,  and  more  gay  and 
pleasant  than  ever.  All  who  approach  his  ma¬ 
jesty  meet  with  a  most  gracious  reception.  In 
the  midst  of  his  camp,  and  at  the  head  of  sixty 
thousand  Prussians,  our  monarch  appears  to 
me  with  a  new  and  superior  air  of  greatness.” 

Circumstances  had  already  rendered  Frede¬ 
rick  one  of  the  most  important  personages  in 
Europe.  He  could  ally  himself  with  France, 
and  humble  Austria ;  or  he  could  ally  himself 
with  England  and  Austria,  and  crush  France. 
All  the  lesser  lights  in  the  continental  firma¬ 
ment  circulated  around  these  central  luminaries. 
Consequently  Frederick  was  enabled  to  take  a 
conspicuous  part  in  all  the  diplomatic  intrigues 
which  were  then  agitating  the  courts  of  Europe. 

On  the  7th  of  Ma}^  three  days  after  the  cap¬ 
ture  of  Brieg,  lord  Hyndford,  the  English  em¬ 
bassador,  arrived  at  the  camp  of  Frederick,  and 
obtained  an  audience  with  his  majesty.  It  was 
eleven  o’clock  in  the  forenoon.  He  gave  his 
government  a  very  minute  narrative  of  the  in¬ 
terview.  The  following  particulars,  gleaned 
from  that  narrative,  will  interest  the  reader.  It 
will  be  remembered  that  Frederick  cherished  a 
strong  antipathy  against  his  uncle,  George  II. 
of  England. 

Lord  Hyndford  commenced  his  communica¬ 
tion  by  assuring  his  majesty  of  the  friendly  feel¬ 
ings  and  good  wishes  of  the  English  government. 
Frederick  listened  with  much  impatience,  and 
soon  interrupted  him,  exclaiming,  passionately  : 


1  Monsieur  le  baron  Bielfeld,  Lettrea  Familieres  et 
Autres,  tome  i.  p.  3. 
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“  How  is  it  possible,  my  lord,  to  believe  things 
so  contradictory?  It  is  mighty  fine,  all  this 
that  you  now  tell  me,  on  the  part  of  the  king 
of  England.  But  how  does  it  correspond  to 
his  last  speech  in  parliament,  and  with  the  do¬ 
ings  of  his  ministers  at  Petersburg  and  at  the 
Hague,  to  stir  up  allies  against  me  ?  I  have  rea¬ 
son  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  the  king  of  England. 
Perhaps  he  means  to  amuse  me.  But”  (with  an 
oath)'  “  he  is  mistaken.  I  will  risk  every  thing 
rather  than  abate  the  least  of  my  pretensions.” 


>  “Some  men,”  says  a  quaint  writer,  "have  a  God 
to  swear  by,  though  they  have  none  to  pray  to.” 


Lord  Hyndford,  evidently  embarrassed,  for 
the  facts  were  strongly  against  him,  endeavor¬ 
ed,  in  some  additional  remarks,  to  assume  ig¬ 
norance  of  any  unfriendly  action  on  the  part  of 
the  British  government.  The  king  again,  in  a 
loud  and  angry  tone,  replied  : 

“  My  lord,  there  seems  to  be  a  contradiction 
in  all  this.  The  king  of  England,  in  his  letter, 
tells  me  you  are  instructed  as  to  every  thing. 
And  yet  you  pretend  ignorance.  But  I  am 
perfectly  informed  of  all.  And  I  should  not 
be  surprised  if,  after  all  these  fine  words,  you 
should  receive  some  strong  letter  or  resolution 
for  me.”  Then,  turning  to  his  secretary,  he 


FREDERICK  THE  GREAT. 


203 


added,  sarcastically,  “Write  down  that  my  lord 
wotild  be  surprised  to  receive  such  instruction.” 

Lord  Hyndford,  who  says  that  by  this  rude 
assailment  he  was  put  extremely  upon  his  guard, 
rejoined : 

“Europe  is  under  the  necessity  of  taking 
some  speedy  resolution,  things  are  in  such  a 
state  of  crisis.  Like  a  fever  in  a  human  body, 
got  to  such  a  height  that  quinquina  becomes 
necessary.  Shall  we  apply  to  Vienna,  your 
majesty?” 

A  transient  smile  flitted  across  the  king’s 
countenance.  Then,  looking  cold  again,  he 
added,  “Follow  your  own  will  in  that.” 

“Would  your  majesty,”  lord  Hyndford  re¬ 
plied,  “engage  to  stand  by  his  excellency  Get¬ 
ter’s  original  offer  at  Vienna  on  your  part? 
That  is,  would  you  agree,  in  consideration  of 
the  surrender  to  you  of  Lower  Silesia  and  Bres¬ 
lau,  to  assist  the  queen  of  Austria,  with  all  your 
troops,  for  the  maintenance  of  the  Pragmatic 
Sanction,  and  to  vote  for  the  grand  duke  Fran¬ 
cis  as  emperor  ?” 

“Yes,”  was  the  monosyllabic  reply. 

“  What  was  the  sum  of  money  your  majesty 
then  offered  the  queen  of  Austria  ?”  lord  Hynd¬ 
ford  inquired. 

The  king  hesitated,  as  though  he  had  for¬ 
gotten.  But  his  secretary  answered,  “  Three 
million  florins  ($1,600,000).” 

“I  should  not  value  the  money,”  the  king 
added.  “  If  money  would  content  her  I  would 
give  more.” 

After  a  long  pause  lord  Hyndford  inquired, 
“  Would  your  majesty  consent  to  an  armistice  ?” 

“Yes,”  Frederick  replied  ;  “  but  for  not  less 
than  six  months”  (counting  on  his  fingers  from 
May  to  December),  “till  December  1.  The 
season  then  would  be  so  far  gone  that  they 
could  do  nothing.” 

As  the  secretary,  Podewils,  had  been  taking 
notes,  lord  Hyndford  requested  permission  to 
look  at  them,  that  he  might  see  that  no  mistake 
had  been  made.  The  king  assented  ;  and  then 
lord  Hyndford  bowed  himself  out.  Thus  end¬ 
ed  the  audience. 

A  few  days  after  this  interview,  the  Dutch 
embassador,  general  Ginckel,  arrived  with  the 
Resolution  from  the  English  and  Dutch  courts, 
demanding  that  the  king  should  evacuate  Si¬ 
lesia.  Lord  Hyndford  was  much  embarrassed, 
apprehending  that  the  presentation  of  the  sum¬ 
mons  at  that  time  would  work  only  mischief. 
He  persuaded  general  Ginckel  to  delay  the 
presentation  until  he  could  send  a  courier  to 
England  for  instructions.  In  a  fortnight  the 
courier  returned  with  the  order  that  the  Reso¬ 
lution  was  immediately  to  be  presented,  to  his 
Prussian  majesty. 

In  the  mean  time  Frederick,  who  kept  him¬ 
self  thoroughly  informed  of  all  these  events, 
signed  secretly  on  the  5th  of  June  a  treaty 
of  intimate  allmnce  with  France.  Though 
he  had  not  yet  received  the  Joint  Resolution 
of  the  English  and  Dutch  courts,  he  was  well 
aware  of  its  existence,  and  the  next  day  sent 


to  his  envoy,  M.  Rasfeld,  at  the  Hague,  the 
follow'ing  dispatch ; 

“  Youwill  beforehand  inform  the  high  mighti¬ 
nesses  in  regard  to  that  Advice  of  April  24,  wliich 
they  determined  on  giving  me,  through  his  ex¬ 
cellency  general  Ginckel,  along  with  his  ex¬ 
cellency  lord  Hyndford,  that  such  advice  can 
be  considered  by  me  only  as  a  blind  complais¬ 
ance  to  the  court  of  Vienna’s  improper  urgen¬ 
cies.  That  for  certain  I  will  not  quit  Silesia 
till  my  claims  be  satisfied.  And  the  longer  I 
am  forced  to  continue  warning  for  them  here, 
the  higher  they  will  rise.” 

The  plan  of  France,  as  conceived  and  pushed 
resolutely  forward  by  the  count  of  Belleisle,  the 
renowned  minister  of  Louis  XV.,  was  to  divide 
Germany  into  four  small  kingdoms,  of  about 
equal  power,  Bavaria,  Saxony,  Prussia,  and 
Austria.  The  king  of  Bavaria,  as  one  of  the 
proteges  of  France,  was  to  be  chosen  emperor 
of  Germany.  To  accomplish  this  Austria  was 
to  be  reduced  to  a  second-rate  power  by  de¬ 
spoiling  the  young  queen  Maria  Theresa  of 
large  portions  of  her  territory,  and  annexing 
the  provinces  wrested  from  her  to  the  petty 
states  of  Prussia,  Bavaria,  and  Saxony,  thus 
sinking  Austria  to  an  equality  with  them. 
France,  the  grand  nation,  would  then  be  in¬ 
disputably  the  leading  power  in  Europe.  By 
bribery,  intimidation,  and  inciting  one  kingdom 
against  another,  the  court  of  Versailles  could 
control  the  policy  of  the  whole  continent.  Mag¬ 
nificent  as  was  this  plan,  many  circumstances 
seemed  now  combining  to  render  it  feasible. 
The  king  of  Prussia,  inspired  simply  by  the 
desire  of  enlarging  his  kingdom,  by  making 
war  against  Austiia,  and  striving  to  wrest  Si¬ 
lesia  from  the  realms  of  Maria  Theresa,  was  co¬ 
operating,  in  the  most  effectual  way  possible,  to 
further  the  designs  of  France.  And  it  had  now 
also  become  a  matter  of  great  moment  to  Fred¬ 
erick  that  he  should  secure  the  alliance  of  the 
court  of  Versailles. 

All  the  courts  of  Europe  were  involved  in 
these  intrigues,  which  led  to  minor  complica¬ 
tions  which  it  would  be  in  vain  now  to  attempt 
to  unravel.  In  the  secret  treaty  into  which 
Frederick  entered  with  France  on  the  6th  of 
June,  1741,  the  count  of  Belleisle  engaged,  in 
behalf  of  his  master  Louis  XV.,  to  incite  Sweden 
to  declare  war  against  Russia,  that  the  semi- 
barbaric  power  of  the  north,  just  beginning  to 
emerge  into  greatness,  might  be  so  occupied  as 
not  to  be  able  to  render  any  assistance  to  Aus¬ 
tria.  France  also  agreed  to  guarantee  Lower 
Silesia,  with  Breslau,  to  Frederick,  and  to  send 
two  armies,  of  forty  thousand  men  each,  one 
across  the  Upper  and  the  other  across  the  Low¬ 
er  Rhine,  to  co-operate  with  his  Prussian  majes¬ 
ty.  The  forty  thousand  men  on  the  Upper  Rhine 
were  to  take  position  in  the  vicinity  of  the  elect¬ 
orate  of  Hanover,  which  belonged  to  George  11. 
of  England,  prepared  to  act  immediately  in  con¬ 
cert  with  the  Prussian  army  at  Gotten  under  the 
“  Old  Dessauer,  ”  in  seizing  Hanover  resistless- 
ly,  should  England  make  the  slightest  move  to- 
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ward  sending  troops  to  the  aid  of  Maria  The¬ 
resa. 

The  prospects  of  Maria  Theresa  seemed  now 
quite  desperate.  We  know  not  that  history 
record^  a  more  inglorious  act  than  that  Eu¬ 
rope  should  have  thus  combined  to  take  ad¬ 
vantage  of  the  youth  and  inexperience  of  this 
young  queen,  weeping  over  the  grave  of  her  fa¬ 
ther,  and  trembling  in  view  of  her  own  approach¬ 
ing  liour  of  anguish,  by  wresting  from  her  the 
inheritance  which  had  descended  to  her  from 
her  ancestors.  France  and  Germany,  inspired 
by  the  most  intense  motives  of  selfish  ambi¬ 
tion,  were  to  fall  upon  her,  while  the  most 
effectual  precautions  were  adopted  to  prevent 
Russia  and  England  from  coming  to  her  aid. 

In  carrying  forward  these  intrigues  at  the 
camp  of  Frederick,  the  count  of  Belleisle  had 
an  associate  minister  in  the  embassy,  M.  De 
Valori.  A  slight  incident  occurred  in  connec¬ 
tion  with  this  minister  which  would  indicate,  in 
the  view  of  most  persons,  that  Frederick  did  not 
cherish  a  very  high  sense  of  honor.  M.  Valori 
was  admitted  to  an  audience  with  his  Prussian 
majesty.  During  the  interview,  as  the  French 
minister  drew  his  hand  from  his  pocket,  he  ac¬ 
cidentally  dropped  a  note  upon  the  floor.  Fred¬ 
erick  perceiving  it  slyly  placed  his  foot  upon  it. 
As  soon  as  the  minister  had  bowed  himself  out, 
Frederick  eagerly  seized  the  note  and  read  it. 
It  contained  some  secret  instructions  to  M. 
Valori  from  the  French  court,  directing  him 
not  to  give  Glatz  to  his  Prussian  majesty  if  it 
could  possibly  be  avoided.  Frederick  did  not 
perceive  any  thing  ignoble  in  this  act  of  his,  for 
he  records  it  himself;*  neither  does  Mr.  Car¬ 
lyle  condemn  him.®  Most  readers  will  prob¬ 
ably  regard  it  as  highly  dishonorable. 

On  the  8th  of  June  the  English  and  Dutch 
ministers,  not  yet  aware  of  the  alliance  into 
which  Frederick  had  entered  with  France, 
presented  the  joint  resolution  of  their  two 
courts,  exhorting  Frederick  to  withdraw  his 
army  from  Silesia.  Lord  Hyndford,  who  was 
somewhat  annoyed  by  the  apparent  impolicy 
of  the  measure,  just  at  that  time,  solicited  and 
obtained  a  private  audience  with  the  king,  hop¬ 
ing  by  apologies  and  explanations  to  make  the 
summons  a  little  less  unpalatable  to  his  majestv. 
In  the  brief  interview  which  ensued  lord  Hynd¬ 
ford  appealed  to  the  magnanimity  of  the  king, 
declaring  that  it  would  be  generous  and  noble 
for  him  to  accept  moderate  terms  from  Austria. 
The  king  angrily  interrupted  him,  saying  : 

“  My  lord,  do  not  talk  to  me  of  magnanimity. 
A  prince  ought  in  the  first  place  to  consult  his 
interest.  I  am  not  opposed  to  peace.  But  I 
expect  to  have  four  duchies  given  me.” 

Maria  Theresa  was  much  encouraged  by  the 

1  (Euvrea  de  Frederick,  t.  xi.  p.  90. 

2  “Valori  was  one  night  with  him,  and,  on  rising  to 
take  leave,  the  fat  hand,  sticking  probably  in  the  big 
waistcoat  pocket,  twitched  out  a  little  diplomatic- 
looking  Note,  which  Frederick,  with  gentle  adroit¬ 
ness  (permissible  in  such  circumstances),  set  his  foot 
upon,  till  Valori  had  bowed  himself  out.”— Caklyle, 
vol.  iii.  p.  330. 


subsidy  she  had  received  from  England.  She 
was  not  yet  informed  of  the  formidable  alliance 
into  which  France,  with  a  portion  of  Germany, 
had  entered  for  her  destruction.  About  the 
20th  of  June  she  left  Vienna  for  Presburg,  in 
Hungary,  a  drive  of  about  fifty  miles.  Here, 
on  the  26th  of  June,  1741,  she  was  crowned 
queen  of  Hungary.  She  was  a  very  beauti¬ 
ful  woman  in  person,  devout  in  spirit,  and  those 
who  admire  manly  developments  in  the  female 
character  must  regard  her  as  presenting  the 
highest  type  of  womanhood.  She  merits  the 
following  beautiful  tribute  to  her  worth  from 
the  pen  of  Carlyle : 

“As  to  the  brave  young  queen  of  Hungary, 
my  admiration  goes  with  that  of  all  the  world. 
Not  in  the  language  of  flattery,  but  of  evident 
fact,  the  royal  qualities  abound  in  that  high 
young  lady.  Had  they  left  the  world,  and 
grown  to  mere  costume  elsewhere,  you  might 
find  certain  of  them  again  here.  Most  brave, 
high  and  pious  minded ;  beautiful  too,  and  ra¬ 
diant  with  good-nature,  though  of  temper  that 
will  easily  catch  fire ;  there  is,  perhaps,  no  no¬ 
bler  woman  then  living.  And  she  fronts  the 
roaring  elements  in  a  truly  grand,  feminine 
manner,  as  if  Heaven  itself  and  the  voice  of 
Duty  called  her.  ‘  The  inheritances  which  my 
fathers  left  me,  we  will  not  part  with  these. 
Death  if  it  so  must  be,  but  not  dishonor.’ 

“This,  for  the  present,  is  her  method  of 
looking  at  the  matter ;  this  magnanimous,  he¬ 
roic,  and  occasionally  somewhat  female  one. 
Her  husband,  the  grand  duke,  an  inert  but 
good-tempered,  well-conditioned  duke,  after  his 
sort,  goes  with  her.  Now,  as  always,  he  follows 
loyally  his  wife’s  lead,  never  she  his.  Wife  be¬ 
ing  intrinsically  as  well  as  extrinsically  the  bet¬ 
ter  man,  what  other  can  he  do  ?” 

The  ceremony  of  coronation  was  attended, 
near  Presburg  on  the  25th  of  June,  with  much 
semi-barbaric  splendor,  as  the  Iron  Crown*  of 
St.  Stephen  was  placed  upon  the  pale,  beautiful 
brow  of  the  young  wife  and  mother.  All  the 
renowned  chivalry  of  Hungary  were  assembled 
upon  that  field.  They  came  in  gorgeous  cos¬ 
tume,  with  embroidered  banners,  and  accom¬ 
panied  by  imposing  retinues.  At  the  close  of 
the  ceremonies  the  queen,  who  was  distinguish¬ 
ed  as  a  bold  rider,  mounted  a  swift  charger, 
and,  followed  by  a  long  retinue  of  Magyar 
warriors,  galloped  to  the  top  of  a  small  emi¬ 
nence  artificially  constructed  for  the  occasion, 
called  the  Konigsburg,  or  King’s  Hill,  where 
she  drew  her  sword,  and  flourishing  it  toward 
the  four  quarters  of  the  heavens,  bade  defiance 
to  any  adversary  who  should  venture  to  ques¬ 
tion  her  claims.  The  knightly  warriors  who 
crowded  the  plain  flashed  their  swords  in  the 
sunlight,  as  with  one  accord,  with  chivalric  de¬ 
votion,  they  vowed  fidelity  to  their  queen. 

*  The  Iron  Crown.  It  was  so  called  because  there 
was  entwined  amidst  its  priceless  gems  and  exqui¬ 
sitely  wrought  frosted  gold  some  iron  wire,  said  to  be 
clrawn  from  one  of  the  spikes  which  had  been  driven 
through  one  of  the  hands  of  our  Saviour. 
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Gradually  the  secret  treaty  which  allied  France, 
Bavaria,  and  Prussia,  and  it  was  not  known  how 
many  other  minor  powers,  against  Austria,  came 
to  light.  Two  French  armies  of  fifty  thousand 
men  each  were  on  the  march  to  act  in  co-opera¬ 
tion  with  Frederick.  England,  trembling  from 
fear  of  the  loss  of  Hanover,  dared  not  move. 
The  Aulic  Council  at  Vienna,  in  a  panic,  “fell 
back  into  their  chairs  like  dead  men.  The 
ruin  of  Maria  Theresa  and  the  fatal  dismem¬ 
berment  of  Austria  seemed  inevitable. 

Under  these  circumstances  the  young  queen, 
urged  by  her  council  and  by  the  English  court, 
very  reluctantly  consented  to  propose  terms  of 
compromise  to  Frederick.  Sir  Thomas  Robin¬ 


son,  subsequently  earl  of  Grantham,  was  sent 
from  Vienna  to  Breslau  to  confer  with  the  Brit¬ 
ish  minister  there,  lord  Hyndford,  and  with 
him  to  visit  Frederick,  at  his  camp  at  Strehlen, 
in  the  attempt  to  adjust  the  difficulties.  The 
curious  interview  which  ensued  has  been  mi¬ 
nutely  described  by  sir  Thomas  Robinson.  It 
took  place  under  the  royal  canvas-tent  of  his 
Prussian  majesty,  at  11  o’clock  a.m.  of  the  7th 
of  August,  1741. 

The  two  English  gentlemen,  stout,  burly,  flor¬ 
id  men,  were  dressed  in  the  gorgeous  court  cos¬ 
tume  of  those  days.  Each  wore  a  large,  friz¬ 
zled,  powdered  wig.  Their  shirts  were  heavily 
ruffled  in  the  bosoms  and  at  the  wrists.  Their 
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coats  of  antique  cut  were  covered  with  em¬ 
broidery  of  gold-lace.  Their  waistcoats  hung 
down  in  deep  flaps,  and  large  buckles  adorned 
their  shoes. 

Frederick  was  a  trig,  slender  young  man  of 
twenty-nine  years.  He  was  dressed  in  a  close¬ 
ly-fitting  blue  coat,  with  butf  breeches  and  high 
cavalry  boots.  He  wore  a  plumed  hat,  which 
he  courteously  raised  as  the  embassadors  en¬ 
tered  his  tent.  The  scene  which  ensued  was 
substantially  as  follows,  omitting  those  passages 
which  were  of  no  permanent  interest.  After 
sundry  preliminary  remarks,  sir  Thomas  Eob- 
inson  said : 

“  I  am  authorized  to  offer  your  majesty  two 
million  guilders  [$1,000,000],  if  your  majesty 
will  consent  to  relinquish  this  enterprise  and 
retire  from  Silesia.’’ 

“Eetire  from  Silesia!”  exclaimed  the  king, 
vehemently.  “And  for  money?  Do  you  take 
me  for  a  beggar?  Eetire  from  Silesia,  in  the 
conquest  of  which  I  have  expended  so  much 
blood  and  treasure !  No,  Sir,  no.  That  is  not 
to  be  thought  of.  If  you  have  no  better  pro¬ 
posals  to  suggest,  it  is  not  worth  while  talk¬ 
ing.” 

Sir  Thomas,  somewhat  discomposed,  apolo¬ 
getically  intimated  that  that  was  not  all  that  he 
had  to  offer. 

“Very  well,”  said  the  king,  impatiently; 
“let  us  see  then  what  there  is  more.” 

“I  am  permitted,”  the  embassador  said,  “  to 
offer  your  majesty  the  whole  of  Austrian  Guel- 
derland.  It  lies  contiguous  to  your  majesty’s 
possessions  in  the  Ehine  country.  It  will  be  a 
very  important  addition  to  those  possessions.  I 
am  permitted  to  say  the  whole  of  Austrian 
Guelderland.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?”  exclaimed  the  king, 
with  an  air  of  real  or  affected  surprise.  Then 
turning  to  his  secretary,  M.  Podewils,  he  in¬ 
quired,  “How  much  of  Guelderland  is  theirs 
and  not  ours  already  ?”  ’ 

“Almost  none,”  M.  Podewils  replied. 

Here  the  king  quite  lost  his  temper.  In  a 
loud  tone  and  with  angry  gesticulation  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  ‘  Do  you  offer  me  such  rags  and  rub¬ 
bish,  such  paltry  scrapings,  for  all  my  just  claims 
in  Silesia  ?’’  And  so  he  ran  on  for  quite  a  length 
of  time,  with  ever-increasing  violence,  fanning 
himself  into  a  flame  of  indignation. 

“His  contempt,”  writes  sir  Thomas  in  his 
narrative,  “  was  so  great,  and  was  expressed  in 
such  violent  terms,  that  now,  if  ever,  was  the 
time  to  make  the  last  effort.  A  moment  longer 
was  not  to  be  lost,  to  hinder  the  king  from  dis¬ 
missing  us.” 

“  I  am  also  permitted.  Sire,”  said  sir  Thomas 
to  add  the  duchy  of  Limburg.  It  is  a  duchy 
of  great  wealth  and  resources,  so  valuable  that 
the  elector  palatine  was  willing  to  give  in  ex¬ 
change  for  it  the  whole  duchy  of  Berg.” 

“It  is  inconceivable  to  me,”  Frederick  re¬ 
plied,  “how  Austria  should  dare  to  think  of 
such  a  proposal.  Limburg!  Are  there  not  sol¬ 
emn  engagements  upon  Austria  which  render 


every  inch  of  ground  in  the  Netherlands  inalien¬ 
able  ?” 

“  These  engagements,”  said  sir  Thomas,  “  are 
good  as  against  the  French,  your  majesty.  But 
the  Barrier  treaty,  confirmed  at  Utrecht,  was  for 
our  benefit  and  that  of  Holland.” 

“That  is  your  interpretation,”  said  Frede¬ 
rick.  “But  the  French  assert  that  it  was  an 
arrangement  made  in  their  favor.” 

“Your  majesty,”  ^sir  Thomas  rejoined,  “by 
a  little  engineering  a*rt,  could  render  Limburg 
impregnable  to  the  French  or  any  others.” 

“I  have  not  the  least  desire,”  the  king  re¬ 
plied,  “  to  aggrandize  myself  in  those  parts,  or 
to  spend  money  in  fortifying  there.  It  would 
be  useless  to  me.  Am  I'not  fortifying  Brieg 
and  Glogau  ?  These  are  enough  for  one  who 
wishes  to  live  well  with  his  neighbors.  Neither 
the  Dutch  nor  the  French  have  offended  me ;  nor 
will  I  offend  them  by  acquisitions  in  the  Nether¬ 
lands.  Besides,  who  would  guarantee  them  ?” 

_  “The  proposal,”  sir  Thomas  replied,  “is  to 
give  guarantees  at  once.  ” 

“  Guarantees  !”  exclaimed  the  king,  scorn¬ 
fully.  “Who  minds  or  keeps  guarantees  in 
this  age?  Has  not  France  guaranteed  the 
Pragmatic  Sanction?  Has  not  England?  Why 
do  you  not  all  fly  to  the  queen’s  succor?” 

Sir  Thomas,  who  was  not  aware  of  the  en¬ 
gagement  into  which  the  allies  had  entered  to 
keep  Eussia  busy  by  a  war  with  Sweden,  in¬ 
timated  that  there  were  powers  which  might 
yet  come  to  the  rescue  of  the  queen,  and  men¬ 
tioned  Eussia  as  one. 

The  king,  with  a  very  complaisant  smile,  said, 
“Eussia;  my  good  Sir.  It  is  not  proper  for 
me  to  explain  myself,  but  I  have  means  to  keep 
the  Eussians  employed.” 

Eussia,  added  sir  Thomas,  with  some 
stateliness  of  utterance,  “  is  not  the  only  pow¬ 
er  which  has  engagements  with  Austria,  and 
which  must  keep  them  too;  so  that  however 
averse  to  a  breach — ” 

Here  the  king  interrupted  him,  and  with  scorn¬ 
ful  gesture,  “laying  his  finger  on  his  nose, ’’and 
in  loud  tones,  exclaimed : 

No  threats.  Sir,  if  yoq,please,  no  threats.” 
Lord  Ilyndford  here  came  to  the  rescue  of 
his  colleague,  and  said,  meekly,  “lam  sure  his 
excellency  had  no  such  meaning.  Sire.  Ilis 
excellency  will  advance  nothing  so  very  con¬ 
trary  to  his  instructions.” 

Sir  Thomas  Eobinson  added,  “Sire,  I  am  not 
talking  of  what  this  power  or  that  means  to  do, 
but  of  what  will  come  of  itself.  To  prophesy 
IS  not  to  threaten.  Sire.  It  is  my  zeal  for  the 
public  good  which  brought  me  here,  and — ” 
Again  the  king  interrupted  him,  saying, 
“The  public  will  be  much  obliged  to  you.  Sir! 
But  hear  me.  With  respect  to  Eussia,  you 
know  how  matters  stand.  From  the  king  of 
Poland  I  have  nothing  to  fear.  As  for  the  king 
of  England,  he  is  my  relation.  If  he  do  not 
attack  me,  I  shall  not  him.  If  he  do  attack 
me,  the  prince  of  Anhalt,  with  my  armv  at  Got¬ 
ten,  will  take  care  of  him.” 
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“  It  is  the  common  rumor  now,”  sir  Thomas 
replied,  “that  your  majesty,  after  the  12th  of 
August,  will  join  the  French.  Sire,  I  venture 
to  hope  not.  Austria  prefers  your  friendship ; 
but  if  your  majesty  disdain  Austria’s  advances, 
what  is  it  to  do  ?  Austria  must  throw  itself  en¬ 
tirely  into  the  hands  of  France,  and  endeavor 
to  outbid  your  majesty.” 

This  was  a  very  serious  suggestion.  None 
of  these  sovereigns  professed  to  be  influenced 
by  any  other  considerations  than  their  own  in¬ 
terests.  And  it  was  manifest  that  Austria  could 
easily  outbid  Prussia,  if  determined  to  purchase 
the  French  alliance.  For  a  moment  the  king 
was  silent,  apparently  somew’hat  perplexed.  He 
then  said : 

“I  am  at  the  head  of  an  army  which  has  al¬ 
ready  vanquished  the  enemy,  apd  which  is  ready 
to  meet  the  enemy  again.  The  country  w'hich 
alone  I  desire  is  already  conquered  and  securely 
held.  This  is  all  I  want.  I  now  have  it.  I 
wdll  and  must  keep  it.  Shall  I  be  bought  out 
of  this  country  ?  Never !  I  will  sooner  perish 
in  it  with  all  my  troops.  With  what  face  shall 
I  meet  my  ancestors  if  I  abandon  my  right  which 
they  have  transmitted  to  me?  My  first  enter¬ 
prise,  and  to  be  given  up  lightly  ? 

“  Have  I  need  of  peace  ?  Let  those  who 
need  it  give  me  what  I  want,  or  let  them  fight 
me  again  and  be  beaten  again.  ,  Have  they  not 
given  whole  kingdoms  to  Spain  ?  And  to  me 
they  can  not  spare  a  few  trifling  principalities. 
If  the  queen  do  not  now  grant  me  all  I  require,  I 
shall,  in  four  weeks,  demand  four  principalities 


more.  I  now  demand  the  whole  of  Lower  Si¬ 
lesia,  Breslau  included.  With  that  answer  you 
can  return  to  Vienna.” 

“With  that  answer!”  sir  Thomas  replied, 
in  tones  of  surprise.  “Is  your  majesty  seri¬ 
ous  ?  Is  that  your  majesty’s  deliberate  an¬ 
swer  ?” 

“Yes,  I  say,”  the  king  rejoined.  “That  is 
mj'  answer,  and  I  will  never  give  any  other.” 

Both  of  the  English  ministers,  in  much  agi¬ 
tation,  spoke  together.  The  king,  impatiently 
interrupting  them,  said : 

“Gentlemen,  gentlemen,  it  is  of  no  use  to 
think  about  it.” 

Taking  off  his  hat,  he  slightly  saluted  them, 
and  retired  behind  the  curtain  into  the  interior 
tent. 

A  brief  account  of  this  interview  has  been 
given  by  Frederick,’  and  also  a  very  minute 
narrative  by  sir  Thomas  Robinson,  in  his  official 
rejjort  to  his  government.  There  is  no  essen¬ 
tial  discrepancy  betw'een  the  two  statements. 
Frederick  alludes  rather  contemptuously  to  the 
pompous  airs  of  sir  Thomas,  saying  that  “he 
negotiated  in  a  wordy,  high,  droning  way,  as  if 
he  were  speaking  in  parliament.”  Mr.  Carlyle 
seems  to  he  entirely  in  sympathy  with  Frederick 
in  his  invasion  of  Silesia.  The  reader  will  pe¬ 
ruse  with  interest  his  graphic,  characteristic 
comments  upon  this  interview: 

“The  unsuccessfulest  negotiation  well  imag¬ 
inable  by  a  public  man.  Strehlen,  Monday,  7th 


1  (Huvres  de  Frederick,  ii.  p.  84. 
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August,  1741— ^Frederick  has  vanished  into  the 
interior  of  his  tent,  and  the  two  Diplomatic  gen¬ 
tlemen,  the  wind  struck  out  of  them  in  this  man¬ 
ner,  remain  gazing  at  one  another.  Here,  truly, 
is  a  young,  royal  gentleman  that  knows  his  own 
mind,  while  so  many  do  not.  Unspeakable  im¬ 
broglio  of  negotiations,  mostly  insane,  welters 
over  all  the  earth ;  the  Belleisles,  the  Aulic 
Councils,  the  British  Georges,  heaping  coil  upon 
coil ;  and  here,  notably  in  that  now  so  extreme¬ 
ly  sordid  murk  of  wiggeries,  inane  diplomacies, 
and  solemn  deliriums,  dark  now  and  obsolete  to 
all  creatures,  steps  forth  one  little  Human  Fig¬ 
ure,  with  something  of  sanity  in  it,  like  a  star, 
like  a  gleam  of  steel,  sheering  asunder  your  big 
balloons,  and  letting  out  their  diplomatic  hydro¬ 
gen.  Salutes  with  his  hat,  ‘  Gentlemen,  gentle¬ 
men,  it  is  of  no  use!’  and  vanishes  into  the  in¬ 
terior  of  his  tent."’ 

The  next  day  the  two  British  ministers  dined 
with  Frederick.  The  king  was  in  reality,  or 
assumed  to  be,  in  exultant  spirits.  He  joked 
and  bantered  his  guests  even  upon  those  great 
issues  which  were  threatening  to  deluge  Europe 
in  blood.  As  they  took  leave,  intending  to  re¬ 
turn  to  Vienna,  through  Neisse,  which  was  held 
by  the  Austrian  ar.my,  the  king  said  to  sir  Thom¬ 
as  Eobinson,  derisively : 

“As  you  pass  through  Neisse,  please  present 
my  compliments  to  marshal  Neipperg ;  and  you 
can  say,  your  excellency,  that  I  hope  to  have 
the  pleasure  of  calling  upon  him  one  of  these 
days.” 

It  seemed  to  be  the  policy  of  Frederick  to  as¬ 
sume  a  veiy  trifling,  care-for-nothing  air,  as 
though  he  were  engaged  in  very  harmless  child’s 
play.  He  threw  out  jokes,  and  wrote  ludicrous 
letters  to  M.  Jordan  and  M.  Algarotti.  But 
behind  this  exterior  disguise  it  is  manifest  that 
all  the  energies  of  his  soul  were  aroused,  and 
that,  with  sleepless  vigilance,  he  was  watching 
every  event,  and  providing  for  every  possible 
emergence. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Breslau,  whose 
inhabitants  were  mainly  Protestant,  and  which 
was  one  of  the  so-called  free  cities  of  Germany, 
was  surrendered  to  Frederick  under  peculiar 
conditions.  It  was  to  remain,  in  its  internal 
government,  in  all  respects  exactly  as  it  had 
been,  with  the  simple  exception  that  it  was  to 
recognize  the  sovereignty  of  Prussia  instead  of 
that  of  Austria.  Its  strict  neutrality  was  to  be 
respected.  It  was  to  be  protected  by  its  own 
garrison.  No  Prussian  soldier  could  enter  with 
any  weapons  but  side-arms.  The  king  himself 
in  entering  the  city,  could  be  accompanied  onlv 
by  thirty  guards. 

When  under  the  sovereignty  of  Austria, 
though  the  Protestants  were  not  persecuted, 
very  decided  favor  was  shown  to  the  Catholics. 
But  the  influence  of  Protestant  Prussia  was  to 
place  both  parties  on  a  perfect  equality.  This 
greatly  annoyed  the  Catholics.  Certain  Catho¬ 
lic  ladies  of  rank,  with  a  few  leading  citizens, 
entered  into  a  secret  society,  and  kept  the  court 
of  Vienna  informed  of  every  thing  which  trans¬ 


pired  in  Breslau.  They  also  entered  into  inti¬ 
mate  communication  with  general  Neipperg,  en¬ 
treating  him  to  come  to  their  rescue.  They 
assured  him  that  if  he  would  suddenly  appear 
before  their  gates  with  his  anny,  or  with  a  strong 
detachment,  the  conspiring  Catholics  would  open 
the  gates,  and  he  could  rush  in  and  take  pos¬ 
session  of  the  city. 

But  the  ever-vigilant  Frederick  had  smug¬ 
gled  a  “false  sister”  into  the  society  of  the  Cath¬ 
olic  ladies,  who  kept  him  informed  of  every 
measure  that  was  proposed.  At  the  very  hour 
when  Frederick  was  dining  with  the  two  En¬ 
glish  ministers,  and  making  himself  so  merrj^ 
with  jests  and  banter,  he  was  aware  that  general 
Neipperg,  with  the  whole  Austrian  army,  was 
crossing  the  river  Neisse,  on  the  march,  by  a 
route  thirty  miles  west  of  his  encampment,  to 
take  Breslau  by  surprise.  But  he  had  already 
adopted  effectual  measures  to  thwart  their  plans. 

On  the  10th  of  August  there  was  a  magnifi¬ 
cent  review  of  the  Prussian  army  on  the  plain 
of  Strehlin,  to  which  all  the  foreign  embassa¬ 
dors  were  invited.  During  the  night  of  the  9th 
general  Schwerin  and  prince  Leopold,  with  eight 
thousand  Prussian  troops,  horse  and  foot,  ar¬ 
rived  in  the  southw^estern  suburbs  of  Breslau, 
and,  at  six  o’clock  in  the  morning,  derrtanded 
simply  a  passage  through  the  city  for  their  reg¬ 
iments  and  baggage,  on  the  march  to  attack  a 
marauding  band  of  the  Austrians  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Oder. 

The  rule,  in  such  cases,  was  that  a  certain 
number  of  companies  were  to  be  admitted  at  a 
time.  The  gate  was  then  to  be  closed  until 
they  had  marched  through  the  city  and  out  at 
the  opposite  gate.  After  this  another  detach¬ 
ment  was  admitted,  and  so  on,  until  all  had 
passed  through.  But  general  Schwerin  so  con¬ 
trived  it,  by  stratagem,  as  to  crowd  in  a  whole 
regiment  at  once.  Instead  of  marching  through 
the  city,  to  the  surprise  of  the  inhabitants,  he 
directed  his  steps  to  the  market-place,  where  he 
encamped  and  took  possession  of  the  city,  ad¬ 
mitting  the  remainder  of  his  regiments.  In  an 
hour  and  a  half  the  whole  thing  was  done ;  and 
the  city  was  strongly  garrisoned  by  Prussian 
troops.  The  majority  of  the  inhabitants,  being 
Protestant,  were  well  pleased,  and  received  the 
achievement  witU  laughter.  Many  cheers  re¬ 
sounded  through  the  streets,  with  shouts  of 
“Frederick  and  Silesia  forever.”  AU  the  for¬ 
eign  ministers  in  Breslau,  and  the  magistrates 
of  the  city,  had  been  lured  to  Strehlin  to  witness 
the  grand  review. 

Frederick  had  caused  signal  cannon  to  be 
placed  at  suitable  points  between  Breslau  and 
Strehlin,  which,  by  transmitting  reports,  should 
give  him  as  early  intelligence  as  possible  of  the 
success  of  the  enterprise.  About  noon,  in  the 
midst  of  the  grand  manoeuvrings  on  the  parade- 
ground,  one  distant  cannon-shot  was  heard,  to 
the  great  satisfaction  of  Frederick,  who  alone 
understood  its  significance. 

General  Neipperg  had  advanced  as  far  as 
Baumgarteu  when  he  heard  of  this  entire  cir- 
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cumvention  of  liis  plans.  Exasperated  by  the 
discomfiture,-  he  pushed  boldly  forward  to  seize 
Schweidnitz,  where  Erederick  had  a  large  mag¬ 
azine,  which  was  supposed  not  to  be  vei^  strong¬ 
ly  protected.  But  the  vigilant  Erederick  here 
again  thwarted  the  Austrian  general.  Either 
anticipating  the  movement,  or  receiving  imme¬ 
diate  information  of  it,  he  had  thrown  out  some 
strong  columns  to  Eeichenbach,  where  they  so 
effectually  intrenched  themselves  as  to  bar,  be¬ 
yond  all  hope  of  passage,  the  road  to  Schweid¬ 
nitz.  General  Neipperg  had  advanced  but  half 
a  day’s  march  from  Baumgarten  when  he  heard 
of  this.  He  ordered  a  halt,  and  retraced  his 
steps  as  far  as  Erankenstein,  where  he  had  a 
very  strongly  intrenched  camp. 

Erederick  soon  followed  the  Austrians  with 
his  whole  army,  hoping  to  bring  them  to  a  de¬ 
cisive  battle.  But  general  Neipperg  was  con¬ 
scious  that  he  was  unable  to  cope  with  the  Prus¬ 
sian  army  in  the  open  field.  Eor  a  week  there 
was  manceuvring  and  counter-manoeuvring  with 
great  skill  on  both  sides,  general  Neipperg  baf¬ 
fling  all  the  endeavors  of  Erederick  to  bring 
him  to  a  general  action. 

At  length  Erederick,  weary  of  these  unavail¬ 
ing  efforts,  dashed  off  in  rapid  march  toward 
the  river  Neisse,  and  with  his  van-guard,  on  the 
11th  of  September,  crossed  the  river  at  the 
little  town  of  Woitz,  a  few  miles  above  the 
city.  The  river  was  speedily  spanned  with 
his  pontoon  bridges.  As  the  whole  army  hur¬ 
ried  forward  to  effect  the  passage,  Erederick, 
to  his  surprise,  found  the  Austrian  army  di¬ 
rectly  before  him,  occupying  a  position  from 
which  it  could  not  be  forced,  and  where  it  could 
not  be  turned.  Eor  two  days  Erederick  very 
earnestly  surveyed  the  region,  and  then,  re¬ 
crossing  the  river  and  gathering  in  his  pon¬ 
toons,  passed  rapidly  down  the  stream  on  the 
left  or  northern  bank,  and,  after  a  brief  en¬ 
campment  of  a  few  days,  crossed  the  river  fif¬ 
teen  miles  below  the  city.  He  then  threw  his 
army  into  the  rear  of  Neipperg’s,  so  as  to  cut 
off  his  communications-  and  his  daily  convoys 
of  food.  He  thus  got  possession  again  of 
Oppeln,  of  the  strong  castle  of  Eriedland,  and 
of  the  country  generally  between  the  Oder  and 
the  Neisse  rivers. 

General  Neipperg  cautiously  advanced  to¬ 
ward  him,  and  encamped  in  the  vicinity  of 
Steinau — the  same  Steinau  which  but  a  few 
weeks  before  had  been  laid  in  ashes  as  the 
Prussian  troops  passed  through  it.  The  two 
armies  were  now  separated  from  each  other 
but  by  an  interval  of  about  five  miles.  The 
country  was  flat,  and  it  was  not  probable  that 
the  contest  which  Erederick  so  eagerly  sought 
could  long  be  avoided. 

Affairs  were  now  assuming  throughout  Eu¬ 
rope  a  very  threatening  aspect.  The  two 
Erench  armies,  of  forty  thousand  each,  had 
already  crossed  the  Rhine  to  join  their  German 
allies  in  the  war  against  Austria.  One  of  these 
armies,'  to  be  commanded  by  Belleisle,  had 
crossed  the  river  about  thirty  miles  below  Stras-  1 
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bourg  to  unite  with  the  elector  of  Bavaria’s  troops 
and  march  upon  Vienna.  The  other  army,  un¬ 
der  Maillebois,  had  crossed  the  Lower  Rhine  a 
few  miles  below  Diisseldorf.  Its  mission  was, 
as  we  have  mentioned,  to  encamp  upon  the 
.  frontiers  of  Hanover,  prepared  to  invade  that 
province  in  co-operation  with  the  Prussian 
troops  in  the  camp  at  Gdttin,  shotdd  the  king 
of  England  venture  to  raise  a  hand  in  behalf 
of  Austria.  It  was  also  in  position  to  attack 
and  overwhelm  Holland,  England’s  only  ally, 
should  that  power  manifest  the  slightest  oppo¬ 
sition  to  the  designs  of  Prussia  and  Erance. 
At  the  same  time  Sweden,  on  the  4th  of  Au¬ 
gust,  had  declared  war  against  Russia,  so  that 
no  help  could  come  to  Austria  from  that  quar¬ 
ter.  Great  diplomatic  ability  had  been  dis¬ 
played  in  guarding  every  point  in  these  com¬ 
plicated  measures.  The  French  minister.  Belle- 
isle,  was  probably  the  prominent  agent  in  these 
wide-spread  combinations.’ 

The  queen,  Maria  Theresa,  still  remained  at 
Presburg,  in  her  Hungarian  kingdom.  The 
Aulic  Council  was  with  her.  On  the  15th  of 
August  sir  Thomas  Robinson  had  returned  to 
Presburg  with  the  intelligence  of  his  unsuccess¬ 
ful  mission,  and  of  the  unrelenting  determina¬ 
tion  of  Erederick  to  prosecute  the  war  with  the 
utmost  vigor  unless  Silesia  were  surrendered  to 
him. 

These  tidings  struck  the  Austrian  council 
with  consternation.  The  Erench  armies  were 
declared  to  be  the  finest  that  had  ever  taken 
the  field.  The  Prussian  army,  in  stolid  brav¬ 
ery  and  perfection  of  discipline,  had  never  been 
surpassed.  Germany  was  to  be  cut  into  four 
equal  parts,  and  France  was  to  be  the  sover¬ 
eign  power  on  the  continent. 

In  this  terrible  emergence  the  queen,  reso¬ 
lute  as  she  was,  was  almost  compelled,  by  the 
importunity  of  her  counselors,  to  permit  sir 
Thomas  Robinson,  who  was  acting  for  England 
far  more  than  for  Austria,  to  go  back  to  Ered¬ 
erick  with  the  offer  so  humiliating  to  her,  that 
she  would  surrender  to  him  one  half  of  Silesia 
if  he  would  withdraw  his  armies  and  enter  into 
an  alliance  with  her  against  the  Erench.  The 
high-spirited  queen  wrung  her  hands  in  an¬ 
guish  as  she  assented  to  this  decision,  exclaim¬ 
ing,  passionately: 

“If  these  terms  are  not  accepted  within  a 
fortnight,  I  will  not  be  bound  by  them.” 

Sir  Thomas  hastened  back  to  Breslau,  and 
anxiously  entered  in  communication  with  lord 

’  “Sure  enough,  the  Sea  Powers  are  checkmated 
now.  Let  them  make  the  least  attempt  in  favor  of 
the  Queen  if  they  dare.  Holland  can  he  overrun 
from  Osnahriick  quarter,  at  a  day’s  warning.  Little 
George  has  his  Hanoverians,  his  subsidized  Hessians, 
Danes,  in  Hanover;  his  English  on  Lexden  Heath. 
Let  him  come  one  step  over  the  marches,  Maillebois 
and  the  Old  Dessauer  swallow  him.  It  is  a  surprising 
stroke  of  theatrical-practical  Art,  brought  about,  to 
old  Pleury’s  sorrow,  by  the  genius  of  Belleisle,  and 
they  say  of  Madame  Chateauroux  ;  enough  to  strike 
certain  Governing  Persons  breathless  for  some  time, 
and  denotes  that  the  Universal  Hurricane,  or  World 
Tornado,  has  broken  out’’— Caklvle,  vol.  iii.  p.  S57. 
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Hyndford.  The  British  minister  entreated  the 
king  to  admit  sir  Thomas  to  another  interview, 
assuring  him  that  he  came  with  new  and  more 
liberal  propositions  for  a  compromise.  The 
king  replied,  in  substance,  with  his  customary 
brusqueness : 

“  I  will  not  see  him.  I  wish  to  listen  to  no 
more  of  his  otfers.  The  sooner  he  takes  him¬ 
self  away  the  better.” 

Sir  Thomas,  deeply  chagrined,  hastened  hack 
to  Presburg.  Acting  in  behalf  of  the  English 
cabinet,  he  trembled  in  view  of  the  preponder¬ 
ance  of  the  French  court,  and  of  the  loss  of 
Hanover.  With  the  most  impassioned  earnest¬ 
ness  hq  entreated  the  queen  to  yield  to  the  de¬ 
mands  of  Frederick,  and  thus  secure  his  alli¬ 
ance. 

“High  madam,”  he  said,  fervently,  “at  this 
crisis,  alliance  with  Erederick  is  salvation  to 
Austria.  His  continued  hostility  is  utter  ruin. 
England  can  not  help  your  majesty.  The  slight¬ 
est  endeavor  would  cause  the  loss  of  Hanover.” 

Thus  pressed  by  England,  and  with  equal 
earnestness  by  her  own  Aulic  Council,  the  queen 
again  yielded,  though  almost  frantic  with  grief, 
and  consented  to  surrender  the  whole  of  lower 
Silesia  to  Erederick  if  he  would  become  her 
ally.  As  Erederick  had  offered  these  terms,  it 
was  supposed  of  course  that  he  would  accept 
them.  Sir  Thomas  was  again  dispatched,  at 
the  top  of  his  speed,  to  convey  them  to  the  camp 
of  Erederick.  But  the  repulse  of  the  king  was 
peremptory  and  decisive.  To  lord  Hyndford, 
soliciting  an  audience  for  the  envoy,  he  replied  : 

“  I  will  not  see  him.  There  was  a  time  when 
I  would  have  listened  to  a  compromise.  That 
time  has  passed.  I  have  now  entered  into 
arrangements  with  France.  Talk  to  me  no 
more.” 

Sir  Thomas  hastened  back  to  Presburg  in  de¬ 
spair.  Peeling  the  “game  was  up,”  and  that 
there  was  no  more  hope,  he  asked  permission 
to  return  home.  The  British  cabinet  was  in  a 
state  of  consternation.  France,  the  dreaded  ri¬ 
val  of  England,  was  attaining  almost  sovereign 
power  over  the  continent  of  Europe.  Frede¬ 
rick  himself  was  uneasy.  He  had  sufScient 
penetration  to  be  fully  aware  that  he  was  aid¬ 
ing  to  create  a  resistless  power,  which  might, 
by-and-by,  crush  him.  Sir  Thomas,  in  a  state 
of  great  agitation,  which  was  manifest  in  his 
disordered  style,  wrote  from  Presburg  to  lord 
Hyndford  at  Breslau,  as  follows.  The  letter 
was  dated  September  8,  1741. 

“My  lord,  I  could  desire  your  lordship  to 
summon  up,  if  it  were  necessary,  the  spirit  of 
all  your  lordship’s  instructions,  and  the  sense 
of  the  king,  of  the  parliament,  and  of  the  whole 
British  nation.  It  is  upon  this  great  moment 
that  depends  the  fate,  not  of  the  house  of  Aus¬ 
tria,  not  of  the  empire,  but  of  the  house  of 
Brunswick,  of  Great  Britain,  of  all  Europe.  I 
verily  believe  the  king  of  Prussia  himself  does 
not  know  the  extent  of  the  present  danger. 
With  whatever  motive  he  may  act,  there  is  not 
one,  not  that  of  the  wildest  resentment,  that 


can  blind  him  to  this  degree — of  himself  per¬ 
ishing  in  the  ruin  he  is  bringing  upon  others. 
With  his  concurrence  the  French  will,  in  less 
than  six  weeks,  be  masters  of  the  German  em¬ 
pire.  The  weak  elector  of  Bavaria  is  but  their 
instrument.  Prague  and  Vienna  may,  and 
probably  will,  be  taken  in  that  short  time. 
Will  even  the  king  of  Prussia  himself  be  re¬ 
served  to  the  last  ?” 

These  considerations  probably  weighed  heav¬ 
ily  upon  the  mind  of  Erederick.  For,  after  hav¬ 
ing  so  peremptorily  repulsed  the  queen’s  mes¬ 
senger,  he  sent,  on  the  9th  of  September,  col¬ 
onel  Goltz  with  a  proposition  to  lord  Hyndford, 
which  was  substantially  the  same  which  the 
queen  in  her  anguish  had  consented  to  make. 
'The  strictest  secrecy  was  enjoined  upon  col¬ 
onel  Goltz.  The  proposition  was  read  from  a 
paper  without  signature,  and  was  probably  in 
the  king’s  handwriting,  for  lord  Hyndford  was 
not  permitted  to  see  the  paper.  He  took  a 
copy  from  dictation,  which  was  as  follows  : 

“The  whole  of  Lower  Silesia;  the  river 
Neisse  for  the  boundary;  the  city  of  Neisse  for 
us,  as  also  Glutz ;  on  the  other  side  of  the  Oder 
the  ancient  boundary,  between  the  duchies  of 
Brieg  and  Oppeln.  Namslau  for  us.  The  af¬ 
fairs  of  religion  in  statu  quo.  No  dependence 
upon  Bohemia.  Cession  eternal.  In  exchange 
we  will  go  no  farther.  We  will  besiege  Neisse 
for  form.  The  commandant  shall  surrender 
and  depart.  We  will  quietly  go  into  winter- 
quarters  ;  and  they  (the  Austrians)  can  take 
their  army  where  they  will.  Let  all  be  finished 
in  twelve  days.” 

But  Frederick  did  not  seem  to  think  him¬ 
self  at  all  bound,  by  his  treaty  obligations  with 
France,  to  refrain  fi'om  entering  into  secret  ar¬ 
rangements  with  the  foe  which  would  promote 
his  interests,  however  antagonistic  those  ar¬ 
rangements  might  be  to  his  assumed  obliga¬ 
tions.  He  was  the  ally  of  France  in  the  at¬ 
tempt  to  wrest  territory  from  the  young  queen 
of  Austria,  and  to  weaken  her  power.  His 
armies  and  those  of  France  were  acting  in  co¬ 
operation.  Frederick  now  proposed  to  the 
common  enemy  that,  if  Silesia  were  surrendered 
to  him,  he  would  no  longer  act  in  co-operation 
with  his  ally.  But  that  France  might  not  dis¬ 
cover  his  perfidy,  he  would  still  pretend  to  make 
war.  The  Austrians  were  to  amuse  themselves 
in  defending  Neisse  from  a  sham  siege  until  the 
pleasant  weeks  of  autumn  were  gone,  and  then 
they  were  to  march,  with  all  their  guns  and  am¬ 
munition,  south  to  Vienna,  there  to  fight  the 
French.  Frederick,  still  assuming  that  he  was 
the  ally  of  France,  was  to  avail  himself  of  the  ex¬ 
cuse  that  the  season  of  ice  and  snow  was  at  hand, 
and  withdraw  into  winter-quarters.  Such,  in 
general,  were  the  terms  which  Frederick  author¬ 
ized  his  minister,  Goltz,  to  propose  to  lord  Hynd¬ 
ford,  as  the  agent  of  England  and  Austria. 

Most  of  our  readers  will  pronounce  this  to  be 
as  unwarrantable  an  act  of  perfidy  as  history 
has  recorded.  But  in  justice  to  Frederick  we 
ought  to  state  that  there  are  those,  who,  while 
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admitting  all  these  facts,  do  not  condemn  him 
for  his  course.  It  is  surprising  to  see  how  dif¬ 
ferent  are  the  opinions  which  intelligent  men 
can  form  upon  the  same  actions.  Mr.  Carlyle 
writes,  in  reference  to  these  events  : 

‘  ‘  Magnanimous  I  can  by  no  means  call  Fred¬ 
erick  to  his  allies  and  neighbors,  nor  even  su- 
perstitiously  veracious  in  this  business.  But 
he  thoroughly  understands,  he  alone,  what  just 
thing  he  wants  out  of  it,  and  what  an  enormous 
wigged  mendacity  it  is  he  has  got  to  deal  with. 
For  the  rest,  he  is  at  the  gaming-table  with  these 
sharpers,  their  dice  all  cogged,  and  he  knows  it, 
and  ought  to  profit  by  his  knowledge  of  it,  and 
in  short  to  win  his  stake  out  of  that  foul,  welter¬ 
ing  melley,  and  go  home  safe  with  it  if  he  can.” 

While  these  scenes  of  war  and  intrigue  were 
transpiring,  no  one  knowing  what  alarming  de¬ 
velopments  any  day  might  present,  Vienna  was 
thrown  into  a  state  of  terror,  in  apprehension 
of  the  immediate  approach  of  a  French  army  to 
open  upon  it  all  the  horrors  of  a  bombardment. 
The  citizens  were  called  out  en  masse  to  work 
upon  the  fortifications.  The  court  fled  to  Pres- 
burg,  in  Hungary.  The  national  archives  were 
hurried  off  to  Griitz.  The  royal  family  was 
dispersed.  There  were  but  six  thousand  troops 
in  the  city.  General  Neipperg,  with  nearly  the 
whole  Austrian  army,  was  a  hundred  and  fifty 
miles  distant  to  the  north,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Neisse.  The  queen,  on  the  10th  of  September, 
assembled  at  Presburg  the  Hungarian  parlia¬ 
ment,  consisting  almost  exclusively  of  chivalric 
nobles  renowned  in  war.  The  queen  appeared 
before  them  with  her  husband,  the  grand  duke 
Francis,  by  her  side,  and  with  a  nurse  attend¬ 
ing,  holding  her  infant  son  and  heir.  Address¬ 
ing  them  in  Latin,  in  a  brief,  pathetic  speech, 
she  said : 

“I  am  abandoned  by  all.  Hostile  invasion 
threatens  the  kingdom  of  Hungary,  our  person, 
our  children,  our  crown.  I  have  no  resource 
but  in  your  fidelity  and  valor.  I  invoke  the 
ancient  Hungarian  virtue  to  rise  swiftly  and 
save  me.” 

The  queen  was  radiantly  beautiful  in  form 
and  features.  Her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears. 
The  scene  and  the  words  roused  the  zeal  of 
these  wild  Magyar  warriors  to  the  highest  pitch. 
They  drew  their  sabres,  flourished  them  over 
their  heads,  and  with  united  voice  shouted,  Mo- 
riamur pro  nostro  rege,  Maria  Theresa — “Let  us 
die  for  our  king,  Maria  Theresa.”  “They  al¬ 
ways,”  writes  Voltaire,  “give  the  title  of  king 
to  their  queen.  In  fact,  no  princess  ever  better 
deserved  that  title.” 

Between  the  two  camps  of  the  Austrians  and 
Prussians,  south  of  the  river  Neisse,  there  was 
a  castle  called  Little  Schnellendorf,  belonging 
to  count  Von  Steinberg.  It  was  a  very  retired 
retreat,  far  from  observation.  Arrangements 
were  made  for  a  secret  meeting  there  between 
Frederick  and  general  Neipperg,  to  adjust  the 
details  of  their  plot.  It  was  of  the  utmost  im¬ 
portance  that  the  perfidious  measure  should  be 
concealed  from  France.  The  French  minister. 


MAP  OP  TUE  BEOOND  SILESIAN  CAMPAIGN. 


Valori,  was  in  the  Prussian  camp,  watching  ev¬ 
ery  movement  with  an  eagle  eye.  “Frederick,” 
writes  Carlyle,  “knows  that  the  French  are 
false  to  him.  He  by  no  means  intends  to  be 
romantically  true  to  them,  and  that  they  also 
know.” 

On  Monday  morning,  the  9th  of  October, 
the  British  minister,  lord  Hyndford,  accompa¬ 
nied  by  general  Neipperg  and  general  Lentu- 
lus  from  tbe  Austrian  camp,  repaired  to  this 
castle,  ostensibly  to  fix  some  cartel  for  the  ex¬ 
change  of  prisoners.  Frederick  rode  out  that 
morning  with  general  Goltz,  assuming  that  he 
was  going  to  visit  some  of  his  outposts.  In 
leaving,  he  said  to  the  French  minister  Valori, 
“I  am  afraid  that  I  shall  not  be  home  to  din¬ 
ner.”  At  the  same  time,  to  occupy  the  atten¬ 
tion  of  M.  Valori,  he  was  invited  to  dine  with 
prince  Leopold.  By  circuitous  and  unfrequent¬ 
ed  paths  the  king  and  his  companion  hied  to 
the  castle. 

Frederick  cautiously  refused  to  sign  his  name 
to  any  paper.  Verbally,  he  agreed  that  in  one 
week  from  that  time,  on  the  16th,  general  Neip¬ 
perg  should  have  liberty  to  retire  to  the  south 
through  the  mountains,  unmolested  save  by 
sham  attacks  in  his  rear.  A  small  garrison 
was  to  be  left' in  Neisse.  After  maintaining  a 
sham  siege  for  a  fortnight,  they  were  to  sur¬ 
render  the  city.  Sham  hostilities,  to  deceive 
the  French,  were  to  be  continued  until  the  year 
was  out,  and  then  a  treaty  was  to  be  signed 
and  ratified. 

His  majesty  pledged  his  word  of  honor  that 
he  would  fulfill  these  obligations  ;  but  declared 
that  should  the  slightest  intimation  of  the  agree¬ 
ment  leak  out,  so  that  the  French  should  dis¬ 
cover  it,  he  would  deny  the  whole  thing,  and 
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refuse  in  any  way  to  be  bound  by  it.  This  was 
assented  to. 

At  the  close  of  the  business  the  king,  who 
had  been  exceedingly  courteous  during  the 
whole  interview,  took  general  Neipperg  aside, 
and  beckoning  lord  Hyndford  to  join  them, 
said,  addressing  lord  Hyndford  : 

“I  wish  you  too,  my  lord,  to  hear  every 
word  I  speak  to  general  Neipperg.  His  Bri¬ 
tannic  majesty  knows,  or  should  know,  my  in¬ 
tentions  never  were  to  do  him  hurt ;  but  only 
to  take  care  of  myself.  And  pray  inform  him 
that  I  have  ordered  my  army  in  Brandenburg 
to  go  into  winter-quarters,  and  break  up  that 
camp  at  Gottin.” 

The  reader  will  bear  in  mind  that  the  camp 
at  Gottin,  menacing  Hanover,  was  acting  in  co¬ 
operation  with  Erederick’s  ally,  Erance,  and 
that  forty  thousand  men  had  been  sent  from 
Erance  to  the  aid  of  those  Prussian  troops. 
Erederick  now,  entering  into  secret  treaty  with 
the  enemy,  while  still  feigning  to  be  true  to  his 
ally,  was  perfidiously  withdrawing  his  troops  so 
as  to  leave  the  Erench  unsupported.  His  treach¬ 
ery  went  even  farther  than  this.  In  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  lord  Hyndford,  the  representative  of 
England,  he  informed  the  Austrian  general  mi¬ 
nutely  how  he  could,  to  the  greatest  advantage, 
attack  the  Erench. 

“Join,”  said  he,  “the  Austrian  force  under 
prince  Lobkowitz  in  Bohemia.  Eall  immedi¬ 
ately  and  impetuously  upon  the  Erench,  before 
they  can  combine  their  forces  to  resist  you.  If 
you  succeed  in  this,  perhaps  I  will  by-and-by 
join  you  ;  if  you  fail — well,  you  know  every 
one  must  look  out  for  himself.  ” 

The  audacious  duplicity  of  this  ambitious 
young  king  was  still  more  conspicuously  de¬ 
veloped  by  his  entering  into  a  secret  corre¬ 
spondence  with  the  court  of  Austria,  through 
certain  generals  in  the  Austrian  army.  And 
that  he  might  the  more  effectually  disguise  his 
treachery  from  his  allies,  the  Erench,  he  request¬ 
ed  lord  Hyndford  to  write  dispatches  to  various 
courts — to  Presburg,  to  England,  to  Dresden — 
complaining  that  Erederick  was  deaf  to  all  pro¬ 
posals;  that  nothing  could  influence  him  to  enter 
into  terms  of  reconciliation  with  Austria.  It  was 
to  be  so  arranged  that  the  couriers  carrying 
these  dispatches  of  falsehood  should  be  cap¬ 
tured  by  the  Erench,  so  that  these  documents 
should  be  carried  to  the  Erench  court. 

And  in  addition  to  all  this,  the  more  effect¬ 
ually  td-hoodwink  the  eagle  eyes  of  the  Erench 
minister  in  the  Prussian  camp,  M.  Valori,  the 
following  stratagem  was  arranged.  The  king 
was  to  invite  M.  Valori  to  dine  with  him. 
While  at  the  table,  merry  over  their  wine,  a 
courier  was  to  arrive,  and  with  trumpet  blast 
announce  dispatches  for  the  king.  They  were 
to  be  delivered  to  the  king  at  the  table.  He 
was  to  open  them  before  Valori,  to  find  that 
they  consisted  of  a  bitter  complaint  and  re¬ 
monstrance,  on  the  part  of  the  British  minister, 
that  the  king  was  inflexible  in  repelling  all  ad¬ 
vances  toward  an  amicable  adjustment  of  their 


diffichlties,  that  unrelentingly  he  persisted  in 
co-operating  with  Erance  in  her  warfare  against 
Austria.  All  this  farce  took  place  according 
to  the  programme.  M.  Valori  was  effectually 
deceived. 

Some  of  our  read_ers  may  think  that  the  above 
narrative  is  quite  incredible  :  that  a  young  sov¬ 
ereign,  who  had  just  written  the  Anti-Machiavel, 
and  who  knew  that  the  eyes  of  the  world  were 
upon  him,  could  not  be  guilty  of  such  perfidy. 
But,  unhappily,  there  is  no  possible  room  for 
doubt.  The  documentary  evidence  is  ample. 
There  is  no  contradictory  testimony. 

General  Neipperg,  in  his  account  of  the  in¬ 
terview,  writes,  in  reference  to  Erederick  :  “  He 
is  a  very  spirited  young  king.  He  will  not 
stand  contradiction ;  but  a  great  deal  may  be 
made  of  him  if  you  seem  to  adopt  his  ideas,  and 
humor  him  in  a  delicate,  dextrous  way.  He 
did  not  in  the  least  hide  his  engagements  with 
Erance,  Bavaria,  Saxony.  But  he  would  real¬ 
ly,  so  far  as  I  could  judge,  prefer  friendship 
with  Austria  on  the  given  terms.  He  seems  to 
have  a  kind  of  pique  at  Saxony,  and  manifests 
no  favor  for  the  Erench  and  their  plans.” 

Mr.  Carlyle,  who,  with  wonderful  accuracy, 
and  with  impartiality  which  no  one  will  call  in 
question,  has  recorded  the  facts  in  Erederick’s 
career,  gives  thf  story  as  it  is  here  told.  In 
the  following  terms  Mr.  Carlyle  comments  upon 
these  events  : 

“  Of  the  political  morality  of  this  game  of 
fast-and-loose  what  have  we  to  say,  except  that 
the  dice  on  both  sides  seem  to  be  loaded ;  that 
logic  might  be  chopped  upon  it  forever  ;  that  a 
candid  mind  will  settle  what  degree  of  wisdom 
(which  is  always  essentially  veracity)  and  what 
of  folly  (which  is  always  falsity)  there  was  in 
Erederick  and  the  others  ;  whether,  or  to  what 
degree,  there  was  a  better  course  open  to  Ered¬ 
erick  in  the  circumstances  ;  and,  in  fine,  it  will 
have  to  be  granted  that  you  can  not  work  in  pitch 
and  keep  hands  evidently  clean.  Erederick 
has  got  into  the  enchanted  wilderness  populous 
with  devils  and  their  work,  alas !  It  will  be 
long  before  he  get  out  of  it  again  ;  his  life 
waning  toward  night  before  he  get  victoriously 
out,  and  bequeath  his  conquest  to  luckier  suc¬ 
cessors  !  ” 

On  the  IGtli  of  November  general  Neipperg 
broke  up  his  camp  at  Neisse,  according  to  the 
arrangement,  and  leaving  a  small  garrison  in 
the  city,  to  encounter  tlie  sham  siege,  defiled 
through  the  mountains  on  the  south  into  Mora¬ 
via.  The  Prussians,  pretending  to  pursue,  hung 
upon  his  rear  for  a  short  distance,  making  as 
much  noise  and  inflicting  as  little  harm  as  pos¬ 
sible.  General  Neipperg  pressed  rapidly  on  to 
Vienna,  where  he  was  exultingly  welcomed  to  aid 
in  defending  the  city  menaced  by  the  Erench. 

Erederick  on  tjie  1 7th,  the  day  after  the  de¬ 
parture  of  the  Austrian  army,  invested  Neisse. 
He  had  an  embarrassing  part  to  play.  He  was 
to  conduct  a  sham  siege  in  the  presence  of  M. 
Valori,  who  was  not  only  a  man  of  ability, 
but  who  possessed  much  military  intelligence. 
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Feigning  the  utmost  zeal,  Frederick  opened 
his  trenches,  and  ostentatiously  manoeuvred  his 
troops.  He  sent  the  young  prince  Leopold, 
with  fifteen  thousand  horse  and  foot,  into  the 
Glatz  country,  many  leagues  to  the  east,  to 
guard  against  surprise  from  an  enemy,  where 
no  enemy  was  to  be  found.  He  marked  out 
his  parallels,  sent  imperious  summonses  for 
surrender,  and  dispatched  reconnoitring  parties 
abroad.  M.  Valori  began  to  be  surprised — 
amazed.  “What  does  all  this  mean?”  he  said 
to  himself.  “They  have  great  need  of  some 
good  engineers  here.” 

With  that  vigilant  eye  upon  him,  Frederick 
was  compelled  to  some  vigor  of  action.  On  the 
night  of  October  17  he  commenced  the  bom¬ 
bardment.  The  noise  was  terrific.  It  could 
not  be  prevented  but  that  the  shot  and  shell 
should  do  some  harm.  Some  buildings  were 
burned ;  several  lives  were  lost.  M.  Valori, 
who  knew  that  the  result  could  not  be  doubtful, 
was  induced  to  go  to  Breslau  and  await  the  sur¬ 
render.  After  the  garrison  had  made  appar¬ 
ently  a  gallant  resistance,  and  Frederick  had 
achieved  apparent  prodigies  of  valor,  the  city 
was  surrendered  on  the  31st  of  October.  Most 
of  the  garrison  immediately  enlisted  in  the 
Prussian  service. 

Thus  the  last  fortress  in  Silesia  fell  into  the 
hands  of  Frederick.  There  was  no  longer  any 
foe  left  in  the  province  to  dispute  his  acquisi¬ 
tion.  He  took  possession  of  Neisse  on  the  1st 
of  November,  celebrating  his  victory  with  illu¬ 
minations  and  all  the  approved  demonstrations 
of  public  rejoicing. 

On  the  Ith  of  November  he  returned  to  Bres¬ 
lau,  entering  the  city  with  great  military  display. 
Seated  in  a  splendid  carriage,  he  was  drawn 
through  the  streets  by  eight  cream  -  colored 
horses.  Taking  his  seat  upon  the  ancient 
ducal  throne,  he  was  crowned,  with  great  cere¬ 
monial  pomp,  sovereign  duke  of  Lower  Silesia. 
Four  hundred  of  the  notables  of  the  dukedom,  in 
gala  dresses,  and  taking  oaths  of  homage,  con¬ 
tributed  to  the  imposing  effect  of  the  spectacle. 
Illuminations,  balls,  and  popular  festivities  in 
great  variety,  closed  the  triumph. 

On  the  morning  of  the  9th  of  November  Fred¬ 
erick  set  out  for  Berlin,  visiting  Glogau  by  the 
way.  On  the  11th  he  entered  Berlin,  where  he 
was  received  by  the  whole  population  with  en¬ 
thusiastic  demonstrations  of  joy.  For  a  short 
time  he  probably  thought  that  through  guile  he 
had  triumphed,  and  that  his  troubles  were  now 
at  an  end.  But  such  victories,  under  the  prov¬ 
idence  of  God,  are  always  of  short  duration. 
Frederick  soon  found  that  his  troubles  had  but 
just  begun.  He  had  entered  upon  a  career  of 
toil,  care,  and  peril,  from  which  he  was  to  have 
no  escape  until  he  was  ready  to  sink  into  his 
grave. 

But  a  few  days  after  his  return,  lord  Hynd- 
ford,  who  had  followed  the  king  to  Berlin,  met 
his  majesty  in  one  of  the  apartments  of  the  pal¬ 
ace.  Frederick,  struggling  to  conceal  the  emo¬ 
tions  with  which  he  was  agitated,  said  to  him. 


“My  lord,  the  court  of  Vienna  has  entirely 
divulged  our  secret.  The  dowager  empress  has 
acquainted  the  court  of  Bavaria  with  it.  Was- 
ner,  the  Austrian  minister  at  Paris,  has  commu¬ 
nicated  it  to  the  French  minister,  Fleury.  The 
Austrian  minister  at  St.  Petersburg,  M.  Linzen- 
dorf,  has  told  the  court  of  Russia  of  it.  Sir 
Thomas  Robinson  has  divulged  it  to  the  court 
of  Dresden.  Several  members  of  the  British 
government  have  talked  about  it  publicly.” 

Frederick  immediately  and  publicly  denied 
that  he  had  ever  entered  into  any  such  arrange¬ 
ment  with  Austria,  and  declared  the  whole  story 
to  be  a  mere  fabrication.  Having  by  the  strata¬ 
gem  obtained  Neisse,  and  delivered  Silesia  from 
the  presence  of  the  Austrian  army,  he  assured  the 
French  of  his  unchanging  fidelity  to  their  inter¬ 
ests,  and  with  renewed  vigor  commenced  co-op¬ 
erating  with  them  in  the  furtherance  of  some 
new  ambitious  plans. 


“ME  AND  MY  SON.” 

RS.  CALTON  mused  beside  the  fire. 
“Mechanical  piety  might  be  of  value  to 
me,  or  that  which  this  novel  illustrates — a  cha¬ 
otic  piety;  if  one  could  have  the  patience  to 
feel  or  speak  stutf  with  the  cheerful  heroine, 
who  is  driven  from  all  material  happiness  with 
a  shaiqD  stick.  She  says,  ‘It  is  enough  to  be 
close  to  things — you  haven’t  time  to  live  ’em 
all.  To  know  all  about  it  is  to  have  it.  I 
think  it’s  easy  for  the  angels  to  be  happy,  so ; 
they  know.  It’s  easiest  of  all  for  God.  ’  Ei¬ 
ther  way  to  get  from  myself!” 

Mrs.  Calton  tossed  the  book  from  her,  being 
restless  as  well  as  reflective,  and  looked  out  of 
the  window.  It  was  a  gusty  November  day, 
more  dismal  without  than  within,  and  she 
turned  away  to  throw  herself  upon  the  sofa — 
to  sleep,  perchance  to  dream,  or  any  thing  else 
which  chance  might  turn  up.  She  was  alone 
in  the  house,  mistress  of  it,  for  Mr.  Calton  had 
gone  the  way  of  the  earth  more  than  a  year 
ago.  If  grief  is  to  be  measured  by  one’s  toi¬ 
let,  Mrs.  Calton’s  was  modified ;  bits  of  violet 
peeped  among  her  sables,  rosettes  on  her  little 
shoes,  knots  of  ribbon  in  her  black  hair,  and 
an  amethyst  ornament  here  and  there.  She 
was  handsome,  though  her  eyes  were  gray  to 
greenishness,  her  hair  so  dense  that  it  rose  in 
waves  round  her  forehead,  and  her  mouth  so 
large  that  “prunes,  prisms,  and  Peru”  could 
not  draw  it  up  ;  so  full  too  of  dazzling  teeth 
that  an  enemy  might  remember  what  Elia  says 
— “The  fine  lady  or  fine  gentleman  who  show 
me  their  teeth,  show  me  bones.” 

She  laughed  little  now,  for  she  had  fallen 
upon  weary  days.  Not  for  the  first  time,  poor 
girl ! 

“Yes,”  continuing  her  reflections,  “beads 
to  count,  a  formula  to  repeat  day  after  day, 
would  absorb  the  hours.  As  it  is,  ‘nothing 
gives  an  echo  to  the  throne  where  hope  is  seat¬ 
ed.’  The  arches  of  the  cathedral,  the  pipes  of 
the  organ,  the  joints  of  the  knees  are  median- 
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ical ;  but  in  space,  sound,  and  attitude  they 
suggest  and  invoke  the  vinknown  and  desired.” 

Mrs.  Calton  was  interrupted.  Her  quest  for 
the  light  never  seen  on  land  or  sea  was  de¬ 
layed.  The  inten-uption  appeared  nothing 
more  than  a  morning  call ;  but  an  earthquake 
could  not  have  been  more  effective,  so  far  as 
the  changing  of  her  mood  went.  This  oppor¬ 
tunity  gives  her  biographer  a  chance  at  narra¬ 
tive. 

Laura  Calton,  at  this  date,  between  the  vague 
twenties  and  thirties,  was  born  of  “  gentle”  pa¬ 
rents,  owners  of  a  nail  factory,  members  of  a 
Congregational  church,  and  the  centre  of  a  cir¬ 
cle  as  like  themselves  as  one  pea  is  like  anoth¬ 
er.  If  Laura’s  mother  had  a  tea-party  in  Au¬ 
gust,  the  neighbors,  one  after  the  other,  gave 
the  same  early  in  September.  If  Laura’s  fa¬ 
ther,  from  his  money  a  little  in  advance  of 
the  community,  had  his  barn  painted  a  new 
shade,  or  his  carriage  lining  changed,  Mr.  Al¬ 
len  or  Mr.  Perkins  followed  suit,  in  a  cheaper 
fashion.  It  was  a  very  respectable  town ;  an 
excellent  one  to  be  born  in,  and  perhaps  a  still 
better  one  to  be  buried  in.  The  infants  and 
the  dead  alone  were  safe  in  the  bare  individu¬ 
ality  of  human  nature.  Nobody  disputed  nor 
governed  their  way ;  they  would  come  into  the 
world  and  go  out  of  it  upon  a  mysterious  prin¬ 
ciple  which  no  opinion  could  disturb.  Laura 
being  a  girl  of  some  force  and  originality,  kicked 
in  the  orthodox  walking-stool  provided  for  her 
by  her  guardians  and  friends ;  even  her  good 
mother  thought  her  queer,  and  no  example  to 
follow;  and  her  indulgent  father  was  often 
obliged,  using  his  own  expression,  “  to  wink” 
at  her.  Ostracized  people,  whatever  their  acts 
or  aims,  are  never  quite  happy,  and  Laura’s 
girlhood  was  not  satisfactory.  The  curious 
comprehension  of  children  which  some  parents 
show,  Laura  was  a  victim  to.  If  she  said 
“yes,”  they  said  “no,”  from  a  sense  of  duty; 
if  she  asked  for  twenty-five  cents  for  a  doll’s 
tea-set,  they  gave  her  twenty  cents  to  buy  a 
watering-pot  to  water  the  cucumbers  in  the 
garden  with.  The  fine  moral  instinct,  said  to 
be  innate,  was  much  twisted  in  Laura’s  piind. 
She  was  never  allowed  to  be  a  law  to  herself, 
and  nobody  explained  why  she  should  follow 
laws  that  were  originated  by  somebody  else. 
Consequently,  she  was  a  child  of  “ups  and 
downs,”  possessed  by  Satan,  or  on  the  point 
of  being  blest,  to  use  her  mother’s  vernacular. 
When  she  grew  up  she  was  still  variable,  “as 
the  shade  by  the  light  quivering  aspen  made  ;” 
her  leaves  were  either  turned  inside  out  to  wind 
and  sun,  or  glittered  darkly  through  mists  and 
showers.  She  was  not  loved,  but  sought  for 
more  than  any  young  lady  in  the  county.  Nei¬ 
ther  lilies  nor  roses  sprang  up  in  her  footsteps, 
but  the  ribbon  snakes  of  envy  and  detraction  ; 
and  this  fact  closed  her  heart  to  the  manifold 
springs  of  mercy,  charity,  and  tenderness.  No 
inner  life  was  developed,  and  her  outward  life 
was  cold  and  empty.  At  an  early  age  she  dis¬ 
covered  that  her  dolls  were  stuffed  with  bran ; 


later,  that  the  worm  was  in  every  bud,  and 
rose-bugs  eating  into  every  flower.  At  twenty 
what  ennui  possessed  her !  Full  of  latent  abil¬ 
ities,  not  a  single  one  had  been  called  into  play. 
Mr.  John  Calton  appeared  upon  the  stage  in  the 
nick  of  time — for  himself ;  in  midsummer,  her 
dullest  period,  when  Nature  promises  all  to  the 
senses,  but  gives  nothing.  The  world’s  tired 
denizen,  or  a  child  of  nature,  Thoreau  or  Em¬ 
erson,  would  have  delighted  in  the  season  and 
the  scene ;  but  Laura  had  no  soul  for  nature, 
no  sentiment  which  every  “common  sight  appar¬ 
els  in  celestial  light,  ”  no  dream  of  that  relation 
between  the  seen  and  the  unseen,  which  brings 
us  glimpses  of  “that  immortal  sea  which  brought 
us  thither.  ”  The  brilliant  July  sky  was  a  tire¬ 
some  spectacle  to  her;  she  watched  it  from 
vacancy.  The  sovereign  summer  clouds,  solid 
in  base  and  apex  a  moment,  boiling  like  yeasty 
waves  and  vanishing  up  the  burning  ether,  or 
spreading  showy  tufts  and  plumes  across  the 
zenith,  or  rising  like  walled  cities  of  towers  and 
palaces,  were  not  as  much  in  her  mind  as  the 
baseless  fabric  of  a  dream.  She  knew  also  that 
the  sea  rolled  before  the  town ;  but  its  plaintive 
monotone,  its  fitful  roar,  the  tides,  the  chang¬ 
ing  atmosphere  and  motion,  the  eternal  waste 
and  distance  of  old  ocean  “poured  round”  the 
world,  so  congenial  to  the  melancholy  and  pro¬ 
found  in  feeling,  stirred  no  mental  echo  in 
Laura’s  spirit.  The  woods,  the  meadows,  never 
drew  her  to  themselves  ;  the  sprites  and  elves 
of  the  secret  landscape,  hid  in  moss,  fern,  and 
shrub,  never  showed  their  faces  to  her.  Life 
was  dull  then  without  human  contact  and  con¬ 
test,  which  belongs  to  the  crowd.  What  made 
ordinary  people  contented,  she  wondered — those 
who  read  no  novels,  had  few  new  dresses,  and 
never  came  across  attractive  men  ?  Must  she 
see  those  white  clouds  eternally  rise  in  the  north, 
and  the  white  horses  in  the  bay  forever  chase 
each  other?  Was  it  her  doom  to  walk  up  and 
down  Maine  Street  for  the  rest  of  her  life,  to 
see  that  Cummings  had  a  peck  of  clams  outside 
his  door,  or  a  basket  of  cocoa-nuts,  or,  on  the 
bench  at  Beggs’s  Emporium,  Tom  Frost  and 
Jem  Cole  smoking,  and  disputing  whether  the 
wind  was  hauling  round,  and  what  the  minister 
“went  on”  to  say  the  Sabbath  before?  Must 
she  look  out  of  the  window  to  see  Daddy  Cox 
gee  and  haw  his  oxen,  Mrs.  Mortmain  skurry- 
ing  to  Mothers’  Prayer-meeting,  and  Mrs.  Bond 
toddling  along  with  eggs  and  blue  yarn  to  sell, 
and  various  other  tinkers  ? 

“Oh,  mother,”  she  cried,  “what  is  to  be¬ 
come  of  me  these  weary  days  ?  It  is  ever¬ 
lasting  between  sunrise  and  sunset.  Oh,  mo¬ 
ther,  how  can  you  be  so  satisfied  ?  I  hate  this 
whole  place,  and  every  identical  thing  in  it.” 

Laura  “harried”  her  mother  with  these  ques¬ 
tions  one  afternoon,  when  there  was  not  even 
an  old  novel  nor  magazine  in  the  house ;  when 
the  mail  had  arrived,  bringing  her  no  letter ; 
when  she  found  no  article  to  fix  over  in  her 
wardrobe ;  when  she  had  looked  in  the  glass  as 
long  as  she  possibly  could,  and  had  finished  a 
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neat  toilet — all  for  nothing  and  nobody !  The 
mother  was  in  her  own  bedroom  down  stairs, 
engaged  in  darning  stockings.  The  house  was 
so  still  from  garret  to  cellar — it  being  the  in¬ 
terval  between  dinner  and  supper  —  that  the 
buzz  of  every  individual  fly  was  quite  trumpet¬ 
like.  The  fat  weed  on  Lethe’s  wharf  was  in  a 
lively  situation  in  comparison.  Now  and  then 
a  curtain  flapped  on  the  south  side  of  the  house, 
for  the  sea-breeze  was  stirring. 

“Laura,”  answered  her  mother,  in  a  phleg¬ 
matic  way,  “it  would  be  better  for  you  if  you 
were  the  daughter  of  a  poorer  man.” 

‘  ‘  Why  don’t  father  fail  then,”  answered  Miss, 
pertly.  “  You  often  say  that  you  and  father 
live  for  my  advantage.” 

Laura  tipped  herself  back  in  her  rocking- 
chair,  and  her  mother  instantly  discovered  that 
she  had  an  old  pair  of  stockings  on  her  pretty 
feet. 

“Laura,”  she  said,  sharply,  “why  don’t  you 
wear  those  open-work  stockings  I  bought  you 
in  Ledford  the  other  day?  What  is  the  use 
of  buying  expensive  things  if  you  won’t  wear 
them,  I  should  like  to  know?” 

Laura  laughed. 

“How  about  the  poor  man’s  daughter,  mo¬ 
ther?” 

Then  the  mother  laughed  too.  She  was  a 
kindly  woman,  embedded  in  her  beliefs,  and 
rather  overlaid  with  ideas  of  duty,  but,  in  the 
main,  spirited  enough  to  excuse  many  of  Laura’s 
extravagant  notions.  She  owned  two  selves — 
one  was  hers ;  the  other  belonged  to  her  church, 
her  circle,  and  to  that  mystical  relation  which 
she  called  her  obligations.  Alas !  Laura  did 
not  discover  the  nature  nearest  her  own  till  it 
was  too  late. 

The  door  of  the  sitting-room  opened  with  a 
bang,  and  Laura  saw  her  father,  Mr.  Lewis, 
coming  in  with  a  strange  gentleman. 

“Mother,  where  are  you ?”  called  Mr.  Lewis, 
pulling  up  the  shades. 

Mrs.  Lewis  hurried  in,  followed  by  Laura. 

“Wife,”  said  Mr.  Lewis,  with  dignity,  “I 
introduce  you  to  Mr.  Calton,  from  New  York. 
He  has  come  to  buy  nails  of  us.  I  expect  he 
has  hit  the  nail  on  the  head.  Ha !  He  likes 
the  looks  of  our  place  so  much  that  he  calcu¬ 
lates  he’ll  stop  a  day  or  two  in  our  midst.  This 
is  my  daughter  Laura,  Sir ;  my  only  child.  Sir. 
Don’t  apologize,  mother,  but  I  hope  you  can 
scare  up  something  for  supper.  Mr.  Calton 
has  consented  to  take  pot-luck  with  us.” 

“  If  you  will  put  up  with  the  want  of  cere¬ 
mony,  Mr.  Calton,  we  shall  be  pleased  to  have 
you  stay,”  said  Mrs.  Lewis. 

Mr.  Calton  bowed,  and  said  he  didn’t  like 
ceremony,  and  was  excessively  fond  of  country 
diet.  Laura  darted  a  glance  fi'iim  her  gray 
eyes,  which  he  observed,  and  which  caused  him 
to  say  to  himself,  “  By  Jove  !” 

“Yes,  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Lewis,  “that  is  just 
what  we  have,  and  nothing  else — plain,  whole¬ 
some,  country  food;  nothing  new-fangled  or 
Frenchified  in  our  dishes.” 


“Curds  and  cream,”  added  Laura,  “golden 
honey,  new-laid  eggs,  and  the  crispiest  of  fresh 
rolls.” 

Mr.  Calton  looked  at  her  again,  and  this  time 
said,  internally,  “Thunder  and  Mars.” 

Mrs.  Lewis  frowned  at  Laura.  If  there  was 
any  thing  celebrated  in  the  region  it  was  her 
table,  which  always  groaned  with  the  first  qual¬ 
ity  of  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt.  People  rarely 
refused  an  invitation  to  dine  or  sup  with  the 
Lewises.  And  what  should  possess  Laura  to 
talk  so — contrary  creature  ! 

“I  am  sorry  it  is  between  whiles  with  our 
fruit,  Mr.  Calton,”  said  Mr.  Lewis,  also  fearing 
that  Laura  was  on  the  verge  of  “capers,”  and 
anxious  to  divert  attention  from  her.  “  Our 
Hoveys  are  off,  and  our  Lawtons  haven’t  come 
on.  Wouldn’t  you  like  to  take  a  turn  in  the 
garden.  Sir?  Our  pears  promise  well.” 

“Certainly, ’’replied Mr.  Calton;  “lean  not 
have  too  much  of  out-of-doors  life  in  this  de¬ 
lightful  country.  Miss  Lewis,  why  have  I  nev¬ 
er  heard  of  your  scenery  ?  It  is  by  no  means 
common  to  find  so  fresh  a  landscape  in  the 
neighborhood  of  the  sea.  ” 

“Coming  for  nails,”  Laura  answered,  “per¬ 
haps  you  thought  to  see  ore  and  slag  only.  To 
my  accustomed  eyes  this  is  but  a  dull  spot.” 

“You  like  city  life  best,  possibly?” 

'“Innately,  yes.  I  have  never  spent  any 
time  in  the  city.” 

His  look  of  surprise  flattered  her ;  and  as  he 
followed  her  father  into  the  garden,  she  felt  a 
new  impulse.  The  atmosphere  changed — how 
pleasant  the  afternoon  had  become  1  She  felt 
grateful  for  living  in  a  handsome  house. 

“He  seems  to  be  a  genteel  man,”  comment¬ 
ed  Mrs.  Lewis  ;  “but  he  is  no  chicken.” 

“  Chicken, ’’murmured  Laura,  absently;  “are 
you  going  to  have  chicken  for  supper?” 

“Now,  Laura,  be  spry.  Open  the  parlor, 
and  take  Mr.  Calton  in.  The  table  must  be 
set  now.  I’ll  bet  that  Mary  Brown  is  abed  and 
asleep,  lazy  trollop  1  but  they  are  all  alike. 
Help  is  help.  The  supper  will  be  all  right, 
daughter,  though  we  don’t  have  chickens  in 
July,” 

Laura  rushed  into  the  parlor,  threw  up  the 
windows,  and  examined  the  premises  anxious¬ 
ly.  She  opened  the  piano  and  surged  up  and 
down  the  keys.  The  voice  of  the  summer  sea 
mingled  with  the  music ;  it  had  a  glad  sound, 
and  she  wondered  that  it  came  so  near.  It 
was  provoking  that  there  were  no  fresh  flowers 
in  the  vases  ;  but  to-morrow  it  should  be  differ¬ 
ent  ;  the  room  should  be  decorated,  and  set  in 
order  early !  It  was  a  delightful  task,  when 
any  body  was  there.  'The  whole  house  woke 
up— the  kitchen  was  a,  scene  of  hustling  prepa¬ 
ration. 

“The  palace  bang’d  and  buzzed  and  clackt, 

And  all  the  long-pent  stream  of  life 
Dash’d  downward  in  a  cataract.” 

Mrs.  Lewis  and  her  help  ran  to  and  fro  so  con¬ 
stantly  that  the  effect  of  a  stage  procession  was 
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produced,  now  in  the  keeping-room  where  sup¬ 
per  was  laid,  now  in  the  kitchen  and  buttery. 

When  Mr.  Lewis  returned  with  Mr.  Calton 
quiet  and  order  reigned.  Mrs.  Lewis  was  al¬ 
ready  in  her  high  chair  before  the  tea  and  cof¬ 
fee.  Laura  stood  at  her  place  with  an  air  of 
indifference,  but  inwardly  tormented  with  the 
fear  that  Mr.  Calton  might  consider  the  whole 
affair  “green”  and  countrified.  Her  fear  was 
needless.  Mr.  Calton  felt  himself  well  enter¬ 
tained.  Things  might  he  verdant,  but  only  in 
the  sense  of  freshness.  He  thought  Laura  at¬ 
tractive,  piquant,  new.  He  was  pretty  well 
aware  of  the  station  and  property  of  Mr.  Lewis. 
Mrs.  Lewis  was  by  no  means  a  tiresome  wo¬ 
man,  neither  ugly  nor  vulgar.  Nail  buying  had 
brought  his  lines  into  pleasant  places.  All  this 
he  pondered,  while  eating  his  excellent  supper 
with  a  relish  which  Laura  hardly  approved  of, 
hut  which  delighted  the  housewife  heart  of 
Mrs.  Lewis. 

His  first  visit  was  a  tj^pe  of  the  second,  and 
of  all.  Mr.  Calton  remained  a  week  with  the 
Lewis  family  ;  that  is,  he  slept  at  the  hotel,  and 
passed  his  days  in  Laura’s  society.  Mrs.  Lewis 
served  him  with  her  best  viands  three  times  a 
day,  and  Mr.  Lewis  smoked  a  cigar  and  held 
short  conversations  with  him  at  the  same  time 
and  immediately  afterward,  hut  it  was  tacitly 
understood  that  the  old  people  were  not  to  in¬ 
terfere  at  any  other  time.  The  young  pair- 
walked  on  the  shore  in  the  moonlight  evenings, 
and  Laura  tried  to  respond  to  Mr.  Calton’s  apo- 
srrophic  condition.  He  was  truly  moved  by 
this  novel  contact  with  Nature ;  she  blended  with 
his  sudden  passion  for  Laura,  and  the  illusion 
was  perfect.  Laura’s  thoughts  were  more  wan¬ 
dering.  She  could  not  avoid  seeing  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  that  .approached  her.  The  monotonous 
life  which  surrounded  her  might  be  changed  for 
a  city  life,  for  the  theatre,  the  opera,  and  those 
inevitable  engagements  she  supposed  one  must 
have  in  entering  society  as  a  married  woman. 
Still  she  was  maidenly  chaotic — in  a  flutter,  and 
a  little  proud.  Mr.  Calton  was  a  superior  man 
— easy,  jovitil,  and  self-sufficient,  different  from 
the  country  beaux,  so  anxious,  and  so  tenderl}" 
beseeching  when  seeking  her  favor ;  and  alas ! 
different  from  the  young  coast  surveyor,  the 
lieutenant,  who  swooped  down  on  the  bay  last 
year  like  a  fish-hawk,  and  vanished  like  the 
same,  with  the  help  of  a  revenue  cutter,  and 
who  was  as  delightful  a  hero  as  Conrad  ever 
was — the  corsair  of  hearts  !  The  thought  of 
him  was  put  aside  with  firmness  and  a  sigh. 

The  end  of  the  shortest  week  either  had 
known  arrived.  It  was  Sunday  morning,  and 
Mr.  Calton  accompanied  the  family  to  church, 
arrayed  in  snow-white  costume,  which  came  by 
express  the  night  before  in  cool  haste  from  his 
tailor.  The  black  suits  of  the  congregation 
“  sang  small”  beside  this  fellow  in  full  sail  in 
Laura  Lewis’s  tow  !  The  impression  he  made 
was  an  irritable  one.  Common  people  are  apt 
to  feel  scorn  for  that  which  is  new  to  them ; 
and  scorn  here  was  expressed  by  delicate  sniffs, 


snuffs,  and  smiles.  Laura  discerned  it,  and 
looked  at  him,  even  during  the  sermon,  to  ex¬ 
change  kind  glances.  As  soon  as  service  was 
over  he  offered  her  his  arm  in  the  very  aisle, 
and  she  took  it,  blushing  celestial  rosy  red. 
Papa  and  Mamma  Lewis  also  exchanged  mean¬ 
ing  glances  when  this  act  took  place,  proud 
and  important  and  parental,  like  a  pair  of  old 
ducks. 

“I  must  go  home  to-morrow,”  said  Mr. 
Calton,  as  he  and  Laura  turned  into  a  side 
street. 

“  You  must  be  tired  of  us  by  this  time,  I  sttp- 
pose.” 

“  Of  course  I  am.” 

“We  shall  never  see  you  again.” 

“If  you  say  so.” 

There  was  a  dead  silence  between  Mr.  Allen’s 
orchard  and  Captain  Jones’s  sail-loft ;  then  Mr. 
Calton  skipped  a  pebble  with  his  boot,  and 
said: 

“Do  you  say  so?” 

“  I  am  sure  we  should  be  very  happy  to  see 
you.” 

“  Could  you  lower  that  parasol  a  trifle  ?  I 
can  not  see  your  face  at  all.” 

Laura  muttered  something  about  the  sun’s 
dazzling  her  eyes,  but  nevertheless  shut  the 
parasol. 

“We  are  near  home,”  continued  Mr.  Calton, 
“but  there  is  time  enough  for  you  to  answer 
me  one  question.  My  dear,  what  do  you  think 
of  me  ?” 

Again  Laura  muttered  something — that  she 
esteemed  him  highly  as  a  friend — had  enjoyed 
his  visit — hoped  they  might  continue  friends, 
.and — mum,  mum,  mum. 

“  Hereafter  the  best  of  friends,  Laura ;  but 
I  mean  differently  now,  or  mean  more.  I  am 
unwilling  to  return  to  New  York  without  the 
hope  of  making  you  my  wife.  I  know  I  am  a 
dozen  years  older — what  do  you  say?  I  can 
give  you  a  pleas.ant  home,  and  my  whole  heart.” 

“Not  just  now,  please,”  urged  Laura.  “I 
should  like  to  get  home.” 

“Five  steps  more,  and  we  are  at  your  door. 
Yes  or  no,  my  de.ar  Laura.  My  proposal  can 
not  appear  so  strange.” 

“No — yes.” 

He  understood  her,  and  shook  hands  hearti¬ 
ly,  whereat  she  laughed,  .and  then  he  Laughed. 
When  they  reached  the  room,  where  Mrs.  Lew¬ 
is  was  untying  her  bonnet,  and  Mr.  Lewis  dust¬ 
ing  his  hat,  Mr.  Calton,  with  timid  formality, 
kissed  Laura,  “  asked  consent,”  and  it  was  as  if 
the  programme  of  a  hundred  years  was  settled. 
Within  two  months  the  wedding  came  off,  and 
Laura  left  home  for  the  new  one,  in  which  this 
November  day  finds  her,  alone  and  unoccu¬ 
pied. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Calton  were  a  model  couple. 
The  pr.ayer  of  Agur  was  answered  in  their  love 
— neither  poverty  nor  riches  were  in  it,  but  that 
medium  which  keeps  domestic  life  in  its  true 
orbit.  After  buying  a  good  deal  of  jewelry, 
and  going  to  many  places  of  amusement,  Mr. 
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Calton  went  back  to  bis  business  with  fresh  zest, 
and  Laura  took  up  life  on  a  new  external  plan, 
which  did  not  admit  a  bothersome  analysis.  In 
the  third  year  of  marriage  they  lost  their  first¬ 
born  and  only  child.  For  a  season  Laura 
dropped,  soul  and  body,  into  a  dark  abyss  ;  the 
sun  in  heaven  was  put  out,  the  moon  did  not 
shine,  men  w'ere  as  trees  walking,  and  she  was 
alone  in  the  world.  That  period  passed,  the 
accustomed  life  was  resumed — a  veil  between 
it  and  the  past,  a  shade  upon  Laura’s  beauty, 
an  older  look  in  Mr.  Calton’s  face,  and  a  differ¬ 
ent,  deeper  affection  between  them ;  but  that, 
according  to  the  wont  of  our  undeveloped  life, 
was  not  brought  out  and  commented  upon. 
By  what  theory  is  our  wonderful  world  crea¬ 
ted  ?  Men  and  women  live  together,  fulfilling 
the  apparent  conditions  of  existence,  and  so 
many  facets  of  their  nature  are  never  cut ! 
One  man  dies  at  thirty,  whose  character  is  only 
revealed  in  its  tender  simplicity  by  the  shadow 
of  death.  Another  in  the  hour  of  danger  brill¬ 
iantly  flashes  forth  his  soul,  as  from  a  dark  lan¬ 
tern,  and  then  turns  the  closed  sides  to  the 
world  forever.  And  there  are  those  who,  in 
some  unimportant  moment,  behold  each  other’s 
souls  in  the  prison  of  their  eyes,  feel  them  in 
the  link  between  hand  and  hand,  in  the  kiss,  or 
word  of  flame  from  the  lips.  Sparkles  all,  dart¬ 
ing  and  vanishing  over  the  wide,  misty  plain  of 
the  commonplace  ! 

At  the  end  of  five  years  Mr.  Calton  died  sud¬ 
denly — a  prosperous  man  in  the  prime  of  life, 
full  of  schemes  gratifying  to  Laura’s  worldly 
ambition.  The  “top  of  the  ladder”  he  prom¬ 
ised  she  should  be — the  leader  of  her  set.  The 
rings  on  her  lingers  and  bells  on  her  toes  might 
be  conspicuous  wherever  she  went  if  she  chose. 
Laura  agreed  with  him,  and  with  him  drifted 
more  and  more  into  that  outer  world  where  the 
fruit  grows  which  must,  sooner  or  later,  become 
ashes  to  the  taste.  All  this  was  at  an  end  now. 
At  first  Laura  was  stunned,  then  surprised  that 
her  life  could  be  so  changed.  At  last  she  fell 
into  a  dreary  melancholy,  which  she  believed 
was  to  last  till  some  fatal  disease  should  seize 
her  and  carry  her  off.  Mr.  Calton’s  W’ill  was  a 
trifle  humdrum  in  her  estimation;  the  house 
was  settled  upon  her,  and  an  income  enough  to 
keep  it  up  in  the  old  fashion,  no  more.  A  rela¬ 
tive  or  two  was  mentioned  in  the  will ;  a  cousin 
Martha  was  one- — a  widow,  whom  Laura  had 
never  heard  of.  This  Martha  was  to  have  fif¬ 
teen  hundred  a  year  paid  to  her  at  her  home  in 
the  West,  or  at  his  own  house  in  Darcy  Street, 
provided  she  would  consent  to  live  with  his 
wife,  share  her  solitude,  and  be  her  faithful 
companion.  Laura  ordered  the  money  to  be 
sent  to  Ohio,  where  the  cousin  lived,  refused  to 
hear  her  letters  read  which  she  wrote  to  Mr. 
Calton’s  executors,  and  w'ould  not  answer  the 
several  letters  which  Cousin  Martha  wrote  to 
herself.  So  a  full  year  passed.  Nothing  in  the 
present  moved  her,  nothing  in  the  future  inter¬ 
ested.  She  told  her  acquaintances  that  the 
world  seemed  to  have  been  made  for  the  wind 


to  blow  in,  and  who  could  tell  where  the  wind 
came  from  ?  And  she  was  not  going  to  be  left 
out  in  the  cold.  Soriousl}',  she  was  wretched, 
as  any  woman  aged  twenty-eight  may  well  be 
with  the  ordinary  experiences  of  life.  Her  lib¬ 
erty  was  restricted  because  she  was  a  woman, 
because  of  Mr.  Calton’s  wishes,  and  because 
her  fortune  was  small.  The  great  panacea 
of  change  was  denied  her.  It  was  the  groove 
business  with  her  as  with  most,  but  without 
heart  to  roll  along  in  it.  She  felt  no  impulsion 
toward  literature  and  art,  was  not  “called”  to 
be  strong-minded,  and  had  no  especial  faith  to 
sustain  her  in  this  world,  and  take  her  to  the 
next. 

“  When  all  that  I  have  loved,  that  which  has 
kept  me  vital,  has  passed  into  a  blind  and  ob¬ 
durate  silence,  how  can  I  learn  your  faith  ?” 
she  said  to  the  Eev.  Mr.  Crucible.  And  Mr. 
Crucible  wisely  answered,  “We  must  wait.” 

Still  Laura’s  soul  must  have  been  groping  for 
light ;  there  must  have  been  a  latent  sentiment 
for  the  spiritual,  a  yearning  for  that  invisible 
but  universal  hope,  or  she  would  not  have  been 
knocking  at  the  door  of  Catholicism,  or  at  that 
still  more  obscure  portal.  Mysticism,  or  what¬ 
ever  name  it  goes  by. 

Her  servant,  Ann,  opened  the  parlor  door 
and  her  mouth  at  the  same  time,  but  said  no¬ 
thing,  having  no  opportunity,  she  was  followed 
so  closely  by  a  tall  woman  who  sat  down  in  the 
chair  nearest  the  door,  and  began,  in  a  clear 
voice ; 

“Me  and  my  son  agreed  to  look  you  up. 
Your  silence.  Cousin  Calton,  amused  him  and 
troubled  me.  Curiosity  on  his  side,  gratitude 
on  mine.  I  am  Martha  Knox  ;  John  Calton’s 
mother  and  my  mother  were  sisters.  I  am 
just  in  from  Ohio,  and  have  been  traveling 
three  days  steady.  Now,  am  I  to  have  your 
good  word  or  not  ?” 

Mrs.  Knox  set  down  her  carpet-bag  with  en¬ 
ergy,  and  folded  her  hands  ;  but,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  her  volubility,  she  was  confused,  Laura 
.stared  so  at  her  with  mute  amazement. 

“Me  and  my  son,”  she  repeated,  as  if  to  stay 
herself  with  a  watch-word. 

Laura  was  seized  with  a  sudden  acute  per¬ 
ception  that  she  had  been  very  comfortable  till 
now,  and  suffered  a  pang  of  remorse  for  not 
properly  estimating  the  goods  the  gods  had  be¬ 
stowed  upon  her.  And  here  was  Nemesis  in 
the  shape  of  “Me  and  my  son.” 

She  started  up  and  rang  the  bell  for  luncheon. 

“  You  must  be  fatigued,  Mrs.  Knox.  Please 
come  to  the  fire.” 

“I  am  fatigued  ;  but  am  I  to  be  Cousin  Mar¬ 
tha  to  you,  or  must  me  and  my  son  give  it  up  ?” 
Mrs.  Knox  grasped  her  carpet-bag  again. 

“Is  your  son  in  that?”  asked  Laura,  smiling 
in  spite  of  herself,  and  Mrs.  Knox  smiled  with 
her. 

“  I  verily  believe  I  shall  have  to  like  you,” 
she  said ;  “  and  me  and  my  son’s  sense  of  duty 
will  wear  away.” 

The  old  lady  came  toward  Laura  with  out- 
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stretched  hand,  which  was  taken  kindly ;  and 
then  Laura  carried  her  into  the  dining-room, 
and  fed  her. 

“  How  did  you  know  that  I  lived  alone,  Mrs. 
— Cousin  Martha  ?”  asked  Laura. 

“Mr.  Eben  Bangs  wrote  us  in  the  beginning 
so.  Afterward  he  suggested  that  we  should 
invite  you  to  Ohio.  Later,  he  sent  us  word 
that  he  thought  it  unwise  for  you  to  remain  in 
the.  scene  of  your  troubles.  Me  and  my  son 
thought  differently,  and  here  I  am.  But,  my 
dear,  I  have  to  learn  thereby  that  a  remnant  of 
pride  still  hangs  round  my  old  self.” 

Cousin  Martha  did  not  tell  all  that  the  ex¬ 
ecutor  had  written.  He  called  Mrs.  Calton 
“weak,  obstinate,  and  mistaken.”  As  it  was, 
Laura’s  eyes  flashed. 

“ Mr.  Bangs  is  a  goose,” she  cried  ;  “he  ex¬ 
ceeds  his  limits.  And  what  has  your  son  to  do 
with  any  opinion  concerning  me?  If  you  feel 
any  necessity  of  expressing  to  me  the  obligation 
you  feel  toward  Mr.  Calton,  pray  do  so ;  but  we 
need  not  drag  your  son  into  the  obligation.” 

“My  dear,  I  mt/st.  I  always  yield  to  him. 
He  is  a  genius,  an  artist,  is  my  son  Lester 
Knox.  ” 

“  Old  Woman  of  the  Sea,”  murmured  Laura. 
“I  don’t  wonder  he  sent  you  off,  this  genius.” 
Curiosity  prevailing  at  last,  she  asked  Cousin 
Martha  what  her  son  had  done. 

“  Oh  dear,  what  a  thing  fame  is !  Lester  is 
the  young  artist  who  did  the  statue  of  Whinny 
Ha-ha,  which  stands  behind  the  Speaker’s  chair 
in  the  hall  of  Congress.  Lester  is  twenty-seven, 
you  are  twenty-eight.” 

Laura  colored,  and  said  that  she  had  been  in 
Washington. 

“The  statue  looks  like  you.” 

“Mercy!  Indeed?” 

“You  see,  Mr.  Bangs  sent  us  your  photo¬ 
graph.  Lester  thought  your  brow  was  regal.” 

Laura  colored  again,  and  felt  rather  lively ; 
but  was  still  angry. 

“How  very  curious  and  fussy  in  Mr.  Bangs 
to  send  my  picture !  ” 

“Not  very,  considering  that  Lester  asked 
him  for  it,  from  mere  curiosity,  for  he  said _ ” 

Cousin  Martha  broke  her  speech  abruptly. 
It  was  evident  to  Laura  that  Lester  had  some¬ 
thing  against  her.  Cousin  Martlia  began  pres¬ 
ently  again ; 

“My  dear,  did  you  think  I  could  receive 
John’s  bequest  without  learning  all  about  him 
and  his  ?  A  whole  year  has  passed,  and  more. 
Knox  nature  could  not  stand  it  any  longer. 
Me  and  my  son  are  different.  I  had  to  come. 
He  won’t  come  himself;  he  will  never  see  you  • 
but  we  agreed  about  my  coming.” 

Provoking  Cousin  Martha !  Laura  was  thank¬ 
ful  when  bedtime  came.  Bedroom  solitude 
loomed  up  as  a  desirable  thing,  though  she  had 
forgotten  her  annoyance  more  than  once  in  pre¬ 
paring  for  Cousin  Martha’s  comfort.  She  was 
also  ashamed  of  certain  little  twinges  and  pul¬ 
sations  of  affection  for  this  downright  visitor. 
She  was  alone,  that  was  a  feet ;  and  womanly 


sympathy  was  not  so  bad,  even  in  Cousin 
Martha.  She  fell  asleep  and  dreamed  of  “-my 
son,”  as  a  disagreeable,  yellow-haired  Hoosier, 
in  slipshod  shoes. 

“Dear  me !”  thought  Cousin  Martha,  feeling 
very  sleepless.  “I  have  put  my  foot  in  it.  I 
am  paying  a  price  for  poor  John’s  legacy. 
There  is  something  I  like  in  the  girl  too.  I 
believe  that  John  spoiled  her.  Aunt  Liza,  his 
mother,  was  a  weak  sister,  if  she  was  my  aunt. 
Linen  sheets  in  winter !  She  don’t  take  the 
least  notice  of  what  her  Ann  does  ;  there  was 
twice  too  much  bread  cut.  I  hate  the  Irish. 
Laura  is  as  handsome  and  peculiar  as  Lester 
said  she  was.  There’s  a  clock  striking  mid-- 
night,  and  there’s  tramping  in  the  street  yet. 
Oh  dear !  I  have  not  taken  my  Bible  out  of  my 
trunk.  I  forgot  it.  I  hope  I  am  excused.  ” 
Cousin  Martha  had  reason  to  forget  her  old 
ways,  for  she  was  out  of  place.  Laura  frus¬ 
trated  all  her  attempts  at  usefulness.  In  vain 
she  begged  for  work.  It  was  better,  she  de¬ 
clared,  to  watch  Lester  make  clay  noses  and 
clay  drapery  than  to  sit  looking  at  nothing,  or 
into  the  street,  where  every  body  dressed  and 
walked  alike.  At  last  Laura  took  pity,  and 
taught  her  some  simple  embroidery,  which 
proved  an  advantage  to  both.  Cousin  Martha 
was  docile,  Laura  was  patient.  “  Though  they 
pricked  their  fingers  every  stitch,”  they  left  in 
every  bud  a  better  appreciation  of  each  other. 
Still  one  was  homesick,  the  other  bored.  Cous¬ 
in  Martha  grew  reticent.  She  saw  that  Laura 
was  not  heart-broken,  and  needed  no  sympa¬ 
thy,  and  she  felt  that  there  was  some  lack  in 
Laura’s  nature  which  her  ignorance  could  not 
define.  It  might  be  profound,  it  might  be  re¬ 
pressed,  undeveloped,  or  shallow.  She  thought 
it  of  no  avail  to  remain  with  the  independent, 
self-sufficient  young  widow,  and  decided  to  go 
home  as  soon  as  the  claims  of  what  she  consid¬ 
ered  propriety  were  settled.  It  ivas  a  long  and 
expensive  journey ;  respect  was  due  to  John’s 
memory ;  her  friends  and  neighbors  were  aware 
of  her  visit  to  John’s  widow;  pride  would  not 
permit  a  sudden  return  to  them.  Besides,  she 
must  wait  for  Lester’s  orders.  She  ceased  to 
mention  him,  and  Laura  was  no  longer  annoyed 
by  reference  to  “my  son.”  One  day,  when  a 
letter  came,  Laura  pleasantly  asked  her  what 
was  the  news. 

“  He  is  making  designs  for  a  monument  for 
General  Marley,  to  be  erected  by  his  brigade. 
He  mentions  some  Ei’ench  pictures  on  exhibi¬ 
tion  here — geener  pictures  he  calls  them  — 
and  tells  me  to  observe  the  story-telling  power 
painters  have.  Lester  loves  to  teach  his  mo¬ 
ther.  Goodness  knows  I  am  ignorant  enough.” 

“  Well,  ”  said  Laura,  “  shall  we  go  to  the  pic¬ 
ture-gallery  ?” 

“If  you  please.  I  shall  go  back  to  him 
soon  ;  he  leaves  the  time  to  me.” 

Her  face  brightened  so  at  the  prospect  that 
Laura  felt  a  pang. 

“  You  have  had  a  melancholy  visit,  I  am 
afraid.  We  must  first  go  sight-seeing,  and  then 
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I  will  allow  you  to  go  home.  Why  will  not  Mr. 
Knox  come  for  you  ?” 

“Oh,”  replied  Cousin  Martha,  with  haste, 
“he  says  it  is  quite  enough  for  me  to  have  bored 
you  ;  besides,  he  never  thought  of  coming.  Ho 
surmised  that  possibly  you  would  like  me  well 
enough  to  make  me  a  visit ;  we  live  in  a  pretty 
place  ;  but  you’ll  never  think  of  doing  so.” 

The  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  her  lips  trem¬ 
bled  in  spite  of  her  great  self-control ;  and  Laura 
felt  so  sorry  and  so  ashamed  that  she  kissed 
her  vehementlJ^ 

“Dear  Cousin  Martha,  you  are  worth  two 
of  me,  and  your  son  would  find  me  a  nuisance. 
What  do  I  know  of  the  artist  life !  I  always 
thought  artists  were  queer,  and  utterly  irre¬ 
sponsible,  vapid  and  fantastic  outside  of  their 
art,  slipshod  in  morals  as  well  as  in  their  shoes 
— not  the  sort  of  men  to  be  related  to,  but  ex¬ 
actly  the  sort  to  be  invited  to  dinners  and  sup¬ 
pers,  for  the  roaring  element.  I  have  myself 
met  a  painting  lion  or  two  with  a  good  deal  of 
mane.” 

“You  should  visit  me  and  my  son,”  replied 
Cousin  Martha,  with  dignity. 

That  very  day  they  went  to  the  picture- 
gallery.  On  the  way  Laura  asked  if  statues 
brought  much  money  to  artists  in  ordinary; 
of  course  she  had  heard  the  prices  which  the 
sculptors  received  who  lived  abroad. 

“Lester  will  have  eight  thousand  dollars  for 
the  monument ;  that  includes  the  base  with 
bass-relief  designs.” 

“You  are  quite  rich,  then.” 

“All  generals  do  not  have  monuments.  Or¬ 
ders  are  few  and  far  apart.  We  have  been 
extremely  poor.  Lester  has  cut  cameos,  head¬ 
stones,  signs  in  wood  even,  Turks  and  Indians. 
Door,  grand  boy !  His  father  died  when  he 
was  only  five.  I  have  made  shirts,  dresses, 
baby-clothes,  every  thing  to  keep  the  wolf  from 
the  door;  and  we  did.  Nobody  starves  in  the 
West.  Corn-dodgers  and  pork  are  free  to  every 
body  that’s  honest  and  industrious.” 

“Hush,”  said  Laura,  for  Cousin  Martha’s 
voice  grew  loud  over  her  bitter  recollections. 
“  Here  we  are  at  Goupil’s ;  we  must  go  up 
stairs.  ” 

There  must  have  been  some  latent  artistic 
pow'er  in  Cousin  Martha,  she  so  suddenly  for¬ 
got  every  thing  in  her  delight ;  first  at  the  har¬ 
monious  aspect  of  the  salon,  and  then  over  the 
pictures.  It  must  he  confessed  that  here  she 
rose  superior  to  Laura,  and  Laura  humbly  felt 
it.  She  followed  silently  in  her  wake. 

“See!”  said  Cousin  Martha,  pointing  to  a 
Bougereau — a  mother  and  child — “  the  ineffa¬ 
ble  glory  of  maternity  in  this  beautiful,  simple 
woman’s  face,  as  she  watches  her  sleeping  babe, 
as  yet  only  a  degree  beyond  a  new-born  kit¬ 
ten.” 

“Yes,”  answered  Laura,  softly. 

“And  here” — stopping  before  the  “Autumn” 
of  Hamon — “do  you  perceive  the  silent  buoy¬ 
ancy  of  the  floating  figure  extinguishing  the 
last  flowers  in  the  pale,  dusky  atmosphere? 


Dear  me,  Lester  ought  not  to  be  living  in  Lan- 
erk,  when  such  pictures  come  over  the  water.” 

“It  is  beautiful;  but  what  an  impossible 
idea!” 

“Lester  says  nothing  is  ‘impossible  to  the 
spirit  of  Art.  But  here  is  a  different  picture  ; 
what  do  you  think  of  it  ?” 

“A  Spanish  coqatee — what  handsome  mu¬ 
leteers  !  One  must  go  to  Spain  for  such  men.” 

“Or  to  Lanerk,  Ohio,”  said  Cousin  Martha 
to  herself. 

Laura  was  pupil  throughout  the  visit,  and 
she  came  home  with  a  sense  of  relief  at  the  non- 
appearance  of  “  my  son.”  *  If  the  mother  gained 
so  much  in  the  atmosphere  of  art,  what  would 
he  prove  to  be?  and  herself  so  lamentably  ig¬ 
norant,  so  behind  the  times,  as  she  perceived 
she  was.  What  a  musty  old  street  Darcy  Street 
looked !  what  a  dingy  old  house  hers !  what 
an  empty,  foolish,  frivolous  circle  she  moved 
in! 

Cousin  Martha  did  not  appear  the  next 
morning  at  the  breakfast-table.  Laura  wait¬ 
ed,  and  then  went  up  to  her  bedroom  to  find 
her  in  bed,  feverish,  and  with  headache.  By 
noon,  she  said,  she  should  be  well;  Lester’s 
letter,  or  the  pictures,  or  a  cold,  had  made  her 
a  little  poorly ;  a  cup  of  tea  would  set  her  right ! 
It  was  not  so.  At  night  she  was  so  ill  that 
Laura  sent  for  a  doctor,  who  declared  the  ill¬ 
ness  to  be  a  rheumatic  fever,  which  was  always 
painful,  sometimes-  tedious,  occasionally  dan¬ 
gerous.  Cousin  Martha  contradicted  him  with 
asperity;  she  knew  her  constitution,  he  didn’t. 
Besides,  she  must  go  home ;  Lester  was  ex¬ 
pecting  her,  and  she  would  not  disappoint  her 
dear  boy  for  all  the  rheumatic  fevers  in  crea¬ 
tion.  The  dear  boy  was  not  talisman  enough 
to  protect  her  from  the  fever ;  it  increased,  and 
in  her  sufferings  she  became  dovelike  in  pa¬ 
tience  and  gentleness.  Laura  watched  her 
night  and  day ;  the  long-stifled  traits  of  com¬ 
passion,  benevolence,  and  self  -  abandonment 
came  into  full  play.  Tenderness  gave  birth  to 
tenderness,  and,  except  in  the  case  of  her  child, 
Laura  was  never  so  absorbed.  She  received  a 
shock,  however,  when  the  doctor  said  that  Mrs. 
Knox’s  family  must  be  told  of  her  illness,  and 
perhaps  sent  for.  A  struggle  took  place  in  her 
mind,  and  then  she  went  to  Cousin  Martha’s 
bedside. 

“Dear  cousin,  it  would  bo  a  comfort  for  you 
to  see  your  son  ;  shall  I  send  for  him  ?” 

Such  an  appealing  expression  came  over  the 
worn  face,  that  Laura  had  difficulty  to  hide  her 
tears. 

“  It  would  be  good  of  you  to  ask  him  to 
come ;  but  it  would  make  so  much  trouble  to 
have  a  strange  man  in  the  house.  I  am  not 
so  very  sick,  am  I  ?” 

“  I  want  him  to  come,  to  cure  you.” 

Cousin  Martha  folded  her  hands  over  the 
coverlet  with  such  content  that  Laura  hurried 
down,  either  to  telegraph  or  write  a  letter  to 
her  son.  She  took  her  little,  unused  desk  in 
her  lap,  and  began  to  write  : 
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“Sir.”  That  was  stiff. 

“My  dear  Mr.  Knox.”  That  was  conven¬ 
tional. 

“  Cousin  Lester.”  He  was  not  her  cousin. 

The  doctor  came  in. 

“  Better  telegraph,”  he  said.  “Time  flies ; 
it  is  a  long  distance  between  here  and  Ohio. 
Puss,  you  have  done  pretty  well  lately;  I’ll 
give  you  a  diploma.” 

Common  decency,”  said  Laura. 

“  Eiddle-stick !  The  old  woman  comes  of  a 
stock,  and  you  like  her ;  she  has  done  you  a 
good  deal  of  good.  I  know  your  appetite  is 
better  since  she  came.” 

“It  isn’t  a  mite  better,”  Laura  replied,  in¬ 
dignantly.  The  doctor  laughed  and  went  up 
stairs,  and  Laura  dispatched  the  message. 
When  Lester  Knox  received  it,  such  was  his 
consternation  that  he  snatched  up  his  hat  and 
coat,  hurried  to  the  station,  and  jumped  into 
the  train  just  starting.  He  tried  to  shut  out 
all  thought.  It  was  not  possible  to  admit  that 
his  mother,  the  only  woman  friend  and  relative 
he  had,  was  in  danger.  What  a  fool  he  had 
been  to  let  her  travel  so  far  from  him!  He 
confounded  Calton’s  bequest.  Why  should 
they  cotton  to  his  widow  for  that  ?  To  be  sure, 
it  had  opened  a  vista  to  Italy ;  and  that  more 
confounded  photograph  of  hers,  which  that  old 
dunce  Bangs  had  sent,  had  opened  a  foolish 
dream  vista;  he  wished  them  all  further— at 
the  North  Pole! 

In  this  condition  he  arrived  at  Darcy  Street 
early  in  the  evening.  He  rung  the  door-bell 
furiously.  Ann,  who  was  in  the  hall  lighting 
the  gas,  opened  the  door,  and  he  rushed  in. 
Laura  at  that  instant  was  coming  down  stairs 
with  a  glass  in  her  hand.  He  sprang  toward 
her. 

“How  is  she,  Laura?”  and  he  seized  her 
hands.  The  glass  fell  and  shivered  as  he  drew 
her  close  to  him  and  looked  anxiously  into  her 
face. 

“She  is.  no  worse,  Lester,  to-night,”  she 
soothingly  replied.  “I  am  so  glad  you  have 
come.  This  way,  please.” 

She  led  him  into  the  parlor  to  a  seat,  and 
took  off  his  hat.  He  was  on  the  point  of  break¬ 
ing  down  ;  that,  with  a  man,  means  crying  like 
a  woman.  She  stood  before  him  in  silence. 
Raising  his  head  presently,  he  looked  at  her 
searchingly  and  said : 

“  I  know  that  you  have  been  most  faithful  in 
caring  for  her;  thanks,  Mrs.  Calton.” 

“I  have  done  my  best;  you  are  welcome 
Mr.  Knox.”  ’ 

He  suddenly  felt  conscious  of  being  shabbv 
and  gave  an  embarrassed  laugh.  '  , 

“Where  shall  I  go.  Madam?  I  am  tired,  ■ 
dirty,  and  hungry.  Where’s  the  tailor,  the  i 
butcher,  and  the  candlestick  maker?” 

“  Stay  with  your  mother,  of  course.  I  must  i 
first  tell  her  that  you  are  here.  She  is  feeble  ( 
and  nervous.  It  will  not  do  for  you  to  rush  at  i 
her  as  you  did  at  me.  Sir.  Your  room  is  ready.  ”  i 
His  eyes  blazed  like  diamonds.  The  dust  of  i 


travel  was  not  over  them  at  all  events.  He  was 
relieved,  but  still  feared  to  ask  questions  con¬ 
cerning  his  mother. 

“  Cousin  Martha  has  been  better  for  twelve 
hours,”  added  Laura.  “Ann  will  take  you  to 
;  your  room.”  Laura  paused  a  moment  to  think 
of  him.  First,  he  was  undeniably  dirty;  but 
then  he  was  as  undeniably  handsome.  He  had 
no  sentimental  nor  long-haired  aspect ;  on  the 
contrary,  an  uncommonly  fierce  and  cropped 
one.  His  hair  was  short,  his  beard  long,  both 
reddish  in  hue ;  his  nose  was  large,  so  was  he ; 
tall  and  broad-shouldered ;  and  his  eyes  were 
awfully  keen.  She  felt  like  having  a  fight  with 
him,  and  made  up  her  mind  to  avail  herself  of 
the  first  opportunity.  Very  softly  she  crept 
back  to  Cousin  Martha’s  bedside,  to  break  the 
exciting  news  of  his  arrival,  and — found  him 
there.  Cousin  Martha  had  both  arms  round 
his  neck,  and  he  was  kneeling  beside  her. 

“  Of  course  I  asked  Ann  to  bring  me  here. 
Ann  is  a  good  girl ;  has  she  waited  much  upon 
you,  mother?  I’ll  make  her  bust,”  he  said,  in 
a  low  voice. 

“  Only  Laura  has  taken  care  of  me,  Lester 
dear.  I  have  been  a  world  of  trouble  to  her. 
Oh,  I  have  ached  so !” 

“It  is  nearly  over  now,  old  lady.  Let  me 
go.  I’d  like  a  little  water  to  cleanse  me  of  this 
business.” 

She  whispered  that  there  were  some  new- 
fiishioned  shirts  and  gay  cravats  for  him  in  her 
trunk.  Would  he  have  them  now  ? 

“  Indeed  I  will ;  for  it  is  alone  my  inky 
cloak,  good  mother.  I  came  off  without  a  rag 
of  luggage.” 

He  tossed  over  the  contents  of  the  trunk  till 
Cousin  Martha  begged  Laura  to  assist  him ;  he 
never  could  find  any  thing.  It  was  a  picture  to 
the  old  lady  to  see  the  two  heads  close  together 
over  the  trunk,  and  both  their  hands  in  it.  At 
a  suppressed  giggle  from  Laura,  she  closed  her 
eyes  in  pure  thankfulness  and  remained  silent. 
They  left  the  room  on  tip-toe. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  days  Cousin  Martha 
discovered  that  Ann  was  her  nurse  instead  of 
Laura ;  but  she  was  mending,  and  could  easily 
keep  the  discovery  to  herself.  Ann  was  also 
significantly  silent. 

No  visitors  came  to  the  house  now,  it  being 
generally  understood  that  Laura’s  visitor  was 
severely  ill,  and  the  opportunity  for  acquaint¬ 
ance  was  excellent.  Laura  and  Lester  were 
firm  in  their  resolution  not  to  like  each  other, 
or  allow  any  influence  between  them  ;  but  each 
gave  way  to  the  singular  curiosity  of  probing 
the  nature  of  the  other.  They  told  lies  con¬ 
stantly,  and  were  as  constantly  detected.  It 
was  a  sort  of  guerrilla  warfare — unexpected  at¬ 
tacks  were  made  on  both  sides,  although  they 
were  as  watchful  as  cats  in  combat.  Then 
they  were  terribly  moody.  If  one  was  melan¬ 
choly,  the  other  was  gay ;  if  Laura  was  conven- 
tmnal,  Lester  professed  reckless  Bohemianism  ; 
if  she  talked  what  he  called  cant  and  caste,  he 
mounted  his  Ideal  horse,  and  talked  her  out  of 
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sight.  Every  moment  they  loved  more  and 
more,  and  grew  afraid  and  timid  about  winning 
each  other.  At  last  he  determined  to  subdue 
her  or  die,  and  his  ferocious  determination  led 
him  to  act  as  follows  : 

The  dinner  was  served  as  usual  one  day. 
Ann  was  with  Cousin  Martha,  and  there  was  no 
regular  waiting.  The  cook  came  up  when  the 
beU  was  struck.  Lester  sat  opposite  Laura. 
Placing  his  elbows  on  the  table,  he  said  : 

“You  know  that  I  am  madly  in  love  with 
you.  By  my  soul  I  must  come  over  and  sit  be¬ 
side  you !  Will  you  kiss  me  if  I  come  ?  Then 
I’ll  eat  my  dinner ;  otherwise  I  will  not.  I 
can  not,  dare  not,  stay  in  your  presence  anoth¬ 
er  day.” 

Laura  made  a  cool  feint  of  pressing  the  bell. 

“  Bing  the  bell,  if  you  dare,”  he  said.  Their 
eyes  met ;  a  steady  light  glowed  in  his,  a  flick¬ 
ering,  willful  one  in  hers. 

“  Mercy !”  she  said.  “  Where  am  I  ?” 

“  In  your  own  house  ;  which  I  wish  to  take 
you  out  of.  Come  into  my  house,  Laura ;  be 
my  wife,  and  live  a  new  life  with  me — an  artist. 
Let  me  teach  you  happiness.  Have  you  ever 
known  any,  my  poor  girl  ?” 

Laura  thought  of  her  dead  hoy. 

“Lester,”  she  cried,  passionately,  “  do  you  re¬ 
member  that  I  have  been  a  wife  and  mother  ?” 

“  A  mother — yes.  But  you  are  an  ignorant 
creature  still.  Laura,  decide.” 

He  rose  to  his  feet,  and  her  glance  followed 
his  uprising.  Should  she  give  way  ?  How  he 
trembled  at  heart!  Was  he  to  lose  this  wo¬ 
man,  who  had  so  knit  herself  in  her  beauty  and 
sweetness  to  his  every  fibre?  But  he  stood 
in  a  quiet  attitude,  and  there  was  no  agitation 
in  his  face.  Her  whole  life  rolled  before  her 
like  a  panorama.  Most  of  it  was  a  crude  waste. 
All  the  ordinary  experiences  of  womanhood 
bringing  her  to  this  result !  Was  the  right  way 
before  her  at  last  ? 

“Laura !” 

She  held  out  her  arms,  and  he  came  to  her. 

“  Tell  me  something,”  he  begged,  kissing  her 
passionately. 

“Take  care  of  me — save  me.  I  have  seen 
nothing.  I  am  so  unhappy  !” 

“  More  than  this,  my  love,  you  must  give 
me.  I  have  been  harsh  with  you.” 

“  I  love  you,  Lester,  just  as  you  have  loved 
me,  from  the  instant  you  dashed  the  glass  from 
my  hand.” 

A  moment  of  that  wonderful,  virgin  silence 
passed,  and  then  Lester  cried  that  the  soup  was 
cold. 

“  Go  to  your  place,”  Laura  ordered.  There 
was  little  dinner  eaten  that  day.  Lester  left 
his  place  continually  ;  and  at  last  they  went  up 
stairs  to  Cousin  Martha.  Before  they  could 
utter  a  word  she  said  : 

“Laura,  did  I  not  tell  you  that  me  and  my 
son  were  agreed  ?  Oh,  I  am  so  happy  !  I  am 
so  glad  I  had  the  fever.  Dear  children,  you 
belong  to  each  other.  But  you  are  queer,  and 
you  must  make  allowances.” 


ABOUT  WALKING-STICKS  AND 
FANS. 

HE  staff  for  old  age  is  immemorial.  “What 
animal,”  asked  the  Sphinx,  “walks  upon 
four  legs  in  the  morning,  two  at  noon,  and  three 
in  the  evening  ?”  Gidipus  solved  the  enigma  : 
“  Man  creeps  in  the  morning  of  life,  walks  erect 
at  noon,  and  supports  his  infirmities  upon  a 
staff  in  the  evening  of  his  days.” 

Homer  sings  of  the  sceptre-staff  of  Achilles. 
“I  will  swear,”  says  the  hero,  “by  this  staff, 
which  shall  never  again  bear  shoots,  since  the 
axe  has  stripped  it  of  leaves  and  bark.”  Judah 
pledged  his  staff  to  Tamar  that  he  would  send 
her  a  kid  from  the  flock.  The  Assyrian  gen¬ 
eral  Eabshakeli  taunted  the  adherents  of  Hcz- 
ekiah  with  leaning  upon  the  staff  of  Egypt, 
“upon  which,  if  one  rest,  it  will  pierce  his 
hand.”  And  even  the  patriarch  Jacob  pleads 
God’s  mercies  as  following  him  from  the  time 
he  passed  across  Jordan,  staff  in  hand.  In 
Egyptian  hieroglyphics  the  king  is  known  by 
his  walking-stick  ;  in  Assyrian  sculptures,  used 
indifferently  as  cane  or  sceptre,  now  the  play¬ 
thing  of  the  royal  children,  and  then  the  token 
of  sovereignty  to  the  rightful  heir,  the  flower¬ 
headed  staff  indicates  exalted  rank ;  and  in  the 
cave  paintings  of  the  upper  Nile  the  successful 
warrior,  leading  the'  procession  of  prisoners,  is 
supported  by  the  reed,  carved  with  the  lotus 
flow'er  and  adorned  with  jewels. 

English  portraits  of  the  sixteenth  century 
have  gained  the  name  of  “  Cane-staff  pictures.” 
Henry  VII.  gave  forty  shillings  for  a  walking- 
stick  guilte  with  silver,  with  astronomic  upon 
it;”andhis  successor,  for  “a  cane  gamy  shed  with 
golde,  perfume  in  the  top,  a  foot-rule,  a  knife, 
and  a  file  of  golde  concealed  therein,”  gave, 
according  to  “  Fairholt’s  Costumes,”  forty-eiglit 
shillings.  In  the  middle  of  the  seventeenth 
century  walking-sticks  began  to  increase  in  lux¬ 
ury.  They  indicated  rank.  The  learned  pro¬ 
fessions  adopted  them.  Ladies  of  quality  used 
them  in  out-of-door  promenades.  Beadles  re¬ 
ceived  them  from  clergymen  at  church  en¬ 
trances.  The  lord  chancellor  stood  his  cane 
behind  the  wool-sack.  They  became  insignia 
from  which  leading  surgeons  and  physicians 
did  not  part  for  more  than  a  hundred  years. 
Made  of  marble  and  agate,  slender  in  propor¬ 
tions,  richly  mounted  with  precious  stones,  tint¬ 
ed  with  a  rare  semi-opaque,  bent  at  top,  tipped 
with  ivory,  and  when  not  in  use  kept  in  sha¬ 
green,  they  were,  even  as  seen  now  among 
curious  relics  in  the  Tower  of  London,  far 
surpassing  in  luxury  and  taste,  ingenious  con¬ 
trivance  and  expensive  ornament,  any  thing  of 
the  kind  in  modern  days,  Readers  of  Pope’s 
“Rape  of  the  Lock”  will  recognize 

“  Sir  Plume,  of  amber  snulf-box  justly  vain, 

And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane.” 

In  No.  103  of  the  Taller,  published  Decem¬ 
ber  6,  1709,  and  in  the  London  Chronicle  of 
i  September  7,  1762,  the  lover  of  English  clas- 
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sics  will  find  curious  accounts  of  walking-sticks 
in  the  eighteenth  century. 

The  alpenstock  has  a  history  of  its  own.  It 
is  now,  as  used  by  Alj^ine  travelers,  a  stout 
pole,  six  feet  long,  with  an  iron  spike  at  one 
end,  and  a  chamois  horn  at  the  other.  It 
comes  from  the  pilgrim  -  staff  of  the  Middle 
Ages.  The  bourdon,  as  the  Knights  Templars 
call  it  in  their  chronicles,  was  a  strong  stick, 
five  feet  in  length,  armed  at  the  lower  end 
with  an  iron  spike,  and  intended  to  supply  sup¬ 
port  and  balance  to  the  user  when  climbing 
steep  acclivities.  Ten  inches  from  the  top  was 
a  protuberance  on  which  to  rest  the  hand.  The 
upper  part  unscrewed.  In  its  hollow  relics 
were  concealed.  From  the  crooked  knob  a 
bag  or  bottle  could  be  suspended,  the  bourdon 
being  on  the  shoulder.  A  hole  pierced  the 
head  for  the  palm  branch  to  be  inserted,  as 
proof  of  authentic  pilgrimage. 

There  is  no  doubt,  however,  that  the  pil¬ 
grims’  staffs  frequently  contained  secular  as 
well  as  sacred  articles.  It  was  the  hollow  of  a 
bourdon  which  brought  from  Greece  the  first 
head  of  saffron,  when  the  penalty  was  death 
for  taking  the  living  plant  out  of  the  country. 
It  was  a  pilgrim’s  staff  that  contained  the  first 
tulip  bulb  introduced  into  Holland,  the  after¬ 
propagation  of  which  became  a  source  of  large 
national  income.  The  asparagus  traces  its  ori¬ 
gin  in  England  to  the  contents  of  a  Templar’s 
hollow  cane;  the  silk-worm  found  its  way  across 
the  seas  in  the  same  concealed  receptacle ;  and 
the  seeds  of  the  melon  and  apricot,  tomato  and 
onion,  cauliflower  and  quince,  indigenous  to 
Oriental  tropics,  were  transported  as  exotics  to 
the  less  kindly  soil  of  Western  Europe  in  the 
cavities  of  pilgrims’  staffs.  Cervantes  tells  of 
certain  Spanish  palmers  who  concealed  gold  in 
their  hollow  wands,  bringing  it  from  Saracen  in¬ 
fidels  to  enrich  abbeys  and  monasteries ;  and 
Richard  Coeur  de  Lion  was  enabled  to  provide 
for  the  wants  of  his  train  during  his  imprison¬ 
ment  in  Germany  from  coin  kept  secret  in  the 
same  way. 

The  ancient  contrivance  is  not  obsolete. 
Turning  from  the  dead  past  to  the  living  pres¬ 
ent,  it  is  found  that  walking-sticks  are  still 
made  with  hollow  centres  to  answer  as  reposi¬ 
tories.  Mustapha  Ibrahim,  the  principal  med¬ 
ical  man  of  the  Sultan’s  harem,  descends  from 
his  carriage,  and,  accompanied  by  eunuchs  en¬ 
ters  the  guarded  inclosure,  supported  by  a  long 
gold-mounted  cane,  which  contains  medicines 
and  surgical  instruments.  The  English  Geo¬ 
graphical  Society  provides  its  Central  African  ex¬ 
plorers  with  supplies  of  spring-spear  canes  and 
sword-sticks.  Alpine  travelers  now  measure  al¬ 
titudes  with  sextants  carried  within  their  alpen¬ 
stocks  ;  and  theodolites  in  walking-sticks  are  one 
of  the  present  necessary  accompaniments  of  the 
scientific  traveler  in  Northern  Asia. 

Since  1851  commerce  in  ordinary  walking- 
sticks  has  more  than  quadrupled.  In  Ham¬ 
burg,  Berlin,  and  Vienna — the  present  central 
depots  for  export — the  manufacture  employs 


many  thousands  of  work-people.  Its  control 
is  in  the  hands  of  the  Jews.  The  Meyers, 
members  of  one  family  of  German -Hebrews, 
are  at  its  head  in  Austria  and  Germany  prop¬ 
er,  and  by  management  peculiar  to  their  race 
have  absorbed  all  competition.  First  gaining 
ascendency  at  home  by  the  style  and  cheapness 
of  their  wares,  they  next  assailed  foreign  mar¬ 
kets.  In  Bombay  they  undersold  the  Chinese 
dealers.  Scattering  thin  light  bamboo  rods 
along  the  overland  route  to  India,  the  native 
productions  in  Egypt  and  Arabia  gave  place  to 
the  more  convenient  Viennese  manufacture. 
The  French  occupation  of  Algiers  introduced 
their  graceful  walking-sticks  to  the  Moorish 
gentry  of  Northern  Africa.  Paris  began  to 
adopt  them.  Madrid,  Naples,  and  even  Lon¬ 
don  followed.  They  drove  the  English  canes 
out  of  the  Brazils,  and  on  the  western  coast  of 
South  America,  where  Belgian  manufactures 
had  enjoyed  immemorial  monopoly,  they  found 
a  demand  which  it  taxed  all  their  resources  to 
supply.  Curiously  enough,  California,  in  the 
use  of  the  Viennese  walking-cane,  preceded  the 
Eastern  States.  Mine-explorers  and  gold-dig¬ 
gers  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  country  gave  ton  to 
fashion  in  New  York  and  Chicago.  The  im¬ 
portation  of  the  Meyers’  canes  at  the  present 
time  into  the  United  States  has  swallowed  up, 
like  Aaron’s  serpent,  all  other.  They  are  found 
every  where.  No  J ew  clothes-man  fails  to  keep 
them  among  his  stock  of  goods.  Light  French 
ratans,  heavy  English  crab -sticks,  curiously 
carved  Brussels  thorns,  and  even  the  choice 
Alcasian  orange-sticks,  have  disappeared.  The 
Jew  specialty  alwaj's  succeeds,  and  the  walk¬ 
ing-stick,  manufactured  now  for  thirty  years  by 
the  Meyers  millionaires,  furnishes  no  exception. 

In  the  present  manufacture  of  canes  great 
quantities  and  varieties  of  materials  are  con¬ 
sumed.  There  is  scarcely  grass  or  shrub,  reed 
or  tree,  that  has  not  been  employed  at  one  time 
or  another.  The  black-thorn  and  crab,  cherry- 
tree  and  furze-bush,  sapling  oak  and  Spanish 
reed  {Arundo  donax),  are  the  favorites.  Then 
come  supple-jacks  and  pimentoes  from  the  West 
Indies,  ratans  and  palms  from  Java,  white  and 
black  bamboos  from  Singapore,  and  stems  of 
the  bambusa — the  gigantic  grass  of  the  tropics 
— from  Borneo.  All  these  must  be  cut  at  cer¬ 
tain  seasons,  freed  from  various  appendages, 
searched  to  discover-defects,  assorted  into  sizes, 
and  thoroughly  rid  of  moisture.  A  year’s  sea¬ 
soning  is  required  for  some  woods,  two  for  oth¬ 
ers.  Then  comes  the  curious  process  of  manu¬ 
facture.  Twenty  different  handlings  hardly  fin¬ 
ish  the  cheapest  cane.  The  bark  is  to  be  re¬ 
moved  after  boiling  the  stick  in  water,  or  to  be 
polished  after  roasting  it  in  ashes  ;  excrescences 
are  to  be  manipulated  into  points  of  beauty; 
handles  straightened  and  shanks  shaped ;  forms 
twisted  and  heads  rasped ;  tops  carved  or  mount¬ 
ed,  surfaces  charred  and  scraped,  shanks  smooth¬ 
ed  and  varnished,  and  bottoms  shaped  and  fer- 
ruled.  Woods,  too,  have  to  be  studied,  lest 
chemical  applications  that  beautify  one  might 
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ruin  another  kind.  Some  are  improved  under 
subjection  to  intense  heat,  others  destroyed. 
Malacca  canes  have  frequently  to  be  colored 
in  parts  so  that  stained  and  natural  surfaces  are 
not  distinguishable  ;  heads  and  hoofs  for  hand¬ 
les  are  baked  to  retain  their  forms ;  tortoise¬ 
shell  raspings  are  conglomerated  by  pressure 
into  ornamental  shapes,  and  lithographic  trans¬ 
fers,  done  by  hand,  are  extensively  used  upon 
walking-sticks  for  the  Parisian  market. 

Staffs  with  grotesque  heads  hold  their  own  in 
every  age.  Why,  it  is  difScult  to  say.  Old 
cynics  of  Greek  memories  used  them.  They 
were  the  badge  of  the  tribunes  in  Rome,  whom 
the  better  classes  despised.  Fools  and  jesters 
of  the  Middle  Ages  carried  them  as  baubles  dis¬ 
tinctive  of  their  class.  The  Universal  Spectator 
points  them  out,  in  1730,  as  “the  large  oak 
sticks,  with  great  heads  and  ugly  faces  carved 
thereon,  carried  at  the  court  end  of  town  by  po¬ 
lite  young  gentlemen  instead  of  swords.”  That 
daft  Highland  laird,  Robertson  of  Kincraigie, 
made  himself  famous  by  carving  effigies  of 
friends  and  caricatures  of  enemies  on  the  upper 
end  of  walking-sticks,  until  the  accost,  “Wha 
hae  ye  up  the  day,  laird  ?”  became  a  cant 
phrase  for  lunacy  all  over  Scotland.  The  brig¬ 
ands  of  Italy  adopt  them.  They  are  favorites 
with  Magyar  chiefs  in  Hungary ;  and  those 
used  by  members  of  Kossuth’s  train,  during  his 
visit  to  the  United  States  in  1851-52,  were  ob¬ 
jects  of  particular  notice.  It  would  seem  that 
they  have  been  the  accomiDaniments  of  eccen¬ 
tricity  in  every  age  of  the  world,  but  for  what 
reason  it  is  difficult  to  say.  Facts,  like  hon-mots, 
are  not  always  explicable.  Talleyrand,  stand¬ 
ing  in  an  ante-room  through  which  the  Duchesse 
De  Grammont  was  passing  to  dinner,  looked  up 
and  said,  “Ah!”  In  the  course  of  the  feast 
the  lady  asked  him,  across  the  table,  why  he 
had  uttered  the  exclamation  “Oh!”  upon  her 
entrance.  The  witty  statesman  replied,  Ma¬ 
dame,  je  n’ai  pas  dit  oh  !  fai  dit  ah !” 

Animal  substances  have  given  almost  entire 
place  to  vegetable  in  materials  used  for  walking- 
sticks.  Whalebone  is  exhausted  by  the  um¬ 
brella  manufacturers  ;  and  tortoise-shell,  ram’s 
horn,  rhinoceros  hide,  shark’s  spine,  narwhal 
bone,  and  Ivor}’’ — once  used  largely  by  cane- 
makers — have  become  too  costly  a  raw  material. 
The  horns  of  animals,  which,  treated  by  heat 
and  mechanical  appliances,  used  once  to  be 
drawn  out  into  rods,  are  no  longer  employed. 
The  hide  of  the  rhinoceros,  elastic  and  tough, 
submitting  readily  to  chemical  agents,  and  form¬ 
ing  a  semi-transparent,  horn-like  substance,  is 
abandoned  on  account  of  enhanced  cost.  Ivory 
and  bone,  also,  have  become  too  valuable  for 
other  manufactures  to  compete  with  vegetable 
products  as  materials  for  walking-sticks. 

When  Goodyear,  five-and-twenty  years  ago, 
introduced  his  hard,  vulcanized  India  rubber  to 
the  arts,  for  cutlery  handles,  harness  trimmings, 
furniture,  and  boudoir  ornaments,  it  was  ex¬ 
pected  to  supersede  all  other  materials  in  the 
manufacture  of  walking-sticks.  It  vies  with 


ebony  in  color.  No  known  substance  is  capa¬ 
ble  of  higher  polish.  Neither  heat  nor  frost  af¬ 
fects  it.  Closeness  of  texture,  freedom  from 
brittleness,  lightness  of  weight,  and  impervious¬ 
ness  to  abrasion,  give  it  extraordinary  advant¬ 
ages.  For  several  years  it  became  the  haut  ton 
of  London,  Paris,  and  Berlin.  Even  now,  to 
elderly  gentlemen  of  mode,  who  affect  gold  heads 
surmounting  stout  and  serviceable  staffs,  it  is 
distingue  above  all  others.  But  its  cost  killed 
it.  For  general  use  it  was  never  much  intro¬ 
duced.  Besides,  it  lacks  elasticity — an  essen¬ 
tial  element  in  walking-sticks — and  hence  is 
never  likely  to  compete  with  the  various  woods. 

The  highly  ornamented  and  decorated  sticks 
used  by  the  rajahs  of  the  East,  exhibited  at  the 
Paris  Exposition,  can  hardly  be  considered  as 
articles  of  commerce.  Bamboo  canes  richly 
mounted  in  gold  and  silver,  sandal-woods  en¬ 
riched  with  painted  ornaments,  ivory  chowrees 
elaborately  carved,  chowrees  made  of  the  tail 
of  the  yak  (Hos  gnm.niens'),  heetle-nut  wands 
with  silver  handles,  supple-jacks  from  St.  Vin¬ 
cent,  and  whale’s-tooth  sticks  from  Trinidad, 
are  merely  objects  of  curiosity.  The  same 
may  be  said  of  the  sticks  used  for  staffs  carried 
before  African  chiefs,  of  the  stained  quin  a 
walking-sticks  made  at  Groenkloof,  of  the  too- 
roo-palm-rind  canes,  and  of  the  staff’  of  solid 
gold,  set  with  carbuncles  and  diamonds,  exhib¬ 
ited  by  the  Rajah  of  Kisnaghur.  None  of  these, 
however,  can  be  considered  as  representing  the 
art  of  stick-making  in  a  commercial -sense. 

All  that  remains  can  be  said  in  a  word.  Walk¬ 
ing-sticks  are  in  perpetual  demand.  While  En¬ 
gland  supplies  her  home  demand  for  the  finished 
article,  she  exports  raw  material,  both  of  native 
production  and  foreign  growth,  for  more  than  a 
moiety  of  all  the  manufactures  of  the  Continent. 
France  to  a  great  degree  takes  care  of  herself. 
Germany  imports  the  raw  materials  only.  The 
rest  of  the  world,  from  Alexandria  to  Canton, 
and  from  New  York  around  the  Cape  to  Pacific 
ports  of  entry,  depends  for  its  walking-sticks 
upon  those  hives  of  industry,  Hamburg,  Berlin, 
and  Vienna. 

Turning  to  fans,  we  find  that  more  than  three 
thousand  years  ago  artists  in  Egypt  painted  fans 
on  the  walls  of  the  tombs  at  Thebes.  The  fan- 
bearer  ranked  other  officials.  His  investiture 
was  a  gi'ave  ceremonial.  Pharaohs  of  various 
dynasties  sit  surrounded  by  fan-bearers.  The 
insignia  of  the  office  are  unmistakable.  Slender, 
vividly-colored  fans,  on  twisted  handles,  cool  the 
voluptuous  monarch  at  his  meals,  and  guard  sa¬ 
cred  offerings  from  noxious  vermin.  Its  use  in 
Greece  was  similar  in  purpose,  but  more  grace¬ 
ful  in  appliance.  Its  form  became  more  beau¬ 
tiful.  The  wings  of  a  bird,  joined  laterally, 
formed  the  graceful  fan  of  the  priest  of  Isis 
when  she  became  a  Grecian  deity.  In  Rome 
the  fan  was  sacred  to  Bacchus.  The  mystica 
vannus  lacchi  was  borne  in  procession  at  Eleu- 
sinian  mysteries.  Female  slaves  waved  the 
Jiabellum  over  priestesses.  Tinted  plumes  of 
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the  ostrich,  semicircular  at  top  and  confined  at 
base — the  type  of  the  state  fan  of  China  to-day 
— hung  from  the  ceilings  of  gilded  boudoirs ; 
and  at  the  games  of  the  amphitheatre  matrons 
hid  their  faces  and  courtesans  coquetted  behind 
gorgeous  feathers  of  the  muscarium,  held  up  by 
striplings  and  damsels. 

The  folding-fan  was  brought  to  France  by 
Catherine  de  Medicis.  Formed  of  perfumed 
leather,  shaped  by  sculptors,  and  painted  by 
artists,  it  reached  its  ascendant  in  the  luxurious 
reign  of  Louis  XV.  From  the  reigning  favor¬ 
ite  it  received  the  name  of  “Pompadour.” 
Gilding  and  gems  increased  its  favor.  Wat¬ 
teau  and  Boucher  lavished  upon  it  their  genius. 
Without  it  the  toilet  of  a  lady  of  rank  was  in¬ 
complete.  Prices  paid  for  the  more  choice  and 
elaborate  kinds  were  fabulous.  Choiseul,  to 
gain  the  favor  of  Madame  Du  Barri,  presented 
her  a  fan  the  value  of  which  was  estimated  at 
30,000  francs  ;  and  the  blas€  king  supposed  he 
was  winning  the  affection  of  the  same  woman — 
already  purchased  by  a  clique  at  court  for  the 
end  she  attained — by  a  similar  gift,  one  dia¬ 
mond  in  the  setting  of  which  had  been  pro¬ 
cured  at  Vienna  at  the  cost  of  ,£1400. 

England  imported  fans  to  a  large  amount 
from  Italy  in  the  last  century.  At  the  period 
of  Addison  and  Steele  a  lady  would  have  felt 
as  awkward  without  her  fan  as  a  gentleman 
without  his  sword.  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  in 
describing  “the  angry  flutter,  the  modest  flut¬ 
ter,  the  timorous  flutter,  the  confused  flutter, 
the  merry  flutter,  and  the  amorous  flutter  of  a 
fan,”  says:  “I  have  seen  a  fan  so  very  angry 
that  it  would  have  been  dangerous  for  the  ab¬ 
sent  lover  who  provoked  the  passion  to  have 
come  within  the  wind  its  motion  produced.” 

In  the  fan-manufacture  of  to-day  China  and 
France  are  the  great  rivals.  They  monopolize 
the  supply  of  the  world.  In  lacquered  fans  the 
former  country  has  no  equal— its  most  common 
productions  being  remarkable  for  originality, 
boldness,  brilliancy  of  coloring,  sharpness  of 
drawing,  and  correctness  of  workmanship.  The 
great  centres  of  production  are  Canton  and 
Soutchou,  Hang-tchou  and  Nankin.  Fans  for 
each  different  mai-ket  constitute  independent 
manufactories.  Hichly-paiuted/UOTl-a/is  for  Cey¬ 
lon  ;  peacock-feathers  for  Assam ;  fans  affixed 
to  central  handles,  gorgeously  enriched  with 
embroidery  and  jewels,  for  Indian  rajahs  ;  fans 
suspended  from  silver  rods,  and  made  to  wave 
to  and  fro,  for  wealthy  Brahmins  ;  and  fans 
manufactured  of  khus-khus  grass  {Andropogon 
muricatus),  which  emit  fragrant  perfumes,  of 
sandal-wood,  of  bamboo,  of  the  palmyra  leaf, 
and  of  the  divided  leaf  of  the  Borassus  flahelli- 
forinis,  for  European  and  American  markets. 

Egypt,  Spain,  Turkey,  and  Tunis  produce 
fans  for  home  supply.  Wiirtemberg  manufac- 
"tures  fans  for  Eastern  Germany.  British  Gui¬ 
ana  exports  ita-palm  fans  to  its  tropical  neigh¬ 


bors.  The  East  Indian  fan,  that  does  not  close— 
the  Assam  peacock-feather  fan,  with  its  staff 
fitted  for  the  foot  of  the  servant  who  waves  it 
back  and  forth— the  Delhi  punkah,  made  of 
beads  and  pearls — and  the  hand-fans  of  Bengal, 
are  made  at  home  for  home  consumption  only. 

France,  next  to  China,  is  the  producing’coun- 
try  of  the  world  for  this  species  of  manufacture. 
Its  labor  is  subdivided.  Each  fan,  that  sells  at 
wholesale  for  a  cent,  passes  in  making  through 
twenty  hands.  Fans  for  different  countries  arc 
made  in  different  work-shops.  The  length  of 
ribs  for  Algeria  will  not  answer  for  Madagascar. 
Fans  for  Mohammedan  nations  must  be  without 
representations  of  living  objects ;  for  Buenos 
Ayres,  without  either  blue  or  green  colors ;  for 
Bulgaria  and  the  East,  feathers  alone  are  used; 
for  the  South  American  states,  paper. 

From  the  pied,  or  frame,  which  is  composed 
of  inner  and  outer  ribs,  and  made  from  wood 
or  mother-of-pearl,  tortoise-shell  or  ivory,  to 
the  painted  fertile,  or  leaf,  composed  of  parch¬ 
ment  or  vellum,  satin  or  gauze,  the  process  of 
fan-manufacture  has  reached,  in  France,  a  high 
degree  of  perfection.  The  exclusive  industry 
of  Audeville,  Boisiere,  and  St.  Genevieve  is  de¬ 
voted  to  the  pieds ;  of  Meru,  Beauvais,  Oise, 
and  Corbeil-Cerf  to  thQ  panaches  (or  ribs)  ;  and 
of  Deluge  to  the  feuilles.  More  than  60,000 
work-people  live  by  the  trade.  Artists  in  Par¬ 
is,  known  as  feidllistes — decorators,  who  orna¬ 
ment  the  frames— overlookers,  who  attach  the 
tassels — lithographers,  who  illustrate  by  chro- 
mos — polishers,  piercers,  sculptors,  gilders,  and 
Spanglers,  wdio  each  make  specialties  of  their 
parts — find  in  the  vast  production  of  fans  their 
means  of  livelihood. 

The  printing,  coloring,  mounting,  and  final 
embellishment  of  French  fans  are  under  the  di¬ 
rection  of  the  eventaiUiste — fan-maker,  in  fact, 
though  he  has  little  to  do  with  any  portion  of 
its  manufacture.  He  collects  the  work  of  the 
various  fan-artisans,  arranges  their  productions, 
and  employing  a  small  number  of  skilled  work¬ 
men  in  shops  usually  adjoining  his  warehouse, 
mounts  the  feuille,  ornaments  the  fan  with  feath¬ 
ers  or  lace,  gewgaws  or  tinsel,  and  places  upon 
it  the  last  decorations.  He  also  furnishes  draw¬ 
ings  to  the  operatives  in  the  departments,  in¬ 
vents  new  fashions,  instructs  the  feuilliste  as  to 
constantly-differing  styles  of  ornament,  groups 
together  the  belongings,  and  assorts  qualities 
and  kinds  for  market. 

The  annual  value  of  fans  made  in  France 
exceeds  10,000,000  francs.  Machinery  is  now 
largely  employed.  During  the  last  twenty 
years,  while  the  product  has  trebled,  the  em¬ 
ployes  have  diminished.  The  fly -press  has 
taken  the  place  of  hand  labor,  and  chromo-li¬ 
thography  of  the  artist’s  brush.  At  the  pres¬ 
ent  rate  of  increase,  especially  of  cheap  fans, 
France  threatens  to  drive  China  out  of  the 
markets  of  the  world. 
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AEEW  years  ago,  a  gentleman  visiting  the 
beautiful  cathedral  of  Winchester,  En¬ 
gland,  desired  to  be  shown  the  grave  of  Jane 
Austen.  The  verger,  as  he  pointed  it  out, 
asked,  “Pray,  Sir,  can  you  tell  me  whether 
there  was  any  thing  particular  about  that  lady  ; 
so  many  people  want  to  know  where  she  was 
buried?”  We  fancy  the  ignorance  of  the  hon¬ 
est  verger  is  shared  by  most  American  readers 
of  the  present  day,  respecting  the  life  and  char¬ 
acter  of  a  lady  whose  novels  commanded  the 
admiration  of  Scott,  of  Mackintosh,  of  Macau¬ 
lay,  of  Coleridge,  of  Southey,  and  others  of 
equal  eminence  in  the  world  of  letters.  Even 
during  her  lifetime  she  was  known  only  through 
her  novels.  Unlike  her  gifted  contemporary. 
Miss  Mitford,  she  lived  in  entire  seclusion  from 
the  literary  world ;  neither  by  correspondence 
nor  by  personal  intercourse  was  she  known  to 
any  contemporary  authors.  It  is  probable  that 
she  never  was  in  company  with  any  person 
whose  talents  or  whose  celebrity  equaled  her 
VoL.  XLI— No.  242.-15 


own ;  so  that  her  powers  never  could  have  been 
sharpened  by  collision  with  superior  intellects, 
nor  her  imagination  aided  by  their  casual  sug¬ 
gestions.  Even  during  the  last  two  qr  three 
years  of  her  life,  when  her  works  were  rising 
in  the  estimation  of  the  public,  they  did  not 
enlarge  the  circle  of  her  acquaintance.  Eew 
of  her  readers  knew  even  her  name,  and  none 
knew  more  of  her  than  her  name.  It  would 
scarcely  be  possible  to  mention  any  other  au¬ 
thor  of  note,  whose  personal  obscurity  was  so 
complete.  Eanny  Burney,  afterward  Madame 
D’Arblay,  was  at  an  early  age  petted  by  Dr. 
Johnson,  and  introduced  to  the  wits  and  schol¬ 
ars  of  the  day  at  the  tables  of  Mrs.  Thrale  and 
Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  Anna  Seward,  in  her 
self-constituted  shrine  at  Litchfield,  would  have 
been  miserable,  had  she  not  trusted  that  the 
eyes  of  all  lovers  of  poetry  were  devoutly  fixed 
on  her.  Joanna  Baillie  and  Maria  Edgeworth 
were  far  from  courting  publicity ;  they  loved 
the  privacy  of  their  own  families,  one  with  her 
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brother  and  sister  in  their  Hampstead  villa,  the 
other  in  her  more  distant  retreat  in  Ireland ; 
but  fame  pursued  them,  and  they  were  the  fa¬ 
vorite  correspondents  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  The 
chief  part  of  Chariotte  Bronte’s  life  was  spent 
in  a  wild  solitude  compared  with  which  Steven- 
ton  and  Chawton  might  be  considered  to  be  in 
the  gay  world  ;  and  yet  she  attained  to  personal 
distinction  which  never  fell  to  Miss  Austen’s 
lot.  When  she  visited  her  kind  publisher  in 
London,  literary  men  and  women  were  invited 
purposely  to  meet  her :  Thackeray  bestowed 
upon  her  the  honor  of  his  notice;  and  once  in 
Willis’s  Rooms,  she  had  to  walk  shy  and  trem¬ 
bling  through  an  avenue  of  lords  and  ladies, 
drawn  up  for  the  purpose  of  gazing  at  the  au¬ 
thor  of  “Jane  Eyre.”  Miss  Mitford,  too,  lived 
quietly  in  “Our  Village,”  devoting  her  time 
and  talents  to  the  benefit  of  a  father  scarcely 
worthy  of  her;  but  she  did  not  live  there  un¬ 
known.  Her  tragedies  gave  her  a  name  in 
London.  She  numbered  Milman  and  Talfourd 
among  her  correspondents  ;  and  her  works  were 
a  passport  to  the  society  of  many  who  would 
not  otherwise  have  sought  her.  Hundreds  ad¬ 
mired  Miss  Mitford  on  account  of  her  writings 
for  one  who  ever  connected  the  idea  of  Miss 
Austen  vvith  the  press. 

It  was  not  till  toward  the  close  of  her  life, 
when  the  last  of  the  works  that  she  saw  pub¬ 
lished  was  in  the  press,  that  she  received  the 
only  mark  of  distinction  that  was  ever  bestowed 
upon  her;  and  that  was  remarkable  for  the 
high  quarter  whence  it  emanated  rather  than 
for  any  .actual  increase  of  fame  that  it  conferred. 
It  happened  thus.  In  the  autumn  of  1815  she 
nursed  her  brother  Henry  through  a  dangerous 
fever  and  slow  convalescence  at  his  house,  in 
Hans  Place.  He  was  attended  by  one  of  the 
Prince  Regent’s  physicians.  All  attempts  to 
keep  her  name  secret  had  at  this  time  ceased, 
and  though  it  had  never  appeared  on  a  title- 
page,  yet  it  was  pretty  well  known ;  and  the 
friendly  physician  was  aware  that  his  patient’s 
nurse  was  the  author  of  “  Pride  and  Prejudice.” 
Accordingly  he  informed  her  one  day  that  the 
Prince  was  a  great  admirer  of  her  novels  ;  that 
he  readjhem  often,  and  kept  a  set  in  every  one 
of  his  residences  ;  that  he  himself  therefore  h.ad 
thought  it  right  to  inform  bis  Royal  Highness 
that  Miss  Austen  was  staying  in  London  and 
that  the  Prince  had  desired  Mr.  Clarke,  the  libra¬ 
rian  of  Carlton  House,  to  w.ait  upon  her.  The 
next  d.ay  Mr.  Clarke  made  his  appearance,  and 
invited  her  to  Carlton  House,  saying  that  he  had 
the  Prince’s  instructions  to  show  her  the  libra¬ 
ry  and  other  apartments,  and  to  pay  her  every 
possible  attention.  The  invitation  was  of  course 
accepted,  and  during  the  visit  to  Carlton  House 
Mr.  Clarke  declared  himself  commissioned  to 
say  that  if  Miss  Austen  had  any  other  novel 
forthcoming  she  was  at  liberty  to  dedicate  it 
to  the  Prince.  Accordingly  such  a  dedication 
was  immedi.ately  prefixed  to  “Emma,”  which 
was  at  that  time  in  the  press. 

Though  singularly  barren  of  events  — so 


smooth  was  the  current  of  its  course — the  life  of 
this  gifted  woman  was  well  worthy  of  the  alfec- 
tionate  biographer  it  has  found  in  the  person  of 
her  nephew,  the  Rev.  J.  E.  Austen-Leigh,  from 
whose  interesting  volume  we  borrow  the  ma¬ 
terial  and  much  of  the  language  of  this  article. 
After  a  long  period  of  undeserved  neglect  her 
novels  are  again  coming  into  vogue  with  read¬ 
ers  of  quiet  and  refined  tastes  ;  and  many  may 
take  an  interest  in  a  delineation  of  her  mind  and 
character.  Many  may  care  to  know  whether 
the  moral  rectitude,  the  correct  taste,  and  the 
warm  afl'ections  with  which  she  invested  her 
ideal  characters  were  really'existing  in  the  nti- 
tive  source  whence  those  ideas  flowed,  and 
were  actually  e.xhibited  by  her  in  the  various 
relations  of  life.  “  I  can  indeed  bear  witness,” 
writes  her  nephew,  “that  there  was  scarcely  a 
charm  in  her  most  delightful,  characters  that 
was  not  a  true  reflection  of  her  own  sweet  tem¬ 
per  and  loving  heart.  I  was  young  wdien  we 
lost  her;  but  the  impressions  made  on  the 
young  are 'deep,  and  though  in  the  course  of 
fifty  years  I  have  forgotten  much,  I  have  not 
forgotten  that  ‘Aunt  Jane’  was  the  delight  of 
all  her  nephews  and  nieces.  We  did  not  think 
of  her  as  being  clever,  still  less  as  being  fa¬ 
mous  ;  but  we  valued  her  as  one  always  kind, 
sympathizing,  and  amusing.” 

Jane  Austen  was  born  on  December  16, 
1775,  at  the  parsonage  house  of  Steventon,  in 
Hampshire,  England.  Her  father,  the  Rev. 
George  Austen,  was  of  an  old  family.  At  the 
time  of  his  daughter’s  birth  he  held  the  two 
adjoining  rectories  of  Deane  and  Steventon. 
The  two  villages  were  little  more  than  a  mile 
apart,  and  their  united  populations  scarcely 
amounted  to  three  hundred,  so  that  this  was 
not  considered  a  very  gross  case  of  plurality.  ‘ 
At  this  time  the  grandfather  of  Mary  Russell 
Mitford,  Dr.  Russell,  was  rector  of  the  adjoin¬ 
ing  parish  of  Ashe  ;  so  that  the  parents  of  two 
popular  female  authors  must  have  been  in¬ 
timately  acquainted  with  each  other. 

Many  changes  have  passed  upon  these  par¬ 
ishes  since  Jane  Austen  was  born,  nearly  a 
century  ago.  At  the  present  time  the  pretty, 
shaded  lane  between  Deane  and  Steventon  is 
as  hard  and  smooth  as  the  best  turnpike  road  ; 
but  it  was  then  a  mere  cart  track,  so  cut  up  bv 
deep  ruts  as  to  be  impassable  for  a  light  car¬ 
riage.  In  those  days  it  was  not  unusual  to  set 
men  to  work  with  shovel  and  pickaxe  to  fill  up 
ruts  and  holes  in  roads  seldom  used  by  car¬ 
riages,  on  such  special  occasions  as  a  funeral 
or  a  wedding.  Ignorance  and  coarseness  of 
language  also  were  still  lingering,  even  upon 
higher  levels  of  society  than  might  have  been 
expected  to  retain  such  mists.  About  this 
time  a  neighboring  squire,  a  man  of  manv 
acres,  referred  the  following  difficulty  to  Mr. 
Austen’s  decision  :  “  You  know  all  about  these 
sort  of  things.  Do  tell  us.  Is  Paris  in  France, 
or  France  in  Paris  ?  for  my  wife  has  been  dis¬ 
puting  with  me  about  it.”  The  same  gentle¬ 
man,  narrating  some  conversation  which  ha 
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had  heard  between  the  rector  and  his  wife, 
represented  the  latter  as  beginning  her  reply  to 
her  husband  with  a  round  oath  ;  and  when  his 
daughter  called  him  to  task,  reminding  him  that 
Mrs.  Austen  never  swore,  he  replied  :  “  Now, 
Betty,  why  do  you  pull  me  up  for  nothing? 
you  know  very  well  that's  only  my  way  of  telUny 
the  story." 

Mr.  Austen  was  a  remarkably  good-looking 
man,  both  in  his  youth  and  his  old  age ;  and 
at  seventy  years  he  attracted  observation  by 
his  fine  features  and  abundance  of  snow-white 
hair.  In  Mrs.  Austen  also  was  to  be  found  the 
germ  of  much  of  the  ability  which  was  concen¬ 
trated  in  her  daughter  Jane,  but  of  which  oth¬ 
ers  of  her  children  had  a  share.  She  united 
strong  common-sense  with  a  lively  imagination, 
and  often  expressed  herself,  both  in  writing 
and  in  conversation,  with  epigrammatic  force 
and  point.  She  lived,  like  many  of  her  fami¬ 
ly,  to  an  advanced  age.  During  the  last  years 
of  her  life  she  endured  continual  pain,  not  only 
patiently,  but  with  characteristic  cheerfulness. 
She  has  been  heard  to  say,  “I  almost  think 
sometimes  that  God  Almighty  has  forgotten 
me  ;  but  I  dare  say  He  will  come  for  me  in 
His  owm  good  time.”  She  died  and  was  bur¬ 
ied  at  Chawton,  January,  1827,  aged  eighty- 
eight. 

Jane  Austen  had  one  sister — Cassandra — 
about  three  years  her  senior,  to  whom  she  was 
most  tenderly  attached.  “  If  Cassandra  were 
going  to  have  her  head  cut  off,”  said  their  mo¬ 
ther,  on  one  occasion,  “Jane  would  insist  on 
sharing  her  fate.”  This  attachment  was  never 
interrupted  or  weakened.  They  lived  in  the 
same  home,  and  shared  the  same  bedroom, 
till  separated  by  death.  They  were  not  ex¬ 
actly  alike.  Cassandra’s  was  the  colder  and 
calmer  disposition ;  she  was  always  prudent 
and  well  judging,  but  with  less  outward  dem¬ 
onstration  of  feeling  and  less  sunniness  of  tem¬ 
per  than  Jane  possessed.  It  was  remarked  in 
her  family  that  “Cassandra  had  the  merit  of 
having  her  temper  always  under  command,  but 
that  Jane  had  the  happiness  of  a  temper  that 
never  required  to  be  commanded.  ” 

Of  her  five  brothers,  the  two  youngest, 
Charles  and  Francis,  were  sailors  during^  the 
most  active  and  glorious  period  of  the  British 
navy.  Both  were  often  engaged  in  important 
service,  and  both  rose  to  the  rank  of  Admiral. 
Francis  lived  to  attain  the  very  summit  of  his 
profession,  having  died  in  his  ninety-third  year, 
G.C.B.  and  Senior  Admiral  of  the  Fleet,  in 
1865.  He  possessed  great  firmness  of  char¬ 
acter,  with  a  strong  sense  of  duty,  whether  due 
from  himself  to  others,  or  from  others  to  him¬ 
self.  He  was  consequently  a  strict  disciplina¬ 
rian  ;  but,  as  he  was  a  very  religious  man,  it 
was  remarked  of  him  that  he  maintained  this 
discipline  without  ever  uttering  an  oath,  or  per¬ 
mitting  one  in  his  presence.  On  one  occasion, 
when  ashore  in  a  sea-side  town,  he  was  spoken 
of  as  “the  officer  who  kneeled  at  church.  ’ 
Charles  was  generally  serving  in  frigates  or 


sloops.  At  one  time  he  was  absent  from  En¬ 
gland  for  seven  years  together.  In  1850  he 
went  out  in  the  Hastings  in  command  of  the 
East  India  and  China  station  ;  but  on  the  break¬ 
ing  out  of  the  Burmese  war,  he  transferred  his 
flag  to  a  steam  sloop,  for  the  purpose  of  getting 
up  the  shallow  waters  of  the  Irrawaddy,  on 
board  of  which  he  died  of  cholera  in  1852,  in 
the  seventy-fourth  year  of  his  age.  His  sweet 
temper  and  affectionate  disposition,  in  which 
he  resembled  his  sister  Jane,  had  secured  to 
him  an  unusual  portion  of  attachment,  not  only 
from  his  own  family,  but  from  all  the  officers 
and  common  sailors  who  served  under  him. 
One  who  was  with  him  at  his  death  has  left  this 
record  of  him  : 

“Our  good  Admiral  won  the  hearts  of  all  hy  his 
geutleness  and  kindness,  while  he  was  struggling 
with  disease,  and  endeavoring  to  do  his  duty  as  Com- 
niander-in-chief  of  the  British  naval  forces  in  these 
waters.  His  death  was  a  great  grief  to  the  whole 
fleet.  I  know  that  I  cried  bitterly  when  I  found  he 
was  dead.” 

These  two  brothers  have  been  dwelt  on  be¬ 
cause  their  honorable  career  accounts  for  Jane 
Austen’s  partiality  for  tlie  navy,  as  well  as  for 
the  readiness  and  accuracy  with  which  she 
wrote  about  it.  She  was  ahvays  very  careful 
not  to  meddle  wdth  matters  which  she  did  not 
thoroughly  understand.  She  never  touched 
upon  politics,  law,  or  medicine  ;  but  with  ships 
and  sailors  she  felt  herself  at  home,  or  at  least 
could  always  trust  to  a  brotherly  critic  to  keep 
her  right.  It  is  said  that  no  flaw  has  ever  been 
found  in  her  seamanship  either  in  “Mansfield 
Bark”  or  in  “Persuasion.” 

The  first  twenty-five  years — more  than  half 
of  the  brief  life  of  Jane  Austen— were  spent  in 
the  parsonage  of  Steventon,  a  small  rural  vil¬ 
lage  upon  the  chalk  hills  of  North  Hants,  situ¬ 
ated  in  a  winding  valley  about  seven  miles  from 
Basingstoke.  It  is  not  a  picturesque  country. 
The  surface  continually  sinks  and  sw'ells,  but 
the  hills  are  not  bold,  nor  the  valleys  deep  ;  and 
though  it  is  sufficiently  well  clothed  with  woods 
and  hedgerows,  yet  the  poverty  of  the  soil  in 
most  places  prevents  the  timber  from  attaining 
a  large  size.  Still,  it  has  its  beauties.  The 
lanes  wind  along  in  a  natural  curve,  continual¬ 
ly  fringed  wdth  irregular  borders  of  native  turt, 
and  lead  to  pleasant  nooks  and  corners. 

Of  this  somewhat  tame  country,  Steventon, 
from  the  fall  of  the  ground  and  the  abundance 
of  its  timber,  was  one  of  the  prettiest  spots. 
The  house  where  the  Austens  lived  stood  in  a 
shallow  valley,  surrounded  by  sloping  meadows, 
well  sprinkled  with  elm-trees,  at  the  end  of  a 
small  village  of  cottages,  each  provided  wdth  a 
garden,  straggling  along  on  either  side  of  the 
road.  The  chief  beauty  of  Steventon  consisted 
in  its  hedgerows.  In  that  country  a  hedgerow 
does  not  mean  a  thin  formal  line  of  quickset, 
but  an  irregular  border  of  copse-wood  and  tim¬ 
ber,  often  wide  enough  to  contain  within  it  a 
winding  foot-path  or  rough  cart  track.  Two 
such  hedgerows  radiated  from  the  parsonage 
garden  ;  one  westward,  called  “  the  wood  walk. 
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furnished  here  and  there  with  rustic  seats  ;  the 
other  leading  over  the  hill,  and  named  “the 
chinch  walk,  because  it  led  to  the  parish 
chinch,  as  well  as  to  a  fine  old  manor-house  of 
the  time  of  Henry  VIII.  The  church  itself, 
at  that  time 

A  little  spireless  fane. 

Just  seen  above  the  woody  lane, 

might  have  appeared  mean  and  uninteresting  to 
an  ordinary  observer ;  but  the  adept  in  church 
architecture  would  have  known  that  it  must 
have  stood  there  some  seven  centuries,  and 
would  have  found  beauty  in  the  narrow’  En¬ 
glish  windows,  as  well  as  in  the  general  pro¬ 
portions  of  its  little  chancel ;  while  its  solitarv 
position,  far  from  the  hum  of  the  village,  anil 
within  sight  of  no  habitation,  except  a  gli’mpse 
of  the  gray  manor-house  through  its  circling 
screen  of  sycamores,  has  in  it  something  solemn 
and  appropriate  to  the  last  resting-place  of  the 
silent  dead.  Sweet  violets,  both  purple  and 
white,  grow'  in  abundance  beneath  its  south 
wall.  One  may  imagine  for  how  many  centu¬ 
ries  the  ancestors  of  those  little  flowers  have 
occupied  that  undisturbed,  sunny  nook,  and 
may  think  how  few  living  families  can  boast 
as  ancient  a  tenure  of  their  land.  Large  elms 
protrude  their  rough  branches ;  old  hawthorns 
shed  their  annual  blossoms  over  the  graves  ^ 


and  the  hollow  yew'-tree  must  be  at  least  coeval 
with  the  church. 

This  w'as  the  residence  of  Jane  Austen  for 
twenty-five  years.  This  was  the  cradle  of  her 
genius.  These  were  the  first  objects  which  in¬ 
spired  her  young  heart  with  a  sense  of  the  beau¬ 
ties  of  nature.  In  strolls  along  those  W'ood 
walks,  thick-coming  fancies  rose  in  her  mind, 
and  gradually  assumed  the  forms  in  which  they 
came  forth  to  the  world.  In  that  simple  church 
she  brought  them  all  into  subjection  to  the  pie¬ 
ty  which  ruled  her  in  life,  and  supported  her  in 
death. 

The  home  at  Steventon  must  have  been  for 
many  years,  a  pleasant  and  prosperous  one. 
The  family  was  unbroken  by  death,  and  seldom 
visited  by  sorrow.  Their  situation  had  some 
peculiar  advantages  beyond  those  of  ordinary 
rectories.  Steventon  was  a  family  living.  Mr. 
Knight,  the  patron,  was  also  proprietor  of  near¬ 
ly  the  Vhole  parish.  He  never  resided  there, 
and  consequently  the  rector  and  his  children 
came  to  be  regarded  in  the  neighborhood  as  in 
some  sort  representatives  of  the  family.  They 
shared  with  the  principal  tenant  the  command 
of  an  excellent  manor,  and  enjoyed,  in  this  re¬ 
flected  way,  some  of  the  consideration  usually 
aw'arded  to  landed  proprietors.  They  were 
not  rich,  but,  aided  by  Mr.  Austen’s  powers  of 
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teaching,  they  had  enough  to  afford  a  good  ed¬ 
ucation  to  their  sons  and  daughters,  to  mix  in 
the  best  society  of  the  neighborhood,  and  to 
exercise  a  liberal  hospitality  to  their  own  rela¬ 
tions  and  friends.  A  carriage  and  a  pair  of 
horses  were  kept.  This  might  imply  a  higher 
style  of  living  in  our  days  than  it  did  in  theirs. 
There  were  then  no  assessed  taxes.  The  car¬ 
riage,  once  bought,  entailed  little  further  ex¬ 
pense  ;  and  the  horses,  probably,  were  often 
employed  in  farm  work.  Moreover,  it  should 
be  remembered  that  a  pair  of  horses  ■  in  those 
days  was  almost  necessary,  if  ladies  were  to 
move  about  at  all;  for  neither  the  condition 
of  the  roads  nor  the  style  of  carriage-build¬ 
ing  admitted  of  any  comfortable  vehicle  being 
drawn  by  a  single  horse.  When  one  looks  at 
the  few  specimens  still  remaining  of  coach¬ 
building  in  the  last  century,  it  strikes  one  that 
the  chief  object  of  the  builders  must  have  been 
to  combine  the  greatest  possible  weight  with  the 
least  possible  amount  of  accommodation. 

The  style  of  living  in  England  when  Jane 
Austen  was  a  child  was  very  different  from 
what  it  is  in  our  day.  The  dinner-table  in 
country  houses  presented  a  more  plain  and  sub¬ 
stantial  appearance.  There  was  little  glitter 
of  plate,  and  even  silver  forks  had  not  come 
into  general  use.  The  dinners  themselves  were 
more  homely,  though  not  less  plentiful  and  sa¬ 
vory  ;  and  the  bill  of  fare  in  one  house  would 
not  be  so  like  that  in  another  as  it  is  now,  for 
family  recipes  were  held  in  high  estimation. 
A  grandmother  of  culinary  talent  could  be¬ 
queath  to  her  descendant  fame  for  some  par¬ 
ticular  dish,  and  might  influence  the  family  din¬ 
ner  for  many  generations.  One  house  would 
pride  itself  on  its  ham,  another  on  its  game-pie, 
and  a  third  on  its  superior  pudding.  Beer  and 
home-made  wines,  especially  mead,  were  more 
largely  consumed.  Vegetables  were  less  plenti¬ 
ful  and  less  various.  Potatoes  were  used,  but 
not  so  abundantly  as  now;  and  there  was  an 
idea  that  they  were  to  be  eaten  only  with  roast 
meat.  They  were  novelties  to  a  tenant’s  wife 
who  was  entertained  at  Steventon  parsonage, 
certainly  less  than  a  hundred  years  ago ;  and 
when  Mrs.  Austen  advised  her  to  plant  them  in 
her  own  garden  she  replied,  “No,  no  ;  they  are 
very  well  for  you  gentry,  but  they  must  be  ter¬ 
ribly  costly  to  raise.” 

But  a  still  greater  difference  would  be  found 
in  the  furniture  of  the  rooms,  which  would  ap¬ 
pear  to  irs  lamentably  scanty.  There  was  a 
general  deficiency  of  carpeting  in  sitting-rooms, 
bedrooms,  and  passages.  A  piano -forte,  or 
rather  a  spinnet  or  harpsichord,  was  by  no 
means  a  necessary  appendage.  It  was  to  be 
found  only  where  there  was  a  decided  taste  for 
music,  not  so  common  then  as  now,  or  in  such 
great  houses  as  would  probably  contain  a  bill¬ 
iard-table.  There  would  often  be  but  one  sofa 
in  the  house,  and  that  a  stiff,  angular,  uncom¬ 
fortable  article.  There  were  no  deep  easy- 
chairs,  nor  other  appliances  for  lounging ;  for 
to  lie  down,  or  even  to  lie  back,  was  a  luxury 


permitted  only  to  old  persons  or  invalids.  It 
was  said  of  a  nobleman,  a  personal  friend  of 
George  III.,  and  a  model  gentleman  of  his  day, 
that  he  would  have  made  the  tour  of  Europe 
without  ever  touching  the  back  of  his  traveling- 
carriage.  But  perhaps  we  should  be  most  struck 
with  the  total  absence  of  those  elegant  little  ar¬ 
ticles  which  now  embellish  and  encumber  our 
drawing-room  tables.  We  should  miss  the  slid¬ 
ing  book-cases  and  picture-stands,  the  letter¬ 
weighing  machines  and  envelope-cases,  the  pe¬ 
riodicals  and  illustrated  newspapers — above  all, 
the  countless  swarm  of  photograph  books  which 
now  threaten  to  swallow  up  all  space.  A  small 
writing-desk,  wifli  a  smaller  work-box  or  net¬ 
ting-case,  was  all  that  each  young  lady  con¬ 
tributed  to  occupy  the  table  ;  for  the  large  fam¬ 
ily  work-basket,  though  often  produced  in  the 
parlor,  lived  in  the  closet. 

How  far  the  family  life-  of  Jane  Austen  con¬ 
formed,  to  this  general  picture  her  biographer 
leaves  the  reader  somewhat  in  the  dark.  He 
mentions  two  little  matters,  however,  which  cer¬ 
tainly  differ  from  modern  customs.  One  is,  that 
when  the  young  men  went  out  before  the  fam¬ 
ily  breakfast-hour,  for  shooting  or  hunting,  they 
generally  took  their  morning  meal  in  the  kitch¬ 
en — a  practice  to  which,  in  these  days,  servants 
would  object  quite  as  much  as  masters.  The 
other  is,  that  when  the  roads  were  dirty  the  sis¬ 
ters  took  long  walks  in  pattens.  This  defense 
against  wet  and  dirt  is  now  seldom  seen.  The 
few  that  remain  are  banished  from  good  societ}’, 
and  are  employed  only  in  menial  work ;  but  a 
hundred  and  fifty  years  ago  they  were  celebra¬ 
ted  in  poetry,  and  considered  so  clever  a  con¬ 
trivance  that  Gay,  in  his  “Trivia,”  ascribes  the 
invention  to  a  god  stimulated  by  his  passion  for 
a  mortal  damsel,  and  derives  the  name  “pat¬ 
ten”  from  “Patty.” 

“The  patteu  now  supports  each  frugal  dame, 

Which  from  the  hlue-eyed  Patty  takes  the  name.” 

But  mortal  damsels  have  long  ago  discarded 
the  clumsy  contrivance.  First  it  dropped  its 
iron  ring  and  became  a  clog ;  afterward  it  was 
refined  down  into  the  pliant  India  rubber — 
lighter  to  wear  and  more  effectual  to  protect. 

The  general  coloring  of  Jane  Austen’s  life 
was  bright.  She  lived  with  indulgent  parents, 
in  a  cheerful  home  which  afforded  an  agreeable 
variety  of  social  intercourse.  To  these  sources 
of ’enjoyment  must  be  added,  in  her  case,  the 
first  stirrings  of  genius  in  her  mind,  and  the 
absorbing  interest  of  original  composition.  She 
began  to  write  at  a  very  earl3r  age.  There  is 
extant  an  old  copy-book  of  hers,  containing 
several  tales,  some  of  which  seem  to  have  been 
composed  while  she  was  quite  a  little  girl. 
These  stories  are  of  a  slight  and  flimsy  texture, 
and  are  generally  intended  to  be  nonsensical; 
but  the  nonsense  has  much  spirit  in  it.  Per¬ 
haps  the  most  remarkable  thing  about  them  is 
the  pure  and  idiomatic  English  in  which  they 
are  composed,  quite  different  from  the  over¬ 
ornamented  style  which  might  be  expected  from 
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a  very  young  writer.  She  herself  was  after¬ 
ward  of  opinion  that  she  had  devoted  too  much 
time  to  composition  at  this  period  of  her  life ; 
for  she  advised  a  niece,  who  had  shown  an  early 
aptitude  for  such  pursuits,  to  write  no  more  till 
she  should  be  turned  sixteen,  adding  that  it 
would  have  been  better  for  herself  if  she  had 
read  more,  and  written  less,  before  that  age. 
But  between  these  childish  effusions  and  the 
composition  of  her  living  works,  there  intervened 
another  stage  of  her  progress,  during  which  she 
produced  several  tales,  not  without  merit,  but 
which  she  considered  unworthy  of  publication. 
During  this  preparatory  period  her  mind  seems 
to  have  been  working  in  a  very  different  direc¬ 
tion  from  that  into  which  it  ultimately  settled. 
Instead  of  presenting  faithful  copies  of  nature, 
these  tales  were  generally  burlesques,  ridicul¬ 
ing  the  improbable  events  and  exaggerated 
sentiments  which  she  had  met  with  in  sundry 
silly  romances.  The  family  have  declined  to 
let  these  early  works  be  published.  Mr.  Short- 
reed  observed  very  pithily  of  Walter  Scott’s 
early  rambles  on  the  borders,  “He  was  makin’ 
hirasel’  a’  the  time ;  hut  he  didna  ken,  maybe 
what  he  was  about  till  years  had  passed.  At 
first  he  thought  of  little,  I  dare  say,  but  the 
queerness  and  the  fun.”  And  so,  in  an  humbler 
way,  Jane  Austen  was  “makin’  hersel’,”  little 
thinking  of  future  fame,  but  caring  only  for 
“the  queerness  and  the  fun and  it  would  be 
as  unfair  to  expose  this  preliminary  process 
to  the  world,  as  it  would  be  to  display  all  that 
goes  on  behind  the  curtain  of  the  theatre  before 
it  is  drawn  up. 

It  rvas,  however,  at  Steventon  that  the  real 
foundations  of  her  fame  were  laid.  There 
some  of  her  most  successful  writing  was  com¬ 


posed,  at  such  an  early  age  as  to  make  it  sur¬ 
prising  that  so  young  a  woman  could  have  ac¬ 
quired  the  insight  into  character  and  the  nice 
observation  of  manners  which  they  display. 
“Pride  and  Prejudice, ”  which  some  consider 
the  most  brilliant  of  her  novels,  was  the  first 
finished,  if  not  the  first  begun.  She  began  it  in 
October,  179G,  before  she  was  twenty-one  years 
old,  and  completed  it  in  about  ten  months,  in 
August,  1897.  The  title  then  intended  for  it 
was  “First  Impressions.”  “Sense  and  Sensi¬ 
bility”  was  begun,  in  its  present  form,  imme¬ 
diately  after  the  completion  of  the  former,  in 
November,  1797  ;  but  something  similar  in  sto¬ 
ry  and  character  had  been  written  earlier  under 
the  title  of  “Elinor  and  Marianne;”  and  if, 
as  is  probable,  a  good  deal  of  this  earlier  pro¬ 
duction  was  retained,  it  must  form  the  earliest 
specimen  of  her  writing  that  has  been  given  to 
the  world.  “Northanger  Abbey,  ”  though  not 
prepared  for  the  press  till  1803,  was  certainly 
first  composed  in  1798. 

In  1801,  Mr.  Austen,  then  seventy  years  of 
age,  determined  to  resign  his  duties  to  his  eld¬ 
est  son,  who  was  to  be  his  successor  in  the  rec¬ 
tory  of  Steventon,  and  to  remove  with  his  wife 
and  daughters  to  Bath.  Jane  was  absent  from 
home  when  this  resolution  was  taken  ;  and,  as 
her  father  was  always  rapid  both  in  forming  his 
resolutions  and  in  acting  on  them,  she  had  little 
time  to  reconcile  herself  to  the  loss  of  her  first 
home.  Their  life  at  Bath  was  very  quiet.  In 
February,  180.5,  Mr.  Austen  died,  and  a  few 
months  afterward  the  mother  and  daughters  re¬ 
moved  to  Southampton.  The  only  record  of  the 
four  years  passed  in  Bath  are  two  letters  from 
Jane  to  her  sister,  which  are  mainly  interesting 
as  showing  that  she  went  a  good  deal  into  so- 
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ciety,  in  a  quiet  way,  chiefly  with  ladies ;  and 
that  her  eyes  were  always  open  to  minute  traits 
of  character  in  those  with  whom  she  associated. 

In  1809,  Mrs.  Austen’s  second  son,  who  had 
been  adopted  by  a  wealthy  cousin,  Mr.  Knight, 
of  Godmersham  Park  in  Kent  and  Chawton 
House  in  Hampshire,  whose  name  he  had  as¬ 
sumed  on  coming  into  possession  of  the  prop¬ 
erty,  was  able  to  ott’er  her  the  choice  of  two 
houses  on  his  estates.  She  chose  one  near 
Chawton  House,  and  removed  there  with  her 
daughters.  Chawton  Cottage  may  be  called 
the  second,  as  it  was  the  last,  home  of  Jane 
Austen  ;  for  at  Bath  and  Southampton  she  was 
only  a  sojourner  in  a  strange  land,  but  here  she 
found  a  real  home  among  her  own  people.  It 
was  also  the  place  most  closely  connected  with 
her  career  as  a  writer ;  for  here,  in  the  maturity 
of  her  mind,  she  either  wrote  or  rearranged  and 
prepared  for  publication  the  books  by  which  she 
has  become  known  to  the  world.  Here,  also, 
a  few  years  later,  while  still  in  the  prime  of  life, 
she  began  to  droop,  and  went  away  only  at  the 
earnest  persuasion  of  her  friends  in  the  last  stage 
of  her  fatal  illness. 

At  the  time  of  her  removal  to  Chawton  Cot¬ 
tage,  Jane  Austen  was  very  attractive  in  person  : 
her  flgure  was  rather  tall  and  slender,  her  step 
light  and  firm,  and  her  whole  appearance  ex¬ 
pressive  of  health  and  animation.  In  com¬ 
plexion  she  was  a  clear  brunette  with  a  rich 
color ;  she  had  full  round  cheeks,  with  mouth 
and  nose  small  and  well  formed,  bright  hazel 
eyes,  and  brown  hair  forming  natural  curls  close 
round  her  face.  If  not  so  regularly_  handsome 
as  her  sister,  yet  her  countenance  had  a  pecul¬ 
iar  charm  of  its  own  to  the  eyes  of  most  behold¬ 
ers.  At  this  time  she  never  was  seen,  either 
morning  or  evening,  without  a  cap.  She  and 
her  sister  were  generally  thought  to  have  taken 
to  the  garb  of  middle  age  earlier  than  their 
years  or  their  looks  required  ;  and  that,  though 
remarkably  neat  in  their  dress  as  in  all  their 
w'ays,  they  were  scarcely  sufficiently  regardful 
of  the  fashionable  or  the  becoming. 

She  was  not  highly  accomplished  according 
to  the  present  standard.  Her  sister  drevv  well, 
and  it  is  from  a  drawing  of  hers  that  the  like¬ 
ness  prefixed  to  this  article  has  been  taken. 
Jane  herself  was  fond  of  music,  and  had  a 
sweet  voice,  both  in  singing  and  in  conversa¬ 
tion  ;  in  her  youth  she  had  received  some  in¬ 
struction  on  the  piano-forte ;  and  at  Chawton 
she  practiced  daily,  chiefly  before  breakfast. 
In  the  evening  she  w'ould  sometimes  sing,  to 
her  own  accompaniment,  some  simple  old  songs, 
the  words  and  airs  of  which,  now  rarely  heard, 
still  linger  in  the  memory  of  old  people.  She 
read  Erench  with  facility,  and  knew  some¬ 
thing  of  Italian.  In  those  days  German  was 
no  more  thought  of  than  Hindostanee,  as  part 
of  a  lady’s  education.  In  history  she  followed 
the  old  guides — Goldsmith,  Hume,  and  Rob¬ 
ertson.  When  a  girl  she  had  strong  political 
opirrions,  especially  aborrt  the  affairs  of  the 
sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries.  She  was 


a  vehement  defender  of  Charles  I.  and  his 
grandmother  Mary ;  but  this  was  rather  from 
an  impulse  of  feeling  than  from  any  inquiry 
into  the  evidences  by  which  they  must  be 
condemned  or  acquitted.  As  she  grew  tip, 
the  politics  of  the  day  occupied  very  little  of 
her  attention,  but  she  probably  shared  the  feel¬ 
ing  of  moderate  Toryism  which  prevailed  in  her 
family.  She  w'as  well  acquainted  with  the  old 
periodicals,  from  the  6))ecta<o?- downward.  Her 
knowledge  of  Richardson’s  works  was  such  as 
no  one  is  likely  again  to  acquire,  now  that  the 
multitude  and  the  merits  of  our  light  literature 
have  called  off  the  attention  of  readers  from 
that  great  master.  Every  circumstance  nar¬ 
rated  in  Sir  Charles  Grandison,  all  that  was 
ever  said  or  done  in  the  cedar  parlor,  was  fa¬ 
miliar  to  her;  and  the  wedding-days  of  Lady 
L.  and  Lady  G.  were  as  well  remembered  as  if 
they  had  been  living  friends.  Among  her  fa¬ 
vorite  writers,  Johnson  in  prose,  Crabbe  in  verse, 
and  Cowper  in  both,  stood  high.  Scott’s  poetry 
gave  her  great  pleasure ;  she  did  not  live  to  make 
much  acquaintance  with  his  novels.  Only  three 
of  them  were  published  before  her  death. 

It  was  not,  however,  what  she  knew,  but  what 
she  was,  that  distinguished  her  from  others. 
The  fascination  which  she  exercised  over  chil¬ 
dren  can  not  be  better  described  than  by  quot¬ 
ing  the  words  of  one  of  her  nieces.  She  says  : 

“As  a  very  little  girl  I  was  always  creeping  up  to 
Aunt  Jane  and  following  her  whenever  I  could,  in  the 
house  and  out  of  it.  I  might  not  have  remembered 
this  but  for  the  recollection  of  my  mother’s  telling  me 
privately  that  I  must  not  be  troublesome  to  my  auut. 
Her  first  charm  to  children  was  great  sweetness  of 
manner.  She  seemed  to  love  you,  and  you  loved  her 
in  return.  This,  as  well  as  I  can  now  recollect,  was 
what  I  felt  in  ray  early  days  before  I  was  old  enough 
to  be  amused  by  her  cleverness.  But  soon  came  the 
delight  of  her  playful  talk.  She  could  make  every 
thing  amusing  to  a  child.  Then,  as  I  got  older,  when 
cousins  came  to  share  the  entertainment,  she  would 
tell  us  the  most  delightful  stories,  chiefly  of  Fairy¬ 
land,  and  her  fairies  had  all  characters  of  their  own. 
The  tale  was  invented,  I  am  sure,  at  the  moment, 
and  was  continued  for  two  or  three  days  if  occasion 
served.’’ 

Her  unusually  quick  sense  of  the  ridiculous 
led  her  to  play  with  all  the  commonplaces  of 
everyday  life  whether  as  regarded  people  or 
things ;  but  she  never  played  with  its  serious 
duties  or  responsibilities,  nor  did  she  ever  turn 
individuals  into  ridicule.  With  all  her  neigh¬ 
bors  in  the  village  she  was  on  friendly,  though 
not  Intimate  terms.  She  took  a  kindly  interest 
in  their  proceedings,  and  liked  to  hear  about 
them.  They  often  served  for  her  amusement ; 
but  it  was  her  own  nonsense  that  gave  zest  to 
the  gossip.  She  was  as  far  as  possible  from  be¬ 
ing  either  censorious  or  satirical.  The  laugh 
which  she  occasionally  raised  was  by  imagining 
for  her  neighbors,  as  she  was  equally  ready  to 
imagine  for  her  friends  or  herself,  impossible 
contingencies,  by  relating  in  prose  or  verse 
some  trifling  anecdote  colored  to  her  own 
fancy,  or  in  writing  a  fictitious  history  of  what 
they  were  supposed  to  have  said  or  done,  which 
could  deceive  nobody. 
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Jane  Austen  was  successful  in  every  thing 
that  she  attempted  with  her  fingers.  No  one 
could  throw  spilikins  in  so  perfect  a  circle,  or 
take  them  off  with  so  steady  a  hand.  Her 
performances  with  cup  and  ball  were  marvel¬ 
ous.  The  one  used  at  Chawton  was  an  easy 
one,  and  she  has  been  known  to  catch  it  on  the 
point  above  a  hundred  times  in  succession  till 
her  hand  was  weary.  She  sometimes  found  a 
resource  in  that  simple  game,  when  unable, 
from  weakness  in  her  eyes,  to  read  or  write 
long  together.  Her  handwriting  was  clear  and 
strong.  Happy  would  the  compositors  for  the 
pi  ess  be  if  they  had  always  so  legible  a  manu¬ 
script  to  work  from.  But  the  writing  was  not 
the  only  part  of  her  letters  which  showed  su¬ 
perior  handiwork.  In  those  days  there  was  an 
art  in  folding  and  sealing.  No  adhesive  en¬ 
velopes  made  all  easy.  Some  people’s  letters 
always  looked  loose  and  untidy  ;  hut  her  paper 
was  sure  to  take  the  right  folds,  and  her  seal¬ 
ing-wax  to  drop  into  the  right  place.  Her 
needle-work,  both  plain  and  ornamental,  was  ex¬ 
cellent,  and  might  almost  have  put  a  sewing- 
machine  to  shame.  She  was  considered  es¬ 
pecially  great  in  satin  stitch.  She  spent  much 
time  in  these  occupations,  and  some  of  her  mer¬ 
riest  talk  was  over  clothes  which  she  and  her 
companions  were  making,  sometimes  for  them¬ 
selves  and  sometimes  for  the  poor. 

The  first  year  of  Jane  Austen’s  residence  at 
Chawton  seems  to  have  been  devoted  to  revis¬ 
ing  and  preparing  for  the  press  “Sense  and 


Sensibility”  and  “Pride  and  Prejudice;”  but 
between  February,  1811,  and  August,  1816, 
she  began  and  completed  “Mansfield  Park,” 
“Emma,”  and  “Persuasion,”  so  that  the  last 
five  years  of  her  life  produced  the  same  num¬ 
ber  of  novels  with  those  which  had  been  writ¬ 
ten  in  her  early  youth.  How  she  was  able  to 
effect  all  this  is  surprising ;  for  she  had  no  sep¬ 
arate  study  to  retire  to,  and  most  of  the  work 
must-have  been  done  in  the  general  sitting- 
loom,  subject  to  all  kinds  of  casual  interrup¬ 
tions.  So  much  having  been  prepared  before¬ 
hand,  when  once  she  began  to  publish,  her 
works  came  out  in  quick  succession.  “Sense 
and  Sensibility”  was  published  in  1811,  “Pride 
and  Prejudice”  at  the  beginning  of  1813,  “Mans¬ 
field  Park”  in  1814,  “Emma”  early  in  1816; 
“  Northanger  Abbey”  and  “  Persuasion”  did  not 
appear  till  after  her  death,  in  1818.  The  prof¬ 
its  of  those  which  had  been  printed  before  her 
death  had  not  at  that  time  amounted  to  seven 
hundred  pounds.  Her  first  attempts  at  publi¬ 
cation  were  discouraging.  The  manuscript  of 
“Pride  and  Prejudice”  was  declined  without 
a  reading;  and  that  of  “Northanger  Abbey,” 
after  being  sold  for  ten  pounds,  lay  for  many 
years  in  the  publisher’s  drawer,  until  it  was 
gladly  relinquished  for  the  original  purchase- 
money. 

Her  literary  fame  was  of  slow  but  certain 
p-owth.  At  first  received  with  but  little  favor 
by  the  public  or  the  reviewers,  her  novels  have 
won  an  honorable  and  permanent  position  in 
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English  literature.  Southey  writes  of  them,  in 
a  letter  to  Sir  Egerton  Brydges  :  “You  men¬ 
tion  Miss  Austen.  Her  novels  are  more  true 
to  nature,  and  have,  for  my  sympathies,  pas¬ 
sages  of  finer  feeling,  than  any  others  of  this 
age.”  Coleridge  praised  them  as  “being,  in 
their  way,  perfectly  genuine  and  individual  pro¬ 
ductions.”  The  admiration  felt  by  Lord  Ma¬ 
caulay  for  the  character  and  literary  talents 
of  Miss  Austen  would  probably  have  taken  a 
practical  form  if  his  life  had  been  prolonged. 
It  is  stated,  on  the  authority  of  his  sister.  Lady 
Trevelyan,  that  he  had  intended  to  write  a 
memoir  of  Miss  Austen,  with  criticisms  on  her 
works,  to  prefix  it  to  a  new  edition  of  her  nov¬ 
els,  and  from  the  proceeds  of  the  sale  to  erect 
a  monument  to  her  memory  in  Winchester 
Cathedral.  Sir  Henry  Holland,  in  his  printed 
but  unpublished  recollections  of  his  past  life, 
says : 

“I  have  the  picture  still  before  me  of  Lord  Holland 
lying  on  his  bed,  when  attacked  with  gout,  his  ad¬ 
mirable  sister,  Miss  Pox,  beside  him,  reading  aloud, 
as  she  always  did  on  these  occasions,  some  one  of 
Miss  Austen’s  novels,  of  which  he  was  never  wea¬ 
ried.  I  well  recollect  the  time  when  these  charming 
novels,  almost  unique  in  their  style  of  humor,  burst 
suddenly  on  the  world.  It  was  sad  that  their  writer 
did  not  live  to  witness  the  growth  of  her  fame.” 

The  most  interesting  as  well  as  the  most 
hearty  testimony  to  the  merits  of  Miss  Aus¬ 
ten’s  novels  came  from  the  pen  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  who  wrote  as  follows,  in  his  diary  for 
March  14, 1826 : 

“Read  again,  for  the  third  time  at  least.  Miss  Aus¬ 
ten’s  finely  written  novel  of  ‘Pride  and  Prejudice.’ 
That  young  lady  had  a  talent  for  describing  the  in¬ 
volvements  and  feelings  and  characters  of  ordinary 
life  which  is  to  me  the  most  wonderful  I  ever  met 
with.  The  big  bow-wow  strain  I  can  do  myself  like 
any  now  going ;  but  the  exquisite  touch  which  ren¬ 
ders  ordinary  commonplace  things  and  characters  in¬ 
teresting,  from  the  truth  of  the  description  and  the 
sentiment,  is  denied  to  me.  What  a  pity  such  a  gift¬ 
ed  creature  died  so  early !" 

» 

Jane  Austen’s  health  began  to  fail  in  the 
early  part  of  1816,  and  before  summer  came 
her  strength  had  declined  so  low  as  to  confine 
her  to  the  house.  Gradually,  too,  her  habits 
of  activity  within  doors  ceased,  and  she  was 
obliged  to  lie  down  much.  The  sitting-room 
contained  only  one  sofa,  which  was  frequently 
occupied  by  her  mother,  who  was  more  than 
seventy  years  old.  Jane  would  never  use  it, 
even  in  her  mother’s  absence ;  but  she  con¬ 
trived  a  sort  of  couch  for  herself  with  two  or 
three  chairs,  and  was  pleased  to  say  that  this 
arrangement  was  more  comfortable  to  her  than 
a  real  sofa.  Her  reasons  for  this  might  have 
been  left  to  be  guessed  but  for  the  importuni¬ 
ties  of  a  little  niece,  which  obliged  her  to  ex¬ 
plain  that  if  she  herself  had  shown  any  inclina¬ 
tion  to  use  the  sofa,  her  mother  might  have 
scrupled  being  on  it  so  much  as  was  good  for 


her.  Her  mind,  however,  did  not  share  in  the 
general  decline  of  her  bodily  strength.  While 
unable  to  sit  up,  she  rewrote  several  chapters 
of  her  last  novel,  “Persuasion,”  with  a  vigor 
of  imagination  and  force  of  style  unsurpassed 
in  any  of  her  former  works.  In  the  spring 
of  1817  she  was  persuaded  to  remove  to  Win¬ 
chester,  to  obtain  superior  medical  advice ;  but 
all  that  was  gained  by  the  removal  from  home 
was  the  satisfaction  of  having  done  the  best 
,  that  could  be  done,  together  with  such  allevia¬ 
tions  of  sutfering  as  the  highest  medical  skill 
could  afford.  She  was  fully  aware  of  her 
danger,  though  not  appalled  by  it.  It  is  true, 
there  was  much  to  attach  her  to  life.  She 
was  happy  in  her  family;  she  was  just  be¬ 
ginning  to  feel  confidence  in  her  own  success; 
and,  no  doubt,  the  exercise  of  her  great  tal¬ 
ents  was  an  enjoyment  in  itself.  We  may 
well  believe  that  she  would  gladly  have  lived 
longer ;  but  she  was  enabled,  without  dismay 
or  complaint,  to  prepare  for  death.  She  was 
a  humble,  believing  Christian.  Her  life  had 
been  passed  in  the  performance  of  home  du¬ 
ties  and  the  cultivation  of  domestic  affections, 
without  any  self-seeking  or  craving  after  ap¬ 
plause.  She  had  always  sought,  as  it  were  by 
instinct,  to  promote  the  happiness  of  all  who 
came  within  her  influence,  and  doubtless  she 
had  her  reward  in  the  peace  of  mind  which 
was  granted  her  in  her  last  days.  Her  sweet¬ 
ness  of  temper  never  failed.  She  was  ever 
considerate  and  grateful  to  those  who  attended 
on  her.  At  times,  when  she  felt  rather  bet¬ 
ter,  her  playfulness  of  spirit  revived, .and  she 
amused  them  even  in  their  sadness.  When 
the  end  at  last  came  she  sank  rapidly,  and  on 
being  asked  by  her  attendants  whether  there 
was  any  thing  that  she  wanted,  her  reply  was, 
“Nothing  but  death.”  These  were  the  last 
words  spoken  by  Jane  Austen.  In  quietness 
and  peace  she  breathed  her  last  on  the  morn¬ 
ing  of  July  18,  1817. 

On  the  24th  of  that  month  she  was  buried 
in  Winchester  Cathedral,  near  the  centre  of 
the  north  aisle,  almost  opposite  to  the  beauti¬ 
ful  chantry  tomb  of  William  of  Wykeham.  A 
large  slab  of  black  marble  in  the  pavement 
marks  the  place.  Her  own  family  only  at¬ 
tended  the  funeral.  Her  sister  returned  to  her 
desolated  home,  there  to  devote  herself,  for  ten 
years,  to  the  care  of  her  aged  mother,  and  to 
live  much  on  the  memory  of  her  lost  sister,  till 
called  many  years  later  to  rejoin  her.  Her 
brothers  went  back  sorrowing  to  their  several 
homes.  They  were  very  fond  and  very  proud 
of  her.  They  were  attached  to  her  by  her  tal¬ 
ents,  her  virtues,  and  her  engaging  manners; 
and  each  loved  afterward  to  fancy  a  resem¬ 
blance  in  some  niece  or  daughter  of  his  own  to 
the  dear  sister  Jane,  whose  perfect  equal  they 
yet  never  expected  to  see. 
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A  DREAM  OF  FAIRIES. 


In  the  shadow  of  the  boughs 
Thus  ran  on  her  dim-eyed  fancy 
(For  the  goddess  of  sweet  vows 
With  the  subtlest  necromancy 
Every  lover’s  brain  endows) : 

“Fie,  ye  Fairies  1  So  remiss! 

Forty  minutes  have  I  waited 
For  those  graceful  courtesies 
Done  to  straying  folk,  belated 
In  old  time  beneath  the  trees. 

“Have  ye  fled  away  from  earth, 

From  our  mountains  and  our  valleys, 
From  the  castle,  from  the  hearth. 

From  the  winding  forest  alleys. 
Taking  all  your  tricksy  mirth  f 


It  was  Summer,  it  was  June; 

Slept  the  sun  in  western  Irowers ; 

Up  had  risen  the  round  moon  : 

Fainting  with  the  breath  of  flowers 
Hushed  the  air  Its  leafy  tune. 

Faint  gray  clouds  upon  the  sky. 

Where  the  failing  zephyrs  blew  them. 
Here  and  there  hung,  far  and  high ; 

And  the  stars  were  winking  through  them 
With  a  dim  and  sleepy  eye. 

Every  where,  on  every  side. 

Quiet  breathing,  rest  of  Summer, 

And  luxurious  peace,  denied 
Unto  Spring,  the  riotous  comer, 

Eashly  wooing  his  coy  bride. 

Helen,  sitting  on  the  grass, 
just  within  a  grove  of  beeches 
(Like  a  Fairy  kingdom  ’twas) 

Gazed  adown  the  sylvan  reaches, 

Where  the  Fairy  Queen  may  pass ; 

Mystic  hollows,  shadows  gray. 

And  a  play  of  silvery  shimmer; 

Kock  and  tree-trunk,  leaf  and  spray. 

Seemed,  in  that  uncertain  glimmer. 

Ghosts  of  what  they  were  by  day. 

By  the  great  trees  over-boughed. 

Flecked  with  shadows  and  moon-glances. 
Sat  she,  still  and  thonghtful-browed. 
Dreaming  a  whole  world  of  fancies  ; 

Not  a  word  of  them  alond  1 


“  Where  is  all  the  frolic  crowd 
Footed  meadows  in  times  olden. 

When  the  air  breathed  not  aloud. 

And  the  moon,  full-faced  and  golden. 
Walked  through  heaven  without  a  cloud  ? 
“W’'hereto  have  ye  fled  and  gone. 

Since  King  Arthur’s  time,  I  wonder? 

To  the  top  of  mountains  flown  ? 

To  the  dismal  regions  under. 

Where  the  sunlight  never  shone? 

“Whereto  have  ye  disappeared? 

Eouud  the  planets  hiding,  seeking  ? 
Plucking  comets  by  the  beard  ? 

Down  yon  pathway  dancing,  freaking. 
Where  no  human  step  is  feared? 
“Wherefore  have  ye  left  our  brooks, 

Glens  and  groves  and  meadows,  friendless  ? 
Sigh  ye  not  for  those  old  nooks? 

Have  ye  found,  in  regions  endless. 

Haunts  with  half  so  lovely  looks? 

“Answer  none! —  Ah,  nevermore 
In  the  woodlands  shall  we  view  them. 

Nor  on  grassy  meadow-floor; 

Nor  by  falling  waters  woo  them 
To  us,  as  in  days  of  yore. 

“Nevermore,  in  lonely  wood. 

Maids  shall  hear  dim  strains  alluring. 
Strains  that  can  not  be  withstood ; 

Something  that’s  divine  assuring 
Nothing  shall  be  met  but  good. 
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“  Could  we  turn  earth  back  again, 

And  those  oldeu  days  recover ! 

Some,  high  lady  were  I  then, 

And  a  glorious  knight  my  lover, 

Noblest,  famousest  of  men  ; 

“  Through  the  wide  world  nobly  famed 
For  his  gentleness  and  valor ; 

By  the  poor  down-trodden  claimed; 

Wrong’s  dark  cheek  would  turn  to  pallor 
But  to  hear  his  scutcheon  named ! 

‘'But  Jiis  noble  heart  would  be 
Mine,  though  we  were  realms  asunder ; 
And,  when  victory  left  him  free, 

He  would  come  back,  to  sit  under 
The  old  oak-tree  boughs  with  me. 

“For  a  castle  should  be  ours, 

Mauy-towered,  high-walled,  deep-moated. 
Ringed  with  groves,  and  lawns,  and  flowers ; 

Founts  from  marble  basins  spouted. 
Falling  back  in  silvery  showers. 

“XJnderneath  the  old  oak-trees 
With  green  chaplets  1  would  crown  him ; 
Do  him  dearer  courtesies 
Than  a  queen  could  smile  upon  him 
For  his  famous  victories ; 

“While  my  noble  knight  would  tell 
Hard  adventures,  wild  and  daring: 

How  the  wizard-robber  fell. 

And  the  flames,  the  midnight  scaring. 

Shot  up  from  his  citadel; 

“How  the  potent  Fairy  King 
Was  his  Genius  and  his  leaguer; 

Of  the  wondrous  Horn  and  Ring ; 

And  the  Goblet,  to  lips  eager 
With  wine  gushing,  like  a  .spring; 

“How  he  passed  through  forests  old. 

Haunts  of  drear,  mysterious  dangers, 
Where  the  Giants  have  their  hold. 

And  the  scaly  Dragon-rangers 
Guard  enchanted  heaps  of  gold  ; 

“How  the —  Hush!  what  strains  are  those? 

Some  enchantment  o’er  me  creeping?” — • 
Soft  and  slow  her  eyelids  close— 

She  droops  sideways — she  is  sleeping. 
While  the  music  ebbs  and  flows ; 


Sleeping,  cheek  upon  her  arm. 

Her  unkuotted  hair  loose  straying; 
Naught  can  fall  to  her  of  harm 
With  the  placid  moonlight  playing 
On  her  eyelids  like  a  charm. 

Do,  a  thousand  merry  sprites. 

Their  lithe  bodies  sparkling,  flashing, 
Shower  of  animated  lights. 

Like  the  crystal  rain  a  dashing 
Wind  from  frosty  branches  smites  ; 

Round  about  her,  on  the  ground. 

In  the  silvered  air  above  her. 

To  the  small,  sweet,  tinkling  sound 
Merrily  skip,  dance,  and  hover. 
Singing  this  fantastic  round: 

“Happy  and  free. 

Merrily  we 

Flit  through  the  dells. 

Sleep  in  the  cells 
Of  flower  cups  and  bells. 

Zephyr  and  Moonlight 
Know  where  we  bide. 

Hidden  from  uoonlight. 

Snugly  we  hide  ! 

Zephyr,  Moonlight,  never  teli 
Where  the  Fairy  people  dwell  I” 

Tu  iiiliit  tu  whoo !  tu  whit  tu  lohoo  I 
Sleep  and  Fairies  fly  together. 

Fr07n  the  grove  glides  Helen,  too. 
Slowly,  slowly,  wondering  whether 
It  was  all  a  dream,  or  true. 


236 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


THE  OLD  LOVE  AGAIN, 

By  ANNIE  THOMAS. 


THE  AKBIVAL. 


CHAPTER  I. 

AEDLEIGH  VICAEAGE. 

Every  body  declared  that  it  was  a  model 
vicarage,  in  tones  that  implied  that  the  re¬ 
quirements  of  vicars  and  vicaresses  are  essen¬ 
tially  different  to  those  of  other  people  on  the 
same  level  in  life.  It  stood  at  the  end  of  a 
compact,  smiling  little  village,  that  was  invari¬ 
ably  blushing  pink  in  spring  with  a  wealth  of 
apple  blossom,  and  in  autumn  and  winter  was 
even  of  a  richer  hue  from  an  ample  drapery  of 
Virginian  creepers. 

Flourishing,  or  at  least  bright  and  cheerful, 
as  the  general  aspect  of  Ardleigh  was,  it  was 
the  favorite  haunt  of  faded  respectability.  In¬ 
numerable  maiden  ladies  dwelt  about  in  its  pret¬ 
ty  detached  cottages — maiden  ladies  who  car¬ 
ried  about  with  them  an  air  of  gloomy  con¬ 
viction  that  they  had  seen  better  days.  Yet  in 
the  majority  of  cases  they  were  indigenous  to 
the  Ardleigh  soil,  and  the  days  were,  when 


thoroughly  investigated,  only  “better”  than 
the  present  ones  in  that  they  were  past. 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  what  may  be 
termed  lantern  apd  patten  society  going  on 
in  Ardleigh.  Decayed  respectability  was  ap¬ 
parently  insatiable  in  the  matter  of  giving  and 
receiving  tea  and  toast  at  each  other’s  houses.  • 
But  as  Mrs.  Eldon,  the  wife  of  the  recently  ap¬ 
pointed  vicar,  said,  “For  those  who  were  in¬ 
sensible  to  the  pleasures  of  tea  and  toast,  there 
was  no  more  piquant  diet  to  be  had  in  Ard¬ 
leigh.” 

Just  at  the  time  of  this  small  history  of  its 
inhabitants  opening,  Ardleigh  was  rather  in  an 
excited  state  about  these  Eldons<  They  were 
young  newly-married  people,  and  the  manner 
of  their  advent  had  been  startling,  not.  Co  say 
scandalizing,  to  the  Ardleigh  mind.  Thejr  fur¬ 
niture  had  preceded  them  by  three  or  four  davs, 
and  had  been  arranged  according  ta  the  pure 
and  perfect  taste  of  the  packers  who  had  ac¬ 
companied  it.  And  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Eldon  had 


THE  OLD  LOVE  AGAIN. 


237 


arrived  on  horseback  in  company  with  two  mag¬ 
nificent  dogs — a  mastiff  and  a  blood-hound — 
just  as  the  shades  were  coming  on  one  lovely 
July  evening.  It  was  not  at  all  the  sort  of  first 
appearance  that  the  Ardleigh  people  could  ap¬ 
prove  of.  The  wives  of  one  or  two  clergymen, 
and  the  daughters  of  two  or  three  more  in  the 
neighborhood,  did  ride  certainly  without  any 
sacrifice  of  either  virtue  or  respectability.  But 
there  was  this  saving  clause  about  the  fact,  that 
they  did  not  ride  well ;  whereas  Mrs.  Eldon  rode 
like  a  bird,  or  rather  like  a  woman  to  whom 
riding  has  come  both  by  nature  and  by  art.  It 
was  proposed  and  carried  without  hesitation  at 
every  Ardleigh  supper-table  that  night,  that  no 
woman  who  could  swerve  so  lithely  with  every 
movement  of  a  prancing  horse  could  be  quite 
fit  for  a  parson’s  wife.  The  pudgy  appearance 
of  the  wife  of  their  late  lamented  vicar,  and  the 
names  of  his  awkward  squad  of  daughters,-  were 
recalled  with  affectionate  regret ;  and  more  than 
one  village  Cassandra  foreboded  dark  things  of 
a  lady  who  rode  as  well  as  Lord  Ennington’s 
daughters,  without,  to  their  knowledge,  having 
as  good  blood  in  her  veins  or  as  much  gold  in 
her  purse.  Undoubtedly  it  was  a  model  vicar¬ 
age,  but  she  was  not  a  corresponding  vicai-ess. 

It  is  time  to  describe  the  favored  spot.  It 
stood  at  one  end  of  the  village,  well  away  from 
all  the  other  houses,  in  the  midst  of  a  fair,  un¬ 
dulating,  moderately  well  wooded,  park-like 
piece  of  meadow-land.  A  lawn,  divided  from 
this  meadow-land  by  an  invisible  fence,  stretch¬ 
ed  in  front  of  the  creeper-covered  house.  The 
drawing-room  end  was  Elizabethan  ;  pretty  but¬ 
tressed  bay-windows  reached  from  within  a  foot 
of  the  floor  to  the  ceiling.  There  was  a  touch 
of  the  Tudor  about  the  architecture  of  the  cen¬ 
tre  of  the  house.  And  the  long,  plain,  red 
wall,  enlivened  by  white-sashed  narrow  win¬ 
dows  of  the  exterior  of  the  dining-room  and 
library,  was  unmistakably  seventeenth  century. 
Altogether  these  incongruities  were  very  charm¬ 
ing,  smoothed  down  and  enriched  as  they  were 
by  a  gorgeous  drapery  of  wisteria,  roses  of  all 
kinds  (especially  one  moss-rose  of  a  deep  crim¬ 
son,  whose  blooms  stretched  away  to  the  chim¬ 
neys),  Virginian  creepers,  clematis,  jasmine,  and 
myrtle. 

Inside,  under  the  Eldon  re'gime,  the  house 
was  equally  pretty,  picturesque,  and  comfort¬ 
able.  The  drawing-room  with*  the  Elizabethan 
windows  had  a  groined  ceiling,  and  paneled 
walls  of  dark  oak.  The  cornice  was  well 
carved,  and  the  mantle-piece  matched  it.  Sa¬ 
tyrs,  gnomes,  tiny  boys  with  wings,  creatures 
half  human,  half  floral,  and  other  quaint  con- 
ceitskjhat  are  only  to  be  found  in  carved  dak, 
wreathed  themselves  round  the  room  and  the 
fire-place.  The  Eldons  sustained  the  one-color 
idea  well  in  this  room,  for  they  had  it  furnished 
with  a  certain  tawny  velvet  of  precisely  the  same 
shade  as  the  carved  oak  where  the  high  lights 
fell  on  chubby  cheeks  and  other  protuberances. 
Then  there  was  a  dining-room,  and  a  study, 
and  a  parish-room,  and  in  them  aU  were  evi¬ 


dences  of  refined  taste  and  cultivation.  But 
the  brightest,  most  refined,  and  cultivated  thing 
in  the  whole  house  was  the  fair-haired  mistress 
of  it,  who  had  been  going  from  bad  to  worse 
in  the  estimation  of  some  of  the  Ardleigh  peo¬ 
ple  ever  since  that  first  iniquitous  entrance  of 
hers  on  a  chestnut  horse,  in  the  dying  light  of 
a  July  day. 

It  had  been  surmised  timidly  first,  and  as¬ 
serted  authoritatively  afterward,  that  Mr.  El¬ 
don  would  be  sure  to  neglect  his  parish  for  the 
sake  of  riding  with  his  wife — “who’s  a  perfect 
Amazon,”  the  Ardleighites  would  say  to  each 
other,  without  having  very  clear  ideas  as  to 
what  the  habits  and  customs  of  the  genus  re¬ 
ferred  to  had  been.  But  it  speedily  transpired 
that  Mr.  Eldon  did  not  neglect  his  parish,  nor 
did  Mrs.  Eldon  go  out  and  do  deeds  of  arms, 
or  in  any  way  merit  the  appellation  that  had 
been  bestowed  upon  her.  On  the  contrary, 
they  both  went  on  their  way  very  quietly,  if 
very  joyfully,  and  the  sins  of  omission  of  the 
one  were  as  difficult  to  detect  as  those  of  com¬ 
mission  of  the  other. 

The  greatest  people  in  Ardleigh  were  the 
Barringtons.  In  fact,  they  were  the  only  great 
people  in  Ardleigh  ;  but  they  made  up  for  the 
deficiencies  of  others  by  being  very  great  in¬ 
deed.  They  had  been  resident  in  the  place 
about  four  years  when  the  Eldons  came,  and 
during  that  time  they  had  always  laid  down  the 
social  law,  and  “  canded  on”  with  a  profound 
air  of  conviction  in  themselves,  and  all  that  ap¬ 
pertained  unto  them,  being  of  the  most  unim- 
Ijeachable  order.  Mr.  Barrington  was  about 
thirty  at  this  epoch,  and  his  wife  was  three  or 
four  years  younger.  He  had  come  into  the 
place  with  capital  credentials — plenty  of  money, 
good  inclination  to  spend  it,  and  letters  of  in¬ 
troduction  to  Lord  Ennington  and  other  coun¬ 
ty  magnates.  A  light-hearted,  good-looking, 
agreeable-mannered  man  of  the  world,  a  hearty 
host,  a  splendid  shot,  and  a  crack  rider,  he 
soon  made  his  way  in  the  neighborhood,  and 
was  universally  accepted  by  men  as  one  of  the 
best  fellows  going,  and  by  women  as  “that 
charming  Mr.  Barrington.”  But  his  wife  did 
not  gain  ground  either  so  fast  or  so  firmly.  She 
was  marked  a  failure  from  the  very,  first  by  the 
society  that  so  readily  admitted  her  husband, 
and  she  did  not  care  for  the  old  village  ladies, 
who  would  have  adored  her  and  asked  her  to 
tea  every  night  of  their  lives,  if  only  she  would 
have  gone. 

How  this  pair  came  to  be  joined  together  in 
the  bonds  of  holy  matrimony  was  an  incompre¬ 
hensible  mystery.  What  spell  had  been  over 
the  handsome,  traveled,  accomplished  young 
gentleman,  when  he  linked  himself  for  life  with 
the  boisterous,  uncultivated,  unprepossessing 
woman  who  bore  his  name  and  did  the  honors 
of  his  house  ?  Large,  tall,  with  brilliant  dark 
eyes,  a  bright  color,  a  nose  that  was  sufficiently 
straight,  but  that  was  coarse,  with  that  most  re¬ 
pulsive  coarseness  of  thickness  and  shortness  ; 
with  shoulders  that  sloped  in  a  way  that  was 
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the  admiration  of  the  dress-makers  who  clothed 
them  ;  with  a  loud  voice,  a  great  habit  of  laugh¬ 
ter,  and  an  elastic  gait,  Mrs.  Barrington  was  the 
very  type  of  that  order  of  women  from  whom 
it  would  have  been  natural  to  suppose  her  hus¬ 
band  would  have  shrunk  with  horror. 

A  more  curious  fact  concerning  him,  a  stran¬ 
ger  one,  even,  than  his  marriage  with  her,  was 
this :  careful  as  he  was  in  his  conduct  to  others, 
fully  and  completely  as  he  discharged  all  the 
claims  society  had  on  him,  sensitive  as  he  was 
about  many  things,  refined  as  he  was  about  most 
things,  he  still  never  resented  the  invariable  in¬ 
attention  and  the  occasional  barely-concealed 
contempt  with  which  his  wife  was  treated  by 
other  women.  It  was  in  vain  that,  in  their 
hours  of  seclusion,  she  would  beg  him  to  be 
cool  to  families,  the  ladies  of  which  would  not 
fall  into  confidential  friendships  with  her.  “  I 
have  given  you  to  understand  from  the  first 
that  I  can’t  help  you  there,  Harriet,”  was  his 
unvarying  reply.  “  In  the  battle  of  woman 
against  woman  no  man  can  take  a  part.” 

“But  there  is  no  reason  why  those  stuck-up 
daughters  of  Lord  Ennington  should  be  against 
me.  I  am  always  willing  to  be  jolly  to  them, 
and  to  ask  them  to  my  house  to  meet  young 
men.  We  might  have  rare  fun  if  only  you’d 
teach  them  that  I  am  as  good  as  they  are,” 
Mrs.  Barrington  would  say,  with  a  sort  of  pout¬ 
ing  vivacity  that  was  the  next  most  unendura¬ 
ble  thing  to  her  affable  boisterousness. 

“  I  should  teach  them  that  lesson  very  im¬ 
perfectly,”  he  would  say,  coldly;  and  to  him¬ 
self  he  would  add,  “  for  it  is  one  I  can  not 
teach  myself.” 

Still,  for  all  this  soreness  of  spirit  on  Mrs. 
Barrington’s  part,  and  for  all  the  dire  snubbings 
she  was  wont  to  receive,  the  Barringtons  held 
their  ground  in  Ardleigh  as  great  people.  Ard- 
leigh  End,  the  house  they  had  bought,  was  a 
good  house,  emphatically,  and  its  inhabitants 
had  always  been  well  visited  and  well  reputed. 
In  a  country  neighborhood  traditions  of  respect¬ 
ability  and  honor  cling  about  a  house  as  much 
as  about  a  family ;  so,  by  means  of  her  husband 
and  her  habitation,  the  present  mistress  of  Ard¬ 
leigh  End  got  accepted,  though  not  exactly  on 
terms  that  were  agreeable  to  herself. 

The  Eldons  had  supplied  all  that  there  was 
of  conversation,  and  had  been  subjects  for  all 
that  there  was  of  thought,  in  Ardleigh  about 
three  weeks,  when  the  mistress  of  Ardleigh  End 
went  down  to  the  vicarage  in  all  that  she  could 
command  of  state  to  call  on  Mrs.  Eldon.  Mrs. 
Barrington  told  herself  that  her  hour  of  triumph 
was  come.  These  Eldons  were  said  to  be  very 
well  connected,  but  not  too  well  off ;  therefore 
she  (Mrs.  Barrington)  would  be  able  to  patron¬ 
ize  and  befriend  them.  It  was  a  very  sweet 
thought,  and  the  woman  bridled,  and  glowed, 
and  giggled  to  herself  as  she  indulged  in  it; 
and  ceased  to  indulge  in  it  the  minute  she  was 
ushered  into  Mrs.  Eldon’s  presence. 

The  mistress  of  the  house  rose  from  a  low 
chair  placed  in  the  embrasure  of  one  of  the 


Elizabethan  windows,  as  Mrs.  Barrington  came 
into  the  room.  Mrs.  Eldon  was  not  the  sole 
occupant  of  the  room,  but  she  claims  the  first 
mention.  A  fair,  beautiful,  yellow-haired  lady, 
singularly  graceful  in  her  gestures,  singularly 
self-possessed  in  her  manner,  singularly  quiet 
(so  Mrs.  Barrington  thought)  in  her  demeanor. 
A  perfect  type  of  a  young  British  matron,  look¬ 
ing  full  of  life  and  happiness — and  looking  it 
withal  so  quietly  that  a  sudden  fear  that,  “aft¬ 
er  all,  they  shouldn’t  be  so  jolly  together,” 
smote  Mrs.  Barrington. 

The  Other  occupant  of  the  room  looked  up 
quickly  and  glanced  away  carelessly,  as  Mrs. 
Barrington’s  name  was  announced. 

This  other  occupant  was  a  lady  also.  A 
young  lady  of  about  three  or  four  and  twenty. 
For  a  moment,  as  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  “My  friend. 
Miss  Delany,”  Miss  Delany  desisted  from  her 
occupation,  and  inclined  her  head  in  almost 
lazy  acknowledgment  of  the  introduction.  The 
next  instant  she  resumed  her  pastime  of  play¬ 
ing  with  the  great  tawny  ears  of  the  blood¬ 
hound,  and  seemed  to  forget  Mrs.  Barrington’s 
existence. 

She  was  recalled  to  a  sense  of  it,  presently, 
by  hearing  Mrs.  Barrington  say,  “Yes,  indeed, 
Ardleigh  is  a  dull  place  for  those  who  haven’t 
plenty  of  money  and  plenty  of  society.  Ger¬ 
ald  and  I  have  lived  here  for  four  years,  and  we 
find  it  delightful.”  As  she  finished  her  speech 
she  saw  that  Miss  Delany’s  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  her,  and  fiincying  her  statement  had  been 
a  striking  and  envy-creating  one,  she  felt  glad 
that  she  had  made  it. 

Miss  Delany’s  eyes  were  v'ery  peculiar. 
They  were  of  such  a  deep  gray  that  when  her 
back  was  to  the  light  they  looked  almost  black. 
They  were  set  in  straight  under  a  white  fore¬ 
head,  which  in  its  turn  was  surmounted  by 
rippling  masses  of  golden-chestnut  hair.  Her 
complexion  was  creamy,  colorless  ;  yet  she  did 
not  look  in  the  least  degree  delicate.  There 
was  an  undulating  line  in  her  nose,  and  a  de¬ 
gree  of  nervous  flexibility  about  her  lips  that 
betokened  the  possession  of  an  imaginative 
temperament.  Her  figure  was  full,  ripe,  rich, 
and  flexible  as  her  lips ;  and  the  languor  in 
which  she  seemed  to  be  steeped,  the  air  of  las¬ 
situde  with  which  she  was  fraught,  rendered 
her  striking,  remarkable,  attractive. 

“How  long  did  you  say  you  had  lived  at 
Ardleigh  End?”  she  asked,  in  tones  about  which 
there  was  the  odor,  as  it  w'ere,  of  the  Irish  ac¬ 
cent,  they  W’ere  so  faint  and  sweet. 

“Four  years,”  Mrs.  Barrington  replied,  with 
vivacious  readiness  to  give  all  the  information 
about  herself  and  her  manner  of  life  that  she 
could  persuade  Miss  Delany  to  listen  to.  “We 
had  not  been  married  very  long — not  many 
months— it  was  a  very  sudden  affair,  our  mar¬ 
riage.  Gerald  made  up  his  mind  he’d  have  me 
the  very  first  time  he  saw  me — ” 

“Did  he,  really?”  Miss  Delany  said,  coolly. 

“Yes — really;  it  was  one  of  the  funniest 
things  you  ever  heard  of  in  your  life.  I  was 
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staying  with  a  friend  of  mine,  Mrs.  Hern,  at 
a  watering-place,  and  we  were  being  as  gay  as 
we  could  be,  and  we  used  to  meet  Mr.  Bar¬ 
rington,  who  was  quite  a  recluse,  through  ill 
health.” 

“And  so  you  really  like  Ardleigh,”  Mrs. 
Eldon  interrupted,  in  mercy  to  her  wearied- 
looking  young  friend. 

“Oh,  I  think  it  delightful,”  the  effusive 
guest  went  on ;  “  but  then,  Gerald  would  make 
any  place  agreeable  to  me  ;  as  I  was  telling  .you, 
he  was  called  the  recluse  when  we  met  him 
first ;  but  I  soon  got  him  to  come  out  of  his 
shell,  and  then  he  wouldn’t  hear  of  any  thing 
but  our  being  married  directly.”  And  again 
the  lady  bounded  about  on  her  chair,  in  what 
she  believed  to  be  a  juvenile  and  joyful  man¬ 
ner,  and  Miss  Delany  rose  up  and  walked  out 
of  the  room. 

“Your  friend  is  really  very  pretty,”  Mrs. 
Barrington  then  said,  affecting  to  sober  ’down 
and  speak  seriously ;  “  I  am  sure  my  husband 
will  admire — I  shall  he  quite  jealous.”  This 
she  said  with  an  air  of  its  being  equally  absurd 
and  impossible  that  she  should  be  rendered  jeal¬ 
ous  by  any  mortal  woman.  “Is  she  related  to 
you,  Mrs.  Eldon  ?” 

“  She  is  not.  Can  you  recommend  me  to  a 
florist?”  Mrs.  Eldon- said,  putting  up  her  hand 
and  breaking  off  a  twig  of  double  flowering 
myrtle,  with  an  evident  determination  not  to 
canvass  Miss  Delany  that  would  have  been  ap¬ 
parent  to  a  woman  of  even  one  shade  better 
breeding  than  Mrs.  Barrington  could  boast  of. 
But  Mrs.  Barrington  was  quite  impervious  to 
the  well-directed  shot.  Hastily  mentioning 
the  name  of  a  florist  in  an  adjoining  town,  she 
resumed  the  subject  that  was  more  interesting 
to  herself  at  the  moment  by  saying  : 

“  I  shall  be  quite  pleased  to  introduce  Miss 
Delany  about,  as  you  don’t  know  many  people 
yet.  I  am  a  capital  chaperon,”  she  continued, 
with  a  loud  laugh  that  made  Mrs.  Eldon  start. 
“I  always  let  girls  go  rushing  about  just  as 
they  please  ?  indeed,  some  people  have  told 
me  I’m  much  too  young  to  be  a  chaperon ; 
but,  as  I  always  say,  it’s  only  the  name  of  the 
thing,  you  know.”  This  last  sentence  she 
spoke  as  if  she  meant  it  for  Mrs.  Eldon’s  in¬ 
struction,  with  an  air  that  said  plainly  that  she 
took  it  for  granted  Mrs.  Eldon  did  not  know 
much  about  society  yet ;.  but  that  she  (Mrs. 
Barrington)  would  be  ready  to  be  “guide, 
philosopher,  and  friend”  to  the  vicar’s  wife. 

“And  where  have  you  lived  before  you 
came  here  ?”  Mrs.  Barrington  continued,  pat¬ 
ronizingly. 

“In  many  places,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  curtly. 

“Oh,  indeed;  traveled  about,  I  suppose?” 

Mrs.  Eldon  inclined  her  head  slightly  in  the 
affirmative.  Her  guest  was  going  beyond  all 
the  bounds  of  her  patience. 

“As  companion,  or  with  your  own  family?” 
Mrs.  Barrington  asked,  with  a  hesitation  that 
was  due  to  her  dread  that  her  curiosity  would 
not  be  gratified. 


“As  companion,”  Mrs.  Eldon  replied,  with 
her  eyes  sparkling.  She  would  have  said  “as 
cook,”  if  she  had  felt  sure  that  the  statement 
would  have  relieved  her  of  Mrs.  Barrington’s 
presence. 

After  one  more  attempt  at  finding  out  the 
antecedents  of  the  new-comer  Mrs.  Barring¬ 
ton  departed,  and  as  soon  as  she  was  gone 
Mrs.  Eldon  ran  up  to  Miss  Delany’s  room. 
She  knocked  at  the  door  hurriedly,  then  open¬ 
ed  and  found  the  girl  standing  at  the  window 
watching  the  Barringtons’  carriage  winding 
along  the  drive  through  the  park-like  meadow. 

“  Nina,  you  were  wise  to  come  away.  She 
is  the  most  overpoweringly  awful  woman  it  has 
ever  been  my  lot  to  meet,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said, 
sinking  down  with  an  air  of  feigned  exhaustion 
on  the  sofa. 

“Doubly  awful  to  me,  Gertrude,”  Miss  De¬ 
lany  said,  turning  round  suddenly,  and  showing 
a  tear-stained,  agitated  face.  “I  was  engaged 
to  Gerald  Barrington  once — and  he  has  married 
her !” 

“Will  it  hurt  you  to  tell  me  of  it,  Nina?” 
Mrs.  Eldon  said,  softly.  And  for  answer  Nina 
told  the  story  of  Gerald  and  herself. 


CHAPTER  II. 

“ - and  pity  us  all 

Who  vainly  the  dreams  of  youth  recall.” 

“I  HAVE  been  calling  on  the  new  people  at 
the  Vicarage,”  Mrs.  Barrington  said  to  her  hus¬ 
band  when  he  joined  her  in  their  gorgeous  draw¬ 
ing-room  just  before  dinner  that  evening.  They 
were  alone,  a  misfortune  that  Mr.  Barrington 
rarely  suffered  to  befall  him. 

“Have  you?”  he  answered,  carelessly;  and 
then  dinner  was  announced,  and  they  walked  in 
and  sat  down  to  it  with  the  quiet  propriety  that 
was  so  dull  for  her,  and  that  was  the  sole  thing 
that  rendered  his  home-life  endurable  to  him. 

“You  don’t  ask  me  what  I  think  of  them,” 
she  said  present!}^,  professing  to  pout  a  little. 

“  Oh,  well,  what  do  you  think  of  them  ?” 

“Not  much  of  Mrs.  Eldon,”  Mrs.  Barrington 
said,  decidedly.  “I’m  quite  disappointed  in 
her.  How  any  body  can  call  her  lovely  I  can’t 
think  ;  besides,  there  is  a  certain  sort  of  satiric¬ 
al  manner  about  her  that  I  don’t  like.  I  never 
could  bear  satirical  people ;  besides,  it’s  not  at 
all  becoming  in  a  clergyman’s  wife,  especially 
in  one  who  wasn’t  very  much  before  she  mar¬ 
ried.” 

“Why  should  she  have  been  ‘very  much’  a 
clergyman’s  wife  before  she  married  ?” 

“  I  never  said  a  word  about  that,”  Mrs.  Bar^ 
rington  said,  angrily.  “You  must  be  stupid 
not  to  know  what  I  mean.” 

“Certainly  your  grammar  is  so  strikingly 
original  that  I  might  have  mastered  the  rudi¬ 
ments  of  it  in  all  these  years.” 

“Oh,  never  mind  the  old  grammar!”  Mrs. 
Barrington  said,  with  the  bouncing  contempt 
which  ladies  of  her  order  are  apt  tq  assume  for 
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all  that  they  do  not  understand.  “Never  mind 
the  old  grammar.  I  want  to  tell  you  about  a 
pretty  girl  who  is  staying  with  Mrs.' Eldon.  I 
have  rather  taken  a  fancy  to  her.  I  shall  take 
her  up.  Mrs.  Eldon  seemed  quite  pleased  when 
I  told  her  I  would  introduce  her  friend  about.” 

“  And  what  did  her  friend  seem  ?” 

“  Miss  Delany  had  gone  out  of  the  room  be¬ 
fore  I  said  it.  I  have  found  out,  too,  that  Mrs. 
Eldon  was  nothing  but  a  companion  before  she 
married.  That’s  what  I  meant  by  saying  she 
hadn’t  been  very  much — ” 

“Who  had  gone  out  of  the  room  before  you 
said  it  ?”  Mr.  Barrington  asked,  quietly  check¬ 
ing  his  wife’s  volubility. 

“Miss  Delany  had.  What  is  the  name — 
French  or  Irish,  should  you  think?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  when  I  have  thought  about  it,” 
he  said,  slowly ;  and  then  he  changed  the  sub¬ 
ject  by  telling  her  that  he  thought  he  should  be 
obliged  to  go  up  to  town  on  business  for  a  week 
or  two  ;  “  and  I  will  take  you  with  me,  if  you 
like,”  ho  added. 

“  At  any  other  time  I  should  like  it,  but  just 
now  we  ought  to  give  a  dinner  to  these  Eldons ; 


and  if  we  put  it  off  too  long  Miss  Delany  may 
be  gone  ;  and  it  would  be  a  pity  to  miss  her, 
w'ouldn’t  it  ?” 

“  A  pity  to  miss  her — yes,  ”  he  said,  absently. 

“I  want  you  to  see  her.  I  told  Mrs.  Eldon 
you  would  be  sure  to  admire  her  so  that  I  should 
be  quite  jealous.” 

“You  did  not  say  that  ?”  he  said ;  and  if  the 
length  of  the  table  had  not  intervened  she 
would  have  heard  his  teeth  grinding  together. 

“I  did  say  it.  Of  course  they  knew’  it  was 
a  joke,”  she  said;  and  Gerald  Barrington’s 
brow  burned  as  he  thought  how  poor  a  joke 
Nina  Delany  would  think  it. 

All  that  night  he  sat  by  himself ;  “  busj’  writ¬ 
ing,”  he  sent  word  to  his  w'ife  when  the  sum¬ 
mons  to  go  in  to  the  drawing-room  for  tea  was 
sent  to  him ;  but  in  reality  thinking  about  the 
sweet  time  when  Nina  Delany  had  loved  him, 
and  the  sad  time  it  would  be  for  him  if  this 
Miss  Delany  at  the  Vicarage  should  prove  to  he 
the  same  who  had  left  him,  and  let  him  go  to 
the  matrimonial  bad,,  to  which  he  had  gone  in¬ 
continently. 

It  was  a  horrible  question  for  a  young  hus- 
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band  of  four  years  to  be  asking  himself.  But 
he  did  ask  it  of  himself  repeatedly.  What  gla¬ 
mour  had  been  over  him  that  he  should  have 
thought  to  revenge  himself  upon  Nina  by  mar¬ 
rying  a  woman  so  palpably,  so  painfully  Nina’s 
inferior  ?  He  had  never  loved  liis  wife  ;  he  had 
never  been  attracted  by  one  quality  of  hers, 
either  of  body  or  mind,  for  one  instant.  Yet, 
in  his  reckless  infatuation,  he  had  sutfered  the 
“  low  lot,”  as  he  dubbed  her  whole  race,  to  per¬ 
suade  him  that  he  was  bound  in  honor  to  marry 
her.  He  hated  her  this  night,  as  he  thought 
of  how  boldly,  and  yet  withal  how  craftily,  she 
had  woven  her  vulgar  meshes  about  him.  How 
she  had  pursued  him  and  been  ferociously  friend¬ 
ly  to  him  in  a  way  that  would  not  be  rebuffed. 
He  loathed  her  afresh  as  he  remembered  the 
coarse  art  with  which  she  had  simulated  ingen¬ 
uousness,  wounded  feeling,  and  the  like,  until, 
because  he  was  weak  and  kind,  and  entirely  off 
his  guard,  they  fell  upon  him  like  a  pack  of  rav¬ 
ening  wolves,  and  avowed  that  by  his  atten¬ 
tions  he  had  compromised  her  honor  unless 
he  made  her  his  wife.  “  A  cui'se  on  all  such 
marriages,”  he  had  then  said  in  his  wrath. 
But  he  had  married  her,  and  the  curse  had 
come  home  to  him — would  come  home  to  him 
more  hardly  still  if  he  should  be  compelled  to 
see  his  old  love  in  the  presence  of  his  wife. 
His  wife  !  the  woman  who  caused  his  life  to  be 
one  long  blush.  The  woman  whom  he  thanked 
God  daily  was  not  the  mother  of  children  of  his. 
His  wife !  was  he  not  paying  an  awfully  heavy 
penalty  of  mortification  and  revulsion  in  being 
compelled  to  own  her  as  such  ? 

Gradually,  as  calmer  feeling  succeeded  the 
blind  annoyance  which  had  overpowered  him 
at  first,  it  came  to  him  to  feel  that  it  was  just 
possible  that  the  Miss  Delany  who  was  staying 
at  the  Eldons  was  not  the  same  Nina  Delany 
who  rather  more  than  four  years  ago  had  made 
every  thing  wrong  in  his  life  by  her  vacillation. 
If  he  went  away  to  town  without  seeing  this  lady 
he  might  be  a  coward  fleeing  from  nothing! 
On  the  other  hand,  if  he  went  away  to  town 
after  seeing  her  she  might  think  him  a  coward 
for  fleeing  from  her.  So — as  he  really  longed 
to  see  her — he  told  himself  that  it  would  be 
what  was  becoming  in  a  man  to  stay  and  brave 
it  out.  “Nina  can  never  despise  me  for  having 
married  her  half  as  much  as  I  despise  myself,” 
he  thought,  drearily,  and  his  heart  ached  heav¬ 
ily,  and  his  anger  against  his  wife  gave  him  no 
comfort. 

Meanwhile  Nina  Delany  had  told  the  whole 
of  the  old,  old  story  to  her  friend,  Mrs.  Eldon. 
“My  father  is  much  too  attractive  a  man  to 
care  to  be  hampered  with  a  grown-up  daugh¬ 
ter  ;  you  know  that  as  well  as  I  do,  Gertrude  ? 
Mrs.  Eldon  assented  to  this  proposition  rather 
mildly. 

“Sir  Arthur  is  very  agreeable.  But  you 
must  acknowledge  he’s  as  agreeable  to  you  as 
to  any  body  else,  Nina.” 

“Quite— in  society,”  Nina  said,  carelessly; 
“  he  would  never  spoil  my  chance  by  neglecting 
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me  himself;  all  the  same,  he  will  be  very  glad 
to  see  me  take  leave  of  the  home  circle  in  a  re¬ 
spectable  way  ;  I’m  only  impressing  this  upon 
you  in  order  that  you  may  understand  that  he 
favored  Gerald  Barrington  quite  as  much  as  I 
did.” 

“  How  did  you  know  Mr.  Barrington  first  ?” 

“  I  met  him  about  in  my  first  year.  He  came 
down  on  the  Guards’  drag  to  a  grand  atiair  we 
had  at  Richmond  one  day,  and  he  always  was 
seen  in  the  right  places,  and  with  the  right  men. 
I  don’t  mind  confessing  it  now,  Gertrude-^now 
that  I  am  old  and  past  that  sort  of  thing,  and 
he  is  married — but  I  was  frantic  about  him — 
dreadfully  in  love  with  him.  If  he  had  turned 
out  to  be  a  coster-monger’s  son,  I  believe  I 
should  have  stood  to  him.” 

“And  what  made  you  give  him  up?”  Mrs. 
Eldon  asked. 

“  He  gave  me  a  rival,”  the  girl  said,  proudly, 
“and  I  couldn’t  stand  that;  I  couldn’t  stand 
even  hearing  him  laughingly  accused  of  it, 
though  in  my  innermost  heart  I  didn’t  believe 
it  true ;  but  he  w^as  kind  and  polite  in  his  de¬ 
votional  way  to  a  pretty  friend  of  mine,  and  she 
assumed  little  airs  of  believing  that  she  had  but 
to  hold  up  her  hand  to  win  him  entirely.  She 
told  me  little  lies,  that  were  half  truths,  in  fact, 
and  I  could  not  bear  them  at  last ;  so,  hard  as 
it  was  to  stay  in  a  home  where  I  was  not  want¬ 
ed,  I  gave  my  lover  up.” 

“And  he  manied  that  woman  who  was  here 
to-day!  Since  he  could  do  that,  don’t  grieve 
for  him,  Nina,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  rising  up. 
“Erank  has  never  told  me  a  word  of  all  this — 
doesn’t  he  know  it  ?” 

“  Oh  yes  ;  he  knows  some  of  it,”  Nina  said ; 
and  Mrs.  Eldon,  sweet  and  clever  and  bright  as 
she  was,  felt  sorry  that  her  husband  had  kept  a 
secret  concerning  their  fair  young  guest — his 
former  friend — from  her. 

For  the  friendship  between  Mrs.  Eldon  and 
Miss  Delany  only  dated  from  the  marriage  of 
the  first-named  with  Sir  Arthur  Delany’s  for¬ 
mer  ward,  the  present  vicar  of  Ardleigh.  And 
there  were  moments  when  it  occurred  to  the 
beautiful,  petted  young  wife  that  Nina  might 
have  been  Mrs.  Eldon  “  an  she  had  willed  it” 
so.  Not  that  she  had  ever  experienced  a  qualm 
proper  of  jealousy.  The  fixed  idea  of  her  own 
fascinations  was  too  firmly  rooted  in  her  mind 
for  that.  But  she  did  feel  that  there  was  a 
great  touch  of  generosity  in  her  conduct  toward 
Miss  Delany.  Sir  Arthur  Delany  had  lately 
married  a  pretty  girl,  some  two  or  three  years 
younger  than  his  daughter,  which  circumstance 
rendered  Nina’s  home  life  a  very  unpleasant 
one.  She  had  no  relations  whom  she  liked  well 
enough  to  reside  in  their  houses,  except  occa¬ 
sionally  as  a  favor  to  them.  She  had  engaged 
in  a  verbal  warfare  with  her  step-mother,  and 
had  been  unfortunate  enough  to  come  off  con¬ 
queror  from  the  contest,  which  success  render¬ 
ed  her  residence  in  her  father’s  house  for  some 
time  an  impossibility.  Her  own  resolve  had 
been  heroic  but  unpractical.  “I  shall  go  out 
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as  a  governess  or  a  companion  for  a  few  months,” 
she  had  said  to  Frank  Eldon  during  the  last 
private  interview  they  had  before  his  marriage. 
And  then,  on  behalf  of  his  futui'e  wife,  Frank 
Eldon  had  given  Nina  a  very  warm  invitation 
to  the  Ardleigh  Vicarage.  On  the  whole,  there 
was  some  excuse  for  the  lovely  bride  feeling 
rather  aggrieved  that  she  had  not  had  a  fuller 
confidence  reposed  in  her. 

The  morning  after  that  disclosure  had  been 
made  to  Mr.  Barrington  by  his  wife  concerning 
the  vicinity  of  a  Miss  Delany,  who  might  be  the 
Miss  Delany,  the  master  of  Aixlleigh  End  was  in 
a  very  disturbed  state  of  mind.  In  the  naughti¬ 
ness  of  his  heart  he  was  now  longing  to  see  this 
old  love  of  his  quite  as  heartily  as  he  had 
dreaded  doing  so  on  the  first  blush  of  the  pos¬ 
sibility.  If  only  he  could  see  her,  unhampered 
by  the  presence  of  his  wife,  unfettered  by  the 
fear  that  at  any  moment  Mrs.  Barrington  might 
commit  some  solecism  which  would  strike  Nina’s 
sense  of  the  absurdj  and  cause  that  old  well-re¬ 
membered  smile,  in  which  lurked  the  suspicion 
of  a  sneer,  to  flit  over  her  face.  But  difficulties 
arose  in  opposition  to  his  wishes  which  he  had 
not  foreseen.  Mrs.  Barrington,  after  a  night’s 
reflection  on  the  subject,  was  as  urgent  for  him 
to  go  to  London  at  once,  and  to  take  her,  as 
the  day  before  she  had  been  unwilling  that  he 
should  do  either. 

“I  find,  after  all,  that  my  business  can  be 
deferred,  ”  he  said,  when  she  mooted  the  plan  at 
breakfast. 

“You  have  had  no  letters  from  London  this 
morning,  Gerald,  for  I  opened  the  bag  myself,” 
she  replied,  with  the  quickly-roused  suspicion 
that  she  was  being  imposed  upon,  which  is  the 
private  curse  of  some  women. 

“I  didn’t  require  a  letter  from  London  to 
convince  me  that  I  needn’t  go  just  yet,  ”  he  said. 

‘  ‘  At  any  rate,  I  am  not  going.  ” 

And  then  Mrs.  Barrington  set  her  wits  to 
work  to  discover  why  he  had  changed  his  mind. 

The  mistress  of  Ardleigh  End  was  not  im¬ 
peded  in  this  goodly  work  of  finding  out  some¬ 
thing  her  husband  desired  to  conceal  from  her 
by  any  occupations  or  duties.  She  had  literal¬ 
ly  neither  of  these  things.  The  greatest  do¬ 
mestic  efforts  were  those  she  made  when  or¬ 
dering  dinner  and  buying  furniture.  Such 
mind  as  nature  had  originally  given  her  at  her 
birth  was  within  her  still,  it  is  to  be  supposed ; 
but  it  was  never  made  apparent,  not  having 
further  cultivatipn  than  that  bestowed  upon  it 
by  a  garrison-town  boarding-school,  which  was 
immortalized  in  the  annals  of  the  neighborhood 
as  the  arena  in  which  the  loves  of  divers  en¬ 
signs  had  played  havoc.  She  never  thought, 
she  never  read,  she  never  wrote  any  thing  be¬ 
sides  notes  of  invitation  and  acceptance.  A 
brainless,  soulless,  mindless  woman,  of  whom  it 
was  not  demanded  that  she  should  either  toil  or 
spin,  she  was  perhaps  no  greater  pest  to  others 
than  she  was  to  herself — a  dispensation  of 
Providence  which  is  not  unfrequent  in  such 
cases. 


Perhaps  the  truth  that  she  was  all  these 
things  had  never  been  borne  in  with  more  cruel 
weight  upon  her  husband’s  heart  than  it  was  on 
this  morning.  He  was  out  of  heart,  thrown 
out  of  gear  by  the  abrupt  tiding  up  of  old  mem¬ 
ories,  and  by  the  contemplation  of  painful  real¬ 
ities  in  the  present.  He  was  disgusted  wdth 
himself  and  all  his  belongings ;  anxious  to  verify 
Miss  Delany,  and  yet  dreading  to  do  so;  glad 
as  a  man  that  she  had  not  buried  the  old  love 
and  married  another,  and  yet  sorry  as  a  man 
too  that  she  should  still  be  a  waif  and  stray  at 
the  mercy  of  her  very  cool-hearted  papa.  Sir 
Arthur  Delany.  Thinking  of  all  these  things, 
he  idled  away  his  whole  morning  in  excitedly 
and  feverishly  rambling  about  in  a  wood  that 
was  on  a  hill-side  which  commanded  a  view  of 
the  model  Vicarage  and  its  garden — a  spot  which 
he  ceased  from  his  rambling  every  now  and  then 
to  watch,  with  a  keen  interest,  that  seemed  al¬ 
most  criminal  to  himself. 

After  a  time  he  saw  two  ladies  moving  about 
in  the  garden — two  ladies  in  bright-colored 
summer  dresses.  Of  course  they  were  the  fig¬ 
ures  of  Mrs.  Eldon  and  her  guest ;  but  at  that 
distance  he  found  it  impossible  to  identify  Nina 
for  a  little  time.  They  appeared  to  be  of 
equal  height.  “The  violet  dress  has  her  fig¬ 
ure,  but  the  straw-colored  one  walks  more  like 
her,”  he  said  to  himself;  and  then  he  made  up 
his  mind  that  the  straw-colored  was  Nina,  and 
so  watched  all  its  evolutions  with  profoundest 
interest. 

At  length  he  saw  her  take  off  her  hat  as  if 
she  were  weary  of  its  weight,  press  her  hands 
to  her  forehead,  and  go  away  into  the  house. 
Then  the  violet-robed  lady  turned  away  through 
an  open  path  that  would  lead  out  into  the  mead¬ 
ow  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill-side  wood;  and 
Mr.  Barrington  resolved  to  go  dowm  and  have 
a  casual  meeting  and  a  passing  glance  at  the 
lovely  Mrs.  Eldon. 

He  came  out  from  the  wood  into  the  mead¬ 
ow  when  the  lady  was  half  across  the  latter,  ev¬ 
idently  on  her  way  to  the  wood.  He  had  ad¬ 
vanced  too  far  to  turn  back  when  he  discovei'ed 
that  the  evolutions  he  had  been  watching  with 
absorbed  interest  were  not  the  evolutions  of 
Miss  Delany.  He  was  face  to  face  with  Nina 
before  he  could  make  up  his  mind  as  to  what 
it  behooved  him  to  do. 

All  in  a  moment  he  saw  that  the  four  years 
which  had  passed  over  her  head  since  they  had 
parted  had  ripened  her  beauty,  enriched  and 
mellowed  her  charms.  In  the  same  moment 
he  saw  that  she  had  herself  perfectly  under  con¬ 
trol,  that  she  was  not  going  to  be  constrained, 
agitated,  or  embarrassed,  and  above  all  he  saw 
that  she  meant  to  speak  to  him. 

Her  hand  was  stretched  out,  and  as  he  took 
It  it  felt  so  strong,  so  capable,  and  yet  so  tender 
and  so  gentle,  that  he  cursed  his  fate  afresh  in 
having  lost  it. 

“  What  a  lovely  part  of  the  world  we  meet 
in,  Mr.  Barrington!”  she  said,  with  that  old, 
dear,  soft  stress  on  the  “  a”  that  had  made  him 
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adore  the  Irish  accent.  “I  was  prepared  to 
meet  you,”  she  added,  “  for  I  heard  you  were 
living  here  from  your— from  Mrs.  Barrington 
yesterday.” 

“  And  I’  heard  of  you.  Still,  I  was  hardly 
prepared  to  meet  you,”  he  said,  with  a  shade 
of  hesitation.  He  loved  her  so  dearly  at  that 
moment,  though  she  had  turned  him  off  to  ruin 
without  sufficient  cause,  that  his  voice  was  not 
under  proper  control.  It  had  been  for  such  a 
little  thing!  She  had  been  such  a  darling  to 
his  heart !  Every  thing  had  promised  so  fairly 
for  the  wealthy  lover  and  the  well-born  love, 
that  it  was  no  wonder  there  was  a  sob  in  his 
voice  as  in  the  sadness  of  his  heart  he  compared 
the  present  with  the  past. 

“And  how  are  you  spending  your  time!” 
she  asked,  disregarding  womanfully  the  sound 
she  heard.  “  Are  you  devoting  yourself  to  ex¬ 
perimental  agriculture,  or  to  sport,  or  to  the 
cultivation  of  cabbages,  or  to  horticultural  pur¬ 
suits,  that  you  are  settled  down  so  quietly  here  ?” 
she  asked. 

“  I  am  not  devoted  to  any  thing  or  to  any 
body,”  he  said,  in  a  low  voice;  and  then  for 
the  first  time  a  shade  of  color  came  up  on  Miss 
Delany’s  face. 

“I  had  never  heard  of  your  marriage,”  the 
young  lady  said,  remembering,  and  quickly  re¬ 
covering  herself. 

“Do  you  wonder  that  I  never  published  the 
fact  ?”  he  said,  bitterly.  And  Miss  Delany  look¬ 
ed  him  gravely  in  the  face,  and  said, 

“Yes.” 

“  Nina,  you  have  seen  my  wife.” 

Again  she  said,  “Yes.” 

“Yet  you  say  you  can  wonder  at  my  silence 
on  the  subject  ?” 

“You  chose  her,  you  know,”  Miss  Delany 
said,  simply.  “  I  think  if  I  were  a  man  I  should 
always  and  under  all  circumstances  stand  out 
bravely  and  openly  for  my  choice,  whatever  it 
might  happen  to  be.” 

Almost  insensibly  during  this  conversation 
they  had  turned  and  sauntered  on  toward  the 
wood.  They  entered  it  as  she  uttered  the  last 
words,  and  walked  along  one  of  its  leafy  glades, 
and  bars  of  gold  from  the  mid-day  sun  fell  down 
and  irradiated  their  path.  It  was  so  sweet,  so 
very  sweet  in  the  wood  that  day.  The  wood 
was  one  that  abounded  in  ferny  depths,  and 
there  was  a  full  choir  of  birds  upon  every 
bough.  Nature  smiled,  and  her  smile  “filled 
the  silence  like  a  speech”  as  they  sauntered 
slowly  on.  Poor  things !  They  were  both  so 
very  unhappy. 

“I  must  go  back,”  Miss  Delany  said,  arrest¬ 
ing  her  steps  suddenly.  “I  was  going  to  say 
I  must  go  home.  But  I  have  no  home  now.” 

“Oh,  Nina,”  he  began,  “let  me  tell  you  be¬ 
fore  you  leave  me,  and  cut  off  my  only  chance 
of  telling  you,  how  I  came  to  marry  as  I  did. 
There  will  be  some  comfort  to  me  in  that.” 

“Will  there,  really?”  Mrs.  Barrington  said, 
in  a  shrill  voice,  standing  before  them  in  a  sort 
of  full  blaze  as  they  turned  round. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

A  DOUBLE  DIFFICULTY. 

Mrs.  Baekington  was  not  a  pleasant  object 
to  confront.  She  was  enraged,  and  her  rage 
was  natural — was  only  what  might  be  consid¬ 
ered  justifiable  from  such  a  woman  under  such 
circumstances.  The  words  which  had  fallen 
from  her  husband’s  lips  and  upon  her  ears  were 
in  reality  sinless  and  harmless,  provided  they 
were  interpreted  aright.  But  they  were  also 
capable  of  being  interpreted  awrong.  Miss 
Delany  felt  in  an  instant  that  all  her  pride,  and 
self-possession,  and  consciousness  of  rectitude 
woidd  be  called  into  requisition  during  the  next 
few  minutes. 

“I  suppose  you  will  allow  me  to  join  you  in 
your  walk?”  she  began,  panting  a  little,  and 
smiling,  so  as  to  convey  the  idea  of  suppressed 
ferocity  in  a  way  no  scowling  could  have  done. 
“I  suppose  you  will  allow  me  to  join  you  in 
your  walk  ?  You  will  not  object  to  that,  though 
you  had  arranged  it  so  cleverly  and  quietly.” 

“  Object  to  your  joining  us — planned  it  qui¬ 
etly!  Do  you  know  what  you  are  talking 
about  ?”  Nina  said,  quickly,  losing  her  self-pos¬ 
session,  and  suffering  herself  to  speak  with  a 
degree  of  haughty  amazement  that  only  tended 
to  further  exasperate  Mrs.  Barrington.  Then 
all  in  an  instant,  before  the  breathless,  angry 
woman  could  speak,  and  render  strife  unavoid¬ 
able,  Miss  Delany  recovered  herself  under  the 
recollection  that  for  a  certain  distance  compan¬ 
ionship  with  these  people  was  inevitable,  and 
that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  brawl. 

“  If  I  had  known  yesterday,”  she  said,  in  her 
sweetest,  frankest  tones,  “that  the  Mr.  Barring¬ 
ton  you  mentioned  was  a  former  friend  of  mine, 
I  would  have  given  him  no  cause  to  complain 
of  seeming  neglect  from  me ;  but  I  only  knew 
him  to  be  the  same  when  I  met  him  accident¬ 
ally  to-day.  ” 

“Oh  !”  Mrs.  Barrington  said,  rather  confus¬ 
edly,  “I  thought  you  knew  that.  It  seemed 
odd  that  neither  you  nor  Gerald  should  have 
said  any  thing  to  me  about  it ;  but  of  course — 
lor’,  what  a  pity  you  didn’t  know  it  yesterday !” 

“The  woman  is  abject  as  well  as  insolent,” 
Miss  Delany  thought,  scornfully.  “How  he 
must  hate  her!”  But,  outwardly,  she  smiled 
acquiescence  in  Mrs.  Barrington’s  view  of  the 
case  as  it  had  stood  yesterday ;  and  perhaps, 
for  all  her  frank  integrity,  did  hope  that  Mrs. 
Barrington  did  not  see  through  her  as  clearly 
as  she  saw  through  Mrs.  Barrington. 

It  was  altogether  very  ignominious.  The 
man  who  had  delivered  himself  up  to  the  infe¬ 
rior  of  these  two  women  felt  it  to  be  so  as  he 
made  a  humiliating  progress  through  the  open 
meadow  in  their  company,  and  longed  for  that 
point  to  be  gained  where  the  Vicarage  garden 
ran  down  and  joined  the  meadow,  and  where, 
it  was  only  natural  to  suppose.  Miss  Delany 
would  leave  them.  But  Miss  Delany  disap¬ 
pointed  him  cruelly.  “I  may  as  well  walk  on 
to  the  road  with  you,  and  go  home  through  the 
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gates, ’’she  said,  carelessly,  to  Mrs.  Barrington, 
when  they  reached  this  longed-for  point.  And 
eyen  Mrs.  Barrington  was  struck  with  the  deli¬ 
cacy  and  the  bravery  which  struggled  so  hard 
to  avert  any  further  embarrassment. 

But  the  great  gates  were  reached  at  last,  and 
then  (with  what  inward  joyfulness  on  Nina’s  part 
can  never  be  portrayed)  tliey  parted.  While 
there  was  a  possibility  of  her  being  seen.  Miss 
Delany  preserved  her  unconcerned  demeanor ; 
but  as  soon  as  that  possibility  was  over — as 
soon,  in  fact,  as  she  was  well  inside  the  house, 
that  air  of  unconcern  broke  down,  and  she  be¬ 
came  excited  in  bearing  as  she  had  been  in 
mind  during  the  last  hour.  She  shouted  for 
Gertrude,  but  no  Gertrude  answered  to  her 
call ;  and  then  she  rushed  into  the  study,  where 
she  found  Frank  Eldon  writing. 

“Frank,  I  have  had  such  a  time  of  it,”  she 
commenced,  going  up  to  the  table  and  resting 
her  hand  upon  his  arm — “  such  a  time  of  it ; 
quite  by  an  accident  I  met  with  Gerald  Barring¬ 
ton  just  now,  and  his  wife  came  up  in  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  the  interview  and  seemed  to  think  it  tvas 
prearranged,  and  I  had  to  diplomatize  in  order 
to  avoid  a  vulgar  row ;  fancy  me  stemming  the 
tide  of  a  virago’s  wrath  !” 

“Poor  Nina!  I  am  sorry  the  necessity  for 
doing  so  should  have  been  forced  upon  you.” 
And  then  he  colored  a  little,  and  added,  “I  am 
very  glad,  though,  that  you  have  been  compelled 
to  meet  Barrington  and  his  wife ;  the  pei-fect 
cure  you  have  pretended  to  despair  of  must  be 
effected  at  last.” 

“  Indeed  no,”  she  said,  with  a  sort  of  sad  sim¬ 
plicity  that  was  infinitely  touching.  ‘  ‘  I  can  look 
on  him  now  as  a  married  man,  but  I  can  never 
look  upon  him  as  I  ought  to  look  upon  a  mar¬ 
ried  man.  She’s  a  hon-ible  woman,”  the  girl 
went  on,  energetically ;  “a  volatile,  vulgar,  hor¬ 
rible  woman  ;  and  he  will  have  her  close  to  him 
all  his  life,  debasing  him.” 

She  burst  out  crying  as  she  finished  her  sen¬ 
tence,  and  Mr.  Eldon  was  at  a  loss  how  it  would 
be  well  to  treat  her. 

“Where  is  Gertrude?”  he  said,  anxiously. 
“I  wish  you  would  compose  yourself  and  talk 
to  Gertrude.” 

“  Talking  to  Gertrude  wouldn’t  compose  me,” 
Nina  said,  impatiently.  “  Gertrude  would  tell 
metruths.  Of  course  she  would.  Vfhy  shouldn’t 
she  ?  They  are  the  right  things  to  tell  one. 
She  would  tell  me  he  had  been  unworthy  once, 
and  was  probably  unworthy  now.  Besides, 
Gertrude  is  a  wife,  and  would  bid  me  respect 
his  wife’s  claims  on  him.” 

“  You  don’t  mean  to  say  you’re  regretting  him 
still?”  Mr.  Eldon  said,  in  a  tone  of  annoyance. 

“Regretting  him!  bitterly — if  you  are  shocked 
at  hearing  truths,  you  must  be  shocked.  Still, 
bitterly  as  I  regret  the  having  lost  him,  I  regret 
still  more  that  he  should  have  lost  his  own  self- 
respect,  as  he  must  have  done  in  this  marriage. 
Oh,  she’s  coarse-minded,  Frank !  Can  you  won¬ 
der  that  regret  should  have  all  its  own  way  with 
me  now  ?” 


“  You  poor,  impetuous  girl !”  he  said,  kindly ; 
“you  rash  foe  to  yourself!”  And  as  he  spoke 
he  took  the  hand  that  was  lying  on  the  table 
and  pressed  it  in  his  own,  and  while  he  was 
thus  mutely  comforting  her  Gertl-ude  came 
sauntering  in. 

She  paused  with  a  heightened  color  when 
she  saw  the  attitude  of  her  husband  and  her 
guest ;  but  the  natural  hue  and  the  usual  ex¬ 
pression  came  back  to  her  face  as  Nina  said : 

“Gertrude,  you  will  despise  me  very  much; 
I  have  been  with  Gerald  Barrington  and  his 
wife,  and  I  am  broken-hearted.”  And  then 
she  told  the  story  of  her  encounter  with  them  in 
the  wood. 

“Frank,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said  to  her  husband, 
when  Miss  Delany  left  them  after  a  time,  “  she’s 
an  awful  charge  ;  she  is  capable  of  eloping  with 
that  man,  or  of  doing  any  thing  dreadful.  How 
one  is  deceived!  Up  to  yesterday  I  thought 
her  a  light-hearted,  whole-hearted  girl,  and 
now  I  find  that  she  has  been  brooding  over  a 
love  disappointment  for  years.  She  must  not 
stay  here.  ” 

“Where  can  she  go?”  he  asked. 

“She  must  humble  herself  a  little,  and  go 
home,  ”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  decidedly. 

“  She  will  never  do  that — I  am  sure  she  will 
never  do  that.  ” 

“I  will  not  consent  to  any  plan  that  may 
endanger  the  domestic  happiness  of  another 
woman,  ”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  with  her  pretty  lit¬ 
tle  air  of  lofty  matronhood,  “even  though  that 
woman  is  odious  and  underbred.” 

“That’s  exactly  the  line  Nina  feared  you 
would  take,  ”  Frank  Eldon  said,  testilj^  ‘  ‘  Why 
in  the  world  women  will  give  vent  to  exalted 
sentiments,  when  they  are  not  called  for,  I 
can’t  imagine.” 

“Nina  is  very  kind  to  come  and  exi^ress  her 
fears  privately  to  my  husband  as  to  the  line  I 
may  take,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  coldly. 

“My  dear  girl!  don’t  misunderstand  me: 
Nina  and  I  were  brought  up  together  as  broth¬ 
er  and  sister.  I  knew  her  when  she  took  this 
fever  of  love  for  Gerald  Barrington.  I  saw 
her  in  all  the  stages  of  her  passion  and  her 
jealousy  and  her  misery ;  she  has  nothing  to 
conceal  from  mo.  You  can’t  wonder  at  her 
not  baring  every  act  of  her  folly  to  you,  can 
you?” 

“But  you  might  have  done  so,  Frank,”  the 
pretty  young  wife  said,  caressingly,  “at  least. 
No,  I  don’t  wish  you  to  be  mean,  and  to  tell 
me  any  thing  that  she  couldn’t  help  your  know¬ 
ing,  but  that  she  doesn’t  wish  me.  to  know ;  for 
all  that,  I  have  a  little  sympathy  for  Mrs.  Bar¬ 
rington,  and  so  I  should  not  like  Nina  to  stay 
down  here,  and  cause  him  to  find  his  wife  more 
odious  than  ever  from  the  contrast.  ” 

“They  probably  wiU  not  meet  again.” 

“You  don’t  believe  that  yourself;  they 
will  meet  again  surely  if  she  stays  here,  and 
then — ” 

Mrs.  Eldon  did  not  say  what  then ;  but  she 
nodded  her  head,  and  walked  out  of  the  room, 
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leaving  her  husband  with  the  fervent  prayer  on 
his  lips  and  in  his  heart  that  women  would 
sometimes  dive  into  motives,  and  not  be  swayed 
about  in  their  judgment  so  wholly  and  entirely 
by  manner. 

In  the  mean  time  Nina  was  up  stairs,  feel¬ 
ing  bewildered,  tired,  miserable,  and  uncon¬ 
scious  of  whether  she  was  going  to  do  right  or 
wrong.  In  her  hand  she  held  a  short  note 
tvhich  she  had  just  received  from  Gerald  Bar¬ 
rington. 

THE  EUNNING  TUEF  IN  AMEEICA. 

[Seconh  33apev.] 

The  oldest  race-course  in  the  West  is  that  lo¬ 
cated  at  Lexington,  Kentucky.  The  pres¬ 
ent  association  wms  chartered  in  1828,  but  rac¬ 
ing  was  carried  on  there  long  anterior  to  this. 
The  great  strip  of  country  in  Kentucky,  where 
the  rich  blue  grass  grows  so  luxuriantly,  for 
many  years  has  been  known  as  the  “race-horse 
region  of  America.”  Racing  is  one  of  the  pas¬ 
times  of  the  people  ;  and  the  love  of  racing  led 
to  the  breeding  of  the  thorough-bred.  The  colts 
mature  rapidly  in  the  genial  climate  and  on  the 
nutritious  grass  ;  and,  for  nearly  half  a  century, 
they  have  asserted  their  claims  to  pre-eminence. 
Kentucky  stock  is  justly  famous,  and  breeding 
there  is  attended  with  less  expense  than  in  many 
other  sections,  for  the  reason  that  the  colts  thrive 
so  well  in  grazing  over  the  rich  pasture  lands. 

The  Lexington  Association  has  been  singu¬ 
larly  prosperous.  Since  1828,  up  to  the  pres¬ 
ent  time,  it  has  held  ttvo,  and  sometimes  three, 
meetings  every  year,  excepting  in  18G2,  when 
only  a  spring  meeting  was  held,  Kirby  Smith’s 
army  being  camped  on  the  course  in  the  fall. 
This  is  something  that  can  be  said  of  no  other 
association  in  America,  and  speaks  to  us  of  the 
intensity  of  the  racing  spirit  in  that  section  of 
Kentucky ;  for  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that 
Lexington,  like  many  other  cities  south  of  the 
old  Mason  and  Dixon  line,  suffered  much  by 
the  late  civil  war.  Its  streets  sometimes  were 
patrolled  by  the  Grays,  and  at  other  times  guard¬ 
ed  by  the  Blues.  Still  the  association  main¬ 
tained  its  organization ;  and  racing  was  kept 
up,  no  matter  what  flag  floated  from  the  staff. 
Many  of  the  most  celebrated  horses  that  have 
graced  the  American  turf  made  their  dehut  on 
the  Lexington  course  ;  and  the  brilliant  lead¬ 
ing  men  of  the  State,  such  as  Clay  and  Critten¬ 
den  and  Marshall,  have  watched  the  trials  of 
speed  from  the  grand  stand,  and  mingled  with 
their  fellow-citizens  on  the  quarter  stretch. 

For  a  number  of  years  Kentucky  and  Ten¬ 
nessee  kept  up  a  generous  rivalry,  a  horse  own¬ 
ed  or  bred  in  one  State  being  selected  to  run 
against  one  owned  or  bred  in  the  other.  But 
the  most  memorable  races  ever  witnessed  in  the 
commonwealth  were  those  between  Wagner  and 
Gray  Eagle,  decided  at  Louisville  in  the  au¬ 
tumn  of  1839.  Wagner,  a  son  of  Sir  Charles, 
was  a  handsome  chestnut,  with  a  blaze  in  his 
face,  standing  fifteen  and  a  half  hands.  As  a 


four-year-old,  in  the  summer  of  1838,  he  had 
defeated  many  competitors,  and  won  proud  dis¬ 
tinction.  Gray  Eagle,  perhaps,  was  one  of  the 
finest-looking  horses  that  ever  charmed  the  eye. 
He  was  sixteen  hands  high,  a  beautiful  gray, 
with  flowing  silver  main  and  tail.  He  was 
sired  by  Woodpecker,  and  he  by  Bertrand. 
He  was  a  game  and  fleet  horse,  and  the  idol 
of  Kentuckians. 

On  the  first  of  January,  1839,  a  stake  for  all 
ages,  four-mile  heats,  closed  with  ten  subscrib¬ 
ers  at  $2000  each,  half  forfeit ;  and  among  the 
entries  were  the  Louisiana  horse  Wagner,  five 
years  old,  and  the  Kentucky  horse  Gray  Eagle, 
four  years  old.  The  race  came  off  Monday, 
September  30,  four  only  of  the  nominations 
starting.  During  the  spring  and  summer  the 
chances  of  Wagner  and  Gray  Eagle  in  this 
stake  had  been  widely  canvassed,  and  the  feel* 
ing  between  the  partisans  of  each  horse  was 
most  intense.  For  months,  all  over  the  South, 
the  coming  struggle  was  the  topic  of  earnest 
discussion.  And,  on  the  day  of  the  race,  a 
more  brilliant  assembly  was  never  seen  on  any 
course  than  was  gathered  on  the  course  at  Lou¬ 
isville.  The  crowd  was  immense,  and  the  ex¬ 
citement  at  fever  point.  In  that  nodding  sea 
of  human  forms  were  the  blue-eyed  belles  from 
the  North,  and  the  brown-eyed  queens  of  beau¬ 
ty  from  the  South ;  were  men  distinguished  at 
the  bar,  on  the  bench,  the  press,  in  the  senate, 
and  in  the  army  and  navy.  Senators  Clay  and 
Crittenden  and  Porter  were  there,  and  so  were 
Governor  Poindexter,  General  Atkinson,  Judges 
Rowan  and  Woolley,  and  Letcher  and  Menifee, 
and  Slidell  and  Kenner.  The  day  was  delight¬ 
ful,  and  the  occasion  one  long  to  be  remember¬ 
ed.  As  an  indication  of  the  strength  of  the 
rivalry,  it  is  stated  that  not  a  Kentuckian  on 
the  ground  laid  out  a  dollar  on  Wagner.  Gray 
Eagle  was  the  champion  of  the  State,  and  they 
woidd  not  bet  against  him,  even  after  he  had 
lost  the  first  heat.  Wagner  was  better  man¬ 
aged  than  Gray  Eagle,  and  he  won,  after  a  ter¬ 
rible  contest,  the  first  and  second  heats,  and  the 
race.  The  finish  is  thus  eloquently  described 
by  the  late  William  T.  Porter  :  “  From  the 
Oakland  House  home  it  was  a  terrible  race. 
By  the  most  extraordinary  exertions,  Wagner 
got  up  neck  and  neck  with  the  gallant  gray,  as 
they  swung  round  the  turn  into  the  quarter 
stretch.  The  feelings  of  the  assembled  thou¬ 
sands  Avere  wrought  up  to  a  pitch  absolutely 
painful.  Silence  the  most  profound  reigned 
over  that  vast  assembly  as  these  noble  animals 
sped  on  as  if  life  and  death  called  forth  their 
utmost  energies.  Both  jockeys  had  their  Avhip- 
hands  at  work,  and  at  every  stroke  each  spur, 
with  a  desperate  stab,  was  buried  to  the  rowel- 
head.  Gray  Eagle,  for  the  first  hundred  yards, 
Avas  clearly  gaining ;  but,  in  another  instant, 
Wagner  was  CA'en  Avith  him.  Both  Avere  out 
and  doing  their  best.  It  Avas  any  body’s  race 
yet ;  noAV  Wagner,  now  Gray  Eagle,  has  the  ad¬ 
vantage.  It  Avill  be  a  dead-heat !  ‘  See,  Gray 

Eagle’s  got  him!’  ‘No — Wagner’s  ahead!’ 
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A  moment  ensues — the  people  shout — hearts 
throb — ladies  faint — a  thrill  of  emotion,  and 
the  race  is  over!  Wagner  wins  by  a  neck  in 
7.44,  the  best  race  ever  run  south  of  the  Poto¬ 
mac  ;  while  Kentucky’s  gallant  champion  de¬ 
monstrates  his  claim  to  that  proud  title  by  a  per¬ 
formance  which  throws  into  the  shade  the  most 
brilliant  ever  made  in  his  native  State.” 

The  friends  of  Gray  Eagle  were  not  satisfied 
with  the  result.  They  were  anxious  to  have 
the  race  run  over ;  and,  five  days  after  the  first 
battle,  the  two  horses  again  met  in  a  race  of 
four -mile  heats.  The  crowd  again  was  im¬ 
mense,  and  the  excitement  great.  Gray  Eagle, 
amidst  the  wildest  applause,  won  the  first  heat,' 
Wagner  the  second,  and  in  the  third  heat  the 
beautiful  gray  broke  down,  thus  surrendering 
the  victory  to  the  game  chestnut.  These  con¬ 
tests  are  remembered  with  pride  by  Kentuck¬ 
ians.  Ask  the  silver-haired  man  to-day  of  the 
turf,  and,  with  flashing  eyes,  he  will  tell  you  the 
story  of  Wagner  and  Gray  Eagle. 

In  1833,'  at  the  farm  of  John  Wickham,  Esq., 
near  Richmond,  Virginia,  a  colt  was  foaled  who, 
as  the  years  matured  his  form,  won  imperisha¬ 
ble  fame.  He  was  the  son  of  Timoleon,  and 
the  sister  to  Tuckahoe.  His  lineage  was  pure, 
the  richest  of  blood  flowing  in  his  veins.  He 
grew  up  into  a  magnificent-looking  horse,  a 
beautiful  chestnut,  with  a  white  strip  in  his  face, 
and  two  white  stockings  behind.  He  was  com¬ 
pact  in  form,  made  up  of  bone  and  substance, 
and  combining  speed  with  immense  power.  He 
was  called  Boston,  named  after  the  popular 
game  of  cards,  and  not  for  the  city  of  Boston, 
as  many  have  supposed.  The  20th  of  April, 
1836,  he  made  his  debut  on  the  turf  at  Broad 
Rock,  Virginia — a  d^but  which  was  mortifying 
to  his  friends,  as  he  bolted  and  lost  the  race. 
But  he  was  not  long  in  wiping  out  this  dis¬ 
grace.  During  a  long  and  memorable  career 
on  the  turf  he  ran  forty-five  races,  thirty  at  four 
miles ;  and  when  he  retired  to  the  stud,  at  ten 
years  of  age,  he  was  sound  as  a  young  horse, 
his  legs  absolutely  being  free  from  blemish. 
This  is  a  remarkable  fact,  for  it  is  upon  the 
legs  that  severe  work  most  generally  tells. 

Boston’s  most  famous  race  was  with  that 
wonderful  little  mare.  Fashion,  at  the  Union 
Course,  Long  Island,  the  lOth  of  May,  1842. 
It  was  a  race  of  four-mile  heats,  for  $20,000  a 
side.  The  match  was  made  in  the  autumn  of 
1841,  and  during  the  winter  and  early  spring 
it  was  canvassed  on  all  sides.  Fashion,  sired 
by  imported  Trustee,  dam,  the  celebrated  Bon¬ 
nets  o’ Blue,  was  foaled  26th  of  April,  1837 
being  bred  at  Madison,  New  Jersey,  by  William 
Gibbons,  Esq.  She  was  a  satin-coated  chest¬ 
nut,  with  a  star,  and  a  ring  of  white  above  the 
coronet  of  the  left  hind  foot.  She  was  15| 
hands  high,  withers  pi'ominent,  head  and  neck 
light,  suggesting  lines  of  grace,  faultless  legs, 
and  capacious  chest.  She  was  built  and  mus¬ 
cled  much  like  the  greyhound,  and  her  speed 
was  marvelous.  Her  turf  career,  though  brief, 
had  been  brilliant,  and  she  was  regarded  as  the 


nonpareil  of  her  day.  She  had  defeated  Boston 
in  1841,  and  the  partisans  of  the  stallion  were 
anxious  to  fight  the  battle  over  again.  There 
was  a  great  rush  to  the  Union  Course  on  that 
bright  1 0th  day  of  May.  It  is  estimated  that 
there  Avere  seventy  thousand  people  on  the 
ground,  drawn  there  by  the  fame  of  the  two 
racers.  The  proudest  and  most  influential  in 
the  land  occupied  positions  on  the  grand  stand, 
and  freely  mingled  in  the  throng.  For  more 
than  a  quarter  of  a  mile  the  spectators  ranged 
on  the  side  of  the  course  and  of  the  field,  thus 
forming  a  gauntlet  through- which  the  horses 
ran.  Senator  Barrow,  of  Louisiana,  Hon.  John 
M.  Botts,  of  Virginia,  and  J.  Hamilton  Wilkes, 
Esq.,  were  in  the  judges’  stand.  Fashion  rep¬ 
resented  the  North,  and  Boston  the  South.  It 
Avas  a  great  race,  a  contest  full  of  excitement, 
a  battle  courageously,  fiercely  fought,  ending 
in  the  defeat  of  Boston.  Fashion  Avon  the  first 
heat  in  7  minutes  32^  seconds,  and  the  second 
heat  in  7  minutes  45  seconds — Avonderful  time. 
Though  defeated,  Boston  Avas  not  dishonored, 
since  he  ran  a  game  race,  and  carried  fifteen 
pounds  more  weight  than  the  mare ;  and  it  is 
Aveight  that  tells  in  a  four -mile  contest. 
“Though  beaten,”  writes  the  turf  historian  of 
that  day,  “it  is  conceded  on  all  hands  that 
Boston  has  acquired  a  more  vast  renown  by 
this  wonderful  race  than  by  his  thirty-five  pre¬ 
vious  victories  combined.  He  is  Avorth  more 
since  than  he  AA-as  before  the  match.”  And 
every  Avhere  in  the  sporting  world  this  apho¬ 
rism  AV-as  quoted  :  “All  that  can  be  said  is,  that 
Boston  has  beaten  himself,  and  Fashion  has 
beaten  Boston !” 

Boston  Avas  no  less  successful  in  the  stud 
than  on  the  turf.  He  made  his  first  season  at 
Spring  Grove,  Hanover  County,  Virginia,  in 
1843 ;  and  in  the  Avinter  of  1846  he  was  taken 
to  Kentucky  and  placed  under  the  care  of  Col¬ 
onel  E.  M.  Blackburn,  in  Woodford  County. 
The  horse  contracted  a  severe  cold  on  the  trip, 
from  which  he  never  fully  recovered.  He  con¬ 
tinued  to  revel  in  the  delights  of  the  harem  un¬ 
til  the  fall  of  1849,  Avhen  he  grew  feeble  and 
died.  A  struggle,  and  the  spu-it  was  free,  the 
cords  of  the  limbs  unstrung.  When  Boston 
died  the  breeding  world  sufiered  an  irreparable 
loss.  He  Avon  great  fame  himself;  but  since 
the  Avinds  have  been  AA-ailing  over  his  humble 
grave,  his  descendants  have  kept  green  this 
fame.  He  sired  a  galaxy  of  racers,  the  tAA-o 
bright  stars  of  which  were  Lexington  and  Le- 
comte.  The  turfman  judges  a  horse  by  his 
blood,  his his  deeds,  and  his  produce;  and 
judging  by  such,  Boston  is  pronounced  the 
greatest  race-horse  that  America  ever  produced. 

Lexington  enjoys  Avorld-Avide  fame.  He  Avas 
bred  by  Dr.  E.  'Warfield,  near  Lexington,  Ken¬ 
tucky,  and  was  foaled  March  17,  1850.  He 
was  got  by  Boston,  and  his  dam  was  Alice 
Cameal,  by  imported  Sarpedon.  He  com¬ 
menced  his  turf  career  at  Lexington,  under  the 
name  of  Darley,  May  23,  1853,  being  then 
1  three  years  old.  He  met  the  most  promising 
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colts  of  Kentucky,  and  distinguished  himself  by 
winning  the  race  in  two  straight  heats.  May 
28  he  was  purchased  by  Mr.  Ten  Broeck  for 
$2500,  who  changed  his  name  from  Barley  to 
Lexington.  At  New  Orleans,  April  1,  1864, 
twenty  thousand  people  assembled  on  the  Me¬ 
tairie  Course  to  witness  the  great  struggle  for 
superiority  in  the  Post  stake,  four-mile  heats,  for 
all  ages.  The  subscription  to  the  stake  was 
$5000,  Louisiana,  Alabama,  Kentucky,  and 
Mississippi  becoming  the  subscribers.  Each 
State  had  the  privilege  of  naming  a  horse  to 
contend  for  her  honor  in  the  race.  Kentucky 
named  Lexington,  Mississippi  Lecomte,  Al¬ 
abama  Highlander,  and  Louisiana  Arrow. 
Among  the  distinguished  gentlemen  in  the 
judges’  stand  was  ex-President  Eillmore.  The 
course  was  heavy  from  previous  rains,  and  the 
strong  wind  which  prevailed  had  so  hardened 
the  mud  as  to  make  it  stitf  and  unyielding. 

The  chief  contest  was  between  Lexington 
and  his  half-brother  Lecomte,  the  former  win¬ 
ning  the  race  in  two  straight  heats.  The  vic¬ 
tory  was  a  brilliant  one,  especially  when  we  re¬ 
member  that  accident  alone  led  to  the  training 
of  the  white-legged  son  of  Boston.  He  was  not 
regarded  as  a  promising  colt,  and  his  dam  was 
unknown  to  fame.  In  fact,  the  purity  of  her 
blood  was  questioned.  His  success  in  the  great 
Post-stake  race  placed  his  star  in  the  ascendant. 
The  swift-footed  Lecomte  had  been  beaten ;  but 
the  friends  of  that  horse  were  not  satisfied  with 
the  result.  They  were  eager  to  fight  the  battle 
over  again.  On  the  8th  of  April  the  two  horses 
came  together  for  the  second  time.  Lexington 
was  out  of  condition,  was  badly  ridden,  and  was 
defeated,  Lecomte  in  this  race  making  the  then 
fastest  time  at  four  miles  on  record  in  the  United 
States.  He  finished  the  first  heat  in  7  minutes 
26  seconds,  and  the  second  in  7  minutes  38f 
seconds. 

The  rivalry  between  the  half-brothers  was 
now  greater  than  ever.  Each  had  his  partisans, 
and  each  was  claimed  the  superior  of  the  oth¬ 
er.  Mr.  Ten  Broeck,  whose  subsequent  career 
in  Europe  attracted  so  much  attention,  determ¬ 
ined  to  settle  the  question  by  a  bold  adventure. 
He  issued  a  plucky  challenge,  proposing  to  run 
Lexington  over  the  Metairie  Course,  a  single  four 
miles,  against  the  fastest  time,  at  that  distance, 
on  record,  for  the  sum  of  $20,000 ;  or  to  run 
him  against  any  named  horse  a  race  of  four- 
mile  heats.  The  publication  of  this  challenge 
led  to  a  long,  and  somewhat  bitter,  newspaper- 
controversy  between  Colonel  Wells  and  Mr. 
Ten  Broeck ;  but  the  wordy  letters  failed  to  bring 
about  a  decisive  race  between  Lexington  and 
Lecomte.  The  proposition,  however,  to  run 
Lexington  against  time  was  accepted  by  Col¬ 
onel  Calvin  Green  and  Captain  John  Belcher, 
of  Virginia,  their  acceptance  being  published 
June  17,  1864.  The  race  was  run  over  the 
Metairie  Course,  New  Orleans,  on  Monday, 
April  2, 1856.  The  track  had  previously  been 
carefully  measured  and  found  to  be  a  full  mile ; 
therefore  there  could  be  no  quibble  in  regard  to 


distance.  The  day  was  the  loveliest  of  the 
season,  the  track  in  superb  order,  and  the  con¬ 
course  of  people  immense.  Lexington  was  rid¬ 
den  by  the  able  jockey,  Gilbert  W.  Patrick, 
whose  name  has  been  abridged  to  Gilpatrick. 
The  excitement  attending  the  progress  of  the 
race  was  very  great.  Briefly  yet  clearly  is  the 
running  described :  “  Gilpatrick,  upon  Lexing- 
tion,  now  prepared  for  action ;  and  as  he  start¬ 
ed  up  the  stretch,  on  his  proud  courser,  to  do 
that  which  no  other  horse  had  ever  attempted, 
the  man  and  horse  formed  a  beautiful  and  per¬ 
fect  picture.  He  turned  him  round  just  below 
the  draw-gates,  and  as  he  reached  the  judges’ 
stand,  where  the  drum  tapped,  he  was  at  a  pace 
it  was  intended  he  should  run.  To  our  mind 
he  was  run  too  fast  the  first  mile,  which  was  ac¬ 
complished  in  1.47i;  the  first  half  in  0.53. 
Upon  reaching  the  stand  it  was  intimated  to 
him  to  go  slower,  which  he  did.  Joe  Black¬ 
burn  was  started  behind  him  at  the  beginning 
of  the  first  mile,  but  the  respectful  distance  he 
kept  in  his  rear  must  certainly  have  done  him 
an  injury  rather  than  a  benefit,  for  at  no  time 
was  he  near  enough  for  Lexington  to  hear  the 
sound  of  his  hoofs.  The  pace  in  the  second 
mile  visibly  decreased  ;  Arrow,  who  was  start¬ 
ed  before  its  commencement,  waiting  about 
thirty  yards  behind  Lexington.  In  the  third 
mile  Arrow  closed  the  gap,  and  Lexington, 
fearing  him,  was  a  little  more  anxious,  and 
slightly  increased  his  pace.  Upon  entering  the 
fourth  mile  Arrow  was  stopped,  and  Joe  Black¬ 
burn  went  at  him  again,  but,  as  in  the  first  in¬ 
stance,  he  was  ‘like  chips  in  porridge’ — of  no 
benefit.  Lexington  darted  off  in  earnest,  run¬ 
ning  the  last  mile  in  1.481.  He  reached  the 
head  of  the  front  stretch  in  6.66,  running  its  en¬ 
tire  length  in  24f  seconds ;  the  whole  time  of 
the  four  miles  in  7. 19|,  carrying  103  pounds,  Gil¬ 
patrick  being  three  pounds  overweight.”  This 
was  a  wonderful  performance — a  something  that 
no  horse  had  ever  done  before,  and  a  feat  thatno 
horse  has  been  able  to  equal  since.  The  world 
now  rang  with  applause  for  Lexington.  And 
yet,  great  as  his  triumph  was,  it  is  claimed  by 
observing  turfmen  who  witnessed  the  race  that, 
had  it  been  necessary,  the  four  miles  could  have 
been  finished  on  that  day  in  at  least  7  minutes 
and  10  seconds. 

Though  the  accredited  hero  of  the  fastest 
four-mile  time  on  record,  Lexington  was  called 
upon,  April  14,  to  meet  once  more  his  old  rival,. 
Lecomte.  The  race  attracted  much  attention, 
and  it  ended  in  the  defeat  of  Lecomte.  This 
concluded  Lexington’s  career  on  the  turf.  It 
was  short,  but  unsurpassed  in  brilliance.  He 
started  seven  times  in  all,  and  won  six  races, 
his  total  winnings  amounting  to  $56,000.  His^ 
triumphs  in  the  stud,  in  addition  to  ■  his  tri¬ 
umphs  on  the  turf,  stamp  him  as  the  ■  greatest 
of  living  horses.  In  1866,  the  late  R.  A.  Alex¬ 
ander,  well  known  as  the  largest  breeder  in  tlie 
world,  while  in  England,  purchased  Lexington' 
of  Mr.  Ten  Broeck  for  $16^000.  On  Mr.  Alex¬ 
ander’s  return  to  the  Unit^  .States  the  stallions 
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was  removed  to  Woodburn  Farm,  in  Woodford 
County,  Kentucky,  where  he  has  remained  ever 
since,  with  the  exception  of  a  temporary  visit 
to  Illinois  in  1865.  Shortly  after  his  withdraw¬ 
al  from  the  turf  he  went  blind,  in  consequence 
of  filling  himself  at  the  corn-bin,  just  before  a 
severe  trial  race.  For  neither  man  nor  horse 
can  perform  great  physical  feats,  without  injury 
to  himself,  with  a  stomach  overburdened  with 
food.  Lexington  is  a  blood  bay,  with  fore  and 
hind  feet  and  pasterns,  and  a  small  portion  of 
his  hind-legs  above  the  pastern  joints,  white. 
He  also  has  a  white  nose.  As  the  incompara¬ 
ble  trotter,  Dexter,  is  similarly  marked,  we  may 
safely  infer  that  there  is  not  much  truth  in  the 
old  nursery  jingle : 

“Four  white  feet 
Aud  a  white  nose, 

Throw  him  to  the  crows." 

Lexington  stands  16  hands  3  inches  high; 
his  back  is  of  medium  length,  and  his  loin  wide, 
slightly  curved,  and  very  powerful.  His  body 
is  well  ribbed,  and  his  limbs  strong  and  well 
proportioned.  We  are  thus  particular  in  the 
description  of  him,  for  he  has  proved  the  great¬ 
est  of  modern  sires  ;  for  the  past  six  years  the 
fields  on  our  principal  race-courses  have  large¬ 
ly  been  made  up  of  the  get  of  Lexington.  In 
one  year  alone  he  sired  the  great  triumvirate — 
Norfolk,  Asteroid,  and  Kentucky.  Fifty  thou¬ 
sand  dollars  were  refused  for  Asteroid,  Ken¬ 
tucky  sold  for  $40,000,  and  Norfolk,  in  his  rac¬ 
ing  prime,  could  not  be  bought  for  less  than 
the  latter  amount.  Lexington’s  great  fame  and 
his  infirmity  have  thrown  a  sad  romance  around 
his  life.  One  of  the  best  portraits  of  him  was 
painted  by  Scott,  representing  him  led  by  black 
Jarret,  his  groom.  The  head  is  turned  out¬ 
ward,  and  we  have  a  full  view  of  the  dull,  sight¬ 
less  eyes.  The  right  fore-foot  is  thrown  out 
haltingly,  as  if  feeling  for  clear  and  firm  ground 
upon  which  to  place  it.  The  whole  form  of 
the  horse  speaks  blindness,  and  one  can  not 
gaze  upon  the  picture,  and  recall  the  brilliant 
triumphs  of  the  past,  without  a  shade  of  sad¬ 
ness  stealing  over  the  fece. 

The  foundation  for  the  improvement  of  the 
blood-horse  in  Tennessee  was  laid  by  Barry’s 
Gray  Medley,  a  horse  of  beauty,  spirit,  and 
gameness,  who  made  his  first  season  ten  miles 
north  of  Nashville,  in  the  year  1800.  He  was 
got  by  imported  Medley,  and  was  the  sire  of 
the  dam  of  the  famous  brood-mare.  Madam 
Tonson.  Barry’s  Medley  was  bred  in  Vir¬ 
ginia,  and  ridden  from  that  State  to  Tennessee 
by  a  colored  boy,  Altamont,  raised  by  General 
Washington ;  this  faithful  black  was”  then  the 
servant  of  Redman  D.  Barry,  and  for  a  year 
after  leaving  Virginia  with  Medley,  his  master 
heard  nothing  of  him.  He  presumed  that  slave 
and  horse  were  lost  to  him  forever ;  and,  there¬ 
fore,  at  the  end  of  twelve  months,  was  surprised 
by  the  report  that  came  to  him  from  the  banks 
of  the  Cumberland.  Altamont  had  made  a 
successful  season  with  the  stallion,  and,  as  the 
profits  of  the  season,  placed  $2000  to  the  bank 


credit  of  his  master.  This  son  of  Africa  after¬ 
ward  trained  Polly  Medley,  and  run  her,  for  Mr. 
Barry,  against  Indian  Queen,  owned  and  run  by 
General  Jackson.  The  race  was  contested  in 
1803,  and  it  resulted  in  the  defeat  of  Old  Hick¬ 
ory,  who,  in  gracefully  acknowledging  defeat — 
a  thing  he  was  not  wont  to  do — paid  a  high  com¬ 
pliment  to  Altamont.  Mr.  Barry  was  a  gener¬ 
ous  master,  and  he  was  so  well  pleased  with  the 
conduct  of  Altamont  that  he  gave  him  his  free¬ 
dom  in  the  shape  of  a  pass  for  ninety-nine  years. 

After  Medley  came  Wilkes’s  Wonder,  a  sou 
of  Diomed,  then  Pacelot  and  Tennessee  Oscar, 
to  build  up  the  blood  stock  of  Tennessee ;  and 
this  rich  infusion  of  blood  aided  in  making  the 
State  one  of  the  race-horse  regions  of  America. 
Truxton,  got  by  Diomed,  large,  muscular,  and 
a  powerful  strider,  in  early  days  was  the  favor¬ 
ite  race-horse  and  stallion  of  General  Andrew 
Jackson.  He  was  good  at  any  distance,  win¬ 
ning  from  a  quarter  to  a  race  of  four-mile 
heats.  Mr.  Catton  was  the  owner  of  a  very  fleet 
mare.  Greyhound  ;  and  this  mare  was  matched 
against  Truxton,  a  mile  dash.  Each  racer  had 
its  friends,  and  betting  on  the  result  was  Quite 
lively.  Truxton  won  the  race,  and  drove's  of 
horses — the  spoils  of  victory — were  turned  over 
to  General  Jackson  and  his  party.  The  mem¬ 
orable  duel  between  Jackson  and  Dickinson 
grew  out  of  the  defeat  of  Irving's  Plowboy,  in 
a  race  of  two-mile  heats,  for  $6000,  by  Trux¬ 
ton.  Among  the  old  and  prominent  breeders 
of  Tennessee  may  be  named  Judge  Barry,  Gen¬ 
eral  W.  G.  Harding,  Hon.  Bailie  Peyton,  the 
Cockerills,  and  General  Lucius  J.  Polk ;  the  lat¬ 
ter  the  elder  brother  of  General  Leonidas  Polk, 
who  was  killed  in  the  Confederate  service. 

Almost  every  turfman  is  familiar  with  the 
name  of  Colonel  E.  M.  Blackburn.  He  was  a 
remarkable  man,  somewhat  eccentric,  but  pleas¬ 
ant  in  manner  notwithstanding.  He  was  one  of 
the  first  children  born  in  Woodford  County, 
Kentucky ;  and  for  more  than  fifty  years  was 
conspicuous  on  the  turf.  At  different  times  he 
had  in  his  possession  such  renowned  horses  as 
Whip,  Kosciusko,  Goode’s  Arab,  Lance,  Shark, 
American  Eclipse,  and  Gray  Eagle.  He  was 
eloquent  in  praise  of  his  horses,  each,  of  course, 
being  the  “best"  in  the  country.  Though  a 
plain  farmer,  statesmen  and  polished  gentle¬ 
men  frequently  enjoyed  the  hospitality  of  his 
roof.  It  was  in  1836,  at  his  own  house,  that 
he  offered  the  delicate  complimentary  toast  to 
the  pleasant  banter  of  Henry  Clay.  Blackburn 
had  nearly  exhausted  the  vocabulary  in  sound¬ 
ing  the  praises  of  various  horses  under  his 
charge,  and  when  the  great  competitor  of  the 
Southern  horse  Henry  came  into  his  hands, 
Mr.  Clay  thought  to  embarrass  him  by  asking 
him  what  he  could  say  new  of  American  Eclipse. 
The  table  was  surrounded  by  convivial  souls, 
and  all  eyes  were  turned  upon  the  farmer.  He 
bowed  his  head,  as  if  in  painful  silence,  while 
the  glasses  were  being  filled  ;  then  proudly  ris¬ 
ing  to  his  feet,  with  a  triumphant  smile  on  his 
face,  and  as  the  wine  bubbled  in  the  crystal 
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goblet  in  his  hand,  he  said:  “Eclipse  among 
horses  as  Henry  Clay  among  men!”  The 
words  were  electrical.  “Harry  of  the  West” 
bent  his  eyes  upon  the  table  in  confusion,  the 
scarlet  mounted  to  his  face,  while  the  guests 
cheered  and  drained  their  glasses.  Colonel 
Blackburn  died  the  17th  of  March,  1867,  at  a 
greatly  advanced  age. 

Hon.  John  Minor  Botts  was  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  of  Virginia  turfmen  and  breeders. 
He  gave  much  study  to  the  horse,  bred  on  a 
large  scale,  and  forgot  questions  of  State  to  par¬ 
ticipate  in  the  excitements  of  the  race-course. 
Though  courteous,  he  was  positive  in  speech, 
and  did  not  like  to  be  contradicted  or  corrected. 
He  was  wrapped  up  in  the  horses  bred  by  him¬ 
self,  fondly  believing  they  had  no  superiors. 
Colonel  M‘Daniels,  also  a  prominent  Virginia 
turfman,  was  a  warm,  personal  friend  of  Mr. 
Botts.  But  the  friendship  existing  between 
them  did  not  prevent  them  from  saying  sharp 
things  to  each  other  when  their  blood  was 
afire.  A  number  of  years  ago  Mr.  Botts  had 
a  young  mare  entered  in  a  valuable  stake  at 
Petersburg.  The  mare  had  distinguished  her¬ 
self  in  her  maiden  performance,  and  she  was  a 
great  favorite  over  all  others  in  the  race.  Col¬ 
onel  M ‘Daniels  had  a  filly,  comparatively  un¬ 
known,  engaged  in  the  same  stake.  Mr.  Botts 
was  so  confident  of  achieving  victory  that,  when 
his  mare  was  led  on  the  course,  just  before  the 
start  for  the  first  heat,  he  boastingly  exclaimed : 
“There  is  a  racer  for  you!  It  is  a  pity  that 
there  is  nothing  here  to  run  against  her  to-day. 
Why,  I  would  back  her  to  the  extent  of  $60,000 
against  any  thing  on  the  ground.”  Some  of  his 
friends  cautioned  him  to  be  more  prudent  in 
speech,  but  he  would  not  listen  to  them.  Col¬ 
onel  M‘Daniels  bit  his  lips,  but  said  nothing. 
The  word  for  the  start  was  given,  and  Mr. 
Botts’s  entry  won  the  first  heat,  carrying  nine 
pounds  overweight,  not  as  a  penalty,  but  simply 
to  gratify  the  vanity  of  the  owner.  He  felt  con¬ 
fident  that  she  could  win  and  pack  the  extra 
weight ;  and  if  she  did  so,  the  performance 
would  be  all  the  greater.  Colonel  M‘Daniels’s 
filly  cooled  out  well,  and  when  called  for  the 
second  heat,  she  was  in  superb  condition.  She 
got  a  good  start,  and  ran  so  gamely  that  she 
could  not  be  headed.  To  the  great  surprise  of 
Mr.  Botts  she  won  the  heat.  He  watched  the 
finish  in  blank  amazement ;  his  confidence  in  his 
mare  was  shaken,  and  he  ordered  that  the  extra 
weight  be  taken  off.  Colonel  M'Daniels  and 
Mr.  Botts,  when  the  horses  were  being  saddled 
for  the  third  heat,  met  on  the  quarter  stretch, 
when  the  former  said,  in  a  jeering  tone  :  “Mr. 
Botts,  you  have  heard  the  story  of  the  hawk  and 
the  blue  jay !”  “  No  ;  tell  it  to  me,  won’t  you?” 
“Briefly,  then,  the  hawk  set  upon  the  blue  jay, 
and  pursued  the  frightened  bird  with  great  swift¬ 
ness.  When  almost  within  the  clutch  of  the 
deadly  talons,  the  blue  jay  darted  into  a  brush- 
heap,  where  the  hawk  could  not  follow.  The 
bird,  so  badly  frightened  a  moment  before,  now 
turned,  in  its  safe  retreat,  upon  the  disappoint¬ 


ed  hawk  with  its  mocking  cry  of  c-ter  c-ter 
gl-a.  The  application  is  easy,  Mr.  Botts.  You 
are  ioo  late  in  taking  the  extra  weight  off  your 
mare.”  The  manner  in  which  this  was  said, 
and  the  circumstances  which  gave  rise  to  the 
speech,  so  exasperated  Mr.  Botts  that  he  quar¬ 
reled  with  his  old  friend.  Colonel  M ‘Daniels 
won  the  race  ;  and,  after  what  had  passed,  Mr. 
Botts  refused  to  be  reconciled  to  him.  Years 
passed,  and  the  estrangement  grew  wider.  The 
war  swept  over  Virginia,  and  there  was  an  end 
to  turf  sports.  The  outspoken  Unionism  of  Mr. 
Botts  was  not  pleasing  to  the  Confederate  gov¬ 
ernment.  In  1861  he  was  arrested,  and,  for  a 
short  time,  confined  as  a  political  prisoner  in 
Castle  Godwin,  Richmond.  This  prison  was 
the  property  of  Colonel  M‘Daniels,  and  at  its 
door  the  two  old  turfmen  met,  after  an  estrange¬ 
ment  of  years,  a  tear  in  each  eye,  and  a  clasp 
of  hands  that  plainly  said,  “Forgis^e  and  for¬ 
get  and  they  remained  firm  friends  until  the 
one  crossed  to  the  far,  flowery  banks  of  the  silent 
river,  to  be  soon  followed  by  the  other. 

Revenue,  perhaps,  was  the  greatest  horse  that 
Mr.  Botts  ever  owned.  He  was  a  stallion  of 
singular  beauty,  symmetrical  in  form,  and  proud 
in  his  carriage  ;  was  successful  both  on  the  turf 
and  in  the  stud.  The  last  two  years  of  Reve¬ 
nue’s  life  were  passed  at  Major  Horner’s  place. 
Belle  Air,  near  Warrenton,  Virginia.  He  grew 
very  feeble  in  the  early  autumn  of  1868,  and 
died  September  16.  For  a  fortnight  before  his 
death  he  had  refused  his  food,  and  was  so  weak 
that  he  could  scarcely  stand.  The  very  day 
that  he  died,  and  but  two  hours  before  the  last 
terrible  convulsion,  the  worn  and  weary  old 
stallion  was  led  out  into  the  bright  sunshine. 
He  tried  to  nip  the  green  grass,  but  tlie  effort 
was  too  great  for  him.  Standing  there,  stupid 
and  tottering,  in  the  dreamy  September  air,  his 
eyes  wandered  to  where  a  mare  was  grazing  in 
all  of  her  youth,  health,  and  glorious  physical 
beauty.  The  sight  moved  the  heart  of  the  dy¬ 
ing  stallion.  He  gazed  in  admiration,  and 
there  was  a  thrill  of  the  old  passionate  fire  in 
the  thin  blue  veins.  The  picture  of  beauty 
charmed  him ;  he  proudly  straightened  him¬ 
self,  the  light  flashing  from  his  eyes,  and  look¬ 
ed  as  if  he  had  renewed  his  youth.  A  feeble 
neigh,  and  the  whirl  of  passion  was  gone ;  the 
head  dropped  nerveless,  the  glassy  film  again 
gathered  in  the  eyes,  the  legs  trembled  more 
violently,  and,  in  less  than  two  hours.  Revenue 
had  laid  himself  down  and  breathed  his  last. 
The  gallant  old  racer  was  buried  in  a  sequester¬ 
ed  nook  at  Belle  Air,  with  all  the  honors  due 
a'  horse  of  his  fame. 

No  horse  since  the  importation  of  Diomed 
played  a  more  important  part  in  the  turf  his¬ 
tory  of  America  than  Glencoe.  He  was  got  by 
Sultan,  his  dam  Trampoline,  by  Tramp  ;  and 
he  was  bred  in  England,  by  Lord  Jersey,  in 
1831.  After  a  successful  career  on  the  English 
tuff,  he  was  imported  to  this  country  by  James 
Jackson,  of  Alabama.  Glencoe  was  a  beautiful 
chestnut,  a  large  star  in  the  forehead,  and  both 
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hind-legs  Avhite  half-way  up  to  the  hocks.  He 
stood  sixteen  hands  high,  and  was  a  horse  of 
great  bone  and  sinew.  The  greatest  of  En¬ 
glish  stallions,  Stockwell,  the  sire  of  the  most 
successful  racers  in  Great  Britain,  was  out  of 
Pocahontas,  a  daughter  of  Glencoe.  The  in¬ 
fusion  of  Glencoe  blood  added  to  the  fame  of 
American  racers.  His  daughters  have  proved, 
especially  when  bred  to  Lexington,  wonderful 
brood-mares.  Lecomte,  Starke,  Prioress,  Brown 
Dick,  Lodi,  Fleetwing,  Idlewild,  and  the  daz¬ 
zling  trio.  Asteroid,  Kentucky,  and  Norfolk, 
all  came  from  Glencoe  mares.  At  twenty-seven 
years  of  age  the  old  chestnut  died,  at  George¬ 
town,  Kentucky ;  and  his  owner  at  the  time, 
A.  Keene  Richards,  Esq.,  caused  him  to  be 
buried  in  his  garden,  near  the  spCt  where  his 
famed  daughter  Peytona  had  been  laid  to  rest. 
Age  did  not  deal  kindly  with  Glencoe.  The 
painting  of  him  just  before  his  death,  by  Scott, 
represents  a  physical  wreck  —  sightless  eyes, 
back  deeply  swayed,  and  other  plain  marks  of 
feeble  age. 

From  Lexington  and  the  daughters  of  Glen¬ 
coe  descended  the  three  horses,  Kentucky, 
Norfolk,  and  Asteroid,  that  made  such  a  great 
stir  in  the  racing  world  at  the  close  of  our  civil 
war.  Kentucky  was  out  of  Magnolia,  and  he 
was  bred  at  classic  Ashland,  by  John  M.  Clay, 
a  son  of  the  Great  Commoner.  Mr.  Clay,  by- 
the-way,  has  been  one  of  the  most  successful 
of  American  breeders.  October  6,  1863,  Ken¬ 
tucky,  then  two  years  old,  won  his  first  race  at 
Paterson,  New  Jersey ;  and  on  the  7th  of  June, 
1864,  at  Paterson,  he  lost  his  first  race,  being 
defeated  for  the  Derby  sweepstakes,  one  mile 
and  a  half  dash,  by  his  half-brother  and  rival, 
Norfolk,  out  of  Novice.  This  defeat  led  to  a 
long  and  bitter  controversy.  Norfolk  was  taken 
to  California  by  Mr.  Winters,  where  he  now 
remains.  Consequently  the  two  horses  never 
again  met  on  the  turf  to  decide  the  question  of 
superiority.  Immediately  after  winning  his 
first  race  Kentucky  was  sold  to  Mr.  John  F. 
Purdy,  who  transferred  him  to  W.  R.  Travers, 
Esq.  His  turf  career  was  a  brilliant  one,  van¬ 
quishing  every  thing  that  presumed  to  cross  his 
path.  Ultimately  he  was  sold  to  Mr.  Leonard 
W.  Jerome,  for  $40,000,  but  now  is  the  prop¬ 
erty  of  Mr.  Belmont.  While  Kentucky  was 
winning  fame  in  the  East,  his  half-brother.  As¬ 
teroid,  out  of  Nebula,  was  achieving  renown  in 
the  West.  The  latter  was  owned  by  his  breed¬ 
er,  R.  A.  Alexander,  Esq.,  the  proprietor  of 
the  great  breeding  estate,  Woodburn,  and  at 
Louisville  he  had  distinguished  himself  by 
meeting  and  triumphing  over  Loadstone,  run¬ 
ning  the  first  mile  of  the  second  heat  of  a  two- 
mile  race  in  the  marvelous  time  of  1  minute 
44  seconds.  In  California  Norfolk  was  win¬ 
ning  golden  opinions.  Lodi  disputed  the  cham¬ 
pionship  of  the  Pacific  coast  with  him,  and  the 
races  that  they  contested  excited  the  admira¬ 
tion  of  the  world.  First,  Norfolk  defeated 
Lodi,  a  son  of  Yorkshire,  at  the  Union  Park, 
Sacramento,  September  18,  1865,  a  race  of  two- 


mile  heats.  This,  however,  was  but  tbe  pre¬ 
lude  to  a  fiercer  and  more  sanguinary  battle. 
At  the  same  place  they  came  together,  Septem¬ 
ber  23,  in  a  race  of  three-mile  heats,  each  con¬ 
fident  of  victory.  The  struggle  in  the  first 
heat  was  terrible,  both  horses  running  with  as¬ 
tonishing  power,  Norfolk  passing  the  winning 
score  with  Lodi  lapped  upon  his  quarter,  in  the 
unprecedented  time  of  6  minutes  27^  seconds. 
The  second  heat  also  was  won  by  Norfolk,  in 
the  fast  time  of  5  minutes  29^  seconds,  Lodi 
gaining  coming  down  the  home  stretch,  with  the 
right  fore-foot  spurting  blood  at  every  stride. 
The  spirit  of  the  blood-horse  is  unconquerable. 
He  will  proudly  struggle  on  through  pain  and 
distress,  when  less  heroic  animals  would  give 
up  the  contest.  Distance  separated  the  three 
half-brothers  ;  each  won  renown  on  fields  wide¬ 
ly  apart.  Each  was  claimed  the  superior  of 
the  other,  and  it  w'as  the  fond  dream  of  enthu¬ 
siastic  turfmen  to  bring  them  together  in  a  race 
for  the  honors  of  supremacy.  But  the  dream 
was  never  realized.  The  controversy  between 
the  friends  of  Kentucky  and  Asteroid,  especial¬ 
ly,  was  marked  with  much  feeling,  and  the 
names  of  the  two  horses  were  daily  in  the 
mouths  of  thousands.  In  September,  1866,  the 
people  were  gratified  by  the  announcement  that 
Asteroid  had  arrived  at  Jerome  Park,  had  come 
from  the  West  to  meet  Kentucky  on  the  thea¬ 
tre  of  his  triumphs.  He  was  engaged  to  run 
in  the  Inauguration  stake  at  Jerome  Park,  and 
Kentucky  could  not  avoid  meeting  him  here. 
When  it  was  known  that  Asteroid  had  left  his 
paddock  at  Woodburn  to  journey  East,  the  ex¬ 
citement  was  intense  in  turf  circles,  and  the 
trains  brought  to  New  York  crowds  from  all 
parts  of  the  Union,  even  from  far-off  Texas. 
The  coming  race  was  the  all-absorbing  topic 
of  conversation.  Every  morning  hundreds  of 
visitors  went  out  to  Jerome  Park  to  see  the 
horses  at  work.  Asteroid  was  one  of  the  grand- 
est-looking  horses  that  ever  trod  the  turf,  and 
one  had  but  to  see  him  to  learn  to  admire. 
Kentucky  was  also  a  magnificent- appearing 
animal,  and  his  friends  maintained  confidence 
in  his  prowess.  But  one  Sunday  morning  a 
gloom  fell  upon  all  hearts.  Lip  spoke  to  lip, 
and  the  intelligence  rapidly  spread  that  Aste¬ 
roid  had  broken  down  in  a  trial  gallop  in  the 
mud  — had  sprung  a  tendon,  and  his  career 
as  a  racer  was  abruptly  brought  to  a  close. 
The  disappointment  was  great.  Sad  faces  were 
seen  on  all  the  drives  leading  to  the  Park ;  and, 
as  the  story  w'as  told,  a  tear  dimmed  more 
than  one  eye  unused  to  weeping.  Asteroid 
returned  to  the  West  to  luxuriate  in  the  stud  ; 
and  the  fond  dream  of  seeing  him  measure 
strides  with  Kentucky  was  at  an  end.  Ken¬ 
tucky  was  not  satisfied  with  the  laurels  he  had 
won.  He  aspired  to  eclipse  the  great  perform¬ 
ance  of  his  sire.  He  was  backed  to  run  against 
time— four  miles  in  7  minutes  and  20  seconds, 
carrying  120  pounds.  The  trial  took  place 
Thursday,  October  17, 1867,  in  the  presence  of 
twenty  thousand  people  at  Jerome  Park.  The 
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day  was  beautiful,  one  of  the  softest  of  glori¬ 
ously  tinted  autumn.  Kenttlcky  was  badly 
ridden,  was  out-paced  in  the  first  two  miles, 
and  he  lost  the  race  by  eleven  and  three-quar¬ 
ter  seconds.  The  only  time  that  the  people 
ever  saw  him  show  signs  of  distress  on  the  turf 
was  coming  down  the  home  stretch,  in  the  last 
mile  ;  he  was  weak,  tottering,  and  hi^  courage 
failed  him.  Had  he  been  properly  managed,  on 
that  lovely  October  day,  we  do  not  think  that 
he  could  have  been  successful.  The  task  was 
too  great  for  him — he  was  overmatched.  He 
carried  too  much  weight ;  and  every  ounce  tells 
upon  the  speed  and  endurance  of  a  horse,  es¬ 
pecially  in  a  struggle  of  four  miles.  By  weight 
you  can  reduce  the  fleetest  and  gamest  racer 
in  the  world  to  the  level  of  the  most  common 
hack.  Kentucky  is  not  a  stronger  horse  than 
Lexington  was,  and  Lexington,  when  he  ran 
four  miles  in  7  minutes  19J^  seconds,  carried 
but  103  pounds. 

The  rivalry  between  Norfolk,  Asteroid,  and 
Kentucky,  though  exciting  a  little  unpleasant 
feeling  between  men  of  different  sections,  was 
a  good  thing  for  the  turf.  The  war  had  swept 
away  the  racing  institutions  of  the  South ;  the 
breeding  studs  were  broken  up,  and  the  blood- 
horse  bridled  and  made  to  do  service  in  the 
army.  When  the  sounds  of  strife  were  heard 
throughout  the  land,  life  currents  gushed  from 
ghastly  wounds,  and  homes  were  desolate,  the 
people  had  no  heart  for  the  pastimes  of  the 
turf;  racing  was  abandoned,  horses  of  royal 
lineage  scattered  ;  and,  when  the  war  closed, 
the  old  jockey  clubs  were  disorganized— bank¬ 
rupt.  The  performances  of  the  three  great 
sons  of  Lexington  roused  sinking  courage,  and 
directed  attention  to  the  turf.  It  was  a  thea¬ 
tre  on  which  men  of  all  political  opinions  could 
meet  in  social  enjoyment ;  it  called  the  thoughts 
from  the  harrowing  scenes  of  the  past,  and  gave 
a  silver  lining  to  the  dark  cloud  which  over¬ 
hung  the  future.  The  people  were  sick  of  war 
and  the  wrangles  growing  out  of  it,  and  they 
turned  to  the  turf  with  eagerness.  It  was  the 
only  practical  means  of  reunion  at  the  time. 
Men  who,  a  few  months  before,  had  faced  each 
other  on  the  battle-field,  stood  side  by  side 
on  the  race-course,  enthusiastically  applaud¬ 
ing  the  silken-coated  thorough-breds.  Where 
the  horses  ran,  there  the  men  from  the  South 
and  the  men  from  the  North  met  to  exchange 
cordial  greetings.  The  rivalry  between  Aster¬ 
oid,  Kentucky,  and  Noi’folk  added  fuel  to  the 
flame,  and  the  racing  fever  grew  hotter  day 
after  day.  The  fever  spread,  and  the  glory  of 
the  turf  was  revived  in  the  North.  Men  of 
capital  came  to  the  support  of  racing,  and  the 
management  of  the  parks  was  made  above  re¬ 
proach.  Fashion  smiled  upon  each  enterpiise, 
and  the  shame  of  the  past  the  disgrace  which 
attended  the  decline  of  the  Long  Island  courses 
— was  forgotten.  At  Paterson,  at  Secaucus, 
and  at  Saratoga,  crowds  assembled  to  witness 
the  speed  contests;  and  when  Jerome  Park 
was  constructed,  and  the  gates  thrown  open  to 


the  public.  Fashion  erected  her  throne  on  the 
club-house  balcony,  and  from  it  sent  forth  her 
imperial  edicts.  As  the  South  prospered  anew 
she  began  to  reorganize  her  jockey  clubs,  and 
to-day  the  turf  is  in  a  flourishing  condition. 
Mobile  has  her  Magnolia  Course,  New  Orleans 
her  Metairie  Course,  Memphis  her  Chickasaw 
Jockey  Club,  Nashville  her  Blood-Horse  Asso¬ 
ciation,  Louisville  her  Woodlawn  Course,  Lex¬ 
ington  her  Association  Course,  St.  Louis  her 
Laclede  Jockey  Club,  Cincinnati  her  Buckeye 
Jockey  Club,  Zanesville  her  racing  park,  Chil- 
icothe  the  same.  New  York  her  Jerome  Park, 
and  Saratoga  her  popular  course.  In  addi¬ 
tion  to  these,  running  meetings,  since  the  war, 
have  been  held  at  Chicago,  Narraganset  Park, 
Springfield  (Massachusetts),  Boston,  Columbus, 
Ohio,  and  other  places.  The  two  New  Jersey 
courses,  Paterson  and  Secaucus,  were  unable  to 
stand  up  against  the  powerful  rivalry  of  Jerome 
Park,  and  for  two  years  they  have  been  under  a 
cloud ;  but  a  magnificent  racing  park  is  in  course 
of  construction  at  Long  Branch,  which  will  be 
thrown  open  to  the  public  in  the  summer  of 
1870.  At  nearly  all  of  the  well-established 
courses  two  meetings,  spring  and  fall,  are  held 
every  year;  and,  owing  to  a  diversity  of  cli¬ 
mate,  they  are  so  arranged  as  not  to  conflict 
with  each  other,  in  addition  to  making  the  turf 
games  as  regular  and  eternal  as  the  roll  of  the 
seasons.  When  the  parks  are  deserted  in  the 
North,  the  courses  in  the  South  ring  with  the 
clatter  of  hoofs.  The  members  of  each  club  or 
association  are  drawn  from  the  wealthiest  and 
most  influential  ranks  of  society.  The  Ameri¬ 
can  Jockey  Club  is  the  wealthiest  of  all  the 
clubs.  Such  prominent  gentlemen  and  capital¬ 
ists  as  Messrs.  Belmont,  Sanford,  Duncan, 
Jerome,  and  Morris,  are  leading  controllers  of 
racing  at  Jerome  Park. 

Racing  is  the  most  expensive  amusement  in 
the  world.  To  keep  up  a  first-class  stable  of 
runners  requires  a  vast  outlay  of  money- — from 
$60,000  to  $100,000  a  year.  The  owners  of 
race-horses  generally  are  men  of  fortune,  who 
go  upon  the  turf  for  pleasure,  not  profit.  It  is 
a  royal  sport,  beyond  the  reach  of  modest  in¬ 
comes  ;  and,  as  wealth  is  inclined  to  be  am¬ 
bitious  and  arrogant,  racing  is  adopted  as  a 
pastime  by  those  who  have  riches  and  leisure, 
and  who  aspire  to  lead  where  the  vulgar  crowd 
can  not  follow.  It  has  received  the  patronage 
of  kings  and  the  support  of  the  nobility  in  Eu¬ 
rope,  and  neither  its  origin  nor  its  history  is 
humble.  This  is  the  pride  and  boast  of  turf¬ 
men.  It  is  well  that  racing  is  an  expensive 
luxury,  for  its  being  so  renders  it  all  the  more 
attractive  to  men  of  fortune.  They  make  it 
their  amusement,  spend  money  lavishly,  and, 
through  trials  of  speed  and  a  spirit  of  emula¬ 
tion,  direct  thought  to  the  problem  of  breeding, 
and  encourage  the  improvement  of  the  hoise. 

To  breed  successfully,  one  must  understand 
the  principles  of  blood.  The  horse  is  judged 
by  pedigree,  speed,  endurance,  and  form.  A 
single  obscure  cross  is  a  taint  in  lineage  thal^ 
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the  well  -  advised  turfman  can  not  overlook. 
The  blood  that  flows  in  the  animal’s  veins  must 
be  as  pure  as  the  water  that  gushes  from  the 
crystal  spring.  An  uncontaminated  pedigree 
for  five  generations  makes  the  horse  thorough¬ 
bred.  It  is  the  great  study  to  keep  the  blood 
pure,  and  to  so  combine  the  crosses  as  to  blend 
the  highest  rate  of  speed  with  the  greatest  en¬ 
durance  and  the  most  graceful  form.  The 
largest  and  most  successful  breeder  in  the 
world  was  the  late  Robert  Aitcheson  Alexan- 
«  der.  He  was  born  in  Kentucky,  was  educated 
at  Cambridge,  England,  under  the  direction  of 
his  uncle.  Sir  William  Alexander ;  and,  on  his 
return  to  this  country,  he  gave  his  attention  to 
breeding.  He  was  possessed  of  large  fortune, 
and  was  able  to  carry  out  his  ideas  on  a  grand 
scale.  He  made  his  Kentucky -farm.  Wood- 
burn,  the  largest  breeding  estate  in  the  world, 
not  even  excepting  that  wealthy  corporation, 
the  Rawcliffe  Stud  Company  of  England.  In 
1856  his  colors,  blue  and  white,  first  appeared 
upon  the  turf.  He  was  unsuccessful  for  a  time, 
but  perseverance  secured  to  him  the  most  for¬ 
midable  racing  stud  in  America.  He  establish¬ 
ed  annual  sales,  in  which  his  yearling  colts  were 
sold  at  auction.  These  sales  at  Woodburn  farm 
were,  and  still  are,  popular.  At  one  of  them, 
in  the  bright  month  of  June,  you  meet  gentle¬ 
men  from  all  parts  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  R.  A.  Alexander  never  married ;  the 
thorough-bred  claimed  his  warmest  love.  Still, 
though  modest  and  unassuming,  he  was  polish¬ 
ed  in  society.  He  died  December  1, 1867,  aged 
forty-eight  years,  simply  of  prostration.  He 
never  was  strong,  and  the  cares  of  his  great 
breeding  estate  told  upon  the  worn  machinery. 
The  fuel  burned  out,  the  motive-power  was  ex¬ 
hausted,  and  then  there  was  a  tremble  of  the 
feebly  revolving  wheel,  followed  by  a  silent 
clog.  Mr.  Alexander  did  more  in  his  short 
life  for  the  improvement  of  the  blood-horse 
than  any  other  man  in  America.  "Woodburn 
is  still  a  vast  breeding  estate,  carried  on  by 
A.  John  Alexander,  the  successor  of  his  broth¬ 
er,  and,  like  him,  a  bachelor. 

Of  the  men  of  fortune  who  recently  have  es- 
’tablished  breeding  farms,  we  may  mention  Au¬ 
gust  Belmont,  Esq.,  Mr.  M.  H.  Sanford,  the  most 
liberal  of  American  turfmen,  and  R.  W.  Camer¬ 
on.  Lewis  G.  Morris,  Esq.,  is  one  of  the  oldest  of 
Eastern  breeders.  Kentucky  at  this  time  takes 
the  lead  as  tlie  “  blood-horse  region”  of  Amer¬ 
ica,  although  the  breeding  of  thorough-breds 
to  greater  or  less  extent,  is  carried  on  in  Mary¬ 
land,  Virginia,  the  Carolinas,  Alabama,  Missis¬ 
sippi,  Louisiana,  Texas,  California,  Tennessee 
Missouri,  Kansas,  Illinois,  Iowa,  Wisconsin' 
Ohio,  New  York,  Pennsylvania,  and  New  Jer¬ 
sey.  The  war  opened  the  eyes  of  the  people  to 
the  superior  qualities  of  the  blood-horse,  es¬ 
pecially  his  powers  of  endurance.  The  Con¬ 
federate  cavalry  was  most  often  successful  be¬ 
cause  it  was  better  mounted  than  the  Federal, 
the  Northern  States,  as  a  mass,  having  given 
but  little  attention  to  the  breeding  of  thorough¬ 


breds.  As  the  Federal  army  penetrated  the 
Southern  State§,  horses  of  unquestioned  pedi¬ 
gree  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  officers ;  and 
when  Lee  surrendered  to  Grant,  a  great  many 
of  the  purest  bred  stallions  in  the  country,  here¬ 
tofore  the  exclusive  property  of  the  South,  were 
disseminating  their  blood  throughout  the  North. 
While  the  war  broke  up  many  select  breeding 
studs,  it  scattered  noble  sires  and  aristocratic 
dams  in  such  a  manner  as  to  lead  to  the  gen¬ 
eral  improvement  of  the  horse  in  America. 

Time  is  regarded  as  a  test  of  merit ;  but  it 
is  not  infallible,  since  atmosphere  alone  has  a 
marked  effect  upon  the  flight  of  a  horse ;  and 
atmosphere  is  not  always  the  same.  The 
changing  elasticity  of  tracks  also  influences 
time.  A  horse  capable  of  making  fast  time 
may  run  in  fields  where  he  is  not  forced  to  put 
forth  his  greatest  effort,  and  he  may  score  vic¬ 
tory  after  victory  without  astonishing  the  world 
with  a  performance  that  renders  necessary  the 
revision  of  the  time  record.  W^hen  some  horses 
are  forced  to  their  mettle  they  surprise  us  by 
the  rapidity  of  their  flight,  and  play  havoc  with 
the  seconds.  It  is  safe,  however,  to  assert  that 
none  but  a  good  horse  can  go  so  fast  as  to  claim 
special  mention.  Therefore  a  table  of  the  fast¬ 
est  time  is  not  without  interest,  or  even  value : 

Three-quarters  of  a  mile,  in  1  minute  ITX  seconds, 
by  Narraganset,  at  Narraganset  Park,  Angust  25, 

ISCSt 

One  mile,  in  1  minute  44  seconds,  by  Legal  Tender, 
at  Buckeye  Course,  Cincinnati,  June  23,  1S65;  track 
thirty  feet  short  of  a  miie,  and  horse  carried  18  pounds 
less  than  his  proper  weight;  track  has  since  been 
lengthened  to  a  full  mile. 

One  mile,  in  1  minute  44^  seconds,  by  Tlevoiver,  sec¬ 
ond  heat,  at  Buckeye  Course,  May  30,  1SC6. 

One  mile,  in  1  minute  UU  seconds,  by  Mammona, 
first  heat,  at  Lexington,  Kentucky,  1862. 

One  mile,  in  1  minute  43^  seconds,  by  irerzog„three 
3'ears  old,  at  Buckeye  Course,  May  25, 1869.  Herzog’s 
time,  up  to  this  date,  is  the  best  on  record,  since  he  car¬ 
ried  the  proper  weight,  and  ran  two  heats  same  race— 

1  minute  45  seconds ;  1  minnte  43^  seconds. 

One  mile,  in  1  minnte  43K  seconds,  by  Versailles, 
Herzog’s  half-brother,  three  years  old,  at  Buckeye 
Course,  September  21,  1869.  Full  weight  up. 

One  mile,  in  1  minute  44>^  seconds,  by  Pompey 
Payne,  Herzog’s  half-brother,  three  years  old,  at  Lex¬ 
ington,  Kentucky,  second  heat,  carrying  90  pounds 
May  17,  1869. 

One  mile,  in  1  minute  seconds,  by  General  Duke 
two  years  old,  full  weight.  Buckeye  Course,  September 
26,  1S67. 

One  mile,  in  1  minute  45  seconds,  by  Hamburg,  two 
years  old,  proper  weight,  at  Buckej'e  Course,  Septem¬ 
ber  23,  1869. 

One  mile,  in  1  minnte  4Sif  seconds,  by  Climax,  aged 
nine  years,  carrying  148^  pounds,  a  crushing  weight, 
at  Jerome  Park,  July,  1868. 

One  mile  and  a  quarter,  in  2  minutes  10  seconds,  by 
Narraganset,  at  Saratoga,  Angust  4,  1869. 

Two  miles,  in  3  minutes  34^  seconds,  by  Hegira, 
catch  weight,  at  Metairie  Course,  New  Orleans,  No¬ 
vember  23,  1850. 

Two  miles,  in  3  minutes  35^  seconds ;  3  minutes 
SSJ^-  seconds,  by  Lancaster,  proper  weight,  at  Lexino-. 
ton,  Kentucky,  September  12, 1867.  “ 

Two  miles,  in  3  minutes  Z&U  seconds ;  3  minutes  38 
seconds,  by  Asteroid,  at  Woodlawu  Course,  Louis¬ 
ville,  Kentucky,  June  6,  1865.  The  first  mile  of  the 
second  heat  was  run  in  1  minute  44  seconds. 

Two  and  a  quarter  miles,  in  4  minutes  seconds, 
by  Kentucky,  at  Saratoga,  August,  1865. 
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Two  and  a  half  miles,  in  4  minutes  3T%  seconds,  hy 
General  Yorke,  at  Narraganset  Park,  August  2G,  1S68. 

Three  miles,  in  6  minutes  27>^  seconds ;  5  minutes 
29}^  seconds,  hy  Norfolk,  at  Sacramento,  California, 
September  23,  1865. 

Four  miles,  in  7  minutes  26M  seconds,  by  Idlewild, 
full  weight,  on  Long  Island,  June  26,  1863. 

Four  miles,  in  7  minutes  19?^  seconds,  by  Lexington, 
five  years  old,  carrying  103  pounds,  at  Metairie  Course, 
New  Orleans,  April  2,  1865.  Lexington  also  ran  in  7 
minutes  23%  seconds,  at  New  Orleans,  April  14,  1855, 
defeating  Lecomte. 

By  the  above  tabl?  we  see  that  Herzog’s  one 
mile  in  1  minute  43^  seconds  is  the  best  mile 
performance  on  record,  since  the  track  was  the 
proper  length,  and  he  carried  the  full  weight 
allotted  to  three-year-olds.  It  is  claimed  that 
the  French  horse,  Gladiateur,  the  hero  of  the 
triple  event  of  the  English  turf,  in  1865,  ran  a 
mile,  at  Newmarket  Course,  in  1  minute  38  sec¬ 
onds  ;  but  as  in  England  time  is  not  accepted 
as  a  test,  and  is  not  officially  taken,  the  record 
is  questioned.  Saunterer,  it  is  also  asserted, 
ran  a  mile  in  England  in  1  minute  40|  seconds. 
Be  this  as  it  may,  it  is  our  opinion  that  neither 
Gladiateur  nor  Saunterer,  in  best  form,  could 
have  finished  a  mile  quicker  at  Cincinnati  than 
Herzog  did  on  the  25th  of  May,  1869.  This 
most  promising  three-year-old,  we  regret  to 
write,  has  died  since  he  placed  1.43i  on  the 
time  record. 

The  genius  of  Troye  has  preserved  to  us  the 
forms  of  nearly  all  the  prominent  racers  since 
the  memorable  struggle  of  Henry  and  Eclipse. 
His  name  is  linked  with  the  stirring  events  of 
half  a  century  ago.  His  portraits  grace  the 
walls  of  cultivated  homes  in  all  parts  of  the 
New  World,  and  are  found  in  many  of  the  gal¬ 
leries  of  the  Old.  Mr.  Troye,  though  advanced 
in  years,  is  still  alive,  and  devoted  to  art.  He  is 
emphatically  the  Landseer  of  America.  His 
face  and  figure  are  striking.  Tall,  well-pro¬ 
portioned,  and  no  stoop  in  his  shoulders,  not¬ 
withstanding  he  verges  on  fourscore  years.  He 
wears  his  hair  long,  and  it  falls  in  gray  masses 
down  his  back.  He  is  eccentric,  both  in  dress 
and  manner,  and  has  a  contempt  for  that  por¬ 
tion  of  mankind  having  no  sympathy  with  aris¬ 
tocratic  institutions.  The  wealthiest  and  most 
cultivated  men  of  the  last  decade  were  his  warm 
personal  friends  ;  and,  if  you  talk  with  him  long, 
he  is  very  apt  to  remind  you  of  the  fact.  His 
speech  is  affected,  inclining  to  a  drawl.  Those 
who  know  him  well  admire  his  genius,  while 
smiling  at  his  eccentricities  ;  and  they  often 
ask  themselves  why  the  gifted  should  be  pecul¬ 
iar.  When  Kentucky  was  prominently  on  the 
turf,  Troye  painted  the  horse  in  three  different 
positions.  These  portraits  were  much  admired  ; 
and  one  day  a  well-known  turfman,  for  whom 
the  artist  had  no  particular  liking,  met  Mr.  T. 
in  a  railroad  car.  He  spoke  enthusiastically  of 
the  paintings,  and  then  endeavored  to  draw  the 
old  man  into  a  conversation.  Troye  listened 
with  an  expression  of  annoyance  on  his  face, 

then  abruptly  asked :  “Mr. - ,  if  Imistake  not, 

you  are  well  versed  in  the  art  of  training  horses?” 
The  truth  was  modestly  admitted,  and  the  artist 


was  forced  to  listen  to  a  glowing  eulogy  of  a  fa¬ 
mous  horse  owned  by  the  turfman.  In  a  few 
minutes  Troye  cut  short  the  stream  of  eloquence 
by  coolly  glancing  over  the  morning  paper  that 
he  had  recommenced  reading,  and  speaking  in 
his  most  affected  drawl :  “Re-ally,  vary  fine! 
Do  you  know,  Sir,  that  you  have  a  wre-marka- 
ble  appreciation  of  the  fine  arts  ;  that  is,  wre- 
markable  for  one  who  was  brought  up  in  a  sta¬ 
ble  ?”  The  conversation  abruptly  ended  here, 
and  from  that  day  to  this  Troye  has  had  one 
more  enemy  in  the  world. 

The  inauguration  of  Jerome  Park  gave  brill¬ 
iance  to  the  new  era  of  the  turf.  This  course, 
fitted  up  with  all  the  elegance  that  wealth  could 
devise,  was  made  a  very  attractive  spot.  The 
police  kept  the  rough  element  in  check,  and 
fashion  flaunted  her  skirts  in  the  bright,  cheery 
sunshine.  And  now  there  is  no  place  on  the 
American  continent  where  such  regal  display  is 
seen  as  on  a  race  day  at  Jerome  Park.  The 
belles  of  New  York,  apparently,  are  never  so 
happy  as  when  promenading  the  Club-house 
balconies,  or  flirting  on  the  Grand  Stand.  They 
dress  for  a  race  with  the  same  elaborate  care 
that  they  dress  for  an  opera.  The  drive  from 
New  York  to  the  Park  is  a  lovely  one ;  and, 
when  the  colors  of  the  American  Jockey  Club 
float  in  the  breeze,  it  is  crowded  with  the  most 
stylish  equipages — carriages,  tandems,  and  four- 
in-hands.  We  remember  seeing  on  the  Grand 
Stand  at  Jerome  Park,  at  one  time.  General 
Grant,  Admiral  Farragut,  and  Madame  Ris- 
tori.  To  join  in  the  promenade  on  the  green¬ 
sward  in  front  of  the  stands,  look  up  at  the 
crowd,  dazzling  in  dress  and  beauty,  listen  to 
the  strains  of  music  that  come  surging  over  the 
little  valley  from  the  Club-house  hill,  and  to 
gaze  upon  the  thorough-breds  on  the  quarter 
stretch,  aglow  with  excitement  and  mounted  by 
the  gayly-dressed  jockeys,  is  to  feel  a  grand 
thrill  in  the  veins,  to  dream  of  enchanted  land. 
The  picture  is  a  beautiful  one  ;  for  we  have  the 
poetry  of  sound,  the  poetry  of  form,  and  the 
poetry  of  motion  blended  into  one  harmonious 
whole.  The  fame  of  the  meetings  at  Jerome 
Park  spread  over  the  country,  stimulating  the 
organization  of  new  jockey  clubs,  and  leading  to 
the  revival  of  the  old  clubs. 

At  Saratoga  the  race  days  are  almost  as  brill¬ 
iant  as  at  the  aristocratic  Park  located  in  the 
beautiful  suburbs  of  New  York  city.  The  prod¬ 
igals  who  wander  to  the  Springs  during  the  sum¬ 
mer  solstice  regard  race  week  as  an  important 
event  in  the  flow  of  their  fashionable  lives. 

Those  who  follow  the  turf  as  a  profession 
have  a  good  deal  of  hard  work  to  perform — a 
work  colored  here  and  there,  however,  by  the 
rosy  hues  of  romance.  To  be  a  trainer  of 
horses  one  must  have  a  knowledge  of  physiol¬ 
ogy  and  medicine,  and  he  must  be  a  close  ob¬ 
server  and  a  clear  reasoner.  The  horse  is  dif¬ 
ficult  to  understand,  and  to  prepare  him  for  a 
severe  race  is  a  delicate  operation.  Too  much 
work  is  debilitating,  and  too  little  fails  to  clear 
the  veins  and  lungs,  and  to  strengthen  the  mus- 
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cles.  A  successful  trainer  must  graduate  in 
the  rough  school  of  experience.  The  stable- 
boys — employed  as  riders,  rubbers,  etc. — are 
generally  drawn  from  the  humblest  ranks  of 
life.  They  most  frequently  are  orphans,  street 
Arabs  in  our  great  cities,  who  are  fascinated  by 
the  glitter  of  the  turf ;  and,  when  connected 
with  a  racing  stable,  they  lead  a  nomadic  life. 
The  stable  travels  from  park  to  park — roaming 
from  the  Atlantic  to  beyond  the  Mississippi,  and 
from  the  great  chain  of  lakes  to  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico ;  and  the  boys,  as  a  part  of  the  stable, 
have  no  settled  home.  They  grow  up  among 
the  horses,  sleep  with  them,  and  bestow  upon 
them  the  pure  affection  of  the  heart.  The  de¬ 
feat  of  their  favorite  depresses  them,  brings 
tears  into  their  eyes  ;  while  victory  makes  each 
face  radiant  with  joy.  During  the  running  of 
a  race  they  may  hear  the  murmurs  of  the  crowd, 
but  they  do  not  see  the  brilliant  throng ;  they 
have  eyes  alone  for  the  horse  that  carries  the 
colors  of  their  stable  in  the  contest.  It  is  a 
rough  school  in  which  to  live  ;  but  rude  contact 
with  the  cold,  practical  world  sharpens  the  wits, 
develops  the  keen  faculties  of  the  brain  ;  and  al¬ 
most  invariably  you  find,  in  weighing  the  jockey, 
an  old  head  on  young  shoulders.  Some  of  the 
boys  grow  up  into  prosperous  men ;  but  most 
of  them  remain  true  to  their  early  instincts,  and 
rush  through  the  world  indifferent  to  the  smiles 
or  frowns  of  fortune. 

The  turf  is  what  General  B.  E.  Butler  would 
call  a  law  unto  itself.  Its  rules  are  carefully 
drawn,  and  provision  is  made  for  almost  every 
possible  contingency.  The  racing  code  is  broad 
and  technical  and  it  is  more  closely  observed, 
and  more  ably  expounded,  than  is  the  civil  code 
in  many  sections  of  our  country.  In  the  West¬ 
ern  and  Southern  States  they  have  a  turf  con¬ 
gress,  in  which  each  association  is  represented  ; 
and  this  eongress  frames  and  adopts  rules  for 
the  government  of  all  the  associations  included 
within  the  congressional  district.  The  Eastern 
associations,  thus  far,  hav’e  not  organized  a  con¬ 
gress  5  but  there  is  an  understanding  between 
them  which  gives  general  scope  to  the  law  and 
preserves  hai-monious  action.  For  instance 
an  offense  against  one  association  is  regarded 
an  offense  against  all ;  and  if  a  trainer,  jockey, 
or  horse  is  placed  under  ban  by  one  association' 
he  is  denied  the  privileges  of  the  other  courses 
until  the  association  that  inflicted  the  penalty 
grants  him  full  pardon.  The  law  is  strict,  and 
being  general  in  character,  but  few  who  follow 
racing  as  a  profession  care  to  openly  violate  it. 
The  law  is  definite,  and  so  long  as  it  is  rigidly, 
impartially  administered,  the  turf  will  remain 
pure.  But  neglect  to  enforce  it,  and  disgi-ace 
and  ruin  are  sure  to  follow.  Unfortunately,  it 
will  not  do  to  be  tolerant  to  those  who  make  a 
racing  code  an  imperative  necessity.  They  are 
naturally  inclined  to  break  beyond  all  restrain¬ 
ing  influences,  and  they  have  a  confused  idea 
of  the  true  meaning  of  forbearance.  The  tempt¬ 
ations  to  override  the  law  are  many ;  the  tempt¬ 
er  is  strong,  while  the  tempted  are  weak,  and. 


therefore,  we  generally  find  that  shame  is  the 
fruit  of  tolerance.  The  best  interests  of  the 
turf  demand  that  those  who  are  appointed  to 
interpret  and  enforce  the  law  at  every  meeting 
shall  be  firm  and  just.  We  do  not  want  justice 
tempered  with  mercy,  but  justice  in  its  naked, 
stony,  heroic  form.  This  is  an  absolute  neces¬ 
sity  now,  for  the  reason  that  the  turf  has  been 
invaded  by  men  who  are  devoid  of  a  nice  sense 
of  honor.  They  have  purchased  stables,  not  to 
race  for  pleasure,  but  to  make  their  horses  a 
means  of  speculation.  Such  men  may  be  ex¬ 
cluded  from  membership  in  the  jockey  clubs, 
but  the  privilege  of  entering  and  running  their 
horses  under  the  law  can  not  well  be  denied 
them.  When  they  nominate  a  horse  for  an 
event  they  pledge  themselves  to  abide  by  the 
law ;  and  unless  the  law  is  carefully  guarded, 
speculation  is  nothing  more  or  less  than  down¬ 
right  robbery.  Men  of  this  character  aided  in 
breaking  up  the  old  jockey  clubs,  and  in  mak¬ 
ing  the  turf  a  by-word  in  the  North.  Charity 
folded  them  under  her  wing,  and  then  the  glory 
of  Long  Island  departed.  Surely  the  present 
should  profit  by  the  story  of  the  past.  It  is 
plain  to  those  who  have  studied  recent  events 
that  danger  again  threatens  the  turf,  and  prompt 
action  is  required  to  avert  the  danger.  Frail 
humanity  always  has  manifested  a  strong  dis¬ 
position  to  speculate.  We  can  not  keep  down 
speculation,  but  we  can  throw  restraining  in¬ 
fluences  around  it,  and  prevent  it  from  running 
to  crazy  extremes.  The  racing  code  encour¬ 
ages  speculation  by  legalizing  betting.  And  for 
what  ?  It  is  safe  to  say,  to  gratify  the  depraved 
appetites  of  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  men 
of  questionable  character.  Watch  at  Saratoga, 
or  Jerome  Park,  where  you  please,  the  crowd 
that  gathers  around  the  pool  stand.  Meeting 
after  meeting  the  faces  are  the  same.  Those 
who  bid  in  the  pools  are  professional  gamblers. 
A  gentleman  of  respectable  business  connec¬ 
tions  does  not  like  to  be  seen  in  that  wrangling 
crowd.  If  he  wants  to  back  a  horse,  he  quietly 
lays  the  wager  with  one  or  more  of  his  friends, 
or  he  sends  an  agent  to  operate  for  him  around 
the  pool  stand.  Who  was  it  that  excited  the 
storm  of  passion  in  front  of  the  judges’  stand  at 
Saratoga,  at  the  close  of  the  Vauxhall-Bayonet 
race  last  summer?  Certainly  not  those  gentle¬ 
men  whose  names  are  respected  on  Change,  are 
honored  in  literary,  scientific,  or  commercial 
circles.  These  men  went  to  the  Springs  for 
recreation,  for  pleasure,  and  they  are  not  wont 
to  forget  themselves,  to  stoop  from  the  true  dig¬ 
nity  of  a  gentleman.  They  were  pleased  spec¬ 
tators  of  the  tourney,  and  had  little  interest, 
aside  from  personal  feeling,  in  the  defeat  or  suc¬ 
cess  of  any  horse.  Who,  then,  were  the  brawl¬ 
ers?  Who  but  the  professional  gamblers  that 
follow  from  meeting  to  meeting,  and  live  upon 
the  spoils  that  they  gather!  And  it  is  for  this 
handful  of  professional  men  that  the  law  legal¬ 
izes  betting.  Carefullyanalyze  the  question,  and 
soberly  weigh  it,  gentlemen  of  the  jockey  clubs, 
and  then  tell  us  if  the  benefit  derived  from  such 
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a  law  is  worth  more  to  you  than  the  scandal 
which  grows  out  of  it. 

We  do  not  claim  that  speculation  can  be 
abolished  from  the  race-course ;  but  we  insist 
that  the  deciding  of  bets  should  not  be  made 
one  of  the  duties  of  the  official  judges.  Legal¬ 
izing  betting  encourages  promiscuous  gambling; 
and  promiscuous  gambling  excites  passion,  and 
points  the  way  to  fraud.  The  people  who  fill 
the  grand  stands  and  give  refinement  to  turf 
gatherings  are  indifferent  to  the  gains  or  losses 
of  the  betting  ring ;  if  they  speculate  at  all,  it 
is  among  themselves,  and  on  a  small  scale. 
They  do  not  make  a  business  of  betting,  but 
have  just  enough  at  stake  to  give  them  keener 
interest  in  the  running  of  the  horses ;  and,  re¬ 
sult  as  the  race  may,  they  part  with  or  accept 
the  trifle  at  hazard  without  regarding  it  in  the 
light  of  a  business  transaction.  These  people 
give  prosperity  and  glory  to  the  turf.  They 
delight  in  the  games  that  call  forth  qualities  of 
speed  and  endurance  ;  and  racing  will  remain 
a  popular  pastime  with  them  until  the  scandals 
drive  them  from  the  course.  The  surest  way  to 
keep  down  scandal  is  to  abolish  the  betting 
rules,  and  to  firmly  enforce  the  law,  no  matter 
who  is  at  fault.  Danger  threatens  to  bring  the 
new  and  brilliant  era  of  the  turf  to  a  disgrace¬ 
ful  close ;  but  if  the  jockey  clubs  are  wise  the 
danger  will  be  averted. 


PEOFESSOE  HEEON’S  MISTAKE. 

EOFESSOE  HEEON  used  often  to  go  up 
to  talk  with  Mr.  Eeed  in  those  days  about 
the  alluvial  deposits,  the  latest  asteroid,  the 
effects  of  climate  on  character,  the  philosophy 
of  the  Greeks,  the  civilization  of  the  Chinese, 
the  mummied  kings  of  old  Egypt.  On  one 
such  day  Gillian  came  into  the  room.  It  is 
true,  the  Professor  had  seen  her  before — she 
had  been  wont  to  pass  before  his  vision  as  a 
ray  of  light  might,  without  attracting  any  par¬ 
ticular  regard  ;  no,  I  am  wrong  there,  he  would 
have  paused  to  analyze  a  ray  of  light ;  he  had 
never  once  paused  to  divine  Gillian,  though  she 
had  been  often  in  the  room,  bringing  the  fruit, 
the  pipes,  sometimes  sitting  there  at  her  work. 
His  telescopic  glance  swept  all  the  fields  of  air 
and  earth,  but  had  failed  to  take  into  account 
this  pretty  insect  fluttering  at  his  elbow.  But 
to  every  heart,  however  deeply  interwoven  with 
the  operations  of  science,  there  comes  an  instant 
of  individual  revelation,  when  the  soul  knows  it¬ 
self,  comprehends  its  own  unique  aims  and  sat¬ 
isfactions.  And  so  now  when  his  eyes  fell 
upon  Gillian  they  remained  fixed  there,  so  to 
speak.  He  experienced  an  uneasy  and  unfa¬ 
miliar  sensation  when  their  glances  met,  like 
the  shock  of  a  battery.  And  did  Gillian  ob¬ 
serve  this  change?  Perhaps  so,  for  a  smile, 
like  the  sheen  of  a  star,  rested  upon  her  face, 
seemed  to  radiate  from  her  soul  and  suffuse  her 
whole  being ;  for  a  young  and  lovely  woman 
does  not  suffer  her  presence  to  be  ignored  for 
long  without  taking  vengeance  at  last. 


So,  suddenly,  the  Professor  began  to  put 
forth  new  traits  of  character ;  having  studied 
the  heavenly  bodies  so  long,  he  began  to  bethink 
himself  of  the  earthly.  He  threw  aside  his  shab¬ 
by  garments,  he  paid  attention  to  the  color  of 
his  tie,  to  the  polish  of  his  boots,  to  the  com¬ 
plexion  of  his  shirt  frills,  to  the  suggestions  of 
his  barber. 

One  day  when  he  rang  at  Mr.  Eeed's  door, 
Gillian  herself  opened  it.  Her  father  was  not  at 
home';  would  the  Professor  come  in  and  wait? 
Wait  with  that  divinity  to  attend  him?  What 
better  thing  could  he  do  ?  Walk  out  with  her, 
perhaps,  into  green  lanes  and  blossoming  fields. 

“Miss  Gillian,”  he  faltered,  “tbe  day  is  so 
fine,  it  seems  a  wrong  to  waste  it  indoors ;  will 
you  come  out  and  walk  with  me  ?” 

“  I  ?”  said  Gillian ;  “  and  with  you  ?” 

“Is  it  too  much  to  ask?”  gravely  and  sadly; 
“or  perhaps  you  have  an  engagement?” 

“Yes,”  she  answered;  “I  am  housekeeper. 
I  should  be  glad  to  go,  but  you  see  I  am  like  a 
child  tied  to  the  door-knob.” 

“But  jmu  would  be  glad  to  go,”  he  repeat¬ 
ed  ;  “  that  is  a  most  gracious  refusal.  Then  1 
will  stay  and  help  you  to  keep  house,  if  I  may.” 

They  went  into  the  family  room  together 
then,  where  Gillian  had  been  interrupted  in 
watering  her  plants.  “You  will  excuse  me,” 
she  asked,  “if  I  attend  to  these  thirsty  beings  ?” 
as  she  went  about  her  graceful  business.  But 
what  would  she  say  next  ?  Evidently  he  was 
waiting  for  her  to  speak  ;  she  could  think  of  no¬ 
thing  worthy  of  the  situation.  To  talk  to  the 
learned  Professor  about  her  narcissus,  about  the 
last  novel  she  had  read,  about  last  Sunday’s 
sermon,  seemed  simply  absurd.  What  then? 
The  burden  of  her  ignorance  was  weighing 
upon  her  with  exceeding  heaviness ;  she  re¬ 
sembled  a  blighted  flower  that  hung  its  head. 
There  was  Orion,  to  be  sure,  and  the  last  com¬ 
et,  and — and — oh,  how  intolerable  it  would  be 
to  spend  one’s  life  with  a  learned  professor,  and 
never  dare  to  say  one’s  soul  was  one’s  own  for 
fear  of  running  against  some  profound  meta¬ 
physical  contradiction  !  And  here,  in  her  per¬ 
plexity,  she  overturned  her  favorite  ivy.  Pro¬ 
fessor  Heron  sprung  to  the  rescue  in  season  to 
save  it  from  destruction.  “Ah,”  said  he,  “if 
any  thing  had  happened  to  it  I  should  not  have 
forgiven  you.  See,  it  is  like  a  beautiful  thought 
that  wanders  whither  it  will,  perpetually  in¬ 
spired  with  new  strength  to  lift  itself  nearer 
heaven !” 

“  What  a  blundering  sentence !  ”  he  thought  ; 
“she  will  take  me  for  a  droning  old  book-worm ! 
Oh,  that  I  might  exchange  some  of  the  pro¬ 
fundities  of  the  craft  for  the  graces  of  small-talk ; 
for  the  touch  and  go  of-  everyday  conversation  !” 

“Perhaps,”  he  continued  aloud,  seized  by  a 
sudden  inspiration — “perhaps  you  have  never 
heard  of  the  old  legend  of  the  ivy  ?” 

“No;  I  have  read  so  little;  I  have  studied 
not  at  all,”  she  apologized. 

“That  doesn’t  signify,”  he  reassured  her; 
“it  makes  one  stupid  to  study — ” 
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“I  shouldn't  suspect  it.  But  the  legend — 
the  ivy  ?” 

“  Oh  yes,  the  ivy !  Once  upon  a  time,  as 
all  old-fashioned  stories  begin,  there  was  a  beau¬ 
tiful  girl  who  had  a  lover ;  I  dare  say  she  had 
more  than  one — beautiful  girls  usually  have,  I 
believe.  She  had  blue  eyes,  too,  this  lovely 
girl;  I  have  seen  eyes  that  resembled  hers. 
You  have  blue  eyes ;  have  you  not.  Miss  Gil¬ 
lian  ?” 

“  But  I  like  brown  ones  better ;  I  wish  your 
beautiful  girl  had  had  brown  eyes.” 

“Oh!  I  am  positive  that  they  were  blue; 
the  legend  doesn’t  say  so,  but  I  have  never 
thought  of  her  otherwise ;  blue  eyes  are  so  much 
kinder ;  they  absorb  the  light ;  sometimes  they 
are  like  deep  wells,  clear  as  crystal,  where  you 
can  detect  all  that  goes  on  below ;  sometimes 
they  build  up  walls  of  lapis  lazuli  between  you 
and  the  soul  beyond.  The  doctrine  of —  Ex¬ 
cuse  me.  I  will  not  digress  further.  Well, 
then,  this  lady  with  the  beautiful  blue  eyes — ay, 
you  may  smile  ;  a  smile  is  to  the  face  what  sun¬ 
shine  is  to  the  earth — ” 

“A  problem  in  proportion,”  interrupted  Gil¬ 
lian. 

“An  illumination,  and  a  creative  force.  But 
we  shall  never  catch  up  with  the  legend  at  this 
rate  ;  so,  if  you  will  trust  me,  this  lady  treated 
her  lover  unkindly  ;  he  asked  her  to  marry  him, 
and  she  answered,  ‘Wait.’  By -and -by  he 
urged  the  question.  ‘A  patient  waiter  is  no 
loser,’  she  replied.  But  he  persisted  yet  the 
third  time.  ‘This  is  the  last,’  said  he;  ‘if  I 
am  to  wait  now  it  will  be  forever.’  Still  she, 
secure  in  her  charms,  returned,  ‘  Wait  forever, 
then,  sweet  Sir.  ’  So  he  took  her  at  her  word, 
and  traveled  into  foreign  countries ;  and  one 
day  she  grew  sick  with  longing  for  him,  and 
she  sent  her  messenger  abroad,  saying  she  was 
waiting  for  his  return. 

“  ‘  And  a  patient  waiter  is  no  loser,’  he  sent 
her  answer.  And  so,  waiting  and  longing,  one 
day  she  died ;  and  when  the  spring  blossomed 
in  the  land,  behold,  a  strange  plant  putting  up 
its  leaflets  above  her  grave,  which  grew  and 
throve  and  waxed  strong  and  threw  out  its  arms 
in  all  directions,  journeying  further  and  further 
every  day,  as  if  reaching  after  something  be¬ 
yond,  till  the  country  people  swore  it  was  the 
lady’s  soul  traveling  to  overtake  her  lover.  ” 

“What  a  retribution!”  remarked  Gillian. 
“Yet  I  Avould  rather  be  traveling  on  his  foot¬ 
steps  than  be  rooted  on  a  grave.  It  would  seem 
like  growing  nearer  to  him,  as  if  one  were,  some¬ 
how,  serving  him.” 

“But  what  a  thankless  office:  constant  ef¬ 
fort,  mth  no  reward  in  store.  For,  you  see,  she 
has  not  yet  overtaken  him  ;  she  still  stretches 
and  pushes  forward.  Root  her  where  you  will, 
she  is  off  and  away  like  any  truant.  ” 

“But  when  one  loves,  you  see,  one  doesn’t 
stop  to  count  the  cost,  or  measure  the  recom¬ 
pense — at  least,  I  suppose  not.” 

“You  are  quite  right.  Ah,  here  is  your  fa¬ 
ther!”  and  then  Gillian  slipped  away. 


One  night  Professor  Heron  went  to  Mrs. 
Lavender’s  reception.  He  had  had  a  dozen 
minds  about  going  ;  but  when,  on  entering,  he 
caught  sight  of  Gillian,  he  blessed  his  stars,  and 
was  just  on  the  point  of  taking  forcible  posses¬ 
sion  of  her,  when  a  young  man  of  the  period 
whisked  her  off  to  join  the  Lancers.  So  the 
Professor  contented  himself  with  looking  on, 
while  this  mustached  youth  clasped  her  hand 
and  whispered  in  her  ear.  The  Professor  gnawed 
his  own  silky  mustache  dangerously ;  if  he  could 
only  dance,  he  would  not  suffer  this  thing.  He 
could  reckon  the  flight  of  comets,  he  could  weigh 
the  universe  ;  but  I  verily  believe  he  would,  at 
that  moment,  have  willingly  resigned  his  chair, 
and  forgotten  his  lore,  if  he  might  thereby  have 
been  endowed  with  a  sudden  knowledge  of  the 
Lancers !  Some  dowagers  at  his  elbow,  but 
shielded  from  him  by  a  curtain  partially  looped 
over  their  retreat,  were  gossiping  quietly  by 
themselves  ;  now  and  then  he  caught  a  word 
or  sentence  without  giving  heed ;  now  and  then 
the  flutes  blew  out  a  strain  as  sweet  as  sum¬ 
mer  wind,  and  drowned  their  chat.  “They 
would  make  such  a  fine  couple”  came  to  him 
by-and-by,  from  he  hardly  knew  where ;  had 
the  violins  spoken,  or  the  group  behind  him  ? 
And  of  whom  ?  Gillian  and  the  young  man  in 
whose  arms  she  was  floating  further  and  fur¬ 
ther  away  from  himself? — for  the  Lancers  had 
dissolved  into  a  waltz.  "Was  this  evening  but 
an  epitome  of  his  life,  in  which  he  should  al¬ 
ways  see  her  floating  further  and  further  away 
from  him,  in  the  arms  of  another  ?  “  They  are 

so  admirably  suited  to  each  other  in  years,  in 
tastes,  and  pursuits,”  continued  the  taunting 
voice,  “and  Miss  Gillian  wiU  have  nothing 
when  her  father  dies !”  So,  perhaps,  he  was 
not  suited  to  Miss  Gillian  in  any  respect — so 
much  older,  so  much  absorbed  in  abstruse  sci¬ 
ences  ;  plainly,  people  had  not  thought  of  coup¬ 
ling  them  together ;  he  would  have  been  angry 
if  they  had,  and  he  was  now  angry  that  they 
had  not.  At  least,  he  would  make  his  adieux, 
and  go  to  the  dressing-room  for  his  hat.  This 
was  no  place  for  him ;  there  evidently  was  no 
place  for  him  out  of  the  study ;  he  had  swerved 
from  his  orbit  for  a  little,  only  to  find  how  little 
it  comforted  him  ;  he  had  dreamed  of  a  fireside 
and  a  home,  but  such  dreams  were  not  for  him. 
He  was  moving  away  to  put  his  intention  into 
execution  when  Gillian  waylaid  him. 

“You  have  not  spoken  to  me  to-night !”  she 
said,  poutingly. 

“  And  you  have  not  given  me  a  chance,”  he 
returned,  brightening. 

“People  who  want  chances  usually  know 
how  to  make  them,”  she  persisted.  “I  have 
been  wondering  what  you  were  thinking  about, 
leaning  against  the  mantle  there,  while  wc 
were  dancing.  Is  it  an  impertinence  ?” 

“  I  am  flattered  that  you  find  time  to  think 
of  me  in  such  society.” 

“  One  thinks  such  heaps  of  things  while  chas- 
sdeing  with  one’s  partner,  you  know.” 

•“  And  hears  so  many  things,  too  ?”  laughed 
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the  Professor.  “  I  tvisli  I  could  dance,  Miss 
Gillian.” 

“You!  You  do  so  many  better  things.  I 
wish  I  could  read  Sanscrit,  and  calculate 
eclipses.” 

“  Let  me  teach  you.” 

“  Oh,  I  am  such  a  dunce ;  mathematics  al¬ 
ways  gave  me  a  stitch  in  the  side.  I  have  a 
total  eclipse  of  the  understanding.” 

It  would  seem  that  the  Professor  had  already 
forgotten  his  intention  of  going  home  ;  for,  in¬ 
stead  of  fulfilling  it,  he  offered  his  arm  to  Gil¬ 
lian  for  the  balcony.  Why  should  he  go  now, 
when  the  evening  was  just  opening  to  him; 
when  he  was  beginning  to  feel  the  exhilara¬ 
tion  of  society ;  when  he  was  beginning  to  find 
himself  not  so  far  out  of  place,  after  all  ?  So 
he  staid  and  promenaded  the  balcony,  with 
Gillian’s  smiling  face  upturned  to  his,  with  the 
stars,  like  old  familiars,  looking  on,  as  if  in  si¬ 
lent  approbation. 

“I  am  keeping  you  from  dancing,  I  fear,” 
he  said  at  last,  awkwardly  enough ;  for  how 
could  Gillian  return  that  she  preferred  it  ? 

“  Are  you  ?”  she  said  ;  “but  no  one  has  in¬ 
vited  me  to  dance,  you  see.’' 

“If  we  return  to  the  parlors,  no  doubt  but 
somebody  will.” 

“I  have  bored  him  already,”  she  thought, 
regretfully.  ■  “  I  am  such  a  simpleton !  Oh,  I 
wdsh — I  wish — ” 

“  Miss  Reed,  shall  I  have  the  pleasure  of  the 
next  cotillion  with  you  ?”  aspired  a  handsome 
youth,  while  the  Professor  lifted  the  curtain  for 
her  to  pass  in  before  him. 

“You  see  I  was  right,”  he  whispered. 

“You  always  are, ”  indifferently,  “whether 
yon  predict  a  comet  or  a  cotillion.”  Then,  in 
passing,  she  dropped  a  sprig  ofmignonnette  from 
her  hair ;  the  Professor  stooped  and  picked  it 
up.  “  I  will  keep  it  ?”  he  said,  interrogative¬ 
ly  ;  she  looked  back  and  laughed  like  a  pleased 
child.  By-and-by  he  saw  her  bestow  a  rose¬ 
bud  from  her  bouquet  on  her  partner.  The 
Professor  threw  his  bit  of  mignonnette  aAvay  in 
anger.  When  the  dancing  was  all  done,  and 
while  he  conducted  Gillian  to  her  carriage,  he 
said  to  her : 

“  Why  did  you  give  him  the  rose-bud  ?  ’ 

“Why?  Oh,  because  he  asked  for  it,  you 
know.” 

“  And  do  you  give  whatever  one  asks  for? 

“Every  thing  in  reason — if  I  don’t  happen 
to  want  it  myself.” 

“And  what  things  are  in  reason?” 

“  Why— rose-buds  and — ” 

“  Mignonnette  ?” 

“  Papa  says  mignonnette  is  my  flower ;  that 
I  am  like  it,  unobtrusive  and — ” 

“  Sweet,”  supplemented  the  Professor. 

“  Oh  dear,  I  forgot ;  you  will  think  I’m  so 
vain.  But  you  see  I  should  only  give  mignon¬ 
nette  to  my  best — to  the  people  I  like  very 
much.  Good-night.” 

“  Good-night,”  said  the  Professor  ;  and  then 
he  went  back  into  the  rapidly  thinning  parlors, 
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picked  up  the  despised  sprig  of  mignonnette, 
and  went  home  to  his  solitude  and  his  dreams. 
Thus  his  days  went  on,  lighted  by  one  sweet 
hope ;  sometimes  he  went  to  Mr.  Reed’s,  and 
found  Gillian  alone;  sometimes  it  was  Mr. 
Reed  who  was  alone ;  at  other  times  he  sat  in 
his  study,  while  Gillian’s  face  looked  at  him 
from  every  page  of  his  book,  and  Gillian’s  voice 
echoed  through  the  lonesome  heart ;  and  then, 
before  he  was  aware  of  it,  he  would  be  years 
away  in  the  future  with  Gillian — that  vague, 
delightful  future  that  lent  itself  to  any  shape 
of  his  imagination — for  he  no  longer  studied 
the  sciences,  unless  love  is  a  science. 

Of  course  this  sort  of  thing  could  not  go  on 
forever.  He  must  tell  Gillian  about  it  some 
day.  And  then?  Had  she  a  suspicion  of  his 
feelings?  Did  she  not  regard  him  merely  as 
a  tedious  hook-worm,  who  amused  her  father? 
A  sort  of  animated  encyclopedia,  very  conven¬ 
ient  to  consult  now  and  then,  but  good  for 
nothing  as  steady  reading?  Thus  the  Pro¬ 
fessor  resorted  to  various  expedients  in  order 
to  determine  the  nature  of  her  regard  for  him¬ 
self.  At  one  time  he  absented  himself  for  a 
week  from  her  presence,  and  began  to  question 
ifhe  did  not  lose  more  than  he  gained  by  the 
process,  when  she  met  him  with  the  same  smil¬ 
ing  face,  the  same  tranquil  manner,  showing 
nothing  of  all  that  flutter  and  commotion  tak¬ 
ing  place  under  her  finely  fitting  bodice.  The 
perturbations  of  a  planet  could  not  escape  the 
Professor,  but  those  of  a  pretty  woman  were 
quite  beyond  his  skill  to  detect.  After  this 
failure  he  tried  her  with  the  merest  eveiyday 
salutation,  giving  her  no  further  heed,  while 
she  sat  near  at  work  ;  but  he  observed  no  dif¬ 
ference  in  her,  or  perhaps  he  did  not  know  the 
difference  when  he  saAV  it.  Then  he  would 
surprise  her  by  a  sudden  assumption  of  friend¬ 
ship  ;  he  wmuld  press  her  hand,  ever  so  little, 
in  saying  good-by ;  he  woidd  put  his  soul  into 
his  eyes,  and  send  it  inquiring  after  hers ;  but 
did  she  blush,  did  the  eyes  sparkle  unw'onted- 
ly,  did  the  hand  thrill  in  his  grasp  ?  Sooth  to 
■sa}^  she  blushed  if  he  but  spoke  of  the  weath¬ 
er  ;  her  eyes  had  constantly  a  sparkle  of  some 
hidden  flame  refusing  to  he  smothered ;  and 
then  the  fingers  of  most  nervous  people  have  a 
touch  of  tremulousness,  experience  a  kind  of 
magnetic  shock  coming  in  contact  with  the  fin¬ 
gers  of  another.  Surely  it  required  more  w'is- 
dom,  more  science  than  Professor  Heron  could 
command  to  interpret  the  heart  of  this  simple 
girl.  Yet  he  kept  it  always  in  mind,  like  a 
hard  problem,  which  puzzles  while  it  fascinates, 
leading  on  through  a  labyrinth  of  figures  to  a 
wrong  result. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Professor  Heron 
took  his  summer’s  vacation,  and  found  it  a  toil  of 
pleasure.  Never  had  the  mountains  appeared 
so  “stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable”  before;  it 
seemed  as  if  the  very  spirit  of  beauty  had  de¬ 
serted  them,  and  they  were  no  longer  any  thing 
but  purple  barriers  dividing  him  from  Gillian, 
W'hich  gave  him  a  sense  of  imprisonment  and 
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suffocation.  All  these  peaks  and  perfect  out¬ 
lines,  shading  off  and  dissolving  into  sunlight 
and  cloud,  only  suggested  to  him  the  inaccessible 
and  unattainable.  So  he  left  them — they  did 
not  harmonize  with  his  mood — and  returned 
home  before  his  vacation  was  half  completed. 

But  sooner  or  later  this  doubt  that  was  be¬ 
ginning  to  cloud  his  heavens  must  end,  this 
hope  that  threatened  to  vanish  into  fear  must 
be  arrested  forever,  like  the  fleeting  smile  petri¬ 
fied  on  the  marble  face,  or — he  hated  to  remind 
himself  of  the  alternative.  ‘  ‘  Why  not  know  the 
worst  noiv?"  he  thought,  leaning  out  of  his  study 
window,  in  the  sultry  summer  weather,  while  the 
stars  w'asted  in  the  sky,  and  the  morning  opened 
like  a  white  flower  with  a  golden  stamen. 

“  Why  not  know  the  worst  now  ?”  Therefore 
when  the  day  was  spent,  when  the  evening  was 
settling  down  upon  the  sleepy  town,  he  bent  his 
steps  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Reed.  He  found  that 
gentleman  smoking  on  the  veranda,  and  list¬ 
ening  to  the  pensive  air  which  Gillian  coaxed 
from  the  old  upright  piano,  in  the  dark. 


‘  If  love  should  come,  if  love  should  go, 
’Twere  better  so,  ’tw’ere  better  so ! _ ” 


Then  a  chord  snapped,  and  the  song  broke  off. 

“Sit  down.  Professor,” said  Mr.  Reed ;  “you 
are  a  welcome  stranger.  Gillian,  bring  Mr 
Heron’s  pipe.” 

“  No  pipe  to-night,  thank  you,”  he  said,  look¬ 
ing  at  Gillian,  who  had  appeared  in  the  door¬ 
way  like  a  faintly  outlined  shadow,  the  shadow 
of  something,  you  would  have  said,  which  the 
wind  agitated. 

“Is  that  you.  Miss  Gillian?”  asked  the  Pro¬ 
fessor.  “Are  you  not  afraid  of  the  dark,  alone?” 

“  He  treats  me  as  if  I  were  a  child,”  thought 
Gillian,  giving  him  the  tips  of  her  cool  fingers  ; 
and  then  there  is  no  love  so  exacting  as  that 
which  deems  itself  slighted.  “  He  will  he  soon 
undeceived,”  she  added. 

“Girls  know  how  to  people  the  dark,”  ex¬ 
plained  Mr.  Reed,  “with  their  fancies  and  their 
lovers.  Gillian  has  hers  to  keep  her  com  pan  v 
as  w^ell  as  the  rest.” 

‘  Which  ?  demanded  the  Professor,  quite 
savagely. ,  ^ 

“Both.  Eancies  as  well  as  lovers— eh  Gil¬ 
lian?”  But  Gillian  was  at  the  piano  again 
drawing  out  long-suspended  chords,  like  deep- 
drawn  sighs,  every  one  of  which  struck  on  the 
Professor’s  heart  like  a  blow ;  every  one  of  which 
said  to  him,  “I  could  love,  but  not  you  every 
one  of  which  answered  back  to  her  in  antiphon 
“He  could  love,  but  not  me.”  ’ 

“Yes,”  pursued  Mr.  Reed,  while  Gillian  was 
listening  to  the  prophecy  of  the  chords,  and 
Heron  was  trying  to  forget  it.  “Yes;  mv 
Gillian’s  life  has  rounded  into  an  idyl  at  last. 
You  do  not  find  us  exactly  where  you  left  us, 
my  friend.  I  have  often  remarked,  that  affairs 
go  on  at  a  dead-level  for  months,  or  it  may  be 
years ;  but  one  has  only  to  turn  one’s  back  be¬ 
fore  Portune  steals  up  and  accomplishes  some 
long-intended  design.  Is  it  not  so  ?” 


“And  what,”  asked  the  Professor — “what 
has  she  accomplished  for  Gillian  during  my  ab¬ 
sence  ?” 

“She  has  sent  Gillian  a  lover.” 

“  That  is  not  strange.  It  has  not  even  the  ad¬ 
vantage  of  being  new.  She  had  lovers  before.” 

“But  this  one  has  announced  himself.  He 
will  not  take  No  for  an  answer.” 

“Then  doubtless  he  will  he  rewarded  with 
Yes.  And  your — daughter  ?” 

“She  leaves  the  decision  to  me.” 

The  Professor  made  no  rejoinder ;  he  did  not 
see  his  way  clearly. 

“Well?”  Mr.  Reed  suggested,  after  a  pause. 
Js  it  well  that  she  should  have  no  bias,  for 
or  against?”  urged  Mr.  Heron. 

I  don  t  say  that  she  hasn’t.  I  have  good 
reason  to  believe  she  has,  or  she  would  have 
dismissed  him  at  once.  She  said  to  me,  ‘Mr. 
Oxford  wishes  to  marry  me.  What  shall  I  do  ?’ 

^  Act  your  pleasure,  my  child,  ’  I  answered  her. 
‘I  act  my  pleasure  when  I  please  you,’  she  re¬ 
turned.  ‘  Mr.  Oxford  is  devoted  to  me ;  he  is 
handsome  and  high-bred;  but- my  judgment 
may  possibly  be  worthless  in  the  case.  How 
do  I  know  I  am  doing  rightly  if  I  accept  him  ?’  ” 
“Her  heart  should  teach  her  that,”  inter¬ 
rupted  Mr.  Heron,  slowly. 

But  women  are  not  to  be  judged  after  our¬ 
selves,  from  our  own  stand-point,”  objected  her 
father.  “They  need  the  judgment  and  sanc¬ 
tion  of  old  and  dear  friends,  to  whose  opinion 
they  have  been  used  to  defer.  Gillian  needs 
ijour  judgment.  Professor,  and  mine,  in  this 
business.  It’s  a  sentimental  whim  of  hers,  I 
tell  her;  but  it’s  sincere,  all  the  same.” 

“Miss  Gillian  wmnts  7ne  to  tell  her  when  to 
marry!”  exclaimed  the  Professor.  “Did  she 
ask  my  opinion  ?” 

“  Not  precisely.  I  said,  ‘  Shall  I  talk  to  the 
Professor  about  it  ?’  ‘  Do, ’  she  answered ;  ‘  it 

is  of  vital  importance  to  me.  It  is  a  time  in 
which  I  need  help.’  ” 

‘  ‘  Strange,  ”  thought  the  Professor.  ‘  ‘  Could 
any  living  creature,  could  the  whole  University, 
help  me  to  love  Gillian  better,  confirm  my  good 
opinion  of  her.” 

Well?  lepeated  Mr.  Reed, when  the  silence 

had  been  sufficiently  marked. 

“Well,’!  echoed  the  Professor.  His  voice 
was  so  terribly  thin  and  weak  that,  had  Gillian 
stopped  to  listen,  she  must  have  known  some¬ 
thing  was  amiss ;  but  she  went  on  with  her 
chords  remorselessly. 

“Mr.  Oxford  is  a  gentleman  and  a  linguist  ” 
he  went  on  to  say.  “He  is  as  old  as  I  am,”  to 
Inmself,  in  parenthesis.  “He, has  fortune  and 
family.  I  know  of  no  one  to  whom  a  woman 
might  intrust  her  happiness  with  greater  se¬ 
curity.  I  indorse  Mr.  Oxford  in  every  respect.” 

Thank  you,  thank  you,  my  friend,”  said 
Ir.  Reed.  “I  knew  you  would  do  him  justice. 
Dillian  will  thank  you  too.  ” 

.r  welcome,”  still  speaking  in 

that  thin  hurt  voice.  “The  clocks  are  strik¬ 
ing  nine.” 
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“  They  are  fast,  every  one  of  them  !” 

“  I  must  love  you  and  leave  you.” 

“  So  soon  ?  But  you  will  be  coming  again ; 
it  isn’t  as  if  you  w'ere  away  up  among  the 
mountains,”  striking  a  match  to  light  Mr. 
Heron  down  the  steps ;  for  it  was  a  fancy  of 
theirs  to  sit  in  the  dark  on  summer  nights. 
Mr.  Reed  had  once  laughingly  observed :  “Talk¬ 
ing  in  the  dark  is  like  thinking  out  loud ;  one 
doesn’t  feel  the  restraints  of  an  audience.  Love 
is  easier  made  in  the  dark,  eh,  Gillian  ?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Sir,”  Gillian  had  replied.  “I 
don’t  think  I  should  care  for  love  that  could  be 
put  out  of  countenance  by  daylight.” 

“Good-night,”  said  the  Professor  now,  try¬ 
ing  to  speak  naturally.  “But,  wait,  here’s 
Blank’s  direction,  which  you  wished  me  to  get 
for  you.  I  took  it  down  in  my  note-book.  I 
had  nearly  forgotten  it.  97  Rue  de  Beurre.” 

“A  thousand  thanks.  I  intend  to  send  to 
him  to  procure  me  a  late  publication  bearing  on 
the  subject  of  Pure  Reason.  I  like  the  way  the 
French  have  of  treating  the  subject.  Did  you 
not  drop  something  ?  Ah !  I  have  it — a  leaf 
from  your  note-book.” 

“Thanks,  and  good-night  again,”  returned 
the  Professor.  “How  delicious  your  sweet- 
brier  is ;  it’s  enough  to  insure  pleasant  dreams 
to  sleep  in  its  neighborhood.” 

“  So  Gillian  says.” 

“  I  shall  help  myself  to  a  rose,  then,”  con¬ 
tinued  Heron.  “  I  want  a  little  pleasant  dream¬ 
ing  of  my  own.” 

Had  they  forgotten  Gillian  ?  She  sat  quite 
still  at  the  piano,  wondering  about  it.  Mr. 
Heron  had  never  left  her  like  that  before. 
Was  he  angry  with  her  for  having  a  lover,  or 
had  she  no  hold  whatever  upon  his  thoughts  ? 

Mr.  Reed  returned  soon  from  escorting  the 
Professor  to  the  gate. 

“Rest  easy,  little  one, ”  said  h e ;  “ Mr. Heron 
indorses  Mr.  Oxford  in  the  most  generous  man¬ 
ner.  He  thinks  Mr.  Oxford  is  capable  of  making 
you  happy,  my  child.  This  is  a  great  comfort 
to  me.  Did  you  not  hear  him  ?” 

“No;  I  was  not  listening.  Then  you  told 
him.  How  did  he — what  did  he — say  ?” 

“  I  have  just  told  you  the  substance  of  his 
remarks,  child.  He  recommends  Mr.  Oxford 
to  your  good  graces  ;  is  not  that  enough  ?”  So 
do  the  best-intentioned  people  garble  the  sim- 
idest  conversation. 

“I  am  obliged  to  him,”  murmured  Gillian, 
feebly. 

“Yes;  the  Professor  is  a  friend  in  need,  a 
sterling  gentleman.  I  used  to  think — that  is, 
I  once  thought  he  had  a  fancy  for  you  him¬ 
self.” 

“You — must — have — been — mistaken.” 

“Doubtless,  doubtless.  Besides,  he  would 
have  declared  himself  before  this.  The  Pro¬ 
fessor  is  no  trifler,  nor  one  to  allow  another  the 
advantage  in  such  an  affair.  When  he  has  any 
thing  to  do,  he  does  it  with  a  will.”  It  never 
occurred  to  Mr.  Reed  that  one  may  he  energetic 
in  searching  the  heavens,  speedy  in  following 


the  flight  of  a  comet,  and  yet  slow  to  believe 
that  the  planet  of  Love  is  a  reality  in  one’s  own 
particular  sky.  “No,”  persisted  Mr.  Reed; 
“  the  Professor  is  not  a  marrying  man,  I  think. 
He  likes  pretty  women  as  one  likes  fine  pic¬ 
tures,  or  a  good  prospect  from  the  window ;  but 
there  is  nothing  personal  in  his  admiration  of 
them.  Sitting  by  one’s  own  hearth,  with  wife 
and  children  glorifying  it,  I  don’t  believe  he 
ever  thought  of  such  a  thing.  You  see  he  has 
no  such  needs.  Science  is  his  sweet-heart.” 
Which  shows  how  well  Mr.  Heron  was  compre¬ 
hended  by  his  circle  of  friends. 

Gillian  did  not  reply  to  this.  Was  it  possi¬ 
ble  that  no  woman  would  ever  touch  his  heart  ? 
She  was  suddenly  afflicted  with  a  profound 
pity  for  the  sex. 

She  sat  there  long  after  her  father  had  gone 
to  rest,  thinking  her  tiresome  thoughts,  bear¬ 
ing  the  burden  not  quite  alone,  for  the  Pro¬ 
fessor,  in  his  lonesome  study,  was  bearing  the 
same  burden  too,  but  feeling  it  heavy  upon  her 
heart,  for  all  that.  Plainly,  her  little  scheme 
had  not  succeeded.  Mr.  Heron  had  not  fallen 
into  the  little  trap  her  inexperience  had  set  for 
him.  She  had  thought,  “If  he  cares  the  least 
little  bit  in  the  world  for  me — and  sometimes 
I  believe  he  does — it  tvill  move  him  to  know 
that  I  have  another  lover ;”  not  that  Gillian  was 
one  to  urge  her  lovers  forward  to  confession, 
but  she  would  fain  set  her  heart  at  rest,  now 
and  forever,  concerning  the  Professor,  and  she 
judged  that  she  might  gather  some  sort  of  as¬ 
surance,  pleasant  or  painful  as  it  might  be, 
from  his  words  and  actions,  following  on  his 
knowledge  of  Mr.  Oxford’s  designs.  But  as 
far  as  Gillian  could  understand,  having  trusted 
to  the  ears  of  another,  he  had  dropped  nothing 
that  could  lead  one  to  suspect  his  feelings  to¬ 
ward  her  to  be  other  than  those  of  a  cordial 
friend,  rejoicing  in  the  prospect  of  her  good 
fortune.  Even  her  father  had  been  struck  by 
the  Professor’s  purely  friendly  view  of  the  sit¬ 
uation,  and  it  did  not  occur  to  Gillian  to  in- 
quire  if  her  father  were  one  to  observe  faith¬ 
fully  in  such  a  matter,  or  to  comprehend  effi¬ 
ciently,  the  feelings  of  a  person  with  whose  in¬ 
tellectual  nature  only  he  had  held  familiar  in¬ 
tercourse. 

Well,  since  no  one  loved  her  half  so  truly  as 
Mr.  Oxford,  whynot  consent  to  his  love  ?  Why 
not  make  some  one  happy,  though  it  should  be 
at  her  own  expense  ?  Why  should  Mr.  Ox¬ 
ford  be  made  miserable  because  she  could  not 
“reach  her  rose?”  He  would  come  for  liis 
answer  next  week ;  should  it  be  Yes,  or  No  ? 

How  often  we  are  called  to  observe  iqton 
what  slight  threads  our  behavior  .hangs  !  If  the 
wind  had  not  risen  a  little  gustily,  just  then, 
very  possibly  Gillian’s  answer  would  have  been 
Yes.  Victor  Hugo  asserts  that  it  was  only 
a  few  drops  of  rain  which  decided  the  fate  of 
Waterloo  ;  so  it  was  but  a  breath  of  wind  that 
interfered  to  Mr.  Oxford’s  discomfiture.  Very 
possibly  he  himself  may  have  felt  the  wind  ris¬ 
ing,  as  he  loitered  in  his  spicy  garden,  think- 
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ing  of  Gillian  and  her  rtnswer  to  his  suit ;  for 
she  had  desired  him  to  take  her  negative  as  a 
finality,  and  it  had  only  been  at  his  express 
solicitation  that  she  had  been  brought  to  con¬ 
sider  it  for  the  space  of  a  week ;  so  it  may  be 
that  he  felt  the  wind  rising  a  little  roughly,  and 
said,  “There  is  going  to  be  a  change  of  weath¬ 
er,”  little  guessing  how  it  was  to  affect  his  own 
fortunes.  So  the  wind  came  up  from  the  south¬ 
east,  and  bent  the  syringa-bushes,  and  rifled  the 
sweet-brier,  and  set  a  bit  of  paper  floating  like 
a  great  white  moth,  from  one  end  of  the  veran¬ 
da  to  the  other,  where  Gillian  sat.  “What  on 
earth’s  that  ?”  said  she,  startled  by  the  sudden 
apparition  of  this  piece  of  wdiite  paper  that  had 
taken  wings,  and  then  she  put  out  her  hand 
and  captured  it.  She  carried  it  into  the  house 
and  turned  up  the  gas  to  inspect  her  trophy — 
memoranda  merely-;-the  titles  of  some  German 
scientific  works — the  name  of  a  street  in  New 
York — of  a  firm  in  Holland.  There  was  an¬ 
other  side  to  the  paper,  however ;  there  always 
is  another  side  to  every  thing.  She  turned  the 
leaf  over  and  read:  “A  Sonnet  to  Gillian!” 
Eor  a  moment  she  covered  her  eyes  wdth  her 
hands,  like  one  coming  suddenly  from  the  dark 
into  a  lighted  room.  It  was  an  optical  delu¬ 
sion  ;  she  did  not  believe  in  it.  But  when  she 
chose  to  open  her  eyes  again,  there  it  was,  and 
in  the  Professor’s  handw'riting  1  And  to  make 
certain  of  that,  she  hunted  up  some  notes  he 
had  addressed  to  her  father,  on  current  sub¬ 
jects,  of  no  particular  private  interest,  and  com¬ 
pared  them.  There  was  not  a  shadow  of  doubt. 
It  was  the  Professor’s  ;  he  had  dropped  the 
leaf  from  his  note-book,  and  it  had  escaped  his 
notice.  And  then  ?  Why,  he  must  love  her, 
after  all ;  she  should  certainly  not  say  Yes  to 
Mr.  Oxford  now.  How  could  she  ever  have 
thought  of  it  ? 

Now  I  am  aware  that  the  Professor  never 
intended  this  sonnet  for  publication,  and  that 
it  will  not  at  all  advance  his  literary  reputa¬ 
tion ;  but  in  making  up  the  sum  of  his  mis¬ 
takes  I  feel  bound  to  give  it  in,  as  part  and 
parcel  thereof,  premising  that  Mr.  Heron  wms 
a  lover,  and  not  a  poet : 

“  Shall  I  forget  you,  when  long  years  have  flown, 
And  all  the  loveliness  that  is  your  own 

Has  into  withered  wrinkles  grown _ 

When  the  blue  lustre  of  your  eyes’  magnificence 
Is  but  a  memory  of  the  bitter  tense  ? 

Ah !  while  your  heart  is  great  as  it  is  good, 

I  can  not  then  forget  you  if  I  would.  ’ 

Shall  I  forget  you  ?  Oh,  when  that  shall  be, 

I  must  have  lost  the  light  from  land  or  sea- 
I  must  have  closed  my  eyes  eternally! 

For  while  my  heart  beats,  or  my  spirit  lives, 

’Mid  all  the  hopes  that  gracious  Heaven  gives. 

To  love  you  still,  as  here  on  earth  I  love. 

Oh,  this  it  is  that  perfect  heaven  to  prove !” 

But  when  Gillian  had  slept  on  it,  she  woke 
up_  with  a  doubt,  giving  the  same  impression  as 
a  cloudy  day  when  one  wakes  and  looks  for 
sunshine.  There  might  be  another  Gillian  than 
herself.  Thus,  while  she  poured  the  coffee  for 
her  father,  she  asked,  crimsoning  to  the  temples  : 
“  Isn’t  Gillian  a  rare  name,  father  ?” 


“  Yes ;  I  should  say  it  was  somewhat  rare. 
You  were  named  for  your  great-grandmother 
De  Champs,  who  was  born  at  sea,  her  parents 
having  fled  from  Prance  on  the  eve  of  St.  Bar¬ 
tholomew.” 

‘  ‘  And  you  have  never  heard  of  another  Gil¬ 
lian?  I  should  like  to  be  the  only  Gillian  in 
the  world.  None  of  your  friends  have  ever 
spoken  of  one — Mr.  Rydal  or — the  Professor?” 

“Why,  I’m  not  certain  about  that.  I’ve 
read  of  the  name  ;  and,  now  I  think  of  it,  there 
was  a  Gillian  Rogers,  a  music-teacher,  who 
boarded  in  the  house  with  Heron  last  year.  I 
remember  it  because  he  used  to  speak  of  her 
kindness  in  playing  the  music  of  Bach  for  him, 
of  which  he  is  a  particular  admirer.” 

Gillian’s  hand  shook  at  this  revelation,  and 
riled  the  coffee.  “I  wish  I  could  play  the 
music  of  Bach.  ”  She  w'as  mortified  that  even 
in  the  seclusion  of  her  own  heart  she  had  ap¬ 
propriated  w'hat  had  been  intended  for  anoth¬ 
er.  Then,  like  one  drowning,  she  caught  at 
the  only  straw  that  presented  itself,  and  asked, 
quite  humbly,  recurring  to  the  sonnet : 

“I  don’t  seem  to  recollect  her.  Was  she 
pretty  ?  Had  she  blue  eyes  ?” 

“If  it  hadn’t  been  for  her  eyes  and  her  mu¬ 
sic,  I  should  have  called  her  plain.  Por  the 
music  made  you  forget  her  features,  and  at 
last  led  you  to  invest  them  with  somewhat  of 
its  own  charm;  and  her  eyes  were  black  as 
sloes,  and  brilliant  as  stars.” 

“  Then  that  is  settled,  ”  said  Gillian,  forget¬ 
ting  herself,  and  speaking  aloud. 

“What  is  settled,  child?” 

“Oh — the  coffee.  Isn’t  it?” 

“  Indeed,  I  was  just  about  to  remark  the  con¬ 
trary.  However,  one’s  coffee  can’t  always  be 
clear  as  amber.  Pass  the  cream,  Gillian.  This 
little  pitcher  descended  with  the  name.  They 
say  that  little  pitchers  have  great  ears.  If  this 
one  could  only  give  us  the  benefit,  we  should 
hear  many  fine  sayings  of  the  Prench  wits  who 
assembled  at  the  table  of  your  ancestors.” 

But  Gillian  cared  little  for  Prench  wits  or 
silver  heir-looms  just  then.  The  possibilities 
of  the  present  were  more  potent  with  her  than 
any  realities  of  the  past,  however  brilliant. 

But  when  a  fortnight  had  elapsed,  and  the 
shadow  of  the  Professor  had  not  darkened  their 
doors,  Mr.  Reed  began  to  grow  uneasy.  As  for 
Gillian,  established  in  certainty,  she  felt  that  she 
could  now  wait  patiently  a  thousand  years. 

“  I  believe  I’ll  go  down  to  the  Professor’s 
room,”  said  Mr.  Reed  at  last,  “and  ask  him 
up  to  tea  to-night.”  But  he  returned  in  short 
metre,  alone  and  discomfited. 

“What  do  you  suppose  has  possessed  the 
man,  Gillian?”  he  asked.  “If  you  will  believe 
it,  he  has  packed  up  and  gone  off  to  the  Con¬ 
tinent!” 

Gillian  answered  wdth  a  vacant  stare. 

“I  feel  hurt,”  continued  her  father — “never 
to  come  and  say  good-by.  Can  we  have  of¬ 
fended  him  ?” 

“Is  it  the  Professor  ye’s  telling  of?”  asked 
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tlie  servant,  who  was  busying  herself  in  the 
room.  “Sure  an’  he  left  a  card  of  his  own, 
an’  I  put  it  in  the  basket,  thinking  ye’d  be  aft¬ 
er  seeing  it,  to  he  sure ;  an’  if  ye  didn’t,  he’d 
he  coming  again,  an’  it  wasn’t  no  great  matter 
no  way.” 

So  the  card  was  hunted  up,  and  found  to  be 
the  hearer  of  this  message,  in  pencil : 

“  Sorry  not  to  find  you  iu.  Came  to  say  good-by  to 
you  all.  I  sail  in  the  Petrel,  for  Havre,  to-morrow. 
Hope  to  see  you  again  three  years  hence;  so  don’t 
forget.  Yours  truly,  ,  Rayjsiond  Heeon.” 

“Very  satisfactory!”  growled  Mr.  Reed. 

“Very  sudden  !”  commented  Gillian.  “Very 
mysterious — very,  very,  vekt  cruel!”  she  add¬ 
ed,  in  the  solitude  of  her  heart,  where  a  great 
deal  was  going  on,  silently  and  painfully.  Three 
years !  What  should  she  do  with  them  ? 

“Mr.  Oxford  is  in  the  drawing-room.  Miss 
Gillian,”  announced  the  servant. 

“He  has  come  for  his  answer,”  whispered 
her  father. 

“I  know  it,”  returned  his  daughter. 

“I  confess  myself  favorable  to  him.  No¬ 
thing  can  be  urged  against  him.  And  then, 
Gillian,  remember  the  Professor.” 

“  J  shall  remember  the  Professor  !”  and  passed 
into  the  drawing-room. 

Three  years,  that  seem  such  an  eternity  to 
the  young,  who  have  not  learned  the  art  of 
waiting  gracefully — even  three  years  have  an 
end,  he  they  ever  so  barren  of  pleasure  or  fruit¬ 
ful  of  pain. 

“And  so  does  a  continental  tour,”  thought 
Professor  Heron,  pulling  at  Mr.  Reed’s  door¬ 
bell.  “Am  I  cured,  or  only  convalescent? 
Or  is  love  like  rays  of  light,  which  reach  and 
influence  us  long  after  the  star  has  left  its 
place  in  heaven  ?” 

He  found  Gillian  watering  her  plants,  which 
three  years  of  painstaking  had  created  into  a 


sort  of  fragrant  wilderness,  filling  an  entire  al¬ 
cove  of  the  parlor. 

“Good-morning!”  said  he,  with  the  most 
cordial  manner  at  his  command.  “I  hope  I 
find  you  well,  and  that  three  years  have  not 
sufficed  to  erase  me  from  your  memoi’y.” 

“Professor  Heron!  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 
You  bewildered  me  for  an  instant.” 

“I  can  understand  it.  When  one  is  not 
thinking  of  a  person  who  is  supposed  to  be  at 
the  other  end  of  the  earth — ” 

“  That’s  just  it.  I  was  thinking  of  you ; 
and  I  was  bewildered  at  having  ray  thought 
realized  so  suddenly.” 

“Thank  you,  Mrs.  Oxford;  this  is  a  most 
gracious  welcome  home.” 

“Mrs.  Oxford!”  repeated  Gillian,  laughing. 
“I  don’t  know  her.  You  are  mistaken.  lamMiss 
Gillian  still.  Nobody  has  taken  pity  upon  me.  ” 

“So  much  the  worse  ft>r  them.  But  when 
I  left,  you  were  going  to  take  pity  upon  Mr. 
Oxford.  How  is  this  ?” 

“  I  did  not  love  Mr.  Oxford,  Mr.  Heron,” 
she  answered,  quietly. 

“Miss  Gillian,”  pursued  the  Professor,  “I 
believe  I  made  a  mistake  in  going  away.” 

“Do  you?”  said  Gillian,  moving  her  fingers 
nervously. 

“Do  you  think  I  made  another  in  coming 
hack  ?”  He  had  her  hand  now,  and  was  read¬ 
ing  her  face  with  an  interest  he  had  never 
given  to  “La  Verrier,”  to  Greek  ode  or  Latin 
hexameter.  “Do  you  think  I  made  another 
mistake  in  coming  back,  Gillian,  to  ask — to  beg 
for  your  love  ?” 

“  I  hope  you  may  never  have  reason  to  think 
so,”  she  answered  him.  “I  shotild  not  like  to 
he  csIH&Cl  Professor  HerorC s  Mistake,  you  know,” 
she  laughed  ;  “  and  as  to  the  rest,  why,  one  has 
a  right  to  ask  for  one’s  own.” 

“And  J/OJJ  are  my  own?” 

“Yes.” 


EECOLLECTIONS  OF  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 

By  GEORGE  HODHER. 


IN  approaching  the  name  of  William  Make¬ 
peace  Thackeray  I  feel  a  degree  of  delicacy, 
and  even  timidity,  which  his  absence  from  the 
scene  of  his  world-wide  renown  does  not  tend 
to  diminish  ;  for  Thackeray  was  a  man  of  such 
large  mental  proportions,  and  such  far-seeing 
power  in  his  mode  of  anatomizing  and  criticising 
human  character,  that  one  seems  to  he  treading 
on  volcanic  ground  in  venturing  to  deal  with 
him  at  all.  But  of  what  is  biography  com¬ 
posed?  Assuredly  not  of  the  knowledge  and 
experience  of  one  privileged  person,  but  of  the 
aggregate  contributions  of  many,  who  are  will¬ 
ing,  when  occasion  offers,  to  state  what  they 
know  for  the  information  and  benefit  of  poster¬ 
ity.  A  hundred  admirers  of  Thackeray  might 
undertake  to  write  a  memoir  of  him,  and  yet 
the  task  of  doing  full  justice  to  his  character 


and  career  must  necessarily  he  left  to  a  chosen 
future  historian,  who  shall  zealously  gather  to¬ 
gether  all  the  bits  and  fragments  to  be  found 
scattered  among  hooks  and  men,  and  blend 
them  into  a  substantial  and  permanent  shape. 
But  it  must  he  admitted  that  there  is  an  excep¬ 
tional  difficulty  in  regard  to  Thackeray,  inas¬ 
much  as  there  were  few  whom  he  allowed  to 
Icnoio  him,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  phrase — that 
is  to  say,  there  was  a  constitutional  reserve  in 
his  manner,  accompanied,  at  times,  by  a  cold 
austerity  which  led  to  some  misgivings  as  to 
the  possibility  of  his  being  the  pleasant  social 
companion  his  intimates  often  described  him  to 
be.  And  yet  it  is  well  known  to  those  who  saw 
much  of  Thackeray  in  his  familiar  moments 
that  he  could  be  essentially  “jolly”  (a  favorite 
term  of  his)  when  the  humor  suited  him,  and 
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that  he  would,  on  such  occasions,  .open  his 
lieai't  as  freely  as  if  the  word  “reticence”  formed 
no  part  of  his  vocabulary ;  whereas,  at  other 
times,  he  rvould  keep  himself  entirely  within 
himself,  and  answer  a  question  by  a  monosyl¬ 
lable,  or  peradventure  by  a  significant  move¬ 
ment  of  the  head.  At  one  moment  he  would 
look  you  full  in  the  face  and  greet  you  jauntily ; 
at  another  he  would  turn  from  you  with  a  pe¬ 
culiar  waving  of  the  hand,  which  of  course  in¬ 
dicated  that  he  had  no  desire  to  talk.  Men 
who  were  members  of  the  same  club  with  him 
have  been  heard  to  say  that  sometimes  he  would 
pass  them  in  the  lobbies  unnoticed,  and  at  oth¬ 
ers  he  would  cheerfully  initiate  a  conversation, 
and  leave  behind  him  an  impression  that  sul¬ 
lenness  or  hauteur  was  wholly  foreign  to  his  na¬ 
ture.  It  should  be  stated,  however,  that  his 
health  for  many  years  had  never  been  entirely 
unimpaired,  and  that  his  acute  sensibility  often 
rendered  it  irksome  to  him  to  come  in  contact 
with  his  fellow-men.  In  short,  he  was  essen¬ 
tially  of  a  nervous  temperament,  and  altogether 
deficient  in  that  vigorous  self-possession  which 
enables  a  man  to  shine  in  public  assemblies ; 
for  it  was  absolute  pain  to  him  to  be  called  upon 
to  make  a  speech,  and  even  in  ordinary  conver¬ 
sation  he  showed  no  particular  desire  to  hold  a 
prominent  place.  But,  the  above  considerations 
apart,  it  would  be  easier  to  know  manv  men  in  a 
few  days  than  it  would  be  thoroughly  to  under¬ 
stand  Thackeray  in  the  same  number  of  yeai's. 
Douglas  Jerrold,  dating  his  acquaintance  with 
Thackeray  from  the  time  that  the  latter,  by 
some  curious  hazard,  illustrated  his  book  of 
“Men  of  Character,”  was  often  heard  to  say, 
“I  have  known  Thackeray  eighteen  years,  and 
I  don’t  know  him  yet.”  But  that  the  great 
novelist  and  satirist  had  a  generous  and  sympa¬ 
thetic  heart  can  hardly,  I  think,  be  disputed ; 
and  even  the  few  brief  letters  whicli  I  received 
from  him  are  sufficient  to  prove  that,  however 
austere  he  sometimes  appeared  to  be  externally, 
he  was  very  rarely  wanting  in  readiness  to  per¬ 
form  a  kind  office. 

At  one  period  of  my  intercourse  with  Mr. 
Thackeray  I  had  been  reading  his  “Journey 
from  Cornhill  to  Grand  Cairo,”  and,  having  al¬ 
ways  been  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  his  writ¬ 
ings,  long  before  I  knew  that  the  “Michael 
Angelo  Titmarsh”  of  Frasers  Magazine  was 
identical  with  W.  M.  Thackeray,  I  could  not 
refrain  from  expressing  Jo  him  by  letter  the  de¬ 
light  I  had  drawn  from  his  Egyptian  pages. 
Among  other  things,  I  remember  being  deeply 
impressed  by  the  graphic  power  displayed  in 
the  poem  of  “The  White  Squall,”  and  by  the 
charming  burst  of  parental  feeling  with  which 
it  concludes.* 

*  “And  wbeii,  its  force  expended, 

The  harmless  storm  was  ended, 

And  as  the  sunrise  splendid 
Came  blushing  o’er  the  sea; 

I  thought  as  day  was  breaking, 

My  little  girls  were  waking. 

And  smiling,  and  making 

A  prayer  at  home  for  me.” 


Mr.  Thackeray’s  answer  was  as  follows  : 

“Deak  Hoddek,— I  thank  yon  very  much  for  your 
note,  and  am  very  glad  that  my  little  book  has  given 
you  pleasure.  I  hope  that  the  future  works  of  the 
same  author  will  please  you,  and,  indeed,  am  quite 
anxious  to  have  as  many  people  as  may  be  of  your 
opinion.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  return  to  Constan¬ 
tinople  at  present,  and  when  there  I  hope  I  shall  be 
more  moral  than  in  former  days,  and  have  no  desire 
to  fling  the  handkerchief  to  any  members  whatsoever 
of  his  Highness’s  seraglio. 

“Yours  truly,  W.  M.  Thaokeeay.” 

I  can  not  at  this-distant  date  precisely  call  to 
mind  the  circumstances  under  which  I  continued, 
at  intervals,  to  meet  Mr.  Thackeray,  but  the  va¬ 
rious  letters  I  received  from  him  contain  the 
most  gratifying  proof  that  he  was  always  well 
affqcted  toward  writers  who  could  not  possibly 
aspire  to  his  own  rank  in  the  literary  army'; 
and  the  following  extract  is  one  of  the  best  evi¬ 
dences  of  this  fact  I  can  adduce,  because,  at 
the  time  he  wTOte  it,  my  knowledge  of  him  did 
not  extend  beyond  that  which  wms  derived  from 
a  few  brief  conversations  with  him  at  the  cham¬ 
bers  of  a  friend,  upon  matters  in  no  way  re¬ 
lating  to  business,  such  as  afterward  brought 
me  more  closely  in  contact  with  him. 

The  letter  refers  to  a  loss  which  had  just  be¬ 
fallen  me,  in  consequence  of  some  changes 
which  had  taken  place  in  a  new.spaper  estab¬ 
lishment  with  which  I  was  then  connected.  It 
is  dated  May  19,  1855,  and  says  : 

“I  am  sincerely  sorry  to  hear  of  your  position,  and 
send  the  little  contribution  which  came  so  opportune¬ 
ly  from  another  friend  whom  I  was  enabled  once  to 
help.  When  you  are  well-to-do  again  I  know  you  will 
pay  it  back,  and  I  dare  say  somebody  else  will  want 
the  money,  which  is  meanwhile  most  heartily  at  your 
service.” 

It  was  afterward  explained  to  me  that  Mr. 
Thackeray  made  a  practice  of  acting  upon  the 
principle  embodied  in  the  above  note.  Like 
many  other  generous  men,  he  had  always  a  few 
pounds  floating  about  among  friends  and  ac¬ 
quaintances  whom  he  had  been  able  to  oblige 
in  their  necessity,  and  whenever  he  received 
back  money  which  he  had  lent,  he  did  not  put 
it  into  his  pocket  with  a  glow  of  satisfaction  at 
having  added  so  much  to  his  exchequer ;  but 
congratulated  himself  that  he  could  transfer  the 
same  sum  to  another  person  who  he  knew  was 
in  need  of  it. 

To  my  great  satisfaction,  I  received  one  even¬ 
ing  a  note  from  Mr.  Thackeray,  which  I  had 
been  expecting  for  several  days,  as  he  had  prom¬ 
ised  to  write  to  me  on  the  subject ;  but,  as  the 
delay  seemed  ominous,  I  began  to  think  he  had 
changed  his  determination,  and  would  not  re¬ 
quire  my  services  as  now  suggested.  In  this 
note,  which  is  dated  Onslow  Square,  September 
6,  1855,  he  says,  after  referring  to  other  mat¬ 
ters  : 

“I  want  a  little  work  done  in  the  way  of  arrann-ino' 
papers,  copying  at  the  B.  M.,  etc._if  you  are  free,'aud 
will  come  here  on  Tuesday  morning  next,  I  can  em¬ 
ploy  your  services,  and  put  some  money  in  your  way.” 

To  Onslow  Square  I  accordingly  went  on  the 
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morning  fixed  upon,  and  found  Mr.  Thackeray 
in  his  study  to  receive  me ;  but,  instead  of  en¬ 
tering  upon  business  in  that  part  of  the  house, 
he  took  me  up  stairs  to  his  bedroom,  where  ev¬ 
ery  arrangement  had  been  made  for  tiie  con¬ 
venience  of  writing.  I  then  learned  that  ho 
was  busily  occupied  in  preparing  his  lectures  on 
the  “Eour  Georges,”  and  that  he  had  need  of 
an  amanuensis  to  fill  the  place  of  one  who  was 
now  otherwise  occupied.  In  that  capacity,  it 
was  my  task  to  write  to  his  dictation,  and  to 
make  extracts  from  books,  according  to  his  in¬ 
structions,  either  at  his  own  house  or  at  the 
British  Museum.  This  duty  called  me  to  his 
bedchamber  every  morning,  and,  as  a  general 
rule,  I  found  him'  up  and  ready  to  begin  work, 
though  he  was  sometimes  in  doubt  and  difficulty 
as  to  whether  he  should  commence  operations 
sitting,  or  standing,  or  walking  about,  or  lying 
down.  Often  he  w'ould  light  a  cigar,  and,  aft¬ 
er  pacing  the  room  for  a  few  minutes,  .would 
put  the  unsmoked  remnant  on  the  mantle-piece, 
and  resume  his  work  with  increased  cheerful¬ 
ness,  as  if  he  had  gathered  fresh  inspiration 
from  the  “gentle  odors”  of  the  “sublime  to¬ 
bacco.” 

It  was  not  a  little  amusing  to  observe  the  fre¬ 
quency  with  which  Mr.  Thackeray,  in  the  mo¬ 
ments  of  dictation,  would  change  his  position, 
and  I  could  not  but  think  that  he  seemed  most 
at  his  ease  when  one  would  suppose  he  was 
most  uncomfortable.  He  was  easy  to  “  follow,” 
as  his  enunciation  was  always  clear  and  dis¬ 
tinct,  and  he  generally  “weighed  his  words  be¬ 
fore  he  gave  them  breath,”  so  that  his  amanu¬ 
ensis  seldom  received  a  check  during  the  prog¬ 
ress  of  his  pen.  He  never  became  energetic, 
but  spoke  with  that  calm  deliberation  which  dis¬ 
tinguished  his  public  readings ;  and  there  was 
one  peculiarity  which,  among  others,  I  espe¬ 
cially  remarked,  viz.,  that  when  he  made  a  hu¬ 
morous  point,  which  inevitably  caused  me  to 
laugh,  his  own  countenance  was  unmoved,  like 
that  of  the  comedian  Liston,  who,  as  is  well 
known,  looked  as  if  he  wondered  what  had  oc¬ 
curred  to  excite  the  risibility  of  his  audience. 

Many  authors  have  often  declared  that  they 
could  not  write  to  dictation.  Thackeray  was 
one  who  could,  and  liked  to  do  so ;  and  no  bet¬ 
ter  proof  need  be  afforded  of  his  power  in  that 
respect  than  is  to  be  found  in  his  “Eour 
Georges,”  which  contain  some  of  the  most 
thoughtful  and  vigorous  passages  that  ever  em¬ 
anated  from  his  brain. 

While  I  was  thus  daily  engaged  with  Mr. 
Thackeray  he  sometimes  required  my  assistance 
on  a  Sunday  afternoon ;  and  I  call  to  mind  one 
Sunday  in  particular — I  think  it  was  the  last  be¬ 
fore  he  started  for  America — when  I  found  him 
in  exceptionally  high  spirits,  and  much  more  in¬ 
clined  to  talk  than  to  write.  He  spoke  of  the 
journey  he  was  about  to  commence,  and  of  the 
money  he  should  probably  make  by  his  read¬ 
ings  in  America.  He  wanted  a  few  thousands 
more,  he  said,  for  he  had  not  yet  made  enough. 
True,  he  added,  that  he  possessed  a  small  share 


of  the  world’s  goods,  and  he  was  happy  to  think 
that  he  had  paid  off  one  moiety  of  the  cost  of 
his  liouse  (which  he  then  occupied),  and  that 
he  should  be  able  before  he  left  the  country  to 
discharge  the  remainder  of  the  liability.  He 
then  went  on  to  relate  some  of  his  literary  ex¬ 
periences,  and  the  circumstances  under  which 
his  fortunes  had  improved  during  the  last  few 
years,  observing  that  lecturing  was  certainly 
more  profitable  than  magazine  writing.  He 
next  alluded  to  his  friends,  the  contributors  to 
Punch,  and  passed  in  review  many  of  their  vir¬ 
tues  and  idiosyncrasies  ;  and  was  at  some  pains 
to  show  that  he  held  the  humorous  brotherhood 
in  high  esteem. 

In  speaking  of  periodical  literature,  he  said 
he  contemplated  jrroducing  a  magazine  or  jour¬ 
nal  in  his'own  name  after  his  return  from  Amer¬ 
ica  ;  and  upon  my  venturing  to  observe  that  I 
hoped  he  did  not  intend  to  encourage  the  anony¬ 
mous  system  in  regard  to  his  contributors,  as 
the  conductors  of  other  publications  of  the  day 
seemed  resolved  to  do,  he  replied,  “No.  I 
think  that’s  hard  lines.”*  Our  conversation 
next  turned  upon  his  mission  to  the  United 
States ;  and  when  he  hinted  at  the  probability 
of  his  taking  a  secretary  with  him,  as  he  had 
done  on  his  former  visit  to  that  country,  I  sug¬ 
gested  that  I  should  be  delighted  to  fill  that 
office,  if  he  had  not  already  selected  some  one. 
He  promised  to  consider  my  suggestion,  and  let 
me  know  what  determination  he  had  arrived  at ; 
but,  in  the  mean  time,  he  feared  he  should  re¬ 
quire  a  valet  more  than  a  secretary.  On  the 
following  morning  he  said  he  had  turned  the 
matter  over  in  his  mind,  and  had  come  to  the 
conclusion  that,  in  consequence  of  the  state  of 
his  health,  he  should  be  obliged  to  take  a  serv¬ 
ant  with  him  instead  of  a  secretary;  adding, 
dryly,  “I  can  ask  a  servant  to  hold  a  basin  to 
me  ;  but  I  doubt  if  I  could  so  treat  a  secretary 
—at  least,  he  might  object.”  He  smiled  as  he 
made  this  droll  observation,  but  I  too  well  knew 
that  it  was  a  true  word  spoken  in  jest ;  for  ho 
was  subject  to  periodical  illnesses  which  ren¬ 
dered  the  services  of  a  valet  mo.gt  essential  to 
him  ;  and  the  young  man  who  filled  that  situa¬ 
tion  at  the  time  was  fortunately  one  in  whom 
he  placed  implicit  confidence ;  and  he  was 
thankful  for  the  gentle  way  in  which  his  serv¬ 
ant  tended  him. 

It  was  but  natural  to  suppose  that,  consid¬ 
ering  Mr.  Thackeray’s  popularity  among  his 
friends,  and  the  interest  which  attached  to  the 
object  of  his  visit  to  America,  a  desire  would 
be  shown  to  invite  him  to  a  farewell  dinner. 
The  project  being  initiated,  Mr.  Peter  Cun¬ 
ningham  undertook  the  duties  of  secretary ; 
and  all  the  preliminary  arrangements  were  of 
the  most  satisfactory  kind,  care  being  taken 
that  the  party  should  be  entirely  private,  and 
that  it  should  consist  exclusively  of  Mr.  Thack¬ 
eray’s  intimates. 


On  liis  return  to  England,  the  Cornhill  Magazine 
was  started  under  the  editorship  of  Mr.  Thackeray. 
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On  tlie  morning  of  the  banquet  he  was  in  a 
state  of  great  nervous  anxiety,  saying  that  it 
was  very  kind  of  his  friends  to  give  him  a  din¬ 
ner,  but  that  he  wished  it  was  over,  for  such 
things  always  set  him  trembling.  “Besides,” 
he  exclaimed,  “I  have  to  make  a  speech,  and 
what  am  I  to  say  ?  Here,  take  a  pen  in  your 
hand  and  sit  down ;  and  I’ll  see  if  I  can  haiii- 
mer  out  something.  It’s  hammering  now;  I’m 
afraid  it  will  he  stammering  by-and-hy.”  I  did 
as  he  requested,  and  he  dictated  with  much 
ease  and  fluency  a  speech — or  rather  the  heads 
•of  a  speech — which  he  proposed  delivering  in 
response  to  the  inevitable  toast  of  his  own 
health. 

.  This  was  on  a  morning  in  the  first  week  of 
October,  1855,  and  the  dinner  took  place  at  the 
London  Tavern  in  the  evening  of  the  same  day, 
tlie  duties  of  chairman  being  delegated  to  Mr. 
Charles  Dickens,  who  from  the  very  beginning 
of  his  public  career  had  always  manifested  a  re¬ 
markable  aptitude  for  that  responsible  office. 

The  following  account  of  the  affair  was  after¬ 
ward  published  by  a  gentleman  who  was  pres¬ 
ent  on  the  occasion : 

“The  Thackeray  dinner  was  a  triumph.  Covers, 
we  are  assured,  were  laid  for  sixty ;  and  sixty  and  no 
more  sat  down  precisely  at  the  minute  named  to  do 
honor  to  the  great  novelist.  Sixty  very  hearty  shake.? 
of  the  hand  did  Thackeray  receive  from  sixty  friends 
on  that  occasion ;  and  hearty  cheers  from  sixty  vo¬ 
ciferous  and  friendly  tongues  followed  the  chairman’s 
--Mr.  Charles  Dickens— proposal  of  his  health,  and  of 
wishes  for  his  speedy  and  successful  return  among  us. 

Dickens— the  best  after-dinner  speaker  now  alive _ 

was  never  happier.  He  spoke  as  if  he  was  fully  con¬ 
scious  that  it  was  a  great  occasion,  and  that  the  ab¬ 
sence  of  even  one  reporter  was  a  matter  of  congratu¬ 
lation,  affording  ample  room  to  unbend.  The  table 
was  in  the  shape  of  a  horseshoe,  having  two  vice- 
chairmen,  and  this  circumstance  was  wrought  up  and 
played  with  by  Dickens  in  the  true  Sam  Weller  and 
Charles  Dickens  manner.  Thackeray,  who  is  far  from 
what  is  called  a  good  speaker,  outdid  himself.  There 
was  his  usual  he.sitatiou ;  but  this  hesitation  becomes 
his  manner  of  speaking  and  his  matter,  and  is  never 
unpleasant  to  his  hearers,  though  it  is,  we  are  as¬ 
sured,  most  irksome  to  himself.  This  speech  was  full 
of  pathos  and  humor  and  oddity,  with  bits  of  pre¬ 
pared  parts  imperfectly  recollected,  but  most  happily 
made  good  by  the  felicities  of  the  passing  moment. 
Like  the  ‘Last  Minstrel,’ 

‘Each  blank  in  faithless  memory’s  void 
The  poet’s  glowing  thought  supplied.’ 

It  was  a  speech  to  remember  for  its  earnestness  of 
purpose  and  its  undoubted  originality.  Then  the 
chairman  quitted,  and  many  near  and  at  a  distance 
quitted  with  him.  Thackeray  was  on  the  move  with 
the  chairman,  when,  inspired  by  the  moment,  Jerrold 
took  the  chair,  and  Thackeray  remained.  Who  is  to 
chronicle  what  now  passed  ?— what  passages  of  wit— 
what  neat  and  pleasant  sarcastic  speeches  in  propos¬ 
ing  healths  — what  varied  and  pleasant,  ay,  and  at 
times,  sarcastic  acknowledgments?  Up  to  the  time 
when  Dickens  left,  a  good  reporter  might  have  giv¬ 
en  all,  and  with  ease,  to  future  ages  ;  but  there 
could  be  no  reporting  wh.at  followed.  There  were 
words  too  nimble  and  too  full  of  flame  for  a  dozen 
Gurneys,  all  ear.s,  to  catch  and  preserve.  Few  will 
forget  that  night.  There  was  an  ‘air  of  wit’  about 
the  room  for  three  days  after.  Enough  to  make  the 
two  companies,  though  downright  fools,  right  witty.” 

I  am  now  fortunately  enabled  to  give  tbe 
original  draft  of  the  speech  thus  pictured,  and 


which,  as  I  have  just  stated,  was  written  by  me 
to  Mr.  Thackeray’s  dictation  on  the  morning  of 
the  dinner.  It  will  be  seen,  from  the  occasion¬ 
al  vacant  spaces,  that  the  writer  of  the  above 
was  correct  in  assuming  that  the  speaker  had 
intentionally  left  blanks  with  the  view  of  sup¬ 
plying  them  at  the  moment.  Some  few  sen¬ 
tences  will  be  found  to  be  quite  incomplete ; 
but  it  is  not  very  difficult  to  conjecture  how 
Mr.  Thackeray  would  fill  them  up ;  though  I 
believe  I  am  right  in  saying  that  the  speech  as 
delivered  fell  far  short  of  the  speech  as  written. 
The  latter  has  never  been  out  of  my  possession 
since  it  came  from  Mr.  Thackeray’s  lips ;  for, 
having  once  tested  his  power,  and  brought  to 
light  the  thoughts  which  animated  him,  he  did 
not  care  for  the  MS.,  and  did  not  even  read  it. 
I  subjoin  it,  ipsissima  verba: 

“I  know  great  numbers  of  ns  here  present  have 
been  invited  to  a  neighboring  palace  where  turtle. 
Champagne,  and  all  good  things  are  as  plentiful  al¬ 
most  as  here,  and  where  there  reigns  a  civic  monarch 
with  a  splendid  court  of  officers,  etc.— The  sort  of 
greeting  that  I  had  myself  to-day — this  splendor,  etc. 

. — the  bevy  in  the  ante-room — have  filled  my  bosom 
with  an  elation  with  which  no  donbt  Sir  Francis  Gra¬ 
ham  Moon’s  throbs.* * * §  I  am  surronnded  by  respectful 
friends,  etc.— and  I  feel  myself  like  a  Lord  Mayor. 
To  his  lordship’s  delight  and  magnificence  there  is  a 
drawback.  In  the  fountain  of  his  pleasure  there 
surges  a  bitter.  He  is  thinking  about  the  9th  of  No¬ 
vember,  and  I  about  the  13th  of  October.t 

“  Some  years  since,  when  I  was  younger  and  used 
to  frequent  jolly  assemblies,  I  wrote  a  Bacchanalian 
song,  to  be  chanted  after  dinner,  etc. — I  wish  some 
one  would  sing  that  song  now  to  the  tune  of  the 
‘Dead  March  in  Saul,’  etc _ not  for  me— I  am  miser¬ 

able  enough  ;  but  for  you,  who  seem  in  a  great  deal 
too  good  spirits.  I  tell  you  I  am  not — all  the  drink 
in  Mr.  Bathe’s*  cellar  won’t  make  me.  There  may  be 
sherry  there  600  years  old— Columbus  may  have  taken 
it  out  from  Cadiz  with  him  wdien  he  went  to  discover 
America,  and  it  won’t  make  me  jolly,  etc.— and  yet, 
entirely  unsatisfactory  as  this  feast  is  to  me,  I  should 
like  some  more.  ’SFhy  can’t  you  give  me  some  more  ? 
I  don’t  eare  about  them  costing  two  guineas  a  head. 
It  is  not  the  turtle  I  value.  Let  us  go  to  Simpson’s 
fish  ordinary— or  to  Bertolini’s,  or  John  o’  Groat’s, 
etc — I  don’t  want  to  go  away — I  cling  round  the  ma¬ 
hogany-tree. 

“In  the  course  of  my  profound  and  extensive  read¬ 
ing  I  have  found  it  is  the  habit  of  the  English  nation 
to  give  dinners  to  the  unfortunate.  I  have  been  liv¬ 
ing  lately  with  some  worthy  singular  fellows  150  or 
160  years  old.  I  find  that  upon  certain  occasions  the 
greatest  attention  was  always  paid  them.  They  might 
call  for  any  thing  they  liked  for  dinner.  My  friend 
Simon  Frazer,  Lord  Lovat,  about  109  years  since,  I 
think,  partook  very  cheerfully  of  minced  veal  and 
sack  before  he  was  going  on  his  jourueyS— Lord  Fer¬ 
rers  (Rice)ll— I  could  tell  you  a  dozen  jolly  stories 


*  Sir  F.  G.  Moon,  Bart.,  was  at  that  time  Lord  May¬ 
or  of  London. 

t  The  day  on  which  he  was  to  start  for  America. 

t  The  then  proprietor  of  the  London  Tavern. 

§  He  was  beheaded  in  the  year  1745  for  fighting  in 
the  cause  of  the  Pretender,  in  the  Scottish  rebeliiou 
of  1745. 

II  Executed  at  Tyburn  in  the  year  1760  for  the  mur¬ 
der  of  one  Johnson,  the  receiver  of  his  estates.  His 
lordship  was  aliowed  to  ride  from  the  Tower  to  the 
scaffold  in  his  own  landau,  and  appeared  gayly  dressed 
in  a  light-colored  suit  of  clothes,  embroidered  with 
silver.  It  was  doubtless  to  this  circumstance  that 
Mr.  Thackeray  intended  to  allude  in  filling  up  the 
vacuum. 
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about  feasts  of  this  sort.  I  remember  a  particularly 
jolly  one  at  which  I  was  present,  and  which  toot 
place  at  least  900  years  ago.  My  friend  Mr.  Macready 
gave  it  at  Fores  Castle,  North  Britain,  Covent  Gar¬ 
den.  That  was  a  magnillcent  affair  indeed.  The 
tables  were  piled  with  most  splendid  fruits— gor¬ 
geous  dish-covers  glittered  in  endless  perspective — 
Macbeth— Macready,  I  mean— taking  up  a  huge  gold 
beaker,  shining  with  enormous  gems  that  must  have 
been  worth  many  hundred  millions  of  money,  filled,it 
out  of  a  gold  six-gallon  jug,  and  drank  courteously  to 
the  general  health  of  the  whole  table.  Why  did  he 
put  it  down  ?  What  made  him,  in  the  midst  of  that 
jolly  party,  appear  so  haggard  and  melancholy?  It 
was  because  he  saw  before  him  the  ghost  of  John 
Cooi)er,  with  chalked  face  and  an  immense  streak  of 
vermilion  painted  across  his  throat  1  No  wonder  he 
was  disturbed.  In  like  manner  I  have  before  me  at 
this  minute  the  horrid  figure  of  a  steward,  with  a 
basin  perhaps,  or  a  glass  of  brandy-and-water,  which 
he  will  press  me  to  drink,  and  which  I  shall  try  and 
swallow,  and  which  won’t  make  me  any  better  —  I 
know  it  won’t. 

“  Then  there’s  the  dinner,  which  we  all  of  us  must 
remember  in  our  school-boy  |iays,  and  which  took  place 
twice  or  thrice  a  year  at  home,  on  the  day  before  Dr. 
Birch  expected  his  young  friends  to  reassemble  at  his 
academy,  Kodwell  Kegis.  Don’t  you  remember  how 
the  morning  was  spent  ?  How  you  went  about  taking 
leave  of  the  garden,  and  the  old  mare  and  foal,  and 
the  paddock,  and  the  pointers  in  the  kennel ;  and 
how  your  little  sister  wistfully  kept  at  your  side  all 
day;  and  how  you  went  and  looked  at  that  confound¬ 
ed  trunk  which  old  Martha  was  packing  with  the  new 
shirts,  and  at  that  heavy  cake  packed  up  in  the  play- 
box;  and  how  kind  ‘the  governor’  was  all  day;  and 
how  at  dinner  he  said  ‘  Jack — or  Tom — pass  the  bot¬ 
tle’  in  a  very  cheery  voice ;  and  how  your  mother  had 
got  the  dishes  she  knew  you  liked  best ;  and  how  you 
had  the  wing  instead  of  the  leg,  which  used  to  be 
your  ordinary  share ;  and  how  that  dear,  delightful, 
hot  raspberry  rolly-polly  pudding,  good  as  it  was,  and 
fondly  beloved  by  you,  yet  somehow  had  the  effect  of 
the  notorious  school  stick-jaw,  and  choked  you  and 
stuck  in  your  throat ;  and  how  the  gig  came ;  and 
then,  how  you  heard  the  whirl  of  the  mail-coach 
wheels,  and  the  tooting  of  the  guard’s  horn,  as  with 
an  odious  punctuality  the  mail  and  the  four  horses 
came  galloping  over  the  hill.— Shake  hands,  good-by  I 
God  bless  every  body  !  Don't  cry,  sister.— Away  we 
go !  and  to-morrow  we  begin  with  Dr.  Birch,  and  six 
months  at  Rodwell  Regis  1 

“But  after  six  mouths  .came  the  holidays  again  !* 
etc.,  etc.,  etc.” 

There  is  small  chance  of  it  being  denied  that 
the  above  is  as  fully  characteristic  of  Mr.  Thack¬ 
eray’s  peculiar  style  as  any  passage  to  be  found 
in  his  works.  Not  a  doubt  or  question  could 
possibly  be  raised  in  regard  to  its  authorship ; 
for  there  spoke  Thackeray  in  his  own  original 
way — heart,  lips,  tone,  and  language. 

That  Mr.  Thackeray  was  sometimes  given  to 
the  “melting  mood”  may  be  shown  by  a  little 
incident,  in  the  relation  of  which  I  trust  I  shall 
violate  no  confidence,  or  throw  myself  open  to 
the  charge  of  ascribing  to  the  great  author  a 
larger  share  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness 
than  often  falls  to  the  lot  of  ordinary  mortals. 

One-  morning  I  was  making  ray  way  to  86 
Onslow  Square,  at  an  earlier  hour  than  usual, 
when,  to  my  great  surprise,  I  met  Mr.  Thack¬ 
eray  pacing  up  and  down  the  footway  in  a  state 
of  great  mental  uneasiness.  It  was  so  entirely 


*  Mr.  Thackeray  was  to  be  absent  from  England  for 
rhat  space  of  time. 


contrary  to  his  custom — at  least  as  far  as  my 
experience  told  me — to  leave  his  house  at  so 
early  an  hour,  and  I  was  so  much  concerned  at 
seeing  him  in  such  depression,  that  I  was  nat¬ 
urally  induced  to  say  that  I  hoped  nothing  very 
serious  had  happened  to  his  household.  He 
answered,  “Poor  Marochetti’s  child  is  dying.” 
Having  said  this,  tears  c.ame  to  his  relief,  and 
he  speedily  returned  home.  He  w-as  on  terms 
of  close  friendship  with  the  Baron  Marochetti 
(his  next-door  neighbor),  and  he  sympathized 
with  that  well-known  sculptor  in  the  deep  love 
he  bore  for  his  dying  child.  He  was  in  a  cheer¬ 
less  mood  for  the  remainder  of  the  day,  and  in 
the  course  of  his  work  reverted  many  times  to 
the  calamity  which  he  so  much  deplored. 

Again,  on  the  morning  of  his  departure  for 
America.  He  was  to  start  by  an  early  train, 
and  when  I  arrived  (for  it  had  been  previously 
arranged  that  I  should  see  him  before  he  left)  I 
found  him  in  his  study,  and  his  two  daughters 
in  the  dining-room — all  in  a  very  tearful  con¬ 
dition  ;  and  I  do  not  think  I  am  far  wrong  in 
saying  that  if  ever  man’s  strength  was  over¬ 
powered  by  woman’s  weakness  it  was  so  upon 
this  occasion  ;  for  Mr.  Thackeray  could  not  look 
at  his  daughters  without  betraying  a  moisture 
in  his  eyes,  wdiich  he  in  vain  strove  to  conceal. 
Nevertheless  he  was  enabled  to  attend  to  sev¬ 
eral  money  transactions  which  it  was  necessary 
he  should  arrange  before  leaving ;  and  to  give 
me  certain  instructions  about  the  four  volumes 
of  his  “Miscellanies”  then  in  course  of  publica¬ 
tion,  and  which  he  begged  me  to  watch  in  their 
passage  through  tlie'  press,  with  a  view  to  a  few 
foot-notes  that  might  be  thought  desirable. 
Then  came  the  hour  for  parting !  A  cab  was 
at  the  door,  the  luggage  had  all  been  properly 
disposed  of,  and  the  servants  stood  in  the  hall, 
to  notify,  by  their  looks,  how  much  they  re¬ 
gretted  their  master’s  departure.  ‘  ‘  This  is  the 
moment  I  have  dreaded!”  said  Thackeray,  as 
he  entered  the  dining-room  to  embrace  his 
daughters  ;  and  when  he  hastily  descended  the 
steps  of  the  door  he  knew  that  they  would  be  at 
the  window  to 

“Cast  one  longing,  lingering  look  behind.” 

“Good-by,”  he  murmured,  in  a  suppressed 
voice,  as  I  followed  him  to  the  cab ;  “  keep 
close  behind  me,  and  let  me  try  to  jump  in  un¬ 
seen.” 

The  instant  the  door  of  the  vehicle  was  closed 
behind  him  he  threw  himself  back  into  a  cor¬ 
ner  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  That 
was  the  last  I  saw  of  Mr.  Thackeray  before  he 
left  London  on  his  second  visit  to  the  United 
States ;  and  I  think  I  have  given  suificient 
proof  that,  great  as  was  his  power  of  poising 
the  shafts  of  ridicule  at  the  follies  and  vices  of 
the  day,  and  coldly  reserved  as  he  sometimes 
was  in  his  demeanor,  he  was  full  of  that  gentle- 


■*  It  will  be  recollected  that  the  tablet  to  Thack¬ 
eray’s  memory  in  Westminster  Abbey  was  the  design 
and  workmanship  of  the  late  Baron  Marochetti. 
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ness  of  heart  to  which  his  writings  constantly 
bear  testimony ;  and  it  was  his  instinct  to  he 
actuated  by  the  kindliest  impulses  which  do 
honor  to  our  common  nature. 

On  Mr.  Thackeray’s  return  from  a  successful 
tour  in  the  United  States,  he  sought  to  make 
arrangements  for  the  reading  of  his  lectures  on 
“The  Four  Georges”  in  London  and  the  prov¬ 
inces.  lie  had  fulfilled  his  purpose  of  deliver¬ 
ing  them  in  America  in  the  first  instance,  and 
he  had  now  no  reason  to  think  that  they  would 
not  be  listened  to  with  satisfaction  in  his  own 
country.  To  undertake  the  responsibility  of 
organizing  any  plan  of  proceeding,  of  appoint¬ 
ing  agents,  of  superintending  the  publication 
of  advertisements,  and  settling  the  various  oth¬ 
er  preliminary  matters  incidental  to  what  is 
technically  called  a  “lecturing  tour,”  was,  of 
course,  more  than  could  possibly  be  expected 
from  a  man  of  Mr.  Thackeray’s  intellectual 
calibre.  It  soon,  therefore,  became  known 
that  he  was  “in  the  market,”  as  it  were,  read}'- 
to  accept  engagements  for  the  reading  of  his 
lectures ;  and  Mr.  Frederick  Beale,  belonging 
to  a  musical  firm  of  some  note,  expressed  his 
desire  to  Mr.  Thackeray,  through  me,  to  make 
the  speculation  his  own,  and  to  “farm”  the 
lecturer  at  a  given  sum  for  each  reading.  Mr. 
Thackeray  appeared  pleased  at  the  proposition, 
and  a  morning  was  appointed  for  Mr.  Beale  to 
accompany  me  to  his  house,  with  a  view  of  my 
introducing  him  to  the  celebrated  writer,  and 
witnessing  the  arrangement  of  the  terms. 

Mr.  Thackeray  was  in  his  dressing-gown  and 
slippers,  and  received  us  in  his  bedroom,  where, 
as  I  have  already  stated,  he  generally  passed 
his  mornings  and  wrote  his  books.  His  study 
being  a  small  back-room  behind  the  dining¬ 
room,  on  the  ground-floor,  and  being  exposed 
to  the  noises  from  the  street,  he  had  caused  his 
writing-table  and  appliances  to  be  carried  up 
stairs  to  the  second-floor,  where  two  rooms  had 
been  thrown  into  one— the  back  to  be  used  as  a 
sleeping-chamber,  and  the  front,  which  was  con¬ 
siderably  larger  than  the  other,  as  a  sitting- 
room.  The  dimensions  of  this  apartment  be¬ 
ing  capacious,  Mr.  Thackeray  was  enabled  to 
move  about  in  the  intervals  of  writing,  and  to 
extend  his  limbs  on  a  couch ;  and,  in  fine,  to 
change  his  attitude  as  often  as  his  convenience 
demanded,  for  the  operation  of  dictating  neces¬ 
sarily  spared  him  the  pain  of  confining  himself 
to  a  sitting  posture.  On  the  morning  in  ques¬ 
tion  some  domestic  annoyance  had  ruffled  the 
serenity  of  his  mind ;  and  it  was  evident,  from 
the  abruptness  of  his  manner,  that  he  had  no 
idea  of  being  other  than  thoroughly  “business¬ 
like”  in  the  negotiations  we  were  about  to  com¬ 
mence.  After  a  little  preparatory  interchange 
of  civilities  (which  it  was  pretty  evident  Mr. 
Thackeray  would  have  described  as  a  “bore” 
had  it  been  possible  to  ascertain  his  candid 
opinion  at  the  moment),  Mr.  Beale,  in  his  usual 
courteous  manner,  suggested  the  terms  him¬ 
self  ;  and  Mr.  Thackeray,  like  a  true  diplo¬ 
matist  as  he  was,  never  allowed  it  to  be  sup¬ 


posed  that  he  thought  them  more  than  reason¬ 
ably  remunerative. 

The  payment  proposed  was  fifty  guineas  for 
each  reading,  and  Mr.  Thackeray  was  to  ap¬ 
pear  a  certain  number  of  times  in  London — at 
the  Surrey  Music  Hall,  for  instance  —  and  to 
undertake  a  tour  of  three  weeks  in  the  prov¬ 
inces.  That  he  was  well  satisfied  \yith  his  ar¬ 
rangement  with  Mr.  Beale  is  best  proved  by  the 
fact  that,  when  he  saw  me  on  the  following 
day,  he  exclaimed,  “  What  terms !  fifty  guineas 
a  night !  Why,  I  shouldn’t  have  received  one- 
half  that  sum  for  an  article  in  Fraser  a  few  vears 
ago.” 

As  I  was  traveling  entirely  in  an  offleial 
character,  and  was  not  responsible  to  Mr. 
Thackeray,  I  studiously  avoided  forcing  my¬ 
self  on  his  company,  but  always  took  especial 
care  to  select  a  carriage  he  did  not  occupy,  and 
to  plant  myself  in  an  hotel  he  did  not  patron¬ 
ize.  Hence — if  I  may  speak  paradoxically — we 
pulled  remarkably  well  together ;  and  although 
the  arrangements  for  a  public  reading  every 
evening  at  8  o’clock  left  little  opportunity  for 
social  enjoyment— that  is  to  say,  at  a  time 
when  it  would  be  most  in  accordance  with  his 
usual  habit — Mr.  Thackeray  occasionally  in¬ 
vited  me  to  dine  with  him.  ‘  ‘  This  is  a  nice 
room,”  he  would  say,  if  the  apartment  allotted 
to  him  chanced  to  have  a  rural  aspect,  with 
trees  and  flowers  bobbing  in  at  the  window' ; 
“I  could  write  here!”  And  where  w'as  it,  it 
may  be  asked,  that  he  could  not  W'rite  ?  for  the 
twenty-two  handsome  volumes  of  his  works 
lately  issued  bear  sufficient  presumptive  evi¬ 
dence  that  his  labor  was  done  in  various  places 
and  climes.  May  it  not  be  fairly  supposed  that 
Titmarsh's  “Cai-men  Lilliense,”  dated  Lille, 
September  2,  1843,  and  published  in  Fraser's 
Magazine,  was  written  on  the  identical  spot 
W'here  he  was  visited  by  the  sad  pecuniary  mis¬ 
fortune  which  he  so  humorously  deplores  in  the 
refrain  of  the  ballad  ? 

“My  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone; 

IIow  shall  I  e’er  my  woes  reveal  ? 

I  have  no  money ;  I  lie  in  pawn, 

A  stranger  in  the  town  of  Lille." 

At  the  time  of  the  publication  of  “  Vanity 
Fair,”  Thackeray’s  great  contemporary,  Charles 
Dickens  (for  in  spite  of  all  remonstrance  it  has 
always  been  the  fashion  to  place  the  two  writers 
in  the  same  category,  and  often  to  sacrifice  one 
at  the  shrine  of  the  other,  according  to  the  par¬ 
ticular  taste  of  the  person  addressing  himself 
to  the  subject),  was  producing,  in  the  accus¬ 
tomed  monthly  form — the  green  cover  in  the 
one  instance,  against  the  yellow  cover  in  the 
other — his  story  of  “Dombey  and  Son;”  and 
it  was  Thackeray’s  delight  to  read  each  num¬ 
ber  with  eagerness  as  it  issued  from  the  press. 
He  had  often  been  heard  to  speak  of  the  work 
in  terms  of  the  highest  praise.  When  it  had 
reached  its  fifth  number,  wherein  Mr.  Charles 
Dickens  described  the  end  of  little  Paul  with  a 
depth  of  pathos  which  produced  a  vibratory 
emotion  in  the  hearts  of  all  who  read  it,  Mr. 
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Thackeray  seemed  electrified  at  the  thought 
that  there  was  one  man  living  who  could  exer¬ 
cise  so  complete  a  control  over  him.  Putting 
No.  6  of  “Dombey  and  Son”  in  his  pocket,  he 
hastened  down  to  Mr.  Punch’s  printing-office, 
and  entering  the  editor’s  room,  where  I  chanced 
to  be  the  only  person  present  except  Mr.  Mark 
Lemon  himself,  he  dashed  it  on  the  table  with 
startling  vehemence,  and  exc.laimed,  “There’s 
no  writing  against  such  power  as  this — one 
has  no  chance !  Read  that  chapter  describing 
young  Paul’s  death :  it  is  unsurpassed  —  it  is 
stupendous !” 

Long  after  this,  and  during  the  period  that 
I  acted  as  his  amanuensis,  I  went  into  his 
chamber  one  morning,  as  usual,  and  found  him 
in  bed  (for,  lest  it  should  be  supposed  that  Mr. 
Thackeray  was  what  is  commonly  called  a  late 
riser,  I  should  state  at  once  that  my  visits  to 
him  were  somewhat  early,  that  is  to  say,  before 
nine  o’clock),  a  little  pot  of  tea  and  some  dry 
toast  on  a  table  by  his  side.  I  therefore  re¬ 
mained  at  a  distance  from  him,  but  Mr.  Thack¬ 
eray  called  me  forward,  and  I  discovered  that 
he  had  passed  a  very  restless  night.  “I  am 
sorry,”  said  I,  “  that  you  do  not  seem  very  well 
this  morning.”  ‘'■Well!'"  he  murmured — “no, 
I  am  not  well.  I  have  got  to  make  that  con¬ 
founded  speech  to-night.”  I  immediately  rec¬ 
ollected  that  he  was  to  preside  at  the  annual 
dinner  of  the  General  Theatrical  Fund — an  un¬ 
dertaking  which  I  well  knew  was  entirely  re¬ 
pugnant  to  his  taste  and  wishes.  “Don’t  let 
that  trouble  you,  Mr.  Thackeray,”  said  I ; 
“you  will  be  sure  to  be  all  right  when  the  time 
comes.”  “Nonsense!”  he  replied,  “it  won’t 
come  all  right' — I  can’t  make  a  speech.  Con¬ 
found  it!  That  fellow  Jackson  let  me  in  for 
this !  Why  don’t  they  get  Dickens  to  take  the 
chair  ?  He  can  make  a  speech,  and  a  good 
one.  /’)«  of  no  use.”  I  told  him  that  I  thor- 
oughlj’'  appreciated  his  remark  in  regard  to  Mr. 
Dickens,  but  that  at  the  same  time  he  was  giv¬ 
ing  little  credit  to  those  whose  discernment  had 
selected  him  as  the  chairman  of  the  evening; 
and  they  could  not  very  well  ask  Mr.  Dickens, 
as  he  had  only  a  year  or  two  since  occupied  that 
position  at  an  anniversary  dinner  of  the  same  in¬ 
stitution.  “They  little  think  how  nervous  I 
am,”  said  Thackeray;  “and  Dickens  doesn’t 
know  the  meaning  of  the  word.  ” 

In  confirmation  of  this  remark  I  observed 
that  I  once  asked  Mr.  Dickens  if  he  ever  felt 
nervous  on  public  occasions  when  called  upon 
to  speak;  and  his  instant  reply  was,  “Not  in 
the  least.  The  first  time  I  took  the  chair  at  a 
public  dinner  I  felt  just  as  much  confidence  as 
if  I  had  done  the  same  thing  a  hundred  times 
before.”* 


*  Charles  Dickens  is  as  happy  at  intimate  social 
gatherings  as  on  great  pirblic  occasions.  A  dinner 
was  given  to  his  eldest  son  on  the  occasion  of  his  de¬ 
parture  for  China  on  a  commercial  mission.  Blan¬ 
chard  Jerrold  was  in  the  chair,  with  Mr.  Dickens  on 
his  left,  and  the  guest  of  the  evening  on  his  right. 
The  young  gentleman  became  warmed  with  the  wine ; 


The  result  of  Mr.  Thackeray’s  chairmanship 
on  the  evening  in  question  may  here  be  record¬ 
ed,  with  all  respect  to  his  memory,  and  with 
that  desire  to  be  strictly  correct  which  he  him¬ 
self  would  have  been  the  first  to  encourage. 
True  to  his  engagement  he  took  the  post  as¬ 
signed  to  him,  and  commenced  his  duties  as  if 
he  had  resolved  to  set  difficulties  at  defiance, 
and  to  show  that  the  task  was  not  quite  impos¬ 
sible  with  him ;  but,  unhappily  for  his  nervous 
and  sensitive  temperament,  Mr.  Charles  Dick¬ 
ens,  as  the  president  of  the  institution,  sat  at 
his  right  hand,  and  when  he  came  to  the  all- 
absorbing  toast  of  the  evening,  the  terrifying 
fact  rushed  across  his  mind  that  his  great  con¬ 
temporary  would  witness  all  his  shortcomings 
and  his  sad  inferiority.  He  had  prepared  his 
speech,  and  he  commenced  with  some  learned 
allusions  to  the  car  of  Thespis  and  the  early 
history  of  the  drama,  when  he  suddenly  col¬ 
lapsed,,  and  brought  his  address  to  a  close  in 
a  few  commonplace  observations  which  could 
scarcely  be  called  coherent.  He  too  painfully- 
felt  the  weakness  of  his  position  ;  and  notwith¬ 
standing  a  particularly  kind  and  complimentary 
speech  in  which  Mr.  Dickens  proposed  his 
health  as  chairman,  he  could  not  recover  the 
prestige  he  believed  he  had  lost,  and  he  left 
the  room  in  company  with  an  old  friend  at  as 
early  a  moment  as  he  conld  consistently  wdth 
the  respect  he  owed  to  the  company. 

One  other  instance  I  may  mention  of  the 
many  w'hich  came  within  my  own  knowledge 
of  Mr.  Thackeray’s  distrust  of  his  own  powers 
and  his  desire  to  exalt  others  at  the  expense  of 
himself.  I  found  him  one  morning  in  an  un¬ 
usually  loquacious  mood,  and  I  had  not  been 
with  him  many  minutes  before  he  said  he  was 
not  disposed  to  trouble  himself  with  any  work 
that  day.  He  was  more  inclined  to  talk.  Ad¬ 
verting  by  a  natural  transition  from  the  sub¬ 
ject  he  had  first  touched  upon  to  the  respect¬ 
ive  merits  of  vai'ious  writers  who  were  then 
daily  before  the  world,  he  spoke  of  the  great 
success  of  Household  Words,  and  of  the  ability 
displayed  in  its  pages  by  some  of  its  contribu¬ 
tors.  “There’s  one  man,”  for  instance,  he  em¬ 
phatically  exclaimed,  “who  is  a  very  clever  fel¬ 
low,  and  that  is  Sala.  That  paper  of  his,  ‘  The 
Key  of  the  Street,’  is  one  of  the  best  things  I 
ever  read.  I  couldn’t  have  written  it.  I  wish 
I  could.” 

It  was  a  common  practice  in  the  towns  we 
visited  for  quidnuncs,  ambitious  dowagers,  and 
aspiring  damsels  pertaining  to  the  order  of  blue¬ 
stockings,  to  pester  Mr.  Thackeray  at  the  close 
of  his  lecture  to  insert  his  autograph  in  an  al¬ 
bum — a  request  with  which  he  was  not  often 
willing  to  comply.  On  one  occasion  an  album 
was  placed  before  him  by  a  young  fellow,  who 
thought  to  tempt  him  by  calling  attention  to 
the  fact  that  the  signatures  of  several  distin- 

wherenpon  Diokeus,  in  returning  thanks  for  his  own 
health,  took  the  opportunity  of  observing  that  after 
such  a  generous  dinner  “a  little  transaction  in  tea” 
would  do  his  son  a  world  of  good. 


268 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZHSTE. 


guished  musicians,  including  that  of  one  of  onr 
most  celebrated  tenors,  were  in  the  same  book, 
and  that  therefore  he  would  be  in  very  good 
company.  “  What !  among  all  these  liddlers  !” 
exclaimed  Tliackeray,  with  pretended  raillery. 
Having  uttered  the  somewhat  brusque  phrase, 
he  could  not  well  do  otherwise  than  satisfy  the 
desire  expressed  ;  but  he  would  not  be  prevailed 
upon  to  write  more  than  the  simple  signature — 
“  W.  M.  Thackeray.”  On  another  occasion  the 
possessor  of  an  album  was  much  more  fortunate. 
It  belonged  to  a  young  lady  of  my  acquaint¬ 
ance,  and  I  had  pleaded  her  cause  so  warmly 
that  Mr.  Thackeray  opened  the  book,-  and  I 
pointed  out  to  him  the  names  of  certain  con¬ 
tributors  with  whom  I  thought  he  might  not 
object  to  be  thus  associated.  He  assented, 
and  took  the  book  home  to  his  hotel,  in  order 
that  he  might  have  time  to  scan  its  contents. 
Among  these  he  soon  discovered  the  subjoined 
lines : 

“Mont  Bhmc  is  the  Monarch  of  Mountains — 
They  crown’d  him  long  ago ; 

Bnt  who  they  got  to  ijut  it  on 
Nobody  seems  to  know. 

“Albert  Sjiitu.” 

Under  these  lines  Mr.  Thackeray  speedily 
wrote  the  following : 

“  A  nUMlJLE  SUGGESTION. 

“  I  know  that  Albert  wrote  in  hurry : 

To  criticise  I  scarce  presume ; 

But  yet  methinks  that  Bindley  Murray, 

Instead  of  ‘who,’  had  written  whom. 

“W.  M.  Tuaokebav.” 

T  need  scarcely  say  that  the  young  lady  felt 
she  had  brought  her  album  to  a  “very  good 
market,”  and  she  could  never  afterward  believe 
that  Mr.  Thackeray  was  other  than  the  most 
amiable  of  authors  and  the  most  considerate  of 
men. 

If  I  remember  rightly,  Mr.  Thackeray’s  en¬ 
gagement  at  Norwich  required  him  to  give  four 
readings— that  is  to  say,  he  was  to  introduce  all 
“The  Four  Georges”— one  each  night — to  the 
people  of  that  city.  He  was  received  with 
much  cordiality  in  that  bustling  capital,  and  his 
lectures  were  attended  with  a  success  justly  pro¬ 
portioned  to  their  merit;  but  it  was  evident 
that  his  health  was  much  impaired,  and  that  he 
was  about  to  endure  one  of  those  sad  periodical 
attacks  to  which  he  had  long  been  liable.  On 
the  concluding  night  of  the  series  he  had  some 
difficulty  in  getting  to  the  Hall  by  the  usual 
time,  and  -when  arrived  there  he  was  in  great 
nervous  trepidation,  and  expressed  his  fear  that 
he  should  be  quite  unable  to  get  through  his 
■work.  I  said  what  I  could  to  make  him  more 
hopeful  and  cheerful,  and  -when  he  made  his 
appearance  on  the  platform  he  was  greeted 
with  such  a  storm  of  applause,  that  he  proceed¬ 
ed  in  his  task  with  scarcely  less  vigor  than  he 
generally  displayed;  but  as  he  approached  the 
end  of  his  discourse  his  voice  faltered,  and  it 
was  a  severe  struggle  to  him  to  reach  the  final 
sentence. 

On  the  following  morning,  at  an  early  hour. 


I  received  a  message  from  him  requesting  that 
I  would  go  and  see  him  at  his  hotel,  as  he  was 
laid  up  with  one  of  his  violent  attacks.  I  lost 
no  time  in  ribeying  his  wish,  and  on  entering 
his  chamber  I  was  much  shocked  to  see  him 
lying  closely  covered  up  in  bed.  He  was  suf¬ 
fering  great  pain,  and  begged  that  I  would  not 
look  at  him,  as  he  knew  he  was  a  hideous  ob¬ 
ject.  I  entreated  that  he  would  place  my  serv¬ 
ices  entirely  at  his  command,  and  he  replied, 
with  a  waving  of  his  hand,  that  all  he  wanted 
was  some  money  out  of  the  exchequer  in  my 
possession,  as  he  should  unfortunately  be  de¬ 
tained  there  by  his  illness.  The  desire  was  of 
course  immediately  satisfied,  and  he  would  not 
listen  to  me  when  I  asked  him  to  allow  me  to 
remain  with  him.  It  was  beyond  question  un¬ 
der  such  a  seizure  as  he  was  then  afflicted  with 
that  he  retired  to  .  his  bed  on  that  mournful 
night  in  December,  1863,  when  he  endured  his 
sufferings  for  the  last  time. 

Some  short  period  after  I  had  left  Mr. 
Thackeray  at  Norwich  in  the  condition  de¬ 
scribed,  I  saw  him  at  his  house  in  London,  and 
on  his  making  allusion,  to  those  dreadful  illness¬ 
es  which  he  said  were  the  very  bane  of  his  life, 
I  asked  if  he  had  ever  received  the  best  medi¬ 
cal  advice.  Certainly  he  had,  was  his  reply  ; 
“but  what  is  the  use  of  advice,  if  you  don’t 
follow  it?”  he  continued.  “They  tell  me  not 
to  drink,  and  I  do  drink.  They  tell  me  not  to 
smoke,  and  I  do  smoke.  They  tell  me  not  to 
eat,  and  I  do  eat.  In  short,  I  do  every  thing 
that  I  am  desired  not  to  do,  and,  therefore, 
what  am  I  to  expect?” 

As  I  was  brought  little  in  contact  with  Mr. 
Thackeray  from  this  time  forth,  except  in  the 
lobby  of  the  Reform  Club  (where,  on  occasions 
when  I  was  waiting  for  a  friend  who  was  a 
member,  I  enjoyed  the  sight  of  forbidden  luxu¬ 
ries),  or  on  the  steps  of  the  Garrick,  or  saunter¬ 
ing  along  Pall  Mall  in  that  insouciant  manner 
which  was  becoming  as  familiar  at  the  West 
of  London  as  Johnson’s  “rolling  walk”  was 
in  Fleet  Street,  I  shall  not  weary  the  reader 
with  any  details  as  to  what  might,  could,  would, 
or  should  have  happened  in  connection  with 
his  everyday  life.  My  sole  object  has  been  to 
place  him  before  the  reader  precisely  as  I  saw 
him,  and  to  jot  down  such  things  as  appeared 
to  have  some  little  historical  interest.  The 
most  memorable  event  I  can  now  call  to  mind, 
in  relation  to  Mr.  Thackeray,  is  at  the  same 
time  the  most  melancholy  one,  for  it  brings  me 
to  the  morning  of  Christmas-day,  1863,  when  I 
chanced  to  pay  a  visit  to  Horace  Mayhew,  in 
Old  Bond  Street.  I  entered  the  room  cheer¬ 
fully, 

“As  fits  the  merry  Christmas-time,” 
and  proffered  the  usual  good  wishes  to  Mayhew 
and  another  friend  who  was  present ;  but  I  was 
surprised  to  find  that  my  animal  spirits  met 
with  no  response,  and  that  my  companions  were 
as  depressed  as  I  was  inclined  to  be  the  reverse. 
“Haven’t  you  heard?”  said  Mayhew,  looking 
ominously  blank  and  chop-fallen.  “Heard!” 
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I  exclaimed;  “heard  what?"  “Why,  about 
poor  Thackeray?”  “No;  what  about  him?” 

“  He’s  dead !”  “What !”  I  cried,  almost  petri¬ 
fied;  “our  Thackeray,  the  ^reat  Thackeray  ?” 
“Yes,”  he  said,  “too  true.  William  Make¬ 
peace  Thackeray :  he  died  yesterday  morning, 
or  on  the  previous  night.”  This  was  indeed  a 
piece  of  news  as  saddening  as  it  was  unexpect¬ 
ed,  and  when  it  was  revealed  to  me  I  was  dumb 
with  an  emotion  which  it  would  have  been  af¬ 
fectation  in  me  to  endeavor  to  disguise.  As  to 
Horace  Mayhew,  he  had  formed  an  affection 
for  Thackei'ay  which  on  that  occasion  express¬ 
ed  itself  in  accents  of  the  most  bitter  grief. 

It  was  soon  explained  that  the  lamented 
writer  was  found  dead  in  his  bed  on  Christ- 
mas-eve,  and  that  the  immediate  cause  of  his 
decease  was  an  effusion  of  blood  on  the  brain, 
brought  on  by  one  of  those  violent  stomach 
afflictions  to  which  I  have  already  referred.  I 
could  not  hut  remark  what  a  deep  gloom  the 
event  would  cast  over  many  an  otherwise  hap¬ 
py  fireside  at  that  festive  period ;  and  I  was 
afterward  led  to  the  reflection  that  the  line 
above  quoted  would  now  too  painfully  bear  the 
second  reading  given  to  it  by  the  author — 

“As  fits  the  solemn  Christmas-tide.” 

The  line  occurs  in  the  last  stanza  of  a  little 
poem  called  “  The  End  of  the  Play,  ”  with  which 
Mr.  Thackeray’s  Christmas  book,  “Dr.  Birch 
and  his  Young  Eriends,”  closes;  and  as  its 
plaintive  tone  of  farewell  would  seem  to  be 
especially  in  harmony  with  the  author’s  removal 
from  the  scene,  I  will  quote  the  entire  verse : 

“My  song,  save  this,  is  little  worth; 

I  lay  the  weary  pen  aside, 

And  wish  for  health,  and  love,  and  mirth. 

As  fits  the  solemn  Christmas-tide. 

As  fits  the  holy  Christmas  birth. 

Be  this,  good  friends,  our  carol  still— 

Be  peace  on  earth,  be  peace  on  earth. 

To  men  of  gentle  will.” 

He  laid  the  weary  pen  aside !  If  these  simple 
but  impressive  words  may  be  taken  as  a  fore¬ 
shadowing  of  what  his  feelings  might  be  when 
called  upon  to  lay  it  .aside  for  the  last  time,  we 
may  well  believe  that  at  that  sad  moment  his 
thoughts  were  full  of  prayer  for  the  earthly 
peace  of  all. 

The  duty  of  describing  in  detail  the  funeral 
of  Mr.  Thackeray  must  be  left  to  his  biogra¬ 
pher — a  character  which  will,  doubtless,  ere 
long  be  assumed  by  one  who  can  speak  of 
“greatness  greatly;”  but  as  I  was  present  on 
that  mournful  occasion  I  am  constrained  to  al¬ 
lude  to  it,  as  affording  the  last  link  in  the  chain 
of  my  reminiscences  of  this  conspicuous  exam¬ 
ple  of  representative  men. 

It  was  on  the  morning  of  the  30th  Decem¬ 
ber  that  Thackeray  was  carried  to  his  resting- 
place  in  Kensal  Green  Cemetery.  The  atmos¬ 
phere  was  warm,  crisp,  and  clear;  the  ground 
was  unusually  elastic,  and  there  was  a  genial 
glow  over  the  face  of  nature  which  almost  for¬ 
bade  the  idea  that  the  hundreds  who  were 
hastening  to  the  burial-place  were  absorbed  by 
other  than  cheering  thoughts. 


“The  sun  shone  bright  o’erhead  ; 

Nothing  in  Nature’s  aspect  intimated 
That  a  great  man  was  dead.” 

The  number  of  persons  present  was  estimated 
at  about  2000,  and  among  them  were  many 
of  the  chosen  lights  of  literature  and  art.  Mr. 
Charles  Dickens,  Mr.  Eobert  Browning,  Mr. 
Anthony  Trollope,  Mr.  Mark  Lemon,  Mr.  G. 
H.  Lewes,  the  historian  and  critic  ;  Mr.  Theo¬ 
dore  Martin,  poet  and  satirist ;  Dr.  Eussell,  of 
the  Times;  Mr.  Erederick  Lawrence,  the  au¬ 
thor  of  “The  Life  of  Eielding;”  Mr.  Higgins 
(Jacob  Omnium),  Mr.  Eobert  Bell,  Mr.  Millais, 
E. A.,  Mr.  George  Cruikshank,  Mr.  John  Leech, 
Mr.  Shirley  Brooks,  Mr.  Horace  Mayhew,  Mr. 
Charles  Mathews,  Mr.  Tom  Taylor,  Mr.  Cres- 
wick,  E.A.,  M.  Louis  Blanc,  Mr.  John  Tenniel, 
Mr.  Edmund  Yates — these  are  a  few  taken  al¬ 
most  at  random  from  the  numerous  gathering 
of  friends  assembled  at  the  cemetery  ;  hut  the 
most  noteworthy  circumstance  struck  me  as  be¬ 
ing  the  deep  sympathy  shown  in  the  event  by  a 
very  large  majority  who  could  have  known  no¬ 
thing  of  Thackeray  except  from  his  works. 

It  was,  in  truth,  a  ceremony  so  full  of  uni¬ 
versal  interest  that  it  will  be  remembered  as  a 
tribute  of  respect  to  one  of  the  few  whose  genius 
could  alone  command  it ;  and,  if  I  might  be  al¬ 
lowed  for  one  moment  to  associate  the 
Thackeray  with  the  scene,  I  should  remark  how 
forcibly  it  brought  to  the  recollection  of  many, 
who  saw  the  hearse  enter  the  grounds,  the  fu¬ 
neral  of  Douglas  Jerrold,  when  the  noble  gray 
head  now  laid  low  was  observed  towering 
among  the  pall-bearers.  Indeed  the  mournful 
proceeding  brought  these  two  great  names 
closely  together  in  my  mind ;  and  I  am  free  to 
confess  that,  remembering  what  I  had  seen  of 
the  inherent  kindness  of  each,  and  recognizing 
so  many  faces  at  Kensal  Green,  which,  six 
years  before,  I  had  marked  at  the  ceremony  at 
Norwood,  I  could  not  but  regard  the  coinci¬ 
dence  as  fraught  with  both  pleasure  and  pain. 
So  striking,  I  thought,  was  the  similarity  be¬ 
tween  the  circumstances  attending  the  two 
burials,  that  it  was  difficult  to  dispel  the  illusion 
that,  although  the  two  men  were  not  bound  to¬ 
gether  in  life  by  the  strongest  ties  of  friendship, 
the  same  spirit  of  literary  brotherhood  which 
had  guided  their  fortunes  on  earth  seemed  to 
hover  at  last  over  their  graves. 


DID  SHE  DREAM  IT? 

“  TE  I  stand  here,  I  saw  it!”  Such  is  the 
i  utterance  of  Macbeth’s  passionate,  pro¬ 
found  conviction  that  he  saw,  actually  saw, 
with  his  own  eyes,  the  awful  shape  none  else 
could  see,  and  the  sight  of  which  blanched  his 
cheeks  with  fear.  “  If  I  stand  here,  I  saw  it, 
innocent,  suffering  Julia  Challoner  might  have 
said — mentally  did  say — as  she  stood  at  her 
window,  and  gazed  with  pale  face  and  startled, 
wondering,  longing  eyes  out  upon  the  ^  grass 
and  trees  on  which  the  moonlight  was  shining. 
She  trembled ;  but  not  with  fear,  nor  yet  with 
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cold ;  only  with  excitement,  wonder,  bewilder¬ 
ment,  and  something  almost  like  a  feverish 
hope  and  joy.  “I  did  see  it!”  she  said  to 
herself.  “  I  am  not  dreaming,  or  deluding  mj’- 
self,  or  out  of  my  senses.  It  was  he :  I  saw 
him.” 

It  was  after  midnight,  and  Julia  had  been 
lying  in  bed,  not  asleep  but  wide  awake,  and 
thinking  earnestly  and  anxiously.  The  win¬ 
dow  of  the  room  was  opposite  the  foot  of  her 
bed ;  so  that,  as  she  lay  awake,  her  eyes  natu¬ 
rally  rested  on  the  window  and  the  foliage  which 
broke  the  rays  of  the  moon  and  darkened  the 
chamber.  Her  mind  was  much  disturbed  by 
an  agitating  question,  such  as,  perhaps,  no  wo¬ 
man  ever  ought  to  have  to  consider. 

“  Shall  I  marry  him  ?”  That  was  the  ques¬ 
tion  ;  and  when  I  say  a  woman  never  ought  to 
have  to  consider  such  a  question,  I  mean  that 
the  mere  existence  of  the  doubt,  tbe  mere  ne¬ 
cessity  of  making  the  inquiry  and  thinking  oyer 
it,  ought  to  be  a  decisive  and  prompt  reply. 
Where  there  is  doubt  enough  to  ask,  there 
ought  to  be  no  doubt  of  the  answer.  Some 
thought  of  this  was  in  poor  Julia’s  mind,  and 
disturbed  her  conscience. 

“Can  I— ought  I  to  marry  him?  Can  I 
help  myself?  Can  I  avoid  marrying  him  ?  I 
do  not  love  him,  and  I  never  can;  and  he 
knows  it.  But  he  loves  me ;  and  he  has  so 
long  been  faithful  and  true,  and  he  is  so  good 
—and  Lionel  loved  him.  Oh,  I  don’t  see  how 
I  can  draw  back— and  yet  I  feel  so  tortured ! 
If  Heaven  would  only  send  me  some  hint  or 
guidance!  I  wish  I  were  a  Roman  Catholic, 
that  I  might  pray  to  the  Virgin.” 

She  tossed  on  her  bed,  and  turned  her  face 
to  the  wall.  At  that  moment  the  room  seem¬ 
ed  to  grow  dark,  and  a  cold  air  breathed  over 
her,  and  she  almost  thought  she  heard  a  low, 
faint  sound,  like  a  sigh.  She  looked  toward 
the  window,  and  saw,  or  thought  she  saw,  some¬ 
thing  which  caused  her  to  spring  up  in  the  bed 
and  stretch  out  her  arms ;  and  she  was  about 
to  utter  a  wild  cry  of  surprise  and  excitement 
and  joy,  but  with  a  strong  effort  she  controlled 
herself,  and  was  silent.  She  gazed  at  the  win¬ 
dow  fixedly  for  some  seconds ;  then  she  left  the 
bed  noiselessly,  and  crossed  the  floor,  and  stood 
at  the  window,  and  strove  to  follow  with  her 
eyes  something  that  seemed  to  disappear  as  she 
looked.  And  it  was  then  that  she  said  to  her¬ 
self  the  words  already  given:  “It  was  he-  I 
saw  him !” 

What  she  saw,  or  thought  she  saw,  was  the 
figure  of  a  3mung  man  with  dark  hair  and 
bronzed  cheeks,  and  a  manly,  open  expression 
genial  despite  the  deep  sadness  that  covered 
his  face.  The  eyes  rested  on  hers,  and  were 
full  of  love  and  pity  and  tenderness.  After  a 
few  seconds  the  figure  seemed  to  withdraw; 
and  it  was  then  that  Julia  rose  from  her  bed 
and  followed  it  with  her  eyes  until  it  disap¬ 
peared,  or  was  lost  to  sight  somehow,  among 
the  trees  and  shrubs. 

One  thing  had,  amidst  all  her  wonder  and  be¬ 


wilderment,  made  a  clear,  distinct,  and  predom¬ 
inant  impression  upon  her  mind.  She  was  in¬ 
deed  convinced  that  she  had  seen  something 
which  could  neither  have  been  created  nor  ex¬ 
plained  by  any  ordinary  and  familiar  processes 
of  nature ;  but  yet  the  face  which  looked  on 
her,  the  eyes  which  gazed  into  hers  with  such 
tenderness  unspeakable,  did  not  show  like  those 
of  the  dead.  Not  a  ghost  come  from  the  grave 
seemed  to  have  stood  at  her  window,  but  the 
spiritual  eidolon  of  a  living  man. 

“Oh,  Lionel,”  the  girl  murmured,  falling  on 
her  knees,  and  bursting  into  a  passion  of  tears, 
“  do  not  leave  me  in  this  fearful  state  of  doubt ! 
Send  me  some  other  sign !  Come  to  me  again ! 
You  are  still  living — ^I  know  it !  Do  not  leave 
me  to  this  distraction  and  misery,  but  make  me 
some  clear  sign  that  I  may  know  where  you 
are,  and  if  we  are  ever  to  meet  again !  ” 

That  night,  however,  she  saw  nothing  more ; 
and  the  dawn  came  before  she  fell  asleep.  For 
she  had  now  more  than  ever  cause  to  torture 
herself  with  doubts,  and  to  weary  her  mind  by 
thinking  what  she  must  do. 

But  although  she  had  slept  so  little  she  arose 
early  and  promptly.  For  she  had  promised  to 
take  a  ride  that  day  in  company  with  her  af¬ 
fianced  lover. 

The  story  of  the  engagement  between  Julia 
Challoner  and  Ronald  Levett  was  somewhat 
strange,  and  had  much  that  was  painful  in  it. 
Lionel  Black  and  Ronald  Levett  were  first 
school-fellows,  then  college  friends,  then  fast 
friends  in  the  outer  world.  Both  ■were  artists 
—painters — but  with  a  considerable  difference 
in  the  conditions  under  which  thej'"  practiced 
art.  Lionel  Black  was  poor,  and  meant  to  live 

his  painting ;  Ronald  Levett  was  the  only 
son  of  a  man  who  had  made  a  large  fortune  in 
trade,  and  was  now  in  weakly  health.  Both 
young  men  were  New  Yorkers  by  birth ;  but 
there  was  in  Levett’s  blood  some  leaven  of  the 
Cuban  creole,  and  people  said  his  mother  had 
been  a  slave  in  one  of  the  Havana  hotels,  and 
was  thence  bought,  brought,  and  married  by  the 
elder  Levett.  However  that  may  be,  Levett 
the  younger  was  that  rare  creature,  a  “  swell” 
artist.  Like  the  late  Augustus  Egg,  he  used  to 
ride  to  his  studio  on  a  magnificent  horse,  with 
a  dashing  groom  behind  him  ;  or  set  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  in  commotion  by  clattering  up  there 
four  in  hand.  In  Paris  and  in  Rome  Levett 
amazed  the  modest  circles  of  art  by  his  splen¬ 
did  displays  and  his  lavish  expenditure.  It 
does  not  take  much,  indeed,  in  the  way  of  ex¬ 
pense  to  dazzle  the  eyes  of  a  Roman  art-stu¬ 
dent  ;  but  Levett  did  certainly  displaj'  a  genu¬ 
ine  Fifth  Avenue  prodigality  of  costly  barba- 
lism.  Yet  he  and  Lionel  Black  were  as  fast 
friends  as  ever.  Black  often  laughed  good- 
humoredly  at  his  comrade’s  magnificence,  but, 
as  he  did  not  envy  it,  he  made  no  pretense  of 
despising  it.  All  things  went  on  well  with 
them  until  an  unlucky  chance  made  them  both 

*  P  I'"  same  girl.  This  is  a  sort 

ot  tatahty  happening  to  a  pair  of  friends  so  oft- 
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en  in  the  drama  and  romance  that  we  are  apt 
to  forget  that  it  occurs  much  more  often  still 
in  real  life. 

The  girl  they  fell  in  love  with  was  a  young 
American,  who  usually  passed  the  winter  with 
her  father  and  mother  in  Home.  Julia  Chal- 
loner  was  her  name,  and  she  was  a  girl  who 
might  fairly  he  called  beautiful ;  but  who  was 
especially  attractive  because  of  the  exquisite 
simplicity,  sweetness,  and  truthfulness  of  her 
nature,  and  the  delicate  refinement  of  her  in¬ 
tellectual  tastes.  The  two  young  artists  were 
constant  visitors  at  her  father’s  house.  “The 
wind  and  the  beam  loved  the  rose,”  in  Lord 
Lytton’s  pretty,  sentimental  poem — “and  the 
rose  loved  one.”  In  this  instance,  the  one  whom 
the  rose  loved  was  the  moneyless  artist,  Lionel 
Black. 

Eonald  Levett  was  the  first  to  speak.  He 
proposed  for  the  girl,  and  he  had  to  back  him 
all  the  influence  her  father  and  mother  could 
give;  hut  Julia  frankly  and  firmly  refused  to 
marry  him — and  this  was  the  first  time  in  his 
life  that  Ronald  Levett  had  been  refused  any 
thing  on  which  he  had  set  his  heart.  He  real¬ 
ly  loved  the  girl  passionately;  hut  in  his  dis¬ 
appointment  there  was  mingled  other  bitterness 
than  that  of  misprized  love.  Yet  he  put  a 
good  face  upon  the  matter  until  it  became  only 
too  evident  to  him  that  his  old  friend  and  com¬ 
rade  had  only  to  ask  for  the  love  which  was  re¬ 
fused  to  him.  Indeed,  Julia’s  whole  soul  some¬ 
times  spoke  out  of  her  clear,  candid  eyes  when 
she  looked  at  Lionel  Black;  and  Black  must 
have  been  blind  if  he  had  not  seen  it.  So  he 
asked  her  one  evening  for  her  love — he  had 
kept  back,  poor  fellow,  thus  far,  only  because 
he  had  no  money,  and  she  put  her  hand  in  his, 
and  pledged  herself  to  marry  him.  There  was 
a  good  deal  of  opposition  on  the  part  of  Julia’s 
father  and  mother ;  not  very  unreasonable  from 
their  point  of  view ;  and  at  last  they  insisted  on 
some  delay.  Lionel  must  win  his  way  a  little 
before  they  wmuld  consent  that  he  should  have 
their  daughter.  Lionel,  who  was  actually  be¬ 
ginning  to  make  his  way  already,  and  was  in 
every  sense  a  manly  fellow,  was  willing  to  wait 
and  prove  what  was  in  him.  Indeed,  he  would 
have  accepted  almost  any  conditions  which 
promised  him  Julia  in  the  end — and  so  they 
were  to  wait,  and  were  not  even  to  be  bound, 
meanwhile,  by  any  thing  which  Julia’s  family 
would  recognize  as  an  engagement. 

When  Ronald  Levett  heard  what  had  hap¬ 
pened  he  gave  way  to  a  perfect  tempest  of 
passion.  He  attacked  his  old  comrade  with 
furious  reproaches  ;  and  they  might  have  had 
a  fierce  quarrel  but  that  Lionel  was  too' gen¬ 
erous,  and  now  too  happy,  not  to  make  full  al¬ 
lowance  even  for  the  most  unreasonable  ex¬ 
pression  of  his  friend’s  disappointment  and  frus¬ 
trated  love.  In  a  few  days  Eonald  returned 
to  himself;  became  calm  and  reasonable;  held 
out  his  hand  to  Lionel,  and  begged  for  a  for¬ 
giveness  which  was  cordially  offered  before  he 
had  time  to  ask  explicitly  for  it.  So  the  old 


comrades  became  comrades  once  more ;  and 
they  presently  set  out  together  to  make  a  tour 
through  Sicily. 

This  tour  was  the  occasion  of  an  event  which 
created  at  the  time  a  wild  and  painful  excite¬ 
ment.  Both  the  young  men  were  missing  for 
several  dap  from  Palermo.  At  last  Ronald 
dragged  himself  one  day  back  to  the  hotel. 
He  was  wasted,  haggard,  exhausted,  and  with, 
a  gunshot  wound  in  the  left  arm.  His  story 
was  shocking.  Black  and  he  had  wandered  too 
far  into  the  mountain  region,  and  were  attacked 
by  brigands.  The  comrades  had  revolvers,  and 
foolishly  used  them  in  a  futile  resistance.  Lev- 
ett  received  a  wound  in  the  arm — Black  received 
several  wounds.  They  were  dragged  away, 
faint  and  bleeding.  'The  brigands  proposed 
to  send  one  of  them  back  to  Palermo  to  obtain 
ransom  for  both ;  but  before  any  arrangement 
could  be  made  poor  Lionel  died.  Levett  was 
so  much  broken  down  by  his  wound,  and  by  his 
horror  and  agony  at  the  death  of  his  friend,  that 
he  fell  into  a  senseless  state,  and  lay  on  the 
earth  like  a  corpse.  He  assumed  that  the  brig¬ 
ands  looked  on  him  as  a  dying  man,  and  gave 
up  any  idea  of  recovering  the  ransom  on  which 
they  had  originally  fixed.  So  they  were  con¬ 
tent  with  plundering  him  of  all  the  money  he 
had — a  considerable  sum — and  his  watch  and 
rings  ;  and  they  left  him,  doubtless  in  the  be¬ 
lief  that  they  were  leaving  him  to  die.  But 
he  recovered  his  consciousness,  and  found  him¬ 
self  alone.  What  had  become  of  the  body  of 
his  hapless  friend  he  did  not  know  ;  but  he  as¬ 
sumed  that  the  robbers  must  have  flung  it,  to 
find  a  grave,  down  one  of  the  precipices  of  the 
mountain.  All  that  Eonald  Levett  knew  was 
that  he  saw  his  friend  die ;  that  he  himself  be¬ 
came  unconscious  ;  that  when  he  recovered  he 
found  himself  plundered  of  every  thing  valua¬ 
ble — and  alone. 

He  dragged  his  wounded  body  and  sad  spirit 
back  somehow,  in  weary  marches,  to  Palermo, 
where  his  story  created  an  appalling  sensation. 
Troops  were  sent  out  to  scour  the  country  ev¬ 
ery  where  in  the  hope  of  capturing  the  brig¬ 
ands,  or  even  recovering  the  body  of  poor  Li¬ 
onel  Black.  The  brigands  were  not  captured ; 
the  body  was  not  found.  After  a  while  the 
public  mind  lost  its  excitement ;  the  sensation 
passed  away ;  and  the  poor  young  American 
artist,  who  had  perished  so  miserably,  was  for¬ 
gotten. 

Not  forgotten  by  all.  The  friend  who  was 
by  his  side  when  he  fell,  the  girl  whom  he  loved 
these  did  not  foi'get  him.  Nothing  could  be 
more  profound  than  the  effect  which  the  ca¬ 
lamity  seemed  to  have  produced  on  Eonald 
Levett.  His  grief  was  made  the  more  bitter 
by  the  fact,  which  he  never  failed  to  tell  with 
stern  self-reproach,  that  it  was  he  who  had  sug¬ 
gested  the  fatal  excursion  to  the  mountains. 
His  grief  touched  even  the  almost  broken  heart 
of  Julia ;  and  a  common  sorrow  drew  them 
much  together. 

For  her  all  the  brightness  and  color  and 
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hope  were  gone  out  of  her  life.  She  seldom 
talked  much  about  her  grief  to  her  father,  or 
even  her  mother ;  for  she  was  painfully  con¬ 
scious  that  they  had  never  favored  her  love,  or 
looked  on  poor  Lionel  even  with  eyes  of  toler¬ 
ation.  There  was,  in  fact,  no  one  now  on  earth 
in  whose  society  she  found  any  thing  consoling 
or  sympathetic,  save  Ronald  Levett  alone.  His 
ananner  was  always  so  tender  and  soothing,  his 
tones  and  words  spoke  so  profound  a  sympathy, 
his  grief  for  his  lost  friend  was  so  earnest,  that 
Julia’s  heart  opened  and  softened  to  him.  She 
seldom  spoke  of  Lionel  to  any  one  but  Ronald  ; 
but  they  two  talked  long  and  often  of  the  youth 
who  was  gone.  So  it  came  that,  after  they  had 
returned  to  New  York,  and  Julia  was  in  her 
father’s  house  on  Staten  Island,  Ronald  at  last 
ventured  to  revive  the  memory  of  his  own  love- 
suit  ;  and  gently,  delicately  pressing  it  again 
and  again,  succeeded  in  drawing  from  Julia  a 
promise  that  she  would  yet  become  his  wife. 

It  was  in  the  stress  of  her  doubts  and  ago¬ 
nies,  after  the  promise  had  been  given,  that 
Julia,  lying  awake  in  her  room,  saw  one  night, 
or  thought  she  saw,  the  sight  that  has  been  de¬ 
scribed. 

She  did  not  breathe  a  word  of  what  she  had 
seen  to  any  one.  But  Avhen  riding  with  her  now 
accepted  lover  next  da)',  she  suddenly  said  : 

“Ronald,  I  have  promised  you  that  I  will 
marry  you.  But  that  is  because  we  believe 
poor  Lionel  to  be  dead.” 

“Believe  it,  dearest!  Do  we  not  know  it?” 

“Is  it  impossible,  quite  impossible,  that  he 
should  be  alive  ?” 

“Julia,  how  can  you  ask  such  a  question  of 
me?  Do  you  think  I  would  have  left  him  if 
there  was  any  chance  of  saving  him?  I  saw 
poor  Lionel  die.” 

The  tears  rushed  into  Julia’s  eyes,  and  she 
said  no  more. 

That  night  she  dreamed  of  Lionel — dreamed 
that  she  saw  him  alive  in  the  midst  of  a  group 
of  bandits.  The  dream  was  so  vivid,  and  her 
excitement  became  so  great,  that  she  screamed, 
and  awoke  at  the  sound  ;  and  when  she  opened 
her  eyes  the  same  scene,  the  same  forms  ap¬ 
peared — faint,  indeed,  and  shadowy,  but  still 
distinct  between  her  and  the  window.  Yes, 
there  it  was  ;  that  was  Lionel’s  form.  He  was 
alone  among  a  brigand  group.  She  saw’  all 
this  distinctly  for  a  moment,  and  then  it  was 
gone. 

This  kind  of  visitation,  or  dream,  or  what¬ 
ever  it  might  have  been,  seemed  to  have  taken 
possession  of  the  girl’s  senses  and  being  with 
the  return  of  every  night. 

One  morning  she  flung  herself  upon  her  knees 
before  her  father,  and  implored  him,  in  a  wild 
outburst  of  tears,  to  take  her  to  Sicily,  that  they 
might  try  to  find  Lionel — to  take  her  there  at 
once,  if  he  would  save  her  life  or  her  reason. 

“Father,  he  is  not  dead!  He  is  alive!  I 
know  it !  I  have  seen  him !  If  we  do  not 
seek  him  out,  I  shall  die — or  go  mad !” 

Mr.  Challoner  had  nothing  of  the  stern  pa¬ 


rent  of  the  drama  about  him.  He  would  have 
gone  round  the  world  a  dozen  times  to  relieve 
his  daughter’s  sorrow.  And  although  he  had 
no  faith  whatever  in  her  supernatural  admoni¬ 
tions,  he  had  sense  enough  to  see  that  for  her 
sake,  at  least,  they  must  be  obeyed  as  promptly 
and  strictly  as  if  their  genuineness  were  cer¬ 
tain.  Mrs.  Challoner  was  a  little  vexed  ;  but, 
perhaps,  in  her  heart,  was  more  inclined  to  at¬ 
tach  importance  to  her  daughter’s  nightly  vis¬ 
itations  than  her  husband.  At  all  events,  they 
would  sail  for  Europe  at  once;  and  nothing 
that  money,  perseverance,  and  patience  could 
do  should  be  left  undone  to  arrive  at  sorne  cer¬ 
tain  knowledge  of  Lionel  Black's  fate. 

But  was  it  not  certain  ?  Had  not  his  dear¬ 
est  friend  seen  him  die  ?  That  was  the  thought 
which  racked  poor  Julia’s  breast  as  she  lay 
awake  on  her  bed  the  night  of  the  day  when 
she  had  induced  her  father  to  promise  that  he 
would  take  her  to  Sicily.  How  could  Lionel 
be  alive  ?  Ronald  Levett  had  seen  him  die. 
Were  her  spiritual  warnings  only  delusive 
dreams  ? 

Even  as  she  tortured  herself  with  this  ques¬ 
tion,  an  unaccountable  inclination  to  sleep 
seemed  to  come  over  her.  She  sank  away  into 
a  dreamy,  almost  unconscious  state,  and  in  a 
moment  the  now  familiar  group  was  before  her 
again.  But  this  time  Lionel  seemed  to  be 
earnestly  arguing  with  his  captors ;  and  she 
thought  she  heard  his  voice,  faint,  distant,  but 
distinct.  What  words  did  she  seem  to  hear  in 
her  dreaming  ears  ? 

“  I  tell  you  it  is.  true”  (the  words  were  in 
Italian);  “he  iriY/ return.  Something  has  in¬ 
terposed  to  keep  him  back;  but  he  will  come 
with  the  ransom.  He  is  my  dearest  friend. 
Do  you  think  he  would  desert  me  ?  Kill  me, 
if  you  will;  I  can  not  help  myself,  and  I  am 
not  afraid  to  die.  But  you  will  only  lose  the 
ransom.  For  Ronald  Levett  will  come  back  for 
me,  unless  he,  too,  is  dead  ;  and,  unless  he  died 
before  he  reached  Palermo,  some  one  sent  by 
him  will  come  for  me.” 

She  started  up ;  and  lo !  there  still  was  the 
scene  before  her,  and  the  words  distinctly 
sounded  once  more  in  her  ears.  And  she  gave 
a  wild,  agonized  scream,  which  rang  through 
the  house,  and  before  many  seconds  had  pass¬ 
ed  her  alarmed  parents  were  beside  her.  But 
she  did  not  tell  them  what  new  conviction  had 
filled  her  soul.  That  she  kept  to  herself,  with 
an  inflexible  purpose  which  she  was  soon  to  ful¬ 
fill. 

Next  morning  came  Ronald,  and  she  saw 
him  alone.  He  began  by  a  gentle,  tender  re¬ 
monstrance  against  the  useless  enterprise  of 
the  journey  to  Sicily.  She  listened  to  him 
calmly,  and  then  said  : 

“Ronald  Levett,  do  you  know  why  I  am  re¬ 
solved  to  go  to  Sicily  ?” 

“No,  dearest ;  I  can  not  understand  it.  Of 
course  I  sympathize  with  your  feelings — ” 

“Hush!  Not  a  word  more  of  that  from 
your  lips!  I  am  going  to  Sicily  to  seek  for 


ANTEEOS. 


273 


the  friend  whom  you  deliberately  abandoned 
to  the  brigands,  falsely  declaring  that  you  saw 
him  die — you,  who  had  only  been  set  at  liberty 
in  order  that  you  might  return  with  the  ran¬ 
som  for  both !” 

“He  has  come  back!”  exclaimed  Levett, 
wildly.  And  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  a  ghastly 
pallor  on  his  face.  “  He  is  alive,  and  has  come 
back,  after  all — and  told  you  this  !” 

Then  the  wretched  man  fell  on  his  knees  be¬ 
fore  the  girl,  and  made  a  full  confession.  He 
and  Lionel  had  been  captured  by  the  brigands  ; 
they  had  used  their  revolvers ;  he  had  been 
wounded,  and  lie  alone ;  the  brigands  had  re¬ 
leased  him,  that  he  might  raise  the  ransom  for 
which  they  stipulated,  and  had  selected  him  as 
the  envoy,  because  of  his  wound,  which  would 
have  made  him  at  once  the  more  troublesome 
and  less  valuable  hostage.  When  he  found 
himself  free,  the  fearful  temptation  came  on 
him — the  temptation  to  rid  himself  forever  of 
a  rival  by  merely  leaving  Lionel  in  the  hands 
of  men  who  would  surely  kill  him  the  moment 
they  found  that  the  ransom  was  hopeless.  He 
yielded  to  the  temptation  ;  and  since  that  hour 
he  declared  that  life  had  been  to  him  a  perpet¬ 
ual  agony,  a  constant  present  hell.  Groveling 
in  the  abasement  of  utter  remorse,  he  begged 
to  be  allowed  to  devote  himself,  his  fortune,  his 
life,  to  the  rescue  of  Lionel,  should  Lionel  stiU 
be  alive — provided  only  that  Julia  would  con¬ 
sent  not  to  expose  his  guilt,  and  would  entreat 
of  Lionel  to  forgive  him. 

His  assistance  was  accepted  so  far  that  J ulia 
received  from  him,  and  carefully  noted  down, 
every  particular  which  could  be  of  service  in 
seeking  Lionel.  It  was,  for  instance,  of  the 
uttermost  importance  to  know  rvhat  were  the 
channels  of  underground  communication  by 
means  of  which  negotiations  W'ere  to  be  open¬ 
ed  with  the  brigands,  and  the  ransom  convey¬ 
ed.  Every  one  knows  that  in  all  the  large 
towns  of  Sicily  and  Naples  there  are  such  chan¬ 
nels  of  communication  with  brigandage.  The 


whole  business  is  very  systematic  in  its  arrange¬ 
ments,  and  its  secrets  are  kept  with  a  marvel¬ 
ous  fidelity. 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  Lionel  Black  was 
still  alive,  after  a  whole  year  of  wandering  and 
captivity  with  his  brigand  jailers.  More  than 
once  they  had  nearly  lost  patience,  and  many 
of  the  band  were  for  killing  him  ;  but,  of  course, 
while  there  was  the  faintest  chance  of  their  ob¬ 
taining  the  ransom,  his  life  was  worth  preserv¬ 
ing;  and  his  manly,  fearless,  truthful  nature 
had  won  much  of  their  confidence.  So  they 
kept  him  alive  for  a  whole  year,  and  at  last 
they  got  their  ransom;  and  there  entered  Pa¬ 
lermo,  one  day,  a  ragged,  thin,  bearded,  sun- 
browned  man,  who  was  soon  known  to  be  the 
American  artist  so '  long  believed  to  be  dead. 
And  it  may  be  doubted  whether  the  whole  long 
history  of  love  contains  the  story  of  a  meeting 
more  wild,  more  rapturous,  than  that  between 
Julia  Challoner  and  the  lover  who  seemed  to 
have  come  back  to  her  from  the  dead. 

Ronald  Levett’s  hideous  secret  was  conceal¬ 
ed  as  well  as  might  be.  The  world  understood 
that  he  had  been  deceived  when  he  supposed 
that  his  friend  had  received  a  death-wound  in 
the  encounter  with  the  brigands.  The  rest  of 
his  story,  as  he  originally  told  it,  was  allowed 
to  remain  unchallenged. 

But  Lionel  and  Julia,  now  married,  will  not 
live  in  New  York  while  he  lives  there.  They 
are  in  Rome ;  and  Lionel  is  likely  to  make  a 
name  in  art.  Julia  has  no  more  supernatural 
visitations ;  but  the  skeptic  would  find  it  hard 
indeed  to  convince  her  or  her  husband  that  her 
visions  were  but  the  oifspring  of  a  mind  un¬ 
hinged  by  passionate  grief,  and  by  a  secret, 
half-conscious,  irrepressible,  ever-present  sus¬ 
picion  of  Ronald  Levett’s  truth.  She  believes 
that  Heaven  sent  her  a  special  and  supernatu¬ 
ral  intimation  of  her  lover’s  existence,  and  of 
the  purpose  to  betray  him  ;  and  I  do  not  know 
why  any  one  should  wish  to  reason  her  out  of 
her  belief 


ANTEROS. 

Bt  the  Author  of  “Gut  Livingstone,”  “Sword  and  Gown,”  “Sans’Merci,” 
“Breaking  a  Butterfly,”  etc. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

ELIEVE  that  this  is  kindly  meant, 
though  it  bears  no  signature.  It  is 
your  purpose,  I  hear,  to  make  Lena  Shafton 
your  wife  ;  and  probably  you  care  little  whether 
your  choice  seems  to  the  world  wise  or  unwise  ; 
but  has  it  occurred  to  you  that  there  might  be 
other  obstacles  to  your  future  happiness  besides 
the  inequality  of  age  ?  You  are  too  brave  and 
honest  to  play  the  complaisant  husband,  and, 
stout  as  your  heart  is,  it  would  scarcely  bear 
up  under  dishonor,  or  even  the  suspicion  of  dis¬ 
honor.  I  bring  no  direct  accusation  against 
Von.  XLL— No.  242.- 1 8 


your  affianced ;  it  may  be  she  is  innocent,  in 
intent  as  well  as  in  deed ;  but  a  woman  who 
will  not  speak  truth  before  marriage  is  seldom 
to  be  trusted  after.  I  advise  you,  at  least,  to 
test  her  so  far :  ask  her  two  simple  questions. 
What  was  the  cause  of  her  sudden  departure 
from  town  in  the  season  that  she  wots  of,  and 
of  her  having  lived  in  retirement  ever  since  ? 
Next — How  long  is  it  since  she  saw  or  heard 
from  Caryl  Glynne  ?  If  she  can  answer  these 
questions  quite  frankly,  it  will  be  the  better  for 
you  both ;  if  she  can  not,  or  will  not,  other 
channels  of  information  are  open  to  you ;  even 
the  gossips  of  the  club  might  throw  some  light 
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upon  the  matter.  You  can  slight  this  counsel, 
if  you  choose ;  only  never  in  after-time  com¬ 
plain  that  you  were  not  warned.” 

This  letter,  on  the  d.ay  after  it  reached  him, 
Lord  Atherstone  had  placed  in  the  hands  of 
his  betrothed  without  a  word  of  comment ; 
and  he  stood  watching  her  now,  while  she 
read  it  through  earnestly — not  suspiciously.  It 
would  have  been  somewhat  difficult  to  guess, 
from  Lena’s  countenance,  at  the  nature  of  her 
emotion.  Her  cheek  flushed  at  first,  but  plain¬ 
ly  rather  in  anger  than  confusion  or  fear ;  but 
as  she  read  on  she  waxed  pale  again,  and  a  kind 
of  weary,  resigned  look  came  over  her  face,  like 
that  of  one  on  whom  some  old  annoyance  re¬ 
turns  not  unexpectedly.  When  she  had  quite 
finished,  she  dropped  the  letter  on  her  knees, 
and  looked  up  at  her  lover,  saying, 

“I  am  ready — quite  ready — to  answer.” 

‘  ‘  To  answer — what  ?” 

Her  brows  contracted  at  once.  She  thought 
beating  about  the  bush  singularly  ill-timed  here, 
and  rather  unworthy  of  the  speaker. 

“The  questions  suggested  here,  of  course. 
What  else  could  I  refer  to  ?” 

“I  am  in  the  dark  still,”  he  said,  quietly. 
“I  read  as  far  as  the  line  in  which  your  name 
appears— no  further.  I  flung  the  letter  aside 
then,  and  I  would  have  burned  it  on  the  in¬ 
stant  if  Marian  Ashleigh— she  was  the  only 
person  present — had  not  insisted  that  it  ought 
to  be  shown  to  you.” 

With  much  of  self-reliance,  Ralph  had  little 
self-conceit,  and  he  would  have  been  surprised, 
as  well  as  proud,  if  he  had  guessed  how  much 
nearer  these  few  words  brought  him  to  the  one 
wish  and  object  of  his  heart.  Lena’s  head  had 
been  raised  haughtily  enough  till  now ;  but  it 
sank  almost  to  her  breast  as  she  murmured : 

“  Is  it  possible  ?  Could  you  trust  me  so  ?” 

He  drew  close  to  her  side,  and  stood  silent 
for  some  seconds,  smoothing,  so  lightly  that  she 
scarcely  felt  the  touch,  the  folds  of  her  braided 
hair. 

“My  dear,”  he  said  at  last,  “did  you  think 
it  was  a  pretty  speech  when  I  told  you  that  I 
would  never  doubt  till  you  bade  me  do  so? 
You  may  have  your  All  of  compliments  wher¬ 
ever  you  go,  but  you  will  have  to  be  content 
with  plain  truths  at  home,  I  am  afraid ;  and 
this  was  one  of  them.  Will  you  believe  if  I 
repeat  it  over  again  in  sober  seriousness  ?” 

Her  hand  stole  upward,  and,  for  the  very  first 
time  since  their  betrothal,  sought  his  of  its  own 
accord ;  but  her  head  was  bowed  still. 

“Yes,  I  believe ;  only  I  wish  I  were  worthi¬ 
er.  But  I  can  be  frank  now,  at  all  events; 
and  you  must  listen,  even  if  you  dislike  it.” 

Then  taking  up  the  letter  from  where  it  lay 
on  her  lap,  she  read  it  out  aloud,  from  the  first 
to  the  last  word,  in  a  low,  even  tone.  While 
she  did  this  she  felt  his  grasp  tighten  round  her 
fingers ;  and  when  it  was  done,  looking  up  into 
his  face,  she  saw  that  it  was  dark  with  passion — 
so  dark  that  the  heart  of  many  women  would 
have  sunk  within  them,  even  had  they  felt  as¬ 


sured  that  the  menace  was  not  leveled  at  them¬ 
selves.  But  Miss  Shafton  felt  neither  fear  nor 
misgiving ;  her  smile,  though  somewhat  depre¬ 
cating,  was  meant  rather  to  bespeak  patience 
than  forbearance  ;  and  the  next  instant  her  lip 
was  curling  scornfully. 

“  I  am  not  quite  clear  about  the  kindly  mean¬ 
ing, she  said;  “but  there  is  truth  enough  to 
make  a  fair  libel,  and  the  questions  are  only 
such  as  you  might  have  pressed — not  ungener¬ 
ously  or  unjustly — ten  days  ago.  I  almost 
wish  you  had  pressed  them ;  however,  it  is  not 
quite  too  late  now.  You  have  just  heard  the 
name  of  the  one  person  for  whom  I  ever  cared. 
It  was  because  I  cared  so  much  that  mother 
carried  me  away  to  the  North  at  a  minute’s 
warning.  She  utterly  disapproved  of  our  in¬ 
timacy,  and  thought  that  it  was  broken  off  then 
and  there ;  indeed  there  never  was  any  real  en¬ 
gagement;  but,  while  it  was  possible  that  I 
could  marry  Caryl  Glynne,  I  was  not  free  to 
listen  to  any  other  man  ;  and  I  never  wished  to 
be  free.  I  have  believed  it  impossible  for  a 
long,  long  time ;  but  I  never  knew  it,  absolute¬ 
ly,  till  a  few  hours  before  I  accepted  you.  I 
saw  him  that  morning,  and  said  “good-by.” 
There  is  no  mystery  about  our  quiet  life  for 
these  few  years  past.  Mother  will  tell  you 
that  we  have  been  too  poor — much  too  poor — 
to  afford  a  house  or  lodgings  of  our  own  in 
town ;  and  my  aunt,  with  whom  we  used  to 
stay  in  those  days,  has  never  seen  fit  to  invite 
us  since.  She  was  awfully  angry  with  me  for 
my  folly,  I  believe,  and  took  this  way  of  show¬ 
ing  that  she  did  not  mean  to  abet  it.  I  would 
have  told  you  all  this  before,  if  you  had  asked 
me — indeed  I  would ;  but  if,  after  having  heard 
it,  you  choose  that  we  should  henceforth  be  no 
more  than  friends,  I  shall  always  think  of  you 
gratefully ;  and  you  will  do  as  much  for  me  ?” 

She  would  have  drawn  her  hand  away ;  but 
he  held  it  fast ;  and  before  he  opened  his  lips 
Lena  knew  how  he  had  decided — knew  that, 
whether  for  weal  or  woe,  her  destiny  remained 
unchanged. 

“Eriends?”  Ralph  answered,  rather  hoarsely. 
“Yes,  always  that,  I  trust ;  such  friends  as  hus¬ 
band  and  wife  should  be.  Providence  works 
with  queer  instruments,  they  say ;  but  a  better 
deed  has  not  often  been  wrought  by  base  hands 
than  has  been  done  here.  If  I  could  get  over 
the  insolence,  I  could  almost  thank  the  informer. 
My  dear,  I  felt  very  proud  and  happy  when  I 
took  your  troth  ;  but  you  have  made  me  much 
prouder  and  happier  to-day.  So  proud  and  so 
happy  that  I  can’t  even  think  it  a  miracle  that 
you  should  have  looked  on  my  face  without  dis¬ 
like,  with  that  other  one  fresh  in  your  memory; 
for  I  know  that  face  well — well  enough  to  fancy 
its  haunting  woipen  to  whom  Caryl  Glynne’s 
name  is  strange.  ” 

Her  color  had  been  less  steady  than  her  voice 
throughout ;  but  it  flickered  painfully  just  then  ; 
yet  her  countenance  lighted  up  withal,  like  that 
of  one  who,  possessing  some  rare  and  precious 
thing,  hears  it  valued  at  its  worth. 
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“  One  does  not  easily  forget  a  good  picture,” 
she  said,  after  a  minute’s  pause,  with  a  very 
fair  composure ;  “  and  there  is  no  sort  of  rea¬ 
son  why  this  one  should  be  turned  to  the  w'all. 
You  might  have  been  amused  if  you  had  watched 
our  adieux  that  morning ;  they  were  so  thorough¬ 
ly  cool  and  business-like.  It  is  bad  policy,  I 
think,  as  a  rule,  to  drop  one’s  old  acquaintances 
without  strong  reasons ;  but  if  you  wish  this 
name  scratched  from  my  visiting-list,  you  have 
only  to  say  so.  I  shall  make  no  objection,  and 
I  am  very  sure  Mr.  Glynne  will  not  complain.” 

There  was  a  tinge  of  bitterness  perhaps  in 
the  last  words ;  but  Lord  Atherstone  did  not 
notice  this. 

“One  never  knows  what  will  happen,”  he 
said,  with  his  short,  deep  laugh;  “but  I  feel 
pretty  safe  against  absurd  jealous  fits  just  now. 
I  am  not  likely  to  meddle  with  your  visiting-list, 
my  dear.  In  this,  and  in  other  things,  if  you 
please  yourself,  it  is  next  to  certain  that  you 
please  me.  Now,' don’t  you  think  you  had  bet¬ 
ter  make  ashes  of  that  well-meaning  letter  at 
once  ?” 

“No,  I  don’t  think  so,”  Lena  answered,  de¬ 
liberately.  “  It  is  worth  keeping,  if  it  is  only  to 
remind  me — supposing  I  am  ungrateful  enough 
to  forget  it — how  you  would  have  trusted  me 
blindfold.  You  let  me  have  my  way.” 

Of  course  he  let  her  have  it.  The  rest  of 
their  interview  was  comfortably  commonplace  ; 
and  it  lasted  till  Lord  Atherstone  had  only  just 
time  to  send  off  this  note  to  Templestowe  : 

“My  bear  Maeiau, — You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that 
I  followed  your  advice  religiously,  and  more  glad 
still  to  hear  that  Lena,  after  reading  the  letter  out  to 
me,  insisted — for  I  should  never  have  pressed  her — on 
answering  certain  questions  it  contained.  What  those 
questions  were,  or  how  she  answered  them,  concerns 
no  one  hut  ourselves ;  but  I  should  like  you — you  only 
— to  know  that,  if  it  were  possible,  I  have  better  rea¬ 
son  to-day  than  yesterday  to  rest  on  her  truth  and 
honor.  She  does  not  know  that  I  am  writing,  other¬ 
wise  she  would  thank  you,  perhaps  not  less  heartily 
than  I  do,  for  your  sound  counsel. 

“Affectionately  yours,  Atheestose." 

Not  one  of  these  simple  words  had  a  second 
intention  or  shade  of  sarcasm.  Nevertheless, 
judging  from  the  expression  of  Marian  Ash- 
leigh’s  countenance  as  she  read,  you  would 
have  guessed  that  in  every  one  there  was  a 
sting.  Yet  she  had  acted  from  the  best  of  mo¬ 
tives,  of  course  ;  and  verily  she  had  her  reward. 

Ay!  and  so  had  that  traitor  of  old  time, 
down  whose  throat  the  full  price  of  treason  was 
poured  in  the  guise  of  molten  gold. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  head  of  her  family  had  in  due  course 
been  made  aware  of  Lena’s  engagement ;  and, 
though  he  had  not  been  consulted  beforehand, 
had  been  good  enough  to  signify  his  approval 
thereof.  In  this  same  week  Miles  came  up  to 
town  for  the  express  purpose  of  being  present¬ 
ed  to  his  future  brother-in-law.  It  seemed  to 


Mrs.  Shafton  that  the  meeting  could  not  de¬ 
corously  be  deferred ;  and  yet,  from  the  bottom 
of  her  heart,  she  wished  it  well  ovei-.  Lord 
Atherstone  was  by  no  means  a  polished  dia¬ 
mond  ;  but  he  was  thorough-bred  even  in  his 
sauvagerie,  and  was  about  the  last  man  living 
to  appreciate  or  overlook  slang  or  swagger. 
That  Miles  had  a  way  of  “putting  side  on” — to 
use  his  own  vernacular — in  and  out  of  season, 
his  mother  could  not  deny.  However,  her  fears 
for  the  nonce,  at  least,  proved  groundless.  Cer¬ 
tain  instincts  of  race  still  survived  in  this  un¬ 
lucky  spendthrift,  and  in  spite  of  his  inveterate 
horsiness — Lacon,  the  steeple-chase  crack,  was 
his  model  of  manner  as  well  as  his  glass  of  fash¬ 
ion — he  did  occasionally  contrive  to  remember 
that  he  had  been  born,  if  not  bred,  a  gentle¬ 
man.  Furthermore,  howsoever  much  the  Brit¬ 
ish  subaltern  may  ignore  his  own  duties,  or 
sneer  at  the  service,  he  has  a  tendency,  you  will 
find,  as  a  rule,  to  speak  with  somewhat  “  ’bated 
breath”  in  the  presence  of  any  famous  veteran. 
Traveling  in  company  with  the  Archbishop  of 
Heligoland,  Lieutenant  Famish  will  select  his 
hugest  pw'o,  and  smile  serenely  through  the 
smoke-wreaths  at  the  wrathful  protest  of  the 
Right  Reverend  Father  in  God ;  but  if  Sir  Hec¬ 
tor  M'Murdo  be  his  fellow-passenger,  the  same 
ingenuous  youth  will  certainly  consult  that  truc¬ 
ulent  warrior  before  he  presumes  to  dally  with 
a  delicate  cigarette. 

On  the  present  occasion  Miles  Shafton  bore 
himself  with  a  singular  modesty,  savoring  indeed 
of  shyness.  His  brief  speech  of  congratula¬ 
tion,  though  evidently  prepared  beforehand,  was 
barely  intelligible ;  and  he  was  very  silent  after 
that  till  just  at  last,  when  he  warmed  up  into 
something  like  eloquence  to  acknowledge  Lord 
Athers tone’s  oflPer  of  mounts  later  in  the  season, 
if  Miles  would  be  their  guest  at  Templestowe. 
On  the  whole,  the  interview  was  satisfactory  to 
all  parties  concerned ;  and  to  this  efi'ect  Shafton 
expressed  himself  the  following  night,  while 
consuming  a  succession  of  “last  pipes”  in  his 
barrack-room  with  a  special  confidant : 

“He’s  the  right  sort,  I  can  tell  you,  Frank: 
as  hard  as  nails,  and  as  tough  as  pin-wire ; 
with  an  eye  like  a  game-cock’s ;  and  he  rides 
the  right  sort  of  cattle  too,  I  lay  odds ;  none 
of  the  snaffle-bridle  lumber  that  want  kicking 
and  hoisting  at  eveiy  fence,  and  do  a  brook  at 
twice ;  but  stuff  that  go  bang  up  to  their  bit, 
and  catch  hold  of  it  too  sometimes,  and  go  at 
a  bull-finch  as  if  they  would  eat  it,  and  jump 
just  as  far  as  they  can,  and  gallop  all  they 
know.  And  his  are  bound  to  be  two  stone 
over  my  weight,  that’s  one  comfort.  See  if  I 
don’t  take  the  change  out  of  some  of  ’em  before 
March.  ” 

“I  should  have  thought  you’d  got  pretty 
well  enough  of  your  own,”  the  other  remarked, 
“without  wanting  the  run  of  another  stable. 

“Well,  I’ve  got  eight  besides  the  chasers, 
which  doir’t  count;  but  there’s  always  some¬ 
thing  amiss  with  more  than  half  of  ’em.  D’you 
think  Paston  poisons  them  ?  I  shouldn’t  won- 
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der ;  he  crabs  every  animal  he’s  not  had  the 
buying  of  directly  it  comes  in ;  he's  clever 
enough  for  any  thing,  and  robber  too,  for  the 
matter  of  that.” 

“  Why  the  deuce  don’t  you  shunt  him,  and 
have  done  with  him,  instead  of  always  black¬ 
guarding  him  behind  his  back  ?  You’re  a  bit 
afraid  of  him,  I  do  believe.” 

“No,  I  ain’t  afraid,”  Miles  said,  simply; 
“but  I  can’t  aff’ord  to  quarrel  just  yet.  I 
couldn’t  well  shunt  him  without  paying  him, 
you  know.  I  keep  on  stopping  his  mouth  with 
tenners  on  account ;  but  I  haven’t  had  the  pluck 
to  look  at  his  bo@k  these  three  months.  If  it 
wasn’t  for  ‘  backin’  ’osses’  like  the  rest  of  us, 
what  a  pot  of  money  he’d  be  worth !  I  don’t 
believe  I  often  make  a  deal  without  some  stulF 
sticking  to  his  fingers.  Now,  if  I  went  to  stop 
at  Templestowe,  I’d  send  up  a  good  big  draft  to 
the  Corner,  and  I’d  get  enough  ready  that  way 
to  settle  with  Paston  and  leave  something  in 
hand  ;  and  I’d  stick  in  below  the  advertisement 
that  ‘  the  gentleman  can  thoroughly  recommend 
his  stud-groom,’  and  so  make  a  clean  sweep  of 
the  lot.  That  would  be  a  coo,  wouldn’t  it  ?” 

“Well,  it  would,”  Prank  Baker  assented; 
“and  looking  at  it  in  that  light,  I  don’t  think 
Templestowe  would  be  half  a  had  put-up  for 
you.  I  believe  you  do  occasionally  get  on 
grass  in  those  parts,  if  you  don’t  mind  long 
meets  ;  and  some  of  those  clay-countries  carry 
a  rare  scent.  It’s  natural  that  you  should  be 
pretty  full  on  your  brother-in-law.  But— but 
I  wonder  how  Miss  Shafton  likes  it.  The 
baron’s  a  long  way  past  mark  of  mouth,  isn’t 
he?” 

Though  late  hours  and  drink  and  devilry  of 
all  kinds  had  worked  havoc  with  Miles  Shaf- 
ton’s  big  brown  eyes,  they  were  still  sometimes 
very  like  Lena’s,  especially  when,  as  now,  they 
opened  wide  in  wonderment  or  anger. 

“  Like  it  ?”  he  said,  rather  sulkily.  “  Likes  it 
of  all  things,  of  course.  Why  the  deuce  shouldn’t 
she?  To  hear  you  talk  one  would  think  in 
these  matters  there  was  weight  for  age ;  be¬ 
sides,  she  ought  to  know  her  own  mind  by  this 
time.  What  makes  you  doubt  it  ?” 

“Nothing  in  particular,”  Baker  answered, 
sending  out  a  long  trail  of  smoke,  “only  it’s 
just  possible  she  might  have  liked  some  One 
else.  She  must  have  had  plenty  of  chances 
any  how,  with  that  figure  and  face.  You’d 
have  to  go  among  the  plain-headed  ones,  I’d 
reckon,  if  you  want  to  find  them  ‘fancy-free  ’ 
as  the  poet  has  it.” 

Shafton  scowled  at  the  speaker.  He  could 

knit  his  brows — felly  enough  sometimes _ this 

careless,  shiftless  prodigal. 

“  Poets  be  d — d,”  he  muttered.  ‘  ‘  Why  can’t 
you  speak  out  like  a  man  ?  You’ve  heard  some 
of  those  cursed  stories  about  her  and  Caryl 
Glynne,  I  suppose  ;  as  if  there  ever  could  have 
been  any  thing  in  it!  Is  it  likely  that  we’d 
have  ever  let  her  think  seriously  of  such  a  duf¬ 
fer  as  that?” 

The  dignity  of  the  “we”  was  superb,  con¬ 


sidering  that  Miles,  at  the  time  alluded  to,  was 
a  tailless  “infant”  with  rather  less  voice  in  the 
family  councils  than  his  mother’s  waiting-maid. 
Baker  saw  and  relished  the  absurdity;  though 
passably  illiterate,  he  w'as  gifted  with  a  brisk 
mother- whip  and  a  tenacious  memory;  and 
albeit  his  troop-accounts  were  to  him  a  burden 
and  a  snare,  he  could  under  certain  circum¬ 
stances  put  two  and  two  together  as  well  as  his 
neighbors.  There  having  been  “any  thing  in 
it”  did  not  strike  him  as  so  wildly  improbable. 
Moreover,  he  was  aware  that  Miles  had  certain 
small  social  ambition  independent  of  the  stable, 
and  would  have  given  half  his  yearly  pay  to  be 
allowed  to  stroll  thrice  through  the  Row  arm 
in  arm  with  the  “  duffer”  in  question — the  other 
half  for  the  privilege  of  calling  Glynne  in  pub¬ 
lic  by  his  Christian  name ;  but  all  things  go  by 
comparison.  By  the  side  of  Shafton,  hamper¬ 
ed  and  encumbered  as  he  was,  Baker  was  still 
virtually  a  pauper;  and  though  he  never  plun¬ 
dered  his  comrade  directly  or  indirectly,  the 
other  was  useful  to  him  in  various  ways;  in 
his  turn  Frank  felt  that  he  could  not  afford  to 
quarrel,  especially  about  a  matter  in  which  he 
had  no  personal  concern.  Lastljq  though  an 
outsider  perhaps  would  hardly  think  so,  there 
are  limits  even  to  mess  chaff. 

“You  did  quite  right,  Buster,”  he  said,  with 
perfect  gravity  (this  had  been  the  other’s  sobri¬ 
quet  ever  since  he  joined)  ;  “  such  a  thing 
couldn’t  be  stood,  at  any  price.  Mine  was  only 
a  shot  at  random,  and — here’s  wishing  all  luck 
to  you  and  yours.  You’ll  get  a  week’s  extra 
leave  out  of  this  business,  any  how,  and  that’s 
something  to  the  good,  in  these  hard  times. 
You  know  that  there’s  an  early  field-day  in 
orders  for  to-morrow?  Our  old  man’s  gone 
cracked  about  this  new  squadron-drill.  He’ll 
never  rest  till  he’s  lamed  half  the  troopers,  and 
worn  the  flesh  off  our  bones.  Now  I’m  off  to 
roost — good-night.  ’  ’ 

Miles  returned  the  salutation  very  ungra¬ 
ciously.  Willful  and  impatient  of  contradic¬ 
tion  to  a  degree,  and  occasionally  liable  to  vio¬ 
lent  outbreaks  of  passion,  he  was  seldom  sullen 
— still  more  seldom  suspicious  ;  but  when  once 
fairly  roused,  neither  his  discontent  nor  his 
misgivings  were  speedily  appeased.  It  was 
quite  true  that  he  counted  his  sister’s  fancy  for 
Glynne  among  the  things  utterly  passed  and 
gone ;  nevertheless.  Baker’s  hint  dove-tailed  so 
accurately  with  certain  other  doubts  lurking  in 
his  own  mind  that  he  fell  a-thinking  now. 

He  remembered  that,  when  he  saw  Lena 
alone,  before  his  meeting  with  Lord  Atherstone, 
if  she  did  not  look  like  a  martyr,  she  looked 
still  less  like  a  triumphant  bride  elect ;  and 
that  once  only  she  had  smiled:  this  was  when 
he  told  her  how  pleased  he  was  with  the  match, 
and  she  answered, 

“You  ought  to  be.” 

What  did  she  mean  by  that?  Was  it  possi¬ 
ble  that,  by  selling  herself,  she  hoped  to  help 
him  out  of  his  scrapes  ?  Not  a  very  new  way 
of  paying  old  debts  ;  but  he  felt — at  all  events. 
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for  the  moment — as  if  he  would  a  hundred 
times  rather  face  the  duns  and  difficulty  and 
disaster  in  his  own  way  than  evade  them  in 
this  fashion.  Great  and  good  men  have  con¬ 
sented — reluctantly,  hut  still  they  have  consent¬ 
ed  —  to  escape  out  of  prison  by  a  feminine 
stratagem,  leaving  wife  or  sister  or  mistress 
behind  them  in  ward  to  abide  the  consequence. 
In  like  strait,  prayers  and  tears  would  have 
been  wasted  on  Miles  Shafton.  He  would 
have  cast  off  the  pleader  somewhat  roughly, 
grumbling  out  good-by  as  he  thrust  her  from 
the  cell,  and  then,  taking  no  sort  of  credit  for 
self-sacrifice,  would  have  waited  doggedly,  if 
not  serenely,  the  coming  of  the  doomster. 
“Not  a  bad  devil  at  bottom,”  as  said  his  few 
apologists.  Did  it  ever  strike  any  of  them  that, 
if  in  earlier  days  he  had  fallen  under  guidance 
strong,  wise,  and  gentle,  he  need  not  necessarily 
have  turned  out  a  “devil?”  When  in  the 
pursuit  of  his  fancy,  he  recked  no  more  of  the 
interests  he  imperiled  than  the  Wild  Huntsman 
did  of  the  corn  he  trampled  under  hoof ;  hut  in 
his  sober  moments  he  was  not  wholly  selfish, 
and  could  be  lavish  of  tilings  more  precious  than 
coin,  and,  in  his  ill-regulated,  irrational  manner, 
he  certainly  loved  his  sister.  The  possibility 
floated  before  him  now  of  sending  all  his  live 
and  dead  stock  into  the  market ;  of  exchange 
into  a  sedate,  beetle-crushing  corps ;  of  de¬ 
tachment  duty  in  some  wilderness  where  foxes 
are  shot  down  as  vermin,  and  shilling-whist 
considered  a  dissipation  ;  of  foreign  service  on 
some  station  with  no  game  bigger  than  a  jackal 
to  shoot  or  spear ;  and  these  visions  were  very 
dreary ;  yet  the  worst  of  them  was  pleasanter 
than  that  of  Lena  standing  before  the  altar 
with  her  fiice  white  and  set.  It  was  not  too 
late  yet ;  he  would  go  up  to  town  again  to¬ 
morrow  and  have  it  out  with  her — he  would — 
and  to  his  determination  he  added  an  oath. 

At  this  point  in  his  reverie  the  ill-used  pipe¬ 
clay  crumbled  betwixt  his  strong,  sharp  teeth, 
and  the  hrule-gueule  pitched  forward  against  the 
fender,  snapping  short  off  at  the  bowl.  It  was 
an  old  favorite,  and  not  a  light  loss,  as  we  all 
know ;  nevertheless.  Miles  felt  rather  glad  of 
an  excuse  for  giving  vent  to  his  spleen  and 
breaking  off  his  meditations,  as  he  leaped  up 
with  a  curse,  and  ground  the  fragments  to  dust 
under  his  spurred  heel.  Then,  after  driving 
another  “nail” — a  long  and  heavy-headed  one 
— he  betook  himself  to  bed,  and  in  five  minutes 
had  growled  himself  to  sleep. 

But  things  looked  much  rosier  on  the  mor¬ 
row.  The  field-day  was  short  and  brilliant, 
and  the  chief,  albeit  in  fault-finding  humor,  was 
fain  to  admit  that  Lieutenant  Shafton,  in  his 
captain’s  absence,  had  led  his  troop  very  credit¬ 
ably.  Directly  after  stables,  a  dealer,  long- 
suffering  in  point  of  payment,  brought  over  a 
five-year-old  that  even  the  captious  Paston  al¬ 
lowed  “  had  rare  bones,  and  looked  very  prom¬ 
isin’.”  'rhe  trial,  and  subsequent  purchase, 
took  up  all  the  afternoon  ;  and  that  same  even¬ 
ing  brought  Miles  an  invitation  to  a  big  coun¬ 


try  house,  famed  for  its  covers  and  its  claret ; 
and  so  the  time  of  grace — if  there  ever  was 
such  time — passed  by,  and  any  chance  of  ex¬ 
planation  with  Lena  was  lost.  Had  he  carried 
out  his  first  intention,  he  might  have  had  the 
barren  satisfaction  of  reflecting  that  he  had 
done  his  duty — nothing  more. 

If  the  journey  on  which  Lena  Shafton  was 
embarking  was  fraught  with  danger,  she  started 
at  least  with  open  eyes,  after  duly  counting  all 
the  cost.  Nor  would  she  have  paused  or  turned 
aside  now  for  any  omen  or  warning.  Was  it 
likely  that  the  woman  who,  if  she  could  not 
quell,  had  so  smothered  the  beating  of  her  own 
heart  that  Caryl  Glynne  had  gone  forth  from 
her  presence  never  witting  thereof,  would,  now 
that  the  chords  were  fairly  stilled,  awake  them 
again  at  the  bidding  of  Miles  Shafton  ? 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Albeit  his  philosophy  was  rather  practical 
than  proverbial,  and  he  knew  naught  of  the 
Cabala,  the  sweet  Singer  of  Israel  sometimes 
approved  himself  wiser  than  the  Sage  who 
sprang  from  his  loins.  Take  the  episode  of 
Bathsheba’s  child  ;  it  was  the  first-fruit  of  the 
simple  love  sealed  with  the  blood  of  betrayed 
Uriah;  yet,  nevertheless  —  alas!  perchance 
therefore — more  precious  in  the  father’s  sight 
than  the  fairest  son  born  to  him  in  Salem.  For 
six  weary  days  and  nights  he  lay  prone  and  fast¬ 
ing,  wrestling  with  the  Avenger  in  prayer,  if 
the  decree  gone  forth  against  the  frail  life  might 
yet  be  annulled.  But  w'hen  the  servants,  in  fear 
and  quaking,  told  him  that  the  end  was  come, 
the  king  “arose  from  the  earth,  and  washed, 
and  anointed  himself,  and  changed  his  apparel, 
and  came  into  the  house  of  the  Lord,  and  wor¬ 
shiped  ;  then  he  came  to  his  own  house ;  and 
when  he  required,  they  set  bread  before  him, 
and  he  did  eat.” 

Many  centuries  have  passed  since  David  set 
us  that  brave  ensample,  and  still  they  be  few  who 
seem  to  realize  that  over  what  may  not  be  re¬ 
deemed  repentance  befits  us — not  repining; 
ay !  and  that  it  is  as  vain  to  make  moan  over 
our  ruined  hopes  as  over  our  buried  darlings. 

The  rule  holds  good  in  trivial  matters  not 
less  than  in  grave ;  therefore  I  think  Marian 
Ashleigh  deserves  some  credit  for  the  manner 
in  which  she  bore  herself  during  the  brief  inter¬ 
val  between  the  incidents  chronicled  above  and 
Lord  Atherstone's  marriage.  She  “  had  drawn 
a  good  bow  at  Hastings,”  and  if  her  shafts  had 
hitherto  spent  themselves  to  little  purpose,  she 
was  not  therefore  tempted  to  break  up  her  ar- 
tiller}",  but  rather  set  about  to  replenish  her 
quiver,  -waiting  till  the  convenient  season  should 
come  for  voiding  it  once  more.  In  plain  word, 
she  made  no  further  effort  to  check  or  change 
the  course  of  events,  but  stood  watching  it  as 
placidly,  if  not  complacently,  as  the  miller 
watches  the  brook  that  sooner  or  later  will  turn 
his  wheel.  Moreover,  she  A-ied,  not  unsuccess- 
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fully,  to  make  her  husband  decently  amenable 
— amiability  in  Philip  being  out  of  the  question. 

Now  when  the  match  is  entirely  to  the  mind, 
not  only  of  the  contracting  parties  but  of  all 
ever  so  remotely  concerned  therein,  the  making 
acquaintance  with  new  relatives  is  rather  a 
trial  of  temper  and  nerve.  If  the  trotting  out 
he  performed  ever  so  unobtrusively,  it  is  diffi¬ 
cult  to  get  rid  of  the  impression  th.at  stock  is 
being  taken  of  our  moral  and  physical  sound¬ 
ness  ;  and  while  this  lasts  the  most  simple  and 
benevolent  people  appear  disagreeable,  judicial, 
and  inquisitive.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  fancy 
about  it,  of  course;  but  as  the  same  applies  to 
most  mortal  pains  and  pleasures,  this  does  not 
help  the  patient  materially.  You  have  heard 
of  a  tyrannical  schoolmistress  who,  on  each  of 
her  birthdays,  used  to  he  endowed  with  a  gift 
more  or  less  costly,  which,  by  a  fearful  fiction, 
was  supposed  to  be  a  voluntary  testimonial 
from  her  grateful  pupils  ?  If  you  can  imagine 
the  feelings  and  demeanor  of  the  scholar  who, 
by  virtue  of  seniority,  was  compelled  to  pro¬ 
nounce  the  presentation  address,  you  will  form 
a  tolerable  idea  of  Mr.  Ashleigh’s  on  the  occa¬ 
sion  of  his  first  interview  with  Lena  Shafton. 
Lord  Atherstone  was  present,  and  this  in  itself 
would  have  prevented  any  overt  demonstration 
of  dislike  or  discourtesy  ;  but  the  tone  of  Phil¬ 
ip’s  jerky  commonplaces — to  say  nothing  of  the 
fidgetiness  of  his  manner — showed  plainly  how 
the  position  galled  and  irked  him.  Marian’s 
talent,  before  alluded  to,  of  making  rough 
places  smooth,  came  in  conveniently  here  ;  with¬ 
out  attempting  to  hold  the  thread  of  the  con¬ 
versation,  she  contrived  to  fill  up  the  gaps  be¬ 
fore  they  became  awkwardly  apparent ;  and, 
without  forcing  familiarit}'-,  was  as  genial  as 
even  Lord  Atherstone  could  desire.  And  here¬ 
in  she  was  ably  seconded  by  Mrs.  Shafton  ;  this 
good  lady’s  discourse  was  not  especially  wise  or 
witty ;  after  chatting  with  her  for  an  hour  or 
so  people  went  away  with  a  vague  impi'ession 
of  her  cleverness,  yet  probably  not  a  single 
sentence  that  she  had  uttered  dwelt  upon  their 
memory ;  however,  her  small  talk  made  very 
fair  padding,  and  on  this,  as  on  many  other,  oc¬ 
casions  answered  its  purpose  admirably.  Lena 
was  perfectly  cordial,  but  not  at  all  fluttered  or 
eager ;  indeed  it  was  not  to  her  a  very  terrible 
ordeal.  She  had  not  felt  particularly  anxious 
before  the  interview,  and  the  result  neither 
elated  nor  disappointed  her.  She  thought  it 
would  he  pleasant  for  all  parties  if  the  Ashleighs 
took  her  marriage  in  good  part,  and  was  will¬ 
ing  to  conciliate,  but  not  to  sue  humbly  for 
their  favor;  if  it  was  granted,  she  would  be 
reasonably  grateful;  if  it  was  withheld,  she 
would  not  be  rancorous.  Philip  Ashleigli  she 
fathomed  at  once ;  she  was  just  as  likely  to 
make  friends  with  a  barrel-organ  as  ever  to 
sympathize  with  his  set  speeches  and  querulous 
egotism  ;  but  her  nerves  were  not  very  irritable, 
and  if  he  would  confine  himself  to  being  pas¬ 
sively  obnoxious  she  would  be  satisfied.  With 
his  wife  she  was  decidedly  prepossessed. 


Marian’s  brisk,  downright  way  contrasted 
agreeably  with  Philip’s  prim  mannerisms.  It 
looked  natural,  at  all  events,  if  it  was  not  abso¬ 
lutely  sincere ;  and  Lena,  though  she  had  been 
somewhat  of  a  recluse  of  late,  was  no  countrv- 
bred  simpleton.  She  was  well  content  to  ac¬ 
cept  any  amicable  advances  in  the  shape  of  fair 
currency,  without  insisting  on  their  being  paid 
in  standard  gold.  Somehow,  it  did  not  seem 
likely  that  she  would  ever  find  herself  exchang¬ 
ing  confidences  with  Marian  Ashleigli ;  but  that 
they  might  be  very  good  friends  was  by  no 
means  improbable ;  and  she  desired  to  do  her 
own  part  toward  bringing  about  such  a  state  of 
things. 

Of  all  who  assisted  at  that  interview.  Lord 
Atherstone  was  infinitely  the  most  gratified. 
To  Philip’s  good  or  bad  behavior  he  tvas  utterly 
indifferent.  Por  years  past  he  had  treated  his 
son's  tempers  with  the  contemptuous  indul¬ 
gence  that  most  men  extend  to  feeble,  fractious 
children ;  but,  with  Marian,  he  was  more  than 
pleased.  When  he  put  her  into  his  carriage  he 
simply  said,  “Thank  you,”  and  kissed  her;  but 
the  kiss  was  warmer  than  he  had  ever  yet  be¬ 
stowed  on  her,  and  the  thanks  came  from  the 
depth  of  his  heart. 

And  Marian  received  both  with  the  meek 
consciousness  of  one  who  has  well  performed  a 
not  unpleasant  duty.  But  you  would  have  been 
rather  edified  if  you  could  have  followed  the 
current  of  her  thoughts  as  she  drove  away  alone, 
after  setting  down  Philip  at  his  club. 

She  frowned  more  than  once,  rather  thought¬ 
fully  than  angrily ;  and  in  her  eyes  there  was 
an  anxious,  far-seeing  look,  reminding  you  of  a 
skillful  pilot,  who,  peering  into  the  night,  finds 
no  rift  in  the  blackness  ahead,  save  such  as  ever 
and  anon  are  cloven  by  the  lightning.  She  had 
mused  so  for  many  minutes  before  her  lips 
parted,  and  then  only  this  murmur  escaped 
them : 

“It  will  be  harder — much  harder — than  I 
thought.” 

A  short  and  simple  word,  that  it,  yet  some¬ 
times  scarcely  to  be  expounded  by  long  pages 
of  commentary,  and  the  turning-point  of  sad, 
simple  stories. 

Thenceforward  the  needful  preparations  went 
on  apace.  In  the  settlements  there  could  be  no 
hitch  or  difficulty,  as  they  were  all  on  one  side  ; 
and  the  tradesfolk,  who  would  have  taken  their 
time  in  executing  orders  issuing  from  Blythes- 
wold,  even  if  they  had  not  looked  at  them  doubt¬ 
fully,  worked  with  a  will  for  the  chatelaine  ex¬ 
pectant  of  Templestowe.  Mrs.  Shafton’s  frame 
of  mind  during  these  days  was  naturally  jubi¬ 
lant  ;  and,  to  complete  her  contentment,  there 
was  a  lull  in  Miles’s  demand  for  ready  money. 
Curiously  enough,  some  of  the  dew  of  good  luck, 
which  had  lately  descended  on  his  family,  moist¬ 
ened  the  fleece  of  this  wandering  bell-wether. 
For  a  w'onder,  one  of  his  steeple-chase  “  cracks” 
did  actually  win  when  he  had  backed  it — at  a 
remunerative  price  too ;  and  the  successful 
plunge,  though  it  was  the  merest  sop  to  the 
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bandogs,  checked  their  baying  for  a  while  and 
gave  their  quarry  breathing  space. 

But  on  the  very  day  before  the  wedding  a 
change  came  over  Mrs.  Shafton,  and  her  spirits 
seemed  to  droop  unaccountably.  Her  energies 
had  been  sharply  taxed  of  late,  it  is  true,  but 
this  did  not  explain  it.  Work — work  much 
more  wearisome  and  thankless  than  this — had 
become  a  second  nature  to  her,  till  now  in  the 
bread  of  absolute  idleness  she  found  little  sa¬ 
vor.  Assuredly,  a  season  like  the  present, 
when  a  few  hours  more  must  change  daughter 
from  maid  to  matron,  to  most  women  who  are 
not  social  machines,  brings  certain  spasms  of 
anxiety ;  but  if  you  had  watched  Mrs.  Shafton 
narrowly,  you  would  scarcely  have  imputed  the 
distraction  of  her  manner  to  mere  maternal  in¬ 
stinct;  it  looked  much  more  as  if  she  had  a 
burden  on  her  mind  of  which  she  would  fain 
be  relieved. 

Throughout  that  day  she  had  not  a  single 
chance  of  speaking  alone  to  Lena ;  and  Miles, 
who  came  to  dinner,  did  not  leave  them  till 
close  on  midnight.  Then — always  with  that 
same  restlessness  in  her  eyes — Mrs.  Shafton 
followed  her  daughter  to  her  sleeping-chamber. 

“Julia  will  have  hard  work  to-morrow,  dar¬ 
ling,”  she  observed;  “won’t  you  send  her  to 
bed?  I  will  be  your  maid  to-night.  Don’t 
you  remember,  when  you  were  little  you  used 
to  make  a  great  treat  of  my  brushing  out  your 
hair?  Let  us  see  if  I  have  forgotten  the  art.” 

Lena  had  let  others  have  their  way  in  all 
things  of  late,  and  she  acquiesced  now  at  once, 
though  not  overeagerly.  It  seemed  as  though 
she  would  rather  have  avoided  than  invited  a 
confidential  chat  just  then  ;  however,  when  she 
had  made  ready  for  the  ceremony,  she  came 
and  sat  down  dutifully  on  a  stool,  leaning  back 
against  her  mother’s  knee ;  and  so  for  several 
minutes  there  was  silence,  while  the  slender 
white  hands  waved  so  deftly  and  tenderly 
through  and  over  the  shining  brown  tresses  that 
sometimes  well-nigh  buried  them.  At  last 
Mrs.  Shafton  spoke,  low  and  tremulously — 

“My  darling,  are  you  sure,  quite  sure,  that 
you  are  happy  ?  I  can’t  sleep  to-night  unless 
I  hear  you  say  so  ;  and  yet,  do  not  say  it  if  it  is 
not  true.  If  I  could  only  hear  you  laugh  just 
once  again,  in  the  old,  merry  way — shall  I 
ever?” 

Lena  started  slightly,  but  she  never  turned 
her  head,  and  her  great  pensive  eyes  gazed  al¬ 
ways  steadfastly  into  the  heart  of  the  fire. 

“It  tires  one  to  laugh,  I  think,”  she  answer¬ 
ed,  “  when  one  has  become  sage  and  staid ;  and 
yet,  those  laugh  who  win,  they  say ;  so  we 
ought  to  be  merry  just  now.  Oh  yes,  I  am 
happy  —  happy  enough  for  aU  practical  pur¬ 
poses.  But,  mother  dear,  if  it  were  otherwise, 
don’t  you  think  it  is  rather  too  late  to  put  such 
trying  questions  ?” 

The  white  hands  ceased  waving,  and  Isabel 
Shafton’s  head  bent  lower  and  lower  till  her 
brow  almost  touched  that  other  head  that  rest¬ 
ed  on  her  knee. 


“Late — too  late !”  she  murmured.  “  Why, 
for  three  days  past  these  words  have  been 
haunting  me  like  a  rhyme.  I  thwarted  your 
inclinations  once,  and  perhaps  I  have  half 
forced  them  now.  Ah,  yes !  it  is  easy  to  force 
without  commanding.  If  I  have  done  wrong 
I  think  God  will  forgive  me,  for  he  knows  I 
meant  to  do  right ;  but — but  will  you?” 

And  then  she  fairly  broke  down. 

They  may  lie  very  close  together,  and  their 
bitter  waters  flow  often  in  the  same  channel, 
yet  in  most  human  hearts  the  fount  of  sorrow 
and  the  fount  of  tears  are  twain,  not  one.  Be 
sure  that  some  of  the  mourners  of  old  time 
found  it  easier  to  cast  dust  upon  their  heads 
and  to  rend  their  garments  and  to  cut  them¬ 
selves  with  knives  and  lancets  than  to  evince 
those  other  outward  signs  of  woe.  During 
that  awful  vigil  when,  sitting  in  sackcloth  on 
the  hill  of  Gibeon,  she  watched  her  dead  till 
the  harvest-moon  waned,  it  is  not  written  that 
Bizpah,  the  daughter  of  Aiah,  wept. 

As  a  girl  Isabel  Shafton  had  to  struggle  hard 
before  she  could  wed  according  to  her  will ;  as 
a  wife  she  had  to  suffer  as  only  a  proud,  pas¬ 
sionate  nature  can  suffer,  seeing  others  win 
smiles  and  soft  whispers  when  she  could  only 
win  frowns  and  words  harsh  sometimes  even  to 
cruelty ;  as  a  widow  she  had  seen  the  husband, 
whom,  in  spite  of  all  his  faults  she  loved  very 
dearly,  brought  home  a  corpse,  stiff"  and  thrawn ; 
but  pleading,  jealousy,  terror,  or  desolation  had 
almost  always  left  this  woman  dry-eyed. 

So  this  outbreak  startled  quite  as  much  as  it 
pained  Lena. 

“Don’t  fret,  dear,”  she  said;  and  as  she 
spoke  she  wound  her  arm  close  round  her  mo¬ 
ther’s  neck.  “Indeed,  I  didn’t  mean  it  as  a 
taunt.  I  would  not  go  back  if  I  could.  You 
did  quite  right — then  and  now.  Whatever 
happen  I  shall  always  think  so ;  and  do  you 
think  so  too.  And  nothing  will  happen  but 
good,  I  do  believe.  Every  day  I  feel  safer 
with  Lord  Atherstone ;  and  it  is  so  pleasant  to 
feel  safe — at  last.  Now  I’m  going  to  send  you 
off  to  your  beauty-sleep.  I  mean  you  to  look 
your  very  brightest  to-mon'ow.” 

As  may  be  imagined,  Mrs.  Shafton  was  not 
hard  to  convince  and  console. 

It  was  a  very  sober  wedding,  only  a  few 
kinsfolk  and  near  friends  being  present,  in¬ 
cluding  Philip  and  Marian  Ashleigh ;  and — as 
Lord  Lothaire  observed,  when  semiambustus  he 
escaped  from  the  confines  of  a  divorce-court — 
“every  body  behaved  beautifully.”  There 
was  little  more  fuss  when  the  new-married 
couple  departed  than  if  they  had  been  starting 
on  an  ordinary  journey;  nor,  though  a  suf¬ 
ficiency  of  good  wishes  followed  them,  was 
there  any  thing  tragic  in  the  farewells.  By 
Lena’s  own  wish  her  brief  season  of  seclusion 
was  to  be  spent  at  Templestowe. 

To  the  general  good  conduct  of  all  parties 
concerned  the  weather  did  cei'tainly  form  an  ex- 
‘ception.  The  discourteous  sun  did  not  vouch¬ 
safe  the  palest  apology  for  a  ray,  and  the  day’s 
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humor  waxed  worse  as  it  grew  older,  till,  to¬ 
ward  evening,  the  air  was  laden  with  storm. 
The  strong-spirited  cattle  that  were  to  carry 
the  new  mistress  of  Templestowe  to  her  home 
drooped  their  heads  and  shivered,  as  they  wait¬ 
ed  under  the  lee  of  the  station  for  the  laggard 
train ;  and,  more  than  once  during  the  brief 
journey,  hand  and  spur  were  both  needed  to 
keep  the  leaders  straight  against  the  blinding 
rain -swirls.  There  was  threat,  rather  than 
welcome,  in  the  voice  of  the  swaying  elms,  as 
the  carriage  swept  up  the  avenue  ;  and  the  bride 
had  scarce  set  her  foot  over  the  threshold  when 
the  great  door  crushed  to  behind  her  with  a 
clang  that  echoed  through  the  hall  from  pave¬ 
ment  to  roof-tree. 

Lena  was  not  very  superstitious,  but  she  had 
been  bred  too  far  north  wholly  to  make  a  mock 
at  auguries.  While  she  sat  at  dinner  fatigue 
and  excitement  could  not  quite  account  for  her 
paleness,  and  she  paused  and  started  more  than 
once  as  there  came  a  fiercer  rally  in  the  tur¬ 
moil  without.  Do  you  wonder  at  her  weak¬ 
ness  ?  So  did  not  Ralph  Atherstone  when,  an 
hour  later,  he  looked  forth  into  the  night,  and 
remembered  that  those  livid  gleams  —  more 
grewsome  than  the  horror  of  great  darkness 
that  came  before  and  after — were  shed  by  his 
honey-moon. 


FLIETATION  WITH  THE  MODERN 
CONVENIENCES. 

UTIN  was  sharpening  a  pencil,  out  at  win¬ 
dow.  She  had  nothing  better  to  do,  the 
day  was  fine,  and  she  turned  the  pencil  about 
in  the  sharpener  in  a  leisurely  manner,  looking, 
between  whiles,  right  and  left  at  the  various 
rear  windows  opposite,  and  those  wretched 
quadrangular  Saharas,  adorned  with  vases  and 
yellow  grass-plots,  known  as  back-yards.  She 
w.as  not  specially  curious,  but,  as  I  have  just 
said,  had  no  better  occupation.  Perhaps,  also, 
she  was  not  unconscious  that  a  girl  of  eighteen, 
with  peach  cheeks,  white  throat,  and  dimpled 
hands,  framed  in  between  her  half-open  blinds, 
was  not  an  ugly  picture,  should  any  body  be 
looking. 

It  happened  that  somebody  was  looking ;  and 
suddenly  she  became  aware  of  it.  Through  the 
slats  of  her  blind  she  caught  the  gleam  of  an 
eye,  and,  though  it  was  instantly  withdrawn 

she  heard  in  her  neighbor’s  window  a  giggle _ 

a  soft,  womanish  giggle.  Mischief  gleamed  at 
once  in  Lutin’s  eyes.  Some  girls  were  playing 
at  bo-peep  with  her.  Very  well,  she  would 
catch  them.  She  turned  and  turned  the  pen¬ 
cil,  and  presently  was  aware  of  the  eyes  again. 
This  time  she  saw,  also,  short,  clustering  curls 
about  a  forehead  fair  enough,  but  too  high  for 
beauty,  before  the  head  was  withdrawn.  A 
third  time,  and  Lutin,  sly  puss,  ready  now  for 
her  spring,  turned  suddenly,  with  a  laugh,  and 
confronted — a  man ! 

Lutin  darted  back,  and  drew  her  blinds  in  a 
panic.  The  impudent  wretches!  there  were 


more  than  one,  for  she  could  hear  them  laugh. 
What  right  had  they  to  peer  at  her,  and  to 
drive  her  from  her  window?  And,  now  that 
she  thought  of  it,  she  would  not  be  driven  from 
her  window.  Besides,  she  had  not  finished  her 
pencil.  •  Besides,  she  had  just  heard  the  mon¬ 
sters  next  door  close  their  window.  There  was 
only  a  maid  in  a  garden,  hanging  out  clothes, 
two  little  boys  spinning  tops,  and — oh  !  vexation 
and  aggi-avation ! — they — meaning  the  mon¬ 
sters — had  indeed  closed  one  window,  but  the 
room  owned  two,  and  from  the  further  case¬ 
ment  peered  two  heads,  and  two  pairs  of  mis¬ 
chievous  eyes  met  hers  in  full. 

Lutin’s  window -blinds  shut  hysterically. 
Her  window  fell  with  a  crash.  Exit  Lutin, 
with  burning  cheeks,  vowing  never  to  look  out 
again. 

Still,  it  was  provoking,  very  provoking,  when 
you  come  to  consider  it.  People  really  live  at 
the  backs  of  their  houses.  Shut  up  in  her 
apartment,  Lutin  had  constructed  a  number  of 
little  dramas  out  of  such  materials  as  she  saw 
in  doors  and  windows,  and  pleased  herself  with 
watching  their  progress  from  day  to  day.  To 
be  restricted  to  twilight  views  was  intolerable, 
at  least  so  she  told  herself ;  for  I  am  not  quite 
sure  whether  there  was  not  a  pleasurable  flutter 
of  vanit}^  after  all,  in  her  silly  little  heart,  and 
whether  she  would  not  have  been  disappointed 
at  finding  the  coast  clear.  But  just  then  her 
attention  was  attracted  by  a  soft,  low  whistle. 
The  horrid,  odious,  sly,  deceitful,  provoking, 
persistent  wretches  were  at  it  again.  Lutin  re¬ 
tired  with  the  usual  window  crash,  and  her 
neighbors  hypocritically  responded  with  one  of 
theirs ;  but  Lutin  was  growing  much  too  wise 
to  be  caught  in  that  way,  and  was  not  to  be 
cheated  into  showing  herself. 

Here  this  story  takes  a  jump,  being  con¬ 
structed  on  the  principle  of  the  children’s  puz¬ 
zles  ;  put  this  and  that  together,  and  see  what 
you  make  of  it.  Tom  Keene  and  Pred  Cap- 
ron,  members  of  the  Go  In  For  Fun  Club, 
are  tranquilly  smoking  in  Tom’s  room,  all  un¬ 
awares,  at  least  is  Capron,  that  hidden  in  Tom’s 
little  dressing-room  are  Mollie  (Tom’s  sister) 
and  Lutin :  both  ladies,  in  peignoirs  and  with 
hair  about  their  shoulders,  having  with  diffi¬ 
culty  effected  an  escape  from  Tom’s  room, 
where  they  were  nearly  surprised  by  the  unex¬ 
pected  arrival  of  that  young  gentleman  and  his 
friend ;  and, 

“Tlie  next  subject  before  the  club,”  said 
Tom,  tranquilly  puffing,  “is  the  bachelor,  and 
his  condition.  No  need  of  reading  up  on  that, 

I  take  it.  It  is  soon  said.  The  bachelor  is  to 
other  humans  what  the  flying-fish  is  to  the  oth¬ 
er  inhabitants  of  the  sea.” 

“How  do  you  make  that  out?”  Capron 
lazily  lying  back,  and  looking  not  the  least  in 
the  world  like  any  thing  harassed  or  worried. 

“  Make  it  out !  It  makes  itself  out.  ”  Tom 
energetic  and  gesticulating.  “  Show  me  anoth¬ 
er  creature,  persecuted,  hunted  down,  trapped, 
like  your  bachelor  from  the  time  of  his  first 
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coat-tails.  All  the  old  maids,  to  begin  with, 
are  resolved  into  a  committee  of  inquiiy  as  to 
his  proceedings.  There’s  Riker  goes  out  twice 
a  week,  you  know,  for  German  or  something 
of  the  sort ;  and  that  confounded  Ophelia  Briggs 
calls  across  the  table,  ‘  Oh  yes  ;  give  Mr.  Riker 
his  dessert  early ;  when  gentlemen  are  in  a  hur¬ 
ry  to  get  away  regularly  twice  a  tveek,  we  all 
know  what  that  means.’  And  there  sat  Miss 
Laura,  the  girl  he  is  sweet  on  ;  and  you  know' 
Riker’s  faculty  for  blushing,  and  there  was  no 
end  of  a  row  at  once.  Miss  Laura  won’t  speak 
to  him,  and  Riker’s  been  regularly  miserable 
for  the  last  six  weeks.” 

“  Oughtn't  to  blush !  I  never  do.  I’ll  back 
myself  against  all  the  old  maids  in  Christen¬ 
dom.”  Capron  still  philosophical  and  un¬ 
moved. 

“Oh,  you  will!  How  about  the  mammas 
and  the  marriageable  daughters?  They  are  all 
sympathy  and  kindness.  A  fellow  has  some 
soft  spots  in  his  heart — can’t  be  all  shell,  you 
know — gets  the  run  of  a  place,  and  goes  there 
because  it’s  something  like  a  home,  you  know ; 
and  if  after  a  reasonable  time  he  don't  begin  to 
talk  of  matrimony,  why  there  is  Laura’s,  or  So¬ 
phie’s,  or  Jenny’s  Jieart  broken  into  bits — a 
regular  smash.  It  is  my  belief  some  girls  grow 
a  set  of  hearts,  just  as  a  crab  does  a  set  of  legs. 
Can’t  account  for  the  number  of  times  some 
girls  I  could  mention  have  been  heart-broken 
in  any  other  way.  Just  let  a  girl  like  that  get 
hold  of  a  fellow,  and  she  is  like  one  of  those 
squids — all  soft — clings  to  you  like  a  jelly — you 
can’t  move  but  you  hurt  her;  and  yet  ten  men 
can  hardly  pull  her  off.  Mean  dinners,  cold 
parlors,  colder  bedrooms,  and  spies  wait  for 
the  bachelor  at  home;  traps,  snares,  pitfalls, 
shams,  deceptions  abroad  are  his  portion.” 

“Ay!”  said  Capron.,  He  had  come  now  to 
the  end  of  his  cigar,  and  was  ready  for  argu¬ 
ment.  “That  is  the  bachelor  in  his  larva 
state ;  before  his  eye-teeth  are  cut ;  no  more 
like  what  he  is  after  than  the  butterfly  is  to  the 
worm.  Do  you  want  to  know  how  I  silenced 
the  inquisitive  elderly  females  in  our  establish¬ 
ment  ?  ‘Madam,’  said  I,  on  the  very  first 
question  that  was  asked  me,  ‘I  really  don’t 
know.  I  am  trying  to  get  rich  as  Stewart  did 
— by  minding  my  own  business.’  They  voted 
me  a  brute,  of  course ;  but  that  silenced  them. 
If  I  want  an  introduction  to  pretty  girls  I  get 
it — there  are  no  soft  spots  in  my  heart ;  and  I 
treat  the  mothers  as  if  in  a  civil  way  they  rather 
weren’t  there.  That  disconcerts  them.  No¬ 
body  hints  at  my  intentions.  If  I  want  the  en¬ 
trance  to  any  house,  there  are  plenty  of  nice 
girls  only  too  glad  to  take  me.  You  must 
either  use  them,  or  let  them  use  you.  I  pre¬ 
fer  the  first.  To  my  mind  there  is  no  such 
blessed  and  happy  and  glorious  being  as  the 
desirable  young  man.  Every  body  wants  him. 
Mammas  pet  him ;  nice  old  gentlemen  with 
grown  daughters  coddle  him.  Stylish  girls 
take  him  to  drive,  and  come  down  town  and 
ask  him  out  to  lunch.  Is  he  obliged  to  ma’rry 


any  of  them?  Not  at  all.  Let  them  do  as 
they  like.  So  much  the  better  for  you.  Who 
is  doing  this — you  or  they  ?  I  can’t  see,  my 
dear  fellow,  that  it  is  your  look-out  at  all.  It 
is  a  business  speculation.  You  are  no  more 
bound  to  reward  them  than  a  fox  is  to  be 
trapped,  or  a  deer  to  fall  dead  because  I  aim 
at  him,  or  fifty  thousand  dollars  to  insert  itself 
to  my  credit  in  my  bank  account  because  I 
have  purchased  certain  shares  of  Erie.  They 
lay  out  their  capital  and  run  their  risk — not  the 
bachelor.  His  ways  are  made  smooth  for  him, 
and  his  paths  straight.  Even  flirtation  may 
be  said  to  be  had  with  all  the  modern  con¬ 
veniences.  The  nineteenth  century  man  is  a 
lazy  fellow.  After  storming  about  down  town 
all  day,  he  hasn’t  energy  left  to  go  through  a 
chapter  of  a  three-volume  romance,  commenc¬ 
ing  with  raptures  over  a  single  glance  through 
a  window.  Besides,  it  hardly  pays  to  be  ec¬ 
static,  or  very  persevering  about  any  thing  but 
money.  Modern  civilization  recognizes  that 
fact,  and  provides  for  it.  All  that  is  needed 
now  is,  to  hire  a  back-room  in  a  good  locality, 
and  open  the  w’indow.  We  do,  and  you  should 
see  the  ladies  we  have  on  our  list.  There  is 
the  lady  in  brown,  and  short  curls.  She  plays 
in  an  engaging  manner  with  the  dog  in  the  bow- 
window,  or  frolics  with  young  ladies  who  come 
to  see  her — always  in  the  bow-window.  We 
study  human  nature  and  tableaux  vivants.  There 
is  the  lady  with  the  back  hair ;  she  obligingly 
shakes  it  down  before  the  window  (very  fine 
hair  it  is,  too),  and  telegraphs  our  way.  There 
is  the  lady  who  flirts  with  the  handkerchief. 
There  is  one  kind  soul  who  will  wait  hours  till 
we  get  ready  to  appear.  There  is  a  lady  in 
purple,  who  is  perfect  in  the  deaf-and-dumb  al¬ 
phabet.  We  have  no  end  of  fun  with  her. 
She  is  continually  getting  shocked,  and  going 
away,  never  to  return,  and  coming  back  in  the 
next  five  minutes.  She  asked  us  to  see  her 
the  other  night,  and  we  Avent,  Jim  and  I.  Jim 
was  Mr.  Dolls,  and  I  was  Mr.  Gates  ;  and  she 
had  a  lisp;  and  tvhen  she  said  Misterth Dolls,  I 
thought  Jim  would  kill  himself  Avith  trying  not 
to  laugh.  There  is  the  lady  Avho  is  very  shy 
behind  her  curtains,  and  a  little  girl  at  whom 
we  peeped  behind  her  blinds,  shyer  yet,  but  still 
not  cruel.  She  is  always  very  much  startled  to 
be  caught,  but  I  notice  that  she  always  comes 
back  to  be  caught  again.  And,  talking  of  that, 
the  rising  generation  are  not  a  Avhit  behind  us  ! 
You  should  hear  my  brother  Will.  Will  is 
eleven,  you  know  !  The  other  day  he  appeared 
at  table,  important  and  disgusted,  about  equal 
parts.  He  had  said  the  day  before  that  a  cer¬ 
tain  Tadie  was  the  prettiest  girl  in  the  next 
house — -‘just  to  tease  the  other  girls,’  he  de¬ 
clares  ;  and  Miss  Tadie,  hearing  of  it,  sent  him 
word  that,  if  he  liked,  a  cord  could  be  fastened, 
leading  from  her  Avindow  to  his,  on  Avhich  to 
forward  ‘notes  and  things.’  ‘Isn’t  she  jolly 
green  ?’  says  Will.  ‘  I  sent  Avord  that  I  had  no 
cord,  and  she  sent  for  ansAver  that  she  would 
take  care  of  all  that ;  she  had  plenty.’  ” 
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Tom  burst  into  an  uproarious  fit  of  laughter, 
and  Mollie,  in  her  hiding-place,  giggled  sym¬ 
pathetically  ;  hut  Lutin,  strange  to  tell,  was  in 
tears ;  for  this  odious,  sneering,  cold-blooded 
Mr.  Capron  was  her  next-door  neighbor,  and 
she  was  “the  little  girl  at  whom  they  peeped 
through  the  blinds,  and  who  was  not  cruel.” 
Poor  Lutin !  Her  tears  were  not  simply  for 
her  mortified  vanity.  Where  was  the  hero  of 
the  romance  she  had  unconsciously  woven  be¬ 
hind  her  blinds  ?  the  modern  Sir  Kenneth  and 
Sir  Tristem — modest,  brave,  faithful,  devoted 
— unless,  perhaps,  there  showed  a  glimpse  of 
him  in  Tom,  who  had  certainly  not  joined  in 
the  sneers  of  his  cynical  companion  ;  and  could 
this  be  the  conclusion  at  which  it  was  intended 
that  she  should  arrive?  Tom  Keene  was  no¬ 
toriously  sweet  on  Lutin.  Mollie,  his  sister, 
was  Lutin’s  confidante,  knew  the  thrilling  story 
of  the  windows,  recognized  Tom’s  friend  Cap¬ 
ron,  and  also  the  fact  that  Lutin  was  not  to  be 
saved  by  the  ordinary  preachments.  Could 
this  extraordinary  coincidence,  of  the  surprise, 
and  the  conversation  on  bachelors,  have  been  a 
conspiracy  between  Tom  and  Mollie — an  acci¬ 
dent,  done  on  purpose  ?  Only  two  things  are 
certain.  Lutin  was  seen  no  more  behind  her 
blinds  ;  and  one  of  the  few  points  on  which  she 
differs  from  Tom,  now  her  husband,  is  in  a 
somewhat  unreasonable  antipathy  to  his  great 
friend,  Ered  Capron. 


THE  HAPPY  VALLEY. 

N  this  practical  century,  with  its  railroad  in¬ 
sulting  the  venerable  majesty  of  Mount 
Washington,  its  suspension  bridge  spanning  the 
tremendous  chasm  of  foaming  Niagara,  and  its 
telegraph  penetrating  the  sacred  mysteries  of 
the  deep  sea,  there  were  yet  found  three  souls 
who  dared  to  start  on  a  pilgrimage  to  the  Hap¬ 
py  V alley  that  lies  hidden  away  from  the  world 
among  the  mountains  through  which  winds  the 
Tuscarawas  River,  in  Ohio.  These  souls  did  not 
seek  the  end  of  the  rainbow,  as  a  gay-colored 
steed  to  carry  them  through  space  ;  neither  did 
they  attire  their  bodies  in  the  flowing  robes  and 
cockle-shells  of  wandering  pilgrims ;  but  early 
one  summer  morning,  father,  Sadie,  and  I  took 
our  seats  in  a  light  carriage,  and  drove  through 
the  sleeping  town,  leaving  behind  us  the  misty 
lake,  with  its  spectral  sails,  and  turning  our  ex¬ 
pectant  faces  toward  the  south,  where  quiet 
farm-houses  and  quiet  lives  are  hidden  away 
among  the  distant  hills. 

For  two  long,  bright  days  we  rode  toward 
the  south,  following  the  windings  of  a  sparkling 
river,  now  crossing  it  on  an  old  red-covered 
bridge,  now  fording  it,  as  the  shallow  water 
spread  itself  gayly  over  a  pebbly  bottom,  and 
now  riding  for  miles  on  its  curving  bank,  start¬ 
ling  the  solemn  heron  from  his  morning  fishing, 
or  hearing  from  the  deep  lush  grass  on  the  oth¬ 
er  side  the  persistent  cry  for  “Bob  White”  from 
the  hidden  quail.  On  the  third  day  we  came 
into  the  region  of  the  great  barns — huge  red 


treasure-houses  where  the  spoils  are  garnered 
— the  wealth  of  green  fields  stretching  away 
on  either  side,  so  luxuriant,  so  wantonly,  riot¬ 
ously  rich,  that  the  very  air  seemed  filled  with 
concentrated  essence  of  life,  and  we  expected 
to  see  shy  dryades  peeping  from  every  tree, 
white -armed  naiades  sporting  in  every  brook, 
and  even  old  Fan  himself,  dancing  through  the 
meadows  to  the  music  of  his  reed-pipe,  as  he 
did  in  the  early  days  when  the  world  was  young, 
and  the  gods  reigned  gayly  on  Olympus. 

In  the  afternoon  we  reached  the  hills,  and, 
entering  their  shady  defiles,  wound  up  from 
height  to  height  under  the  giant  beech-trees, 
now  catching  glimpses  of  undulating  seas  of  ver¬ 
dure,  now  plunging  into  narrow,  dusky  glades, 
where  the  road  seemed  lost  amidst  the  wild  un¬ 
derbrush,  and  squirrels  gazed  at  us  with  their 
bushy  tails  uplifted  in  astonishment.  We  had 
been  for  some  time  slowly  toiling  up  a  steep 
hill  when  the  sinking  sun  sought  us  out,  and 
sent  his  golden  beams  under  the  dense  foliage 
in  long  rays  across  the  road;  suddenly  we 
emerged  on  the  breezy  summit,  and,  as  if  by 
magic,  the  forest  disappeared,  and  velvet  wheat- 
fields  stretched  away  on  both  sides  over  the 
rounded  hills  and  down  to  the  valley  beneath, 
where  a  broad  river  gleamed  under  the  willows, 
and  white  houses,  half  hidden  in  green  orchards, 
greeted  our  eyes  with  peaceful  beauty  in  the 
still  evening  air.  We  reined  in  the  horses,  and 
noted  the  circle  of  hills  guarding  the  plain  on 
all  sides,  save  where  the  river  flowed  on  toward 
the  south  through  a  narrow  defile,  and  the  dense 
forest  closed  over  the  water  as  it  disappeared  in 
the  dusky  recesses.  The  green  fields  stretched 
up  the  hill-sides  from  the  plain,  and  at  the  sum¬ 
mit  were  met  by  a  wall  of  unbroken  forest  and 
underbrush,  impenetrable  and  pathless,  the  only 
clew  to  the  labyrinth  being  the  narrow  road  we 
had  followed  by  the  side  of  the  river  leading 
from  the  outside  world  into  the  Happy  Valley. 
Below  us  lay  the  village,  each  house  in  its  little 
orchard ;  and  in  the  centre  stood  the  antique 
church,  the  distant  bell  even  then  ringing  out 
the  evening  song,  that  labor  was  over,  and  that 
men  must  now  return  to  their  homes,  and  give 
God  thanks  as  the  sun  went  down.  From  all 
sides  we  could  see  the  laborers  returning  from 
the  field,  the  long  line  of  loitering  cows  slowly 
winding  through  the  lanes,  and  the  plowmen 
with  their  patient  horses  moving  toward  the  vil¬ 
lage,  where  a  faint  curling  smoke  from  every 
chimney  showed  preparations  for  the  evening 
meal.  Moss-grown  dykes,  shaded  by  huge 
willows,  protected  the  banks  of  the  broad  river, 
and  here  and  there  a  shining  little  mill-race 
ran  gayly  through  the  meadows  to  some  quaint, 
red-tiled  mill,  then  plunging  foaming  over  the 
stones,  hurried  on  to  overtake  the  old  river 
sweeping  steadily  on  to  the  south.  No  road 
was  visible  in  any  direction,  excepting  the 
shady  streets  of  the  village,  and  every  where 
else  the  tree-bordered  fields  stretched  over  the 
plain,  and  up  to  the  forest-crowned  hills,  which 
stood  like  ramparts  against  the  sky,  a  fortifica- 
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tion  from  the  outside  world.  We  drove  slowly 
down  into  the  valley,  passing  groups  of  labor¬ 
ers  in  their  uncouth  costumes,  and  following 
the  full-uddered  cows,  with  fragrant  breath 
and  mild  eyes,  as  they  wound  toward  the  white 
dairy  buildings,  where  a  girl  stood  on  the 
steps,  blowing  an  antique  horn  to  hasten  the 
loiterers.  An  old  white-haired  herdsman, 
with  staff  and  scrip,  followed  behind,  glancing 
at  us  with  shrewd  interest  from  under  his  pa¬ 
triarchal  hat,  while  three  genuine  shepherd  dogs 
ran  hither  and  thither  among  the  cows,  keep¬ 
ing  them  in  order,  and  chasing  the  stragglers, 
with  wonderful  sagacity.  We  alighted  at  the 
dairy,  and  followed  the  cows  into  the  large  yard, 
where  each  one  walked  unhesitatingly  into  her 
own  stall,  and  the  milking  commenced.  The 
barns  formed  three  sides  of  a  square,  with  a 
paved  court  between,  and  stalls  for  ten  cows  in 
each  compartment.  The  floors,  pails,  and  tubs 
were  scrubbed  daily  by  the  dairy  girls,  who  .also 
washed  the  fcows  carefully  with  warm  water  be¬ 
fore  milking ;  and,  seated  on  their  little  stools, 
sang  together  some  merry  song,  as  the  milk  fell 
foaming  into  the  red  tubs.  Then  these  ruddy 
milkmaids  formed  a  line,  and,  balancing  the 
heavy  tubs  on  their  heads,  marched  steadily 
through  the  yard  into  the  dairy  beyond,  where 
they  poured  the  milk  into  a  gigantic  tin  hogs¬ 
head,  with  a  white  linen  cloth  tied  over  the  top 
as  a  strainer.  A  venerable  “  milk-mother,  ”  in 
white  cap  and  clogs,  stood  down  in  the  lower 
story,  and  ladled  out  the  strained  milk  into  in¬ 
numerable  pails,  each  with  its  hieroglyphic  sign 
on  the  cover,  denoting  to  which  household  it 
belonged.  As  the  rosy  girls  came  marching  in, 
they  lifted  the  heavy  tubs  lightly  down  with 
their  stalwart  arms,  and,  as  they  poured  the 
milk  into  the  foaming  strainer,  glanced  shyly 
at  our  crinoline-distended  skirts,  kid  gloves, 
and  slender  forms ;  while  we,  with  equal  inter¬ 
est,  observed  their  blue  homespun  gowns,  with 
waists  under  the  arm-pits,  leg-of-mutton  sleeves, 
white  neck-handkerchiefs,  white  caps,  and  wood¬ 
en  shoes.  Surely,  never  were  such  disfiguring 
costumes  invented  for  the  female  form ;  hut  we 
were  obliged  to  confess  that  the  broad,  erect 
shapes  under  them  were  pleasant  to  the  eye  in 
these  days  of  crooked  spines  and  sunken  chests, 
while  the  hetivy  braids  of  golden  hair  stowed 
away  under  their  prim  little  caps  would  have 
made  many  a  belle  envious.  Still  the  milk¬ 
maids  poured,  still  the  milk-mother  ladled,  and 
yet  there  was  more.  We  walked  into  the  cel¬ 
lar,  where  hundreds  of  full  tin  pails  were  stand¬ 
ing  in  a  stream  of  running  water,  brought  from 
a  spring,  and  cold  as  ice,  while  ranged  on 
shelves  were  rows  of  golden  cheeses,  and,  just 
outside,  the  great  horse-churn,  and  presses 
weighted  with  boulders.  The  dairy-man’s  cot¬ 
tage  stood  in  the  garden,  surrounded  with 
rose-bushes  and  pinks  ;  white  curtains,  in  stiff, 
starched  folds,  shaded  the  little  windows,  and, 
within,  we  could  see  the  high  bed,  with  steps 
to  climb  into  it — a  pulpy  mass  of  feathers  on 
top,  covered  with  a  gay  counterpane.  The 


houses  were  all  furnished  alike — the  antique 
bed  being  the  venerated  article  of  furniture — 
and  snowy  linen  was  in  universal  use,  both  for 
sheeting  and  underwear,  as  the  old  women  were 
wise  in  weaving,  and  the  “linen-mothers”  vied 
with  each  other  in  long  night-watches  over  the 
bleaching  rolls.  The  architecture  was  quaint, 
and  reminded  one  of  Old  World  pictures.  The 
red-tiled  roofs  projected  over  the  street,  and 
great  cross  beams,  filled  in  with  mortar,  formed 
the  walls ;  little  dormer-windows  were  perched 
here  and  there,  with  no  attempt  at  regularity ; 
and  a  wooden  sun-dial  invariably  crowned  the 
little  piazzas,  where  round-eyed  babies,  clad 
just  like  their  parents  in  miniature,  stared  sol¬ 
emnly  at  us  as  we  strolled  by  to  the  hotel,  a 
large  white  building,  regarded  by  the  entire 
community  as  a  wonder  of  size  and  beauty. 
The  smiling  landlord  appeared,  rubbed  his 
hands,  and,  in  answer  to  our  inquiries,  replied  : 
“  Gut  fare  fiir  mann  und  beast ;  one  feed  vict¬ 
uals,  twelve  cents ;  we  keeps  folks  for  forty-five 
cents  a  day,  but  we  allows  kein  smoke  und  kein 
swear ;  breakfast  at  six,  dinner  at  twelve,  sup¬ 
per  at  half  past  five;  walk  in.”  So  saying  he 
ushered  us  into  a  grim  parlor,  with  wooden 
chairs  drawn  up  in  martial  array  around  a  large 
table,  and  four  strange  little  pictures  on  the 
walls,  which  came  from  Wiirtemberg  fifty  years 
before,  and  might  well  be  called  naturally  pre- 
Eaphaelite.  Meanwhile  the  landlord,  at  the 
back-door,  was  shouting  for  “  Yacob  !  Yacob  !” 
in  the  direction  of  the  long  barn  ;  and  presently 
appeared  an  ancient  hostler,  who  spoke  a  mix¬ 
ture  of  German,  Erench,  English,  and  gibber¬ 
ish,  and  was  reputed  to  be  a  gipsy,  and  the 
owner  of  untold  wealth,  stored  away  in  the 
dark  recesses  of  the  barn.  As  he  led  away  our 
horses  a  rosy  youth  appeared,  to  show  us  to 
our  rooms — a  series  of  little  cells,  each  with  its 
lofty  bed  and  steps,  one  window,  with  snowy, 
prim-folded  curtains,  one  chair,  and  a  large 
square  hole  in  the  side  of  the  wall  as  a  ventila¬ 
tor,  where  the  chattering  martins  amused  them¬ 
selves  by  flying  in  at  early  dawn,  and  waking 
me  with  their  shrill  cries.  The  gayly  colored 
counterpane  was  woven  with  figures  of  strange 
birds  ;  the  snowy  linen  was  marked  in  red  with 
the  two  letters  “  W.  H.” — Wirth-haus ;  and  the 
yellow-painted  floor,  blue-cased  windows,  and 
scarlet  door  made  the  little  cell  quite  a  gay 
abode.  The  rosy  Johann  brought  up  our  bags  ; 
and  when  we  presented  him  with  a  small  frag¬ 
ment  of  Uncle  Sam’s  scrip,  he  fingered  it  doubt¬ 
fully,  and  finally  returned  it  to  us,  saying : 
“Nein;  es  ist  gut  fiir  nichts.”  Surely  we  had 
reached  the  Happy  Valley  indeed,  when  money 
was  “  gut  fiir  nichts  !”  All  the  males  in  the  vil¬ 
lage  were  dressed  exactly  alike,  in  tight,  short, 
blue  pantaloons,  long -flapped  calico  vests, 
scanty,  short-waisted,  blue  dress-coats,  with 
two  brass  buttons  behind ;  scow-like  shoes,  and 
broad-brimmed  white  fur  hats — which,  being  a 
sign  of  masculine  superiority,  were^never  re¬ 
moved  on  any  occasion.  We  sometimes  doubt¬ 
ed  whether  they  did  not  sleep  in  them,  as. 
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wherever  we  went,  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or 
night,  the  great  fur  hats  crowned  the  men,  ex¬ 
tinguished  the  boys,  and  stifled  the  babies  with 
their  awful  dignity. 

A  bright  girl  of  sixteen  came  to  tell  us  that 
“  Abendessen”  was  “fertig,”  and  we  went  out¬ 
doors  into  another  building  where,  in  a  long 
dining-room  with  rows  of  windows  on  each 
side,  a  spotless  table-cloth  and  shining  blue 
crockery  invited  us  to  try  the  hot  coftee,  pitch¬ 
ers  of  rich  cream,  little  rolls  of  fresh  butter 
without  salt,  Dutch  cheese,  apple  butter,  bret- 
zels,  and  cold  meat.  Rosy  Salome  stood  be¬ 
hind  us,  like  a  grenadier,  armed  with  a  waiter, 
and  was  indefatigable  in  offering  some  cucum¬ 
ber  pickles  about  ten  inches  long,  swimming  in 
a  doubtful  gray  liquid,  and  garnished  with  pep¬ 
per-corns.  Her  shining  braids  were  tightly 
coiled  away  under  her  white  cap,  and  her  apron 
tied  with  especial  care  under  her  arms,  in  hon¬ 
or  of  the  strangers.  She  understood  no  En¬ 
glish,  but  smiled  abundantly ;  and,  finding  we 
spoke  German,  asked  ns  how  old  we  were,  and 
if  we  were  married,  with  a  calm  audacity  that 
belongs  to  the  Happy  Valley.  The  bill  of  fare 
at  the  hotel  was  not  extensive — for  breakfast 
we  had  delicious  coffee  and  rich  cream,  hot 
bretzels— the  queen  of  cakes— fresh  butter,  and 
stewed  young  doves.  For  dinner  we  had  a 
nondescript  kind  of  meat ;  we  could  not  decide 
whether  it  was  boiled  roast  beef,  or  baked  corn¬ 
ed  beef ;  but  whatever  it  was,  the  essence  had 
been  carefully  removed  by  long  and  patient 
cooking,  so  that  it  was  innocent  of  taste,  and 
spongy  in  tpture.  .Then  came  stewed  noodles, 
potatoes  fried  whole  and  served  in  cream,  rice 
plentifully  peppered,  sauer-kraut  fritters,  and 
preserves  of  fruit  and  molasses.  We  soon 
learned  to  relish  these  dishes,  although  we  did 
not  succeed  in  acquiring  the  constant  hunger 
of  the  natives,  who,  after  partaking  of  a  hearty 
bieakfast  at  five  o  clock,  are  ready  for  a  lunch¬ 
eon  of  bread,  cheese,  and  beer  at  nine ;  then 
they  all  come  home  to  dinner  at  twelve,  and 
the  afteinoon  is  broken  by  a  lunch  at  four  * 
when  they  work  again  until  six,  at  which  hour’ 
the  labors  of  the  day  being  over,  they  assemble 
around  the  supper-table  for  a  hearty  meal  ; 
and,  finally,  before  going  to  bed,  they  place 
some  eatables  by  the  bedside,  lest  they  should 
be  hungry  in  the  night.  Such  hearty  appetites 
have  produced  a  stalwart  race ;  for  their  con¬ 
stant  labor  keeps  down  their  flesh,  and  their 
early  hours  and  quiet  lives  give  them  fresh 
complexions  and  perfect  health,  even  to  ad¬ 
vanced  age. 

When  we  had  finished  supper  we  strolled  out 
into  the  town  and  listened  to  the  young  men 
and  girls  singing  together  on  the  piazzas,  while 
a  rustic  band  of  home-made  instruments  accom¬ 
panied  them  in  the  simple  melody.  The  follow¬ 
ing  is  one  of  their  songs,  with  the  translation : 

Freund,  ich  bin  zufrieden,  geh  es  wie  es  will, 

Ilnter  meinem  Cache  leb  ich  froh  und  still, 
Maucher  Thor  hat  alles  was  sein  Herz  begehrt, 
Doch  ich  bin  zufrieden,  das  ist  Guides  werth. 


Leuchten  keine  Kerzen  um  mein  Abendmahl, 
Schimmern  fremde  Weine  nicht  in  Goldpokal, 
Findet  sich  doch  immer  was  man  braucht  zur  Noth, 
Siisser  schmeckt  iin  Schweisse  mir  mein  Stiicklein 
Brod. 

Wenn  ich  ruheu  werde  unten  ira  kiihlen  Sand, 
Fiihrt  der  Herr  dor  Erde  mich  an  meiner  Hand, 
Und  auf  meinem  Grabe  steht  kein  Leichensteiu’ 
Eine  Kosenstaude  soli  mein  Grabmal  sein. 

Friend,  1  am  contented,  happy,  come  what  may. 

In  my  lowly  cottage  glide  the  years  away ; 

In  the  world  beyond  ns  some  have  wealth  untold, 
But  I  am  contented,  better  far  than  gold. 

At  my  evening  meal  no  waxen  tapers  shine. 

No  rich  goblets  sparkle  filled  with  foreign  wine. 
Out  beyond  the  hills  such  things  perhaps  may  be, 
But  my  hard-earned  bread  seems  sweeter  far  to  me. 

When  death  calls  me  home  no  marble  stone  shall  rise, 
God  above  in  heaven  knows  where  my  body  lies; 
No  monument  shall  point  out  where  I  lie  at  rest, 

A  little  rose-tree  only  shall  blossom  o’er  my  breast. 

In  the  last  verse  allusion  is  made  to  one  of  their 
customs  ;  unlike  most  Germans  they  attacli  no 
importance  to  the  last  resting-place  of  their 
loved  ones,  but  bury  their  dead  in  a  field  on  the 
hill-side  with  neither  stone  nor  mound  to  mark 
the  place.  The  grass  is  kept  smooth  and  green, 
and  rose-bushes  bloom  by  the  fences  ;  “Those 
who  love  me  will  remember  where  I  lie,  and  when 
they  are  gone  let  me  be  forgotten,”  they  say. 

There  is  a  store  in  the  village,  where  all  ac¬ 
counts  are  kept  and  political  meetings  held 
before  the  annual  election  of  trustees ;  what 
will  the  Sorosis  say  when  they  hear  that  all 
measures  for  improvement  are  steadily  opposed 
by  the  women,  who  outvote  the  men,  and  cling 
to  the  obsolete  customs  of  the  last  century 
with  a  dogged  pertinacity  worthy  of  a  better 
.cause  ?  Love  does  not  seem  to  be  a  ruling  pas¬ 
sion  in  the  Happy  Valley.  We  discovered  a 
promising  flirtation  between  rosy  Salome  and 
one  of  the  clerks  in  the  store,  and  watched  for 
the  signs  of  young  love,  expecting  to  see  the 
primitive  courtship  of  Adam  and  Eve  in  all  its 
pristine  purity.  Alas!  for  the  fatal  result. 
One  evening  we  observed  that  Salome  had  a 
rose  inserted  in  her  braided  hair,  and  concluded 
that  Louis  was  expected  after  the  work  was 
done  and  the  vine-covered  piazza  free  from  all 
intruders.  Later  in  the  evening,  returning 
from  a  row  on  the  river,  we  saw  Louis  sitting 
on  the  steps  of  the  store,  and  after  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  of  conversation  I  asked,  “Are  you  not 
going  to  see  Salome  this  evening?” 

“  Oh  no,”  he  replied,  phlegmatically ;  “  I  goes 
to  see  her  once  a  week ;  if  I  goes  more  it  spoils 
herself.” 

“But  perhaps  she  would  like  to  see  you,” 

I  suggested. 

“  Ya  wohl,  aber  es  ist  nicht  gut  to  gif  the 
wimins  too  much  their  own  way ;  I  must  begin 
now,  or  else  she  will  not  work  well ;  wimins  is 
so  lazy.” 

Another  incident.  The  pastor  once  observed 
that  one  of  his  trustees  did  not  marry,  so  he 
called  him  into  the  inner  office  one  afternoon 
and  expostulated  with  him,  showing  forth  the 
expediency  of  the  married  state,  and  asking 
him  if  he  would  not  take  a  wife. 
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“  If  you  think  best,  pastor.” 

“What  do  you  say  to  Paulina  B - ?” 

“  Just  as  you  say,  pastor.” 

“Will  you  be  married  this  afternoon?” 

“  If  you  think  best,  pastor.” 

So  the  matter  was  settled,  the  trustee  return¬ 
ing  to  his  work  and  quite  forgetting  the  im¬ 
portant  change  before  him  until  the  pastor  sum¬ 
moned  him  to  the  office  at  five  o’clock,  where 
stood  the  rosy  Paulina,  who  had  left  her  spin¬ 
ning  for  ten  minutes,  and  the  twain  were  soon 
made  one  flesh.  After  a  short  pause  the  trustee 
asked,  “  Have  you  any  thing  more  for  me  to  do, 
pastor  ?”  and  a  negative  answer  being  returned, 
he  went  back  to  his  account-hooks  without  a 
word  to  his  bride,  who  returned  to  her  spinning 
as  phlegmatically  as  she  had  come. 

On  Sunday  we  went  to  the  little  church  and 
watched  the  long  file  of  worshipers  march 
gravely  in,  the  men  at  one  door,  the  women  at 
another,  and  seat  themselves  in  solid  rows  on 
the  blue  benches,  when  the  service  began  with 
a  hymn,  fqllowed  by  a  long  sermon,  during 
which  every  time  the  name  of  Jesus  was  men¬ 
tioned  all  heads  reverently  bowed.  The  sing¬ 
ers  were  accompanied  by  a  hand  of  ten  musi¬ 
cians  seated  on  a  platform  near  the  pulpit,  who 
elicited  very  sweet  music  from  a  collection  of 
quaint  wooden  pipes,  flageolets,  flutes,  and  vio¬ 
lins,  whose  patterns  came  from  the  old  country 
half  a  century  before,  and,  like  every  thing  else 
in  the  Happy  Valley,remained  unchanged.  The 
whole  congregation  joined  in  singing  the  pecul¬ 
iar  wild  choruses,  the  women  repeating  the  last 
line  alone,  and  dying  off  into  a  whisper  at  the 
plaintive  minor  chord  which  always  formed  the 
unexpected  close,  while  we  felt  transported  back 
into  the  early  ages  of  the  world. 

The  inhabitants  of  Happy  Valley,  ignorant 
of  the  value  of  money,  and  living  in  the  sim¬ 
plest  manner,  are  yet  a  rich  community,  owing 
to  their  industrious  habits  and  systematic  labor. 
Their  domain  consists  of  over  ten  thousand  acres 
of  highly  cultivated  land,  a  coal  mine,  and  a  bed 
of  iron  ore  ;  they  have  several  large  mills  and 
factories,  as  their  invariable  rule  is  to  manufac¬ 
ture  every  thing  they  use ;  their  cattle  are  mod¬ 
els  of  beauty,  and  their  horses  powerful  and  well 
groomed.  One  bakery  supplies  all  the  bread, 
one  laundry  attends  to  the  washing,  and  one 
nursery  receives  alt  the  little  ones,  while  their 
mothers  take  part  in  the  active  labors  of  the 
field  or  dairy.  Their  morality  is  without  a  flaw, 
for  since  the  foundation  of  the  community  there 
has  never  been  a  case  of  law-breaking  among 
them,  and  their  lives  flow  on  as  peacefully  as 
though  the  hills  were  permanent  barriers  be¬ 
tween  them  and  the  noisy,  busy,  wicked  world. 
Eew  among  them  have  ever  wandered  three 
miles  away  from  the  village  ;  they  shun  all  con¬ 
tact  with  strangers,  and  when  we  asked  one  of“ 
the  girls  if  she  would  not  like  to  go  with  us  to 
the  city,' she  smiled,  and  replied,  “  Oh  no  !  I’se 
better  here.”  That  answer  embodies  the  spirit 
in  which  they  live  and  die. 

The  little  hand  who  left  their  Eatherland  and 


toiled  through  the  unbroken  wilderness  to  the 
remote  hanks  of  the  Tuscarawas  River  fifty 
years  ago,  with  Bibles  in  their  hands  and  faith 
in  their  hearts,  have  nearly  all  been  called  to 
rest  from  their  labors  ;  but  the  few  white-haired 
men  who  still  wander  through  the  quiet  streets, 
or  gaze  abroad  upon  the  rich  fields,  seem  pic¬ 
tures  of  perfect  contentment,  that  rare  blessing 
of  old  age. 

Happy  little  Valley;  our  ways  ai-e  not  as  thy 
ways,  but  who  can  say  that  thou  hast  not  chosen 
the  better  part  ? 

A  FLOWEE  PIECE, 

Waudekino  of  late  beside  a  northern  shore 
That  longed  for  summer,  and  the  wild  beach  grass, 
And  dip  of  oar,  and  plash  of  pearly  feet. 

And  happy  laughter  on  its  lonely  sands, 

I  heard  a  young  voice  caroling  some  song. 

Nor  knew  1  was  in  elf-land  while  I  heard. 

It  sang,  and  slowly  trembled  into  rest— 

Slowly,  because  the  earth  was  loth  to  leave 
The  high  melodious  dalliance. 

But  before 

The  sweet  sound  fled  to  silence,  eagerly 
A  rustle  and  a  rush  of  flying  wings. 

Like  leaflets  blown  before  a  frosty  blast 

When  woods  stand  shivering,  caught  and  bore  it  off. 

Lost  in  the  airy  clamor  of  their  flight. 

And,  as  they  went,  wild  music  followed  them ; 

The  tune  the  breeze  winds  in  and  out  the  grass. 
The  tune  to  which  the  clouds  and  sunshine  play 
O’er  slopes  of  blushing  clover — faint  at  first. 

With  many  a  fluttered  echo  frolicking. 

It  fell  its  windy  way — then  loitered  down. 

With  lingering  cadence  of  a  sweet  delay. 

Lightly  as  in  the  tenderest  deeps  of  even 
The  golden  blossom  of  the  new  moon  drops 
Below  the  west  that  woos  it. 

’Twas  the  voice 

Of  all  the  elves  of  all  the  flowers  that  blow, 
Flocking  to  find  the  Spring,  who  slumbered  yet. 
Nursed  by  the  blue-eyed  April.  Willow  plumes. 
Harebell,  and  cowslip,  and  anemone ; 

The  silver  cinquefoil,  and  the  columbine 
That  bursts,  a  lance  of  hoarded  light,  from  earth. 
And  swings  its  red  flame  on  the  shining  tip ; 

The  purple  vetches,  washed  by  salt  sea  sprays ; 

The  frail  convolvulus,  that,  ere  the  year 

Is  at  the  flood,  leagues  with  the  building  bird. 

And  the  rude  way-side  tangles  o’er  her  nest. 

All  sweet  things  of  plot  and  pleached  alley — 

The  mimic  nun  of  the  snow-drop,  and  the  friar  , 
Dwelling  within  the  hooded  aconite; 

The  maidens  of  the  pale  chrysanthemum. 

The  royal  lady  of  the  proud  and  fair 
Japonica,  and  ev’n  the  merry  mites 
That  balance  on  the  trumpet-flower’s  edge. 
Tippling  their  horns  of  honey.  With  them,  too. 
All  the  delightsome  things  of  old  romance — 

The  royal  violet,  and  Sappho’s  rose : 

The  fleur-de-lis,  the  flower  of  chivalry ; 

The  lotus,  born  of  the  eternities. 

Holding  immortal  ichor — ^hovered  there. 

Hovered  a  moment,  quiring  in  one  strain. 

Then  falling,  failing,  ever  on  the  wing. 

Sought  other  skies. 

And  I,  upon  the  shore. 
Watched  a  far  bark  into  a  bank  of  mist, 

A  dim  blue  bank  built  up  along  the  sea ; 

The  bark  stilt  sailing,  hull  and  tapering  spire 
A  line  of  light,  silverly  swathed  about 
With  deepening  vapors,  slowly  gliding  on 
To  denser  shadow,  slow  and  ever  slower, 

Painting  and  fading,  till  a  phantom  craft 
Was  hid  in  murk  recesses  of  the  cloud, 

A  vanished  apparition— and  far  above. 

Upon  the  pallor  of  a  peaceful  sky,  _ 

Pair  Hesper,  like  a  flower,  bloomed  out  in  heaven. 
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EUPEKT’S  LAND  AND  ITS  PEOPLE. 

By  RANDOLPH  B.  MARCY,  U.S.A. 


The  late  insurrection  among  the  people  at 
Winnipeg,  upon  the  Red  River  of  the  North, 
resulted  from  the  act  of  recession  by  the  Hud¬ 
son  Bay  Company  to  the  crown  of  Great  Brit¬ 
ain  of  that  vast  domain  in  British  North  Amer¬ 
ica  known  as  “Rupert’s  Land;”  and  which, 
under  a  charter  from  Charles  II.,  in  1669,  was 
granted  to  Prince  Rupert,  eleven  other  noble¬ 
men,  and  six  commoners,  who  were  styled 
“The  Governor  and  Company  of  Adventurers 
of  England  trading  into  Hudson  Bay.” 

This  extraordinary  grant  embraced  all  the 
territory  drained  by  the  waters  flowing  into 
Hudson  Bay,  as  a  compensation  for  which 
the  Company  was  required  yearly  to  pay  the 
King  and  his  successors  two  elks  and  two  black 
heavers. 

With  Prince  Rupert  as  provisional  governor 
the  association  immediately  instituted  measures 
for  taking  formal  possession  of  the  country 
ceded,  and,  wdth  the  exception  of  a  brief  period 
of  seventeen  years,  wLen  it  was  held  by  the 
Erencli,  the  Company  has  claimed  the  occu¬ 
pancy  and  control  of  it  ever  since.  Under  the 
provisions  of  an  act  of  the  Imperial  Parliament, 
entitled  “British  North  American  Act,  1867,” 
her  Majesty,  with  the  consent  of  her  privy 
council,  and  upon  the  application  of  the  Cana¬ 
dian  Parliament,  was  empowered  to  admit  Ru¬ 
pert  s  Land  into  the  Canadian  confederacy; 
and  a  supplementary  enactment  in  1868  au¬ 
thorized  the  Queen  to  negotiate  with  the  Hud¬ 
son  Bay  Company  for  the  surrender  to  the 
crown  of  all  the  rights  and  privileges  conferred 
by  its  charter. 

In  March,  1869,  the  acquiescence  of  all  the 
parties  concerned  was  secured  to  the  terms  of 
a  compact,  whereby  the  Canadian  government 
agreed  to  pay  the  Company  three  hundred 
thousand  pounds  upon  the  actual  transfer  of 
Rupert’s  Land  to  the  Dominion  of  Canada. 

The  anticipation  of  an  early  consummation 
of  this  transfer  from  the  domination  of  the 
Hudson  Bay  Company,  and  the  consequent 
necessity  of  a  new  governmental  polity  for  its 
occupants,  with  the  feeling  of  apprehension 
and  consciousness  of  uncertainty  regarding 
their  future  political  status,  in  the  determina¬ 
tion  of  which  they  might  have  no  voice,  togeth¬ 
er  with  their  nearly  unanimous  opposition  to 
Canadian  rule,  and  its  avowed  policy  of  greatly 
increased  taxation,  were  the  chief  causes  of  the 
emeute  alluded  to,  and  which  led  to  the  sum¬ 
mary  ejection  from  the  colony  of  the  prospect¬ 
ive  Canadian  governor,  M‘Dougall. 

The  contiguity  of  these  people  with  our  own 
border  settlements,  and  the  neighborly  relations 
of  commercial  and  social  intercourse  existing 
between  them,  have  caused  considerable  interest 
to  be  manifested  throughout  the  United  States 
in  reference  to  the  ultimate  settlement  of  the 
question  at  issue. 


In  view  of  these  facts  I  take  it  for  granted 
that  a  brief  description  of  this  somewhat  re¬ 
mote  and  unfrequented  section,  with  some  ob¬ 
servations  upon  the  history  of  its  early  settle¬ 
ment  and  the  character  of  its  present  inhabit¬ 
ants,  will  not  prove  altogether  devoid  of  interest 
or  instruction  at  this  time. 

With  the  purpose  of  establishing  an  agricul¬ 
tural  colony,  the  Earl  of  Selkirk,  an  enterprising 
Scottish  noble,  who  was  largely  interested  in 
the  Hudson  Bay  Company,  in  1811  purchased 
from  that  association  a  portion  of  its  lands, 
upon  which  the  present  settlements  at  Red 
River  are  located,  and  during  the  following' 
season  he  brought  out  from  Sutherland,  Scot¬ 
land,  several  families,  and  attempted  to  estab¬ 
lish  them  as  a  nucleus  for  his  colony  near  w'here 
Fort  Garry  now  stands;  but  on  their  arrival 
they  were  confronted  by  the  attaches  of  the 
hostile  Northwest  Company,  who  assaulted 
them  and  drove  them  back  over  the  border  to 
Pembina.  They  then  burned  their  tenements, 
appropriated  or  destroyed  their  property ;  and 
it  was  not  until  1816,  when  Lord  Selkirk  re¬ 
ceived  a  reinforcement  of  emigrants,  that  he 
was  enabled  to  occupy  the  lands  he  had  origin¬ 
ally  selected  for  the  colony. 

The  hostility  of  the  Northwest  Company  to¬ 
ward  them  did  not  cease,  however,  and  during 
the  following  summer  a  sharp  conflict  occurred, 
in  which  quite  a  number  were  killed  on  both 
sides,  and  the  colonists  were  temporarily  dis¬ 
persed  ;  but  the  arrival  shortly  afterward  of  an¬ 
other  reinforcement  of  one  hundred  German, 
French,  and  Swiss  disbanded  soldiers  enabled 
them  to  return  to  their  farms.  But  they  con¬ 
tinued  to  be  molested  until  1821,  when  the 
consolidation  of  the  tw'o  fur  companies  settled 
the  quarrel,  and  no  collisions  took  place  subse¬ 
quently. 

_  Immediately  after  the  coalition  of  the  two 
rival  associations,  the  colonists  erected  perma¬ 
nent  habitations  and  planted  large  flelds  of 
grain,  which,  in  that  prolific  virgin  soil,  yield¬ 
ed  bountiful  returns,  and  the  nutritious  prairie 
grasses  caused  their  cattle  to  fatten  and  multi¬ 
ply  so  rapidly  that  in  a  brief  period  they  wxre 
supplied  with  a  profusion  of  bread  and  meat; 
but  when  they  desired  to  exchange  the  prod¬ 
ucts  of  their  labor  for  sugar,  tea,  or  other  im¬ 
ported  articles,  they  discovered  that  the  remote¬ 
ness  and  inaccessibility  of  all  markets  rendered  ' 
their  grain  almost  valueless.  Fifty  bushels  of 
wheat,  for  example,  would  not  purchase  a  pound 
of  tea  or  a  yard  of  cloth.  As  a  consequence 
they  were  compelled  to  forego  the  use  of  many 
of  their  accustomed  luxuries,  which  caused  them 
to  become  so  much  discouraged  at  the  cheer¬ 
less  prospect  before  them  that  some  returned 
to  Europe,  others  removed  to  Canada ;  a  few 
Welsh  families  went  to  Galena,  Illinois,  wdiere 
one  of  the  original  patriarchs,  Shetland  by  name. 
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still  survives ;  while  the  others  remained  upon 
Red  Rivei',  Lord  Selkirk  having  abandoned  the 
colonizing  enterprise  and  returned  home. 

At  Pembina  I  encountered  an  exceedingly 
interesting  old  Irishman  by  the  name  of  Peter 
Haden,  who  came  to  the  country  with  the  first 
colonists  in  1812,  and  had  lived  here  ever  since. 
Although  he  must  have  been  at  least  eighty 
years  old,  yet  all  his  faculties  were  in  remarka¬ 
bly  good  preservation,  and  he  seemed  to  re¬ 
member  every  man  of  more  than  ordinary  note 
who  had  ever  visited  the  country. 

Pie  informed  me  that  shortly  after  they  ar¬ 
rived  upon  Red  River  Lord  Selkirk  directed 
him  to  proceed  to  Kentucky  for  the  purpose  of 
procuring  sheep  for  the  colony.  He  started  at 
once  with  only  two  companions  ;  accomplished 
the  perilous  journey ;  and  after  purchasing  3000 
sheep,  set  out  on  his  return,  traversing  day  after 
day,  and  week  after  week,  the  then  solitary  and 
unpeopled  prairie  wilderness  of  Illinois,  Wis¬ 
consin,  and  Minnesota ;  and  after  several  long 
months  of  wearisome  journeying  over  a  distance 
of  some  1600  miles,  wherein  he  encountered  nu¬ 
merous  mishaps  and  disasters,  as  well  as  hair¬ 
breadth  escapes  from  hostile  savages,  he  at 
length  reached  his  destination  with  only  250  of 
his  original  flock  remaining.  The  others  had 
died,  been  killed  by  the  wolves,  or  stolen  by 
the  Indians  en  route.  The  old  veteran  pioneer 
spoke  of  his  connection  with  Lord  Selkirk  with 
emotions  of  deep  and  kindly  feeling,  and  eulo¬ 
gized  him  as  a  philanthropist  of  the  most  gen¬ 
erous  and  noble  impulses. 

The  population  of  the  Red  River  settlements 
at  this  time  consists  of  the  descendants  of  the 
Scotch  and  English  emigrants  who  remained 
here  after  Lord  Selkirk’s  departure,  and  who 
have  maintained  their  nationality  intact,  with¬ 
out  any  commingling  with  the  aboriginal  race. 
They  are  generally  agriculturists,  having  well- 
tilled  farms  and  good  stocks  of  cattle  and  sheep ; 
showing  conclusively  that  they  have  not  de¬ 
generated,  or  departed  from  the  frugal,  indus¬ 
trious,  and  thrifty  habits  transmitted  to  them 
by  their  ancestors. 

Several  whom  I  met  with  had  accumulated 
respectable  fortunes,  and  were  living  most  com¬ 
fortably  in  stone  or  substantial  framed  houses. 

They  have  several  churches  and  school- 
houses,  and  seem  to  be  a  moral  and  intelli¬ 
gent  people. 

Besides  these,  there  are  several  thousand 
mixed  breeds  of  French  and  Indian  lineage, 
descendants  of  the  courriers-du-hois,  as  the  em¬ 
ployes  of  the  fur  companies  are  termed ;  who, 
after  the  expiration  of  their  service  in  the  com¬ 
panies,  have  settled  here  and  married  Indian 
wives.  They  inherit  all  the  vivacity  and  buoy¬ 
ancy  of  temperament  of  the  French,  united 
with  the  erratic,  roving  propensities  of  the  In¬ 
dian  element. 

Although  they  cultivate  small  patches  of 
ground,  and  pass  the  winter  in  their  rude  cab¬ 
ins,  yet  the  majority  of  them  have  for  many 
years  been  in  the  habit  of  making,  yearly,  two 


excursions  into  the  plains,  toward  the  Missouri 
and  Saskatchewan  rivers,  in  search  of  the  buf¬ 
falo,  which  hitherto  has  constituted  the  chief 
,item  of  their  commissariat. 

I  encountered  hundreds  of  them  in  1868, 
upon  the  elevated  Coteau  du  Missouri,  west 
of  Devil’s  Lake.  They  were  accompanied  by 
their  women  and  children,  and  carried  all  their 
limited  household  furniture  in  their  peculiar 
one-ox  carts ;  and  although  they  had  been 
very  unsuccessful  in  their  hunts,  not  having 
seen  a  single  herd  of  buffalo,  yet  they  appeared 
cheerful  and  happy,  politely  doffing  their  caps 
and  smilingly  bidding  us  Bon  jour,  messieurs,'’ 
as  we  passed. 

The  aggregate  population  in  the  Red  River 
settlements  at  this  time  is  estimated  at  from 
ten  to  twelve  thousand,  about  one-half  of  whom 
are  of  Canadian  origin.  I  saw  very  few  na¬ 
tives  of  the  United  States  among  them. 

Good  crops  of  wheat,  barley,  oats,  rye,  and 
vegetables  were  produced  here  prior  to  1866, 
when  countless  myriads  of  grasshoppers  made 
their  appearance,  and  for  four  successive  sea¬ 
sons  destroyed  nearly  every  vestige  of  a  crop 
throughout  the  entire  limits  of  the  colony. 

At  the  time  of  my  visit,  in  1868,  the  inhab¬ 
itants  had  become  so  much  disheartened  that 
it  was  believed,  if  the  dreadful  ravages  contin¬ 
ued  another  season,  they  would  produce  so 
•much  of  a  famine  as  to  compel  the  inhabitants 
to  abandon  the  country  and  seek  other  homes. 
Fortunately  for  them,  however,  the  scourge 
was  not  repeated  last  year,  and  fair  crops  were 
produced. 

It  is  difficult  for  a  person  who  has  not  seen 
these  hosts  of  insects  to  conceive  of  the  extent 
of  the  devastation  which  they  leave  in  their  trail. 
From  whence  they  originally  come,  or  whither 
they  go,  is,  I  believe,  as  yet  involved  in  mys¬ 
tery. 

A  Delaware  Indian,  upon  one  occasion,  re¬ 
marked  to  me  that  the  prairie  tribes  were,  as  a 
general  rule,  close  observers  of  the  habits  and 
peculiarities  of  the  animal  creation.  In  evi¬ 
dence  of  which  he  said  he  once  described  to  a 
chief  some  of  the  achievements  of  civilization, 
such  as  the  introduction  of  steamboats  and  rail¬ 
roads,  which  seemed  to  produce  some  impres¬ 
sion  upon  the  mind  of  the  savage,  who  admit¬ 
ted  that  the  pale-faces,  as  a  general  rule,  pos¬ 
sessed  a  good  deal  more  knowledge  than  the 
Indian;  but,  added  he,  “are  they  able  to  tell 
where  the  grasshoppers  go  to  ?” 

We  know  that  they  come  with  the  wind,  and 
their  appearance  in  the  atmosphere  is  not  un¬ 
like  that  of  a  dense  snow-storm,  which  almost 
obscures  the  sun’s  rays ;  and  when  they  alight 
upon  the  ground  they  literally  cover  it  for  miles 
in  every  direction ;  and  are  often  seen  piled 
upon  each  other  several  tiers  deep. 

So  voracious  are  they  that  they  only  require 
a  few  hours  to  utterly  destroy  large  fields  of 
grain. 

At  one  time  in  1868,  as  I  was  informed,  they 
were  heaped  up  against  Fort  Garry  to  the  depth 
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of  three  feet,  having  struck  the  walls  in  their 
flight  and  dropped  down  at  the  base  ;  and  this 
great  accumulation  of  animal  matter  generated 
so  offensive  an  effluvium  that  the  people  of 
Winnipeg  were  for  several  days  engaged  in  re¬ 
moving  the  nuisance,  to  prevent  a  pestilence. 

When  these  ravenous  insects  first  made  their 
appearance  they  evinced  a  discrimination  in 
the  choice  of  their  food,  first  attacking  the  on¬ 
ions,  which  they  devoured  to  the  roots ;  and, 
strange  as  it  may  appear,  they  did  not,  until 
the  last  season,  seem  to  relish  green  pease. 
Then  they  made  indiscriminate  assaults,  demol¬ 
ishing  every  trace  of  grain  and  vegetable  as 
clean  as  if  a  fire  had  swept  over  the  land. 

It  is  fortunate  that  their  advent  and  ravages 
were  confined  to  a  sparsely  populated  district  of 
country ;  hut  should  their  migrations  hereafter 
extend  into  the  more  densely  settled  sections, 
like  the  grain-growing  districts  of  Iowa,  Illi¬ 
nois,  and  Minnesota,  it  would  be  difficult  to  es¬ 
timate  the  amount  of  damage  that  might  ensue 
from  the  destruction  of  crops.  That  their  raids 
are  very  extensive  is  evident  from  the  fact  that 
their  track  was  distinctly  visible  over  almost 
every  foot  of  the  country  for  a  thousand  miles 
that  I  traversed  in  1868. 

Those  who  have  studied  the  habits  of  these 
insects  have  observed  that  after  they  have  ex¬ 
hausted  their  powers  in  laying  waste  a  section 
of  country  (about  the  latter  part  of  August), ' 
they  bore  holes  in  the  ground,  wherein  they 
deposit  their  eggs  or  larva,  and  disappear. 
During  the  first  warm  days  of  the  ensuing 
spring  the  young  insects  are  hatched,  and  crawl 
out  upon  the  surface,  while  they  are  so  diminu¬ 
tive  as  to  be  scarcely  visible  to  the  naked  eye, 
and  only  possess  power  of  locomotion  suffi¬ 
cient  to  aggregate  in  masses,  occasionally  as 
large  as  a  bushel  measure.  Their  growth  from 
this  period  is  so  rapid  that  in  a  few  days  they 
are  ready  to  commence  their  characteristic  de¬ 
vastations. 

As  it  has  been  supposed  by  some  that  these 
insects  are  the  same  as  the  Old  World  locusts, 

I  remark,  that  the  two  species,  although  anal¬ 
ogous  in  many  of  their  characteristics,  are  not 
identical  j  and,  indeed,  we  have  nothing  in  this 
country  precisely  like  the  locust  of  Egypt  and 
Syria,  which  is  about  three  inches  long  and  of 
a  greenish  color ;  while  the  grasshoppers  alluded 
to  are  only  about  half  that  length,  and  are  of  a 
reddish-brown  color.  The  former  are  classi¬ 
fied  by  naturalists  as  belonging  to  the  genus 
Pacliytilus  migratorius,  and  the  latter  to  the 
genus  Caloptenus  spretus.  They  both  come  and 
go  with  the  wind,  and  are  equally  devastating 
in  their  ravages. 

The  track  of  the  Eastern  locusts  has  occa¬ 
sionally,  since  Pharaoh’s  time,  been  marked 
with  a  greater  amount  of  desolation  and  loss 
of  human  life  than  has  followed  the  invasions 
of  hostile  armies.  Even  as  late  as  1867  these 
insect  plagues  produced  a  famine  in  Algeria, 
which  caused  over  one  hundred  thousand  na¬ 
tives  to  perish  of  hunger. 


The  Hudson  Bay  Company  has  erected 
two  defensive  works. upon  Red  River.  Tiie 
site  of  the  one  knovvn  as  Fort  Garry  was  oc¬ 
cupied  as  a  French  trading  post  as  early  as 
1662,  and  is  designated  upon  an  old  English 
map,  published  by  Thomas  Jeffers  in  1762, 
as  “Fort  La  Reine.”  It  is  situated  upon  an 
elevated  plain  within  the  angle  formed  by  the 
confluence  of  the  Red  and  Assiniboine  rivers, 
and  is  inclosed  by  a  stone-wall  twelve  feet  high 
and  three  feet  in  thickness,  with  heavy  towers 
pierced  for  cannon  and  small-arms  at  each  an¬ 
gle.  Within  the  inclosure  are  store-houses, 
magazines,  and  capacious  quarters  for  the  of¬ 
ficers  and  other  employes  of  the  association. 

Mr.  William  M'Tavish,  the  courteous  and 
hospitable  chief  factor,  and,  by  appointment 
from  the  Hudson  Bay  Company,  the  Gov¬ 
ernor  of  the  “Colony  of  Assiniboine,”  which 
embraces  the  Red  River  settlements,  makes  his 
head- quarters  here. 

The  village  of  Winnipeg  is  half  a  mile  below 
the  fort,  and  contains  some  three  or  four  hun¬ 
dred  people,  with  taverns,  groceries,  and  other 
concomitants  of  an  embryo  Western  town  ;  and 
here,  among  a  variety  of  other  nationalities,  we 
found  a  representative  of  the  irrepressible  cos¬ 
mopolitan  Yankee  nation — a  keen  shop-keeper 
from  “down  East,”  who,  we  were  told,  was 
fully  up  to,  if  not  a  little  ahead  of,  the  sharp¬ 
est  of  the  Scotch  or  English  notion-vendors. 

Twenty  miles  below  Winnipeg  is  the  other 
work,  the  designation  of  which  (Stone  Fort) 
indicates  the  solidity  of  its  structure.  It  crowns 
an  elevated  plateau  bordering  the  left  bank  of 
the  river,  and  is  built  of  dressed  masonr}',  with 
circular  towers  at  the  angles,  and  gateways  simi¬ 
lar  to  those  at  Fort  Garry ;  and  is  capable  of 
affording  effective  resistance  to  a  vigorous  at¬ 
tack,  even  if  made  with  artillery  of  light  calibre. 

Within  this  fort  are  stone  store-houses  and 
quarters  sufficient  for  200  men :  and  in  18.51 
the  two  works  were  garrisoned  by  300  regu¬ 
lars  of  the  Sixth  infantry  of  the  line.  Subse¬ 
quently  they  were  relieved  by  three  companies 
of  Canadian  rifles,  which  left  here  in  1861,  and 
no  troops  have  been  stationed  here  since.  From 
Stone  Fort  to  Lake  Winnipeg  (23  miles)  the 
river  is  from  200  to  400  yards  wide,  and  two 
fathoms  deep ;  and  for  ten  miles  before  it  en¬ 
ters  tlie  lake  it  meanders  through  a  low  morass 
with  a  sluggish  current,  offering  no  obstructions 
to  navigation. 

Lake  Winnipeg,  which  is  264  miles  long, 
with  an  average  width  of  30  miles,  is  shal¬ 
low,  and  for  the  most  part  confined  within  a 
rock-bound  coast,  unpeopled  save  by  fur-traders 
and  Indians. 

The  Company  has  a  schooner  upon  the  lake, 
which  sails  between  the  different  trading  posts 
along  shore.  Previous  to  the  union  of  Hud¬ 
son  Bay  with  the  Northwest  Company  all  the  sup¬ 
plies  of  the  latter,  and  many  of  the  former  asso¬ 
ciation,  wei-e  sent  from  Montreal  in  bateaux  to 
Fort  William  on  Lake  Superior,  and  thence  in 
bateaux  and  canoes  via  Rainy  Lake  and  Lake 
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of  the  Woods  to  their  destination,  this  being 
the  only  route  lying  altogether  within  British 
territory  by  which  Lake  Winnipeg  could  be 
reached  from  Canada. 

After  the  consolidation  was  consummated 
this  route  was  abandoned,  and  for  a  time  all 
the  supplies  were  shipped  from  England  to 
York  Eactory,  and  thence  up  -Hayes  River, 
and  through  the  chain  of  small  lakes  to  Nor¬ 
way  House  on  Lake  Winnipeg. 

A  ship  freighted  with  merchandise  for  the 
Company  has  sailed  from  England  annually  for 
over  one  hundred  years,  and  still  continues  to 
arrive  at  and  depart  from  their  depot  at  York 
Eactory  as  regularly  as  the  seasons  come  round; 
and  I  was  informed  that  there  never  had  been  a 
disaster  or  a  failure  in  a  single  voyage.  Upon 
both  the  old  routes  of  communication  numerous 
portages  had  to  be  made,  and  the  ponderous 
bateaux  dragged  over  them  upon  rollers.  More¬ 
over,  these  routes  could  only  be  traversed  dur¬ 
ing  midsummer. 

The  greater  part  of  the  Company’s  supplies 
is  now  sent  to  Eort  Garry  through  Minneso¬ 
ta,  and,  although  it  still  continues  to  ship  its 
finest  furs  from  York  Eactory,  the  coarser  pelt¬ 
ries  go  overland  via  St.  Paul.  A  very  signifi¬ 
cant  fact  relative  to  the  advantages  of  this  over 
the  old  routes  is,  that  merchandise  can  he  laid 
down  at  Eort  Garry  by  the  St.  Paul  route  at  an 
earlier  date  in  the  season  than  it  can  leave  En¬ 
gland  with  a  certainty  of  having  an  open  pas¬ 
sage  through  the  straits  into  Hudson  Bay. 

About  a  thousand  carts,  each  freighted  with 
900  pounds  of  peltries,  were  sent  from  Eort 
Garry  by  the  Minnesota  route  prior  to  August, 
1868.  On  these  duties  were  paid  at  Pembina 
upon  a  valuation  of  over  $50,000,  while  double 
that  amount  was  bonded  in  transit  for  England. 

A  very  unusual  feature  in  the  topography  of 
the  country  will  be  perceived  by  reference  to 
the  map  of  that  portion  of  Minnesota  which 
embraces  the  sources  of  the  Minnesota  River 
and  the  most  southerly  branch  of  the  Red  Riv¬ 
er.  It  is  a  singular  fact  that  of  these  streams, 
rising  within  a  mile  of  each  other,  upon  the 
same  level  (about  980  feet  above  the  sea),  one 
sends  its  waters  nearly  south,  into  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico,  while  the  other  flows  due  north,  into 
Lake  Winnipeg  and  Hudson  Bay  ;  and  in  high 
stages  their  waters  commingle. 

Red  River,  throughout  nearly  its  entire  course, 
is  fringed  with  an  extensive  belt  of  excellent 
timber,  and  flows  with  a  gentle  and  uniform 
current  through  an  alluvial  valley  from  five  to 
twenty  miles  wide,  which  embraces  a  vast  ex¬ 
tent  of  the  best  prairie  bottom  lands  I  over  be¬ 
held,  covered  with  an  exuberant  growth  of  nu¬ 
tritious  wild  grasses  from  two  to  six  feet  high, 
from  which  an  inexhaustible  amount  of  hay 
could  annually  be  made. 

Several  tributaries  entering  the  river  from 
the  east  have  large  forests  of  pine  timber  upon 
their  banks,  and  this,  in  high  stages  of  water, 
could  easily  be  rafted  down ;  while  the  great 
body  of  hard  timber  on  the  main  stream  is  am- 
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pie  for  the  requirements  of  an  extensive  farm¬ 
ing  community.  Red  River  is  navigable  for 
steamers  for  a  distance  of  two  hundred  and 
fifty  miles  from  its  mouth. 

As  the  sources  of  the  Red  River  are  300  miles 
south  of  its  Mbouche  in  Lake  Winnipeg,  the 
ice  thaws  out  much  earlier  in  the  season  upon 
its  head  waters  than  in  the  lower  portions  of  it ; 
which  circumstance  has  occasionally  caused  the 
ice  below  to  become  so  much  choked  and 
dammed  up  as  to  force  the  water  out  of  the 
channel  and  inundate  the  entire  valley  for  miles 
upon  each  side.  These  great  freshets  are  not, 
however,  very  frequent,  the  last  three  having 
occurred  at  intervals  of  about  twenty  years,  and 
in  each  instance  the  water  has  drained  off  in 
time  for  the  planting  season. 

The  line  bounding  the  northern  limits  of  our 
possessions  crosses  Red  River  near  Pembina, 
where  we  have  a  collector  of  customs  with  six 
or  eight  subordinates,  comprising  the  chief  pop¬ 
ulation  of  the  hamlet,  which  is  situated  direct¬ 
ly  upon  the  north  bank  of  the  Pembina  River, 
at  tire  crossing  of  the  Minnesota  and  Eort  Gar¬ 
ry  road. 

Thirty  miles  above  this,  upon  the  Pembina' 
River,  is  a  farming  settlement  called  St.  Joseph, 
of  some  two  hundred  Bois-brules,  as  the  mixed 
breeds  are  termed. 

.The  habits  and  occupations  of  these  people 
are  in  all  respects  like  those  of  the  descendants 
of  the  voyageurs  before  described  upon  Red 
River.  An  extensive  area  of  bottom  land  of 
unsurpassed  fertility,  with  woodland  sufficient 
for  agricultural  purposes,  is  found  in  the  valley 
of  the  Pembina  and  Assiniboine  rivers  ;  and  it 
is  a  noteworthy  fafct  that  artificial  irrigation  is 
unnecessary  for  the  production  of  crops  in  this 
section  of  country.  The  arable  belt  in  this 
meridian  of  longitude  does  not  extend  far  north 
of  Lake  Winnipeg,  as  the  climate  soon  becomes 
too  cold  and  the  summers  too  short  for  the 
growth  of  cereals.  At  Eort  Churchill  and 
York  Eactory,  for  example,  the  ground  never 
thaws  more  than  about  three  feet  from  the  sur¬ 
face,  and  remains  perpetually  frozen  for  fifteen 
feet  below  that  depth.  The  temperature  at 
those  places,  measured  by  the  gradations  of 
Eahrenheit’s  thermometer,  ranges  from  90° 
above  zero  in  summer  to  50°  below  zero  in 
winter.  Some  idea  may  be  conjectured  of  the 
intensity  of  the  cold  from  the  fact  that  casks 
of  rum  or  brandy,  when  exposed  for  four  hours 
in  the  open  air  to  the  lowest  temperature  above 
indicated,  will  congeal  to  the  consistence  of 
honey. 

It  is  a  meteorological  phenomenon  familiar 
to  all  who  have  given  the  subject  any  attention, 
that  the  climate  in  the  northwest  of  this  conti¬ 
nent  (the  altitude  being  equal)  moderates  rap¬ 
idly  as  we  proceed  toward  the  Pacific  coast 
upon  the  same  parallel  of  latitude  ;  which  fact 
expands  the  fertile  grain-growing  belt  of  coun¬ 
try  much  further  to  the  north  in  the  vicinity  of 
the  Rocky  Mountains  than  we  find  it  near  the 
Atlantic  Ocean.  So  important  is  this  differ- 
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ence  that  the  isothermal  line  touching  the  head 
of  the  south  branch  of  the  Saskatchewan,  in 
latitude  51°  and  longitude  110°,  passes  through 
Chicago  and  Cleveland,  and  strikes  Long  Isl¬ 
and  Sound  near  the  boundary  of  New  York  and 
Connecticut,  in  latitude  41°  and  longitude  73°. 
In  other  words,  the  summer  climate  upon  the 
head  waters  of  the  Saskatchewan,  with  an  aver¬ 
age  temperature  of  70°  above  zero,  is  the  same 
as  that  upon  the  Atlantic  coast  ten  degrees  fur¬ 
ther  south.  The  limit  of  successful  agriculture 
in  longitude  110°  extends  as  far  north  as  Peace 
and  Laird  rivers,  tributaries  to  the  Arctic  Ocean, 
in  latitude  59°  north,  where  good  crops  of  wheat 
have  been  grown. 

The  Saskatchewan  River,  with  its  sources  in 
the  eastern  slope  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  flows 
for  a  thousand  miles  through  the  Hudson  Bay 
territory,  and  empties  into  Lake  Winnipeg. 
It  is  navigable  for  steamers  of  light  draught 
throughout  the  greater  part  of  its  course,  and 
drains  a  section  of  country  about  four  times  the 
magnitude  of  Ohio,  which  we  have  the  most 
undoubted  authority  for  asserting  to  be  surpass¬ 
ingly  rich  and  productive,  and  admirably  adapt¬ 
ed  to  agriculture.  All  the  common  cereals,  ex¬ 
cepting  corn,  have  been  successfully  cultivated 
at  the  different  posts  of  the  Hudson  Bay  Com¬ 
pany  within  the  district. 

Although  the  winters  here  are  protracted, 
yet  the  snow  does  not  fall  deep,  and  cattle  run 
out  during  the  greater  part  of  the  year  without 
shelter  or  any  forage  save  the  natural  wild  herb¬ 
age  ;  and  the  buffalo  are  said  to  remain  fat  dur¬ 
ing  the  entire  winter  in  the  sheltered  valleys 
bordering  the  river. 

Governor  Ramsey,  of  Minnesota,  in  1851, 
spoke  of  this  country  in  these  words  :  “I  hesi¬ 
tate  not  to  ascribe  to  the  whole  of  the  upper 
plains  of  the  Saskatchewan  River  an  agricul¬ 
tural  value  superior  naturally  to  the  fields  of 
our  New  England  in  their  primitive  condition.” 

That  zealous  missionary  and  disinterested 
Christian  philanthropist,  the  good  Pather  De 
Smet,  who  wintered  in  1854-55  upon  the  Up¬ 
per  Saskatchewan,  gives  his  impressions  of  that 
country  in  the  following  language:  “The  en¬ 
tire  region  in  the  vicinity  of  the  eastern  chain 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  serving  as  their  base, 
30  or  60  miles,  is  extremely  fertile,  abounding 
in  forests,  prairies,  lakes,  streams,  and  springs. 
The  streams  are  innumerable,  and,  on  every 
side,  offer  situations  favorable  for  mills.  The 
northern  and  southern  branches  of  the  Sas¬ 
katchewan  River  I  have  traversed  for  300  miles. 
Forests  of  pine,  cypress,  etc.,  etc.,  occupy  a 
large  portion  of  it,  covering  the  slopes  of  the 
mountains  and  the  banks  of  the  rivers.” 

If  this  country  possesses  the  great  natural 
agricultural  attractions  that  have  been  ascribed 
to  it,  and  which  have  been  perfectly  understood 
by  the  British  government  for  over  half  a  cen¬ 
tury,  the  question  naturally  airises  why  steps 
have  not  before  now  been  taken  to  populate  and 
develop  it.  The  only  solution  of  this  mystery 
that  occurs  to  my  mind  lies  in  the  indubitable 


fact  that  English  capitalists,  when  called  upon 
to  loose  their  purse-strings  for  any  purpose  in¬ 
volving  the  slightest  hazard,  are  as  alien  in 
their  instincts  to  their  descendants  in  the  Unit¬ 
ed  States  as  if  their  lineage  had  no  approxima¬ 
tion  since  the  flood. 

The  sluggish  apathy  and  morbid  caution  of 
our  Venerable  transatlantic  progenitors,  when 
contrasted  with  the  fearless,  dashing  spirit  of 
enterprise  and  prompt  execution  which  charac¬ 
terize  the  achievements  of  our  people,  receives 
a  forcible  illustration  in  the  glaring  truth  that 
they,  for  more  than  a  century,  have  been  pur¬ 
suing  the  “penny  wise  and  pound  foolish”  pol¬ 
icy  of  barring  up  all  avenues  of  approach  to  this 
vast  tract  of  fertile  country ;  and  for  what  pur¬ 
pose  ? 

Has  it  been  from  any  especial  regard  they  en¬ 
tertain  for  the  rights  of  the  Indians,  who,  under 
the  acknowledged  international  law  of  priority 
of  discovery  and  occupancy,  are  the  proprietors 
of  the  soil  ?  This  will  not  be  credited  by  any 
one  who  is  familiar  with  the  history  of  their  in¬ 
tercourse  with  the  natives.  The  treatment  of 
the  Indians  by  our  own  government,  and  by 
that  of  Great  Britain,  has  often  been  contrasted 
by  persons  not  understanding  the  subject,  and 
conclusions  drawn  favorable  to  the  latter,  and 
damaging  to  us  as  a  philanthropic  and  just  na¬ 
tion  ;  whereas  the  facts,  in  my  judgment,  go  to 
prove  a  condition  of  things  directly  the  reverse. 
Our  government,  for  example,  has  invariably 
recognized  the  claim  of  the  natives  to  the  soil, 
and  has  uniformly  purchased  and  paid  them  for 
it;  and  if  our  agents  have  not  always  proved 
honest,  it  has  not  been  the  fault  of  the  govern¬ 
ment,  and  does  not  affect  the  principle.  Our 
Congress,  with  the  welfare  of  the  Indians  in 
view,  has  enacted  laws  prohibiting  the  intro¬ 
duction  of  spirituous  liquors  into  the  Indian 
country,  and  imposed  severe  penalties  upon 
their  violation;  whereas  the  British  govern¬ 
ment  has  taken  their  lands  whenever  it  suited 
the  purposes  of  their  authorities,  and  paid  them 
in  return  whatever  caprice,  interest,  or  policy 
dictated. 

When  the  Hudson  Bay  Company’s  factors 
entered  Rupert’s  Land,  they  found  it  peopled 
with  numerous  tribes  of  vigorous,  manly  na¬ 
tives,  who  were  strangers  to  the  effects  of  alco¬ 
holic  drinks,  and,  in  the  primitive  simplicity  of 
their  untutored  natures,  were  prosperous  and 
^^PPy-  Btit  the  advent  of  the  Englishman  upon 
their  domain  inaugurated  a  new  era  in  their  his¬ 
tory.  They  were  speedily  inducted  into  the  dia¬ 
bolical  mysteries  of  the  intoxicating  cup ;  and 
these  credulous  children  of  the  forest,  with  the 
instinctive  proclivity  of  their  race,  eagerly  im¬ 
bibed  the  seductive  fire-water,  and  soon  became 
slaves  to  its  pernicious  influences;  and,  from 
that  day  to  this,  spirituous  liquor  has  consti¬ 
tuted  one  of  the  chief  articles  of  their  traffic. 
To  such  an  alarming  extent  have  the  Indians 
become  addicted  to  the  use  of  this  poisonous 
stimulant,  and  it  has  uTOught  so  rapid  a  dimi¬ 
nution  in  their  numbers,  that  now  there  are  but 
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a  few  miserable  remnants  left  of  what  were  once 
powerful  tribes.  They  have  degenerated  into 
the  very  deci^pitude  of  barbarism.  All  this  has 
been  brought  about  with  the  knowledge  and 
sanction  of  the  very  people  who  now  have  the 
audacity  to  charge  us  with  cruelty  and  injustice 
to  the  red  man.  Bah !  Such  barefaced  hy¬ 
pocrisy  only  serves  to  delude  those  who  are  ig¬ 
norant  of  the  history  of  English  civilization — 
or,  more  properly  speaking,  English  annihilation 
— in  India,  in  China,  and  in  British  North 
America. 

The  British  authorities,  in  opposing  immigra¬ 
tion  into  the  territory  of  the  Hudson  Bay  Com¬ 
pany,  have  been  actuated  by  a  different  motive 
from  that  of  any  special  regard  they  entertain 
for  the  welfare  of  the  aboriginal  race  ;  and  that 
motive  is  nothing  more  or  less  than  the  per¬ 
petuation  of  the  trade  of  a  powerful  monopoly, 
which  thereby  has  been  enabled  to  barter  its 
wares  for  a  few  paltry  .beaver  and  musk-rat 
skins  ;  while  we,  on  the  other  side  of  the  bound¬ 
ary  line,  in  the  brief  period  of  five  years,  have 
not  only  populated  several  adjacent  new  terri¬ 
tories,  but  have  spanned  the  continent  with  one 
railroad,  and  have  several  others  in  rapid  prog¬ 
ress  toward  completion. 

That  the  ponderous  optics  of  our  lethargic 
cousin,  John  Bull,  are  at  last  beginning  slowly 
to  open  upon  the  importance  of  this  subject  the 
following  quotation  from  a  sensible  pamphlet, 
published  at  London,  in  1866,  by  Thomas  Eaw- 
lins,  E.E.G.S.,  author  of  “America  from  the 
Atlantic  to  the  Pacific,”  most  pointedly  indi¬ 
cates.  He  says  :  “To  the  directors  and  stock¬ 
holders  of  the  Hudson  Bay  Company  we  would 
say :  The  emigrant  is  even  now  thundering  at 
your  doors  ;  he  demands  a  passage ;  he  asks  by 
what  right  you  exclude  him.  Why  have  you 
not  borrowed  a  lesson  from  the  progress  of  the 
country  adjoining  ?  Are  you  blind  to  your  own 
interest  ?  for,  if  you  continue  to  pursue  your 
present  policy,  you  assuredly  will  be.  Brother 
Jonathan  possesses  a  capacious  maw.  He  is  snuff¬ 
ing  the  savory  morsel  of  the  Fertile  Belt;  but 
once  let  him  get  a  few  Squatters'  Rights,  and 
there  will  soon  be  no  necessity  for  any  action 
on  the  part  of  the  Board  of  Directors.  Their 
power  will  have  slipped  from  their  grasp,  and 
the  road  to  the  Pacific  be  shut  out  to  us  forever. 
We  must  not,  we  can  not,  permit  such  suicidal 
lethargy  to  continue.  We  are  all  interested 
that  unless  something  is  done  soon,  the  connec¬ 
tion  between  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  coasts  in 
English  interests  is  irretrievably  severed,  and 
the  supremacy  of  British  power  in  North  Amer¬ 
ica  will  be  greatly  endangered.” 

The  somewhat  equivocal  compliment  paid  us 
in  the  gastronomic  figure  above  quoted  is  emi¬ 
nently  characteristic  of  the  nationality  of  the 
writer,  and  exhibits  the  true  measure  of  John 
Bull  courtesy  and  amenity ;  yet  it  contains  an  ad¬ 
mission  regarding  the  relative  enterprise  of  the 
two  nations  which  I  should  hardly  have  expect¬ 
ed  from  an  Englishman.  It  must  be  conceded 
that  the  gloomy  picture  of  the  future  which  he 


so  earnestly  exhibits  to  the  serious  contempla¬ 
tion  of  his  countrymen  seems  almost.prophet- 
ic;  and,  indeed,  we  may  truly  say  that  it  has 
already  been  partially  verified. 

The  fact  is  indisputable  that  “Brother  Jona¬ 
than,”  in  his  voracious  absorption  of  domain, 
has  proved  himself  to  be  something  of  a  gour¬ 
mand.  That  he  has  been  blessed  by  Provi¬ 
dence  with  a  “  maw”  of  respectable  proportions, 
an  excellent  appetite,  and  capital  powers  of  di¬ 
gestion  is  beyond  question  ;  moreover,  his  keen 
olfactories  certainly  do  enable  him  to  “snuff” 
from  afar  the  aroma  of  a  choice  bonne  houche  in 
the  form  of  auriferous  or  agricultural  territorial 
acquisitions ;  and,  although  he  has  of  late  been 
a  little  cloyed  with  racy  viands  of  this  descrip¬ 
tion,  yet  no  dyspeptic  symptoms  have  as  yet  ap¬ 
peared  ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  if  the  piquant 
“morsel,”  so  graphically  and  temptingly  de¬ 
picted  above,  were  properly  served  up  and  placed 
in  his  mouth,  he  might  manage  to  swallow  it. 

Should  the  North  Pacific  Eailroad,  or  either 
of  the  two  railroads  from  St.  Paul,  be  extended 
on  from  near  the  head  of  Eed  Eiver  across  the 
elevated  plain  of  the  Coteau  du  Missouri,  south 
of  Devil’s  Lake,  the  road  would  run  entirely 
within  the  limits  of  our  own  territory,  and  would 
have  the  most  direct  bearing  for  its  Pacific  termin¬ 
us  ;  and  the  face  of  the  country  here  is  smooth, 
without  any  very  heavy  grades  ;  all  of  which  are 
important  considerations.  But  this  line  trav¬ 
erses  some  threehundred  miles  of  elevated  table¬ 
land  east  of  the  Missouri  Eiver,  upon  which  are, 
only  here  and  there,  at  very  wide  intervals,  a 
few  sticks  of  wood,  and  a  scarcity  of  water. 
This  plateau  is  from  two  to  eight  hundred  feet 
above  the  adjacent  country,  from  twelve  to 
eighteen  hundred  feet  above  the  ocean  level, 
and  covered  with  short  grass ;  but,  with  the  ex¬ 
ception  of  a  minute  fraction  along  the  borders 
of  the  few  small  streams,  it  is  not  arable.  Be¬ 
sides,  a  considerable  amount  of  snow  falls  upon 
these  bleak  plains,  and  the  fierce  driving  winds 
cause  it  to  drift  greatly,  so  that  it  is  very  diffi¬ 
cult  and  unsafe  traveling  in  midwinter,  Eor 
example,  during  the  winter  of  1867-68  there 
was  so  much  snow  here  that  the  mails  could 
only  be  carried  between  some  of  the  military 
posts  upon  dog -trains,  and  several  men  lost 
their  lives  in  this  perilous  service. 

If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  railroad  should  be 
carried  down  the  valley  of  Eed  Eiver  to  Port 
Garry,  and  thence  up  the  valleys  of  the  Assini- 
boine  and  Saskatchewan,  it  would  pass  through 
a  lower  and  more  sheltered  section,  nearly  all 
of  which  is  tillable,  and  would  in  all  probability 
soon  be  densely  populated  up  to  the  very  foot¬ 
hills  of  the  Eocky  Mountains,  which  are  here 
less  than  400  miles  from  the  Pacific  terminus. 

It  does  not,  in  my  humble  judgment,  require 
the  premonition  of  a  prophet  to  discern  that  an 
achievement  of  such  magnitude  as  this  would 
contribute  vastly  to  the  mutual  benefit  of  the 
United  States  as  well  as  England.  All  inter- 
oceanic  transit  over  this  route  would  necessa¬ 
rily  pass  for  several  hundred  miles  upon  our 
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roads ;  and  I  am  unable  to  resist  the  force  of 
my  own  ■convictions  that  the  international  af¬ 
finity  and  the  moral  cohesions  which  would  in¬ 
evitably  result  from  such  a  community  of  inter¬ 
est,  and  which  would  be  cemented  and  consoli¬ 
dated  by  mutual  advantages  of  a  commercial, 
social,  and  political  character,  would  speedily 
achieve  miraculous  results  in  developing  the 
endless  resources  of  the  great  Northwest. 

Until  within  a  few  years  past  the  authority 
of  the  Hudson  Bay  Company  throughout  the 
entire  limits  of  their  vast  domain,  from  Canada 
to  Hudson  Bay,  and  to  the  North  Pacific  and 
Arctic  oceans,  has  been  as  potent  and  unlimit¬ 
ed  as  that  of  any  absolute  monarchy  in  the 
universe.  Their  officers  have  exercised  till 
the  functions  of  an  independent  government, 
having  parliamentary,  judicial,  and  executive 
branches,  which  have  enacted,  interpreted,  and 
executed  laws  with  as  unquestioned  immunity 
as  if  they  were  components  of  a  veritable  de 
facto  nationality. 

Invested  as  this  association  was  by  its  char¬ 
ter  with  such  extensive  privileges,  and  armed 
with  powers  so  absolute,  it  is  not  suiq)rising  that 
its  officers  should  have  maintained  for  114  years 
a  domineering  control  over  every  body  within 
the  limits  of  their  territory. 

EinanciaUy  the  operations  of  the  Company 
have  been  attended  with  marked  success.  From 
its  first  organization  the  dividends  increased  un¬ 
til,  in  1664,  the  stockholders  received  60  per 
cent,  upon  their  capital;  and  from  1690  until 
1800,  a  period  of  110  years,  the  annual  divi¬ 
dends  amounted  to  from  60  to  70  per  cent. 
An  idea  may  be  formed  of  the  extent  of  their 
business  from  the  fact  that,  about  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  the  present  century,  it  was  not  an  un¬ 
usual  circumstance  for  3000  of  their  traders  to 
be  assembled  at  one  time  at  the  Port  William 
depot  on  Lake  Superior. 

At  one  period  in  the  history  of  this  powerful 
and  sagacious  association  (1784)  a  foi-raidable 
rival  was  organized  at  Montreal,  under  the  des¬ 
ignation  of  “Northwest  Pur  Company,”  which 
sent  out  its  traders  over  every  part  of  the  coun¬ 
try  wherein  the  other  association  claimed  ex¬ 
clusive  privileges  in  virtue  of  its  charter ;  and 
the  operations  of  the  new  company  were  so 
amplified  that  they  even  sent  ships  around  the 
Horn  to  British  Columbia,  and  employed  as 
many  as  5000  men  at  a  time. 

This  encroachment  upon  w'hat  the  Hudson 
Bay  Company  claimed  to  be  their  legal  rights 
materially  lessened  their  dividends,  and  incited 
them  to  resist  the  intruders,  and  atteinpt  to  ex¬ 
pel  them  by  force  from  the  country;  and  this 
ultimately  engendered  so  acrimonious  a  feeling 
of  antagonism  between  the  employes  of  the  two 
companies  that  it  culminated  in  war  to  the 
knife.  They  fired  upon  each  other  without 
hesitation  whenever  they  met,  and  many  lives 
were  sacrificed  in  these  encounters. 

This  state  of  things  continued  until  1821, 
when  the  Northwest  Company  surrendered  its 


opposition  by  merging  its  destinies  with  its  ri¬ 
val.  Similar  unsuccessful  results  have  uni¬ 
formly  attended  the  efforts  of  the  American 
Pur  Company,  of  Mr.  Astor,  and  other  inde¬ 
pendent  traders,  to  compete  with  the  Hudson 
Bay  Company ;  especially  upon  the  Pacific  slope 
of  the  mountains,  where  their  practice  has  been 
to  send  their  traders  into  close  proximity  with 
all  competitors,  and  undersell  them  to  such  an 
extent  as  to  prevent  them  from  realizing  any 
profits,  and  thereby  compelling  them  to  aban¬ 
don  the  trade. 

It  is  only  a  few  days  since  that  I  was  in¬ 
formed  by  a  gentleman  of  unquestionable  ve¬ 
racity,  who  has  occupied  the  high  position  of 
United  States  Senator,  and  who  at  one  time 
was  at  the  head  of  a  fur  company,  that,  dur¬ 
ing  his  administration,  it  was  the  habitual  prac¬ 
tice  of  the  Hudson  Bay  factors  to  send  their 
traders  to  points  along  the  boundary  line  near¬ 
est  his  establishments,  and  draw  off  his  trade 
with  our  Indians,  by  underselling  him,  and  by 
the  still  more  powerful  inducement  of  ardent 
spirits,  which  our  laws  prohibited  him  from 
vending. 

The  exclusive  monopoly  of  the  fur  trade,  as 
well  as  the  arbitrary  domination  and  rule  of 
the  Hudson  Bay  Company,  culminated  about 
twenty-five  years  ago,  and  has  been  on  the 
wane  ever  since ;  so  that  now  independent 
traders  go  into  their  territory  without  much 
molestation.  And  the  authority  of  their  offi¬ 
cers  is  not  only  questioned,  but  occasionally 
resisted  by  force. 

A  short  time  previous  to  my  visit  at  Win¬ 
nipeg,  the  jail  at  that  place  was  thrown  open 
by  the  populace,  and  prisoners  who  had  been 
immured  within  its  walls,  under  the  decrees  of 
the  Company’s  courts,  were  set  at  liberty. 

The  association  has  a  banking  establishment 
at  York  Factory,  where  it  issues  notes,  re¬ 
deemable  in  coin  at  its  house  of  business  in 
London.  This  currency  circulates  generally 
throughout  the  settlements,  but  seldom  passes 
over  the  boundary  line. 

What  is  to  be  the  ultimate  issue  of  the  pres¬ 
ent  complication  of  affairs  upon  Red  River  can 
not,  as  yet,  be  determined.  It  is  presumed, 
however,  that  much  will  depend  upon  the  ac¬ 
tion  taken  by  the  British  and  Canadian  author¬ 
ities,  who  will  be  unable  to  take  troops  from 
Canada  over  the  Lake  Superior  and  Lake  of  the 
Woods  route,  with  any  certiiinty  of  their  reach¬ 
ing  Red  River  before  about  the  last  of  June. 

Governor  M'Tavish,  in  1868,  expressed  to 
me  the  opinion  that  the  citizens  of  Rupert’s 
Land,  in  the  event  of  their  political  connection 
with  the  government  of  the  Hudson  Bay  Com¬ 
pany  being  severed,  would  prefer  remaining  as 
a  separate  colonial  dependency  of  Great  Brit¬ 
ain  ;  but  rather  than  be  annexed  to  the  distant 
Dominion  of  Canada,  he  believed  the  majority 
of  them  would  gladly  avail  themselves  of  the 
alternative  of  linking  their  destinies  with  the 
tTnited  States. 
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When  these  poor  straggling  locks  were  brown, 
And  these  dim  eyes  were  bright  and  hold, 
I  sung  of  him,  my  country’s  pride, 

Who  woke  the  jousts  of  old. 

I  stood  in  fairy  Abbotsford, 

By  Dryhurgh’s  crumbling  ruins  gray, 

And  sigh’d  above  the  cloister’d  vault 
Where  good  Sir  Walter  lay. 

And  now  when  thirty  chequer’d  years 
Have  brought  me  to  a  foreign  shore, 

I  stand  beside  Otsego’s  lake. 

Less  ardent  than  before. 

But  the  deep  feelings  of  my  prime. 

Though  long  repress’d,  still  inly  burn; 
And  as  I  tread  through  Cooper’s  haunts 
Youth’s  impulses  return. 

“Ho,  stranger!  thou  must  know  his  grave. 
Who  here  his  race  immortal  ran ; 

Canst  guide  me  to  the  sacred  spot 
Where  sleeps  that  kingly  man?” 

The  keen-eyed  rustic,  looking  up 
With  kindly  greeting,  gave  the  nod. 

And,  leading  through  the  grassy  field. 

Points  to  the  hallow’d  sod. 

“See,”  he  exclaim’d,  with  kindling  cheek, 

“  Yon  pile  that  crowns  the  hillock’s  rim. 
To  tell  the  pilgrim  from  afar 
How  proud  we  are  of  him.” 

My  glance  took  in  an  obelisk, 

High  towering  near  the  solemn  wood. 
Where  Natty  Bumppo’s  stalwart  form 
In  lifted  grandeur  stood. 

Careless  his  hand  the  rifle  grasp’d. 

That  weapon  known  throughout  the  world ; 
And,  crouching  at  the  hunter’s  feet. 

His  faithful  hound  was  curl’d. 

“And  there  is  where  the  panther  fought 
With  Brave”  (’tis  now  a  shaven  lawn) ; 
“Where. Lizzie  Temple  scream’d,  as  swift 
The  fatal  bead  tvas  drawn.” 

The  garner’d  memories  of  years 
With  wild  emotion  o’er  me  pass’d  ; 

It  seem’d  so  strange  to  realize 
That  here  I  stood  at  last. 

My  thoughts  went  back  to  days  of  yore. 
When  o’er  his  vivid  page  I  hung. 

As  dreams  of  dark  primeval  woods 
Across  my  soul  were  flung ; 

Of  toilsome  marches,  Indian  camps. 

And  searches  for  the  vanish’d  trail; 

Of  tomahawks  and  bloody  fights. 

War-whoops  and  woman’s  wail; 


Of  birch  canoes  down  rapids  whirl’d ; 

Of  white  cascades  that  ceaseless  pour ; 
Of  beavers,  elks,  and  murmurous  bees. 

And  Niagara’s  roar; 

Of  prairies  vast,  where  countless  herds 
Of  bison  thunder’d  o’er  the  plain ; 

Of  Pawnee  warriors  on  the  scout, 

And  Gamut’s  solemn  strain ; 

Of  Uncas  and  the  Sagamore ; 

Of  Hurons  stalking,  single  file; 

Of  Cora  grave,  and  Alice  bright. 

And  Magua’s  subtle  guile; 

Long  Tom,  “the  may-pole  mariner,” 

Too  faithful  to  the  treacherous  oak. 
Whose  timbers,  scatter’d  on  the  wave, 

His  simple  spirit  broke; 

Paul  Jones,  the  daring  renegade. 

On  that  mad  night  he  sought  his  home. 
Lifting  the  Ai-id  through  the  shoals 
Between  the  crests  of  foam ; 

Of  fair  Eudora,  peerless  maid. 

And  Mabel,  Hawkeye’s  promis’d  boon; 
Of  Arrowhead’s  meek  Indian  wife. 

The  timid  “Dew  of  June;” 

Lithe  Jasper,  with  his  paddle  swift. 

Quick  to  detect  the  Mingo  signs; 

Sage  Tamenund  of  many  days. 

The  Nestor  of  the  pines; 

The  “Rover”  and  the  “Water  Witch,” 

Of  nautical  manoeuvres  rife. 

Their  frolic  in  the  sunny  hour. 

Their  manhood  in  the  strife ; 

The  “  glorious  city  in  the  sea,” 

Where  sad  Jacopo  plied  the  oar. 

And  swept  his  sable  gondola 
Along  the  Lido’s  shore ; 

The  “Lion’s  Mouth”  of  grim  Saint  Mark’s; 

The  “  Three”  in  council  met  for  doom ; 
Pure  Gelsomina’s  light  of  love. 

Gilding  a  dungeon’s  gloom ; 

And  Esther’s  wail  o’er  Asa’s  bier; 

The  tell-tale  bullet  shown  the  band; 

The  cowardly  Abiram’s  fate. 

Dropp’d  by  a  brother’s  hand. 

Creations  matchless,  manifold ! 

Let  kings  for  mortal  lineage  strive ; 

But  these  the  common  lot  defy : 

His  offspring  all  survive. 

Yea !  and  they  shall ;  the  coming  crowas, 
When  valley  clods  have  press’d  our  brow, 
Shall  see  those  creatures  (not  of  clay) 

As  fresh  as  we  do  now. 
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Strange  that  the  day-dreams  of  Romance, 
Phantasmal  forms  of  man’s  device, 
Endure,  while  God’s  own  image  melts 
Like  fast-dissolving  ice! 

No  spirit  through  their  nostril  breathes. 

No  subtile  ichor  fills  their  veins; 

But  still  the  insubstantial  throng 
Erom  age  to  age  remains. 

To  these  serene  realities 

We  are  but  shadows  on  the  wall — 
Scarce  born  to  light  ere  snatch’d  away 
Beneath  Oblivion’s  pall. 

0  plastic  art!  thy  spell  alone 

The  palm  and  fadeless  amaranth  gives ; 
The  sculptor  falls,  the  statue  stands ; 

Sterne  dies,  but  Toby  lives. 

I  gazed  upon  the  placid  scene. 

So  haunted  of  the  Western  muse. 

Where  the  great  Poet  of  the  Woods 
Oft  brush’d  the  morning  dews. 

And  felt  how  blest  his  days  had  been. 

How  kind  his  Maker’s  gracious  plan, 
When  fitting  for  his  wmrk  robust 
This  “castle  of  a  man.” 

Deem  him  not  stern,  imperious,  proud. 
Estrang’d  from  love  and  kindly  ken. 
Because  he  scorn’d  the  little  arts 
And  ways  of  little  men. 

And  if,  at  times,  indignantly. 

He  spurn’d  the  miscreant  from  his  sight. 
Too  often  venial  error  found 
His  bark  worse  than  his  bite. 

The  cinnamon  is  rough  in  rind. 

But  turn  the  gnarle'd  wrappings  o’er. 
And  out  the  pure  aroma  flies — 

What  sweetness  at  the  core ! 

It  was  his  fate  to  cope  with  those 
Who  chafed,  impatient  of  his  might ; 
And  if  his  calls  to  war  were  loud. 

The  impulses  were  right. 

With  patriot  zeal  and  courage  high 
He  faced  a  people  in  the  wrong — 

Bear  witness  those  who  felt  his  stroke 
That  it  was  wondrous  strong. 

He  gave  to  critic-craft  a  cuff 

That  transatlantic  cousins  shook — 
Effectual  answer  to  the  sneer, 

“Who  reads  a  Yankee  book?” 

What  distant  clime  will  Envy  name. 

Where  rifles  crack  or  navies  float. 

In  which  the  roving  Pioneer 
His  fame  has  gather’d  not? 


The  English  boy  feels,  with  a  thrill. 

His  moccasin  among  the  leaves; 

The  maid  of  Norway  hugs  his  page 
On  stormy  winter  eves. 

The  Northern  Pantheon  extends; 

The  Twilight  of  the  Gods  comes  down  ; 
And  Odin’s  sun-bright  hall  is  dimm’d 
By  dark  Wahcondah’s  frown. 

By  Bagdad’s  toppling  minarets 

The  Dervish  adds,  with  inward  glee. 

Our  Sindbad’s  stories  to  his  own 
Weird  wonders  of  the  sea. 

Deep  in  Arabian  wilds  are  found 
His  pictures  of  the  forest  green, 

And  in  Brazilian  solitudes 
His  stately  steps  are  seen. 

Where  the  pomegranate  and  the  peach 
In  Persian  gardens  tempt  the  bird. 

The  flavor  of  the  hickory  nut 
Comes  at  his  simple  word. 

Old  Leatherstocking’s  silent  laugh 
Has  spread  its  soft  infection  wide — 
Delights  the  dwellers  on  the  Nile 
And  by  the  Ganges  tide ; 

Glints  on  the  bonny  “Links  of  Forth,” 

And  where  the  craggy  Grampians  stand : 
The  light  of  Cooper’s  genius  fills 
My  own  illustrious  land. 

The  massy  organs  of  his  thought. 

The  strong  hand  that  the  pictures  drew, 

I  know,  as  downward  sinks  my  glance, 

Are  vanish’d  from  our  view. 

So  may  the  language  he  enrich’d. 

Like  that  of  Greece  and  Rome,  decay; 
The  dusky  race  he  help’d  to  raise 
In  time  may  fade  away; 

And  tongues  of  unimagin’d  tone 
In  other  cycles  yet  may  be. 

When  continents,  unheav’d  as  yet. 

Break  from  the  soundless  sea; 

But  t/iere,  transfus’d  and  mirror’d  strange. 
Perchance  with  myths  of  quaintest  grace. 
The  red  man’s  legend,  faint  and  dim. 

Shall  antiquaries  trace. 

How  peaceful  were  thy  closing  years. 

How  sweet  that  autumn  Sabbath  day. 
When,  all  thy  toil  and  conflicts  o’er. 

Thy  calm  soul  pass’d  away ! 

Away  o’er  Life’s  sublimer  Deep! 

But  thou  iiadst  conn’d  the  Chart  before, 
And,  ready  at  the  Pilot’s  call. 

Loos’d  for  the  “shining  shore.” 

Thomas  C.  Latto. 


(BMtnr’s  I 

IT  certainly  is  not  the  fault  of  New  England 
that  it  is  not  New  York,  nor  of  New  York 
that  its  lustiest  defamers  of  New  England  are 
New  Englanders.  If  you  happen  upon  a  gibe  at 
the  Yankees,  the  probability  is  that  it  was  written 
by  a  full-blooded  Biglow.  And  the  unhappy 
point  is  that  he  and  his  kind  half  justify  their 
own  sneers.  A  mother  who  bears  and  rears 
such  children  may  almost  seem  to  be  worthy 
even  their  contempt.  Their  conduct  is  explain¬ 
ed  by  their  desire  to  propitiate  their  new  mas¬ 
ters.  But  luckily  the  Arnolds  are  always  as 
thoroughly  despised  by  those  whom  they  serve 
as  by  those  whom  they  betray.  A  little  fellow 
comes  from  New  England  to  New  York  and 
squirts  his  feeble  venom  upon  the  granite  hills. 
But  they  do  not  melt,  while  those  for  whose 
pleasure  the  feat  is  performed  only  laugh  at  the 
little  harlequin. 

Yet  the  two  cities  hold  aloof.  Each  has  its 
own  view  of  the  other.  In  the  ancient  days, 
when  the  Easy  Chair,  making  the  grand  tour, 
came  to  Vienna,  it  heard  the  new  opera  of 
“Martha,”  and  Vienna  was  delighted.  Pres¬ 
ently  it  W'ent  to  Berlin,  and  again  heard  the 
pleasant  opera.  Elotow,  the  composer,  himself 
directed.  “Pooh,”  said  Berlin,  “  ’tis  very  pret¬ 
ty  dancing  music,  quite  fit  for  Vienna.”  And 
the  solemn  city  on  the  Spree — for  it  is  an  exqui¬ 
site  joke  to  a  foreigner  that  the  gi-ave,  high- 
stepping  Prussian  metropolis  is  always  on  the 
Spree,  a  joke  which  is  the  more  comical  be¬ 
cause  no  Prussian  can  understand  it — Berlin, 
we  say,  turned  from  the  dancing  music  of 
Elotow  to  its  stately  delight  in  Bach.  But  be¬ 
cause  Berlin  is  solemn,  shall  there  be  no  meny 
music?  And  as  for  New  York,  it  is  useless  to 
talk  of  centralization  while  Boston  holds  out  so 
bravely.  New  York  treats  it  very  much  as  a 
king  treated  the  baron  whom  he  could  not  de¬ 
spise.  And  what  a  city  of  refuge  each  is  from 
the  other !  Theodore  Thomas  delights  New 
York  unchallenged  with  his  “dancing  music” 
at  the  Central  Park  Garden.  When  he  goes  to 
Boston  it  crowds  to  hear  him  :  it  praises  his  or¬ 
chestra  immensely,  and  then — that  the  line  may 
be  drawn — regrets  that  he  plays  so  much  trivial 
music.  Fechter  acts  in  New  York,  which  lifts 
its  doubtful  eyebrows  at  him,  then  slips  off  to 
Boston  and  is  revenged  by  “an  ovation.” 

This  little  friction  is  delightful.  Goethe  al¬ 
ways  said  that  it  was  better  for  Germany  that 
there  should  be  several  small  capitals,  centres  of 
cultivation  and  high  civilization,  instead  of  one 
great,  blighting  Paris  that  would  leave  all  the  rest 
of  the  land  desolate.  If  the  jealousies  could  only 
be  kept  within  bounds,  they  would  serve,  he 
thought,  merely  as  healthful  irritations.  A  fed¬ 
eration  of  small  states,  in  every  small  state  a 
city  with  a  court  and  all  the  refinement  that 
clusters  around  it,  was  evidently  the  ideal  upon 
which  his  mind  was  fixed.  And  who  now  com¬ 
plains  that  there  are  so  many  centres  to  the 
fatherland?  How  much  better  are  Dresden, 
Weimar,  Berlin,  Stuttgart,  Carlsruhe,  Munich, 
Hanover,  Vienna,  and  as  many  more  separate 
cities,  than  they  would  be  rolled  into  one  vast 
metropolis !  This  difference  is  a  spice  we  can 
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not  spare.  What  well-regulated  New  Yorker 
does  not  enjoy  his  gibe  at  Boston,  or  what 
Bostonian  could  yield  his  polite  tolerance  to 
New  York?  Nothing  is  pleasanter  than  to 
feel,  as  you  watch  an  artist  struggling  for  rec¬ 
ognition  in  one  place,  that  he  will  secure  it  in  the 
other.  If  his  bark  sinks,  ’tis  to  a  deeper  sea. 
Shall  we  say,  for  instance,  Mr.  Fechter  ? 

Mr.  Dickens  is  usually  a  very  shrewd  man, 
but  it  is  doubtful  if  he  showed  his  usual  sagacity 
in  Avriting  an  article  to  introduce  Mr.  Fechter  to 
this  country.  It  was  generous  to  seek  to  cover 
his  friend  with  the  mantle  of  his  own  prestige, 
and  the  story  which  has  been  told  in  regard  to  it, 
prejudicial  to  Mr.  Dickens,  may  be  very  safely 
classed  with  the  myriad  other  falsehoods  with 
which  the  air  hums.  But  there  was  an  instant 
reaction  against  the  kindly  introduction  ;  and 
that  air  of  severe  determination  to  “judge  the 
man  upon  his  own  merits,”  which  often  suggests 
that  the  man  has  been  partially  prejudged  before 
his  merits  have  had  a  chance  to  display  them¬ 
selves.  There  were  also  the  skeptics  who  said 
that  if  Mr.  Fechter  were  a  great  actor  there  was 
no  need  of  blowing  loud  blasts  of  praise  in  ad¬ 
vance.  Nothing,  they  said,  is  so  soon  discov¬ 
ered  as  good  acting,  and  we  know  it,  Mr.  Dick¬ 
ens,  when  we  see  it.  It  was  most  generously 
meant ;  but  the  puff  pi'eliminary  is  always  peril¬ 
ous  to  the  subject.  When  a  lady,  for  instance, 
is  introduced  to  an  audience  as  the  Wendell 
Phillips  of  her  sex,  or  another  lady  as  the  Anna 
Dickinson  of  the  West,  the  greatest  injustice  is 
done  to  them  by  challenging  comparisons.  A 
vague  expectation  is  at  once  excited,  and  an  ad¬ 
mirable  performance  may  seem  to  be  a  failure 
because  measured  by  a  visionary  standard. 

Mr.  Fechter  played  in  New  York,  and  there 
was  instantly  a  very  great  difference  of  opinion 
upon  his  merits.  But  he  can  not  be  said  at  any 
time  to  have  “taken  the  town.”  There  was  a 
most  energetic  debate.  One  young  person  sighed 
to  think  that  in  this  uncertain  world  something 
might  happen  before  Friday  evening  to  prevent 
her  coming  again ;  while  another  young  person 
rather  regretted  the  evening  which  had  been  de¬ 
voted  to  Fechter’s  Buy  Bias.  Instantly,  also,  he 
was  tried  by  the  standard  of  a  favorite  resident 
player.  The  point  of  interest  seemed  to  be 
whether  he  were  better  than  Booth,  a  very  vague 
inquiry,  hut  none  the  less  zealously  urged.  In¬ 
deed  there  was  a  kind  of  partisanship,  felt  rather 
than  expressed,  and  the  warm  praise  of  one 
actor  was  taken  as  indirect  depreciation  of  the 
other.  But  it  was,  as  usual,  entirely  unneces¬ 
sary.  Good  wine  needs  no  bush — whether  it  be 
Burgundy  or  Tokay.  The  art  and  skill  of  Mr. 
Fechter  and  of  Mr.  Booth  do  not  need  to  be  set 
off  against  each  other  to  be  truly  appreciated, 
and  certainly  the  excellence  of  Mr.  Fechter  will 
not  be  denied  by  the  firmest  friend  of  Mr.  Booth. 
The  moment  Mr.  Fechter  appears  upon  the 
stage  it  is  evident  that  here  is  an  actor  thoroughly 
self-possessed  and  master  of  all  that  is  technical¬ 
ly  called  business.  The  perfection  of  his  art  is 
seen  at  once  in  his  mastery  of  his  movements 
and  attitudes,  and  his  entire  absorption  in  the 
part ;  and  from  the  nature  of  his  talent  and  the 


296 


HAEPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


characters  that  he  selects,  it  is  presently  very 
clear  that  his  chief  excellence  is  probably  in  the 
modern  romantic  drama. 

What  an  exquisite  absurdity  the  romantic 
drama  is,  and  how  delightful  to  behold,  who 
does  not  know?  “Ruy  Bias”  is  a  specimen; 
the  ‘  ‘  Lady  of  Lyons”  is  another.  The  “  Duke’s 
Motto,”  which  the  Easy  Chair  has  not  seen,  it 
hears  is  not  less  pleasant  in  the  same  way.  Lady 
O’Loony  is  always  the  heroine.  She  is  first 
cousin  to  a  countess  ;  she  Avorks  embroidery,  and 
of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven !  Bombastes, 
ill  greater  or  less  degree,  is  always  the  hero. 
The  marble  palace  always  gleams,  in  these  rav¬ 
ishing  dramas,  through  lustrous  trees  upon  the 
shores  of  Como.  Indeed  they  seem  to  have 
been  written  by  Mr.  Disraeli ;  there  is  so  much 
duchess  and  castle  and  heiress  and  cardinal  vir¬ 
tue  blended  with  aristocratic  descent.  You  leave 
common-sense  at  the  door.  Certainly  fairy-land 
is  cheap  at  two  dollars  a  ticket.  And  of  course 
you  accept  the  scene  upon  its  own  terms.  If, 
as  Charles  Lamb  said  of  the  artificial  comedy 
of  Congreve  and  Company,  that  it  was  beyond 
the  domain  of  conscience,  this  surely  is  a  realm 
beyond  that  of  reality  or  experience.  It  would 
be  as  pretty  a  folly  to  try  such  a  play  by  the 
ordinary  canons  of  probability  as  it  would  be  to 
submit  to  the  same  ordeal  the  first  tenor  Avarbling 
his  dying  breath  away  in  “Lucia.”  What  the 
spectator  says  is,  that  if  there  ever  could  be  such 
scenes  and  such  persons  they  would  probably 
look  like  this,  and  behave  in  this  manner. 
They  are  judged  by  the  proprieties  of  the  sup¬ 
position. 

Of  course  nothing  can  be  more  artificial  than 
the  dramas  in  which  Mr.  Fechter  prefers  to  play ; 
and  his  instinct  must  be  accepted  as  the  key  of 
his  talent.  Of  course,  also,  in  the  romantic 
drama  of  this  kind  the  histrionic  art  is  not  pure : 
the  effect,  that  is  to  say,  is  not  due  to  the  acting 
alone.  It  is  composite.  The  accessories  are 
hardly  less  important  than  the  actors.  The  re¬ 
sults  are  due  to  the  skillful  combination  of  ac¬ 
tion,  picture,  and  music.  The  pathos  of  the 
most  touching  scenes  is  not  intellectual,  as  it 
evidently  was  in  the  acting  of  Garrick,  of  Kean, 
of  the  elder  Booth.  It  is  partly  that ;  but  it  is 
largely,  also,  sensuous  and  sentimental.  The 
subtle  introduction  of  the  orchestra  is  essential. 
The  player  speaks  to  music  ;  but,  to  a  musically 
.sensitive  mind,  from  that  moment  it  is  the  Avail¬ 
ing  minor  chords  of  the  instruments  that  are 
most  poAverfuUy  affecting.  The  Easy  Chair  is 
not  complaining;  it  is  merely  describing.  When 
at  the  close  of  the  third  act  in  the  “  Lady  of  Ly¬ 
ons,”  Claude  Melnotte  kneels  at  the  table,  and 
the  lady  Avaves  her  hand  as  she  Avithdraws,  in  rec¬ 
ognition  of  his  humanity — for  it  is  nothing  more 
— and  the  curtain  falls  amidst  the  sweet,  muffled 
murmur  of  the  orchestra,  Ave  all  heartily  applaud  • 
but  Avhat  moves  us  is  certainly  not  merely  Mr. 
Fechter’s  acting,  excellent  as  it  is. 

What  a  delicious  absurdity,  let  us  repeat,  is 
this  romantic  drama!  And  the  “Lady  of  Ly¬ 
ons”  is  the  most  admirable  illustration  of  it.  Its 
folly  is  inexpressibly  Buhverian  and  delightful. 
Yet,  while  we  laugh,  and  especially  Avhile  in  the 
neAvspapers  Ave  mercilessly  expose  its  fustian,  and 
show  how  gently  ridiculous  it  is,  in  the  hearing 
and  the  seeing  it  is  very  agreeable.  Probably 
the  extreme  artificiality  of  all  the  circumstances, 


the  theatre  itself,  the  necessary  incongruities  and 
absurdities  of  any  play,  the  confusion  of  mind  as 
to  what  really  ought  to  be  expected,  and  by  Avhat 
canons  it  should  be  judged,  induce  the  necessary 
frame  of  mind — if,  indeed,  the  mind  has  any 
thing  to  do  Avith  it.  We  all  know  Avhat  pleases 
us,  what  affects  us ;  but  who  knows  what  good 
acting  is?  Listen  to  the  Fechter  audiencp  com¬ 
menting,  and  learn  how  the  wise  differ !  ‘ 

The  curtain  has  not  yet  rolled  up,  and  we  are 
all  busily  chatting  and  Avatching  our  neighbors. 
Hoav  pretty  the  costumes  are,  and  Avhat  an  as¬ 
tonishing  number  of  pretty  Avomen  are  clustered 
all  about.  This  also  is  faiiy-land  before  the  cur¬ 
tain.  Here  are  towering  mountains  and  deep 
valleys  of  hair  high  poised  upon  the  table-lands 
of  lovely  heads ;  ba.skets,  also,  for  hats,  and  neat 
table-mats  for  bonnets.  Think  of  the  ancestral 
calash  and  coal-scuttle !  Then  is  it  not  true 
that  lovers  and  young  married  people  are  fond 
of  coming  to  the  play  ?  Don’t  they  occupy  a 
great  many  seats  ?  And  Avhen,  betAveen  the  acts 
of  the  drama,  the  Easy  Chair  exclaims,  Avith  in¬ 
expressible  delight  to  its  neighbor,  “Dear  Aunt 
Plumper,  this  is  Avhat  Reginald  calls  ‘  the  bang- 
up  thing  I  ’  ”  does  not  Romeo,  who  is  sitting  im¬ 
mediately  in  front,  glare  round  upon  this  vener¬ 
able  furniture  as  if  it  were  a  blasphemous  mon¬ 
ster  ?  Does  it  never  seem  to  you  that  the  mur¬ 
mur  before  the  orchestra  begins  is  the  soft  sound 
of  innumerable  doves  billing  and  cooing  ?  And 
Avhen  the  play  opens,  and  the  brave  Alonzo  scales 
the  castle  wall,  and  leaps  the  fathomless  abyss, 
Avith  the  fair  Imogen  lying  senseless  in  his  arms, 
and  turns  upon  the  brink  and  shouts  to  the  pur¬ 
suer,  “  ’Sdeath,  miscreant,  I  defy  thee!”  is  there 
an  old  heart  so  hardened  that  it  does  not  feel 
the  thrill  of  all  the  young  hearts  around  it,  which 
know  that  they  also  defy  all  the  miscreants  who 
Avould  dare  to  dream  of  insult  to  a  certain  angel 
there  present,  with  somebody  else’s  hair  at  the 
back  of  her  head  ? 

However,  we  are  here  to  see  Mr.  Fechter,  and 
not  to  study  the  episodes  upon  the  seats  about 
us.  And  the  orchestra  is  beginning.  Dear, 
dear !  Aunt  Plumper,  Avhat  is  that  music  ? 
Tum-ti-tee!  Tum-ti-tee!  It’s  perfectly  famil¬ 
iar,  and  we  can  not  think  Avhat  it  is.  But  sud¬ 
denly  all  the  instruments  flow  together  into  a 
bright,  ringing  melody— of  course,  “Massaniel- 
lo.”  And  there  goes  the  curtain !  You  say  that 
in  Boston  they  said  they  thought  him  as  fine  as 
Regnier  and  Sampson  at  the  Fran9ais  ?  Well, 
in  New  York  we  shall  venture  to  hear  and  judge 
for  ourselves.  The  curtain  rises,  and  our  interest 
is  demanded  for  the  young  son  of  a  French  gar¬ 
dener  at  the  close  of  the  last  century,  Avho  lias 
accomplished  himself  in  many  ways,  and  Avho 
contrives  to  send  some  of  his  verses  to  the  hands 
of  a  young  lady  of  Lyons,  the  daughter  of  a  mer¬ 
chant,  whom  the  peasant  romantically  adores. 
She  declines  to  receiv'e  them,  and  the  messenger 
who  brings  them  is  even  beaten  as  he  is  turned 
aAvay  from  the  merchant’s  door.  “A  French 
citizen  has  received  bloAvs,”  says  the  messenger. 
And  forthAvith  the  poet  tears  his  verses  which 
haA^e  been  scorned,  scatters  the  bits  of  paper,  and 
informs  his  mother  that  he  so  drives  the  disdain¬ 
ful  beauty’s  image  from  his  heart.  To  him  then, 
in  the  very  nick  of  time,  enter  villain  number 
one  in  the  necessary  black  hat  of  villainy,  and 
Aveaker  villain  number  tAvo  in  a  Avhite  hat.  *  “  Re- 


EDITOE’S  EASY  CHAIE. 


2!)7 


venge,  I'evenge!”  cries  Black  Hat.  And  the  ac¬ 
complished  son  of  the  gardener  listens  eagerly, 
and  the  hero  for  whom  our  sympathy  and  ad¬ 
miration  have  been  invoked  consents  to  the  most 
rascally  deceit  and  betrayal  of  an  innocent  girl 
who  has  rejected  his  verses. 

The  Easy  Chair  is  telling  the  story  for  the 
benefit  of  those  who  are  not  familiar  with  the 
romantic  drama.  So  the  young  man  is  intro¬ 
duced  into  the  lady’s  family  as  the  Prince  of 
Como,  and  the  rest  follows.  The  hapless  girl  is 
married,  and  Claude  brings  her  to  his  mother’s 
house,  where  a  tremendous  scene  takes  place. 
The  young  man  has  come  to  himself,  and  is  full 
of  anguish,  and  tells  the  Lady  of  Lyons  that  the 
law  will  not  condemn  her  to  be  the  victim  of  a 
foul  conspiracy.  And  she  retires,  in  a  grand 
tableau,  to  slow  music.  The  youth  outwatches 
the  hear,  and  resolves  to  send  word  to  her  pa¬ 
rents  with  the  early  dawn,  and  then  to  depart 
and  retrieve  his  name.  He  goes  off  upon  the 
first  part  of  this  excellent  errand,  and  during  his 
absence  Villain  in  the  black  hat  arrives  to  beg 
her  to  escape  her  horrible  fate  by  accepting  him. 
Immediately  there  is  another  tremendous  scene, 
with  fiendish  attempts  at  osculation,  ending  in 
the  sudden  entrance  of  the  youth,  who  scornfully 
waves  Black  Hat  away.  Then  arrive  father  and 
mother,  and  cousin  Damas,  colonel  in  the  French 
army,  who  has  suspected  something  all  the  time ; 
and  after  a  series  of  passionate  ejaculations  the 
lady  goes  off  with  her  parents,  and  the  young 
man  with  the  colonel  to  the  army. 

In  two  years  he  is  the  hero  of  Lodi  number 
two,  and  returns  to  Lyons  just  as  his  wife  has 
consented  to  be  divorced  to  marry  villain  Black 
Hat,  who  makes  her  hand  the  condition  of  his 
saving  her  venerable  father  from  bankruptcy. 
There  is  a  final  scene,  in  which  she  talks  with 
the  young  officer  as  a  supposed  friend  of  her  hus¬ 
band,  and  it  is  pelfectly  clear  to  him  that  she 
now  loves  him  for  himself  alone — apparently  for 
no  other  reason  than  that  he  would  not  take  ad¬ 
vantage  of  her  betrayal  into  marrying  him — and 
the  late  gardener’s  son,  now  Colonel  Morier,  and 
the  friend  and  favorite  of  General  Bonaparte,  im¬ 
mediately  tears  the  papers  that  have  been  signed, 
counts  out  the  necessary  bank-notes  upon  the  ta¬ 
ble,  explodes  in  a  volley  of  rhetoric,  which  is 
wholly  unintelligible,  and  the  curtain  comes 
down ;  and  we  clap  and  thump  and  insist  upon 
seeing  our  friends  before  the  cui’tain,  and  when 
they  come  we  clap  and  thump  all  the  more,  and 
have  had  a  very  pleasant  evening.  There  has 
been  a  great  deal  of  Bulwerian  apothegrn  during 
the  play.  And  as  that  prodigious  line  in  Eich- 
elieu,  “But  up  the  sword,  states  can  be  saved 
without  it,”  used  to  produce  frenzies  of  applause 
in  the  winter  of  1860-61,  so  some  noble  line  in 
this  play,  which  declared  substantially  that  no 
law,  human  nor  divine,  should  separate  a  wife 
from  her  husband,  evidently  delighted  some  of 
us  who  made  a  most  approving  noise  in  re¬ 
sponse.  /V  j 

This  was  the  picture  of  life  which  was  offered 
to  our  thoughtful  consideration.  But  having 
left  the  actual  and  the  probable  at  the  door,  none 
of  ns  were  disturbed.  Indeed,  it  is  ridiculous 
for  those  of  us  who  sit  gravely  through  three  acts 
of  an  opera  to  refine  upon  the  romantic  drama. 
It  was  undoubtedly  preposterous  j  but  Mr.  Fech- 
ter  showed  in  it  the  utmost  feeling,  refinement. 


elegance,  grace,  and  sentiment.  He  is  in  con¬ 
stant  action,  and  his  voice  is  set  in  a  high  key ; 
so  that  in  the  first  scene  of  this  play  his  restless 
movement  and  play  of  feature,  with  the  tone  of 
his  voice,  gave  the  effect  of  a  high  wind.  But 
there  is  a  vigor  and  raciness  in  his  manner,  and 
a  propriety  of  action,  which  are  fresh  and  de¬ 
lightful.  His  pronunciation,  although  peculiar, 
is  not  disagreeable ;  but  in  passionate  climaxes 
it  is  impossible  to  understand  him.  The  actors 
with  whom  we  are  all  most  familiar  in  this  coun¬ 
try  follow  the  British  traditions.  But  Mr.  Feoh- 
ter  has  no  trace  of  them.  This,  possibly,  ex¬ 
plains  what  is  felt  to  he  the  strangeness  of  his 
Hamlet.  We  have  been  so  accustomed  to  the 
John  Kemble  and  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence  Ham¬ 
let,  that  we  do  not  readily  conceive  any  other. 
Unfortunately  the  “Lady  of  Lyons”  was  substi¬ 
tuted  for  “Hamlet,”  on  the  very  evening  that  the 
Easy  Chair  and  its  amiable  friends  repaired  to 
the  "play,  so  that  they  missed  the  pleasure  of 
comiraring  Mr.  Fechter  with  other  actors  of  the 
part.  Yet,  if  they  had  all  been  actors,  they 
could  have  had  for  thoughtful  care,  for  elaborate 
art,  for  dignity  and  propriety,  and  for  a  certain 
vital  force,  no  better  teacher  than  Mr.  Fechter. 
And  if  New  York  was  cool,  they  are  glad  that 
Boston  was  warm  in  its  welcome  and  apprecia¬ 
tion. 


De  Tocqueville  says  that  when  we  Ameri¬ 
cans  look  in  the  glass  we  see  the  Vicar  of  Bray. 
He  does  not  make  use  of  those  precise  woi'ds ; 
but  whenever  there  is  any  great  public  excite¬ 
ment  in  this  country  upon  what  may  be  called 
fundamental  questions  in  morals  or  politics,  there 
is  always  occasion  to  remember  his  unqualified 
statement;  “Freedom  of  opinion  does  not  exist 
in  America.”  It  is  to  his  countrymen  also  that 
we  owe  the  significant  phrase,  “the  courage  of 
your  opinions.”  But  this  is  only  another  form 
of  the  English  definition  of  heroism,  the  ability 
to  be  a  minority  of  one.  De  Tocqueville’s  book 
upon  this  country  suggest  a  striking  illustration 
of  his  own  remark.  Few  Americans  who  saw 
their  own  country  with  its  character  and  tenden¬ 
cies  as  plainly  as  he  would  have  dared  to  write 
of  them  as  plainly.  And  how  many  of  us  care 
to  acknowledge  that  while  we  are  willing  to  vo¬ 
ciferate  our  contempt  for  the  effete  despotisms 
of  Europe,  we  are  equally  anxious  to  propitiate 
the  vigorous  despotism  of  America  ? 

If  you  read  the  speeches  that  are  made  in  pub¬ 
lic  meetings,  or  the  public  letters  that  are  written 
by  public  men,  you  can  hardly  help  detecting  the 
melancholy  tone  of  insincerity.  The  orators  don’t 
think  exactly  what  they  say,  but  they  know  they 
are  expected  to  say  it.  Their  success  demands 
that  they  shall  not  shock  public  sentiment  nor 
outrun  public  sympatliy,  as  it  is  called.  The 
most  sagacious  statesman,  of  course,  in  this 
view,  is  the  man  who  apprehends  a  readiness 
in  the  public  mind  to  change,  and  who  seizes  the 
precise  moment  to  declare  himself ;  the  moment, 
that  is  to  say,  when  a  multitude  are  waiting  for 
a  leader,  and  instantly  follow.  He  shakes  the 
branch  from  which  the  fruit  is  ready  to  fall. 
All  progressive  movements  in  society  proceed, 
therefore,  from  the  exceptional  persons  who 
are  not  afraid  of  that  attenuated  minority,  and 
who  can  see  the  king  as  clearly  when  every  body 
laughs  at  his  claims  as  when  the  whole  world  is 
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kneeling  before  him.  The  difference  between 
such  persons  and  the  others  is  that  they  love 
the  king  and  the  others  themselves.  They  love 
him  because  he  is  royal,  the  others  because  he 
can  be  of  use  to  them.  This  is  the  class  of  the 
Vicar  of  Bray;  but  nobody  very  much  respects 
that  pastor.  The  Vicar  of  Bray  is  the  gentle¬ 
man  who  is  popularly  believed  to  know  which  side 
of  his  bread  is  buttered.  But  it  sometimes  oc¬ 
curs  to  the  Vicar  himself  that  man  does  not  live 
by  bread  alone. 

But  if  we  do  not  very  much  respect  that  pas¬ 
tor,  we  generally  imitate  him  very  closely.  In¬ 
deed,  the  severity  of  our  judgment  upon  him  is 
curiously  suggestive  of  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley’s 
sudden  waking^  up  in  church,  and  immediate 
sharp  rebuke  ot  those  who  had  dropped  asleep. 
When  we  bear  our  own  round  abuse  of  the  Vicar, 
do  we  never  think  that  we  hear  the  old  charge 
of  the  Pot  against  the  Kettle  ?  Do  we  complain 
of  trimming,  dear  brother  Trimmers?  Is  it 
drowsiness  which  we  sleepers  can  not  approve? 
It  is  certainly  a  very  sad  spectacle,  that  of  a  man 
who  is  afraid  to  express  his  own  thoughts,  not 
because  they  seem  to  him  trivial,  but  because 
they  ai'e  not  the  thoughts  of  other  people.  But 
it  is  a  much  sadder  spectacle  to  see  him  attacked 
by  other  people,  if  he  does  dare  to  speak,  because 
his  opinions  do  not  conform  to  the  received 
standard.  And  it  is  this  disposition  to  attack 
which  causes  the  imitative  tone  which  is  remark¬ 
ed  in  so  much  American  performance  of  every 
kind.  To  dare  to  differ  is  the  chief  heroism  of 
our  time. 

And  it  is  heroic,  for  it  is  not  easy  to  bear  the 
penalty  of  that  daring.  If,  dear  Madame,  it  is 
hard  to  be  a  little  out  of  the  fashion  in  your  bon¬ 
net  and  dress,  think  what  it  is  to  be  out  of  the 
fashion  in  grave  doctrines  of  life  and  duty !  You 
say,  perhaps,  that  if  a  man’s  conscience  is  clear, 
he  need  care  for  nothing  else.  Try  it,  my  dear 
Madame,  try  it !  For  instance,  you  declare  that 
you  despise  the  Vicar  of  Bray,  who  always  tried 
to  swim  with  the  current,  and  always  insisted 
upon  agreeing  with  the  dominant  opinion.  Why 
didn  t  he  stick  to  his  ovm,  and  take  the  conse¬ 
quences?  Very  well;  try  sticking  to  yours. 
You  think,  for  instance,  that  Mrs.  Grundy  is  a 
fool  or  a  knave,  and  that  no  .sensible  woman 
minds  her.  Mrs.  Grundy  ordains  that  appear¬ 
ances  shall  be  respected.  You  reply,  in  a  per¬ 
fectly  decorous  manner,  “Appearances  be  hang¬ 
ed  !  ”  Mrs.  Grundy,  in  accordance  with  her  doc- 
ti  ine,  ordei  s  that  an  unmarried  young  vv'oman 
shall  not  go  with  a  similarly  unfortunate  young 
man  alone  to  the  theatre,  however  intimate  they 
may  be,  and  although  the  theatre  is  the  most 
public  of  resorts.  Mrs.  Grundy  goes  further. 
She  ordains  that  a  young  man  and  woman  who 
are  engaged  shall  not  take  a  journey  together  nor 
lodge,  however  respectfully  and  innocently  tovvard 
each  other,  at  the  same  hotel,  except  under  very 
pressing  and  extraordinary  circumstances. 

’Tis  a  whimsical  sovereign,  as  the  Easy  Chair 
said  last  month.  But  such  are  some  of  her  arbi¬ 
trary  decrees ;  and  you  laugh  at  them,  Madame, 
and  disregard  them.  You  do  not  hesitate  to  take 
an  innocent  journey  to  Niagara  with  Don  Alonzo, 
and  you  resent  the  faintest  suggestion  that  there 
could  be  any  thing  improper  in  your  traveling 
alone  with  the  chosen  object  of  your  affections. 

So  you  do  so — and  instantly  Mrs.  Grundy  breathes 


upon  your  good  name.  Society,  which  is  her 
court,  suddenly  buzzes  about  your  ears  and  those 
of  your  friends.  The  meanest  scandals,  the  vilest 
insinuations,  the  blackest  lies,  immediately  crawl 
and  creep  and  flap  around  you.  Meanwhile  you 
assert  more  vehemently  than  ever  that  Mrs. 
Grundy  is  a  fool  and  a  knave,  and  declare  that 
no  sensible  woman  minds  her.  And  it  is  you 
and  your  conscience  against  Mrs.  Grundy  and  all 
the  world.  Friends  grow  cool  and  drop  off. 
You  are  stared  at,  wondered  at,  chattered  at, 
and  cut.  Your  very  resistance  becomes,  in  Mrs. 
Grundy’s  eyes,  as  she  declares  with  upraised 
hands,  conclusive  proof  of  your  brazen  impu¬ 
dence  and  your  unblushing  effrontery.  It  is 
terrible.  Your  conscience  is  clear,  but  your  life 
is  necessarily  saddened  and  clouded.  It  is  a  con¬ 
test  with  a  miasm.  The  daily  drip  of  lies  vv'ears 
your  soul  away.  But  that  drip  is  the  penalty  of 
holding  to  your  own  view.  Now,  the  Vicar  of 
Bray  says  that  you  had  better  yield  and  let  the 
foolish  world  have  its  way.  See  how  fat  he  is, 
how  rosy !  What  a  salary  he  has,  and  how  he 
sleeps !  Is  the  Vicar  such  a  fool,  after  all  ? 

He  Tocqueville  did  not  found  his  remark  upon 
this  private  social  tyranny  of  opinion,  although 
he  unquestionably  observed  what  every  thought¬ 
ful  native  sees,  that  there  is  less  social  freedom 
of  opinion  and  practice  here  than  elsewhere. 
Americans,  for  instance,  don’t  yet  dare  to  be 
poor.  Few  American  young  men— as  a  rule- 
have  the  courage  to  say  “I  can’t  afford  to  do 
that.”  There  is  a  good  philosophical  explana¬ 
tion  of  this,  unquestionably ;  but  in  practice  it  is 
generally  cowardice.  _De  Tocqueville  meant  that 
in  public  life  there  is  no  freedom  of  opinion. 
Every  Amei'ican  is  supposed  to  be  a  candidate 
for  every  office.  We  are  all  of  the  blood  royal, 
and  each  has  an  equal  right  to  the  throne,  and 
may  be  any  day  called  to  it.  But  it  is  only  by 
the  most  sweet  voices  of  our  fellow-citizens  that 
the  call  can  be  made ;  and  if  we  tread  on  their 
toes,  it  is  very  clear  that  their  tongues  will  not 
hail  us  king  that  shall  be.  To  please  the  major¬ 
ity  therefore  is,  according  to  the  French  critic 
the  necessary  condition  of  political  success  in 
America.  But  to  please  them  we  must  conform 
Hence  independence  of  thought  and  speech  dis¬ 
appear,  and  the  genuine  American,  in  the  more 
modern  phrase,  has  an  instinctive  fear  of  a  mi¬ 
nority. 

This  fear  is  an  immense  demoralization.  It  is 
played  upon  for  the  basest  of  purposes.  The 
Easy  Chair,  for  instance,  let  us  suppose,  bent 
upon  gratifying  its  malice  against  you,  the  Pres-  ' 
ent  Reader,  studies  the  situation  a  little.  It  dis¬ 
covers  that  you  are  not  quite  regular  in  your  at¬ 
tendance  upon  church,  or  that  you  have  scratched 
a  name  occasionally  upon  the  regular  ticket  of 
your  party--or  it  discovers  nothing  of  the  kind, 
^ereupon  it  states,  with  profound  regret,  that 
Mr.  Peter  Piper’s  business  is  so  vast  and  en¬ 
grossing  that  he  can  not  possibly  dispose  of  it 
^on  the  working  days  of  the  week  ;  or  that  the 
Honorable  Peter  Piper  does  not  think  it  always 
his  duty  to  vote  the  regular  ticket.  This  is 
merely  the  way  in  which  the  victim  is  offered  up 
to  Juggernaut.  Public  opinion  is  informed  that 
Feter  Piper  is  a  sinner,  and  it  proceeds  to  judg¬ 
ment.  The  sad  part  of  it  is  not  that  malice  has 
excited  stupidity,  but  that  the  victim  himself 
suffers  so  horribly.  It  is  the  dismayed  Vicar 
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finding  himself  on  the  wrong  side,  and  in  danger 
of  losing  his  living  of  Bray. 

It  is  this  kind  of  tyranny  that  makes  us  all 
such  bitter  partisans.  In  our  favorite  paper, 
whatever  it  may  be,  every  thing  is  treated  indis¬ 
criminately.  Every  thing  tastes  of  the  familiar 
old  pot.  How  is  a  reader,  for  instance,  to  ascer¬ 
tain  the  real 'State  of  things  in  another  country, 
the  tendency  of  opinion,  the  judgment  of  saga¬ 
cious  persons  ?  His  favorite  paper  has  its  philos¬ 
ophy,  and  has  taken  sides  in  advance  upon  all 
subjects.  If  it  is  radical  in  this  country,  with 
the  significance  that,  under  our  circumstances, 
we  attach  to  the  word,  it  will  be  radical  in  Crim 
Tartary  also.  If  it  is  conservative  here,  it  will 
take  the  conservative  side  in  the  politics  of  Mo¬ 
naco.  One  paper  has  red  spectacles,  and  the 
other  green,  and  they  alwaj^s  put  on  those  stulti¬ 
fying  glasses  before  they  look  at  any  thing  at 
home  or  abroad.  The  reason  is  that  the  public 
opinion  which  supports  the  one  journal  expects 
to  see  things  in  general  red,  and  that  which  sus¬ 
tains  the  other  prefers  that  they  should  be  green. 
To  know  is  to  obey.  And  the  purveyors  of  news 
and  criticism  act  accordingly. 

It  is  akin  to  this  that  in  no  country  is  there 
greater  terror  of  being  thought  to  be  unpractical, 
or  of  being  called  so  ;  yet  it  is  only  the  unpracti¬ 
cal  men  and  women  who  do  the  practical  work, 
and  every  forward  step  is  taken  amidst  a  salvo  of 
incredulous  ridicule.  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Mon¬ 
tagu  introduced  from  Turkey  into  England  in¬ 
oculation  for  small-pox.  If  she  had  attempted 
to  introduce  the  plague  she  could  hardly  have 
been  more  scornfully  opposed.  The  faculty  of 
medicine  clamored  against  her,  the  clergy  de¬ 
nounced  her  from  the  pulpit,  the  crowd  hooted 
at  her  as  an  unnatural  mother.  Or  consider  the 
inventors.  They  are  a  visionaiy,  unpractical, 
often  an  impracticable  class.  If,  hitherto,  they 
had  had  the  spirit  of  the  Vicar  of  Bray,  we  should 
have  crawled  but  a  very  little  way  from  barba¬ 
rism  toward  civilization.  Columbus  was  a  crotch¬ 
ety  adventurer  who  happened  upon  a  continent. 
If  America  had  been  left  to  the  finding  of  practi¬ 
cal  Spaniards,  it  might  still  have  been  sleeping 
upon  the  Western  sea. 

The  application  of  this  sermon  is,  that  while 
it  is  very  hard  to  stand  alone  in  an  unusual  or  an 
unpopular  opinion,  yet  that  it  is  often  necessary 
to  self-respect,  and  always  essential  to  social  prog¬ 
ress.  If  De  Tocqueville  said  truly  that  there 
was  no  freedom  of  opinion  in  this  country,  let  us 
put  him  henceforth  in  the  wrong.  He  might  have 
said,  if  he  had  been  a  sneering  Celt,  which  he  cer¬ 
tainly  was  not,  that  the  pride  of  the  Anglo-Sax¬ 
ons,  as  we  call  ourselves,  is  fair  play ;  and  then 
he  could  have  added,  that,  in  the  society  in  which 
the  genius  of  that  race  had  most  fully  triumphed, 
fair  play  in  opinion  was  unknown.  Yet  that  is 
the  last  and  highest  success  of  civilization ;  and 
it  is  something  that  we  can  mark  our  progress 
toward  it.  When,  instead  of  burning  a  man’s 
body  because  his  religious  views  differ  from  those 
of  some  other  people,  they  merely  call  him  names 
and  send  him  to  a  moral  Coventry,  his  fate  has 
greatly  improved.  But  when  you  reflect  that  his 
opinion  is  just  as  valuable  and  respectable  ns 
theirs,  and  that  his  fidelity  to  it  is  proof  of  his 
worth  as  a  citizen  of  the  world,  you  feel  how 
cautiously  we  ought  to  describe  our  condition  as 
civilized  and  enlightened. 


Whether  the  New  York  musical  jubilee  will 
surpass  the  last  year’s  renowned  Boston  festival 
of  kettle-drums,  church-bells,  and  cannon,  is  yet 
to  be  determined  ;  but  there  are  two,  or  perhaps 
three,  societies  of  singers  in  New  York  which 
Boston  has  not  yet  equaled.  They  are  the  new 
Sacred  Music  Society,  the  Mendelssolm  Club, 
and  what  has  been  known  as  the  Madrigal  So¬ 
ciety.  This  last  quietly  began  last  year  with 
one  of  the  most  delightful  of  concerts,  which 
it  has  followed  with  half  a  dozen  others  not 
less  delightful.  Indeed  it  is  hard  to  say  when 
in  this  city  any  music  has  been  rendered  with 
more  admirable  art  and  skill.  The  Sacred  Mu¬ 
sic  Society  has  taken  the  field  with  great  energy, 
and  its  spirit  wiU  carry  it  to  success  ;  but  it  must 
be  a  long  time  before  it  can  have  the  same  thor¬ 
ough  training  as  the  singers  of  the  glees,  madri¬ 
gals,  and  choruses,  who  have  now  formed  a  mu¬ 
sical  society,  resei'ving  to  themselves  the  choice 
of  giving  concerts  in  public  or  not,  and  of  singing 
precisely  the  kind  of  music  that  they  choose,  and, 
indeed,  of  doing  what  they  will.  They  will  not 
confine  themselves  to  madrigals.  They  will  sing 
as  many  of  Mendelssohn’s  magnificent  choruses 
as  they  like.  Whatever  is  quaint  and  lovely  and 
of  good  report  in  the  old  music  or  the  new  they 
will  not  spare.  Such  license  as  they  propose  is 
delightful  to  think  of,  and  its  results  will  be  de¬ 
lightful  to  hear. 

The  hall— it  was  Steinway  Hall,  and  it  is  much 
improved  since  the  Easy  Chair  once  spoke  of  it 
slightingly — was  always  full  at  the  Madrigal 
concerts,  and  full  of  the  best  kind  of  audience. 
Every  body  seemed  to  have  come  to  listen  and 
to  enjoy.  There  was  an  indefinable,  an  electric 
sympathy  of  appreciation  in  the  audience.  They 
had  not  the  air  of  those  who  had  come  under  any 
other  compulsion  than  real  desire ;  and  the  spon¬ 
taneous  and  general  and  sincere  applause  was  pre¬ 
cisely  what  was  to  be  expected.  .  It  was  a  well- 
mannered  audience  also.  It  was  by  no  means 
necessary  to  say  upon  the  bUls,  ‘  ‘  Ladies  and  gen¬ 
tlemen  are  requested  not  to  talk  during  the  per¬ 
formance.”  But  what  kind  of  ladies  and  gentle¬ 
men  do  talk  during  a  musical  performance  ?  This 
is  a  question  which  was  presented  to  the  perplex¬ 
ed  mind  by  the  invitations  to  silence  which  were 
circulated  at  the  Sacred  Music  concerts.  It 
was  said  that  the  audience  upon  those  occasions 
was  of  the  very  best  bred  people  in  the  city. 
And  do  they  talk  at  concerts  ?  Do  the  very  best 
bred  people  in  the  city  selfishiy  disturb  their 
neighbors?  Is  an  Easy  Chair  to  understand 
that  the  people  at  the  Madrigal  concerts  who 
did  not  disturb  others  were  not  well  bred  ?  Fash¬ 
ion  is  so  eccentric  that  the  question  may  be  par¬ 
doned. 

The  singers  also  were  pleasant  to  see.  As 
one  steady  gentleman  remarked,  who  would 
certainly  have  dealt  very  summarily  with  any 
losel  talkers,  they  had  an  air  of  meaning  busi¬ 
ness.  And  so  did  he.  No  subscriber  to  any 
entertainment  this  season  has  received  his  mon¬ 
ey’s  worth  more  fully  than  this  sturdy  gentleman. 
He  enjoyed  almost  aggressively.  He  looked  at 
you  when  an  especially  good  madrigal  or  glee  had 
Iseen  sung,  with  an  expression  that  said:  “Yes, 
you  think  you  enjoy  it,  but  you  haven’t  the  least 
idea  of  its  excellence.  ”  And  his  eyes  swept  along 
whole  ranges  of  listeners  with  that  penetrating, 
half-defying,  but  interiorly  contented  look.  He 
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knew  that  one  person  at  least  fully  comprehend¬ 
ed  the  excellence  of  the  performance.  Did  he 
also  know,  probably,  that  the  same  person  like¬ 
wise  furnished  a  very  excellent  entertainment 
himself?  For  he  is  still  a  tyro  in  places  of  pub¬ 
lic  amusement  who  does  not  often  find  as  much 
pleasure  before  the  stage  as  upon  it. 

The  great  excellence  of  the  concerts  lies  in 
the  thorough  knowledge  and  skill  of  the  singers. 
They  do  not  lean  upon  each  other.  Every  one 
knows  what  he  is  to  do,  and  how  to  do  it ;  and 
if  all  tlie  rest  fell  suddenly  silent,  he  would  go 
on  to  the  end  clear  and  undismayed.  That  is 
to  say ,  that  the  singers  are  accomjilished  mu¬ 
sicians,  and  this  gives  a  precision,  an  intelli¬ 
gence,  an  exquisite  detail  of  excellence  to  the 
general  effect  which  is  quite  indescribable.  The 
mass  of  sound  is  as  delicately  shaded  as  a  mass 
of  color  by  the  most  skillful  master.  Indeed, 
nothing  was  finer  than  the  perpetual  impression 
of  reserved  power.  There  always  seemed  to  be 
a  great  deal  more  possible  than  was  done ;  but 
what  was  done  was  all  that  was  necessary.  In 
some  of  the  piano  passages  the  effects  were  won¬ 
derful  from  the  knowledge  and  confidence  of  the 
individual  singers,  and  the  easy  and  adroit  hand- 
ling  of  the  conductor.  The  Greek  choruses  of 
Mendelssohn  were  superbly  rendered ;  full,  mass¬ 
ive,  solemn,  dehcate,  the  music  was  interpreted 
in  a  way  that  would  have  charmed  the  master 
himself. 

Could  any  more  civilizing  work  be  done  than 


the  association  of  lovers  of  this  quaint  and  beau¬ 
tiful  music  for  the  purpose  of  its  performance? 
The  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  compose  this  so¬ 
ciety  are  private  persons.  But  from  their  homes 
and  separate  studies  they  bring  aU  this  taste  and 
accomplishment  and  skill  to  a  general  treasury, 
and  for  the  public  benefit.  What  a  glimpse 
it  opens  into  hundreds  of  homes  made  happy 
by  this  most  refining  of  tastes  !  There  tvas  a 
certain  domestic  sincerity  of  impression  in  the 
whole  which  is  veiy  different  from  that  produced 
by  professional  artists — a  home  flavor  which  was 
as  delightful  as  it  is  novel.  But  although  the 
Society  is,  in  a  certain  sense,  private,  it  should 
remember  that  it  has  no  right  to  hide  its  talent 
in  a  napkin.  Those  who  can  produce  such  per¬ 
fect  and  beautiful  works  of  art  as  the  Glee  and 
Madrigal  concerts  have  no  moral  right  to  refuse 
to  show  them.  And  they  have  seen  how  their 
labor  is  appreciated.  They  were  lovers  of  mu¬ 
sic  singing  to  other  lovers.  And  the  Easy  Chair 
begs,  on  behalf  of  the  listening  lovers,  that  next 
year  there  may  be  a  renewal  of  these  memorable 
evenings  in  aid  of  the  refinement  and  enjoyment 
of  the  faithful,  if  not  of  “  the  Wilson  Mission.” 


The  Easy  Chair  is  sorry  that  it  must  defer 
until  next  month  “A  word  to  the  Easy  Chair,” 
from  one  who  thinks  “A  word  to  contributors,” 
in  the  May  Number  of  the  Magazine,  too  hard 
upon  those  whose  offerings  are  not  found  to  be 
“  available”  for  publication. 


mikfB  tiltxm]  IRtrnA 


There  is  nothing  which  requires  or  deserves 
more  careful  thought  in  its  organization  than 
a  library,  and  there  is  nothing  which  ordinarily 
grows  up  with  less  plan,  less  definite  purpose ; 
and  no  part  of  the  furniture  of  a  house  which  is 
usually  more  absolutely  worthless  than  the  mis¬ 
cellaneous  collection  of  novels,  school  books,  pop¬ 
ular  histories,  and  miscalled  religious  publica¬ 
tions  which  is  usually  to  be  found  on  the  parlor 
shelves,  or  even  piled  heterogeneously  on  the 
parlor  table,  of  those  houses  where  sufficient  lit¬ 
erary  life  exists  to  demand  any  thing  more  than 
the  provincial  newspaper  and  the  last  magazine. 
If  the  father  plans  to  have  a  garden,  he  does  not 
drop  in  his  seed  as  chance  directs,  nor  buy  it  of 
traveling  peddlers  because  it  is  cheap.  He  meas¬ 
ures  his  ground,  and  adjusts,  with  some  regard 
to  the  real  or  imaginary  wants  of  his  household, 
the  useful  and  the  ornamental,  the  permanent  and 
the  ephemeral.  But  he  usually  buys  his  books 
with  no  consideration  at  all,  and  no  adjustment 
of  the  intellectual  suijply  to  the  intellectual  de¬ 
mand.  His  wife  has  a  cookeiy  book  or  two,  and 
he  an  old  volume  on  agriculture.  These  and  his 
dictionary  make  a  beginning.  John  must  have 
certain  school  books.  What  the  teacher  requires 
the  father  rather  reluctantly  buys,  with  never  a 
thought  as  to  what  is  really  the  needed  apparatus 
of  the  young  scholar.  Jane  brings  home  every 
now  and  then  a  new  novel.  At  Christmas  an 
annual  or  two,  all  of  whose  merit  is  in  the  gilt 
edges  and  the  tawdry  binding,  is  added  to  the 
collection.  Possibly  somebody’s  histoiy  of  the 
Bible,  or  a  cheaply  illustrated  edition  of  Jose¬ 


phus,  or  a  volume  or  two  of  Spurgeon’s  ser¬ 
mons  are  obtained,  under  a  vague  impression 
that  there  ought  to  be  some  religious  literature 
in  the  house.  Every  month  or  two  an  agent 
comes  along  with  a  volume  which  he  assures  the 
innocent  housewife  is  the  great  work  of  the  cen¬ 
tury,  an  assertion  which,  unfortunately  for  the 
honor  and  honesty  of  American  recommenda¬ 
tions,  he  is  able  seemingly  to  make  good  by  the 
long  array  of  names,  D.D.’s  and  LL.D.’s,  as  well 
as  journals  literary,  popular,  and  political,  which 
unite  in  commending  it  to  an  unsuspecting  and 
uncritical  public.  Sometimes  impressed  by  his 
voluble  confidence,  sometimes  to  get  rid  of  his 
wearisome  pertinacity,  sometimes  out  of  charity 
for  an  invalid  fellow  townsman  or  townswoman 
who  has  taken  to  selling  books  because  it  affords 
“plenty  of  outdoor  exercise,”  she  buys  a  book 
which  may  chance  to  be  useful,  but  is  quite  as 
likely  to  be  worthless ;  but  which,  at  ajl  events, 
is  bought  not  upon  any  consideration  of  its  util¬ 
ity,  but  upon  the  spur  and  feeling  of  the  moment. 
At  length  the  gathering  pile  of  books  becomes  a 
nuisance  to  the  man  of  the  house,  as  it  long  has 
been  to  the  woman.  The  baby  uses  them  to 
build  houses  witli,  in  lieu  of  blocks,  and  the  next 
youngest  thumbs  the  illustrated  volumes  some¬ 
what  assiduously.  For  the  rest,  they  lie  on  the 
centre-table,  when  they  do  not  spill  over  on  to 
the  floor,  gathering  dust,  and  making  more  trou¬ 
ble  on  sweeping  days  than  all  the  rest  of  the  fur¬ 
niture  put  together.  The  wife  demands  a  book¬ 
case  It  is  granted.  The  cabinet-maker  sends 
one  liome ;  the  heterogeneous  mass  of  literary 
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rubbish  is  piled  into  it ;  the  vacant  shelves  are 
filled  up  with  old  copies  of  magazines ;  and  the 
household  has  its  library  1 

Every  man,  so  soon  as  he  has  a  home  of  his 
own — and  every  man  ought  to  aim  to  have  a 
home  of  his  own  as  soon  after  twenty-one  as 
possible — should  begin  to  lay  his  plan  for  the 
formation  of  a  library.  Five  dollars  and  one 
afternoon’s  work  in  his  own  work-shop,  if  he 
has  one,  in  his  neighbor’s  if  he  has  not,  will 
suifice  to  give  him  shelves ;  and  books  never 
should  be  suft'ered  to  lie  upon  the  table.  He 
should  next  consider  how  much  he  can  afford 
to  spend  for  literature,  how  much  of  that  he 
will  appropriate  to  the  ephemeral — the  newspaper 
and  the  magazine — how  much  to  the  permanent, 
how  much  to  general  literature,  and  how  much 
to  his  professional  library.  For  the  farmer,  the 
mechanic,  the  merchant  ought  to  have  their  pro¬ 
fessional  library  as  well  as  the  lawyer,  the  physi¬ 
cian,  and  the  clergyman.  Then  he  should  pur¬ 
chase  his  books  systematically,  buying  not  what 
is  brought  to  his  door,  nor  what  happens  to  catch 
his  eye  in  the  illy-supplied  book-store  of  his  little 
village,  where  literature  is  represented  solely  by 
the  two  extremes  of  school  books  on  the  one 
hand  and  cheap  novels  on  the  other,  but  select¬ 
ing  his  books  from  the  great  mass  which  fills 
the  market,  and  relying,  if  he  can  not  upon  his 
own  judgment,  then  on  that  of  some  literary 
friend.  The  criticisms  of  the  daily  journals  and 
monthly  magazines  are  not  always  of  the  most 
trustworthy  kind,  but  they  are  always  more  trust¬ 
worthy  than  those  of  interested  book-agents  and 
their  careless  and  inconsiderate,  though  good- 
natured,  indorsers.  Nor  is  this  advice  intended 
merely  or  mainly  for  those  men  who  expect  to 
form  a  library.  On  the  contrary,  those  who  have 
plenty  of  money  to  spend  for  books  can  well  af¬ 
ford  to  waste  a  little  now  and  then  on  books  that 
are  worthless  ;  and  they  who,  without  plenty  of 
money,  know  how  to  economize  at  the  table  and 
in  the  wardrobe,  that  the  mind  may  be  well  fed 
and  well  clothed,  need  no  such  counsel.  We 
speak  to  those  who  buy  books  without  thought, 
and  who,  if  they  were  to  make  a  careful  account 
of  all  they  have  paid  since  last  July  for  evanes¬ 
cent  and  perhaps  useless  literature,  for^  books 
bought  but  never  used,  would  be  surprised  to 
find  that  they  had  spent  enough  to  give  them 
the  best  cyclopedia  that  is  published.  The  price 
of  two  good  cigars  a  day  will  give,  in  two  years, 
a  complete  set  of  Harper's  Magazine,  or  the  coin- 
plete  “American  Cyclopedia,”  either  of  which  is 
a  far  better  library  than  most  hap-hazard  buyers 
accumulate  in  a  lifetime. 


And  this  leads  us  to  say  that  in  the  organiza¬ 
tion  of  a  library  the  first  purchases  should  be  not 
of  books  to  read,  but  of  books  to  be  referred  to  a 
remark  more  true  of  small  libraries  even  than  of 
large  ones.  We  will  not  go  so  far  as  to  agree 
with  Rufus  Choate,  who  is  reported  to  have  said 
that  he  never  read  a  book  through  ;  but  it  is  cer¬ 
tain  that  fifty  dollars  wisely  expended  in  books 
of  reference  will  give  the  household  more  useful 
information  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  expended 
in  books  to  read.  Swedenborg’s  library  is  said 
to  have  consisted  of  his  Greek  and  Hebrew  Lex¬ 
icon,  his  Bible  in  the  original  tongues,  and  his 
own  writings.  Most  clergymen  would  do  well 
if  they  could  exchange  their  collections  of  ser¬ 


mons,  bound  quarterlies,  and  theological  treatises 
for  a  Greek  and  a  Hebrew  concordance,  Alford’s 
or  Lange’s  Commentaries,  and  M'Clintock  and 
Strong’s  Biblical  “Cyclopedia.” 

There  lie  now  before  us,  as  we  write  these 
paragraphs,  four  works  which  are  of  real  value, 
permanent  additions  to  our  literature,  the  sort 
of  books  which,  in  our  estimate,  would  come 
next  to  a  good  cyclopedia  in  the  organization 
of  a  family  library.  Among  these  we  perhaps 
hardly  ought  to  include,  however,  what  scholars 
will  account  the  most  valuable  of  them  all.  Dr. 
Henry  Drisler’s  edition  of  Yonge's  English- 
Greek  Lexicon  (Harper  and  Brothers).  In  the 
present  utilitarian  age,  when  even  scholarly  men 
begrudge  the  time  given  to  the  translation  of 
Greek  and  Latin,  we  shall  expect  that  most  of 
our  readers  will  regard  the  time  devoted  to  Greek 
and  Latin  composition  absolutely  thrown  away. 
“Who  ever  wants,”  we  hear  Mr.  Gradgrind  cry, 
“  to  write  in  Greek  ?  Does  any  minister  expect 
to  preach  to  Greek  congregations?  Does  any 
lawyer  expect  to  plead  before  Greek  juries? 
Does  any  merchant  expect  to  have  Greek  corre¬ 
spondents  ?  French  or  German  might  be  of 
some  use;  but  of  what  profit  is  it  to  write 
Greek?”  Well,  we  plainly  confess,  Mr.  Grad¬ 
grind,  that  there  is  not  “much  money  in  it.” 
Measured  by  the  utilitarian  standard,  Greek  com¬ 
position  must  be  regarded  as  a  purely  profession¬ 
al  study.  But  so  regarded,  it  is  not  unimport¬ 
ant.  Pitt  translated  the  orations  of  Cicero  into 
English,  and  rewrote  them  into  Latin,  twelve 
times,  if  we  recollect  aright,  each  time  compar¬ 
ing  his  own  Latin  with  that  of  the  original.  It 
was  this  exercise  that  gave  him  the  wonderful 
command  he  possessed  of  the  English  language, 
and  made  him  the  most  potent  orator,  as  he  was 
the  most  astute  statesman,  of  English  history. 
For  the  lawyer,  the  clergyman,  the  lecturer,  the 
platform  speaker,  the  statesman,  Greek  and  Lat¬ 
in  composition,  especially  the  former,  is  not  an 
idle  exercise.  There  is  nothing  except  a  con¬ 
stant  and  loving  familiarity  with  the  best  En¬ 
glish  authors  that  can  do  so  much  to  make  the 
student  an  orator,  or  at  least  (for,  despite  the 
famous  proverb  to  the  contrary,  orators  are  not 
made)  to  give  him  a  command  of  the  instru¬ 
ments  of  his  art.  Nor  can  any  one  be  said  to  be 
master  of  a  language  till  he  is  able  to  express 
himself  in  it.  We  can  not  afford  to  forego  the 
Greek,  nor  to  ignore  the  scholarship  which  treas¬ 
ures  it.  So  long  as  philosophy  draws  its  inspira¬ 
tion  from  Plato,  and  Christianity  finds  the  fount¬ 
ain  of  all  its  sublime  truths  in  the  writings  of 
Paul  and  the  words  of  Jesus,  so  long  Greek  will 
not  be  a  dead  language,  nor  one  we  can  afford 
to  bury  beneath  the  sod.  For  the  student  of 
Greek  composition  Drisler’s  Lexicon — for  so  in 
reality  it  should  be  called — with  Dr.  Short’s  ad¬ 
mirable  essay  on  the  order  of  words  in  Attic 
Greek  prose,  itself  an  invaluable  contribution  to 
the  Greek  grammar,  and  its  translation  of  Pil- 
lon’s  “Greek  Synonyms,”  is  a  perfect  thesaurus 
of  information,  giving  not  only  the  Greek  equBa- 
lent  for  every  English  word,  but  giving  the  equiv¬ 
alent  in  different  dialects,  and  according  to  the 
usages  of  different  authors.  The  student  of  this 
dictionary  has,  therefore,  not  merely  an  English- 
Greek  Lexicon,  but  in  it  the  apparatus  for  tracing 
the  development  and  analyzing  the  differences 
of  style  in  the  different  Greek  writers.  It  would 
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have  added  greatly  to  the  value  of  the  dictionary 
for  those  who  constitute  the  great  bulk  of  Greek 
students  in  this  country — the  clergymen — if  it 
had  included,  as  it  does  not  seem  to  do,  the 
Greek  of  the  New  Testament,  as  well  as  that  of 
the  classic  authors.  But  as  it  stands  it  is  equal¬ 
ly  honorable  as  a  monument  to  American  schol¬ 
arship,  and  valuable  as  an  addition  to  our  ap¬ 
paratus  for  critical  study. 

Allibone’s  Dictionary  of  Authors  (J.  B.  Lip- 
pincott  and  Co.)  has  become  already  a  standard 
which  needs  no  commendation  to  any  who  are 
engaged  in  literary  pursuits,  or  find  in  literature 
a  favorite  recreation.  It  is  now  nearly,  if  not 
quite,  twelve  years  since  the  first  volume  was 
issued — a  second  edition  of  which  is  in  course 
of  preparation — and  we  have  nothing  but  the  in¬ 
timation  of  the  dedication  as  to  when  the  third 
will  appear.  A  single  volume  of  such  a  work  is 
sadly  unsatisfactory;  but  if  the  editor  has  the 
patience  to  pursue  his  labors  through  the  period 
of  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century,  we  suppose  his 
readers  ought  not  to  complain  because  of  inev¬ 
itable  delay.  To  give  the  names  and  even  a 
condensed  biography  of  leading  English  and 
American  authors  would  not  require  any  thing 
like  such  a  length  of  time.  But  Mr.  Allibone 
has  undertaken  a  very  different  task,  one  so  Her¬ 
culean  as  to  be  audacious.  He  has  undertaken 
to  give  not  only  a  list  of  the  important  works  of 
each  author,  but  an  estimate  of  his  writings; 
not  Mr.  Allibone’s  estimate  either,  but  that  which 
contemporary  criticism  puts  upon  them.  This 
has  involved  a  research  through  newspapers, 
magazines,  and  reviews,  and  a  collating,  com¬ 
paring,  analyzing,  and  selecting,  which  it  seems 
simply  incredible  that  any  man  should  dare  un¬ 
dertake,  unless  endowed  with  the  physical  en¬ 
durance  of  a  Samson,  the  patience  of  a  Job,  and 
the  longevity  of  a  Methuselah.  However,  this 
is  what  Mr.  Allibone  has  essayed,  and,  so  far, 
accomplished  with  wonderful  success.  It  is  true 
that  we  miss  some  names  altogether  from  the 
collection,  as  that  of  Dr.  Nast,  for  e.xample,  tvho, 
though  his  writings  have  been  largely  for  the 
German  population,  yet  deserves  to  rank  among 
American  authors.  True,  also,  that  some  other 
authors  are  passed  with  too  brief  mention,  or  the 
articles  upon  them  are  not  brought  down  to  the 
present  date,  as  is  the  case,  for  example,  with 
William  Morris,  who  disputes  with  Tennyson  the 
light  to  the  laureateship,  and  who  is  dismissed 
in  two  lines  ;  or  with  Charles  G.  Leland,  whose 
latest  and  most  famous  work,  the  “  Hans  Breit- 
mann”  ballads,  is  not  mentioned  at  all.  But  this 
is  perhaps  incidental  to  such  a  work,  in  the  prep¬ 
aration  of  which  it  must  be  simply  impossible  to 
keep  pace  with  the  progress  of  literature. 

Concerning  Dr.  J.  Thomas’s  Universal  Pro¬ 
nouncing  Dictionary  of  Biography  and  Mythology 
(J.  B.  Lippincott  and  Co.),  we  have  nothing  to 
add  to  the  opinion  we  expressed  a  few  months 
ago,  except  to  say  that  the  work,  as  it  proceeds, 
fully  sustains  the  promise  of  its  opening  number! 

It  is  indeed  a  complete  cyclopedia  of  biography 
of  both  sacred  and  secular  history,  of  both  real 
and  fictitious  personages.  And  though  it  does 
not  take  the  place  of  the  fuller,  though  less  com¬ 
prehensive,  dictionaries  of  special  eras  and  sub¬ 
jects,  as  the  Biblical  “Cyclopedia”  of  M‘Clin- 
tock  and  Strong,  or  the  “  Dictionary  of  Greek 
and  Eoman  Biography  and  Mythology”  of  Dr. 


William  Smith,  yet  for  the  scholar,  in  haste  to 
verify  a  date,  or  fix  a  single  fact,  the  very  brevity 
of  its  articles  is  a  convenience,  while  to  the  gen¬ 
eral  reader  it  contains,  condensed  in  a  paragraph 
just  the  information  he  needs,  and  which  he  has 
not  the  time  to  condense  himself  from  the  more 
elaborate  articles  of  special  dictionaries. 

Probably  our  readers  will  be  somewhat  sur¬ 
prised  that  we  enumerate  last,  though  not  least, 
among  the  useful  books  for  the  family  library,  the 
Dispensatory  of  the  United  States  of  America,  by 
Drs.  Wood  and  B ACHE  (J.  B  .Lippincott  and  Co. ), 
the  thirteenth  edition  of  which  lies  on  our  table. 
To  the  medical  faculty  nothing  more  need  be 
said  than  that  this  new  edition  is  based  on  the 
new  edition  of  the  ‘  ‘  British  Pharmacopoeia,  ”  and 
embraces  material  revision  and  considerable  ad¬ 
dition.  But  we  are  not  writing  for  the  medical 
faculty,  but  for  those  whose  practice  of  medicine 
is  confined  to  their  own  family.  This  volume 
is  rarely  to  be  seen  except  on  the  counters  of 
the  drug  store,  and  in  the  offices  of  the  doctors ; 
and  neither  drug  store  nor  doctor’s  office  is  often 
to  be  seen  without  it.  But  we  have  not  such 
implicit  faith  in  the  infallibility  of  either  physi¬ 
cians  or  drug  clerks  that  we  are  inclined  to  take 
what  the  one  prescribes  and  the  other  puts  up 
without  knowing  something  about  its  character, 
and  its  supposed  effect  upon  the  human  body. 
It  is  generally  worse  than  useless  for  any  one 
but  physicians  to  study  pathology ;  since  no  man 
is  competent,  not  even  a  physician,  to  inter¬ 
pret  his  own  symptoms,  or  those  of  his  family. 
But  not  only  hygiene,  but  also  therapeutics, 
ought  to  be  studied,  at  least  by  every  parent. 
Eveiy  mother  is  ordained  of  God  to  be  a  nurse ; 
and  every  nurse  needs  to  know  not  only  physiol- 
ogjj  not  only  the  secrets  of  the  human  frame, 
but  also  something  of  the  efficacy  of  those  reme¬ 
dies  which  modern  science  calls  in  to  adjust 
its  delicate  mechanism  when  disordered.  The 
“  Dispensatoiy”  is  a  perfect  cyclopedia  of  medi¬ 
cine.  It  is  the  authority  to  which  every  physi¬ 
cian  constantly  turns  to  refresh  his  own  recol¬ 
lection  as  to  the  virtue  of  particular  drugs.  And 
by  aid  of  its  index  at  the  close,  any  one  may 
leain,  almost  at  a  glance,  the  nature  of  the  rem¬ 
edy  he  is  taking  himself,  or  is  administering  to 
others  whose  life  is  dearer  to  him  than  his  own. 

BIOGRAPHY. 

De.  j.  B.  Wateebukt’s  Memoir  of  Rev.  John 
Scudder,  M.D.  (Harper  and  Brothers),  is  a  val¬ 
uable  contribution  at  once  to  the  literature  of 
Christian  missions  and  to  the  biographies  of  the 
great  and  good  men  who,  by  their  labors  and 
self-denials,  have  rendered  every  age  ‘  ‘  apostol¬ 
ic.”  Dr.  Scudder’s  missionary  labors  in  India 
were  of  an  extraordinary  kind ;  not  only  because 
they  lasted  so  long,  thirty-six  years;  not  only 
because  they  were  extended  over  so  large  a  ter¬ 
ritory,  being  itinerant  in  their  character;  not 
only  because  they  were  genuinely  apostolic  in 
this  that,  being  a  regularly  educated  physician, 
he  combined  healing  of  the  body  with  preaching 
to  the  soul,  and  made  the  physical  relief  he  was 
able  to  afford  the  means  of  securing  attention 
to  the  spiritual  remedies  he  sought  to  offer ;  but 
no  less  from  the  intrinsic  ability  of  the ’man 
himself,  the  genuineness  of  his  devotion,  and  the 
unconscious  cheerfulness  of  his  self-sacrifices. 

Ut  him  It  might  be  written,  as  it  was  of  his  Master 
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— he  “endured  the  cross,  despising  the  shame.” 
His  itinerant  ministry  in  this  country,  if  we 
may  so  characterize  it,  and  his  extraordinary 
success  in  interesting  the  young  in  the  cause 
which  enkindled  his  own  enthusiasm,  will  give  a 
personal  interest  to  this  story  of  his  life.  In 
fact,  many  of  our  readers  will  remember,  doubt¬ 
less,  the  Dr.  Scudder  who  warmed  their  youth¬ 
ful  hearts  nearly  thirty  years  ago,  and  will  be 
glad  to  learn  more  of  one  whom  they  learned, 
perhaps,  from  a  single  address,  to  honor  and  to 
love.  Dr.  Waterbury,  the  brother-in-law  of 
Dr.  Scudder,  has  had  those  peculiar  advantages 
which  relationship  alone  imparts  for  writing  this 
sketch.  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  point  out  spe¬ 
cial  literary  defects,  or  to  criticise  the  principles 
upon  which  he  has  made  his  selections  from  the 
private  letters  and  journals  of  Dr.  Scudder,  since, 
despite  those  defects,  he  has  furnished  what  is 
not  only  the  best,  but,  we  believe,  the  only  biog¬ 
raphy  of  one  who  stands  deservedly  among  the 
first  of  the  successors,  not  in  lineal  descent  or 
ecclesiastical  order,  but  in  Christian  spirit,  of  the 
first  great  missionary. 

We  are  rather  disappointed  in  The  Private 
Life  of  Galileo  (Nichols  and  Noyes).  It  gives  a 
good  deal  of  new  information  concerning  the 
man,  and  affords  what  is  almost  a  new  concep¬ 
tion  of  his  private  and  personal  character.  It 
is  impossible  to  honor  veiy  highly  a  man  who 
taught  publicly  in  the  schools  for  years  a  system 
of  science  which  in  private  he  did  not  hesitate  to 
declare  false  in  fact.  But  the  writer  of  this  bi¬ 
ography  has  committed  a  serious  eiTor  in  taking 
it  for  granted  that  the  reader  is  already  acquaint¬ 
ed  with  the  leading  events  of  his  life,  and  in.  pass¬ 
ing  by  such  incidents,  for  example,  as  his  dem¬ 
onstration  at  the  leaning  tower  of  Pisa  of  the 
falsity  of  the  Aristotelian  philosophy  with  the 
merest  reference — a  reference  which  requires  for 
its  comprehension  the  examination  of  some  oth¬ 
er  life.  The  author  should  have  made  his  work 
complete  in  itself.  Its  tantalizing  references  to 
facts  assumed  to  be  within  the  knowledge  of  the 
reader  greatly  impair,  if  they  do  not  destroy,  its 
value  as  a  biography  for  those  who  wish,  in  a 
single  work,  to  get  a  connected  view  of  the  great 
philosopher’s  life. 

NOVELS. 

Of  the  novels  of  the  month,  Disraeli’s  Lo- 
thair  (T).  Appleton  and  Co.)  must  be  conceded 
to  be  the  most  remarkable.  It  is  remarkable 
that  the  ex-Prime  Minister  of  England  should 
seek  relief  from  the  cares  of  public  office  in  the 
recreation  of  romance  writing.  It  is  remarkable 
that  a  Jew  should  write  the  most  characteristic¬ 
ally  and  the  most  broadly  catholic  religious  nov¬ 
el  of  the  season — a  novel  which  reiterates  again 
and  again  the  declaration  that  “religion  should 
be  the  rule  of  life,  not  a  casual  incident  in  it.” 
It  is  remarkable  that  a  man  approaching  the  lim¬ 
it  of  threescore  and  ten  should  write,  not  exact¬ 
ly  a  love  story,  but  a  story  full  of  the  passion  of 
love,  not  only  with  an  imagination  which  bor¬ 
ders  on  the  extravagance  of  Orientalism,  but  with 
a  fervor  of  utterance  which  belongs  only  to  the 
enthusiasm  of  youth.  It  is  remarkable  in  an 
age  when  literature  is  consecrated  to  democracy 
that  one  born  a  democrat  should  write  a  novel 
which  constitutes  in  reality,  though  not  in  form, 
the  most  elaborate  eulogy  of  aristocratic  institu¬ 


tions  ;  and  still  more  remarkable  that  he  should 
succeed  in  making  it  entertaining  and  unconven¬ 
tional.  It  is  remarkable  that  a  man  who  is  a 
politician  by  nature,  as  well  as  by  long  educa¬ 
tion,  should  take  up  the  novel  as  a  weapon  when 
defeated  at  the  polls ;  but  still  more  remarkable 
that  he  should  have  the  self-control  to  write  for 
a  partisan  purpose  without  defeating  his  object 
by  the  display  of  partisan  bitterness.  It  is  final¬ 
ly  remarkable  that  it  should  be  reserved  to  a  man 
who  was  never  accused  of  being  hampered  by 
any  principles,  or  perplexed  by  any  conscience, 
to  write  what  is  the  most  powerful  of  modern 
anti-Catholic  novels  ;  and  still  more  remarkable 
that  in  doing  so  he  should  have  produced  a  ro¬ 
mance  which  rarely  verges  on  the  melodramatic, 
which  concedes  honesty  to  the  Church  against 
which  he  levels  his  polished  shafts,  which  hon¬ 
estly  and  ably  interprets  it,  and  which  is  the  more 
powerful  because,  with  one  exception,  it  never 
exceeds  the  bounds  of  probability.  It  is  this 
which  will  perhaps  give  to  “Lothair”  its  chief 
value  in  England.  In  America  its  chief  value 
lies  in  its  portraiture  of  English  society.  Erom 
the  opening  chapter  to  the  close  we  live  in  an 
atmosphere  of  aristocracy.  The  only  American 
introduced  is  an  American  aristocrat.  And 
though  in  the  descriptions  every  noun  has  its 
adjective,  and  every  adjective  is  a  superlative — 
though  the  English  summer  has  a  ‘  ‘  lustrous 
effulgence” — though  every  country  seat  is  an 
“Italian  palace”  “vast  and  ornate or  a  “vast 
edifice,”  the  walls  of  which  are  “breathing  with 
English  history”  in  the  form  of  antique  por¬ 
traits;  or  “a  stately  mansion”  “shadowed  with 
the  dark  forms  of  many  huge  cedars,  and  blazing 
with  flower-beds  of  every  hue;”  or  “a  man¬ 
sion”  the  approach  to  which  is  through  “a  vast 
park,”  which  “spreads  in  all  directions  beyond 
the  limit  of  the  eye,”  and  the  entrance  to  which 
is  through  “mighty  gates  of  wondrous  work¬ 
manship” — though,  in  short,  a  too  luxuriant  im¬ 
agination  clothes  English  scenery  and  English 
scenes  with  an  Oriental  magnificence,  neverthe¬ 
less,  making  some  allowance  for  the  exaggera¬ 
tions  of  the  novelist,  it  must  be  generally  con¬ 
ceded  that  Disraeli  has  painted  a  picture  of  En- 
lish  high  life  scarcely  less  fascinating,  despite  its 
unreality,  than  the  truer  portraitures  which  Dick¬ 
ens  and  Thackeray  have  given  us  of  its  middle 
classes. 

Beneath  the  Wheels  (Harper  and  Brothers)  de¬ 
pends  for  its  interest  rather  upon  the  ingenious 
construction  of  its  plot  and  the  vigor  of  its  action 
than  upon  any  development  of  character  or  play 
of  sentiment.  In  general  style  and  structure  it 
resembles  Wilkie  Collins’s  novels,  and  is  not  in¬ 
ferior  to  them  in  the  success  with  which  it  main¬ 
tains  the  interest  of  the  reader  from  the  com¬ 
mencement  to  the  close. 

BRIEF  MENTION. 

Rev.  E.  W.  Robertson  spoke  to  the  culture 
and  refinement,  to  the  brain  of  England,  as 
Spurgeon  speaks  to  its  muscle.  It  is  hardly  nec¬ 
essary  now  to  enter  into  a  critical  discussion  of 
one  who  has  been  more  criticised  and  discussed 
than  perhaps  any  living  clergyman.  We  are 
glad,  however,  to  welcome  a  cheap  edition  of 
his  Sermons,  in  a  single  volume,  from  the  press 
of  Hai-per  and  Brothers,  in  a  form  which  will 
enable  not  only  every  student,  but  every  family 
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to  possess  them.  There  are  some  men  who  think 
for  us,  and  whose  intellectual  harvests  we  garner. 
There  are  others  who  compel  us  to  do  our  own 
thinking.  Mr.  Robertson  is  one  of  the  latter 
class.  He  is  the  most  tender,  the  most  subtle, 
the  most  suggestive,  and  the  most  heroic  of 
preachers — the  poet  of  the  pulpit,  as  Beecher  is 
its  orator,  and  Spurgeon  its  dogmatist. 

De  Pressense  gives  us  in  a  book  form  twelve 
letters  from  Rome,  under  the  title  of  Rome  and 
Italy  at  the  opening  of  the  G^cumenical  Council 
(Carlton  and  Lanahan.)  The  book  gives  really 
very  little  information,  however,  about  the  Coun¬ 
cil;  less  than  any  well-informed  reader  of  the 
American  press  possesses  already.  The  seventh 
and  eighth  chapters  alone  contain  any  thing  ma¬ 
terial  that  is  new ;  the  rest  of  the  book  is  com¬ 
posed  in  about  equal  parts  of  history  and  travel — 
history  of  the  Rome  of  the  past,  and  observations 
on  the  Rome  of  the  present. — We  have  tested 
Inglis’s  Jiible-Text  Cyclopedia  (Lippincott)  in 
the  only  way  in  which  such  a  work  can  be  ade¬ 
quately  tested,  by  several  months’  use.  It  pro¬ 
fesses  to  be  a  “complete  classification  of  Scrip¬ 
ture  texts  in  the  form  of  an  alphabetical  index 
of  subjects.”  Whether  complete  or  no  it  is 
exceedingly  convenient,  much  more  satisfactory 
than  the  “Scripture  Manual,”  Gaston’s  “Col¬ 
lection,”  or  West’s  ponderous  and  ill-digested 
“Analysis.”  It  is  certainly  not  so  complete  as 
Professor  Hitchcock’s  large  work ;  but  it  is  more 
easily  handled,  and  the  alphabetical  arrangement 
is  better  for  ordinary  purposes  than  the  scientific 
classification. — Clark’s  Harmony  of  the  Four 
Gospels  (S.  W.  Green,  New  York)  does  not  dif¬ 
fer  very  widely  from  Robinson’s  earlier  well- 
known  work,  except  in  the  “last  days.”  The 
author  has  had  the  advantage  of  the  labors  of 
later  scholars,  and  has  made  good  use  of  them. 
In  the  uncertainty  in  which  the  disputed  points 
of  chronology  are  and  ever  must  be  involved,  he 
may  be  accepted  as  a  safe  and  judicious  guide. — 
Professor  Cowles  adds  to  his  previous  com¬ 
mentaries  a  volume  on  Proverbs,  Ecclesiastes, 
and  the  Song  of  Solomon.  (D.  Appleton  and 
Co.)  These  commentaries  are  not  distinguish¬ 
ed  by  subtle  thought  or  erudite  scholarship,  nor 
does  the  author  dwell  in  detail  on  niceties  of  ver¬ 
bal  exegesis;  but  they  are  characterized  by  strong 
common-sense  and  an  illumination  of  the  general 
aim  of  the  inspired  writers.  It  is  a  book  for  lay¬ 
men,  Bible-class  teachers,  and  Sabbath-school 
scholars,  rather  than  for  clergymen  and  profes¬ 
sional  students. 

Among  the  literary  institutions  of  New  York 
city,  little  known  outside  of  the  small  and  select 
circle  which  sustains  it,  is  the  American  Geo¬ 
graphical  and  Statistical  Society.  It  has  now 
been  in  existence  sixteen  years — it  was  incorpo¬ 
rated  in  1864 — though  it  was  substantially  sus¬ 
pended  during  the  war.  In  those  years  R  has 
accumulated  a  library  of  ten  thousand  volumes, 
in  its  unpretending  rooms  in  the  Cooper  Insti¬ 
tute,  where  the  curious  will  find  what  is,  doubt¬ 
less,  by  far  the  best  collection  of  works  on  geo¬ 
graphical  subjects  in  this  country,  including  an 
invaluable  connected  series  of  Atlases,  from  that 
of  Ortelin’s,  in  1.673,  to  those  of  the  present 
day.  The  second  part  of  the  second  volume  of 
the  Journal  of  this  Society  is  before  us.  Passing 
by  its  charter,  by-laws,  and  reports  of  its  meet¬ 
ings,  which  are  matters  of  no  special  interest. 


we  find  in  the  bulk  of  the  volume  a  series  of  pa¬ 
pers  which  are  as  interesting,  at  least  to  the 
student,  as  they  are  valuable,  as  contributions 
to  the  cause  of  science.  Such  papers  as  Dr. 
Hayes’s  “On  Arctic  Explorations,”  Captain 
Bent’s  “  On  the  Routes  to  be  pursued  by  Expe¬ 
ditions  to  the  North  Pole,”  and  Paul  du  Chail- 
lu’s  “On  the  Pigmies  of  Equatorial  Africa,” 
may  suffice  as  samples  of  contributions  to  a  dis¬ 
cussion  into  which  we  dare  not  enter,  even  as 
critics,  lest  we  pass  those  reasonable  bounds 
which  we  are  compelled  to  set  to  our  own  pen. 
The  most  valuable  paper  is  the  “Annual  Ad¬ 
dress”  of  the  President  of  the  Society,  Judge 
Daly,  who  sums  up  with  judicial  brevity  the 
great  geographical  events  of  the  year.  But,  gen¬ 
tlemen,  why  do  you  call  yourselves  a  “statis¬ 
tical”  society?  We  look  in  the  pages  of  your 
journal  in  vain  for  a  solitary  statistic. 

Among  the  books  of  poetry,  to  which  we  are 
compelled  to  give  but  a  word,  but  to  which  we 
should  like  to  give  many,  we  put  foremost  Sam¬ 
uel  W.  Duffield’s  poems.  Warp  and  Woof 
(Randolph),  a  book  which  has  some  charming 
poetry  in  it,  all  of  a  sweet  and  soothing  sort, 
with  a  certain  plaintive  undertone;  and  with  a 
certain  devout  element  inhering  in  the  pattern  of 
even  those  woven  from  the  least  sacred  threads. 
— The  Bab  Ballads,  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  (Porter 
and  Coates),  is  rightly  described  in  its  title-page 
as  “much  sound  and  little  sense.”  Its  humor 
has  the  flavor  of  the  ballads  of  the  London 
Punch,  in  whose  pages,  if  we  mistake  not,  some 
of  them  were  first  published.  One  must  be  very 
tired  and  stupid  indeed  to  enjoy  such  pure  speci¬ 
mens  of  unmitigated  nonsense. — Of  the  Poetical 
Works  of  David  Bates  (Claxton,  Remsen,  and 
Haffelfinger)  we  could  say  nothing  better  in  the 
way  of  description  than  that  the  same  kindly 
spirit  breathes  through  all  of  them  which  has 
given  to  the  author's  “Speak  Gently”  a  place  in 
all  modern  collections  of  hymns.  His  poetry  is 
that  of  the  social  affections.  When,  in  such  sub¬ 
jects  as  an  “Apostrophe  to  the  Ocean,”  or  “  The 
End  of  the  World,”  he  attempts  the  sublime,  he 
falls  into— a  step  below  it. — Dr.  White’s  Mis¬ 
cellaneous  Poems  are  said,  in  the  dedication,  to 
be  published  at  the  request  of  his  friends.  They 
are  pleasant,  chirruping,  bird-like  songs,  that  will 
not  be  likely  to  attract  many  listeners  beyond  the 
circle  which  called  for  their  publication. —The 
Neio-Fashioned  Girl  (James  Miller)  is  a  most 
unsuccessful  attempt  to  imitate  “Nothing  to 
Wear.” — From  the  house  of  Carter  and  Broth¬ 
ers,  w'ho  rarely  publish  a  poor  juvenile,  and  never 
an  objectionable  one,  rve  receive  four  very  good 
ones :  Lily's  Lesson  and  Violet's  Idol,  the  first 
two  of  a  series  of  stories  on  the  commandments, 
by  the  author  of  the  “Bessie  Books,”  capital 
children’s  stories,  both  of  them;  Busy  Bees, 
or  Winter  Evenings  in  Margaret  Russel’s  School, 
equally  good  for  older  children ;  and  Our  Fa¬ 
ther  in  Heaven,  a  series  of  simple  discourses 
on  the  Lord’s  Prayer,  which  lack,  however,  the 
necessary  illustration  to  secure  and  retain  the 
attention  and  interest  of  juvenile  readers. — 
Charles  Scribner  adds  to  his  “Illustrated  Li¬ 
brary  of  Wonders”  the  Human  Body,  from  the 
French  of  A.  Le  Pilecr.  It  is  really  only  a  treat¬ 
ise  on  physiology,  and  is  not  superior,  in  illus¬ 
tration  is  not  equal,  to  some  American  treatises 
on  the  same  subject — Dalton’s,  for  example. — 
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Miss  Youjiaks’s  First  Book  of  Botany  (D.  Ap¬ 
pleton  and  Co.)  is  capital.  ,  If  you  live  in  the 
country,  or  within  reach  of  trees,  leaves,  and 
flowers,  get  it,  and  spend  fifteen  minutes  every 
day  with  your  children,  with  this  guide-book  to 
nature  in  your  hand.  It  will  do  you  good  as 
well  as  them.  Very  young  children  can  be  in¬ 
terested  in  the  study  of  nature  by  the  plan  she 
developes. — Mrs.  Gleason,  in  her  Talks  to  My 
Patients  (Wood  and  Holbrook),  is  able  to  say 
something  to  wives  and  mothers  which  no  man 
could  say.  There  will  be  some  difference  of 
opinion  about  the  water-cure  treatment  which 
she  prescribes,  but  there  can  be  none  about  the 
value  of  the  practical  suggestions  she  affords, 
which  are  characterized  by  sound  philosophy  and 
clear,  good,  sterling  common-sense.  We  wdsli 
the  chapter,  “Confidential  to  Mothers,”  might 
be  published  as  a  tract  and  sent  to  every  mo¬ 
ther  in  the  land.— Oiit  of  the  Past  (G.  P.  Put¬ 
nam  and  Son)  might  as  well  have  staid  in  the 
past.  Not  but  that  these  “critical  and  literary 


papers”  of  Parke  Godwin  are  very  good,  but 
they  are  not  so  remarkably  superior  to  the  aver¬ 
age  contributions  to  the  magazines  as  to  demand 
a  special  place  in  permanent  literature. — Fried¬ 
rich  Gerhard,  New  York,  has  published  the  first 
volume  of  the  Deutsch  Amerikanischer  Conversa¬ 
tions  Lexicon,  prepared,  under  the  able  superin¬ 
tendence  of  Professor  Alex.  J.  Schem,  on  the 
basis  of  the  German  “Conversations  Lexicon,” 
with  special  reference  to  the  wants  of  the  German 
population  of  this  countiy.  The  articles  on 
American  subjects  are  full  and  exhaustive,  and 
present  a  great  amount  of  information  that  must 
be  most  valuable  to  the  German  immigrant.— 
We  are  obliged  to  postpone,  till  another  month, 
several  books  of  importance ;  prominent  among 
which  we  may  mention  Dr.  Speer’s  work  on 
China,  Cocker’.s  Christianity  and  Greek  Phi¬ 
losophy,  Muleord’s  Nation,  and  Dr.  M'Cosh’s 
Logic,  as  well  as  Spielhagbn's  novels,  of  which 
a  new  volume.  Hammer  and  Anvil,  is  just  is¬ 
sued. 


CMtnt’s  Icfentific  iRttnrii. 


PKEPAKATION  OP  PRUIT  SIRUPS  AISTD 
PRESERVES. 

OST  of  our  readers  are  aware  that  there  are 
two  different  classes  of  sugars :  the  cane 
sugars,  derived  from  the  cane,  tiie  beet,  etc.  ; 
and  the  grape  sugars,  as  found  in  the  grape,  in 
honey,  and  as  prepared  artificially  from  pota¬ 
toes — the  latter  used  principally  in  the  fabrica¬ 
tion  of  wines.  Both  forms  of  sugar  have  much 
the  same  taste,  and  can  not  be  distinguished 
readily  in  solution.  Of  the  cane  sugars,  how¬ 
ever,  only  half  the  quantity  is  required  to  pro¬ 
duce  a  given  sweetening  effect  as  of  the  other. 
It  may  not  be  known  generally,  however,  that 
cane  sugar,  by  long  boiling,  becomes  changed 
into  grape  sugar,  and  thus  loses  a  portion  of  its 
sweetening  power.  This  takes  place  not  only  in 
the  process  of  clarifying,  but  also  in  preparing 
fruit  sirups  and  preserves.  Should  the  sirups 
be  thickened  beyond  a  certain  degree,  the  grape 
sugar  produced,  being  only  about  one-quarter 
as  soluble  as  cane  sugar,  separates  after  a  time 
in  the  form  of  white  crystals,  the  comparative 
want  of  sweetness  in  which  will  be  very  evident 
to  the  taste.  Mixed  with  water  as  a  drink,  twice 
as  much  will  be  required  as  if  no  change  had 
occurred.  This  furnishes  a  useful  hint  to  house¬ 
keepers,  which  has  been  acted  on  to  great  ad¬ 
vantage — namely,  to  boil  the  fruit  juice  by  it¬ 
self  for  the  proper  time  and  allow  it  to  become 
lukewarm,  adding  the  proper  quantity  of  white 
sugar,  which  soon  dissolves  without  further  heat¬ 
ing.  The  juice  is  preserved  in  this  way  as  per¬ 
fectly  as  if  the  sugars  were  boiled  a  long  time 
with  it,  maintains  its  original  sweetness  without 
the  formation  of  crystals,  and  a  much  less  quan¬ 
tity  will  answer  the  purpose.  The  same  theory 
is  applicable  in  the  preparation  of  preserves  as 
of  sirups. 

CONFUSION  OF  NAMES  IN  NATURAL  HISTORY. 

Eich  as  we  are  in  various  possessions,  we  are 
in  nothing  more  opulent  than  in  names  for  various 
familiar  animals,  such  as  fishes,  birds,  etc.  It 
VoL.  XLI.— No.  242.-20 


is  witli  this  as  with  material  wealth — we  would 
often  be  better  oft'  if  our  lot  were  cast  in  com¬ 
parative  poverty.  Take,  for  instance,  our  edible 
fishes.  There  is  scarcely  one  kind  that  has  the 
same  name  at  any  two  prominent  points  on  our 
coast,  while  each  particular  appellation  is  made 
to  do  double  and  triple  duty,  so  that  when  a 
name  is  mentioned  the  residence  of  the  speaker 
or  writer  must  be  ascertained  before  the  precise 
species  of  fish  referred  to  can  be  understood. 
Instance  a  few  examples.  The  rock-fish  of  the 
Chesapeake  waters  is  the  striped  bass  of  more 
eastern  localities,  the  rock-fish  of  New  England 
being  totally  dift'erent.  The  sea  bass  of  one  place 
is  the  black  bass  of  another,  and  the  blackfish 
of  still  another — the  last-mentioned  name  being 
elsewhere  used  for  a  kind  of  porpoise.  The  sun- 
fish  of  the  interior  fresh  waters,  a  kind  of  perch, 
is  very  different  from  the  sunfish  of  the  coast, 
which  may  be  either  a  huge,  broad  fish,  looking 
as  if  the  posterior  half  had  been  cut  away,  or 
else  a  mass  of  floating,  animated  jelly.  The  blue- 
fish  of  Atlantic  City  is  called  weak-fish  in  New 
York,  shecutts  on  Long  Island,  squeteague  in 
New  England,  sea-trout  or  trout  in  Philadelphia 
and  Baltimore.  The  bluefish  of  New  York  is 
the  tailor  of  Philadelphia,  the  horse-mackerel  of 
New  Jersey,  the  white-fish  of  Lower  Hudson, 
the  skip-jack  elsewhere.  The  king-fish  of  New 
York  is  the  hake  of  New  Jersey,  the  whiting 
further  south ;  while  hake  in  New  England 
means  a  kind  of  cod.  The  tautog  of  Massa¬ 
chusetts  is  elsewhere  called  blackfish  and  chub 
— the  latter  name  again  having  a  different  mean¬ 
ing  in  the  interior.  The  same  fish  is  called  pike- 
perch,  pickerel,  and  pike  in  the  West,  and  salmon 
in  the  Susquehanna  Eiver,  without  being  in  the 
least  like  the  species  properly  so  named.  The 
fishermen  in  Florida  and  Alabama  will  give 
glowing  accounts -of  the  capture  of  “trout’  in 
the  fresh  waters  of  those  States ;  but  they  are 
not  the  trout  of  the  Southern  coast,  nor  yet  the 
trout  of  our  Pennsylvania  mountain  streams, 
but  of  the  same  character  as  the  black  bass  ot 
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the  West,  The  shad  of  Lake  Champlain  is  not 
the  shad  of  the  coast,  but  the  white-fish  of  the 
great  lakes.  The  herring  of  those  lakes  are  not 
true  herring,  but,  like  white-fish,  a  member  of 
the  salmon  family.  The  subject  might  be  pur¬ 
sued  indefinitely ;  but  we  have  said  enough  to 
show  that  every  name  is  applied  to  several  dif¬ 
ferent  species,  and  every  species  has  many 
names. 

As  with  fishes,  so  with  birds.  The  partridge 
of  Pennsylvania  is  the  quail  of  New  England  and 
New  York,  and  by  no  means  the  partridge  of  the 
latter  region,  which  is  what  we  call  the  pheasant, 
an  entire  misnomer,  it  being  very  different  from 
the  true  pheasant  of  the  Old  World. 

It  is  facts  like  these  that  vindicate  the  propriety 
of  the  scientific  names  applied  to  these  and  other 
objects  of  natural  history  by  the  man  of  science. 
It  is,  of  course,  well  in  popular  discourses  to  avoid 
a  pedantic  reiteration  of  learned  terms  ;  but  with¬ 
out  the  language  of  science  to  fall  back  upon  as 
a  foundation,  intelligible  to  alt  naturalists,  it 
would  be  totally  impossible  to  understand  what 
is  meant,  in  many  cases.  The  condition  of 
things  becomes  still  more  complicated  when  dif¬ 
ferent  countries  are  taken  into  account.  Popular 
works  of  natural  history,  written  by  the  Erench, 
and  even  learned  treatises,  are  usually  quite  unin¬ 
telligible,  from  their  use  of  vernacular  names,  and 
neglect  to  connect  with  them,  in  some  way,  those 
derived  from  the  Latin  and  Greek  languages,  and 
in  current  use  by  scientific  men. 


EFFECT  OF  THE  FOOD  OP  COWS  ON  THEIR 
MILK. 

It  has  lately  been  announced,  as  the  result  of 
careful  and  long-continued  investigation,  that  the 
nature  of  the  food  given  to  cows  does  not  pro¬ 
duce  the  slightest  effect  upon  the  character  or 
richness  of  their  milk ;  the  Only  difference  being 
a  greater  or  less  percentage  of  water.  The  ex- 
peiiment  was  tried  of  feeding  the  same  animals 
successively  with  hay  alone ;  then,  successively, 
with  hay  mixed  with  starch,  oil,  rape-seed,  clover, 
etc.,  thus  giving  a  greatly  varying  proportion  of 
mtrogenized  food.  The  milk  was  very  carefully 
analyzed,  after  each  change  of  food,  without 
showing  the  slightest  variation  in  its  chemical 
constitution.  The  conclusion  was,  therefore,  ar¬ 
rived  at  that  the  variation  or  improvement  in  the 
quality  of  the  milk  is  to  be  accomplished  rather 
by  a  careful  regard  to  the  breed  than  to  the  food 
supplied  to  the  animal. 

These  remarks,  of  course,  do  not  applv  to  the 
peculiar  taste  imparted  to  milk  in  consequence 
of  the  character  of  the  food  of  the  animal  •  since 
It  IS  will  known  that  the  milk  of  cows  which  have 
fed  upon  garlic  very  soon  furnishes  evidence  of 
that  fact  to  the  taste. 

FERTILE  CROSS  BETWEEN  AMERICAN  ELK 
AND  EUROPEAN  RED  DEER. 

It  is  said  that  a  German  nobleman  has  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  obtaining  fertile  hybrids  between  the 
Ameiican  elk  and  the  red  deer  of  Europe,  on  his 
estate  in  Silesia.  The  experiment  was  com¬ 
menced  in  1862,  and  has  been  continued  to  the 
present  time,  the  breed  being  very  prolific,  and  a 
new  race  intermediate  between  the  two  having 
been  developed,  which  seems  to  have  all  the 
characteristics  of  pennanency.  The  half-breed 
is  of  a  very  large  size,  resembling  most  its  Ameri¬ 


can  ancestor,  being  decidedly  larger  than  the  Eu¬ 
ropean  stock. 

STONE  IMAGES  ON  EASTER  ISLAND. 

Much  attention  has  been  excited  lately  by  the 
discovery  on  Easter  Island — a  small  speck  in 
the  midst  of  the  Pacific  Ocean,  about  forty  de¬ 
grees  west  of  Chili,  not  thirty  miles  in  circumfer¬ 
ence,  without  trees,  without  metals,  and  support¬ 
ing  only  a  scanty  population  of  half-starved  sav¬ 
ages — of  an  immense  number  of  gigantic  repre¬ 
sentations  in  stone  of  the  human  head,  from 
twenty  to  fifty  feet  in  height,  and  supported,  in 
many  cases,  on  long  platforms  of  masonry. 
There  are  no  means  of  ascertaining  when  or  by 
whom  these  curious  figures  were  constructed, 
the  present  inhabitants  of  the  island  having  no 
traditions  in  regard  to  them,  and  venturing  no 
suggestions.  What  tools  were  used  in  their  pro¬ 
duction  can  not  be  learned,  as  no  implements  of 
any  kind  seem  to  have  been  discovered  in  associ¬ 
ation  with  these  huge  remains.  They  are  said 
to  resemble  very  closely  the  figures  found  in 
Mexico  and  Central  America,  and  to  be  of  about 
the  same  character  of  workmanship. 

A  curious  appendage  to  many  of  these  statues 
consists  of  a  crown  of  volcanic  tufa  placed  on  the 
top  of  the  figui-e.  These,  in  some  cases,  are  six 
feet  high  and  five  feet  in  diameter,  and  must 
ha'N  e  been  placed  on  the  top  after  their  erection  5 
by  no  means  an  easy  task,  as  is  suggested  by  the 
writer  of  the  account  from  which  we  derive  these 
facts. 

RELATIONSHIPS  OP  THE  AURORA. 

A  recent  article  by  Mr.  Proctor,  upon  the  au¬ 
rora,  may  be  summed  up  as  follows :  First,  the 
increase  and  diminution  of  the  disturbance  of  the 
magnetic  needle  corresponds,  in  periods  of  about 
ten  years,  with  the  increase  and  diminution  of 
the  number  of  solar  spots  ;  secondly,  the  auroral 
displays  announced  as  seen  from  all  parts  of  the 
earth  probably  correspond  to  similar  manifesta¬ 
tions  upon  every  planet ;  third,  the  spectrum  of 
the  aurora  exhibits  only  a  single  bright  line,  and 
hence  it  is  due  to  luminous  vibrations,  the  lumin¬ 
osity  being  caused  by  the  passage  through  it  of  , 
electrical  discharges;  fourth,  the  same  bright' 
line  is  exhibited  by  the  spectrum  of  the  zodiacal 
light,  by  the  sun’s  corona  as  seen  during  a  total 
eclipse,  and  veiy  faintly  by  the  peculiar  phos¬ 
phorescent  light  sometimes  seen  over  the  tvhole 
sky.  Finally,  he  concludes  that  the  key  to  these 
phenomena  probably  lies  in  the  existence  of  myr¬ 
iads  of  meteoric  bodies,  traveling  separately  or 
in  systems  around  the  sun. 

PREPARATION  OF  LAMB  AND  RABBIT  SKINS. 

Among  the  mechanical  employments  especial¬ 
ly  suited  to  women,  that  of  dressing  small  skins, 
such  as  those  of  lambs  and  rabbits,  for  ornament¬ 
al  purposes,  has  lately  been  suggested,  there  be¬ 
ing  a  great  demand  for  such  articles,  and  one 
that  can  be  readily  extended.  The  best  method 
of  preparing  these  consists  in  taking  about  four 
skins  at  a  time,  and  first  washing  them  in  cold 
strong  soap-suds  made  with  hot  water,  al¬ 
lowed  to  cool  before  use.  The  dirt  is  to  be  thor- 
oughly  removed  from  the  wool  or  hair,  and  the 
skin  is  again  w'ashed  in  clean  cold  water  until  all 
the  soap  is  removed.  Half  a  pound  each  of  salt 
and  alum  are  then  to  be  dissolved  in  a  little  hot 
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Avater,  and  put  in  a  tub  Avitli  cold  water  sufficient 
to  cover  the  skins,  which  are  allowed  to  soak 
therein  twelve  hours,  and  afterward  hung  over 
a  pole  to  drain.  When  well  drained  they  are 
stretched  very  carefully  on  a  hoard  to  dry,  and 
Avhile  drying  they  are  to  be  restretched  several 
times.  Before  they  are  entirely  dry,  the  flesh 
side  is  sprinkled  with  a  mixture  of  one  part  each 
of  finely  powdered  alum  and  salt ;  and  this  is  to 
be  well  rubbed  in.  The  flesh  sides  are  then  to 
be  laid  together,  and  the  skins  hung  in  the  shade 
tAvo  or  three  days,  turning  them  over  every  day 
until  perfectly  dry.  The  flesh  side  is  finally  to 
be  scraped  Avith  a  blunt  knife  to  remove  any  re¬ 
maining  scraps  of  flesh.  The  skins  are  then 
rubbed  up  to  soften  them,  and  finished  finally 
Avith  pumice-stone. 

VARYING  DENSITY  OF  THE  EARTH’S  CREST. 

It  Avas  some  time  ago  suggested  by  Mr.  Airy, 
the  eminent  British  astronomer,  and  others,  that 
the  density  of  the  earth’s  crust  under  lofty  mount¬ 
ains,  such  as  the  Himalayas,  is  probably  less 
than  that  under  plains,  at  a  distance  from  the 
mountains ;  and  that  beloAV  the  sea  bed,  the 
crust  of  the  earth  is  as  much  denser  through  a 
certain  depth  as  Avould  equal  the  deficiency  of 
matter  caused  by  the  ocean  hollow,  while  beloAV 
the  mountains  it  is  as  much  less  through  a  cer¬ 
tain  depth  as  Avill  account  for  the  excess  of  the 
mass  in  the  mountains.  This  hypothesis,  of 
course,  requires  careful  observations  for  its  A'eri- 
flcation ;  and  Ave  are  noAV  informed  that  a  series 
of  pendulum  and  other  apparatus,  that  has  just 
done  good  service  in  the  great  triangulation  sur¬ 
vey  of  India,  Avill  probably  be  taken  to  the  high¬ 
est  accessible  land  of  the  Himalayas,  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  further  experiment.  It  will,  of  course, 
be  impossible  to  make  the  observations  at  the 
bottom  of  the  sea ;  but,  as  the  nearest  approach 
to  this  condition,  experiments  Avill  be  instituted 
upon  certain  Ioav  islands  in  the  ocean  at  some 
distance  off  the  coast  of  India. 

CURE  FOR  OBESITY. 

Mr.  Schindler  is  the  latest  addition  to  the  list 
of  persons  Avho  have  tmdertaken  the  treatment 
and  cure  of  excessive  fatness  in  the  human  race — 
this  condition  being  considered  by  him  as  a  dis¬ 
turbance  of  the  animal  economy,  in  consequence 
of  which  the  carbon  taken  in  is  accumulated  in 
the  form  of  fat.  Diet  and  exercise,  as  might  be 
expected,  constitute  the  basis  of  his  treatment. 
As  in  the  method  of  Mr.  Banting,  Avhich  some 
years  ago  Avas  so  much  in  vogue,  the  diet  advised 
for  fat  persons  consists  of  food  containing  a  large 
percentage  of  nitrogen,  to  Avhich  some  vegetables 
Avithout  starch,  and  cooked  fruit,  are  to  be  add¬ 
ed,  for  the  pui-pose  of  moderating  the  excitation 
due  to  animal  nourishment.  This  diet  is  to  be 
varied,  according  as  individuals  are  of  a  sanguine 
or  lymphatic  temperament.  .  The  use  of  certain 
Avines  is  permitted;  beer  is,  however,  entirely 
forbidden.  Coffee  and  tea  are  allowed,  Avith  as 
little  sugar  as  possible.  Cheese,  potatoes,  rice, 
beans,  pease,  maize,  maccaroni,  tapioca,  arrow- 
root,  and  soups  are  not  allowed.  The  use  of 
sulphate  of  soda  is  recommended,  as  moderating 
the  transformation  of  nitrogenous  materials  and 
stimulating  the  oxidation  of  fat ;  and  the  use  of 
mineral  waters  containing  the  sulphate  of  soda 
in  solution  is  considered  of  the  greatest  import¬ 


ance  in  this  respect.  The  Avaters  of  Marienbad, 
which  are  especially  rich  in  this  salt,  are  stated 
to  have,  usually,  the  most  happy  effect.  Their 
use,  together  with  that  of  some  alkaline  pills,  and 
a  strict  adherence  to  the  conditions  above  men¬ 
tioned,  caused  a  decrease  in  weight  of  from 
twenty-five  to  sixty  pounds  in  different  individu¬ 
als  in  the  course  of  a  feAv  Aveeks. 

DOMESTICATION  OP  THE  HORSE  AND  THE 
ASS. 

We  have  already  referred  to  the  investigation 
by  Mr.  Lenorment  in  regard  to  the  possession  of 
the  horse  and  ass  by  the  people  of  ancient  days. 
In  a  more  recent  communication  he  sums  up  his 
latest  conclusions  by  stating  that  the  two  animals 
Avere  originally  natives  of  totally  different  coun¬ 
tries,  the  horse  having  been  domesticated  on  the 
plateaux  of  Central  Asia,  and  the  Aryan  migra¬ 
tion  having  been  the  principal  cause  of  its  dif¬ 
fusion  throughout  the  world.  Its  adoption  by 
the  Semitic  races  was  much  later,  and  it  did  not 
make  its  appearance  in  Egypt  until  about  twen¬ 
ty-five  hundred  years  before  the  Christian  era. 
The  ass,  on  the  contrary,  Avas  an  African  species, 
domesticated  originally  on  the  banks  of  the  Nile. 
From  Egypt  it  passed,  at  an  early  period,  among 
the  Semitic  people,  Avho  subsequently  handed  it 
over  to  the  Aryan  tribes— on  the  one  side  into 
Greece,  on  the  other  into  Persia ;  and  in  its  dif¬ 
fusion,  which  ultimately  became  universal,  it  took 
a  direction  precisely  opposite  to  that  of  the  horse. 
The  two  animals,  however,  starting  from  such 
remote  points,  finally  came  face  to  face,  and  Avere 
brought  into  general  use  by  all  nations. 

LIFE  BUOY. 

Some  French  journals  are  quite  ecstatic  in  their 
commendation  of  a  new  safety  buoy,  which  has 
the  adA’antage  when  throAvn  OAVrboard  in  a  dark 
night  of  becoming  ignited,  so  as  to  furnish  the 
means  of  illuminating  the  surface  of  the  water 
for  a  considerable  distance  around,  thereby  en¬ 
abling  steps  to  be  taken  for  the  rescue  of  any 
persons  Avho  may  be  struggling  in  the  water. 
The  buoy  is  coated  Avith  phosphuret  of  calcium, 
which  is  ignited  by  the  Avater  and  burns  Avith  a 
lambent  flame,  but  having  very  little  heat,  so 
that  any  one  in  the  water  may  lay  hold  of  the 
buoy  and  be  sustained  until  rescued.  It  is  said 
that  buoys  of  this  construction  are  to  be  placed 
on  board  all  the  vessels  of  the  French  navy,  and 
they  are  recommended  for  use  by  the  mercantile 
marine  generally.  The  stifling  odor  of  the  phos¬ 
phuret  must,  hoAvever,  bo  a  serious  obstacle  to 
its  employment  for  the  purpose  in  question. 

DRAINING  WET  SPOTS. 

A  simple  method  of  draining  certain  Avet  and 
swampy  tracts,  especially  those  of  Ioav  basins, 
consists  in  sinking  an  Artesian  shaft  through  the 
soil  to  the  layer  of  clay  or  other  substance  pre¬ 
venting  the  proper  drainage,  and  into  the  sandy 
strata  underneath.  The  cavity  of  the  well  may 
be  filled  up  Avith  broken  stones,  among  AAFich 
the  drained  water  percolates  and  passes  off  be- 
loAV,  leaAdng  the  surface  entirely  dry. 

REMOVAL  OF  GREASE  PROM  MARBLE. 

Housekeepers  are  often  Avorried  by  the  exist¬ 
ence  of  grease  spots  upon  marble  slabs,  and  may, 
perhaps,  feel  obliged  to  us  for  the  indication  of 
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a  method  which  is  said  to  be  effectual  in  re¬ 
moving  them.  For  this  purpose  eight  ounces 
of  concentrated  caustic  soda  are  mixed  with  an 
equal  quantity  of  ox  gall,  and  four  ounces  of 
turpentine  carefully  stirred  in ;  and  to  the  whole 
enough  pipe-clay  is  to  be  added  to  form  a  thin 
paste,  which  is  to  be  run  through  a  hair  sieve. 
It  is  then  to  be  spread  in  a  coat  over  the  spots 
upon  the  marble,  and  removed  after  twenty-four 
hours.  This  application  is  to  be  repeated  until 
the  marble  has  become  perfectly  clear,  and  fi-ee 
from  stain. 

Another  method  consists  in  mixing  a  concen¬ 
trated  solution  of  soap  with  slaked  lime,  to  a 
creamy  consistency,  and  applying  it  as  above. 

THE  ANCIENT  MAMMALIAN  FAUNA  OP  EU¬ 
ROPE  AND  ASIA. 

Professor  Brandt  of  St.  Petersburg,  in  the 
course  of  an  elaborate  discussion  of  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  the  mammalian  fauna  of  Northern  Asia 
and  Europe,  comes  to  the  conclusion  that  North¬ 
ern  Asia,  in  the  tertiary  period,  was  inhabited 
by  its  present  fauna,  which,  however,  then  in¬ 
cluded  several  species  now  extinct;  and  that  the 
quaternary  fauna  of  Europe  was  the  result  of 
an  immigration  from  Northern  Asia.  He  finds 
no  evidence  that  man  existed  in  the  tertiary  pe¬ 
riod,  but  thinks  that  such  evidence  may  here¬ 
after  be  presented.  The  changes  of  the  original 
quaternary  fauna,  he  thinks,  were  effected  not 
only  by  terrestrial  and  climatic  agencies,  but  also 
to  a  considerable  extent  by  the  intervention  of 
man ;  and  in  this  fauna  he  establishes  five  phases : 

In  the  first  phase  this  fauna  flourished  in 
Northern  Asia,  and  included  among  other  spe¬ 
cies  the  mammoth,  hairy  rhinoceros,  aurochs, 
bison,  musk-ox,  reindeer,  musk-deer,  and  other 
species,  together,  probably,  with  the  tiger  and  hy¬ 
ena.  Man  may  have  existed  during  this  phase  ; 
but  the  fact  has  not  yet  been  positively  ascer¬ 
tained. 

The  second  phase  extends  from  the  spreading 
of  this  fauna  into  Middle,  Southern,  and  East¬ 
ern  Europe,  to  the  time  of  the  extinction  of  the 
mammoth.  The  coexistence  of  man  with  the 
mammoth  in  this  period  is  beyond  doubt ;  and 
although  the  people  who  assisted  in  its  exterm¬ 
ination  belonged  to  the  pre-historic  period,  and 
had  advanced  little  in  the  arts  of  civilized  life, 
it  is  yet  possible  that  man  may  have  lived  con¬ 
temporaneously,  in  a  higher  state  of  culture,  in 
other  parts  of  the  globe  (as  in  Egvpt,  Assyria, 
and  possibly  China). 

_  The  third  phase  terminates  with  the  extinc¬ 
tion  of  the  reindeer  in  the  southern  half  and  cen¬ 
tre  of  Europe,  although  this  animal  continued 
to  exist  in  Scotland  down  to  the  twelfth  century. 
This  period  extends  to  the  Christian  era. 

The  fourth  phase  reaches  from  the  disappear¬ 
ance  of  the  reindeer  in  Western  Europe,  to  the 
extinction  of  the  aurochs,  in  the  fifteenth  century. 

The  fifth  phase  is  that  of  the  present  fauna. 

Dr.  Brandt  is  well  known  as  one  of  the  most 
eminent  naturalists  of  modern  times,  and  his  re¬ 
searches  into  subjects  of  this  kind  have  always 
commanded  the  greatest  respect.  One  sugges¬ 
tion,  among  others,  recently  made  by  him  is,  that 
the  Dinotheriwn,  a  well-kno^vn  fossil  mammal, 
really  belongs  to  the  series  of  terrestrial  elephant! 
ine  animals,  resembling  the  mastodon  in  form, 
and  differing  principally  in  being  of  even  greater 


size,  and  in  possessing  two  tusks  in  the  lower 
jaw  and  none  in  the  upper. 

SPECIMENS  EXTANT  OP  THE  GREAT  AUK. 

It  is  doubtless  known  to  many  of  our  readers 
that  this  large  sea-bird,  once  so  abundant  on  the 
coast  of  the  North  Atlantic,  is  now  entirely  ex¬ 
tinct,  none  having  been  seen  living  for  nearly 
forty  years.  Professor  Newton,  of  Cambridge, 
England,  who  has  made  this  bird  a  special  study, 
informs  us  in  a  late  article  that  he  is  personally 
cognizant  of  the  existence  in  the  public  and  pri¬ 
vate  museums  of  Europe  of  sixty-five  skins,  five 
skeletons  nearly  complete  (besides  detached  bones 
of  at  least  twenty  individuals),  and  sixty-one 
eggs,  and  has  heard  of  a  few  other  specimens. 
In  the  United  States  the  museums  of  Vassar  Col¬ 
lege,  the  Academy  of  Natural  Sciences  in  Phila¬ 
delphia,  and  the  Smithsonian  Institution,  possess 
a  mounted  specimen  each,  and  the  two  last-men¬ 
tioned  establishments  have  an  egg  apiece.  In 
the  Museum  of  Comparative  Zoology  in  Cam¬ 
bridge  is  to  be  found  the  only  complete  skeleton 
in  the  country,  although  detached  bones  gathered 
from  the  ancient  shell  heaps  of  New  England  are 
to  be  met  with  in  several  collections. 

FISHERIES  OP  THE  NORTH  ATLANTIC. 

Our  readers  will  doubtless  be  interested  in  cer¬ 
tain  facts  relative  to  the  habits  of  one  of  the  prin¬ 
cipal  fish  of  the  North  Atlantic,  recently  publish¬ 
ed  by  a  Mr.  Howden  in  a  London  journal,  and 
in  the  connection  there  indicated,  for  apparently 
the  first  time,  between  the  fisheries  of  Norway 
and  those  of  Newfoundland.  The  great  centre 
of  the  codfishery  in  Europe  is  in  the  vicinity  of 
the  Lofoden  Islands,  a  group  situated  off  the 
northern  extremity  of  Nonvay,  within  the  Arctic 
Circle.  Here  the  codfish  gather  early  in  Janu- 
aiy,  coming  from  the  southwest,  to  deposit  their 
spawn.  In  the  quiet  and  shallow  waters  of  the 
arctic  seas  they  find  all  the  conditions  necessary 
for  the  hatching  of  their  young ;  and  as  all  other 
fish  disappear  from  the  grounds  on  the  approach 
of  the  cod,  there  is  no  destruction  of  the  ova  nor 
of  the  new-born  fry. 

It  is  during  the  sojourn  of  the  fish  on  the  Lof¬ 
oden  banks  that  the  great  fishery  takes  place. 
During  January  but  little  is  done ;  but  with  the 
first  week  of  Febraary,  and  the  arrival  of  pro¬ 
fessional  fishermen  from  considerable  distances, 
the  work  begins  in  earnest.  As  many  as  twenty- 
five  thousand  men  are  thus  assembled  ;  and  the 
number  of  fish  being  inexhaustible,  as  well  as  in¬ 
calculable,  it  is  the  state  of  the  weather  alone 
that  affects  the  result.  The  fish  are  caught  with 
lines  and  nets — the  former  baited  with  herring, 
which  have  to  be  brought  from  a  distance,  since, 
as  already  stated,  all  other  fish  disappear  with  the 
arrival  of  the  cod.  The  capelan — a  kind  of  herring 
— is  the  best  bait ;  but  its  use  is  prohibited  by  Nor¬ 
wegian  law,  since  those  so  fortunate  as  to  have  it 
would  enjoy  an  undue  advantage  over  their  less 
favored  neighbors.  Th6  fishing  ceases  on  the 
14th  of  April,  by  which  time  the  fish  become 
lean  and  emaciated  and  in  poor  condition,  al¬ 
though  very  fat  and  strong  on  their  first  arrival. 
The  old  fish  then  leave  the  coast,  and  it  is  now 
suggested  by  Mr.  Howden  that  they  proceed  to 
the  banks  of  Newfoundland,  there  to  fatten  and 
be  caught  again  during  the  summer  months.  He 
calls  attention  to  the  fact  that  codfish  disappear 
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from  the  Lofoden  banks  in  April  or  May,  and 
that  codfish  arrive  on  the  Newfoundland  banks 
in  June,  hungry  and  lean,  in  fierce  pursuit  of 
the  capelan,  herring,  and  other  marine  animals 
so  abundant  there.  There  they  soon  fatten  up, 
and  disappear  again  in  October.  Should  the 
fish  of  the  two  regions  he  the  same  swarms, 
as  they  are  of  the  same  species,  they  will  move 
backward  and  fonvard  at  intervals  of  about 
six  months  in  the  Gulf  Stream,  which  connects 
the  two  localities.  Iceland  lies  about  midway, 
and  the  appearance  of  the  cod  at  this  island  is  in¬ 
termediate  in  time  between  that  at  the  Lofodens 
and  Newfoundland.  Hence  the  inference  that 
the  same  schools  of  fish,  after  fattening  during 
the  summer  on  the  Newfoundland  hanks,  pro¬ 
ceed  during  autumn  to  Lofoden  to  spawn,  re¬ 
turning  when  this  is  accomplished.  If  the  cod 
of  the  North  Atlantic,  therefore,  have  so  migra¬ 
tory  a  habit,  it  is  possible  that  those  of  the  North 
Pacific  may  share  it ;  and  as  the  new  fisheries 
about  the  Shoumagin  Islands  of  Alaska  are  m 
the  summer  season,  there  yet  remains  to  be  dis¬ 
covered  the  locality  still  farther  north,  probably 
north  of  Behring  Straits,  where  they  deposit 
their  eggs,  and  where  the  true  analogue  of  the 
Norwegian  fisheries  is  to  be  developed.  The 
total  annual  catch  of  codfish  in  the  North  At¬ 
lantic  on  both  shores  is  estimated  by  Mr.  How- 
den  at  fifty-four  millions.  This  seems  a  prodig¬ 
ious  number,  and  one  that  would  soon  threaten 
exhaustion  of  the  species ;  but  when  we  remem¬ 
ber  that  nine  millions  of  eggs  have  been  found  in 
the  roe  of  one  female,  there  seems  less  danger  of 
extinction  than  at  first  might  be  supposed. 

ALBOLITE  CEMENT. 

Albolite  cement,  a  substance  which  has  re¬ 
cently  excited  a  considerable  degree  of  atten¬ 
tion, 'is  made,  according  to  the  inventor,  Mr. 
Eiemann,  by  mixing  calcined  and  finely  pulvm- 
ized  magnesite  (native  carbonate  of  magnesia) 
with  infusorial  earth,  and  stirring  in  a  solution 
of  chloride  of  magnesium.  Among  the  proper¬ 
ties  of  the  cement,  as  enumerated  by  the  invent¬ 
or,  are  a  high  degree  of  plasticity,  and  of  hard¬ 
ness  after  it  has  become  fixed,  and  a  spontane¬ 
ous  development  of  heat  as  soon  as  it  is  solidi¬ 
fied  to  the  consistency  of  wax,  this  increasing  in 
proportion  to  the  size  of  the  mass  into  which  it 
has  been  moulded.  It  is  extremely  hard,  a  pe¬ 
culiarity  increased  by  its  elasticity,  and  adheres 
verv  well  to  stone,  wood,  and  dry  oiled  surfaces, 
but  can  not  be  used  under  water.  It  is  now 
largely  employed  in  the  preparation  of  orna¬ 
mental  mouldings,  for  which,  however,  in  con¬ 
sequence  of  the  above-mentioned  development 
of  heat,  gelatine  moulds  must  be  cautiously  used. 
By  coating  ornaments  of  gypsum  with  this  ce¬ 
ment  it  imparts  to  them  a  great  degree  of  bald¬ 
ness.  It  is  also  used  for  repairing  worn-down 
S9,ndstone  steps,  for  facing  stone  and  wooden  steps, 
for  fire-proof  coating  to  boards  in  the  interior  of 
houses,  and  also  for  preserving  railroad  ties,  ^c. 

In  this  connection  it  may  be  remarked  that 
magnesite  occurs  as  a  native  mineral,  in  great 
abundance,  near  Texas,  Lancaster  County,  Penn¬ 
sylvania. 

CHARACTEE  OP  NORTHERN  SEA  BOTTOM. 

Among  the  most  interesting  results  of  the  later 
surveying  expeditions  toward  the  North  Pole  are 


those  furnished  by  the  Swedish  party  of  18G8, 
which  devoted  itself  especially  to  a  survey  of  the 
sea  bottom  in  high  latitudes.  Spitzbergen  was 
found  to  be  connected  with  Europe  by  a  kind  of 
submarine  bridge,  of  which  the  average  depth 
was  less  than  200  fathoms,  the  maximum  reach¬ 
ing  only  271 .  On  the  western  and  northern  coast, 
however,  separating  it  from  Greenland,  a  very 
remarkable  and  abrupt  depression  of  the  bottom 
was  ascertained  to  exist,  so  that,  at  a  distance  of 
only  sixty  miles  from  the  Seven  Islands  toward 
the  north,  a  depth  of  1370  fathoms  was  met 
with;  while  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  from 
the  coast,  to  the  west,  the  sounding-line  revealed 
the  existence  of  a  gulf  2660  fathoms  deep,  or 
16,900  feet.  Contrary  to  the  assumptions  of 
many  naturalists,  and  the  general  impression  of 
most  persons,  these  depths  were  found  to  abound 
in  animal  life  of  the  most  varied  character ;  so 
much  so  as  to  have  occupied  the  labors  of  emi¬ 
nent  investigators  for  many  months  in  their  ex¬ 
amination.  The  detailed  results  are  not  yet  pub¬ 
lished,  but  are  looked  forward  to  with  much  in¬ 
terest. 

The  discovery  of  this  remarkable  gulf  between 
Spitzbei'gen  and  Greenland  shows  a  state  of  facts 
entirely  contrary  to  the  view  formerly  held  in  re¬ 
gard  to  the  sea  bottom  at  that  point ;  as  it  was 
supposed  that  this  became  gradually  shallower 
toward  the  pole,  and  formed  a  nearly  uniform 
level,  which,  with  a  moderate  degree  of  upheaval, 
would  be  brought  out  of  water.  For  the  bridge 
which  has  been  supposed,  during  previous  geo¬ 
logical  periods,  to  connect  Greenland  with  Eu¬ 
rope,  we  must  look  much  further  to  the  south ; 
since,  with  so  deep  a  gulf  as  that  indicated,  an 
enormous  elevation  of  the  sea  bottom  would  be 
required  to  establish  any  connection  of  dry  land 
between  the  two  countries,  unless,  indeed,  a  great 
subsidence  has  taken  place  along  the  line  in 
question. 

METHOD  OP  DESTROYING  APHIDES. 

In  answer  to  the  inquiry  so  frequently  made 
for  some  means  of  destroying  aphides,  and  other 
insects  on  plants,  without  injury  to  the  latter, 
the  following  method  is  recommended  by  the 
Revue  Horticole,  with  an  indorsement  of  its  an¬ 
swering  perfectly  the  desired  object :  The  prep¬ 
aration  is  made  by  adding  to  seven  pints  of  water 
three  and  a  quarter  ounces  of  quassia  chips,  and 
five  drachms  .of  the  seed  of  the  garden  larkspur. 
These  are  to  be  boiled  together  until  reduced  to 
five  pints.  When  the  liquid  is  cooled  it  is  to  be 
strained,  and  used  with  a  watering-pot  or  syringe, 
as  may  be  most  convenient.  The  use  of  larkspur 
seed  for  the  destruction  of  the  insects  infesting  the 
human  head  is  a  time-honored  application  a.mong 
country  people — beds  of  the  plant  being  cultivated 
frequently  for  the  express  purpose  of  furnishing 
material  for  the  decoction.  The  efficiency  of  this 
remedy  seems  to  depend  on  the  presence  of  the 
alkaloid  called  delphine,  which  appears  to  be  a 
poison  especially  fatal  to  insects. 

MONOSULPHITE  OP  LIME  IN  MAKING  SUGAR. 

It  is  stated  that  the  monosnlphite  of  lime  is 
now  largely  employed  in  the  manufacture  of  su¬ 
gar.  For  this  purpose,  the  salt,  which  is  nearly 
insoluble  in  water,  is  added  to  the  crude  juice  ot 
the  cane.  The  nitrogenous  matters  become  in¬ 
soluble,  and  can  be  removed  in  the  scum.  It  is 
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suggested  that  the  same  reagent  may  be  found 
useful  for  the  purification  of  other  organic  com¬ 
pounds. 

ACTION  OF  MALTINB. 

In  a  recent  communication  to  the  Academy  of 
Sciences  of  Paris  M.  Coutaret  calls  attention  to 
some  valuable  applications  of  maltine,  or  vegeta¬ 
ble  diastase — a  substance  obtained  by  the  con¬ 
tinued  maceration  of  germinating  barley  at  a 
lukewarm  heat.  When  this  is  added  to  ordinary 
cooked  food,  containing  starchy  matter,  it  gives 
rise,  in  the  course  of  an  hour,  to  a  milky  liquid, 
composed  of  unchanged  starch,  dextrine,  and 
glucose.  Water  is  an  indispensable  requisite  of 
this  artificial  digestion,  not  less  than  ten  times 
the  amount  of  that  of  the  substance  treated  being 
needed.  The  solvent  action  of  the  maltine  upon 
starchy  substances  varies  according  to  their  spe- 
cies  five  grains  of  maltine  causing  the  digestion 
of  from  one  to  four  pounds  of  the  cooked  starch. 
A  temperature  of  9.5°  to  105°  Eahrenheit  proves 
to  be  the  best  suited  for  this  artificial  digestion. 
The  author  goes  on  to  show  that  this  saccharify¬ 
ing  influence  of  maltine  upon  starch  is  precisely 
that  of  the  salivary  juice,  or  the  animal  diastase, 
upon  the  same  substance;  indeed,  he  maintains 
that  these  two  forms  of  diastase  are  entirely  sim¬ 
ilar  in  their  chemical,  physical,  and  physiolog¬ 
ical  properties,  both  having  the  same  solvent  ef¬ 
fect  upon  cooked  starchy  matters.  Our  author 
infers,  from  his  observations,  that  maltine  is  a 
very  important  substance  in  the  treatment  of 
dyspeptics,  since  starchy  substances  constitute 
the  basis  of  human  food.  In  the  greater  num¬ 
ber  of  cases  of  dyspepsia,  he  maintains  that  it  is 
the  lack  of  the  digestion  of  the  starchy  sub¬ 
stances  that  causes  the  trouble,  as  is  shown  es¬ 
pecially  where  there  is  alteration,  diminution,  or 
absence  of  saliva.  Eor  these  cases  maltine  is  of 
special  benefit,  as  it  may  be  used  to  supply  any 
deficiency  in  the  natural  secretion.  For  several 
years  the  author  has  found  that  maltine  renders 
the  most  important  service  in  instances  like  those 
naentioned.  He  maintains  that,  next  to  a  proper 
diet  and  the  use  of  alkaline  waters,  there  is  no 
medicine  so  harmless,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
with  such  a  curative  tendency,  under  the  same 
conditions. 

THE  PASCAL-NEWTON  POEGERIES. 

Some  of  our  readers  may  remember  the  con¬ 
troversies  which  arose  some  months  ago  in  Eu¬ 
rope  in  reference  to  certain  “autograph”  letters 
of  Fascal,  Galileo,  Newton,  and  other  great  phys¬ 
icists,  which  were  claimed  to  be  genuine  by  M 
Chasles,  an  eminent  French  Academician  but 
denounced  by  others.  The  gist  of  the  letters  went 
to  prove  that  Newton  had  derived  all  his  ideas 
of  universal  gravitation  and  other  discoveries  or 
announcements  from  Pascal’s  letters  to  him.  Al¬ 
though  the  impossibility  of  this  was  pointed  out 
over  and  over  again,  nothing  shook  the  faith  of 
the  great  savant.  Finally,  however,  after  he  had 
paid  a  sum  of  $25,000  for  the  letters,  thus  giv¬ 
ing  convincing  proof  of  his  own  good  faith,  he  was 
obliged  to  confess  that  he  had  been  cheated,  and 
that  all  the  pretended  ‘  ‘  original  letters”  were  forg¬ 
eries.  ^  The  perpetrator  proved  to  be  an  ingenious 
lawyer  s  clerk,  Vrain  Lucas,  who  seemed  to  have  a 
fatal  facility  for  this  class  of  literaiy  labor.  The 
offender  was  arrested  during  the  past  summer  • 
and  we  see,  by  a  recent  report  of  his  trial,  that  he 


has  been  condemned  to  two  years’  imprisonment 
and  a  fine  of  $100. 

WHITENING  SMOKED  WALLS. 

A  method  of  cleaning  and  whitening  smoked 
walls  consists,  in  the  first  place,  of  rubbing  off 
all  the  black,  loose  dirt  upon  them,  by  means  of 
a  broom,  and  then  washing  them  down  with  a 
strong  soda  lye,  ivhich  is  to  be  aftenvard  removed 
by  means  of  water  to  which  a  little  hydrochloric 
acid  has  been  added.  When  the  walls  are  diy  a 
thin  coating  of  lime,  with  the  addition  of  a  solu¬ 
tion  of  alum,  is  to  be  applied.  After  this  has  be¬ 
come  perfectly  dry  the  walls  are  to  be  calcimined, 
or  coated  with  a  solution  of  glue  and  chalk. 

RENDERING  ARTICLES  WATER-PROOF. 

A  patent  has  recently  been  taken  out  in  Paris 
for  a  method  of  rendering  paper,  cloth,  cork, 
sponge,  and  other  porous  substances,  water¬ 
proof,  as  well  as  articles  manufactured  from  these 
materials,  including  bank-notes,  envelopes,  gloves, 
clothing,  paper  collars,  umbrellas,  labels,  etc. 
The  process  consists  in  dissolving  paraffine,  cut 
up  in  small  slices,  in  pure  naphtha  or  benzine,  en- 
tiiely  free  from  fat  or  oil.  The  solution  is  to  be 
made  in  a  vessel  with  a  glass  stopper^  and  is  to 
be  shaken  repeatedly  until  the  result  is  accom¬ 
plished.  An  excess  of  paraffine  should  be  used, 
so  as  to  make  sure  of  having  a  perfectly  saturated 
solution.  The  articles  to  be  treated  are  im¬ 
mersed  in  this  for  a  time,  according  to  the  thick¬ 
ness  or  porosity  of  the  tissue,  and  arranged  to 
secure  either  a  complete  saturation  or  the  pene¬ 
tration  of  the  liquid  to  any  required  depth.  Aft¬ 
er  removal  the  articles  are  to  be  dried  by  the  appli¬ 
cation  of  heat  or  in  the  air.  The  solvent  evapo¬ 
rates,  leaving  the  paper  or  other  substance  saturated 
with  paraffine  impermeable  to  water,  and  capable 
of  resisting  the  action  of  acids.  Articles  of 
dress,  such  as  paper  collars  and  wristbands, 
should  be  subjected  to  the  action  of  a  flat-iron  or 
heated  cylinder,  in  order  to  give  them  a  high  de¬ 
gree  of  polish.  The  applications  of  this  process 
are  manifold,  and  new  ones  are  constantly  sug¬ 
gesting  themselves. 

COAST  SURVEY  DREDGING  OFF  THE  FLORIDA 
COAST. 

The  scientific  world  has  been  much  interested 
of  late  years  by  the  obseiTations  of  Count  Pour- 
tales,  of  the  United  States  Coast  Survey,  unon 
the  marine  fauna  of  the  seas  between  iTlorida 
and  Cuba,  the  facts  observed  by  him  having  re¬ 
ceived  additional  importance  in  consequence  of 
the  discoveries  of  the  British  and  otlier  expedi¬ 
tions  in  the  North  Atlantic.  Several  reports  upon 
the  collection  of  Count  P ourtales  have  been  pub¬ 
lished  by  the  Museum  of  Comparative  Zoology ; 
and  among  the  most  recent  of  these  we  find  a 
statement  by  Professor  Agassiz  of  the  general  re¬ 
sults  attained  by  the  Coast  Survey  expeditions. 

The  Professor,  in  the  first  place,  sliows  the 
existence  of  a  littoral  fauna  around  the  Floridian 
and  West  Indian  reefs,  not  extending  in  depth 
below  ten  fathoms,  and  occujjied  principally  by 
coral,  which  aggregates  in  large  masses,  and  from 
■'vlnch  are  usually  derived  the  showy  specimens 
“'iseums.  Beyond  this  area,  the 
Width  of  which  along  the  coast  of  Florida  varies 
trom  a  few  miles,  near  Florida,  to  twelve,  fifteen, 
or  twenty  off  Cape  Sable,  is  another  region  or 
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zone,  the  bottom  of  which  consists  of  a  muddy 
mass  of  dead  and  broken  shells,  broken  corals, 
etc.,  the  mud  being  chiefly  inliabited  by  worms, 
and  by  but  few  other  living  animals.  This  table 
runs  out  to  a  depth  of  about  forty  fathoms,  vary¬ 
ing  in  width  in  different  places,  and  is  bordered 
externally  by  a  third  region  or  zone,  which,  be¬ 
ginning  at  a  depth  of  about  fifty  or  sixty  fathoms, 
extends  gradually  to  about  two  hundred  and  fifty, 
expanding  into  a  broad  table-land,  beyond  which 
the  sea  bottom  sinks  abruptly  into  deeper  waters. 
The  floor  of  this  zone,  for  which  Professor  Agas¬ 
siz  proposes  the  name  of  the  “Pourtales  Pla¬ 
teau,”  is  rock,  and  forms  a  limestone  conglomer¬ 
ate,  varying  from  eight  to  twenty  miles  in  width, 
built  up  entirely  of  the  remains  of  animals  of  the 
same  species  as  those  now  living  upon  its  sur¬ 
face,  and  constantly  increasing  the  thickness  of 
the  bed  by  their  accumulation,  and  illustrating 
in  a  most  interesting  manner  the  way  in  which 
mountain  masses,  or  calcareous  deposits,  have 
been  formed  under  the  bed  of  the  ocean.  In 
this  zone  an  immense  variety  of  animal  life  was 
found,  including  corals  of  small  size  and  echino- 
derms,  mollusks,  bones  of  the  manatee,  teeth  of 
sharks,  etc.  A  most  interesting  fact  connected 
with  many  of  these  forms  is  that  their  generic 
relationships  are  not  with  living  animals,  but 
wth  those  of  the  tertiary  and  cretaceous  periods  ; 
and  it  is  not  at  all  impossible  that  some  of  them 
will  be  found  to  be  almost  undistinguishable,  spe¬ 
cifically,  from  certain  of  those  ancient  forms. 
Not  only  is  the  variety  of  animal  life  very  great 
in  this  third  zone,  but  the  number  of  specimens 
is  truly  amazing,  the  dredge  coming  up  some¬ 
times  almost  entirely  filled. 


To  the  seaward  of  this  last  table-land  the  bot¬ 
tom  sinks  rapidly  to  the  depth  of  from  four  to 
eight  hundred  fathoms  or  more,  and  is  occupied 
by  a  thick  adhesive  mud,  or  ooze,  abounding  in 
Formninifera,  glohigerina  especially,  but  much 
less  profuse  in  animal  fife  than  the  surface  of  the 
coral  plateau,  and  closely  resembling  the  chalk 
marls  of  the  cretaceous  period.  This  compara¬ 
tive  paucity  is,  however,  due,  according  to  Pro¬ 
fessor  Agassiz,  to  the  absence  of  a  rock  bottom  ; 
and  he  thinks  that  if  this  could  be  found  any 
where  the  variety  would  be  equally  great,  and 
the  forms  stiU  more  remote  from  those  of  modern 
times. 

CHANGES  IN  JUPITEE. 

In  a  recent  article  we  referred  to  the  observa¬ 
tions  of  Mr.  Browning  in  regard  to  the  changes 
of  color  in  Jupiter’s  belts  ;  and  we  now  have  to 
record  a  very  interesting  communication,  by  Pro¬ 
fessor  Albert  M.  Mayer,  of  the  Lehigh  Universi¬ 
ty,  upon  the;  same  subject.  This  gentleman  has 
lately  published  a  record  of  his  observations  in 
the  Journal  of  the  Franhlin  Institute,  in  which 
he  shows  that  the  southern  border  of  the  south¬ 
ern  equatorial  band  has  divided  and  modified 
its  shape  very  materially.  .He  proposes  to  take 
careful  observations,  from  time  to  time,  upon  the 
outlines  of  the  belt,  and  to  record  them  for  com¬ 
parison  with  the  changes  noticed  in  it  in  other 
parts  of  the  world,  so  as  to  secure,  by  this  means, 
data  for  determining  many  of  the  phenomena  of 
the  planet  which  are  now  quite  inexplicable. 
Like  Mr.  Browning,  he  remarks  upon  the  great 
changes  which  have  taken  place  in  the  tints  of  the 
general  surface. 
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THE  HNITBD  STATES. 

UR  Record  closes  on  the  31st  of  May. — The 
proceedings  of  Congress  embrace  a  large 
number  of  topics;  but  upon  very  few  of  the 
measures  introduced  and  discussed  has  final  ac¬ 
tion  been  taken.  An  important  resolution  was 
brought  before  the  Senate,  and  adopted  by  that 
body,  near  the  close  of  April  (on  the  26th), 
“That  the  Committee  on  Education  and  Labor 
be  instructed  to  inquire  into  the  expediency  of 
dividing  the  net  proceeds  of  the  sales  of  the 
public  lands  among  the  several  States  for  educa¬ 
tional  purposes,  and  of  otherwise  so  providing  by 
law  that  all  the  people  of  the  United  States  may 
have  the  opportunity  of  acquiring  a  common- 
school  education.”  Some  time  preUous  a  bill 
had  been  introduced  by  Senator  Willey  for  such 
an  appropriation,  one  section  of  which  provided 
that  in  the  application  of  the  money  no  discrim¬ 
ination  should  be  made  on  account  of  race,  color, 
or  previous  condition  of  servitude :  the  act  to  take 
effect  from  December  31, 1870.  In  bringing  this 
bill  again  before  the  Senate,  April  26,  Senator 
Willey  stated  that  the  number  of  acres  of  public 
lands  sold  last  year  was  7,666,159.  There  re¬ 
main  yet  unsurveyed  1,326,430,648  acres.  ^  “Al¬ 
lowing  that  only  one-fourth  of  these  lands  is  of  a 
character  that  would  secure  their  purchase  and 
settlement,  it  would  still  present  the  basis  of  an 


immense  sum  idtimately  to  come  into  the  Treas¬ 
ury.”  The  aggregate  sales  of  the  public  lands 
for  the  fiscal  year  ending  June  30, 1869,  amount¬ 
ed  to  the  sum  of  $4,472,886.  The  expenses  were 
about  $453,816  43,  leaving  a  net  balance  of  some 
$3,919,070.  This,  divided  among  the  States 
according  to  the  principles  of  the  bill,  would  give 
to  each  congressional  district  (if  the  bill  appor¬ 
tioning  representation  which  recently  passed  the 
House  of  Representatives  should  become  a  law) 
the  sum  of  about  $10,600.  Estimating  the  sales 
to  average  the  same  rate  in  the  future,  the  pas¬ 
sage  of  this  bill  would  secure  to  each  State  an¬ 
nually  at  least  the  sum  of  $10,000  for  every  con¬ 
gressional  district  in  it.  Such  a  provision  alone 
would  seem  inadequate  to  accomplish  any  great 
result ;  but  it  would  greatly  aid  the  States,  and 
doubtless  stimulate  them  to  make  additional  pro¬ 
visions  for  educational  purposes.  We  have  just 
introduced  into  our  body  politic!, 427, 067  colored 
persons,  of  whom  700,000  have  been  made  voters. 
This  race  must  be  educated.  This  mass  of  ig¬ 
norance  must  be  removed.  We  are  responsible 
for  it.  We  are  also  responsible,  for  the  imposi¬ 
tion  of  new  duties  upon  the  freedmen.  Hence  our 
obligation  to  educate  them.  Besides,  there  are  in 
the  United  States  and  Territories  1,126,675  white 
persons  over  the  age  of  twenty  years  who  can  nei¬ 
ther  read  nor  write ;  of  these  467,023  are  voters. 
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HARPEE’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


On  May  3  Mr.  Jenckes  reported  back  to  the 
House  the  bill  to  regulate  the  civil  service  of  the 
United  States,  with  a  substitute.  The  substitute 
provides  that  all  appointments  of  civil  officers  in 
the  several  departments,  except  postmasters  and 
such  officers  as  are  by  law  required  to  be  ap¬ 
pointed  by  the  President,  shall  be  made  from 
those  persons  who  shall  have  been  found  best 
qualified  for  the  performance  of  the  duties  of  the 
offices  to  which  such  appointments  are  to  be 
made,  in  open  and  competitive  examinations, 
and  after  terms  of  probation,  to  be  conducted  and 
regulated  as  prescribed  in  the  bill.  For  this  pur¬ 
pose  the  President  is  to  appoint  an  officer  to  be 
called  the  Commissioner  of  the  Civil  Service,  and 
two  assistantcommissioners — theseofficers  to  hold 
their  positions  for  five  years.  Among  the  duties 
of  this  Commission  should  be  the  following : 

First,  to  prescribe,  subject  to  the  approval  of  the 
President  of  the  United  States,  the  qualifications  re¬ 
quisite  for  an  appointment  into  each  branch  and  grade 
of  the  civil  service  of  the  United  States,  having  regard 
to  the  fitness  of  each  candidate  in  respect  to  age, 
health,  character,  knowledge,  and  ability  for  the 
branch  of  service  into  which  he  seeks  to  enter ;  sec¬ 
ond,  to  provide,  subject  to  the  same  approval,  for  the 
examinations  and  periods  and  conditions  of  proba¬ 
tion  of  all  persons  eligible  under  this  act  who  may 
present  themselves  for  admission  into  the  civil  serv¬ 
ice  ;  third,  to  establish,  subject  to  the  same  approval, 
rules  governing  the  applications  of  such  persons,  the 
times  and  places  of  their  examinations,  the  subjects 
upon  which  such  examinations  shall  be  had,  with 
other  incidents  thereof,  and  the  mode  of  conducting 
the  same,  and  the  manner  of  keeping  and  preserving 
the  records  thereof,  and  of  perpetuating  the  evidence 
of  such  applications,  qualifications,  examinations,  pro¬ 
bations,  and  their  result,  as  they  shall  think  expedient. 
Such  rules  shall  be  so  framed  as  to  keep  the  branches 
of  the  civil  service,  and  the  different  grades  of  each 
branch,  as  also  the  records  applicable  to  each  branch, 
distinct  and  separate.  The  said  Commission  shall 
divide  the  country  into  territorial  districts  for  the 
purpose  of  holding  examinations  of  applicants  res¬ 
ident  therein  and  others,  and  shall  designate  some 
convenient  and  accessible  place  in  each  district  where 
examinations  shall  be  held ;  fourth,  to  examine  per¬ 
sonally,  or  by  persons  by  them  specially  designated, 
the  applicants  for  appointment  into  the  civil  service  of 
the  United  States ;  fifth,  to  make  report  of  all  rules 
and  regulations  established  by  them,  and  of  a  sum¬ 
mary  of  their  proceedings,  including  an  abstract  of 
their  examinations  for  the  different  branches  of  the 
service,  annually,  to  Congress  at  the  opening  of  each 
session. 

The  bill  also  provides  for  the  prescription  of  a 
fee  not  exceeding  $5,  to  be  paid  by  each  appli¬ 
cant  for  examination  ;  and  also  a  fee  not  exceed¬ 
ing  |10,  to  be  paid  by  each  person  who  shall  re¬ 
ceive  a  certificate  of  recommendation  from  the 
Commission.  An  amendment  was  proposed  in 
the  shapp  of  a  new  section  to  the  bill,  making  it 
unlawful  for  any  member  of  Congress  to  solicit, 
recommend,  or  advise  the  President  of  the  United 
States,  or  any  head  of  a  Department,  or  any  bu¬ 
reau  thereof,  to  appoint  any  person  to  office  or 
emploj'ment;  and  it  shall  be  unlawful  for  the 
President  or  any  head  of  a  Department  or  bu¬ 
reau  to  make  any  appointment  so  solicited,  rec¬ 
ommended,  or  advised  on  the  privity  of  the  ap¬ 
plicant  ;  and  any  person  who  shall  violate  this 
act  shall  be  deemed  guilty  of  a  misdemeanor,  and 
on  conviction  thereof  shall  be  fined  not  exceeding 
$1000;  Provided,  That  this  act  shall  not  apply 
to  the  action  of  Senators  upon  nominations  sub¬ 
mitted  by  the  President  to  the  Senate. 

The  bill,  with  its  amendments,  was  recommitted 
May  5. 

In  the  debate  in  the  House,  May  24,  on  the 
Consular  and  Diplomatic  Appropriation  Ifill,  Mr. 


Voorhees,  of  Indiana,  moved  to  omit  Santiago 
de  Cuba  from  the  appropriation,  on  the  ground 
that  “the  American  flag  at  that  consulate  does 
not  protect  either  the  person  of  the  consul  him¬ 
self  or  the  personal  safety  of  American  citizens 
within  his  jurisdiction.  That  being  the  case. 
Congress  should  not  vote  money  to  keep  a  rep¬ 
resentative  at  that  post.  He  can  not  reside  there 
in  safety.”  Mr.  Voorhees  referred  to  an  article 
in  the  New  York  Tribune  of  the  23d  in  regard 
to  the  treatment  of  Consul  Phillips  at  Santiago 
de  Cuba,  and  the  murder  of  innocent  Americans 
by  the  Spanish  authorities.  Tlie  representations 
of  Consul  Phillips,  according  to  this  article,  in 
regard  to  the  innocence  of  two  American  citi¬ 
zens,  Speakman  and  Wyeth,  who  had  been  con¬ 
demned  to  death,  had  been  utterly  disregarded  ; 
and  on  account  of  a  report  which  he  had  sent  to 
Washington,  reflecting  severely  upon  the  Spanish 
government,  he  had  himself  been  threatened  with 
assassination,  and  was  obliged  to  leave  the  city, 
being  able  to  escape  only  under  the  protection  of 
the  British  consul. 

Mr.  Voorhees,  in  this  connection,  said,  “I 
enjoin  and  implore  every  member  of  the  Com¬ 
mittee  on  Foreign  Affairs,  and  every  one  of  you 
who  has  access  to  the  dead  man  who  presides 
over  the  State  Department,  to  go  to  him  and  tell 
him,  if  you  can  make  him  hear,  that  the  blood 
of  American  citizens  cries  aloud  from  the  ground 
for  action ,  cries  in  mournful  and  bitter  reproaches 
against  him  for  his  imbecility,  his  sloth,  his  dis¬ 
regard  of  the  pride  and  honor  and  glory  and 
safety  of  this  republic,  once  great  and  honored 
throughout  the  world,  but  now  sunk  so  low, 
through  his  inaction,  that  a  fifth -rate  power 
slaughters  her  citizens  with  impunity,  and  drives 
her  representatives  in  fugitive  haste  from  their 
posts  of  diplomatic  duty.  ” 

Mr.  Garfield  made  the  following  statement  in 
regard  to  Consul  Phillips  : 

The  late  consul  of  the  United  States  at  Santiago 
was  General  William  Steadman,  a  distinguished  citi¬ 
zen  of  the  congressional  district  which  I  represent. 
He  died  at  his  post,  after  having  been  on  duty  only  a 
few  days.  The  present  consul  at  that  place  is  also 
from  my  congressional  district.  I  have  thus  had  oc¬ 
casion  to  learn  something  about  the  consular  duties 
there;  and  I  desire  for  a  moment  to  call  attention  to 
what  appears  to'me  on  the  surface  to  be  the  character 
of  this  man  Phillips,  whose  paper  has  been  read  at  the 
desk. 

When  General  Steadman  died,  on  the  Cth  of  July, 
18C9,  he  was  residing  in  the  family  of  Mr.  Phillips, 
who  sent  a  very  brief  letter  to  the  State  Department, 
stating  the  fact  of  General  Steadman’s  death,  and  say¬ 
ing  that  he  would  in  a  few  days  send  on  his  effects,  to¬ 
gether  with  a  fuller  account  of  the  circumstances  of 
his  illness  and  death.  More  than  a  dozen  letters  have 
been  addressed  to  him  since  that  time  by  the  bereaved 
family  and  by  the  friends  of  the  deceased,  yet  not  one 
syllable  of  answer  has  been  received.  No  eftects  have 
been  sent  on,  though  General  Steadman  had  in  his 
possession  at  the  time  of  his  death  a  considerable  sum 
of  money.  Not  a  word  on  this  subject  has  been  heard 
from  Mr.  Phillips  to  indicate  his  purpose  or  desire  to 
discharge  the  sacred  trust  committed  to  him,  or  to  give 
any  account  of  the  death  of  the  American  officer  who 
died  in  his  house.  The  present  consul  was  at  San¬ 
tiago  some  weeks  before  Mr.  Phillips  left,  but  has  not 
obtained  any  intelligence  for  the  family  of  General 
Steadman.  Very  recently  Phillips  fled  from  Cuba, 
claiming  that  his  life  was  in  danger.  He  went  away 
on  a  man-of-war,  and  by  some  curious  process  he  got 
himself  appointed  consul  at  Jamaica,  in  place  of  an 
American  consul  who  had  died  there.  He  obtained 
his  appointment  from  an  American  admiral,  who  had 
no  power  to  make  such  an  appointment,  and  the  ap¬ 
pointment  was  disavowed  and  revoked  by  the  Secre¬ 
tary  of  State  as  soon  as  information  on  the  subject 
was  received.  It  appears  also  that  Phillips  was  taken 
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back  to  Santiago  on  an  American  man-of-war,  where 
he  might  stand  on  his  rights  as  an  American  citizen, 
and  that  when  he  arrived  there  he  did  not  dare  to 
land,  as  the  admiral  thought,  because  of  the  debts 
due  by  him,  and  for  which  he  was  liable  to  be  sued  on 
landing.  I  am  informed  also  that  Mr.  Phillips  has 
lately  sent  to  the  State  Department  a  claim  against  the 
United  States  of  $200,000  damages,  for  having  been 
overawed,  threatened,  and  endangered  by  the  author¬ 
ities  of  Cuba. 

This  is  the  man  who  tells  us  these  horrible  stories 
about  the  state  of  affairs  in  Santiago  de  Cuba.^  More¬ 
over,  having  had  these  terrible  stories  published,  I 
am  told  that  he  has  sent  to  the  State  Department  a 
disavowal  of  their  truthfulness,  saying  that  he  wrote 
them  under  duress  and  to  save  his  life ;  that  they  were 
written  to  pacify  the  people  around  him. 

I  have  stated  what  I  understand  to  be  facts  that  can 
be  verified  by  any  one  who  will  apply  at  the  State  De¬ 
partment.  Now,  before  I  propose  to  let  my  “  blood 
Itoil,”  before  I  propose  to  abolish  this  consulate  or  to 
legislate  in  any  belligerent  way,  I  would  like  to  have 
this  person  who  cares  so  much  for  the  honor  of  the 
American  flag  send  back  the  money  now  in  his  hands, 
and  belonging  to  the  bereaved  family  of  a  noble  man 
who  was  lately  consul  at  Santiago.  I  should  like  to 
have  him  send  word  also  about  that  man’s  last  sick¬ 
ness — what  he  said  in  the  hours  of  approaching  death. 
I  should  like  to  have  some  response  sent  to  the  inquiries 
of  the  agonized  widow,  who  has  been  beseeching  for 
one  utterance  of  her  dying  husband.  But  no  answer 
has  come  to  any  such  application.  Let  this  man  show 
some  humanity  to  these  people  whom  he  has  so  cruelly 
wronged  before  he  takes  the  care  of  the  whole  human 
race,  and  specially  of  all  ’SVest  India  consulships,  on 
his  hands.  He  is  busy  pursuing  his  $200,000  claim, 
for  his  having  been  troubled  in  his  sovereign  right  as 
an  American  citizen  upon  the  island  of  Cuba.  1  do 
not  think  it  right  that  this  House  should  go  into  an 
agony  of  indignation  over  a  man  who  has  behaved  as 
that  man  has. 

The  Northern  Paciflc  Railroad  biU,  passed  by 
the  Senate  April  21,  came  before  the  House  soon 
afterward,,  and  met  with  very  strong  opposition, 
based  for  the  most  part  on  the  objection  to  the 
policy  of  granting  so  large  a  proportion  of  the 
pubhc  lands  to  railroad  companies.  It  is  esti¬ 
mated  that  the  number  of  acres  certified  and  pat¬ 
ented  under  grants  to  such  companies,  thus  far, 
is  22,393,968,  and  that  the  number  of  acres 
inuring  under  such  grants  is  185,890,794,  or 
over  one-tenth  of  the  entire  public  domain.  The 
grant  solicited  by  the  Northern  Pacific  Railroad 
includes  an  area  over  five  times  the  size  of  the 
New  England  States.  The  bill  was  passed  by 
the  House,  May  26,  107  to  85. 

In  the  Senate,  April  28,  a  bill  was  introduced 
to  relieve  all  persons  engaged  in  rebellion  from 
the  disability  imposed  by  the  Fourteenth  Amend¬ 
ment,  excepting  those  who  left  Congress  or  the 
army  or  navy  to  aid  the  insurrection,  and  those 
who  were  members  of  State  Conventions  adopt¬ 
ing  ordinances  of  secession.  No  action  has  been 
taken  on  this  bill. — The  Senate,  May  12,  passed 
the  Army  bill,  which  differs  from  that  previous¬ 
ly  passed  by  the  House.  It  fixes  the  reduction 
of  the  army  at  30,000  instead  of  25,000.  The 
section  prohibiting  retired  officers  from  holding 
civil  positions  is  retained,  and  an  additional 
amendment  extends  this  disability  to  all  army 
officers.  — In  the  Senate,  April  25,  a  bill  was  re¬ 
ported  relative  to  the  subject  of  the  enforcement 
of  the  Fifteenth  Amendment.  The  House  pass¬ 
ed  such  a  bill  May  16.  The  bill  introduced  in 
the  Senate,  after  numerous  amendments,  was 
passed  May  21.  A  Conference  Committee  had 
to  be  appointed,  whose  report  was  adopted  by  the 
Senate  May  25,  and  by  the  House  May  27 .  The 
bill  is  a  general  one,  regulating  elections,  and 
authorizing  the  President,  in  its  execution,  to 
use  the  army  or  navy  if  necessary. — A  bill  was 


passed  in  the  Senate  May  2,  and  in  the  House 
May  13,  for  the  relief  of  the  widows  and  orphans 
of  the  officers  and  seamen  lost  on  the  Oneida,  by 
the  payment  of  one  year’s  salary. — Among  the 
amendments  agreed  upon  by  the  Senate  to  the 
Appropriation  bill  was  one  (May  11)  granting 
$500,000  for  a  new  building  for  the  State  De¬ 
partment,  and  another  for  the  enlargement  of  the 
Capitol  grounds  at  a  cost  of  $500,000 ;  an  amend¬ 
ment  allowing  the  appointment  of  female  clerks 
in  any  of  the  classes  of  clerkships  in  the  Depart¬ 
ments  (May  23),  and  another  (May  27)  giving 
equal  pay  to  male  and  female  clerks ;  also  an 
amendment  was  agreed  upon  by^oth  Houses, 
granting  $100,000  for  an  exp^ition  to  the 
North  Pole. 

A  bill  granting  a  life  annuity  of  $3000  to  the 
widow  of  President  Lincoln  was  passed  by  the 
House,  May  2,  by  a  vote  of  85  to  77.  The  Sen¬ 
ate  Committee  on  Pensions  decided  that  the  an¬ 
nuity  ought  not  to  be  granted.  ^ — The  Senate, 
May  4,  passed  the  House  resolution  to  pay  to 
the  family  of  the  late  General  John  A.  Rawlins 
a  sum  equal  to  his  salary  for  one  year. 

The  House,  April  28,  passed  a  bill  for  the  es¬ 
tablishment  of  an  executive  department  to  be 
known  as  the  Department  of  Justice,  of  which  the 
Attorney-General  shall  be  the  head.  The  bill 
provides  for  the  transference  to  this  new  depart¬ 
ment  of  the  Solicitor  of  the  Treasury  and  his  as¬ 
sistants,  the  Solicitor  of  Internal  Revenue,  the 
Naval  Solicitor  and  Judge-Advocate-General, 
and  the  clerks,  messengers,  and  laborers  em¬ 
ployed  in  the  office  of  the  Attorney-General,  and 
in  the  offices  of  the  Solicitor  of  the  Treasmy, 
Naval  Solicitor,  and  Solicitor  of  Internal  Rev¬ 
enue,  and  the  law  officer  in  the  Department  of 
State,  now  designated  as  the  Examiner  of  Claims 
in  said  department. 

Congress  has  determined  to  adjourn  on  the 
15th  of  July. 

The  Judiciary  election  in  New  York  State  on 
May  17  resulted  in  the  triumph  of  the  Demo¬ 
cratic  party  by  over  85,000  majorit3'.  Eolger 
and  Andrews  (Republicans)  were  elected  as  the 
two  minority  associate  judges. 

During  the  last  week  in  May  (25th,  26th,  and 
27th)  an  attempt  was  made  by  a  portion  of  the 
Fenian  organization  to  invade  Canada.  The 
expedition  resulted  in  a  complete  failure.  Two 
or  three  thousand  men  were  pushed  forward  to 
the  border,  and  a  considerable  quantity  of  mili¬ 
tary  stores  was  accumulated.  The  movement, 
however,  was  anticipated  by  both  the  United 
States  and  Canadian  authorities.  At  the  out¬ 
set  President  Grant  issued  a  proclamation  to  en¬ 
force  the  neutrality  laws.  General  O’Neill,  who 
led  the  Fenians  across  the  border  near  St.  Al¬ 
bans,  allowed  himself  to  be  arrested  in  the  face 
of  his  army  by  United  States  Alarshal  Foster. 
Several  other  prominent  Fenian  leaders  were 
also  arrested.  There  was  no  serious  fighting, 
and  very  few  casualties. 

EUKOPE. 

Early  in  the  mouth  our  advices  by  telegram 
‘announced  another  conspiracy  against  the  lite 
of  the  Emperor  Napoleon — the  second  since  the 
beginning  of  the  year.  A  large  number  of  per¬ 
sons  were  arrested  ;  one  of  these,  Beaurj^,  made 
a  confession.  The  attempt  to  assassinate  the 
Emperor  was  to  have  been  made  immediately 
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after  the  arrest  of  Eochefort,  but  for  some  reason 
failed.  Important  documents  captured  by  the 
government,  and  the  discovery  of  bombs  and  in¬ 
fernal  machines,  added  to  Beaui^’s  confession, 
leave  no  room  for  doubt  as  to  the  reality  of  the 
conspiracy.  Gustave  Elourens,  in  London,  and 
the  president  and  other  members  of  the  Interna¬ 
tional  Society  of  Workmen,  were  implicated  in 
the  plot.  The  High  Court  of  Justice  was  con¬ 
vened  for  the  trial  of  the  conspirators,  some  of 
whom  were  convicted  and  sentenced  to  short 
terms  of  imprisonment. 

The  vote  on  the  plebiscitum  was  taken  on  the 
8th,  and  resisted  in  a  decisive  victory  for  the 
Emperor.  The  vote  stood.  Yeas,  7,336,434 ; 
Nays,  1,502,709.  Paris  voted  against  the  ple- 
biscittim  in  the  proportion  of  nearly  three  to  two. 
In  the  army  and  navy  the  vote  was  in  the  affirm¬ 
ative  six  to  one. — The  election  was  followed  by 
considerable  disturbance  in  some  quarters  of 
Paris.  Barricades  were  erected,  and  in  the  con¬ 
flict  with  the  military  some  blood  was  shed.  But 
the  riots  were  quickly  suppressed,  and  on  the 
12th  the  Emperor  and  Empress,  in  an  open  car¬ 
riage,  visited  the  scene  of  disorder. — Journal 
Officiel  of  May  16  announced  the  Duke  De  Gram- 
mont  as  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs  in  place  of 
Count  Daru,  resigned. — On  the  21st  the  Em¬ 
peror  met  the  legislative  bodies  in  solemn  assem¬ 
bly,  and  received  from  a  deputation  of  the  Corps 
Legislatif  the  result  of  the  vote  on  t\\Q plehiscitum. 
In  reply  to  M.  Schneider,  who  represented  the 
legislative  chambers,  the  Emperor  made  a  speech 
expressing  his  g^-atitude  to  the  nation  for  the  sig¬ 
nal  evidence  of  its  confidence.  He  said;  “The 
plebiscitum  had  for  its  sole  object  the  ratification, 
by  the  people,  of  constitutional  reform.  But 
amidst  a  conflict  of  opinions,  and  in  the  struggle 
with  its  opponents,  its  purpose  became  greater. 
Let  us  not  regret  this.  The  adversaries  of  our 
institutions  have  made  the  question  one  between 
the  empire  and  a  revolution.  The  nation  has 
settled  the  question  in  favor  of  that  system  which 

guarantees  order  and  liberty . The  votes  which 

ratify  those  of  1848,  1861,  and  1852  reaffirm 
your  powers,  and  give  you,  like  me,  new  force  to 
work  for  the  nation.  Now,  more  than  ever,  may 
we  be  fearless  of  the  future ;  for  who  oppose  the 
progressive  march  of  the  regime  which  a  great 
people  founded  amidst  political  troubles,  and 
Avhich  is  thus  fortified  in  an  era  of  peace  and  lib¬ 
erty  ?” 

Spain  still  remains  without  a  king.  Espar- 
tero  was  offered  the  throne;  but  owing  to  his 
advanced  age — seventy-eight — he  declined.  The 
project  of  an  Iberian  union  has  been  much  dis¬ 
cussed.  The  latest  advices  indicate  that  there 
will  be  a  consolidation  of  the  regency.  The  draft 
of  a  law  was  read  by  the  Colonial  Minister  to 
the  Cortes  May  28.  It  provides  for  indemnity 
to  the  master  for  children  born  of  slaves  since 
1868,  and  that  all  born  after  the  passage  of  the 
law  shall  be  free. 

In  the  (Ecumenical  Council,  at  Eome,  the 
dogma  of  papal  infallibility  has  been  discussed  ; 
and,  notwithstanding  the  opposition  of  one  hun¬ 
dred  prelates,  and  of  the  great  powers  of  Eu¬ 
rope,  this  dogma  will  probably  be  promulgated. 

The  British  House  of  Lords,  on  the  19th,  dis¬ 
cussed  the  bill  legalizing  marriage  with  a  de¬ 
ceased  wife’s  sister,  which  has  already  passed 
the  House  of  Commons.  Lord  Houghton  and 


the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne  favored  the  bill ;  but 
the  spiritual  lords  in  the  House  opposed  it. 
The  Earl  of  Kimberley  pronounced  the  proposed 
marriages  immoral.  The  House  refused  by  four 
majority  to  pass  the  bill  to  a  second  reading. — In 
the  House  of  Commons,  May  4,  the  bill  for  fe¬ 
male  suffrage  was  passed  to  its  second  reading, 
by  a  vote  of  124  to  91.  The  question  again 
came  up  on  the  12th,  and  a  motion  to  postpone 
was  passed  by  a  majority  of  126.  Mr.  Gladstone 
attacked  the  bill,  and  denied  that  the  country 
wanted  female  suffi'age. — The  Irish  Land  bill  was 
passed  by  the  House  of  Commons  May  30. 

The  yacht  race  between  the  Cambria  (English) 
and  the  Sappho  (American)  resulted,  on  the 
third  trial.  May  18,  in  the  victory  of  the  latter. 

Mark  Lemon,  the  editor  of  Punch,  died  May 
23,  at  the  age  of  sixty-one. 

A  party  of  English  travelers,  consisting  of 
Lord  and  Lady  Muncaster,  Mr.  Herbert  (Secre¬ 
tary  to  the  British  Legation),  Count  Boyl  (Sec¬ 
retary  to  the  Italian  Legation),  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Lloyd,  with  their  child,  five  years  old,  and  Mr. 
Vyner,  were  ambushed  and  captured  on  the  plain 
of  Marathon,  a  short  distance  from  Athens,  by  a 
band  of  brigands  twenty-eight  in  number.  The 
party  had  left  Athens  that  morning  (April  11) 
in  carriages,  and  under  the  escort  of  four  mount¬ 
ed  gens  d’armes.  The  bandits  hurried  their 
captives  away,  and  the  next  day  released  the  la¬ 
dies  and  child,  and  allowed  Lord  Muncaster  to 
return  to  Athens  to  raise  the  sum  demanded  for 
the  ransom  of  himself  and  his  four  companions. 
The  sum  ($100,000)  was  raised;  but  it  was 
found  impossible  to  obtain  from  the  Greek  gov¬ 
ernment  an  amnesty  for  the  brigands.  A  Greek 
officer,  however,  Avas  sent  to  inform  the  brigands 
that,  if  they  would  take  the  money  and  release 
their  captives,  they  could  go  on  board  a  British 
ship  of  war,  and  leave  the  counti-y  for  Malta; 
but  they  would  not  be  permitted  to  quit  the 
neighborhood  of  Oropos,  where  they  had  taken 
refuge  Avith  their  captives,  and  where  they  Avere 
surrounded  by  a  force  of  600  soldiers.  The 
brigands  would  not  accept  these  terms,  but  in¬ 
sisted  on  an  amnesty  for  all  their  crimes,  and 
refused  to  remain  at  Oropos,  threatening  to  kill 
their  captives  if  their  march  was  opposed.  They 
set  out  accordingly,  without  Avaiting  for  the  return 
of  Lord  Muncaster,  and  were  pursued  by  caA'al- 
ry.  On  the  approach  of  the  troops  they  shot 
Mr.  Herbert  and  Mr.  Lloyd.  In  the  fight  that 
ensued  six  brigands  were  killed.  The  others 
fled,  taking  with  them  Mr.  Vjmer  and  Count 
Boyl,  Avhom  they  killed  at  Skimatari.  This  af¬ 
fair  has  created  intense  excitement  in  England. 

SOUTH  AND  CENTRAL  AMERICA. 

There  are  the  usual  conflicting  reports  in  re¬ 
gard  to  the  Avar  in  Cuba.  General  (loicouria,  a 
prominent  Cuban  leader,  has  been  captured.  He 
Avas  brought  to  HaA'ana  May  6,  Avas  taken  to 
jail,  tried  by  a  court-martial,  and  Avas  garroted 
on  the  7th. 

Advices  of  May  22  announced  the  success  of 
the  revolution  in  Venezuela.  The  capital  Avas 
captured,  April  27,  by  General  Guzman  Blanco, 
after  two  days’  hard  fighting,  and  General  Blanco 
was  installed  as  ProAisional  President.  Pi'es- 
ident  Monagas,  AA'ho  had  been  at  the  head  of  tlie 
government  for  two  years,  surrendered  with  the 
remnant  of  his  army. 
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Nothing,  it  seems  to  us,  could  be  more  I 
consolatory  to  Mr.  Greeley  than  to  be  as¬ 
sured,  on  quite  credible  authority,  that  after  his 
editorials  in  the  Tribune  have  had  all  the  mental 
effect  to  which  their  merits  entitle  them,  they  are 
afterward  made  the  instrument  of  working  al¬ 
most  miraculous  curative  results  on  the  system 
of  the  unwell  Syrian.  As  proof,  vve  have  the 
following,  related  by  the  Eev.  Dr.  Jessup,  an  es¬ 
teemed  missionary  in  that  country,  who  says  :  • 
“A  Hakeem,  or  native  doctor,  one  day  came 
to  me  and  asked  for  a  few  old  newspapers,  to 
which  appeal  I  responded  by  the  gift  of  a  few 
well-worn  copies  of  the  New  York  Tribune.  A 
fortnight  after  the  grateful  recipient  came  back 
to  me  in  wonderful  spirits,  and  thanked  me  most 
heartily  for  the  gift,  inviting  me  to  go  and  eat 
grapes  and  figs  in  his  vineyard,  saying,  ‘  I  thank 
you  very  much  for  those  old  journals.  There  is 
nothing  like  them ;  they  have  worked  wonders 
for  my  patients !  ’  What  was  my  surprise,  on 
entering  the  house  of  the  quack,  to  be  invited  to 
look  into  an  earthen  jar,  in  which  these  newspa¬ 
pers  had  been  soaked  to  a  pulp  in  water  and  then 
in  olive  oil,  quantities  of  which  astounding  mix¬ 
ture  had  been  swallowed  by  this  fellow’s  credu¬ 
lous  patients  with  such  amazingly  beneficial  re¬ 
sults  !  The  old  Hakeem  gravely  thought  it  was 
the  magical  charm  of  the  printed  letters  which 
did  the  business.” 

Nothing  like  boiled  Tribune  ! 

In  the  “Life  of  Bismarck,”  just  published  by 
the  Harpers,  occurs  the  following  original  anec¬ 
dote  of  Humboldt :  During  the  eventful  Berlin 
days  of  March,  1848,  when  barricades  were  the 
order  of  the  day,  a  mob  came  rushing  into  the 
Oranienburger  Strasse,  where  Humboldt  resided. 
Materials  for  a  barricade  were  required,  and  every 
door  was  besieged  for  the  purpose.  One  of  these 
opened,  and  a  venerable-looking  man  presented 
himself,  and  hegged  the  excited  mass  not  to  dis¬ 
turb  him.  Such  a  request  was  not  to  be  borne 
by  the  sovereign  people,  and  he  was  asked  men¬ 
acingly  who  he  was,  that  he  should  use  such 
language.  “I  am  Alexander  Von  Humboldt,” 
was  'the  quiet  reply.  In  a  moment  every  hat 
was  off,  and  with  reverent  greetings  the  multi¬ 
tude  swept  forward,  and  left  the  scholar  and  phi¬ 
losopher  at  peace. 

In  the  way  of  neat  advertising  we  have  seen 
nothing  better  than  the  following  notice  of  the 
“  Alleghaiiians,”  in  the  local  column  of  the 
Atchison  Cliawpion  and  Press  : 

“The  prayer-meeting  at  Presbyterian  Hall  will  com¬ 
mence  thirty  minutes  before  the  usual  hour,  and  close  a 
little  before  eight  o’clock,  with  a  view  to  allord  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  attending  the  concert  by  the  Alleghanians.” 

This  style  might  be  adopted  by  various  ca¬ 
terers  for  public  amusement — as,  for  example : 
“  The  monthly  concert  of  prayer,  which  was  an¬ 
nounced  for  Monday  evening,  has  been  postponed 
till  Tuesday,  in  order  to  give  the  congregation  an 
opportunity  to  hear  Skiff  and  Gaylord’s  minstrels, 
in  their  justly  celebrated,”  etc.  ;  or,  “The  pro¬ 
tracted  meeting  which  has  been  going  on  for 
some  weeks  in  our  village  will  close  to-morrow 


evening  in  time  to  allow  the  people  to  see  Yankee 
Robinson  in  his  inimitable  delineation  of  down- 
east  character,”  or  words  to  that  effect. 


Some  years  ago,  at  Washington,  during  a  ses¬ 
sion  of  Congress,  the  parlors  at  Willard’s  were 
enlivened  during  the  evenings  by  the  show  and 
the  chat  of  “  fair  women  and  brave  men.  ”  Then, 
as  now,  they  resorted  to  the  capital  to  sharpen 
their  axes,  seiwe  the  country,  get  married,  or 
have  a  good  time.  One  evening,  in  the  throng 
that  promenaded  through  the  halls  of  the  hotel 
was  a  member  of  Congress  from  a  Western  State, 
accompanied  by  his  daughter,  who  had  greater 
familiarity  with  modern  novels  than  with  modern 
languages.  Passing  by  General  Sam  Houston, 
who  had  upon  his  arm  a  stylish  young  woman, 
she  was  asked  by  her  young  gentleman  compan¬ 
ion  how  she  liked  their  appearance ;  to  which, 
with  the  frankness  of  a  daughter  of  the  West, 
she  replied:  “The  dress  of  the  lady  is  elegant, 
but  as  for  General  Houston,  his  whole  tout  and 
scramble  is  awful!” 


The  Drawer  has  found  in  a  volume  of  poetry, 
called,  “Asylhm  for  Fugitive  Pieces,”  published 
in  London,  in  1786,  by  Debrett,  the  origin  of  the 
phrase  “Solid  men  of  Boston.”  It  commences  : 

“  Come,  listen  neighbors  all,  and  I’ll  tell  you  a  story 
About  a  disappointed  Whig  who  wants  to  be  a  Tor^ ; 
I  had  it  from  his  bosom-friend,  who  very  ,  soon  is 
going 

To  a  piuson  for  seven  years  for  something  he’s 
been  doing. 

Solid  men  of  Boston,  look  to  your  houses  ; 
Solid  men  of  Boston,  take  care  of  yonr  spouses ; 
Solid  men  of  Boston,  go  to  bed  at  sundown. 
And  do  not  lose  your  money  to  the  blacklegs 
of  London.” 


It  is  related  of  a  certain  Connecticut  minister 
that  one  Sunday  morning,  as  he  was  on  his  way 
to  exchange  with  a  brother  clergyman,  he  met 
the  brother,  who  said  to  him,  “My  mother-in- 
law  is  failing,  and  will  probably  request  the 
prayers  of  the  church,  in  which  I  would  unite.” 

Between  services  Mr.  B - -  went  to  see  the  old 

lady.  He  asked  whether  she  would  like  to  have 
prayer  offered  for  her  recovery.  “No;  why 
should  I  ?  I  have  lived  but  my  days,  and  want 
to  get  home.  ”  That  afternoon  the  congregation 
was  astounded  with  the  following  notice  :  “  Mrs. 

P - desires  the  prayers  of  this  church  that  she 

may  die.  Her  son-in-law.  Rev.  P -  S - , 

unites  in  the  request!” 


The  train  for  Boston  having  left  Twenty- 
seventh  Street  at  8  p.m.,  a  passenger  was  mak¬ 
ing  a  desperate  attempt  to  read  by  the  feeble 
light  of  the  single  lamp  that  was  burning  in  the 
car.  Abandoning  his  paper  in  disgust,  he  was 
inveighing  against  the  penuriousness  of  the 
wealthy  corporation,  which  he  styled  niggardly. 
“Niggardly!”  echoed  a  neighboring  passenger; 
“  any  decent  nigger  would  be  ashamed  of  it !’ 

It  is  well  remembered  by  army  officers  that 
of  the  various  delicacies  distributed  by  the  civil¬ 
ian  delegates  of  the  several  commissions  and  re¬ 
lief  agencies  the  major  part  was  obtained  by  a 
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class  of  patients  who  made  the  most  noise,  and 
not  by  tliose  who  were  sickest. 

It  was  after  Gettysburg,  when  the  corps  hos¬ 
pital  was  crowded  with  wounded,  that,  while 
dressing  a  slight  wound,  the  patient  suddenly 
started  up,  as  a  delegate  of  the  Christian  Com¬ 
mission  passed  the  tent,  and  asked,  “Warn’t 
that  a  Christian  ?”  “Yes.”  “Jove!  but  7/or- 
ijot  to  groan  !  Well,  that’s  the  first  one  of  them 
I’ve  missed  j'et.  I  ivonder  what  he  hadf’ 

The  tail  of  the  Shanghai  has  at  length  come  to 
he  made  the  subject  of  official  investigation  in 
Congress.  On  the.  2d  of  April  last,  in  the  regu¬ 
lar  order  of  business  in  the  Ilouse  of  Representa¬ 
tives,  occurs  the  following,  which  we  quote  from 
the  official  report  in  the  Globe  : 

“  The  Speaker  also  laid  before  the  House  a  com¬ 
munication  from  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  in  re¬ 
lation  to  the  value  at  which  the  ‘  tail  of  the  shanghai’ 
is,  by  instructions  of  the  Department,  now  taken  at 
the  various  custom-houses  of  the  United  States;  which 
was  referred  to  the  Committee  on  Foreign  Affairs,  and 
ordered  to  be  printed.” 

It  is  gratifying  to  know  that  the  exact  money 
value  of  the  tail  of  the  Shanghai  rooster  is  at 
length  to  be  adjudicated  upon  by  Congress. 
Hitherto  prices  have  fluctuated  so  widely  as  to 
embarrass  those  engaged  in  the  regular  trade. 
It  is  just  possible,  however,  that  the  Secretary 
of  the  Treasury  meant  that  action  should  be  taken 
on  the  tael  of  Shanghai,  a  coin  worth  about 
$1  50.  But  we  are  not  clear  on  the  subject. 

A  Bostox  correspondent  assures  us  that  the 
following,  one  of  the  many  funny  anecdotes  that 
Portsmouth,  New  Hampshire,  people  tell  of  Mr. 
Webster,  has  not  appeared  in  print : 

During  Mr.  W.’s  residence  in  tlmt  city,  in  his 
younger  days,  there  was  a  furniture-dealer  named 
Judkins  doing  business  in  the  to\ra,  who  was  a 
very  well  informed  as  well  as  ambitious  man. 
He  was  patronized  by  Mr.  Webster,  who  often 
dropped  into  the  shop  to  order  or  superintend  the 
making  of  some  piece  of  furniture.  These  op¬ 
portunities  of  conversing  with  a  man  so  learned 
as  Mr.  W.  were  the  delight  of  Mr.  Judkins’s  life ; 
and  on  the  removal  of  the  former  to  Boston,  tho 
payment  of  a  considerable  debt  due  Mr.  J.  was 
willingly  left  for  future  settlement.  Attempts 
were  made  at  various  times  to  collect  the  debt — 
always  in  vain.  Finally,  Mr.  Judkins  determ¬ 
ined  to  go  to  Boston  and  see  Mr.  Webster  him¬ 
self.  He  reached  the  city  after  a  long  and  fa 
tiguing  stage-ride,  and,  making  a  Sunday  toilet, 
proceeded  to  the  large  house  on  the  corner  of 
High  and  Summer  stress.  “Is  Mr.  Webster 
in  ?”  asked  he  of  the  servant  who  answered  the 
bell.  “Yes,  but  he  can  not  possibly  be  seen.” 
“But  I  must  see  him.”  “ No ;  he  is  entertain¬ 
ing  some  Washington  gentlemen — they  are  din¬ 
ing.”  Mr.  Judkins  had  heard  of  subterfuges, 
and  believed  not  the  serving- man.  “  Well,  I  will 
come  in  and  wait  till  dinner  is  over.”  The  puz¬ 
zled  servant,  needed  below  stairs,  decided  to 
take  the  importunate  stranger’s  name  to  his  mas¬ 
ter.  Fancy  the  surprise  ofMr.  Judkins  at  seeing 
Mr.  Webster  rushing  up  stairs  and  insisting  upon 
the  poor  man’s  joining  his  friends  at  the  dinner- 
table  I  He  would  take  no  denial,  and  carried 
him  forcibly  almost,  introducing  him  as  “my 
old  and  dear  friend,  Mr.  Judkins,  of  Portsmouth,” 
and  seating  him  between  a  distinguished  Bostoni¬ 


an  and  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy ;  and,  to  use 
the  words  of  the  worthy  cabinet-maker,  ‘  ‘  I  was 
for  four  mortal  hours  just  as  good  as  any  body; 
my  opinion  was  asked  on  a  good  many  subjects, 
and  they  all  seemed  to  think  I  knew  a  good  deal. 
I  was  invited  to  visit  them,  and  to  go  fo  Wash¬ 
ington,  and  every  body  asked  me  to  drink  wine 
with  them  ;  and,  by  George !  I  made  up  my  mind 
never  to  ask  for  my  bill  again.  I  was  a  poor 
man,  and  needed  my  money,  but  I  had  been 
treated  as  I  never  expected  to  be  treated  in  this 
world,  and  I  was  willing  to  pay  for  it.” 


De.  M‘L - ,  Reverend  and  M.D.,  preached 

and  practiced  some  years  ago  in  West  Virginia. 
A  native  of  Ireland,  he  still  retains  much  of  the 
brogue,  although  many  years  a  resident  of  this 
country.  There  lived  with  him  a  lad  who  was 
one  of  the  worst  boys  the  great  West  rvas  known 
to  have  produced.  One  night  this  bad  William, 
being  at  a  protracted  meeting,  was  so  thoroughly 
aroused  to  the  danger  of  his  condition  that  he 
concluded  to  go  fiarward  to  the  altar.  The  Doc¬ 
tor  was  within  the  chancel  at  the  time,  and  see¬ 
ing  Bill  coming  forward,  cried  out,  “  Make  room 
there !  make  room !  here  comes  the  very  ould 
divil  himself!" 


On  another  occasion  he  took  for  a  text  the 
parable  of  the  Prodigal  Son.  He  described  very 
graphically  the  wretchedness  and  destitution  of 
the  young  man  when  he  was  feeding  swine,  and, 
to  cap  the  climax,  exclaimed,  “It  was  a  God’s 
mer-r-cy  [rolling  the  r]  that  he  didn’t  take  a 
pestol  and  blow  his  brains  out!” 


In  Illinois,  at  least,  the  “man  and  brother” 
seems  to  have  an  idea  of  the  upshot  of  recent 
Congressional  legislation,  although  the  manner 
of  expressing  it  may  be  open  to  criticism.  On 
election-day  at  Decatur,  Illinois,  Dick  White,  a 
well-known  colored  gentleman  of  that  place, 
made  the  somewhat  sarcastic  observation :  “  De 
white  folks  am  mighty  polite  to  us  cullud  men 
since  dey  passed  de  Fifteenth  Commandment !" 


A  GENTLEMAN  of  jocose  views  riding  with  some 
ladies  at  Elizabeth,  New  Jersey,  a  few  days  since, 
was  informed  by  one  of  them,  as  they  were  ap¬ 
proaching  the  new  hotel,  that  it  W'as  the  “Sher¬ 
idan  House,”  and  had  just  been  opened.  “Ah, 
indeed!”  responded  “ old  Mustache. ”  “Well, 
I  suppose  the  next  thing  in  order,  and  certainly 
the  most  natural  desire  on  the  part  of  the  pro¬ 
prietor,  will  be  to  ‘  Phil’  it  immediately.  ” 


Not  long  ago  a  fire  company  in  one  of  our 
rural  villages  paid  a  friendly  visit  to  a  neighbor¬ 
ing  town.  Of  course  the  village  band  was  out, 
and  a  cordial  reception  accorded  the  risitors. 
A  dinner  was  given  by  the  village  authorities,  to 
which  the  band  was  very  properly  invited.  After 
dinner  came  the  toasts,  when  a  gentleman  pres¬ 
ent  gave,  “The  M - Fire  Company  and  the 

P - -  Band ;  the  latter  great  blowers,  the  for¬ 

mer  perfect  squirts  !" 


There  was  a  certain  quaintness  of  humor  in 
the  manner  adopted  by  the  late  Mr.  Wm.  W. 
Cornell,  the  iron  manufacturer  of  this  city,  in 
making  donations  for  religious  and  charitable 
objects.  It  was  a  sort  of  habit  of  his  to  connect 
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himself  with  churches  of  his  denomination  (Meth¬ 
odist)  that  were  in  debt,  and  whenever  he  under¬ 
took  to  have  a  debt  paid  off,  his  rule  was  to  as¬ 
sume  half  the  amount  himself,  but  he  had  a 
pleasant  way  of  doing  it.  For  instance,  he  took 
the  floor  to  make  personal  solicitations.  His 
own  donations  ostensibly  were  small ;  but  he 
W'ould  subscribe  in  the  name  of  other  people, 
partly  to  hide  his  gifts,  partly  to  shame  the  penu¬ 
rious.  Going  to  a  pew  where  a  reluctant  but 
well-to-do  member  sat,  and  who  declined  to  sub¬ 
scribe,  he  would  pass  on  to  a  poor  widow  or 
sewing-girl,  say  a  word  to  the  parties,  and  then 
shout  out;  “Widow  Jones,  $500.”  “Sister 
Kennedy,  $160.”  A  mechanic  thought  he  could 
spare  $10 ;  the  subscription  was  shouted  out  for 
$100.  The  General  Superintendent  of  the  city 
was  brought  to  his  feet  one  night.  He  had 
agreed  to  subscribe  $50  for  some  purpose,  and 
he  heard  his  name  announced  for  $1600 — half  a 
year’s  salary.  The  subscriptions  were  not  bogus. 
He  made  them  all  good.  Such  a  man — genial, 
intelligent,  catholic,  untiring— is  a  great  public 
loss. 


During  the  winter  of  1868-69  Bryant,  as  well 
as  most  other  towns  on  the  line  of  the  Union 
Pacific  Railroad,  was  so  infested  with  despera¬ 
does  that  a  Vigilance  Committee  was  formed,  by 
whose  summary  procedure  several  of  the  worst 
offenders  were  hung ;  others  were  ordered  to 
leave.  Among  the  latter  was  one  who  w'as  found 
leading  his  mule  to  the  stable.  He  was  informed, 
politely,  of  course,  that  if  he  did  not  leave  town 
in  fifteen  minutes  (an  age !)  he  must  abide  the 
consequences.  His  reply  was  :  “  Gentleme?i,  if 
this  mule  don’t  ‘  buck,  ’  I  only  want  five.  ”  The 
mule  did  not  “  buck,”  and  his  owner  is  now  an 
“honest  miner”  in  Nevada. 

This  incident  reminds  us  of  a  remark  raade  by 
an  eminent  judge,  who  deprecated  every  thing 
approaching  to  mob  “law.”  Said  he  :  “I  have 
never  read  of  an  instance  of  ‘  Lynch  law’  where 
substantial  justice  w^as  not  meted  out.” 

It’s  some  time  since  the  Drawer  has  had  a 
Munchausenism.  To  the  thoughtfulness  of  a 
Dayton,  Ohio,  correspondent  we  are  indebted 
for  the  following : 

An  old  English  gentleman,  a  school-teacher, 
who  some  years  ago  resided  in  one  of  the  small 
towns  of  Ohio,  was  an  agreeable  teller  of  stories, 
but  deemed  it  beneath  his  reputation  as  a  racon¬ 
teur  to  tell  one  that  did  not  surpass  any  that  had 
preceded  it.  A  farmer  having  come  to  the  village 
remarked,  in  the  presence  of  his  friends,  that  he 
had  been  plowing  all  the  week  with  four  horses, 
breaking  up  new  ground,  and  dwelt  upon  it  as 
being  a  very  “big  thing.”  “Pshaw !”  said  the 
old  Englishman,  “that’s  nothing.  _  I  have  seen 
in  England  fifty  yoke  of  oxen  hitched  to  one 
plow !  ”  The  remark  seemed  to  occasion  general 
surprise.  “And,”  continued  he,  “the  funniest 
part  of  the  whole  thing  was,  that  while  the  plow 
was  on  the  top  of  one  hill,  the  leading  yoke  of 
oxen  was  on  top  of  another  hill,  and  the  forty- 
nine  between  the  plow  and  the  leaders  were  sus¬ 
pended  between  the  two  hills  !  ^  And  there  was 
another  matter  connected  with  it  rather  strange. 
In  the  course  of  the  day  the  plowman,  beooining 
rather  careless  about  driving  his  team,  ran  into 
and  split  a  big  oak  stump!  The  plow  passed 


safely  through  the  split,  but  before  the  plowman 
got  entirely  through  it  closed  up  and  caught  him 
by  the  coat-tail  I”  “  Did  it  tear  his  coat  ?”  asked 
a  person  of  inquiring  turn.  “Not  a  bit  of  it!” 
replied  our  veracious  narrator ;  “he  hung  on  to 
the  plow-handles  and  pulled  out  the  stump !” 

The  working  of  miracles  seems  to  have  been 
successfully  resumed  in  Piqna,  Ohio.  A  few 
years  since,  during  a  religious  revival  in  the 
church  of  which  the  Rev.  Granville  Moody  was 
pastor,  certain  “lewd  fellows  of  the  baser  sort” 
created  a  disturbance  in  one  of  the  meetings. 
Mr.  Moody,  approaching  them,  took  them  to  task 
for  their  misconduct,  when  one  of  the  parties  said 
to  him : 

“We  heard  that  you  were  working  miracles 
here,  and  came  to  see  if  it  were  true.” 

“No,  Sir,”  said  the  divine,  “we  do  not  work 
miracles,  but”— taking  him  by  the  collar — “we 
do  cast  out  devils  1” 

And  he  “  drave  him  out.” 


Some  years  ago  a  Methodist  minister  named 

- -  occupied  the  pulpit  of  that  denomination 

in  Hagerstown,  Maryland,  and  throughout  the 
Conference  year  took  frequent  occasion  to  berate 
his  flock.  In  consequence  of  these  repeated  at¬ 
tacks  a  goodly  number  of  the  brethren  severed 
their  connection  with  the  church,  determined  not 
to  return  until  the  parson  should  be  transferred 
to  some  other  field  of  labor.  It  finally  becanie 

known  that  the  irascible - was  to  preach  his 

farewell  sermon,  and  scores  who  had  been  scored 
by  his  caustic  strictures,  thinking  that  he  would 
say  something  in  his  valedictory  to  atone  for  the 
severity  of  his  language  toward  them ,  turned  out 
to  hear.  Eor  half  an  hour  he  confined  himself 
to  an  elucidation  of  his  text,  and  then  alluded  to 
his  separation  from  them.  Said  he:  “There 
are  some  decent  people  in  Hagerstown,  and  some 
mean  ones ;  yes,  some  who  are  mean  enough  to 
steal  the  cross  of  Christ  for  fire-wood,  and  sell 
His  clothes  for  rags.  There  are  men  before  me 
who  have  grown  gray  in  the  cause  of  the  devil ; 
whose  hearts  are  hard  enough  to  build  a  turn¬ 
pike  between  Hagerstown  and  hell ;  and  I  be¬ 
lieve  that  there’s  just  that  spirit  at  work  here 
that  will  see  the  enterprise  put  through!”  An 
Irishman  in  the  rear  end  of  the  meeting-house, 
no  doubt  indignant  at  the  parson’s  remarks, 
bawled  out:  “And  wouldn’t  ye,  old  man,^^be 
willin’  to  be  a  toll-gate  keeper  on  that  road  ?” 


We  all  remember  how,  some  years  ago,  it  was 
deemed  funny  by  the  boys  to  say,  “Not  the 
sloughtest  dight  of  it,”  “  Not  a  dif  of  bitterence, 
etc.  Talking  the  other  day  with  a  gentleman  of 
the  editorial  persuasion,  he  mentioned  a  ludi¬ 
crous  instance  of  the  same  style  of  talk  by  an 
eminent  butcher  in  a  Western  city,  who,  at  some 
public  entertainment,  wishing  to  apostrophize  the 
Federal  banner,  said : 

“Forever  fleet  that  standard  shoatl” 

Elder  Watson,  of  North  Carolina,  was  called 
upon  to  baptize  by  immersion  Brother  Smith 
and  his  wife.  Both  were  old,  and  had  recently 
made  a  profession.  'The  husband  was  famous 
for  his  frequent  d — s,  but  it  was  hoped  that  this 
habit  was  now  buried  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  where 
Pilgrim’s  burden  rolled  out  of  sight.  But  habit 
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is  second  nature.  The  old  couple  were  led  into 
the  water,  the  husband  going  first  and  leading 
his  wife,  as  he  was  led  by  the  minister.  The 
water  was  cold — very  cold.  Scarcely  had  the 
old  lady  touched  the  liquid  element  when  a 
“  Ugh !  ugh ! !  ugh  !  !  !  u-g-h  ! ! ! !  ”  was  heard, 
growing  louder  and  louder,  accompanied  by 
deeper  inspirations  as  the  water  grew  deeper. 
When  up  to  her  waist,  and  fear  was  added  to 
chilliness,  the  crowd  twittered  quite  disreputa¬ 
bly.  The  old  man  could  bear  it  no  longer.  He 
had  been  writhing  under  pain  at  his  wife’s  con¬ 
duct.  Jerking  his  hand  from  the  minister’s,  he 
placed  in  the  hand  of  the  successor  of  the  apos¬ 
tle  the  hand  of  his  wife,  saying,  “Here,  Mr. 
AVatson,  you’d. better  take  hold  of  the  old  wo¬ 
man’s  hand,  for  she  is  the  d — dest  fool  about 
water  you  ever  seed !” 


Wherever  one  travels  he  finds  in  the  grave¬ 
yard,  be  it  in  town  or  country,  epitaphs  so  curious 
and  comical  that,  despite  the  solemnity  of  the 
place,  they  beget  the  irresistible  smile.  Below 
are  a  few  fresh  gleaned  from  English  sources : 

“Here  lies  buried  beneath  these  stones 
The  beard,  the  flesh,  and  all  the  bones 
Of  the  Parish  Clerk — old  David  Jones.” 

In  Ashton  church-yard : 

“Too  much  blood  a  vein  did  bust. 

And  stretched  Tom  Tucker  down  in  dust.” 

“Here  lies  the  body  of  William  Dent, 

Death  turned  up  his  heels,  and  away  he  went." 

“Here  lies  Dick,  and  here  lies  he, 
Hallelu-jar — Hallelu-gee.” 

In  a  Cornish  church-yard  : 

“  Here  lies  the  body  of  Joan  Carthew, 

Born  at  St.  Columb,  died  at  St.  Kew ; 

Children  she  had  five. 

Two  are  dead,  and  three  are  alive ; 

Those  that  are  dead  choosing  rather 
To  die  with  their  Mother  than  live  with  their 
Father." 

On  a  man  and  his  wife,  in  the  church  of 
Quorndon : 

“He  first  departed— she  a  little  tried 
To  live  without  him— liked  it  not  and  died.” 

In  the  same  church,  on  a  person  named  Cave : 

“Here  in  this  Grave  there  lyes  a  Cave, 

We  call  a  Cave  a  Grave; 

If  Cave  be  Grave,  and  Grave  be  Cave, 

Then,  reader  !  judge,  I  crave. 

Whether  doth  Cave  here  lye  in  Grave 
Or  Grave  doth  lye  in  Cave  ? 

If  Grave  and  Cave  here  buried  lye, 

Then  Grave  where  is  thy  victorie? 

Go,  reader,  and  report  here  lyes  a  Cave 

Who  conquers  death  and  buries  his  own  Grave." 

Another : 

“  The  Lord  saw  good  I  was  lopping  off  wood. 
And  down  fell  me  from  the  tree; 

I  met  with  a  check,  and  I  broke  my  neck, 

And  so  death  lopped  off  me.” 

Another : 

“Here  lies  entombed  old  Eoger  Norton, 

Whose  sudden  death  was  oddly  brought  on: 
Trying  one  day  his  corn  to  mow  off. 

The  razor  slipt  and  cut  his  toe  off. 

The  toe,  or  rather  what  it  grew  to. 

An  inflammation  quickly  flew  to ; 

The  part  affected  took  to  mortifying. 

And  poor  old  Roger  took  to  dying !” 

In  Kenwyn  church-yard,  Cornwall.  In  mem¬ 
ory  of  Thomas  Cornish,  who  died  Jan.  1,  1844, 
aged  sixty-six  years : 


“My  sledge  and  hammer  lie  declined. 

My  bellows'  pipes  have  lost  their  wind; 

My  fire's  extinguished — coal  decayed. 

And  in  the  dust  my  vice  is  laid ; 

My  iron's  wrought,  my  life  is  gone. 

My  nails  are  drove,  my  work  is  done." 

[Over  the  above  inscription  is  a  sculptured  repre¬ 
sentation  of  a  smith's  shop,  with  shoes,  nails,  anvils, 
tongs,  etc. ;  it  is,  therefore,  needless  to  say  that  the 
erson  whose  name  it  is  intended  to  perpetuate  was  a 
iacksmith,  who  had  his  anvil,  etc.,  buried  with  him.] 

The  snow  was  so  deep  in  Cheshire  County, 
New  Hampshire,  last  winter,  that  it  was  difficult 
for  persons  meeting  with  teams  to  pass.  An 
eccentric  citizen,  well  known  in  that  county,  and 
having  a  defect  in  his  speech,  was  coming  to  the 
village  with  a  horse  and  sleigh,  and  being  about 
to  meet  a  stranger  with  a  team,  exclaimed,  ‘  ‘  Turn 
out !  turn  out !  my  father’s  dead !”  Upon  which 
the  stranger,  with  much  difficulty,  turned  out  and 
gave  him  the  entire  road.  After  he  had  got 
fairly  by,  the  stranger  turned  and  inquired  of 
him  when  his  father  died ;  to  which  the  grief- 
harrowed  citizen  responded  that  his  venerated 
parent  had  peacefully  sunk  to  rest  “  about  fifteen 
years  ago!” 


Now  that  the  time  has  come  for  military  en¬ 
campments,  we  beg  leave  to  suggest  to  the  vari¬ 
ous  colonels  of  General  Shaler’s  division  the  im¬ 
portance  of  reading  up  in  tactics,  and  to  submit, 
as  part  of  an  effective  -drill,  the  following : 

When  the  Twenty-third  Missouri  was  organ¬ 
ized  (late  “disturbance,”  etc.),  many  of  the  of¬ 
ficers  were  decidedly  green  in  matters  military. 
Captain  - - ,  having  seen  the  “  right  wheel”  ex¬ 

ecuted,  determined  that  his  company  should  be 
drilled  in  the  same  manoeuvre.  At  the  next  drill 
he  scratched  his  head  in  vain  for  the  word  of 
command,  and  substituted  the  following :  “Come 
round  like  a  gate  I  in  one  time  and  two  motions  1 
Come  !” 


In  India  and  Indiana  the  laws  in  reference  to 
divorce  are  quite  unlike.  In  the  latter  State  the 
popular  legend  is  that  all  trains  of  cars  passing 
through  Indianapolis  tarry  full  fifteen  minutes 
for  divorce;  whereas,  under  the  penal  code  in 
India,  there  is  a  criminal  side  to  the  divorce 
court,  and,  literally, 

“He  that  loves  what  isn't  his'n. 

If  he  is  caught,  he  goes  to  prison.” 


W E  have  tidings  from  Boston  of  a  clergyman 
of  Massachusetts  who,  on  exchange,  preached  in 
a  brother’s  pulpit.  Taking  up  a  note  which  he 
found  when  he  opened  the  Bible,  he  read  that 

Brother - requested  the  prayers  of  the  church 

that  the  loss  of  his  wife  might  be  blessed  to  him, 
etc.  The  preacher  prayed  most  fei-ventlv.  To 
his  amazement  and  mortification  he  found  after¬ 
ward  that  the  note  had  lain  in  the  Bible  a  year, 
while  the  bereaved  gentleman  was  on  this  Sab¬ 
bath  sitting  with  a  new  wife  in  the  congrega¬ 
tion! 


Ever  to  be  respected  is  honest  grief!  When 
one’s  wife  becomes  defunct  anguish  is  especially 
reputable.  A  case  in  point  comes  from  a  rural 
quarter,  where  a  fine  old  farmer  thus  apostro¬ 
phizes  the  memory  of  his  better  half : 

“Thus  my  wife  died.  No  more  will  those 
loving  hands  pull  off-  my  boots  and  part  my  hair 
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as  only  a  true  wife  can.  No  more  will  those 
willing  feet  replenish  coal  hod  and  winter  pail. 
No  more  will  she  arise,  ’mid  the  tempestuous 
storms  of  winter,  and  gayly  hie  herself  away  to 
build  the  fire,  without  disturbing  the  slumbers 
of  the  man  who  doted  on  her  so  artlessly.  Her 
memory  is  embalmed  in  my  heart  of  hearts.  I 
wanted  to  embalm  her  body,  but  I  found  that  I 
could  embalm  her  money  much  cheaper. 

“  I  procured  from  Eli  Mudget,  a  neighbor  of 
mine,  a  very  pretty  grave-stone.  His  wife  was 
a  consumptive,  and  he  had  kept  it  on  hand  sev¬ 
eral  years,  in  expectation  of  her  death.  But  she 
rallied  that  spring,  and  his  hopes  were  blasted. 
Never  shall  I  forget  this  poor  man’s  grief  when  I 
asked  him  to  part  with  it.  ‘Take  it,  Kkinner,’ 
said  he,  ‘  take  it,  and  may  you  never  know  what  it 
is  to  have  your  soul  racked  with  disappointment 
as  mine  has  been.  ’  And  he  burst  into  a  flood  of 
tears.  His  spirit  was  indeed  utterly  crushed. 

‘  ‘  I  have  the  following  epistle  engraved  upon 
the  grave-stone : 

“  ‘  To  the  memory  of  Tabitha,  wife  of  Moses  Skinner, 
Esq.,  gentlemanly  editor  of  the  Trombone.  A  kind 
mother  and  exemplary  wife.  Terms,  two  dollars  a 
year,  invariably  in  advance.  Office  over  Coleman's 
grocery,  up  two  flights.  Knock  hard.  “We  shall 
miss  thee,  mother;  we  shall  miss  thee,  mother;  we 
shall  miss  thee,  mother.”  Job  printing  solicited.’ 

“  Thus  did  my  lacerated  spirit  cry  out  in  ago¬ 
ny,  even  as  Rachel  weeping  for  her  children. 
But  one  ray  of  light  penetrated  the  despair  of 
my  soul.  The  undertaker  took  his  pay  in  job 
printing,  and  the  sexton  owed  me  a  little  account 
I  should  not  have  gotten  in  any  other  way.  Why 
should  we  pine  at  the  mysterious  ways  of  Provi¬ 
dence  and  vicinity?  (Not  a  conundrum.) 

“I  here  pause  to  drop  a  silent  tear  to  the 
memory  of  Tabitha  Ripley,  that  was.  She  was 
an  eminently  pious  woman,  and  could  fry  the 
best  piece  of  tripe  I  ever  slung  under  my  vest. 
Her  picked-up  dinners  were  a  perfect  success, 
and  she  always  doted  on  foreign  missions,” 


Before  the  Constitution  ofNew  York  of  1824 
the  Common  Pleas  and  Court  of  Sessions  was 
held  by  a  first  judge  and  at  least  two  associate 
justices.  At  a  term  of  such  court,  held  in  one 
of  the  northern  counties  of  this  State,  the  first 
judge,  on  his  way  to  court,  was  kicked  by  an  old 
man  in  half-drunken  sport.  A  witness  of  the 
occurrence  made  complaint  to  the  grand  jury, 
who  found  an  indictment.  On  the  old  man  be¬ 
ing  arraigned  the  first  judge  quitted  the  bench, 
leaving  the  matter  to  be  disposed  of  by  the  assist¬ 
ant-justices.  The  old  fellow  pleaded  guilty,  ex¬ 
pressed  sorrow  for  his  act,  and  was  fined  five 
doUars.  The  first  judge  resumed  his  seat  on  the 
bench,  glared  at  the  assistant-justices  on  the 
right  and  on  the  left,  in  great  apparent  indigna¬ 
tion  and  contempt,  remarking,  seemingly  to  him¬ 
self,  but  loud  enough  to  be  heard  throughout  the 
room,  “  If  it  costs  only  five  dollars  to  kick  a  first 
judge,  I  should  like  to  see  the  American  coin 
small  enough  to  designate  the  penalty  for  kick¬ 
ing  off  their  seats  a  full  bench  of  assistant-jus¬ 
tices!” 


A  LITTLE  news-boy  of  Pittsburg  lately  entered 
a  drug  store  to  serve  the  proprietor,  who  was  one 
of  his  regular  patrons.  Not  finding  him  in  the 
store,  he  concluded  to  look  for  him  in  the  room 
in  rear.  Imagine  the  astonishment  and  horror 


of  the  youth,  upon  opening  the  door,  to  behold  a 
skeleton  suspended  from  the  opposite  wall.  Nev¬ 
er  having  seen  one  of  “them  ar,”  and  being 
afraid  lest  the  chemist  might  make  bones  of  him, 
he  retired  as  fast  as  his  blessed  little  legs  could 
carry  him.  In  his  retreat  he  ran  full  tilt  against 
the  druggist,  just  coming  in.  That  worthy  man, 
imagining  the  boy  had  been  stealing  something, 
“went  for  him.”  Being  very  thin,  and  about 
the  height  of  the  skeleton,  the  boy  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  they  were  identical,  and  venti¬ 
lated  that  idea  thus,  as  he  dodged  his  pursuer ; 
“No  you  don’t,  old  Bones ! — you  can’t  catch  me, 
if  you  have  got  your  clothes  on!'” 


In  Dr.  King’s  “Anecdotes  of  his  Own  Time” 
is  the  following,  which  we  do  not  remember  to 
have  seen  in  print  in  this  country ; 

Atterbury,  Bishop  of  Rochester,  when  a  cer¬ 
tain  bill  was  brought  into  the  House  of  Lords, 
said,  among  other  things,  “  that  he  prophesied 
last  winter  that  this  bill  woidd  be  attempted  in 
the  present  session,  and  he  was  sorry  to  find  that 
he  had  proved  a  true  prophet.”  Lord  Conings- 
hy,  who  spoke  after  the  Bishop,  and  always  spoke 
in  a  passion,  desired  the  House  to  remark  ‘  ‘  that 
one  of  the  right  reverend  bench  had  set  himself 
forth  as  a  prophet ;  but,  for  his  part,  he  did  not 
know  what  prophet  to  liken  him  to,  unless  to  that 
furious  prophet  Balaam,  who  was  reproved  by 
his  own  ass.”  The  Bishop,  in  a  reply  of  great 
wit  and  calmness,  exposed  this  rude  attack,  con¬ 
cluding  thus  :  ‘  ‘  Since  the  noble  lord  hath  dis- 
eovered  in  our  manners  such  a  similitude,  I  am 
well  content  to  be  compared  to  the  prophet  Ba¬ 
laam  ;  but,  my  lords,  I  am  at  a  loss  how  to  make 
out  the  other  part  of  the  parallel ;  I  am  sure  that  I 
have  been  reproved  by  nobody  but  his  lordship  I” 


Macaronic  Verse  seems  happily  adapted  for 
a  neat  way  of  “  putting  things,  ”  especially  things 
political,  where  there  is  a  desire 

“  To  blend  in  one  the  funny  and  the  fine.” 

In  the  famous  Tippecanoe  and  Tyler  contest 
of  1844,  one  of  the  notable  anthems  that  formed 
the  main  staple  of  the  campaign  was  “  That  Same 
Old  Coon.”  And  thus  we  find  it  commented 
upon  in  mixed  French  and  English : 

CE  MEME  VIEUX  COON. 

Ce  meme  vienx  coon  n’est  pas  quite  mort, 

II  n’est  pas  seulement  napping: 

Je  pense,  myself,  unless  j’ai  tort, 

Cette  chose  est  yet  to  happen. 

En  dix-huit  forty-four,  je  sais, 

Vous'll  hear  des  curious  noises; 

He’ll  whet  ces  dents  against  some  Clay, 

Et  scare  des  Loco— Bbis-es ! 

You  know  que  quand  il  est  awake, 

Et  quand  il  scratch  ces  clawses, 

Les  Locos  dans  leurs  souliers  shake, 

Et,  sheepish,  hang  leurs  jaws-es. 

Ce  meme  vieux  coon,  je  ne  sais  pas  why, 

Le  mischief’s  come  across  him, 

Il  fait  believe  he’s  going  to  die, 

Quand  seulement  playing  possum. 

Mais  wait  till  nous  le  want  encore, 

Nous’ll  stir  him  with  une  pole ; 

He’ll  bite  as  mauvais  as  before — 

Nous  pulled  him  de  son  hole! 

Judge  B - ,  of  one  of  the  river  counties, 

was  not  only  a  wag,  in  his  way,  but  a  great  pe¬ 
destrian.  In  one  of  his  long  tramps  he  was  over¬ 
taken  by  a  gentleman  driving  a  carriage,  who 
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asked  the  Judge  to  ride.  Looking  a  moment  at 
his  friend,  the  Judge  replied,  “No,  thank  you; 
when  I  get  so  low  as  to  want  to  ride,  I  will  speak 
to  the  sexton !” 


In  one  of  the  judicial  districts  of  this  State  was 
a  certain  judge  of  the  Supreme  Court  much  given 
to  doubting.  He  was  constantly  in  the  habit  of 
responding  to  propositions  of  counsel  by  saying, 
“I  don’t  know  about  that.”  On  one  occasion, 
when  acting  as  presiding  judge,  a  sharp,  shrewd 
counsel,  who  had  been  much  annoyed  by  this 
kind  of  response,  at  last,  quite  out  of  patience, 
stated,  with  a  small  grain  of  mischief,  an  ele¬ 
mentary  principle  of  law ;  to  which  the  judge,  as 
was  his  wont,  replied,  “  I  don’t  know  about  that, 
I  don’t  know  about  that.  ”  The  counsel  paused, 
looked  the  judge  squarely  in  the  eye,  and  said, 
‘  ‘  I  knew  your  Honor  didn’t  know,  and  that’s  why 
I  told  you!” 


On  the  other  hand,  there  are  occasions  when 
judges  can  not  resist  the  impulse  to  be  a  little 
facetious  on  the  bench,  as  was  the  case  with  an 
English  judge,  who  addressed  a  criminal  who 
had  been  sentenced  to  death  for  uttering  a  forged 
£1  note  in  this  wise:  “I  trust  that  through  the 
merits  and  mediation  of  our  blessed  Redeemer, 
you  may  there  experience  that  mercy  which  a 
due  regard  to  the  credit  of  t\\Q  paper  currency  of 
the  country  forbids  you  to  hope  for  here.” 


Wk  are  indebted  to  a  correspondent  at  Lin¬ 
coln,  Nebraska,  for  an  anecdote  of  Governor 
David  Butter,  which  the  Governor  used  to  tell 
with  great  glee : 

Not  many  years  ago — but  before  Lincoln, 
the  capital,  had  an  existence  —  the  Governor 
was  “stumping”  the  State  (where  a  stump  is  a 
great  rarity),  and  as  darkness  came  on  ere  his 
destination  was  reached,  he  halted  for  the  night 
at  the  hut  of  a  hardy  pioneer ;  and,  as  room  was 
scarce,  the  Governor  was  assigned  to  a  bed  with 
Pat.  As  they  were  preparing  for  the  conch  the 
Governor  said,  “Well,  Pat,  you’d  live  a  long 
time  in  the  old  country  before  you  could  sleep 
with  a  Governor.”  “Yis,”  said  Pat;  “an’  it 
wud  be  a  longer  time  afore  the  likes  of  ye  wud 
be  Governor!” 


An  artist  in  Connecticut  relates  and  illustrates 
this  poetic  incident :  “The  following  specimen 
of  grave-stone  literature  niay  be  seen  in  a  coun¬ 
try  grave-yard  in  Trumbull,  in  this  State.  I  am 
a  marble-worker,  and  engraved  it  on  the  stone 
myself  according  to  the  directions  given  me. 

“‘Our  fixther  lies  beneath  the  sod, 

His  spirit’s  gone  unto  his  God ; 

We  never  more  shall  hear  his  tread. 

Nor  see  the  wen  npon  his  head.”’ 


Madame  B- - ,  a  French  lady  of  the  “  upper 

ten,”  having  said,  in  her  intense  style,  “  I  should 
like  to  be  married  in  English — in  a  language  in 
which  vows  are  so  faithfully  kept,”  a  listener 
asked  a  wag,  ‘  ‘  What  language,  I  wonder,  was 
she  married  in  ?”  To  which  his  friend  replied. 

Broken  English,  I  suppose.” 

An  English  literary  journal,  the  Spectator,  has 
recently  published  a  few  anecdotes  illustrating 
“The  Grotesque  in  Religion” — stories  which 
combine  the  strangest  freaks  of  grotesque  fancy 
with  genuinely  religious  ideas.  We  quote  an 
Irish  legend — a  very  Old  one : 

Our  Lord,  walking  with  St.  Peter,  asks  for 
admittance  into  a  peasant’s  hut  for  the  night, 
when  they  are  most  hospitably  received.  When 
leaving  the  next  morning  St.  Peter,  with  that  for¬ 
wardness  of  initiative  of  which  the  gospels  give 
so  many  instances,  urges  his  Master  to  reward 
the  peasant's  hospitality.  “I  think  not.  It  is 
better  as  it  is,”  was  the  reply.  “It’s  a  shame 
for  you,”  says  St.  Payter — the  story  is  supposed 
to  be  told  by  an  Irish  peasant — “you  must  do 
something  for  him,”  an  admirable  dramatic 
touch,  showing  how  well  the  character  of  St. 
Peter  is  understood,  and  how  thoroughly  it  has 
been  realized  by  the  common  people.  Where¬ 
upon  our  Lord  gives  way,  and  tells  his  entertain¬ 
er  to  look  in  a  certain  place,  where  he  will  find  a 
piece  of  money.  The  next  year  our  Lord  and 
St.  Peter  return  by  the  same  spot,  and  find  a 
grand  castle  in  the  place  of  the  hut.  They  ask 
for  a  night’s  lodging,  telling  that  they  are  the 
same  travelers  who  received  it  a  year  ago ;  but 
the  powdered  footman  comes  back  with  a  sharp 
refusal,  saying  the  place  is  no  hotel,  and  slams 
the  door  in  their  face.  Whereupon,  after  a  brief 
silence,  says  our  Lord  to  St.  Payter,  “/  tould 
you  so.  ”  Both  the  unconscious  and  the  conscious 
elements  of  humor  in  this  story  ai'e  very  con¬ 
spicuous.  The  dictatorial  urgency  of  St.  Peter’s 
impulsiveness,  and  the  child-like  triumph  of  the 
retort  with  which  the  Divine  Master  impresses 
his  superior  wisdom  on  the  blundering  apostle, 
are  curious  enough  instances  of  the  colloquial 
familiarity  with  which  religious  ideas  are  treated 
in  popular  legends  of  this  class. 


While  the  Third  Vermont  regiment  -was  en¬ 
camped  near  Kearnstown,  Virginia,  some  of  the 
officers  made  the  acquaintance  of  two  Southern 
ladies  living  near  camp.  The  ladies  being  short 
of  reading  matter,  requested  the  loan  of  any  books 
the  officers  might  have.  One  of  the  officers  prom¬ 
ised  to  send  one,  and  on  reaching  camp  dispatched 
an  orderly  with  Hugo's  Les  Miserahles.  The 
orderly  soon  returned,  bringing  back  the  book, 

stating  that  Miss - had  directed  him  to  say 

she  had  no  need  for  such  a  work.  Wishing  to 
know  why  the  book  was  returned  before  it  was 
read,  he  called  in  the  evening  and  inquired  why 
she  had  returned  the  book.  Had  she  read  it  ? 
The  lady  replied,  “No,  Sir,  I  have  never  read 
the  book,  and  never  wish  to ;  you.  ought  to  be 
ashamed  to  send'  me — a  Southern  lady — such 
a  book !  I  know  our  soldiers  are  poorly  clad, 
and  suffer  for  want  of  proper  food,  but  they  are 
not  Bee's  Miserahles,  as  you  Yankees  represent 
them  to  be !” 

Not  being  in  mood  disputatious,  the  gory  Third 
Vermonter  retired  in  good  order. 
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This  celebrated  Club  of  incipient  anglers 
met  pursuant  to  adjournment,  the  profess¬ 
or  in  the  chair.  By  the  rules  of  its  organiza¬ 
tion  the  professor  was  made  perpetual  presi¬ 
dent.  He  was  the  creator  of  the  Club,  its 
source,  and  vital  principle.  So  long  as  he 
moved,  the  Club  performed  its  functions  ;  when 
he  ceased,  the  Club  died  necessarily.  The  of¬ 
fice  of  president,  therefore,  could  not  be  elect- 
ive. 

Regarding  the  Club  as  his  especial  chatge, 
the  professor  employed  his  every  effort  for  its 
individual  advancement  and  his  own  glory.  In 
his  preceptive  capacity  as  a  professor  of  pisca¬ 
torial  polity  he  never  ceased  to  impose  “line 
upon  line,”  nor  hesitated  to  use  the  rod  when¬ 
ever  required.  He  moulded  crude  ideas  with 
plastic  hand,  feeling  that  nothing  was  more  es¬ 
sential  to  a  perfect  cast  than  a  good  leadei. 
Hence,  and  consequently,  a  halo  of  rose-tinted 


auspices  surrounded  his  endeavors.  The 
calm  surface  of  his  morning-tide  gleamed  with 
omens  of  a  speedy  “rise.”  It  is  no  marvel, 
then,  when  he  rose  to  rap  the  Club  to  order,  that 
his  large-bowed  spectacles  beamed  with  a  be¬ 
nignant  blue — that  his  hoary  beard  grew  radiant 
with  underlying  smiles,  as  mountain  mists  are 
illuminated  by  the  sun. 

“My  worthy  neophytes,”  said  the  venerable 
fish-persuader,  “  before  we  proceed  to  business 
I  must  state  that  no  candidate  can  be  admitted 
who  has  ever  fished  with  a  fly  or  drawn  a  bead 
upon  a  deer.  Are  all  present  novices  ?” 

“We  are!”  (Full  chorus,  with  click-reel 
accompaniment.) 

“Then  I  greet  you  in  the  name  of  the  im¬ 
mortal  Izaak,  whose  mantle  I  wear.  You  now 
enter  fairly  upon  what  may  be  aptly  termed 
your  no-fisliiate.  Since  all  are  duly  qualified,  I 
receive  you  into  full  fellowship,  according  to 
usage,  upon  the  point  of  a  Limerick  and  the 
angle  of  a  true  sportsman. 

“The  object  of  this  Club,  gentlemen,  is  pro¬ 
ficiency  in  the  gentle  art.  By  your  own  con- 
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fession  you  are  at  present  merely  fish-killers. 
Attain  forthwith  to  the  dignity  of  complete  an¬ 
glers.  Let  your  han  d  attest  its  cunning ;  and  re¬ 
member  that,  in  taking  a  trout  secundem  artem, 
a  single  feather  may  suffice  to  turn  the  scale.” 
(Sensation.) 

“  Also,  it  is  incumbent  upon  each  member  to 
write  a  book.  The  man  of  the  present  age  who 
don’t  write  a  book  is  a  mere  cipher.  Sports¬ 
men,  especially,  should  be  natural-born  authors. 
Their  inspiration  is  like  real  Burton  ale — drawn 
direct  from  the  ‘wood.’  It  needs  no  ‘bush.’ 
Your  achievements  will  look  glowing  in  print, 
and  redound  to  your  own  fame.  Thencefor¬ 
ward  the  public  will  accept  you  as  authority  in 
all  matters  relating  to  sporting.  And  you  will 
have  only  to  introduce  yourselves  as  members  of 
the  Raquette  Club  to  receive  that  consideration 
which  your  merits  will  compel.”* 

Just  here  the  professor  seemed  to  have  run 
off  all  his  line,  and  his  subject  took  bottom  and 
“sulked,”  as  they  say  in  sporting  parlance. 

While  he  recovered  his  slack  the  Club  made 
mutual  acquaintance. 

Analytically  treated  we  discover  a  hydro¬ 
pathic  doctor  named  Ollapod ;  Musquash,  a  law¬ 
yer;  Tipstaff,  a  typo;  and  one  Nugget,  sex¬ 
ton,  geologist,  and  practical  gravel-scratcher ; 
besides  old  Eudge,  the  professor,  whose  name, 
by-the-by,  we  have  irreverently  neglected  to 
mention  before.  These  constituted  the  drama¬ 
tis  personce  of  the  Raquette  Club — a  club  (to 
judge  from  its  name  and  components)  des- 


*  The  professor  is  altogether  too  dogmatic.  He  is 
evidently  suffering  from  that  species  of  strabismus 
which  so  often  afects  the  private  “I."  Egoism  is  a 
malady  from  which  neither  sportsmen  nor  authors 
are  exempt.  Every  eye  has  its  own  limited  horizon. 
When  it  makes  a  new  discovery  it  is  apt  to  imagine 
the  rest  of  the  world  m  relative  darkness,  and  in  its 
haste  to  enlighten  its  fellows  exposes  its  own  igno¬ 
rance.  There  is  little  we  learn  but  what  somebody 
knew  before.  The  simile,  “  drawn  from  the  wood," 
is  clever.  Sporting  literature  is  generally  so  efferves¬ 
cent  with  froth  that  it  is  difficult  to  detect  the  brew. 


tined  to  make  some  noise  in  the  world,  even  if 
it  made  no  remarkable  hits. 

Upon  comparing  notes,  confidentially,  while 
the  professor  dozed,  it  came  out  that,  although 
each  member  had  avowed  himself  a  piscatory 
enthusiast,  the  inveigling  of  fish  was  really  a 
secondary  consideration.  In  each  case  there 
was  a  private  axe  to  grind.  On  the  part  of 
the  geologist  it  was  bad  digestion.  He  swore 
he’d  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  put  a  keen 
edge  on  appetite.  The  doctor  was  a  devotee 
to  Agassiz’s  theory;  he  hoped  to  supply  de¬ 
ficient  brain-power  by  a  generous  fish  diet. 
Tipstaff  the  printer — commonly  called  Tipsy 
for  short — was  a  gentleman  by  education,  and 
a  loafer  by  profession.  One  continual  merry- 
go-round  had  made  him  a  dizzy-pated  youth ; 
and  now,  in  the  decline  of  his  convivial  ramp¬ 
age,  he  determined  to  hie  to  the  mountains  and 
drown  chronic  compunctions  of  stomach  in  per¬ 
ennial  streams  of  Fishy  water.*  Musquash  was 
professedly  in  quest  of  derelict  sportsmen  who 
bagged  game  out  of  season.  He  was  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  Assembly,  and  in  the  interest  of  the  game 
laws.  Of  Fudge,  the  learned  professor — Fudge, 
the  head,  front,  right-bower,  capital,  and  corner¬ 
stone  of  the  association — it  would  be  unbecom¬ 
ing  to  say  more  than  incidentally  appears  in  the 
course  of  the  narrative.  His  native  modesty 
would  shrink  from  panegyric ;  while  at  the 
same  time  to  personally  introduce  to  the  reader 
a  gentleman  of  such  world-wide  reputation — a 
savant  so  universally  known — would  be  offensive 
to  the  last  degree.  It  would  be  insulting  to 
Fudge. 

It  was  interesting  to  observe  how  quickly 
the  incongruous  elements  of  the  Club  coalesced 
when  it  was  ascertained  that  fate  had  thrown 
their  fortunes  irrevocably  together.  Plainly 
Tipstaff  would  have  a  natural  repugnance  to 
the  sexton,  the  sexton  to  the  doctor,  and  the 
lawyer  to  every  body  in  general ;  but  meeting 
on  common  ground  antipathies  subsided.  Sur¬ 
geon  and  sexton,  lawyer  and  printer,  alik’e  ac¬ 
cepted  each  other  as  friends  and  coadjutors. 
Student  as  each  was  in  some  special  depart¬ 
ment  of  the  black -art,  what  tie  more  likely  to 
prove  congenial  than  the  profession  of  an  angler.^ 
whom  some  one  has  invidiously  styled  a  “  deal¬ 
er  in  treason,  stratagems,  and  plots — devoted  to 
snares,  traps,  and  subterfuges  !” 

Thus  harmonized,  the  Club  was  the  better 
prepared  to  receive  the  advice  and  instructions 
of  its  worthy  president,  who  rose  at  this  junc¬ 
ture. 

“  My  friends,”  he  said,  with  the  proverbial 
solemnity  of  an  owl,  “I  had  intended  to  ac¬ 
company  this  Club  on  its  projected  expedition, 
but  now  think  it  best  to  decline,  for  various 
reasons — ” 


*  Common  report  attributes  the  authorship  of  these 
papers  to  thi.s  person.  Certes,  they  are  the  only  rec¬ 
ord  of  the  Club’s  doings  we  wot  of.  We  are  the  more 
ready  to  credit  their  paternity  to  Tipsy,  inasmuch  as 
men  and  books  are  so  alike  in  one  respect — all  they 
need  is  to  get  well  “  set  up”  in  order  to  get  into  print. 
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The  speaker  was  cut  short  at  once  by  a  gen¬ 
eral  explosion,  cries  of  disappointment,  intima-  ; 
tions  of  doubt,  groans  of  dissent.  Had  Moses  i 
abandoned  the  Israelites  on  the  shore  of  the 
Red  Sea,  the  consternation  could  not  have  been 
greater. 

“  Oh,  Fudge !” 

“  Shame !” 

“Treason  in  the  camp!” 

“The  game’s  up  now!” 

“Hear  me,  gentlemen,” he  pleaded.  “ Hear 
my  reasons !  In  the  first  place — I  say  it  with 
all  due  respect  to  the  Club — I  never  fish  except 
in  the  company  of  experts ;  and  you  are  all 
mere  tyros,  by  your  own  confession.  Second¬ 
ly,  I  prefer  not  to  make  the  fifth  wheel  of  a 
coach,  so  to  speak.  Four  is  a  complete  num¬ 
ber.  Four  makes  a  party  at  whist,  a  quartette 
in  singing,  and  the  requisite  number  for  the 
duties  of  camp-life.  I  don’t  sing,  never  play 
cards,  and  object  to  doing  my  own  chores.  I 
should  be  only  a  supernumerary.  Besides,  it  will 
be  better  for  you  all  to  learn  from  experience — 
which  is  the  best  teacher.  I  will  select  your 
tackle,  make  you  up  some  casts  of  flies,  and 
give  you  all  the  necessary  directions ;  then  it 
will  be  your  own  fault  if  you  do  not  succeed. 

I  have  selected  the  Adirondacks  as  the  field 
for  your  exploits,  which  I’ve  no  doubt  will  fill 
many  books.  Your  permanent  camp  will  be 
on  Raquette  Lake,  a  beautiful  sheet  of  water, 
whose  fame — I  speak  modestly — is  contempo¬ 
rary  with  mine.  Possibly  I  may  pay  you  a 
visit  before  the  close  of  the  season.  Here  is  a 
copy  of  “  Murray.”  Take  “  Murray”  for  your 
guide,  and  be  happy. 

“And  now,  my  friends,  since  you  start  as  a 
unit,  let  me  express  the  hope  that  while  you 
have  a  line  left  you  will  all  hang  together.  When 
vou  wind  up  at  last,  may  your  net  profits  be 
large.  Success  to  your  fishing !  ” 

The  professor  receded  as  gently  as  a  tidal 
wave,  leaving  the  drift  high  and  dry.  The 
coolness  of  his  taking  off  was  hyperborean.  It 
was  superlatively  French.  For  a  moment  the 
Club  was  stunned,  paralyzed,  nonplused,  dum- 
foundered.  Then  its  indignation  found  vent. 

“Trepan  him  !”  shrieked  the  doctor. 

“Lay  him  out!”  gasped  the  sexton. 

“Quash  his  non  sequitur!"  snarled  the  lawyer. 

“  Pi  his  form !”  cried  the  printer. 

In  vain  !  His  radiant  presence  had  vanished 
like  a  meteor’s. 

“  Confound  him  !”  said  one.  “  The  old  hum¬ 
bug  has  imposed  upon  us!” 

“Yes,”  chimed  the  sexton;  “thrown  dust 

in  our  eyes.” 

“Bamboozled  us  completely!”  groaned  the 
doctor. 

“Started  us  oflT  on  a  wild-goose  chase  after 
trout,  and  then  given  us  the  slip,  ’  said  the 
printer. 

“Who  is  he,  any  how?”  demanded  Nugget. 

“  His  name  is  Fudge  !” 

“Exactly — quite  apropos  —  don’t  know  the 
first  rudiments  of  angling.  I’ll  warrant.” 


“  He’s  a  scaly  fellow,  at  all  events,”  ven¬ 
tured  the  printer;  “though  for  my  part,”  he 
added,  “I  am  generally  inclined  to  give  the 
devil  his  due.  The  professor  may  not  be  so 
bad  as  he  seems.” 

“Humph!”  snapped  the  lawyer,  “give  the 
devil  his  do,  and  he  will  do  mischief." 

The  Club  having  thus  unsatisfactorily  dis¬ 
posed  of  the  professor,  its  next  quandary  was 
the  “Adirondacks.”  Who  was  this  Mur¬ 
ray  ?  Where  this  land  of  promise  which  their 
delinquent  Moses  had  bespoken?  This  Arca¬ 
dia  of  big  trout  and  venison  steaks?  No  one 
seemed  to  know.  No  one  had  even  heard  of 
it.  Yes,  by-the-way.  Tipsy  had  heard  of  it. 
He  recollected  having  once  set  up  a  few  “  stick¬ 
fuls”  of  a  Ti-ibune  correspondent  about  that 
country,  and,  come  to  think  of  it,  he  had  seen 
one  or  two  sketches  of  the  Adirondacks  at  the 
art  galleries.  They  had  been  considered  very 
creditable  works  of  iiZart,  as  the  cockneys  would 
say. 

As  far  as  his  limited  knowledge  extended, 
this  region  had  remained  a  terra  incognita  un¬ 
til  explored  by  one  John  Brown,  several  years 
ago.  After  sending  out  one  or  two  interesting 
accounts  of  his  discoveries,  John  finally  got 
lost,  and  nothing  was  ever  heard  of  him  after¬ 
ward.  Of  course  the  entire  scientific  world 
was  greatly  shocked  and  excited.  Successive 
expeditions  were  sent  out  in  search  of  John 
Brown’s  Track.  All  were  fruitless  until  one 
Arnold  finally  struck  the  trail,  and  followed  it 
as  far  as  the  Fulton  chain  of  lakes.  There  it 
was  lost,  and  never  recovered.  As  the  foot¬ 
prints  pointed  toward  the  heart  of  the  wilder¬ 
ness,  it  is  believed  that,  while  the  body  of  John 
Brown  perished  in  the  swamps,  his  soul  still 
continues  to  travel  on.  Arnold  shantied  in 
disgust,  and  few  persons  have  since  been  bold 
enough  to  attempt  the  ghostly  penetralia. 
There  is  a  report,  which  is  gradually  gaining 
credence,  that  the  spirit  of  John  Brown  has 
been  occasionally  encountered,  of  late,  upon 
some  of  the  nameless  creeks  of  this  region.* 

At  this  juncture  lawyer  Musquash  took  oc¬ 
casion  to  remark  that  he  had  closely  scanned 
the  volume  which  Fudge  had  given  them.  (The 
lawyer  always  scanned — plain  prose  was  a  bore 
to  him.) 

“It  is  evident,”  he  said,  “that  we  are  in¬ 
debted  to  the  author’s  indomitable  endurance 
of  hardship  through  protracted  periods  of  per¬ 
sistent  research  for  very  fresh  and  valuable 
information.  He  has  but  completed  the  work 
Avhich  John  Brown  so  heroically  commenced. 
But  for  him  we  should  have  known  scarcely 
any  thing  of  the  Adirondacks.  Now  we  have 
every  thing  plain  before  ns.  Let’s  follow  Mur¬ 
ray,  and  carry  out  the  original  plans  of  the  cam¬ 
paign.” 

“And  renounce  old  Fudge  ?” 

“If  necessary,  yes.  We  can  do  without 

him.;^’ _ _ 

‘  •  This  seems  to  be  corroborated  by  Murray’s  le¬ 

gend  of  “Phantom  Falls.” 


“Agreed!” 

“A  fig  for  Fudge  !” 

“  Hurrah  for  Murray !  ” 

“I  tell  you,  my  friends,”  continued  the  law¬ 
yer,  with  rising  enthusiasm,  “  this  Murray  is  no 
hearth-rug  knight  of  the  quill.  He  is  a  mighty 
hunter,  like 

‘Nimrod  the  founder 
Of  empire  and  chase, 

Who  made  the  woods  wonder 
And  quake  for  their  race.' 

It  requires  no  little  courage  to  brave  the 
dangers  of  a  mosquito  swamp,  sans  tar  and  oil ; 
to  endure  a  salt  pork  diet  for  days  together  ; 
to  help  the  guide  pack  the  traps  over  a  ‘  carry’ 
to  save  the  time  and  trouble  of  going  twice ; 
and  to  get  sap  in  your  eye  while  sleeping  out 
nights  under  ‘  the  murmuring  pines  and  the 
hemlocks.’  There  is  a  toothsome  flavor  of 
fact  in  the  pabulum  which  this  book  provides  ; 
while  at  the  same  time  (as  some  one  has  forci¬ 
bly  remarked  of  somebody  or  other)  it  ‘  has 
shed  a  sort  of  classical  dignity  over  the  angler’s 
art,  and  even  associated  it  with  piety  and  po¬ 
etry.’  ” 

Here  the  speaker’s  enthusiasm  wound  itself 
up  to  so  high  a  pitch  that  the  mainspring 
snapped,  and  the  Club  adjourned. 

How  many  meetings  were  held  subsequently, 
to  arrange  for  the  day  of  departure,  the  record 
says  not;  neither  is  it  clear  as  to  the  amount 
of  time  and  energy  expended  in  studying  up 
“  Murray”  and  gathering  information  from  maps 
and  experts,  and  in  collecting  the  utensils  and 
equipments  requisite  for  roughing  it  in  the 
bush.  Certain  it  is  that,  about  the  1st  of  July, 


1869,  the  Club  might  have  been  easily  recog¬ 
nized  among  the  motley  throng  that  crowded 
the  Saratoga  train  bound  north.  It  was  ob¬ 
vious  to  the  most  casual  observer  that  they 
were  sportsmen  en  route  for  the  “  Adirondacks.” 
Each  member  was  attired  in  the  most  approved 
style  of  the  craft — huge  felt  hats,  capacious 
boots,  velveteen  jackets  slashed  with  multitu¬ 
dinous  pockets,  guns  and  rods  of  assorted  sizes 
and  patterns  strapped  together,  knapsacks,  and 
woolen  and  rubber  blankets.  When  they  con¬ 
versed  it  was  in  the  style  of  old  campaigners. 
They  talked  knowingly  of  the  “Wilderness,” 
black  flies,  wild-cats,  and  flve-pound  trout ;  fre¬ 
quently  consulted  maps,  “Murray,”  and  the 
“Railroad  Guide;”  and  speculated  upon  the 
time  they  were  to  be  due  at  specified  points. 
Occasionally  they  paused  to  mark  the  effect 
upon  their  fellow-passengers,  and,  if  they  hap¬ 
pened  to  catch  a  small  boy  listening  with  some 
show  of  attention,  their  faces  shone  with  an 
effulgence  of  rapture. 

“There’s  nothing  like  brass,  you  know,”  said 
Musquash,  with  a  professional  shrug.  “By 
Jove !  it  is  fortunate  we  got  posted  before  we 
started.  This  hand-book  is  invaluable.” 

Just  here  a  news-boy  appeared  and  offered 
“  Murray”  for  sale.  The  Club  was  bewildered 
at  first — then  indignant. 

“  Pooh,  pooh !  we  have  seen  that  book — no 
use  for  it  whatever.  By-the-way,  my  son,  do 
you  sell  many  of  them  ?” 

The  juvenile  pointed  up  and  down  the  double 
range  of  seats,  and  behold !  all  the  passengers 
were  studying  “Murray.”  The  Club  hadn’t  ob¬ 
served  it  before. 
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Presently  the  train  rumbled  up  to  the  White¬ 
hall  Junction,  and  the  conductor  piped  out, 
“Change  cars  for  Rutland;  passengers  /or 
Lake  Champlain  keep  their  seats!” 

All  kept  their  seats. 

“  I  wonder  where  all  these  people  are  going  ?” 
asked  Tipstaff. 

They  reached  the  steamer  at  Whitehall,  and 
lo!  the  crowd  came  streaming  down  the  pier 
and  crushed  into  the  gangway. 

“Is  this  the  way  to  the  Adirondack?"  piped 
a  fat  woman  of  forty  as  she  paused  on  the  plank. 
In  an  instant  she  was  hustled  out  of  sight. 

The  Club  was  aghast  with  wonder.  Present¬ 
ly  it  clambered  up  tp  the  promenade  deck  for 
safety  and  a  better  view.  Immediately  a  small 
boy  came  up  and  proffered  “Murray.”  Other 
small  boys  were  observed  to  waylay  the  pro¬ 
cession  below  and  tender  copies  of  “Murray.” 
The  procession  was  continuous.  It  was  a  mov¬ 
ing  phantasm  of  sea-side  hats,  water-proofs, 
blanket-shawls,  fish-poles,  old  felts,  mackin¬ 
toshes,  reticules,  trout-rods,  fish-baskets,  car- 
pet-bags,  guns,  valises,  rubber  boots,  umbrellas, 
lap-rugs,  hunting-dogs,  water-spaniels,  guide¬ 
books,  and  maps.  There  were  old  women, 
misses,  youngsters,  spinsters,  invalids,  students. 
Bloomers,  correspondents,  sports,  artists,  and 
jolly  good  fellows.  Behind  followed  innumer¬ 
able  vans,  crates,  and  barrows  of  miscellaneous 
baggage — Saratoga  trunks,  htige  family  trunks, 
Noah’s  arks,  valises,  corn -bins,  bandboxes, 
bales,  baskets,  and  boxes.  Two  packages  of 
“Murray”  and  one  case  of  “Hamlin’s  Magic 
Oil”  brought  up  the  i-ear. 


When  the  steamer  was  fairly  under  way  the 
members  of  the  Club  started  on  a  reconnois- 
sance.  A  gong  admonished  them  to  buy  din¬ 
ner-tickets.  They  asked  a  saloon  boy  the  way 
to  the  office. 

“Four  times  around  the  boat.  Sir.  Better 
be  lively,  gentlemen — first  table  is  setting  now.” 

The  Club  fell  in  at  the  rear  of  the  column. 
When  it  reached  the  dining-room  the  third 
table  was  just  cleared.  While  it  was  wait¬ 
ing  it  happened  to  notice  that  the  steamer’s 
name  was  Adirondack.  Remarkable  coinci¬ 
dence!  Likewise  the  decorations  of  the  boat 
were  all  suggestive  of  the  land  of  trout  and 
venison.  Black-walnut  deer  stood  out  in  bold 
relief  on  the  panels.  Strings  of  translucent 
fish  gleamed  in  ground  glass  upon  the  state¬ 
room  doors.  Every  thing  was  so  successfully 
appropriate  that,  had  it  been  gotten  up  ex¬ 
pressly  to  order,  it  could  not  have  harmonized 
more  perfectly  with  the  objects  and  aspirations 
of  the  Club.  And  yet,  singular  as  it  may  seem, 
the  Club  was  still  so  befogged  by  its  first  im¬ 
pressions,  that  it  never  dreamed  its  own  little 
coterie  was  but  a  fraction  of  the  grand  aggre¬ 
gate  whose  destination  was  an  irreclaimable 
wilderness.  Naturally  it  didn’t  expect  to  find 
the  latest  ladies’  fashions  in  an  uninhabited 
region  where  even  “  hunters’  cabins  are  fifty 
miles  apart.” 

After  dinner  the  obfuscation  cleared  a  little. 
People  became  communicative.  They  gathered 
into  little  knots  and  groups  to  compare  notes. 
A  dashing  young  woman  in  Bloomer  dress,  who 
had  been  eying  the  Club  for  some  time,  ap- 
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proached  with  a  certain  kind  of  coyish  assur¬ 
ance,  and  saluted. 

“  En  route  for  the  Adirondacks,  I  suppose, 
gentlemen  ?” 

The  Club  returned  an  embarrassed  assent. 

“Been  there  before,  of  course?” 

“Never.”  (Embarrassed  dissent.) 

“  Mercy !  Why,  I  took  you  for  guides.  Ex¬ 
cuse  me.” 

The  Club  nudged  each  other  and  fidgeted. 

“AYell,  the  fact  is,  madam — that  is,  miss,” 
explained  .Tipstaff,  “the  fact  is — h’m — we  are 
a  sporting  club  just  returned  from — yes — from 
the  Rocky  Mountains.  As  we  hadn’t  got  quite 
tired  yet  of  hunting  wild-cats  and  grizzlies — 
grizzlies,  madam — we  thought  we  would  amuse 
ourselves  a  little  in  the  Adirondacks,  a  consid¬ 
erable  wilderness  up  north  here,  you  know — ” 

“  Oh  yes,  I  know — been  there  myself.  Was 
there  last  summer.” 

“You!  Is  it  possible,  miss?” 

“  Oh  yes ;  we  had  lively  times  there,  I  assure 
you.  I  am  the  correspondent  of  the  Lively 
Midge — sporting  paper,  you  know.  By-the- 
way,  have  you  read  Murray’s  book?  If  you 
haven’t  been  in  before,  it  may  serve  you.  Some 
folks  think  it  a  ‘  sell,’  because  it  was  published 
1st  of  April,  as  you  will  see  from  the  preface. 
But  no  matter.  Murray  is  all  right — personal 
friend  of  mine.  You'll  find  copies  for  sale  in 
the  saloon  below.  Excuse  me,  gentlemen.  I 
hope  to  meet  you  again.  Ta-ta!” 

“Phew!”  said  the  doctor,  as  she  vanished. 
“How  her  tongue  rattles!  There’s  a  wood- 
nymph  for  you !  ” 

“  Or  a  katydid,”  suggested  Tipsy. 

“  Correct !  Hit  it  about  right  that  time,  I 
guess,  neighbor.  That’s  her  name — Kate — and 
no  mistake.  I  know  her.  She  writes  for  the 
papers — writes  books.” 

This  extraordinary  information  was  volun¬ 
teered  by  a  consumptive-looking  Yankee  who 
had  been  eying  the  group  for  some  time,  try¬ 
ing  to  get  a  word  in  edgewise.  He  was  one  of 
those  hatchet-faced  fellows  who  seem  to  have 
just  enough  inquisitiveness  left  in  them  to  keep 
soul  and  body  together. 

The  Club  appeared  not  to  heed  the  intru¬ 
sion. 

“  Be  any  of  you  going  into  the  woods  ?”  the 
stranger  persisted. 

“We6e.”  {Omnes.') 

“Is  it  healthy  in  there?  Because,  you  see, 
I’m  kinder  ailing,  and  I  don’t  keer  to  go  in  if 
it’s  agoing  to  hurt  me.  They  say  the  mountain 
air  is  good  for  invalid  folks,  and  I’ve  been  rec¬ 
ommended  to  go  in.  I  hain’t  been  first-rate  for 
more’n  a  year  back.” 

The  questioner,  by  some  chance,  directed  his 
remarks  at  Nugget,  who  replied : 

“  Oh,  if  you  mean  to  ask  my  professional  ad¬ 
vice,  I  should  say.  Go  in,  by  all  means.  We 
sha’n’t  miss  you.  It  may  help  me  a  little  in  a 
business  way,  too.” 

“  How’s  that  ?  Be  you  a  doctor?” 

“Oh  no!  Quite  the  reverse.  I'm  a  sexton 


— grave-digger.  I’ll  see  that  you’ll  have  a  de¬ 
cent  burial,  my  friend.” 

“  Sure  ?  You  don’t  mean  that,  now  ?  Well, 
I’ll  take  the  chances  on  it,  any  how.  I’m  de¬ 
termined  to  go  in.  I’ve  been  advised  to.  Come 
to  think  on’t,  can  you  tell  me,  mister,  which 
might  be  the  best  route  to  go  in — by  the  way 
of  Port  Kent,  or  the  t’other  route  ?” 

'“Really,  my  friend,” replied  the  sexton,  after 
proper  reflection,  “I  don’t  think  it  makes  much 
diff'erence  which  way  you  go  in — you’ll  probably 
come  out  at  the  little  end  of  the  horn!” 

A  laughing  chorus  followed  this  solo  upon  the 
“horn,”  in  the  midst  of  which  the  victim  emitted 
a  hacking  cough  and  retired. 

When  the  sober  mood  returned,  “By  Jove  !” 
said  Nugget,  “this  subject  of  a  choice  of  routes 
had  scarcely  occurred  to  me.  It  seems  the 
whole  boat-load,  invalids  included,  are  bound 
for  the  woods.  I  don’t  understand  it.  Let  us 
inquire.” 

The  sexton’s  proposal  met  the  common  ap¬ 
proval.  The  Club  ascertained  that  opinion  was 
about  equally  divided,  as  between  the  Port 
Kent  or  Keeseville  route  and  the  Plattsburg 
route.  It  transpired  that  there  was  a  bitter  ri¬ 
valry  between  the  Keesevillites  and  the  Platts- 
burgers.  The  Keeseville  route  was  the  short¬ 
est  in  miles,  and  formerly  took  all  the  travel  ; 
but  the  whole  journey  was  by  stage.  Latterly 
the  Plattsburgers  had  built  a  railroad  extend¬ 
ing  twenty  miles  into  the  wilderness  ;  so  that 
the  longest  way  round  was  not  only  the  short¬ 
est,  but  the  easiest  way  in.  It  seriously  less¬ 
ened  the  pecuniary  profits-  of  the  Keeseville 
stages  and  hotels.  Hence  those  tears.  Each 
route  had  its  earnest  advocates  and  detractors. 
“The  dilemma,”  said  Musquash,  “was  some¬ 
thing  like  the  old  darkey’s  : 

“  ‘Supposin’,’  said  the  African  exhorter,  by 
way  of  illustration — ‘  Sam !  supposin’  you  kuin 
to  two  forks  in  de  woods,  and  de  finger-board 
he  say  dis  road  lead  to  hell,  and  de  oder  finger¬ 
board  he  say  dis  road  lead  to  heaben — which 
road  you  take,  um  ?’ 

‘“Why,  de  toder  one,  oh  course.’ 

“  ‘Well,  den,  supposin’  de  debil  kum  along, 
and  he  put  up  anoder  finger-board,  and  both 
boards  say  dis  am  de  road  to  hell,  which  road 
you  take  den — tell  me  datf 

“  ‘  What  ? — um  ? — when  both  roads  lead  to 
hell?  which  road  I  take,  eh?  Why,  den  dis 
nigger  take  to  de  woods,  ob  course ;  what  you 
s’pose,  you  ole  fool?’” 

Hour  after  hour  had  passed  away  in  pleasant 
chat,  bearing  more  or  less  upon  the  general 
topic.  Meanwhile  the  steamer  had  threaded 
its  sinuous  course  through  the  Whitehall  Nar¬ 
rows,  passed  Ticonderoga,  Crown  Point,  and 
other  places  famous  in  Revolutionary  history, 
touching  at  numerous  picturesque  landings,  and 
gradually  unfolding  to  view  the  blue  mountain 
ranges  of  Vermont  and  New  York,  with  their 
lofty  peaks  dimly  outlined  in  the  distance. 
Late  in  the  afternoon  she  blew  her  whistle  and 
rounded  gracefully  up  to  the  little  wharf  at  Port 
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Kent,  where  she  land¬ 
ed  half  of  her  passen¬ 
gers.  As  there  were 
only  half  a  dozen 
wagons  visible  to  ac¬ 
commodate  the  mul¬ 
titude,  the  Club  con¬ 
tinued  its  voyage  to 
Plattsburg.  Its  first 
care  was  to  find  a 
hotel.  “Fouqnet’s” 
was  near  the  landing. 

The  Club  reconnoi¬ 
tred.  Having  little 
baggage,  it  was  fore¬ 
most  at  the  office, 
and  asked  for  rooms. 

The  polite  clerk  in¬ 
formed  it  that  the 
house  was  tolerably 
full ;  but  that,  if  it 
would  sleep  four  dou¬ 
ble,  and  take  turn 
about  with  a  party 
who  had  already  pre¬ 
empted  the  room, 
it  might  have  No. 

21.  When  the  Club 
demurred,  the  clerk 
assured  it  that,  since 
the  rush  for  the 
“Wilderness”  commenced,  such  accommoda¬ 
tions  were  considered  first-class.  It  afterward 
found  excellent  entertainment  at  “Wither- 
ell’s,”  further  up  town. 

In  the  morning  it  took  an  early  train  and 
was  whisked  away  twenty  miles  into  the  Wil¬ 
derness.  The  crowd  of  the  day  before  ac¬ 
companied  it,  largely  reinforced.  Among  the 
accessions  was  a  fat  lady,  with  her  daughter 
and  a  poodle.  The  ladies  were  very  much 
dressed — likewise  the  dog,  which  was  wrapped 
in  a  Paisley  shawl.  All  smelt  strongly  of  musk 
and  patchouly.  They  had  evidently  ventured 
to  be  foremost  in  patronizing  a  new  and  popu¬ 
lar  resort,  in  order  to  introduce  the  fashionable 
styles — just  two  days  later  from  Saratoga. 

“  By  Jove  !”  cried  Musquash. 

“Hallo!  wfiat’s  the  matter?” 

“Don’t  you  see?  Ha — ha!  there’s  our  fat 
friend  going  in!" 

“So  she  is  !  and  her  daughter  too.  I  won¬ 
der  what  she’s  going  to  do  with  that  dog  ? 
Madam,  J  beg  pardon — is  this  a  deer-hound  f' 

This  from  Tipsy,  of  course. 

“What!  poor  Flora?  La,  no!  Now,  Sir, 
don’t  you  know,  I  think  yon  are  trying  to  tease 
me !  Here,  Clementina  dear,  take  the  little 
darling,  while  I  go  and  arrange  with  the  coach¬ 
man.  La,  sakes  !  I  shall  go  distracted.  Only 
to  think  that  Pa  would  permit  us  to  travel  thus 
without  attendants !  Can  you  tell  me,  kind 
Sir — I  presume,  by  your  toat  ensawmh,  that  you 
are  familiar  with  the  vicinage — can  you  tell 
me  when  the  diligence  leaves  for  Apollo  Smith, 
Esquire’s  ?” 


Tipsy  didn’t  know  one  place  from  another. 
The  Club  had  not  even  made  up  its  collective 
mind  which  route  to  take. 

“Well,  really,  madam,  I — I — ” 

“Better  git  aboard,  marm,  if  you’re  going 
in.  The  stages  will  be  all  filled  up,”  inter¬ 
rupted  a  driver. 

“  Mercy !  how  rude  these  people  are !  Which 
is  your  carriage  ?” 

All  this  little  divertisement  took  place  at  the 
depot.  A  daily  line  of  “  stages”  was  adver¬ 
tised  to  leave  the  railroad  terminus  at  Ausable 
station,  upon  the  arrival  of  trains,  for  Paul 
Smith’s,  Baker’s,  Martin’s,  Bartlett’s,  and  all 
the  various  forest  resorts.  There  were  a  dozen 
nondescript  vehicles  drawn  up  at  the  platform 
— covered  rockaways,  market  wagons,  buggies, 
and  “  buck  boards” — nothing  that  resembled  a 
“  stage”  of  the  primitive  period.  In  the  midst 
of  the  general  rush  and  confusion,  the  Club  was 
glad  to  secure  a  double-seated  wagon,  which 
answered  its  purpose  tolerably.  The  driver 
booked  them  for  Smith’s,  and  they  now  waited 
only  for  Tipsy,  who  was  watching  the  fat  lady. 

“Mercy!”  said  she,  “I  never  can  endure  to 
go  in  one  of  those  outlandish  vehicles.  What 
outre  affairs !  Have  you  no  voiture,  no  ba¬ 
rouche  ?” 

“Eh?  No  what?” 

“Nothing  better  than  these  ?” 

“  No,  marm.” 

■  “Well,  I  shall  die!  I  never  can  survive. 
Why,  Clementina  love,  don't  you  know  we 
traveled  all  over  the  Alps  in  our  own  private 
carriage — to  Vevay,  to  Freiburg,  to  Martigny — 


“  HAVE  YOU  KO  VOITUEE,  NO  BABOUOHE  f" 


and  so  luxurious,  one  could  fancy  one’s  self  in 
a  cradle ;  and  you  know,  dear,  we  are  always 
accustomed  to  our  own  carriage  !” 

“Yes,  indeed,  Ma,”  the  daughter  replied. 
“Poor  Flora,  too!  She  never  can  ride  with¬ 
out  C  springs.  How  absurd  of  Pa  to  let  us 
come !” 

“I’ll  tell  you  what,  marm,”  said  the  good- 
natured  bushman,  who  was  anxious  to  please, 
and  not  behind  in  native  politeness ;  “if  you 
will  ride  on  with  me  three  miles  to  the  Forks, 

I  can  get  you  a  private  carriage,  but  it  will  cost 
you  more  money.” 

“  How  much?” 

“Have  you  many  trunks,  marm?” 

“Only  these  seven.  You  can  take  them  in 
with  us,  can’t  you  ?” 

“Phew!  seven  Saratogas!  Not  by  a  darn 
sight,  marm.  We’ll  have  to  haul  them  in  with 
a  team.  It  will  cost  you  double  fare,  marm.” 

“Oh,  lor!  double  fare!  Well,  n'iinporte, 
never  mind.  You  can  charge  the  bill  to  Mr. 
Apollo  Smith.  He  knows  me  well.  He  is  to 
pay  my  expenses  until  my  husband,  the  Gen¬ 
eral,  arrives.  Oh,  dear!  what  an  uncivilized 
country  we  have  come  to,  to  be  sure !” 

All  being  now  ready,  the  several  stages  rum¬ 
bled  off  to  their  respective  destinations. 

“You  wish  to  go  to  Paul  Smeet?”  said  Jehu 
to  the  Club.  “Very  well,  I  take  you  to  Smeet.” 
And  away  they  rolled  over  a  plank  road  so 
rough  as  to  rattle  the  gold  filling  out  of  their 
teeth — down  a  hill  so  steep  that  blankets,  bags, 
fishing-rods,  passengers,  and  seats  were  well 


shaken  into  a  heap  over  the  forward  axle — 
around  a  turn  so  short  that  it  upset  the  equi¬ 
poise  of  the  old  sexton,  and  whisked  the  gravel 
over  the  edge  of  a  twenty-feet  sand-bank — and 
then  over  a  beautiful  stretch  of  level  road,  wil¬ 
low-fringed,  that  skirted  the  bank  of  the  rush¬ 
ing  Ausable. 

Uncle  Silas,  the  driver,  was  a  French  Cana¬ 
dian,  who  had  migrated  to  the  Adirondacks 
thirty  years  before.  He  was  one  of  the  early 
pioneers,  and  knew  every  rock  in  the  country, 
and  didn’t  mind  running  over  them  occasionally. 
The  Club  discovered  that  fact. 

The  country  through  which  they  had  passed 
thus  far  was  simply  undulating.  It  was  pretty 
well  settled  and  eultivated.  Two  or  three  con¬ 
siderable  towns  boasted  their  brick  buildings. 
Eanges  of  frame  dwellings  followed  the  course 
of  the  river  as  they  advanced.  The  doctor 
wished  to  stop  and  fish,  and  was  much  disgust¬ 
ed  to  hear  Uncle  Silas  say  there  were  no  trout 
in  the  stream — the  mills  had  driven  them  out. 

“It’s  always  so!”  he  growled.  “I  never 
went  fishing  yet,  but  when  I  got  to  the  place 
the  sport  was  just  twenty  miles  beyond.” 

At  Ausable  Forks  the  Club  was  astonished 
to  find  a  populous  town  with  a  telegraph  office, 
brick  stores,  and  the  like — streets  busy  with 
passing  wagons,  and  mills  resonant  with  their 
industrious  hum.  At  Black  Brook  also  there 
was  a  large  settlement — the  centre  of  the  great 
Rogers  iron  district,  whose  railroad,  plank  road, 
stores,  mills,  bustle,  and  thrift  have  all  grown 
out  of  the  business  prosecuted  by  the  enter- 
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prising  proprietors.  Here  every  thing  was 
black  and  dusty.  Smelting  furnaces  emitted 
dense  volumes  of  smoke.  Huge  charcoal  vans 
and  loads  of  iron  ore  constantly  passed.  The 
road  for  miles  was  lined  with  the  huts  and 
cabins  of  the  employes,  populous  with  smutty- 
faced  children.  Away  off  on  the  hare  hills 
thin  columns  of  smoke  told  where  the  miners 
were  delving  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Slag  and  iron  filings  paved  the  thoroughfares. 
Coal  dust  filled  every  chink  and  crevice.  It 
settled  thickly  upon  the  trees,  and  when  it 
rained  the  leaves  shed  rivulets  of  ink. 

At  Black  Brook  the  road  passed  through  a 
ravine,  and  then  ascended  a  tiresome  hill. 
Here  the  character  of  the  scenery  was  totally 
changed.  Gradually  and  imperceptibly,  by 
railroad  and  stage,  they  had  climbed  a  thou¬ 
sand  feet  above  the  level  of  Lake  Champlain ; 
and  now,  at  the  summit,  an  amphitheatre  of 
Titanic  proportions  loomed  up  on  all  sides. 
The  blue  ranges  of  hills  swelled  into  mountains 
of  every  conceivable  size  and  outline,  which 
swept  away  in  double  and  triple  phalanx  to  the 
farthest  limit  of  vision.  Clouds  capped  the  tops 
of  the  most  aspiring.  A  wilderness  of  forest 
climbed  their  inaccessible  sides.  Here  and 
there  only,  at  inappreciable  intervals,  a  clear¬ 
ing  might  be  descried.  Along  the  highway 
which  they  traveled  were  the  only  traces  of 
habitations.  The  scenery  was  so  grand  and 
the  occasion  so  exhilarating  that  the  sexton  de¬ 
clared  he  began  to  feel  his  digestion  improve  al¬ 
ready.  He  felt  as  hungry  as  a  bear.  Oppor¬ 
tunely  they  arrived  at  Franklin  Falls.  Here 
they  found  dinner  and  the  noble  Saranac. 

“Saranac!  there  is  romance  in  that  name. 
It  is  redolent  of  pine  and  balsam,  trout  and 
aboriginal  Indian.  It  is  the  leaven  that  leav¬ 
ens  the  great  lump  of  the  Adirondack  range. 
What  splendid  pools  of  inky  blackness !  what 
dashing  rapids  I  what  chasms  boiling  with 
frantic  waters !  what  a  peaceful  overarching 
of  green  alders  !  What  a  place  for  trout !  ” 

Musquash  stood  upon  the  brink  of  the  deep 
ravine,  and  thus  gave  vent  to  his  pent-up  elo¬ 
quence. 

“Fshaw!  mister;  you  can’t  catch  no  trout 
here,  excepting  in  the  spring.  Don’t  you  see,  the 
mill  drives  ’em  away.”  A  small  urchin  spoke, 
whom  Musquash  had  not  observed  before. 

“  What  mill,  youngster  ?” 

“  There,  Sir ;  just  over  there.  Don’t  you 
see  that  air  saw-mill  ?” 

“Saw -mill!  yes,  by  Jove,  I  see  it  now. 
D — n  saw-mills !  I  detest  that  word  ‘  mill,’ 
whether  as  applied  to  labor  or  the  prize-ring. 
It  is  forever  marring  and  destroying  the  face 
of  nature.  I  wish  all  mills  were  put  into  their 
own  hoppers  and  ground  up !  ” 

A  shout  from  the  rear  warned  the  indignant 
sportsman  that  the  stage  W'as  ready  to  proceed. 
Before  they  departed  they  were  requested  to 
sign  their  names  on  the  hotel  register.  All 
made  their  marks.  Tipsy  had  undertaken  to 
count  those  that  preceded.  There  were  up¬ 


ward  of  one  thousand  names,  counting  arrivals 
in  and  out. 

“Fhew!”  said  the  doctor;  “if  men  were 
cattle  I  should  say  that  there  had  been  a  Mur¬ 
rain  in  the  States,  and  that  every  body  had 
stampeded  for  the  Wilderness.  Well,  we’ll  go 
on  and  stay  our  forty  days  out,  any  way.  Some¬ 
body  will  provide  manna  for  the  multitude,  I 
hope.” 

In  the  lapse  of  time  the  party  reached  Bloom- 
ingdale,  the  last  post-town  on  the  route.  Their 
course  had  been  ever  onward  and  upward,  “like 
the  eagle,  my  boy,”  and  the  journey  had  already 
become  tedious.  They  had  accomplished  thir¬ 
ty  miles  of  staging,  and  they  had  eleven  yet  to 
go.  On  their  way  they  had  stopped  at  a  coun¬ 
try  store  for  beer.  They  had  seen  but  few 
houses,  and  the  farms  were  pinched  and  poor. 
The  land  was  “strong,”  and  the  crops  of  boul¬ 
ders  heavy.  There  was  about  one  blade  of 
grain  to  an  acre  of  stone.  Hills  and  swamps 
had  been  shorn  by  frequent  fires,  and  fences 
were  in  danger  of  the  oven.  There  was  quite  a 
congregation  of  loungers  of  sundry  ages  around 
the  store,  and  to  judge  by  the  weak  and  worn 
condition  of  the  fences  and  porch,  the  loungers 
had  to  depend  upon  them  for  support. 

The  Club  engaged  one  of  the  veterans  in 
conversation. 

“How  do  you  make  a  living  in  this  barren 
country?  You  don’t  depend  upon  the  travel, 
I  suppose  ?” 

“Barren  country!  Why,  bless  you,  thei-e  is 
no  finer  farming  land  in  the  State.  All  that  is 
needed  here  is  a  little  energy,  enterprise,  and 
capital.  By-and-by  immigration  will  begin  to 
strike  in,  we  hope,  and  then  we  shall  get  on 
well  enough.” 

The  Club  concluded  not  to  wait  for  the  im¬ 
migration,  and  pushed  on.  From  Blooming- 
dale  until  within  two  miles  of  Paul  Smith’s  the 
farms  were  much  improved,  and  the  houses 
nearly  all  frame.  Then  they  struck  into  what 
bore  some  resemblance  to  a  wild  country.  The 
forest  was  dense,  there  wmre  deer  tracks  across 
the  beds  of  the  brooks,  blue  jays  and  squirrels 
screamed  and  chattered  in  the  W'oods,  and  an 
eagle  sailed  leisurely  across  the  blue  rift  above 
their  heads.  It  was  eventide,  and  the  wayfarers 
watched  eagerly  through  the  openings  for  the 
first  glimmer  of  the  sunset  sheen  upon  the  bosom 
of  St.  Eegis.  Presently  the  glorious,  inspiring 
bay  of  hounds  fell  musically  and  mellow  upon 
the  ear,  the  sound  of  a  chopper  was  heard  near 
at  hand,  small  dogs  barked  a  falsetto  accom¬ 
paniment,  old  wagons,  wood-piles,  and  other 
evidences  of  civilization  hove  in  sight,  and  in  a 
few  moments  a  turn  in  the  road  brought  the 
hotel  and  the  lake  simultaneously  into  view.  A 
minute  more  and  the  Club  was  shaking  the 
kinks  out  of  its  legs  on  the  long  piazza  at  Paul 
Smith’s. 

A  numerous  and  motley  crowd  gathered 
around  to  greet  or  survey  the  new-comers. 
Tipstaff  inquired  for  the  landlord. 

Paul  said,  “  Here !” 


330 


HAEPEE’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


He  reported  an  abundance  to  eat,  but  no 
beds.  Was  the  piazza  pre-empted ?  “Yes— 

every  individual  plank.”  No  room  on  the 
lawn?  “That  was  occupied,  too,  by  dwellers 
in  tents.”  The  boat-house,  bowling-alley,  barn, 
out-buildings?  “All  were  full.”  Hat-racks 
and  clothes-hooks  in  use ?  “Yes.”  Tipstaff 
inquired  for  Spalding’s  glue.  The  landlord 
had  some.  How  could  he  accommodate  the 
guests  ?  He  would  do  every  thing  in  his  pow¬ 
er.  He  had  already  succeeded  in  making  the 
house  hold  twice  its  capacity.  “Then,”  said 
Tipstaff,  “  you  will  have  not  the  slightest  diffi¬ 
culty  in  sticking  us  up  against  the  wall  for  the 
night.  Consider  these  clapboards  engaged  by 
the  Club.” 

A  volley  of  cheers  followed  this  sally,  and  the 
Club  became  favorites  at  once.  Several  ladies 
offered  their  extra  trunks  for  lodging.  It  was 
'astonishing  what  multitudes  of  trunks  there 
were — likewise  guns,  rifles,  fishing-rods,  creels, 
landing-nets,  knapsacks,  rubber  over-coats,  oil¬ 
cloth  suits,  casts  of  flies,  patent  mosquito  nets, 
water-proof  boots,  self-acting  pocket  pistols, 
meerschaums,  and  the  like— standing  in  corners, 
hung  on  pegs  on  the  door-posts  and  walls,  and 
lying  around  loose  generally.  Strings  of  sick 
fish  were  laid  out  on  the  porch  for  the  inspec¬ 
tion  of  dogs  and  guests.  Wooden  models  of 
big  trout  that  had  been  caught  in  days  by-gone 
were  stuck  irp  conspicuously,  with  the  date  of 
the  achievement  and  the  name  of  the  great 
achiever.  The  guests,  too,  were  a  motley 
crowd.  It  being  after  the  regular  supper  hour, 
they  swarmed  upon  the  piazza  and  lawn,  and 
the  Club  had  full  opportunity  to  survey  the 
wondrous  scene.  There  were  dames  in  longi¬ 
tudinal  trails,  who  promenaded  luxuriantly; 
maidens  in  full-fledged  paniers;  snobs  with 
canes  and  eye-glasses,  strutting  in  intensest 
agony  of  self-conceit ;  professional  sportsmen 
in  fishing  suits  of  approved  material  and  cut ; 
excursion  parties  in  bush-worn  habiliments,  just 
returned  from  far-off  woods  and  lakes  ;  invalids 
in  flannel  wraps  and  big  easy-chairs ;  old  gents 
in  Panamas  and  homespun,  who  read  the  latest 
papers ;  young  gents  who  played  euchre  and 
sipped  their  claret  per  last  arrival ;  nurses  with 
fat  babies ;  small,  ubiquitous  boys  in  short 
frocks,  who  rubbed  molasses  taffy  on  every 
body’s  clothes  ;  and  petite  little  misses  in  starch 
and  furbelows,  who  minced,  and  smirked,  and 
carried  on  imitation  flirtations  with  children  of 
larger  growth.  Then  there  were  games  of  cro¬ 
quet  upon  the  lawn,  boating  parties  upon  the 
lake,  lovers  sauntering  in  the  woods,  and  a 
Chickering  thrumming  in  the  parlor.  Down 
at  the  boat-house  a  party  of  incipient  but  now 
self-approved  anglers,  who  had  passed  their  first 
fortnight  in  camp,  were  discussing  theoretical 
points  with  the  guides,  and  a  couple  of  bad 
boys  were  trying  to  set  the  hounds  to  fighting 
on  the  lawn. 

This  was  the  “St.  James  of  the  Wilderness.” 
It  was  astonishing  how  three  hundred  guests 
could  put  up  so  cheerfully  and  harmoniously 


with  accommodations  designed  for  only  seventy- 
five  !  It  was  a  ‘  ‘  happy  family.  ” 

There  was  much  more  to  be  seen  and  taken 
in  at  a  glance,  but  attention  was  diverted  by 
new  arrivals,  accompanied  by  a  familiar  voice 
in  a  high  key. 

Abuse  my  Flora,  indeed!  you  nasty  man  ! 
Here,  Flora— poor  thing — come  here !  Did  he 
hurt  my  little  darling,  so  he  did!  I’ll  com¬ 
plain  to  Mr.  Smith.  Just  to  think !  how  dare 
you  take  my  Flora  by  the  nape  of  the  neck  and 
chuck  her  out  of  the  carriage  !  Dear  sakes !  I 
shall  faint!  Where  is  a  seat?  Clementina, 
my  vinaigrette !” 

No  seat  being  convenient,  and  Mr.  Smith  at 
the  moment  appearing : 

Oh,  Mr.  Smith !  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you ! 
Are  our  apartments  ready  ?  You  know  I  en¬ 
gaged  apartments.  And,  Mr.  Smith,  I  told  the 
driver  to  charge  the  carriage  hire  to  you.  It  is 
all  right,  driver ;  you  may  go  now.  Dear  sakes ! 
how  shall  we  ever  endure  such  a  fearful  journey 
the  second  time !” 

Here,  Ma — this  way.  Here  is  a  person  to 
show  us  our  rooms,”  said  Clementina. 

The  excitement  was  more  than  the  Club 
could  stand  on  an  empty  stomach,  and  it  ac¬ 
cordingly  went  to  supper.  Later  in  the  even¬ 
ing,  when  the  crowd  had  somewhat  thinned, 
the  Club  was  invited  to  a  game  of  euchre. 
It  played  with  varying  fortune,  but  it  was  gen¬ 
erally  remarked  that  the  sexton  won  when 
spades  were  trumps.  The  Club  was  also  for¬ 
tunate  in  having  canvas  accommodations  ten¬ 
dered  them  in  one  of  the  tents  upon  the  lawn. 
It  gladly  accepted ;  but  when  the  morning 
dawned  it  discovered  that  it  had  jumped  from 
the  frying-pan  of  indoor  discomforts  into — 
rather  an  extensive  puddle.  It  had  rained 
hard  during  the  night,  and  the  party  got  well 
soaked.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life  the  doc¬ 
tor  was  tempted  to  go  back  upon  his  practice — 
hydropathy. 

Just  before  the  dinner  hour  the  high  key  of 
the  familiar  voice  was  heard  in  the  hall. 

“Eeally,  Mr.  Smith,  we  can  not  possibly 
stay.  It  is  out  of  the  question.  I  never,  in 
all  my  life,  occupied  a  room  before  without  car¬ 
pets.  It  is  decidedly  vulgar.  Why,  we  have 
Axminster  at  Saratoga  always — don’t  we,  Clem¬ 
entina  ?  Summer  weather !  It  makes  no  dif¬ 
ference,  Mr.  Smith.  Other  people  may  put  up 
with  it  if  they  like,  but  not  I — not  by  no  man¬ 
ner  of  means.  Besides,  Mr.  Smith,  you  have 
no  French  cook ;  I  can’t  do  without  a  French 
cook.  The  table  is  not  nice  either,  and  tlie 
chamber-maids  wait  in  the  dining-room.  Bah ! 
it  is  too  much  !” 

“  Oh  yes,  Ma  dear— let  us  leave  this  horrid, 
outlandish  place;  do,  Ma!”  pleaded  Clemen¬ 
tina. 

“What  time  did  you  say  the  next  convey¬ 
ance  woidd  go,  Mr.  Smith  ?”  the  lady  asked. 

“This  afternoon.” 

“Then,  please  consider  our  seats  engaged. 
We  shall  undoubtedly  intercept  our  baggage. 


THE  EAQUETTE  CLUB. 


331 


Let  me  see,  Mr.  Smith,  can 
yon  accommodate  me  with  a 
hundred  dollars?  The  Gen¬ 
eral  provided  us  with  very 
little  money,  as  he  expects 
to  find  us  here  when  he 
comes.  Oh,  la !  won’t  he 
be  surprised !  ” 

The  result  of  the  negotia¬ 
tion  was  that  the  Club  be¬ 
came  the  fortunate  possess¬ 
ors  of  an  excellent  room, 
with  comfortable  beds,  good 
attendance,  and  the  cleanest 
of  linen.  The  table  w'as 
bountifully  provided,  not  only  with  the  tooth¬ 
some  products  of  forest  and  stream,  but  with 
those  little  luxuries  and  delicacies  which  one 
expects  to  find  in  all  hotels  termed  first-class. 
Considering  its  isolation  from  all  markets,  great 
credit  refiected  upon  the  caterer. 

The  day  following  the  Club  tried  its  luck  in  the 
adjacent  ponds  and  streams.  At  daybreak  the 
doctor  was  observed  by  Tipsy  (who  had  one  eye 
partly  open)  to  rise  noiselessly  and  slip  stealth¬ 
ily  out  of  the  room.  He  had  heard  that  early 
morning  was  most  favorable  to  successful  an¬ 
gling,  also  that  the  monster  lake  trout  of  the 
Wilderness  kept  near  the  bottom  at  this  sea¬ 
son.  So  he  took  a  copy  of  Agassiz,  a  hand¬ 
line,  and  some  bait ;  and,  jumping  into  a  boat, 
pulled  out  to  the  middle  of  the  lake,  where  he 
came  to  anchor.  Then  he  threw  overboard  a 
liandful  of  pork  scraps,  by  way  of  “chum¬ 
ming’’  the  fish.  After  this  he  paid  out  ten 
or  fifteen  fathoms  of  line,  and  adjusting  his 
cushion  and  his  spectacles,  opened  his  favor¬ 
ite  author.  He  had  just  reached  that  section 
which  treats  of  the  action  and  effect  of  phos¬ 
phorus  as  a  stimulant  to  the  brain  (illustrated 
by  numerous  eminent  examples),  when  the  gong 
sounded  for  breakfast.  At  the  same  time  he 
felt  a  dull  tug  at  his  line.  Hastily  dropping 
the  book,  he  hauled  in,  hand  over  hand,  with 
such  celerity  that,  before  he  was  aware  of  it,  the 
above  represented  nondescript  creature  stared 
him  full  in  the  face!  The  doctor  had  never 
caught  a  “laker,”  but  it  needed  no  great  in¬ 
tuitive  perception  to  determine  that  this  was 
clearly  a  fish  of  another  color.  The  general 
aspect  of  a  lake  trout  is  white.  THis  was  de¬ 
cidedly  black — as  black  as  the  devil.  It  had 
horns  too,  and  looked  something  like  the  devil, 
only  that  it  had  a  benign  cast  of  countenance, 
and  wore  two  white  pendants  under  its  throat, 
like  the  ends  of  a  clergyman’s  neck-choker. 
Tipstaff  said  it  looked  like  George  Francis 
Train  in  disguise. 

After  breakfast  the  Club  tried  its  hand  at  fly¬ 
fishing.  Each  boat  carried  two  persons  be¬ 
sides  the  boatman.  Tipstaff  and  the  doctor 
were  in  the  same  boat.  Tipstaff  eagerly  joint¬ 
ed  his  rod,  and,  at  the  first  cast,  threw  two 
joints  into  the  water.  When  he  had  adjusted 
the  parts,  he  let  out  more  line,  and,  drawing 
his  rod  well  back  for  a  long  throw,  succeeded 


in  fastening  his  hook  into  the  doctor’s  hat. 
Then  he  reeled  up,  and  at  the  next  cast  snapped 
oft  his  tail  fly,  with  a  crack  like  a  whip’s.  This 
quite  discouraged  him.  Dropping  his  rod,  he 
let  the  flies  sink  to  the  bottom,  when,  lo  I  an 
unmistakable  bite!  The  line  ran  out  hand¬ 
somely.  In  his  excitement  and  surprise.  Tip- 
staff  struck  with  all  his  might ;  for  an  instant  a 
small  sunfish  dangled  in  mid-air,  and  when  he 
dropped,  with  a  delicate  little  splash,  back  into 
the  water.  Tipstaff’  discovered  that  his  second 
joint  had  broken  short  off  at  the  ferrule !  So 
he  resignedly  put  by  the  fragments,  and  lighted 
his  pipe  for  a  smoke. 

Meanwhile  the  boatman  had  paddled  off 
some  little  distance,  and  the  doctor,  casting  his 
flies  by  some  chance  near  a  cluster  of  lily-pads, 
saw  a  sudden  gleam  of  light  just  where  they 
dropped.  In  an  instant  a  half-pound  trout 
tautened  the  line,  and  darted,  full  tilt,  for  the 
pads.  The  doctor  held  on  to  his  rod  with  a 
will,  but  did  not  prevent  the  fish  from  entan¬ 
gling  himself  in  the  long,  tough  stems.  For¬ 
tunately,  both  the  line  and^fhe  trout’s  jaw  were 
strong.  The  boatman  paddled  to  the  spot,  and 
pulling  up  the  lily-pad,  drew  it,  the  trout,  and 
the  line  together,  safely,  but  tangled,  into  the 
bottom  of  the  boat.  But  disaster  attended 
their  triumph.  While  they  were  engaged  in 
securing  the  fish,  the  rod  fouled,  bent  double, 
and  snapped  in  the  middle ! 

The  doctor  looked  at  the  wreck  with  tears  in 
his  eyes,  and  then  said,  resignedly,  as  he  held 
the  butt  in, his  hand,  “This  is  the  end  of  my 
split  bamboo !  ” 

The  rest  of  the  Club  met  with  little  better 
success.  They  destroyed  a  fabulous  amount 
of  tackle,  and  caught  five  small  trout ;  and 
“what  were  they,”  as  Tipstaff  said,  “among 
so  many?”  Wherever  they  went  they  found 
no  lack  of  company.  A  dozen  boats  were  al- 
wiiys  on  the  ground  before  them.  Nothing 
could  have  mitigated  their  disgust  and  disap¬ 
pointment  except  the  good  dinner  which  they 
found  provided  when  they  returned.  There  is 
nothing  like  a  good  dinner  to  soften  the  asper¬ 
ities  of  misfortune,  especially  when  it  is  sauced 
with  Champagne,  and  a  saddle  of  venison  and 
baked  trout  with  cream  are  the  pieces  de  resist¬ 
ance. 

Now  Musquash  was  missed  immediately  aft- 
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er  dinner :  and  it  was  simply  because  the  fore¬ 

going  is  a  truism  that  the  Club  did  not  order 
the  lake  to  be  dragged  at  once,  and  the  woods 
to  he  searched,  for  his  dead  body.  Musquash 
cmld  not  have  committed  suiade  upon  a  full  stom¬ 
ach.  Every  one  granted  that.  It  was  equally 
improbable  that  an  accident  had  befallen  him, 
for  he  was  known  to  be  habitually  cautious ; 
besides,  being  a  lawyer,  he  could  argue  himself 
out  of  a  scrape  at  once.  Had  there  been  an 
evening  paper  printed  at  St.  Regis  Lake,  that 
day’s  issue  would  have  contained  the  news, 
in  big  type,  “Mysterious  Disappearance  of 
Musquash,  the  Counselor and  his  friends 
would  have  advertised  for  him.  As  it  was,  the 
mystery  continued  unsolved  throughout  the  day. 

Now  the  fact  was  that  the  smell  of  venison 
at  table  had  started  him  off,  like  a  sleuth-hound, 
on  the  trail  of  blood.  Avowedly,  he  was  on 
the  alert  for  derelict  sportsmen;  but  this  time 
he  did  not  appear  (or  disappear)  in  the  role  of 
a  detective.  He  took  a  gun  with  him,  a  guide, 
and  dogs,  and  followed  a  by-path  through  the 
forest  to  Osgood’s  Pond.  What  he  did,  or  what 
he  attempted,  no  deponent  has  ever  been  found 
to  testify.  If,  indeed,  “there  be  tongues  in 
trees,”  the  trees  have  never  whispered.  One 
belated  sportsman  averred  that  he  saw  a  light 
dodging  about  the  swamps  late  at  night,  but  he 
could  not  determine  whether  it  was  a  “Jack” 
or  a  Will-o’-the-wisp.  “  Only 
this,  and  nothing  more.”  A 
single  remark  which  Musquash 
himself  let  drop,  when  he  ap¬ 
peared  at  the  table,  alive  and 
well,  in  the  morning,  was  all 
that  seemed  to  afford  any  clew 
to  his  manoeuvres.  The  pur¬ 
port  of  it  was  this:  “I  haven’t 
seen  the  sign  of  a  trout  or  a 
deer  being  caught  any  where 
about  here  since  I’ve  been  in 
the  woods,  and  yet  the  table  is 
abundantly  provided  with  trout 
and  venison  at  every  meal.” 

Then  he  seemed  wrapped  in 
thought  for  a  moment.  His 
brow  knit,  and  his  fingers 
clutched  spasmodically;  then 
he  added,  with  his  mouth  full 
of  delicious  deer-meat,  “If  I 
only  could  find  who  it  is  that  is 
breaking  the  game  laws  every 
day,  shooting  deer  out  of  sea¬ 
son,  I’d  prosecute  ’em,  con¬ 
found  ’em !” 

Human  nature  will  out,  and 
Musquash  was  but  human.  The 
dog  in  the  manger  showed  more 
human  nature  than  is  generally 
credited  to  canines.  There  are 
men  termed  sportsmen  who  will 
wantonly  slaughter  game  in  sea¬ 
son  and  out  of  season.  It  is 
to  protect  the  game  from  these 
ravagers  that  judicious  laws  are 


enacted.  The  true  sportsman  needs  no  legis¬ 
lative  restraint.  He  is  the  real  conservator  of 
the  laws.  Thus,  the  Adirondack  hunter,  who  is 
in  a  great  measure  dependent  upon  the  forest  for 
his  subsistence,  thinks  it  a  hardship  that  he  is 
made  to  suffer  for  the  sins  of  reckless  deer-slay¬ 
ers  ;  and  while  he  does  not  hesitate  himself  to 
shoot  deer  out  of  season  to  supply  his  necessities, 
it'is  seldom  that  he  can  be  found  the  ready  abet¬ 
tor  of  pseudo-sportsmen.  He  will,  indeed,  ac¬ 
company  them  on  hunting  excursions,  and,  to 
all  appearances,  assist  them  in  their  endeavors ; 
but  if  the  sportsman  be  a  novice  or  unskillful, 
it  is  seldom  that  he  will  have  the  satisfaction 
of  filling  his  bag.  There  are  a  thousand  little 
tricks  of  the  craft  which  the  guide  will  employ 
to  save  the  life  of  the  deer,  while  apparently 
acting  in  good  faith  toward  his  employer.  If 
this  is  news  to  any  frequenter  of  the  Adiion- 
dacks,  let  him  put  it  in  his  pipe  and  smoke  it  in 
lieu  of  killikinnick. 

That  evening  the  members  of  the  Club  saun¬ 
tered  down  to  the  guide  house,  where  they  en¬ 
countered  a  delegation  of  those  forest  rangers. 
Said  rangers  had  understood  that  the  gentle¬ 
men  were  going  “in,”  and  wanted  guides.  Said 
rangers  were  hirsute,  swarthy,  raw-honed,  iron- 
ribbed,  and  looked  as  though  they  might  exist 
in  regions  where  none  but  creatures  with  gum- 
elastic  souls  could  counterfeit  even  a  respecta- 
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ble  appearance  of  life.  There  were  guides 
of  all  sizes,  ages,  nations,  and  degrees :  lazy 
guides,  witty  guides,  talkative  guides,  low-bred 
guides,  bragging  guides,  silent  guides,  bad 
guides,  good  guides,  independent  guides,  hotel 
guides,  sober  guides,  thirsty  guides,  gray-haired 
guides,  carroty  -  haired  guides,  bald-headed 
guides,  cross-grained  guides,  guides  well  rec¬ 
ommended  and  guides  without  a  character — 
Frenchmen,  Yankees,  Irish,  and  Indians.  All 
offered  their  services,  and  were  ready  to  go  any 
where,  any  how,  and  at  any  time ;  they  were 
ready  to  tramp  it,  to  pack  it,  to  boat  it,  to  rough 
it,  to  take  it  easy,  and  to  take  it  “straight;” 
they  knew  all  the  best  camping,  hunting,  and 
fishing  grounds,  and  had  been  there  before ; 
they  knew  their  way  into  any  part  of  the  Wil¬ 
derness,  and  they  knew  their  way  back.  The 
Club  was  just  on  the  point  of  making  its  se¬ 
lection,  when  it  was  startled  by  the  unmis¬ 
takable  voice  of  its  worthy  president  upon 
the  landing  below.  The  guides  recognized  it 
too. 

“  Hallo !  the  professor  is  back,”  they  said. 

“If  there  isn’t  old  Fudge,  you  may  shoot 
me!”  cried  Tipsy. 

There  was  a  rush  for  the  landing.  The  Club 
fell  into  the  arms  of  Fudge.  Fudge  fell  into 
the  arms  of  the  Club.  It  was  an  affecting 
meeting.  The  Club  was  surprised  to  see  the 
professor  then  and  there.  Was  he  just  going 
in?  Would  he  accompany  it  on  its  excursion 
to  the  Raqtiette  ?  No !  the  professor  had  just 
returned  from  a  grand  tour  of  the  lakes.  He 
had  been  out  four  weeks. 

“I  had  expected  you  in  sooner,”  he  said, 
“and  should  have  been  pleased  to  join  you  at 
that  time.  The  fact  is,  my  friends,  the  best  of 
the  season  is  over.  Trolling  for  lake  trout  is 
done  with.  The  speckled  trout  don’t  rise  much 
to  the  fly.  You  are  now  betwixt  hay  and  grass, 
so  to  speak.  In  two  or  three  weeks  more  the 
trout  will  gather  around  the  spring  holes  and 
mouths  of  cold  brooks.  Then  they  will  take 
the  fly  freely,  and  you  will  enjoy  good  sport. 
You  may  also  take  some  lake  trout,  still-baiting, 
with  ten-fathom  lines  ;  but,  for  my  part,  I  had 
as  lief  drag  the  East  River  for  dead  bodies  as 
to  haul  fish  in  by  main  strength  in  that  fashion. 
My  time  for  trouting  is  always  in  the  spring, 
not  later  than  June.  The  trout  are  in  best  con¬ 
dition  then,  and  fair  game.  This  fishing  in 
spring  holes  is  small  business,  in  my  opinion.” 

“But,  professor,  this  is  the  very  time  of  the 
year  that  Murray’s  book  recommends  sportsmen 
to  come,  and  he  cracks  up  spring-hole  fishing, 
too.” 

“Perhaps  he  is  a  spring -hole  fisherman. 
For  my  part,  I  regard  it  as  a  kind  of  slaughter 
— a  soi’t  of  ichthycide  in  the  third  degree.  The 
fish  really  don’t  have  a  fair  chance.  Nature 
teaches  them  to  swarm  in  those  localities  most 
suitable  for  spawning  beds.  You  know  they  are 
there,  and  you  have  only  to  go  and  take  them. 
They  come  to  your  hand  just  as  a  dog  is  tempted 
by  the  love  of  a  bone.  In  the  spring  they  are 


scattered  about  all  over  the  lakes  and  streams, 
and  it  is  then  that  your  knowledge  of  the  habits 
of  the  fish — your  science  as  an  angler — avails 
you.  To  take  the  beauties  then  is  the  essence 
of  sport.” 

“  Shall  we  get  no  fishing,  then  ?” 

“  Oh  yes,  my  friends,  lots  of  fishing.  As  a 
rule,  the  more  fishing  the  less  fish.” 

“About  the  flies,  professor — are  they  very 
bad  ?” 

“  Never  saw  them  worse  in  my  life  than  the}' 
are  at  this  minute.  But  this  is  an  exceptional 
season.  They  hang  on  late.  One  thing  you 
may  depend  upon — you  never  can  enjoy  the 
perfection  of  fly-fishing  unless  you  endure  the 
torment  of  black  flies  ;  that  is,  indeed,  except¬ 
ing  you  go  in  the  early  spring,  and  then  the 
weather  is  too  cold  for  comfort.” 

“  So  you  really  decide  not  to  accompany  us  ?” 

“My  friends,”  said  the  professor,  “if  you 
always  carry  a  baby  it  will  never  learn  to  walk. 
It  is  best  that  you  should  go  alone.  Practice 
and  experience  are  the  best  teachers.  Besides, 
I  have  told  you  already  that  you  are  too  late 
for  me.  However,  I  will  furnish  you  an  ex¬ 
cellent  substitute.  Here  is  old  Uncle  Steve. 
He  is  the  Nestor  of  all  the  guides.  You  can 
depend  implicitly  upon  him.” 

Late  the  following  morning  the  Club  bade 
adieu  to  old  Fudge,  and  started  on  its  tour 
of  the  lakes.  Uncle  Steve  prepared  the  out¬ 
fit,  which  was  light,  since  it  was  decided  not  to 
camp  out  much  on  account  of  the  flies.  (The 
distance’s  can  be  so  arranged  that  one  can  find 
comfortable  lodgings  in  a  sporting-house,  pro¬ 
vided  they  are  not  overcrowded.)  The  fleet 
comprised  three  boats — one  large  one  cariying 
Uncle  Steve,  the  doctor,  and  Tipstaff,  and  two 
lighter  ones  for  Nugget  and  Musquash,  with 
their  guides.  The  Adirondack  boats  are  sel¬ 
dom  adapted  for  more  than  two  persons,  as 
they  require  to  be  built  as  light  as  possible  that 
the  guides  may  back  them  the  easier  over  the 
“  carries.” 

By  common  consent  Tipsy  was  made  quar¬ 
termaster  of  the  expedition.  “A  quartermas¬ 
ter,”  says  Tipsy,  “  is  a  ration-a[  being  who  keeps 
a  quarter  for  himself  and  gives  the  balance  to 
the  rank  and  file.”  He  took  it  in  charge  to 
cany  the  liquor  for  the  whole  company,  “so  as 
to  keep  the  party  together,  lest  they  should  be¬ 
come  separated  and  get  lost.”  It  was  pleasant 
to  watch  the  departure  of  the  little  flotilla,  with 
its  chief  officer  at  the  helm  of  the  flag-ship  ar¬ 
rayed  in  the  full  “  pomp  and  penelope”  of  his 
official  station.  Gayly  they  traversed  the  ex¬ 
panse  of  the  lake,  and  then  disappeared  around 
a  turn  of  the  outlet.  A  tortuous  but  romantic 
passage  led  them  into  a  second  lake,  and  anon 
into  a  third,  studded  with  islands  and  flanked 
by  blue  mountains.  Here  was  a  wilderness  in 
all  its  primitive  grandeur  and  solitude.  Broods 
of  young  ducks  started  up  betimes  from  the  shel¬ 
tering  alders  that  fringed  the  shores.  King¬ 
fishers  rattled  out  their  screams  of  defiance 
from  the  stark  branches  of  dead  pines.  Loons 
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piped  in  the  distance.  Occasionally  the  tawny 
outline  of  a  deer  could  be  detected  on  the  shad¬ 
owy  shores.  The  Club  could  not  repress  its  de¬ 
light  with  the  constantly  shifting  panorama. 

In  due  time  Uncle  Steve  headed  the  fleet  for 
the  land,  and  ran  up  on  the  beach.  A  hirsute 
and  shaggy  being  emerged  from  the  bush,  and 
approached.  He  moved  his  hands  and  arms 
wildly,  as  if  making  signs.  The  Club  showed 
symptoms  of  alarm,  and  seemed  inclined  to  fall 
back  upon  its  quartermaster  to  keep  up  its 
spirits.  It  took  the  strange  being  for  some 
Robinson  Crusoe,  or  wild  man  of  the  woods. 
Its  courage  partially  returned,  however,  when 
it  discovered  that  he  was  only  brushing  away 
flies  and  mosquitoes  ;  and  when  Uncle  Steve 
introduced  him  as  old  Moses  San  Germong, 
it  was  fully  reassured.  *  At  first  the  old  fel¬ 
low  didn’t  seem  to  recognize  any  of  the  Club, 
but  when  Tipsy  drew  the  cork  of  his  whisky- 
flask,  he  showed  signs  of  intelligence.  The 
Club  learned  that  St.  Germain — which  was  his 
real  name  —  was  to  haul  its  boats  over  the 
“carry.”  He  was  to  be  its  Moses  to  guide 
it  through  the  Wilderness.  He  was  the  Cha¬ 
ron  to  ferry  it  over  the  Sticks  on  dry  land. 
The  distance  was  a  mile  and  a  half,  and  the 
way  was  rough  —  now  rising  a  steep  knoll, 
anon  dropping  into  a  gully,  leading  through 


bogs  and  quagmires,  and  across  rotten  sticks 
and  decayed  logs,  obstructed  by  underbrush 
and  overarched  by  sombre  pines.  Such  are 
“  carries”  generally.  The  sled  could  haul  only 
one  boat  at  once,  and  consequently,  by  the  time 
all  were  over,  and  launched  upon  “  Big  Clear 
Pond”  (the  next  lake),  the  Club  was  quite  ready 
to  proceed.  The  flies  had  drunken  and  made 
mei’ry  at  the  expense  of  their  best  blood.  Their 
patent  mosquito  nets  proved  worse  than  use¬ 
less,  and  were  voted  a  humbug.  The  Club 
looked,  collectively,  as  though  it  had  the  mea¬ 
sles.  At  the  outlet  of  Big  Clear  the  route  for 
two  miles  lay  through  a  flooded  tract  that  bris¬ 
tled  with  more  stumps  than  a  cricket  ground, 
with  a  channel  so  narrow  and  tortuous  that, 
when  they  rounded  a  short  turn,  one  might 
jump  from  the  bow  of  the  boat  into  the  stern. 
Then  they  crossed  a  short  “carry,”  amidst 
clouds  of  mosquitoes  and  flies,  and  descended  a 
miserable,  narrow  stream,  called  “Ramshorn 
Creek,  ”  a  ram’s  horn  so  crooked  that,  if  the  Is¬ 
raelites  had  had  the  like  at  Jericho,  they  would 
have  needed  to  go  round  the  city  but  once  to 
make  it  tumble  from  sheer  vertigo.  Thence 
they  passed  into  the  broad  and  beautiful  waters 
of  the  Upper  Saranac — immortalized  by  artists 
and  poets — and  thence  to  Bartlett’s,  a  good  ho¬ 
tel,  where  they  rested  for  the  night.  The  next 
day’s  journey  comprised  a  three-mile  “carry” 
through  a  venerable  maple  forest,  and  a  dash¬ 
ing  race  down  the  darksome  channel  of  the  riv¬ 
er  Raquette.  It  was  a  refreshing  journey,  free 
from  all  molestation  of  mosquitoes,  protected 
from  the  summer  sun  by  an  overarching  cano¬ 
py  of  maples  and  evergreens,  and  redolent  with 
the  sweet  odors  of  balsams  and  pines.  No 
traces  of  man’s  presence  or  handiwork  were 
visible  here,  save  when  a  sporting  party  hove  in 
sight.  Vegetation  grew  rank  and  tangled. 
Savages  and  wild  beasts  might  have  lurked  in 
the  thickets  secure  from  closest  obseiwation. 
Once  Uncle  Steve  paused,  and  pointed  to  a 
prone  hemlock  that  protruded  from  an  alder 
copse,  like  a  gun  from  a  masked  battery,  and 
extended  its  gaunt  length  one-third  across  the 
stream,  casting  a  black  shadow  into  the  depth. 
“There,  do  you  see  that  log?  I  was  passing 
just  here  two  years  ago  last  fall,  and  happened 
to  look  at  that  log.  It  looked  kinder  queer, 
like  as  if  it  was  covered  with  brown  moss.  But 
it  warn’t  moss,  by  a  darn  sight !  You  can  bet 
I  scooted  away  from  that  log  as  fast  as  I  could, 
and  drifted  down  stream.  J ust  there  was  an  old 
he  panther^  ten  foot  long,  lying  flat  on  his  belly, 
waiting  to  drop  on  the  backs  of  the  deer  that 
come  down  the  run  to  the  bank  of  the  river ! 
I  hadn’t  no  gun,  nor  didn’t  need  any  (though 
I’d  have  liked  to  kill  the  critter),  for  the  min¬ 
ute  the  varmint  found  I  seed  him,  he  slinked 
back  down  the  log,  and  giving  a  jump  clean  over 
them  alder-bushes,  dove  out  of  sight  into  the 
woods.” 

The  narrative  shortened  the  breath  of  the  in¬ 
terested  listeners,  who  were  sensibly  relieved  to 
learn  that  such  highwaymen  of  the  woods  were 
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seldom  seen  nowadays.  The 
next  noteworthy  incident  occurred 
while  the  party  halted  for  lunch 
at  the  mouth  of  a  cold  brook.  A 
boat  came  jauntily  down  the 
stream.  There  was  nothing  re¬ 
markable  about  the  boat  itself ; 
but  it  was  loaded  deeply  with  two 
large  chests  and  several  bales  of 
canvas,  probably  tents,  besides  a 
miscellaneous  collection  of  cook¬ 
ing  utensils,  guns,  and  rods.  In 
the  stern  was  a  figure,  upright, 
with  skull-cap,  eye-glass,  mutton- 
chop  whiskers,  snuff-colored  sport¬ 
ing.  suit,  and  kids.  The  figure 
moved  neither  to  right  nor  left, 
but  drew  a  basilisk  focus  full  on 
the  Club  with  its  eye-glass,  and 
eyed  it  intently  as  it  passed. 

The  Club  saluted  with  the  greet¬ 
ings  customary  under  the  circum¬ 
stances,  but  it  spoke  never  a  word. 

Only  when  it  apparently  became 
satisfied  that  the  Club  didn’t  owe 
it  any  thing,  and  was  otherwise 
beneath  its  notice,  did  it  avert  its 
supercilious  gaze.  This  figure  was 
an  English  tourist  “  doing”  the 
Adirondacks  !  Such  curiosities 
are  occasionally,  though  seldom, 
seen,  as  Uncle  Steve  said  of  the 
panther.  This  cavalier  treatment 
hurt  the  Club’s  feelings  so  that 
it  couldn’t  eat! 

After  this  they  pulled  down 
the  river  to  Setting-Pole  Rapids — 
a  romantic  stretch  of  framing  wa¬ 
ter — where  they  caught  some  fine  trout  with 
bait.  Then  they  retraced  their  steps  as  far  as 
Big  Tupper  Lake,  which  they  had  passed  on 
their  way  down.  There  are  several  houses 
near  the  outlet  of  Big  Tupper,  two  or  three 
of  which  are  kept  as  hotels  for  sportsmen. 
These  happening  to  be  filled,  the  Club  had  to 
camp  out  for  the  night.  It  was  its  first  ex- 
jrerience,  and  it  was  naturally  a  little  nerv¬ 
ous.  The  first  alarm  was  shortly  after  dark. 
Tipsy  had  some  fine  old  Scotch  ale  put  up  in 
stone  bottles.  The  bottles  were  in  a  rubber 
bag,  and  the  bag  was  in  the  stern  of  the  boat. 
Uncle  Steve  volunteered  to  go  for  the  beer, 
and  straightway  disappeared  in  the  darkness. 
While  he  was  gone,  the  Club  became  absorbed 
in  a  game  of  euchre.  The  sexton  had  won  two 
games,  and  was  in  the  act  of  turning  trumps, 
when  a  series  of  loud  reports,  close  at  hand, 
startled  the  party  to  their  feet.  Groans  fol¬ 
lowed. 

“Injuns!”  shouted  the  doctor,  and  seized 
his  gun. 

All  seized  weapons  and  rushed  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  the  sound.  Presently  they  came 
upon  the  prostrate  body  of  Uncle  Steve. 
Close  at  hand  lay  the  bag,  boiling  over  with 
froth.  The  sexton  hastily  took  position  be¬ 
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side  the  heer,  ready  to  extend  his  professional 
services. 

“  Help !”  cried  Uncle  Steve. 

“What’s  the  matter?” 

“Darned  if  I  know!”  murmured  the  suffer¬ 
er,  faintly,  as  he  recovered  his  pins.  An  ex¬ 
amination  solved  the  mystery.  All  the  bottles 
had  burst  with  one  grand  simultaneous  explo¬ 
sion  !  The  weather  being  warm,  and  the  road 
somewhat  rough,  the  beer  had  worked.  Tlie 
bag  was  air-tight  and  slung  over  Steve’s  back ; 
hence  the  concussion  was  tremendous,  and  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  violent  fit  of  nervous  prostration. 
The  Joss  of  the  ale,  under  the  circumstances, 
was  irremediable  ;  it  was  disheartening.  Whis¬ 
ky  was  the  only  substitute  the  commissariat 
afforded — the  only  consolation  at  hand  to  re¬ 
vive  their  downcast  spirits.  So  they  kindled 
the  camp-fire  into  a  ruddy  blaze,  heated  water, 
and  made  hot  slings,  with  which  they  com¬ 
forted  the  inner  man.  Their  pipes  were  pro¬ 
duced  and  lighted,  and  while  they  drank  inspi¬ 
ration  from  the  weed  and  grain.  Tipsy  sang  this 
ptean  in  praise  of  Bacchus,  the  mellow  deity : 

“Talk  not  to  me  of  temperance  joys, 

Nor  of  teetotal  vows — 

I  drink  a  drink  that’s  tit  for  gods, 

Which  common-sense  allows. 


And  he  who  would  not  drink  with  me 
Is  sure  a  senseless  noddy; 

For  oh !  true  rapture’s  only  found 
In  drinking  Whisky  Toddy. 

“It  oils  the  hinges  of  the  tongue; 

To  fancy  gives  the  rein; 

From  it  the  noblest  thoughts  have  sprung; 

It  soothes  the  lover’s  pain ; 

It  throws  a  glow  o’er  every  sense ; 

It  cheers  and  warms  the  body; 

He’s  wrapping  flannel  round  his  heart 
Who  drinks  of  Whisky  Toddy !” 

By  this  time  the  bibulous  bard  had  become 
so  exhilarated  by  the  combined  influence  of 
the  whisky  and  the  “divine  afflatus”  that  he 
was  ready  to  head  a  scouting  expedition  to 
the  neighboring  houses  and  camps.  He  failed, 
however,  to  muster  any  recruits.  The  Club 
declined  peremptorily,  and  so  he  departed  solus. 
Toward  midnight  the  Club,  whose  senses  were 
keenly  on  the  qrd  vive,  was  aroused  from  its 
fitful  slumbers  by  strange  noises  in  the  adja¬ 
cent  underbrush.  They  were  something  un¬ 
earthly — a  combination  of  groans,  coughs,  yelps, 
and  sneezes,  followed  by  hissing  sounds  like 
steam  escaping.  The  doctor,  who  had  been 
reading  “  Murray,”  bethought  him  of  the  ghost 
of  “Phantom  Falls.”  The  sexton,  speaking 
from  experience,  maintained  that  ghosts  were 
noiseless.  Musquash  suggested  owls.  “Is 
it,”  said  he, 

“  ‘  The  moody  owl  that  shrieks  ? 

Or  is  it  that  sound  betwixt  laughter  and  scream, 
The  voice  of  the  demon  that  haunts  the  stream?’’’ 

“It  may  be  panthers,”  hinted  the  sexton. 
“Let  us  awaken  the  guides.” 


“No,  not  yet,”  said  Musquash.  “Let  us 
see  what  we  can  do  first  ourselves.  ‘  Murray’ 
says,  you  know,  that  ‘  a  stick,  piece  of  bark,  or 
tin  plate  shied  in  the  direction  of  the  noise,  will 
scatter  them  like  cats.’  I’ll  show  you  the  pas¬ 
sage  in  the  morning.  Now  let’s  have  at  them, 
boys!”  ' 

This  advice  was  immediately  followed.  A 
volley  of  old  boots,  tin  plates,  empty  bottles, 
and  chunks  of  wood  went  crashing  into  the 
brush.  A  moment  of  silence  followed,  and 
then  the  sounds  were  repeated  again.  The 
commotion  had  now  aroused  the  guides,  who 
seized  some  pieces  of  blazing  bark  and  boldly 
advanced.  The  object  of  their  consternation 
and  search  was  soon  discovered.  It  was  only 
poor  Tipsy,  their  comrade,  all  unconscious,  and 
wrapped  in  sonorous  slumbers  ! 

....  Just  here  the  record  of  the  Club  becomes 
somewhat  misty :  nor  does  it  appear  to  have 
been  subsequently  kept  with  that  nice  regard 
for  dates  and  coherent  narrative  that  charac¬ 
terized  it  at  first.  It  is  made  up  mainly  of  per¬ 
sonal  incidents  and  comments  of  little  interest 
to  any  but  the  Club.  It  seems  that  it  fol¬ 
lowed  the  route  usually  taken  by  the  most 
enthusiastic  of  tourists,  visiting  all  the  large 
lakes  and  streams  on  its  way  to  Eaquette.  It 
ascended  exceeding  high  mountains  and  sur¬ 
veyed  the  illimitable  panorama  of  sky-splitting 
peaks  and  deeply  embosomed  lakes.  It  pen¬ 
etrated  forbidden  fastnesses  and  stiri-ed  up  the 
old  hermits  that  had  hoped  to  find  eternal  se¬ 
clusion  from  the  eyes  of  men.  It  left  newspa¬ 
pers  at  Stony  Brook  stuck  up  in  a  crotch  near 
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the  spring  where  old  Calkins  came  down  to 
drink,  that  he  might  know  the  war  was  over 
and  Grant  elected  President.  It  visited  Grave’s 
Lodge  on  Big  Tapper  Lake,  where  it  found  all 
the  little  nick-nacks  of  civilization.  It  caught 
hig  trout  at  the  foot  of  Bog  Eiver  Falls,  fight¬ 
ing  flies  meanwhile,  whose  voracity  and  persist¬ 
ency  not  all  the  smudges  and  tar-and-oil  pre¬ 
ventives  could  diminish  or  disperse.  It  ex¬ 
amined  the  traces  of  the  old  military  bridge  of 
Revolutionary  days,  which  was  thrown  across 
the  Raquette  near  the  head  of  Long  Lake- — 
Long  Lake,  magnificent  in  its  broad  expanse 
of  water  and  the  ever-changing  outline  of  its 
shores.  It  visited  the  picturescpie  camps  of 
ardent  sportsmen,  whose  snowy  canvas  tents  at 
times  relieved  the  solitude  of  the  wilderness  re¬ 
treats.  It  partook  of  the  famous  pancakes  which 
Mother  Johnson  prepares  at  Raquette  Falls  for 
the  delectation  of  her  guests,  and  took  “plane 
board”  in  the  carpenter  shop  of  Uncle  Palmer. 
Not  a  single  place  recommended  by  “Mur¬ 
ray”  or  suggested  by  its  attentive  guides  was 
omitted. 

At  Raquette  Lake  the  Club  found  numer¬ 
ous  camps.  One,  more  pretentious  than  the 
rest,  attracted  its  attention.  It  was  built  of 
boards,  and  thatched  with  split  shingles.  It 
wore  an  air  of  domestic  comfort  not  usually 
found  in  bachelor  quarters.  Besides,  there 
were  certain  nondescript  garments  of  flimsy 
texture  hung  on  the  neighboring  bushes,  that 
betokened  the  indubitable  presence  of  females. 
Bouquets  and  wreaths  of  flowers  adorned  the 
gables  of  the  shanty.  When  the  Club  ap¬ 


proached  it  was  met  by  a  jolly,  sun -burnt 
sportsman,  whose  weight  might  have  been  one 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  avoirdupois.  The 
stranger  started  in  perceptible  surprise. 

“Well,  now,  I  swear  to  thunder,”  said  he, 
“if  this  ain’t  cute !  Who’d  ’a  expected  to  have 
seen  you  here  ?  Don’t  you  know  me  ?  Why, 
I’m  the  thin,  consumptive  cuss  that  you  said 
was  going  to  come  out  of  the  little  eend  of  the 
horn !  ’Twould  take  a  pretty  good  sized  horn 
now,  I  guess.  But  come  in.  Here’s  our  old 
friend,  the  katydid.” 

There,  indeed,  stood  the  fair  little  corre¬ 
spondent  of  the  Lively  Midge,  with  her  dear 
little  arms  up  to  the  elbows  in  flour. 

“You  are  just  the  person  I  wish  to  see,” 
she  said  to  Tipstaff,  when  she  had  saluted  the 
rest  of  the  party.  “All  of  our  company  have 
gone  off  after  berries  for  my  pies  ;  and  just  as 
soon  as  I  have  mixed  this  dough  I  shall  want 
you  to  go  with  me  to  gather  pond-lilies — for 
we  are  to  have  a  little  spree  to-night.  Now 
you  will,  won’t  you  ?  That’s  a  good  ducky !” 

Tipsy  was  embarrassed.  He  had  seen  very 
little  female  company  for  the  last  three  weeks, 
and  the  sensation  was  altogether  novel.  How¬ 
ever,  he  held  himself  in  readiness;  and  pres¬ 
ently  a  lithe  little  figure,  in  short  frock  and 
Bloomer  trowsers,  with  a  soft  felt  hat  thrust 
jauntily  over  her  tresses,  and  a  tin  cup  strapped 
around  her  waist,  tripped  down  to  the  cockle¬ 
shell  of  a  boat  that  waited  for  them. 

“Now,  Mr.  Tipstaff,  I  want  you  to  pull  me 
right  across  to  yonder  little  cove  that  you  see 
by  that  big  rock.  We  ought  to  go  over  in  two 
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minutes.”  And  the  sylph  seated  herself  grace¬ 
fully  in  the  stern,  without  any  undue  flourish 
of  petticoats  or  tiresome  adjusting  of  folds. 

Tipsy  blushed  crimson.  He  was  ashamed 
to  confess  that  he  didn’t  know  how  to  row. 

“  Oh,  never  mind!  Take  my  seat,  and  I’ll 
pull  you  over.  You  shall  be  the  rudder,  and 
I’ll  be  the  compass.  Won’t  that  be  jolly? 
Now  steer,  and  keep  your  eye  steadily  on  me." 

What  a  fix  for  a  sensitive  young  bachelor! 
Tipsy  never  knew  exactly  how  he  got  over  the 
lake,  nor  how  they  ever  managed  to  find  such 
a  boat-load  of  pond-lilies.  It  must  have  taken 
a  long  time  to  gather  them. 

The  record  abruptly  ends  here.  The  siren 
enticed  the  original  memorialist  away  into 
some  forest  recess,  and  it  is  quite  possible  that 
he  is  hopelessly  lost.  No  mention  is  subse¬ 
quently  made  of  him.  There  is,  however,  a 
supplementary  chapter  in  a  difterent  handwrit¬ 
ing.  It  purports  to  give  the  proceedings  of 
the  last  meeting  of  the  Eaquette  Club,  and  is 
dated  at  Eaquette  Lake,  August  1. 

The  sexton  offered  a  resolution  to  dissolve 
the  Club  then  and  there — that  it  adjourn  sine 
die,  and  bequeath  all  its  accoutrements  and 
paraphernalia  to  old  Eudge,  its  founder. 

“I  find,”  he  said,  “that  I  have  no  taste  for 
these  things.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  offi¬ 


ciate  at  one  first-class  funeral  than  catch  all 
the  trout  in  the  Adirondacks.  One  can  occu¬ 
py  his  time  to  advantage  in  my  business.  If 
he  can’t  do  better,  he  can  learn  the  dead  lan¬ 
guages,  and  study  Latin  off  of  old  tombstones.” 

The  doctor  remarked  that  camp  life  was  like 
every  thing  else.  It  was  no  doubt  very  well  for 
those  who  liked  it  and  understood  it.  “But,” 
said  he,  “it  don’t  seem  to  agree  with  me.  I 
don’t  see  that  eating  fish,  and  making  perpetu¬ 
al  Lent  and  Friday  of  one’s  existence,  is  a-going 
to  help  one’s  brains.  Besides,  here  I've  broken 
fifty  dollars’  worth  of  rods  and  tackle,  cau’ght 
no  trout,  swallowed  a  peck  of  dirt  and  ashes  in 
this  savage  mode  of  cooking  and  eating,  and 
been  devoured  by  flies  and  all  manner  of  in¬ 
sects.  Look  at  my  ears  now;  if  they  swell 
much  larger  I  shall  begin  to  think  I  made  an 
ass  of  myself  by  coming  into  the  woods  at 
all!” 

Musquash  remarked  :  “  I’ve  followed  ‘  Mur¬ 
ray’  implicitly,  and  here’s  the  result.  You  know 
what  the  Scripture  saith  —  ‘If  the  blind  lead 
the  blind,  both  shall  fall  into  the  ditch  togeth¬ 
er.’  And  HERE  WE  AEE !  I  move  wc  adjoum. 

I  want  to  go  home !  ” 

Carried  unanimously. 

The  historian  has  now  got  to  the  end  of  his 
tale.  What  will  he  do  with  it  ? 
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CANTERBURY.— I. 

Before  making  a  modern  pilgrimage  to 
Canterbury,  the  pilgrim  will  do  well  to  vis¬ 
it  the  old  Tabard  inn,  two  minutes’  walk  from 
the  Southwark  end  of  London  Bridge,  where 
Chaucer  and  his  jolly  comrades  gathered  for  a 
similar  expedition  five  hundred  years  ago.  But 
he  who  has  read  that  gem  of  American  humor, 
Hawthorne’s  “  Celestial  Railway,”  will  be  im¬ 
pressed  by  the  fact  that  Mr.  Smooth-it-away 
and  his  fellow-directors,  who  bridged  the  Slough 
of  Despond,  and  tunneled  the  Hill  Difficulty, 
have  been  hard  at  work  in  providing  swift  trains 
to  take  one  in  an  hour  or  two  along  the  road 
over  which  the  Canterbury  pilgrims  once  jogged 
on  their  two  days’  journey.  Just  across  the 
river  he  will  see  the  grand  arch  of  the  Cannon 
Street  Station,  he  will  pass  by  that  of  London 
Bridge,  and  under  one  of  the  viaducts  that  bear 
the  trains  over  the  house-tops,  and,  when  he 
turns  in  from  High  Street  to  see  the  ancient 
Tabard,  he  will  find  nearly  all  of  it  transformed 
into  a  railway  office.  The  old  inn  is  still,  how¬ 
ever,  partly  an  inn.  The  tap-room  is  in  an  an- 


[Note.  — The  writer  of  “South-Coast  Sannterings 
in  England”  regrets  that  he  has  been  misled,  hy  a 
very  circumstantial  account  with  which  he  met,  into 
stating,  in  a  former  article,  that  Mr.  Carlyle  is  in  receipt 
of  a  pension  from  the  English  government.  Such,  he 
is  now  assured,  is  not  the  case.] 


cient  house  connected  with  it ;  and  the  Tabard 
proper  is  divided  up  into  dismal  chambers  con¬ 
taining  beds,  which  are  let  out  to  drovers  and 
marketers  at  one  shilling  per  night.  A  great 
fire  which  occurred  in  the  neighborhood  in 
1676,  only  stayed  by  blowing  up  six  hundred 
houses,  destroyed,  some  say,  the  inn  of  Chau¬ 
cer’s  time ;  other  authorities  maintain  that  it 
kindly  spared  this  one  hostelry,  so  that  we  have 
it  about  as  it  was  in  Chaucer’s  time.  I  can 
not  decide  ;  the  antiquity  of  the  present  build¬ 
ing  is  certainly  very  great.  The  large  tap-room 
in  which  the  pilgrims,  if  the  last-named  opinion 
be  true,  enjoyed  their  “  ’alf-and-’alf”  of  ale  and 
piety,  is  now  divided  by  a  partition,  making  two 
bedrooms,  in  which  the  hard -worked  rustics 
sleep,  no  doubt  without  many  dreams  of  the 
queer  old  stories  haunting  every  niche  around 
them.  The  ancient  host,  the  immortal  “Har¬ 
ry  Bailly,  ”  is  at  present  succeeded  by  an  affa¬ 
ble  young  man,  William  Stevens  by  name,  who 
is  very  proud  of  the  antiquity  of  his  place,  and 
has  even,  I  believe,  ventured  to  disturb  the 
minds  of  his  present  customers  by  restoring  the 
name  “Tabard,”  in  place  of  “Talbot,”  the 
name  by  which  it  has  been  known  these  two 
centuries.  The  original  Tabard  signified  the 
stately,  sleeveless  coat  of  that  name  worn  by 
noblemen  in  early  days,  afterward  by  heralds 
as  a  kind  of  livery,  and  which  has  now  disap- 
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peared.  Talbot  is  a  dog.  Until  about  twenty 
years  ago  there  was  an  old  sign  on  the  house 
inscribed,  “  This  is  the  Inne  where  Sir  Jeffry 
Chaucer  and  the  nine-and-twenty  pilgrims  lay 
in  their  journey  to  Canterbury,  anno  1383.” 
There  is  still  over  it  all  that  remains  of  a  large 
sign-board  which  once  bore  a  painting  of  the 
pilgrims  setting  out  on  their  journey,  the  work 
of  Blake.  There  is  an  old  etching  on  copper 
of  this  painting,  which  I  have  seen.  It  is  full 
of  spirit  and  character.  On  the  board  strong 
imaginations  still  trace  out  some  of  the  fig¬ 
ures.  I  could  only  see  the  head  of  a  horse, 
a  big  tankard  tilted  up  to  a  mouth,  and  the 
head  and  part  of  the  d^colkte  bust  of  the  Wife 
of  Bath,  who,  after  her  five  husbands,  was  evi¬ 
dently  regarded  by  Blake  as  ready  to  take  .the 
sixth. 

In  the  tap-room,  where  I  stopped  a  while, 
there  was  a  collection  of  eight  or  ten  men  and 
one  woman,  all  of  the  rough  and  poor  kind,  who 
were  engaged  in  eating  their  mid-day  cheese 
and  drinking  beer.  The  woman  had  a  bruised 
eye,  probably  received  from  the  low-browed  fel¬ 
low  by  whose  side  she  sat  silently  as  he  devoured 
some  sausages.  The  interest  of  the  company 
seemed  more  or  less  absorbed  in  a  hot  disputa¬ 
tion  going  on  between  a  low,  thick-set,  gray¬ 
haired  fellow  in  his  shirt-sleeves  and  a  vehement, 
black-bearded  working-man,  on  the  existence 
of  a  God.  “Men  may  go  on,  and  go  on,”  ex¬ 
claimed  the  latter,  “saying  what  they  please 
’bout  blievin’  this  an’  blievin’  thet ;  but  wat’s 
the  fust  thing  a  man  says  wen  ’e  gets  flat  ’n  ’is 
back  ’ith  illness  ’n  pain?  Wat’s  ’e  call  out 
thenf'  “Lord  ’eve  mussy  upon  me!”  chimed 
in  a  sympathizer.  “You  may  well  say  thet,” 
continued  the  speaker,  pointing  the  statement  by 
cramming  his  mouth  full  of  a  dark-looking  sub¬ 
stance  which  he  seemed  to  enjoy.  “But  ” re¬ 
turned  the  atheist,  seizing  on  one  of  the  few  op¬ 
portunities  allowed  him  by  the  occasional  spiking 
of  his  antagonist’s  mouth  with  food— “  but  wut 
Td  like  to  know  is  why,  ef  ther’s  a  God,  why  does 
he  let  a  feller  fall  flat  of  ’is  back  ’ith  all  sorts  of 


pains?  ‘^Thets  wut  none  ov  us  knows  no¬ 
thin’  ’t  all  about.  But  wen  a  man  is  taken 
down  a-groanin’  ’e’s  sure  to  call  on  God  to  help 
him.”  “  Yes,  an’  he  may  call  an’  call,”  sneered 
the  old  infidel,  walking  over  to  the  fire,  and 
squaring  his  back  to  it ;  “  but  ’is  rheumatiz  will 
go  on  fur  all  that,  least  the  doctor  kin  cure  ’im.” 
“Hi  don’t  blieve,”  retorted  the  other,  “as  ’ow 
Godamity  sends  all  the  hevil  things  a-goin’  on 
in  this  ’ere  hearth.  Hi  don’t  blieve  ’e  sends  a 
man  ’ere  to  commit  murder  an’  get  ’anged  furt.” 
“Must  be  a  bad  lot  ef  ’e  does!”  called  out  a 
youth  from  the  further  end  of  the  room.  “And 
yet,” rejoined  the  remorseless  skeptic,  “doesn’t 
the  Bible  say  God  hardened  Pharaoh’s  heart  ?” 
The  theist  was  somewhat  staggered  by  this,  hav¬ 
ing,  I  inferred,  originally  taken  his  stand  on  the 
Bible.  He  fought  shy  of  the  question  raised, 
and  returned  to  his  allegation  that  all  men  called 
on  God  when  they  were  in  trouble.  I  left  him 
fighting  it  out  on  that  line,  and  went  to  explore 


the  old  inn,  thinking  what  the  ghosts  of  the  old 
pilgrims,  who  journeyed  to  have  their  aches 
healed  at  the  shrine  of  St.  Thomas  of  Canter¬ 
bury,  must,  if  they  haunt  the  Tabard,  think  of 
the  discussions  which  have  taken  the  place  of 
their  pious  tales.  Yet  I  could  not  help  think¬ 
ing  that  there  was  a  logical  thread  running 
through  the  centuries,  and  connecting  those  who 
went  in  those  days 

‘The  holy  blissful  martyr  for  to  seek 
That  them  hath  holpen  when  that  they  were  sick,” 

and  that  terribly  large  number  of  the  poor  in 
England  who  refuse  to  believe  in  a  God  who, 
after  the  petitions  of  centuries,  still  leaves  them 
in  their  wretchedness.  They  who  dogmatized 
about  that  whereof  they  knew  nothing,  and  per¬ 
suaded — as  some  would  now  persuade — sufer- 
ing  men  and  women  that  the  course  of  Nature 
is  arbitrary,  and  may  be  altered  by  human  gen¬ 
uflexions  and  prostrations,  planted  those  seeds 
of  atheism,  whose  dreary  fruits  can  wither  and 
fall  only  under  the  purer  faith  which  is  depend¬ 
ent  on  no  private  interests,  which  does  not  look 
upon  the  Infinite  through  the  pin-hole  of  self, 
but  cries — as  no  doubt  many  a  poor  sufferer  in 
these  hovels  does,  voicelessly— “  Though  He 
freeze,  though  He  starve  me,  yet  will  I  trust  in 
Him!” 

Though  living  in  an  age  when  the  purer  spirit 
of  Christianity  was  hopelessly  imprisoned  in  the 
ritual,  with  which  it  had  become  invested — when 
priests  carefully  selected  the  ore  instead  of  its 
metal  for  the  building  of  their  shrines — it  is 
wonderful  how  far  old  Chaucer  saw  beyond 
these  things.  Even  Avhile  he  used  the  dross 
for  the  frame  of  his  picture,  the  picture  itself 
has  many  tints  of  the  reformed  faith  which  was 
to  appear  six  generations  later.  The  old  Ox¬ 
onian  heretic,  and  author  of  the  “Book  of 
Martyrs,”  John  Fox,  wrote  a  remarkable  pas¬ 
sage  about  this. 

“I  marvel,”  he  says,  “to  consider  this,  how 
that  the  bishops,  condemning  and  abolishing  all 
manner  of  English  books  and  treatises  which 
might  bring  the  people  to  any  light  of  knowl¬ 
edge,  did  yet  authorize  the  works  of  Chaucer  to 
remain  still,  and  to  be  occupied,  who,  no  doubt, 
saw  in  religion  as  much  almost  as  we  do  now, 
and  uttereth  in  his  works  no  less,  and  seemeth 
to  be  a  right  Wicklivian,  or  else  there  was  never 
any  ;  and  that  all  his  works  almost,  if  they  be 
thoroughly  advised,  will  testify  (albeit  it  be  done 
in  mirth  and  covertly).” 

He  also  knew  of  certain  persons  who,  “by 
reading  Chaucer’s  works,  were  brought  to  the 
true  knowledge  of  religion.”  A  spiritual  de¬ 
scendant  of  this  sixteenth-century  worthy,  who 
bore  his  name,  the  late  W.  J.  Fox,  wrote  a  beau¬ 
tiful  paraphrase  of  Chaucer’s  last  composition, 
written  on  his  death-bed,  “when  he  was  in 
great  anguish,”  which  was  set  to  music  by  Mis.s 
Flower,  and  is  now  a  favorite  hymn  in  several 
London  chapels.  I  yield  to  the  temptation  to 
quote  it  here,  as  it  will  probably  be  new  to 
nearly  all  my  readers  : 
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“Britain’s  first  poet, 

Famous  old  Chaucer, 

Swan-like,  in  dying. 

Sung  his  last  song. 

When,  at  his  heart-strings. 

Death’s  hand  was  strong: 

“’From  false  crowds  fleeing. 

Dwell  with  soothfastness; 

Prize  more  than  treasure 
Hearts  true  and  brave. 

Truth  to  thine  own  heart 
Thy  soul  shall  save. 

“‘Trust  not  to  fortune; 

Be  not  o’ermeddling ; 

Thankful  receive,  then. 

Good  that  God  gave. 

Truth  to  thine  own  heart 
Thy  soul  shall  save. 

“  ‘  Earth  is  a  desert ; 

Thou  art  a  pilgrim ; 

Led  by  thy  spirit. 

Truth  from  God  crave. 

Truth  to  thine  own  heart 
Thy  soul  shall  save.’ 

“Dead  through  long  ages. 

Famous  old  Chaucer; 

Still  the  monition 
Sounds  from  his  grave — 

‘Truth  to  thine  own  heart 
Thy  soul  shall  save.’  ’’ 

One  of  the  bravest  and  most  eloquent  of 
American  preacliers — Octavius  Frothingham — 
once  uttered  a  great  discourse  on  “  The  Creeds 
of  the  Poets.”  He  might  have  called  it  the 
Creed  of  the  Poets,  for,  in  all  time,  they  have 
but  one  creed  substantially.  When  Wordsworth 
lieard  Coleridge  accused  of  atheism  he  remark¬ 
ed  that  he  had  always  found  Coleridge’s  atheism 
very  much  like  his  (Wordsworth’s)  Christianity. 
The  poets  stand  on  the  peaks  of  Humanity’s 
mountain  range,  and  the  same  light  it  is  that 
shines  from  summit  to  summit — though  purple 
on  one,  golden  or  silvern  on  another — the  same 
light,  causing  them  to  stand  in  the  perspective 
of  generations  as  the  many-hued  columns  sus¬ 
taining  the  dome  of  azure  beneath  which  true 
spirits  ever  kneel  and  aspire. 

About  the  close  of  the  seventeenth  century — 
and  that  is  not  a  very  long  time  in  the  life  of  a 
people — all  this  region  called  The  Borough  was 
the  thick  of  London.  Instead  of  the  dozen  or 
more  splendid  bridges  which  now  span  the 
Thames,  there  was  then  but  the  one  crazy  old 
London  Bridge,  which  connected  Southwark 
with  “the  city.”  In  this  direction  the  crowd¬ 
ed  population  was  dammed  up,  and,  beyond, 
the  roads  passed  through  swamps  infested  with 
wild  beasts  and  wilder  highwaymen.  Now  the 
.same  roads  pass  among  pleasant  homes  and 
villas ;  and  the  swarming  Borough  is  to  a  sad 
extent  populated  with  men  and  women  who 
seem  to  have  inherited  the  instincts  of  both 
beast  and  highwayman.  One  must  not  walk 
here  with  a  watch-chain  dangling  at  his  waist¬ 
coat,  nor  stray  too  far  oif  the  high  street.  The 
district  is,  in  fact,  to  a  great  extent,  ruled  by  a 
gang  of  thieves,  who  have  their  own  laws,  and 
the  police  have  to  compromise  with  them. 
These  thieves  are  gregarious — indeed  are  com¬ 
munists.  They  wiU  pay  the  highest  rents  so 


as  to  keep  together.  Every  crime  has  about 
twenty  of  them,  more  or  less,  concerned  in  it. 
They  do  not  care  much  for  prisons,  but  detest  the 
Refuge  ;  chiefly,  as  one  of  them  frankly  said  of 
late,  because  at  the  Refuge  “one  can’t  get  pipes 
and  beer ;  they  asks  you  questions  about  your¬ 
self,  over  and  over  again  ;  they  makes  you  say 
your  prayers ;  and  they  makes  you  wash.  ”  For¬ 
tunately  for  the  wayfarer,  tliey  don’t  approve 
of  crimes  of  violence,  and  one  who  can’t  com¬ 
mit  a  burglary  without  stunning  a  housekeeper 
is  regarded  as  a  bungler.  Murder  is  tabooed, 
because  it  produces  a  long  inquiry,  and  gets 
them  in  the  hands  of  lawyers  and  newspapers. 
After  all,  they  are  great  cowards.  One  of  them 
once  paid  my  house  a  visit.  Nothing  could 
exceed  the  skill  with  which  he  climbed  over  the 
porch  to  the  second-floor,  opened  the  window, 
opened  every  drawer  and  closet,  and  collected 
all  the  valuables  to  take  away ;  but  the  step  of 
a  servant-girl  on  the  stairw’ay  caused  him  to 
depart  in  a  twinkling  the  way  he  came,  without 
taking  a  thing  with  him.  The  heroine  of  the 
Borough  gang  is  a  woman  called  “Cast-iron 
Poll,”  who  is  better  known  to  the  public  than 
the  Queen.  She  has  been  committed  to  prison 
fifty-three  times.  Sometimes  she  gets  tired  of 
the  monotony  of  her  den,  and,  resolving  to  go 
to  prison,  visits  a  policeman,  and  asks  to  be 
locked  up.  The  policeman  declines,  on  the 
ground  that  there  is  no  charge.  “  No  charge  ? 
I’ll  soon  make  one !  ”  she  replies ;  and  woe  be 
to  the  unhappy  wight  she  first  meets.  She  is 
sure  to  attack  him  with  tooth  and  nail,  or  to 
pilfer  the  first  thing  she  sees,  and  proceeds  to 
pass  her  month  of  laziness  in  prison.  The  po¬ 
lice  are  in  absolute  terror  when  the  day  of  her 
release  arrives.  It  is  sure  to  be  celebrated  as 
thieves  alone  know  how  to  celebrate  such  events. 
On  the  whole,  the  forms  in  which  the  old  heroic 
days  of  Robin  Hood  survive  are  not  romantic, 
but  they  are  veiy  real. 

The  London,  Chatham,  and  Dover  Railroad 
keeps  pretty  closely  to  the  old  road  by  which 
the  pilgrims  of  old  journeyed  to  Canterbury. 
But  one  who  in  this  busy  world  has  the  time, 
would  find  it  a  pleasant  pedestrian  tour  to 
start  from  the  'Tabard,  and,  following  the  old 
Kent  road,  make  the  journey  in  three  days. 
'The  old  road  was  once  lined  with  way-side 
crosses  and  columned  Madonnas,  which  have 
now  made  way  for  the  park  gates  and  ivied 
mansions  which  represent  the  latter-day  faith 
of  England.  As  I  once  turned  aside  from  the 
old  road  as  it  passes  Blackheath,  to  enter  the 
embowered  home  of  John  Stuart  Mill,  it  seemed 
very  likely  that  the  most  modern  thinker  of 
England  was  probably  pursuing  his  studies  on 
a  spot  which  might  have  once  held  its  way-side 
altar;  but  it  could  never  have  been  more  con¬ 
secrated  than  this  beautiful  home  now  is  to  the 
young  and  earnest  minds  of  England.  In  his 
company  I  passed  a  beautiful  day,  wandering 
farther  on  the  same  road  past  Chiselhurst  Com¬ 
mon,  as  far  as  St.  Mary’s  Cray — which,  I  take 
it,  was  originally  St.  Mary’s  Grace  —  a  spot. 
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probably,  where  the  Virgin’s  favor  was  espe¬ 
cially  besought  by  pilgrims.  If  Chaucer’s  last 
words — “  Truth  thee  shall  deliver  ’tis  no  drede” 
— be  true,  there  never  was  one  concerning 
whose  destiny  there  need  be  so  little  “  dread” 
as  that  of  this  man,  than  whom  the  air  is  not 
more  transparent  nor  the  flower  he  bends  lov¬ 
ingly  over  more  genuine.  Not  the  devoutest 
pilgrim  that  ever  passed  Blackheath  Park  but 
might  have  found  a  true  brother  in  this  man, 
whom  Westminster  removed  from  Parliament 
for  heresy.  Never  have  I  known  one  whose 
lightest  word  or  look  more  betokened  truth,  nor 
a  more  profoundly  and  tenderly  reverent  mind. 
That  which  really  enabled  Mr.  Smith’s  money 
to  buy  up  Westminster  was  the  ten  pounds 
given  by  Mr.  Mill  to  enable  Bradlaugh,  “  the 
atheist,”  to  cany  on  his  canvass  for  the  repre¬ 
sentation  of  Northampton.  Bradlaugh  is  in¬ 
deed  an  atheist ;  but  Mr.  Mill  knows,  as  well 
as  do  others,  that  there  are  many  such  in 
England,  and  he  does  not  think  that  it  will 
do  him,  or  his  comrades,  or  any  body  else,  any 
good  that  their  religious  opinions  should  shut 
them  out  from  representation. 

The  loss  of  Mr.  Mill  from  the  Commons  was 
keenly  felt  by  many  of  the  members,  chiefly  on 
account  of  the  personal  relations  which  had  been 
disturbed.  It  was  only  the  knowledge  that  he 
would  not  accept  a  seat  so  obtained  which,  to 
my  knowledge,  prevented  one  member  from  re¬ 
signing  in  order  that  a  vacancy  might  be  made 
for  his  return.  While  he  was  in  Parliament, 
Mr.  Mill  gave  his  services  to  the  public  work 
with  absolute  fidelity.  Although  residing  near¬ 
ly  fifteen  miles  from  Westminster  Hall — his 
house  being  also  a  mile  from  the  railway  sta¬ 
tion — no  weather  prevented  his  constant  at¬ 
tendance  ;  and  even  when  the  debates  were 
dullest,  and  their  subject  comparatively  unim¬ 
portant,  he  would  remain  in  his  seat  until  late 
in  the  night,  when  he  could  only  reach  home  in 
the  small  hours  by  a  special  conveyance.  In 
the  dining-room  adjoining  the  House  he  would 
generally  be  found  at  six  o’clock,  surrounded 
by  his  particular  friends,  John  Bright,  Peter 
Taylor,  and  others,  and  was  the  life  of  the  ta¬ 
ble.  His  wit  on  such  occasions  has  a  freedom 
and  play  which  the  severe  nature  of  his  works 
would  not  lead  one  to  expect ;  and  it  would  be 
hard  to  find  a  more  genial  companion.  His 
hon-mots,  whispered  below  the  gangway  during 
the  debates,  which  were  sure  to  go  the  rounds 
are  still  rememhered ;  as  when  he  suggested 
that  the  member  withdrawn  by  the  redistribu¬ 
tion  of  seats  from  Honiton  ought  in  justice  to  he 
given  to  St.  Bees.  He  entered  the  House  with 
the  reputation  of  a  theorist;  he  has  left  be¬ 
hind  him  the  reputation  of  being  one  of  the 
most  practical  men  that  body  ever  had.  Though 
it  is  certain  that  no  loss  has  been  more  mourned 
by  the  members  themselves,  Mr.  Mill  by  no 
means  feels  it  in  the  same  way.  On  the  con¬ 
trary,  I  found  him  almost  jubilant  at  his  return 
to  his  old  pursuits ;  and  he  said  that  the  re¬ 
covery  of  the  disposal  of  his  own  time  was  an 


incalculable  relief  to  him.  In  the  long  walk 
which  it  was  my  privilege  to  have  with  him,  to 
which  I  have  already  referred,  his  conversation 
seemed  to  me  wonderful  for  the  range  of  knowl¬ 
edge  and  sympathy  which  it  implied.  Whether 
it  was  philology  or  the  Church,  physical  science 
or  the  American  war,  he  seemed  equally  wise 
and  unerring  in  his  information  and  instinct. 
He  was  particularly  elated  at  the  triumph  of 
the  anti -slavery  cause  in  America.  It  is  a 
grand  proof,  he  thought,  of  the  power  of  a  just 
cause  to  uplift  and  inspire  those  who  adhere  to 
it,  that  the  movement  against  slavery,  begin¬ 
ning  with  a  few  ordinary  men,  whom  it  made 
eloquent  and  strong,  at  length  gathered  to  it 
men  of  learning  and  genius. 

I  was  very  much  interested  to  observe  in 
Mr.  Mill  the  tendency  to  follow  things  to  their 
roots,  archaaologically,  as  well  as  philosophical¬ 
ly.  Thus  he  traced  much  of  the  conservative 
habit  of  mind  in  France  and  England  to  the 
ancestor-worship  of  the  East. 

The  worship  of  ancestors  preserves  its  great¬ 
est  strength  in  China,  and  there  conservatism 
attains  its  maximum.  To  copy  the  beliefs,  the 
habits  of  one’s  grandfather  is  natural  to  one 
who  believes  his  grandfather  is  jealously  watch¬ 
ing  him  near  by,  and,  what  is  more,  that  the  old 
gentleman,  as  dogmatic  as  ever,  is  in  a  position 
to  punish  and  reward.  But  few  recognize  how 
powerful  the  same  sentiment  still  is  in  Europe. 
During  his  residence  at  Avignon  he  had  been 
amazed  to  see  how  completely  even  elderly  peo¬ 
ple  are  often  tyrannized  over  by  their  aged  pa¬ 
rents.  The  majority  of  French  people,  even  after 
they  have  families  of  their  own,  never  think  of 
doing  any  thing  opposed  by  their  parents.  The 
French  law  gives  the  parent  power  to  control 
his  sons  or  daughters  in  many  most  important 
matters — marriage,  for  instance — long  after  ma¬ 
jority.  In  England  ancestor-worship  is  miti¬ 
gated,  but  not  dead.  In' many  families  political 
and  religious  opinions  are  as  hereditary  as  their 
estates.  And  in  our  endowed  schools  and  in¬ 
stitutions  the  present  generation  is  directed  and 
educated  by  men  who,  should  they  return  from 
the  grave,  would  not  recognize  the  country,  ex¬ 
cept  for  the  anachronisms  preserved  about  their 
own  bequests. 

In  speaking  of  M.  Comte,  of  whom  he  was 
one  of  the  earliest  students  in  England,  and  to 
support  whom  he  contributed,  with  Mr.  Grote 
and  others,  Mr.  Mill  expressed  a  deep  sense  of 
the  importance  of  that  philosopher’s  contribu¬ 
tions  to  modern  thought,  and  at  the  same  time 
radical  disagreement  with  many  of  his  views. 
He  valued  highly  his  generalization  concerning 
the  three  stages  of  thought  through  which  phe¬ 
nomena— Theological,  Metaphysical,  and  Scien- 
tific — passed,  but  could  not  agree  with  the  clas¬ 
sification  of  sciences  into  higher  and  lower.  No 
man  could  say  that  any  kind  of  knowledge  is 
relatively  lower  than  another,  or  what  mighty 
results  may  spring  from  the  seemingly  insignifi¬ 
cant  discovery.  The  pebble  which  a  geologist 
may  hunt  for  week  after  week,  the  petty  insect. 
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may  be  the  needed  link  in  the  chain  of  knowl¬ 
edge,  and  may  revolutionize  thought.  So  that 
Browning’s  friend  who 

“wears  out  his  eyes, 

Slighting  the  stupid  joys  of  sense, 

In  patient  hope  that,  ten  years  hence, 

‘  Somewhat  completer,’  he  may  say, 

‘  My  list  of  coleoptera,’  ’’ 

may  really  prove  a  greater  help  to  mankind 
than  the  most  eminent  sociologist.  With  re¬ 
gard  to  M.  Comte’s  religious  views,  Mr.  Mill 
partially  anticipated  Professor  Huxley’s  descrip¬ 
tion  of  them,  as  “  Catholicism  minus  Christiani¬ 
ty,  ”  by  remarking  that  the  form  which  his  (M. 
Comte’s)  religious  ideas  had  taken  show  how 
powerful  the  influence  of  Catholicism  still  is 
over  the  most  advanced  French  thought.  M. 
Comte  knew  nothing  of  the  various  forms  of 
Protestant  organization,  else  what  bears  so 
striking  a  resemblance  to  the  Catholic  organi¬ 
zation  might  have  resembled  the  Presbyterian 
or  some  other  less  rigid  and  centralized  system. 
The  most  radical  defect,  however,  which  he 
found  in  M.  Comte’s  philosophy  was,  if  I  re¬ 
member,  his  conventional  view  of  the  right 
position  and  education  of  woman.  It  was  plain 
to  me  that  Mr.  Mill’s  hope  for  the  future  of  so¬ 
ciety  is  primarily  connected  with  his  expecta¬ 
tion  of  a  fuller  infusion  of  the  feminine  nature 
into  it ;  and  that  he  thinks  there  is  a  growing 
perception  that  our  unmitigatedly  male  civiliza- 
tiou  is  becoming  dreary  and  fruitless.  It  has 
done  its  stem-work,  but  the  tree  now  requires 
something  finer  than  tough  fibre.  Soldiering 
is  no  longer  the  chief  end  of  man.  We  are  all 
thinking  of  some  new  departure  for  society, 
and  what  is  left  to  be  tried  but  the  educated 
woman  power? 

But  I  must  not  forget  that  my  Mecca  is  not 
Blackheath  Park  just  now,  but  Canterbury. 
Yet  we  must  in  each  age  be  allowed  our  own 
Meccas.  Are  there  not  a  little  off  the  high¬ 
road  to  Canterbury  the  Druidical  remains  near 
Rochester,  and  “Kit’s  Coty  House” — a  grand 
solitary  cromlech  almost  as  mysterious  as  the 
sphinx  —  where  pilgrims  made  their  way  a 
thousand  years  before  Canterbury  ever  heard  a 
Christian  chant?  Our  age  worships  thought, 
and  finds  its  healing  shrines  at  Concord,  Faring- 
ford,  Chelsea,  Blackheath  Park,  and  the  like. 
Nay,  the  brightest  light  about  Canterbury  at  this 
day  is  that  which  it  has  borrowed  from  its  poet- 
pilgrim  ;  and  when  Dean  Stanley  was  transferred 
from  the  old  see  to  Westminster  Abbey,  he 
placed  a  memorial  stained  window  in  the  latter 
which  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  saints,  but  is 
called  “The  Chaucer  Window.”  And  a  no¬ 
ble  monument  it  is  too,  if  the  reader  w'ill  allow 
me  to  make  one  pause  more,  before  proceeding 
on  our  pilgrimage  to  Canterbury,  to  say  a  word 
concerning  this  last  ornament  of  the  old  Abbey. 
The  window  is  placed  immediately  over  the 
tomb  where  Chaucer’s  dust  reposes.  It  was  de¬ 
signed  by  Waller,  and  executed  by  Baillie  and 
Mayer,  last  year,  in  London,  and  shows  that 
work  of  that  kind  can  be  as  well  done  here  as 


343 


on  the  Continent.  At  the  base  are  pictures  of 
the  pilgrims  setting  out  from  London,  and  their 
arrival  at  Canterbury.  Above  are  two  medal¬ 
lions,  representing  Chaucer  receiving  his  com¬ 
mission  in  1372,  from  Edward  III.,  to  the  Doge 
of  Genoa,  and  his  reception  by  the  latter.  At 
the  apex  is  represented,  allegorically,  as  two 
ladies,  one  in  white  the  other  in  green,  “The 
Floure  and  the  Leafe.”  “As  they  which  hon¬ 
our  the  Flower,  a  thing  fading  with  every  blast, 
are  such  as  look  for  beauty  and  worldly  pleas¬ 
ure;  but  they  that  honour  the  Leaf,  which 
abidetli  with  the  root,  notwithstanding  the  win¬ 
ter  storms,  are  they  ■which  follow  virtue  and 
during  qualities,  without  regard  to  worldly  re¬ 
spects.”  In  the  spandrels  and  traceries  are 
heraldries,  and  portraits  of  Edward  III.,  and 
Philippa,  Gower,  and  John  of  Gaunt,  Wyclilfe 
and  Strode — Chaucer’s  contemporaries.  They 
are  fringed  with  the  arms  of  England,  France, 
Hainault,  Lancaster,  Castile,  and  Leon.  At 
the  bottom  is  written  “Geoffrey  Chaucer,  died 
A.D.  1400,”  and  beneath  all  four  lines  from  the 
“  Balaide  of  gode  Counsaile 

“Flee  fro  the  press,  and  dwell  with  soth  fastnesse, 

Suffise  unto  thy  gode  thoirgh  it  he  small 
***«**-» 

“  That  thee  is  sent  receyve  in  hnxomnesse ; 

The  wrastliug  for  this  -n'orld  asketh  a  fall.” 

There  is  a  still,  religious  light  about  the  win¬ 
dow,  which  may  well  denote  the  quiet  beauty 
with  which  the  sacred  stream  of  thought  flows 
ever  through  the  ages,  shining  above  the  mould¬ 
ering  monuments  of  kings,  luminous  after  their 
strifes  and  ambitions  are  forgotten.  Little  did 
King  Edward  III.  dream  that  in  the  end  he 
might  be  chiefly  remembered  as  the  monarch 
who  recognized  Chaucer ! 

As  we  stand  beneath  the  poetic  arches  which 
vault  above  the  tombs  of  the  poets  of  whose 
dust  Westminster  Abbey  is  the  shrine,  they 
must  stiffen  a  little,  and  the  tombs  must  wax 
fewer  and  blacker,  ere  the  view  dissolves  into 
Canterbury  Cathedral.  Arriving  in  that  an¬ 
cient  city — it  is  only  a  town,  but  a  cathedral 
makes  a  “  city”  in  England— we  would  like  to 
put  up  at  the  old  inn  where  Chaucer’s  pilgrims 
stopped ;  but  alas  it  was  burned  a  few  years 
ago,  and  only  a  bit  of  the  wall  has  been  pre¬ 
served  in  the  smart  new  dry-goods  shop  which 
is  its  phenix.  So  we  stop  at  the  Fountain  Inn, 
which  has  long  been  a  favorite  hostelry.  There 
is  a  tradition  that  there  was  once  a  fountain 
somewhere  about  it ;  of  course  it  dried  up  when 
the  Catholic  archbishop  left.  Hastening  to  see 
the  Cathedral  one  tvill  pause  before  an  old  gate, 
once  splendid,  now  decaying,  from  ■tthich  the 
statues  have  fallen  away  (even  the  English  cli¬ 
mate  is  hostile  to  images).  The  most  discov¬ 
erable  thing  on  the  gate  is  a  big  papal  tiara, 
now  split  in  two.  Passing  beneath  the  arch,  a 
sudden  splendor  breaks  upon  the  eye.  It  w^ere, 
indeed,  hard  to  find  the  match  of  Canterbury 
Cathedral,  as  to  its  exterior,  though  its  interior 
is  somewhat  cold.  More  especially  is  that  grand 
central  tower,  which  seemed  to  Erasmus  a  pil- 
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lar  of  cloud,  guiding  pilgrims  for  many  miles 
around,  impressive.  A  tower  of  defense  for  one 
age,  it  stood  as  a  tower  of  vision  in  another ; 
but  it  is  now  only  a  huge  monument  of  dead 
conflicts  and  faded  visions,  for,  on  trving  to  get 
to  the  top  of  it,  I  was  told  that  the  steps  had  long 
been  too  rickety,  and  no  one  had  gained  any 
outlook  from  it  tliese  many  years,  I  could  not 
lielp  remembering  that  its  present  dean  has  dis¬ 
covered  that  it  is  even  harder  to  get  any  grand 
moral  outlooks  from  cathedrals  than  physical 
ones  from  their  tovvers. 

I  had  arrived  the  day  before  the  great  event, 
the  coronation  of  a  new  archbishop.  It  had 
been  for  some  time  understood  that  the  occa¬ 
sion  w'as  to  be  accompanied  with  greater  solem¬ 
nity  and  effect  than  had  been  witnessed  there 
for  some  centuries.  The  pressure  for  tickets 
had  been  so  gi-eat  that  Dean  Alford  was  report¬ 
ed  to  have  telegraphed  for  lodgings  in  Bedlam. 
There  is  no  doubt  that,  though  a  kindlier  man 
net  ei  lived,  he  made  several  thousand  enemies 
by  his  inability  to  enlarge  the  capacity  of  the 
Cathedral.  On  this  previous  day  all  was  astir. 
Little  processions  of  clergymen  in  shining  black 
cloth  and  snowy  cravats  were  continually  pass¬ 
ing  and  repassing;  and  the  various  endowed 
schools  were  being  drilled  for  the  part  they  were 
to  take  in  the  great  procession  next  day.  In 
one  quarter  were  heard  the  sharp  reproofs  of  the 
master— “  I  must  insist,  etc.  Some  of  you  show 
an  litter  contempt,  etc.  I  must  have  no  mis¬ 
takes  TO-MOKKOw!”  In  the  choir  the  leader 
was  drilling  the  little  choristers  in  the  most 
thorough  way.  “  You  must  sing  it  more  crisp — 


‘  Proved  thee  —  and 
—  saw  —  thy  works.’ 
Then  again,  in  ‘To 
whom  I  sware  in  my 
wrath’  —  there  posi¬ 
tively  must  be  more 
emphasis  on  sware." 
It  was  really  very  re¬ 
markable  to  listen  to 
these  little  fellows — 
the  oldest  of  them 
could  not  have  been 
more  than  twelve — 
as  they  sang  with  ac¬ 
curacy  and  feeling  the 
grand  music  of  Han¬ 
del,  and  even  the  sub¬ 
tle  and  complex  com¬ 
positions  of  Spohr. 
Whether  there  be  at 
Canterbury  the  coun¬ 
terpart  of  the  Sacred 
Rod  preserved  at 
Rome,  which  Pope 
Gregory  used  to  ap¬ 
ply  to  his  choristers, 
know  not;  but  they 
are  severely  drilled. 

The  inside  of  the 
Cathedral  is  in  the 
shape  of  a  large  cof¬ 
fin.  About  half  the  interior  is  new.  The 
finest  fresco  decorations  in  it  were  painted  by 
a  woman,  a  Mrs.  Austin,  who  worked  on  it 
while  her  son,  the  present  architect,  was  put¬ 
ting  up  some  of  the  stained  window's.  Some 
of  the  slender  pillars  which  were  renew'ed  a 
few  years  ago  were  stained  over  with  a  dark 
oil,  so  as  to  make  them  look  like  the  old  pillars. 
This  oil  was  also  put  on  the  ancient  pillars  to 
preserve  uniformity ;  but  the  effect  has  been  to 
polish  the  old  and  blacken  the  new,  so  that  now 
the  real  look  sham,  and  the  sham  real.  The 
tombs  in  the  new  part  are  generally  execrable 
mementoes  of  obscure  personages.  A  fair  sam¬ 
ple  of  them  is  that  of  one  Jacob  Hales,  once 
English  Embassador  to  Portugal,  who  died  at 
sea,  and  was  thrown  over  in  his  armor,  as  he 
requested.  The  tomb  has  a  portrait  of  Hales, 
a  painted  picture  of  his  being  let  down  over  the 
side  of  the  ship,  and  another  painting  of  his 
residence  and  estate  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Canterbury ! 

Wishing  to  begin  at  the  root  of  that  which, 
leaf  after  leaf — under  seasons  which  were  cen¬ 
turies — unfolded  to  the  oldest  and  most  histor¬ 
ical  architectural  flower  of  Christian  England, 

I  went  into  the  ciypt  or  undercroft,  and  there 
passed  the  morning.  A  few  steps  taken,  an 
old  wooden  door  opened ;  and  I  passed  from 
the  realm  of  Dr.  Tait  and  the  nineteenth,  to 
that  of  Ernulf  and  the  eleventh  century.  This 
crvqjt,  meant  to  imitate  the  catacombs  of  Rome, 
is  one  of  theflve  eastern  crypts  inEngland  found¬ 
ed  before  a.d.  1085 — the  others  being  Winches¬ 
ter,  Gloucester,  Rochester,  and  Worcester.  In 
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these  old  cn^pts  one  may  spell  out  letter  after 
letter  not  only  of  the  periods  when  they  were 
built,  hut  of  pre-historic  ages.  Left  alone  for 
hours  in  this  cold  and  dismal  cavern,  it  gradu¬ 
ally  became  haunted  as  with  rank  after  rank 
of  ancient  gods  and  saints,  who  seemed  to  pass 
forever  by.  Of  that  procession  I  was  to  see 
the  latest  detachment  accompanying  the  new 
archbishop  next  day. 

I  can  not  help  forgiving  some  of  the  timidity 
and  servility  which  enter  so  largely  into  what  we 
call  conservatism,  for  the  sake  of  the  important 
service  it  has  done  in  preserving  the  traces  of 
the  continuity  of  human  development.  Canter¬ 
bury  can  be  traced  back  for  nearly  a  thousand 
Years  before  the  birth  of  Christ.  It  was  the 
burwhern,  or  “place  of  the  swift  stream,” 
which  Ludhudibras  founded,  the  Durovernum 
of  the  Romans,  the  Cantwara-byrg  (borough  of 
Kent)  of  the  Saxons.  During  that  time  it  has 
passed  from  religion  to  religion  ;  its  cathedral, 
after  it  got  one,  has  been  burned,  wasted,  reno¬ 
vated,  again  and  again  ;  yet  each  generation  that 
superseded  an  older  altar  borrowed  something 
from  it,  until,  when  Christianity  came,  it  found 
rudely  traced  records  of  every  deity  which  had 
been  ever  worshiped  there.  At  this  point,  in¬ 
deed,  it  was  not  due  chiefly  to  conservatism 
that  the  footprints  of  pagan  deities  managed  to 
get  upon  the  temple  of  the  new  faith.  That 
they  are  represented  here  at  all — albeit  in  hide¬ 
ous  forms — is  due  rather  to  controversial  ex¬ 
igencies.  The  earliest  Christian  missionaries, 
preaching  that  the  British  deities  were  devils, 
brought  Southern  art  to  their  aid  in  represent¬ 
ing  them  as  such.  Odin,  Thor,  Baldur,  and 
the  rest  were  nowise  inferior  to  the  gods  of 
Greece  in  the  dignity  and  beauty  ascribed  to 
them  ;  but  the  plan  of  the  Christian  in  super¬ 
seding  them  was  to  carve  and  paint  them  in 
horrible  caricature  on  some  inferior  part  of  a 
church,  so  that  they  might  suffer  by  contrast 
with  the  beautiful  forms  and  faces  of  the  Christ, 
Madonna,  and  saints,  to  whom  they  wished  to 
allure  the  populace.  But,  having  once  got  their 
foothold  thus  on  Christian  architecture,  it  was 
due  to  religious  conservatism  that  the  traces  of 
them  w'ere  preserved.  Each  new  architect,  each 
renovator,  jealously  copied  what  he  found  on 
the  original  walls.  No  matter  how  ugly  or  gro¬ 
tesque,  if  a  figure  was  on  the  first  little  church, 
it  must  be  copied,  perhaps  with  some  emenda¬ 
tions,  on  every  stone  petal  as  it  unfolded  to  the 
cathedral.  And  thus  it  is  that  I  am  able  here 
to  decipher,  in  their  degraded  forms,  the  once 
noble  divinities  of  these  islands,  each  bearing, 
no  doubt — though  not  easily  discoverable — some 
trace  of  what  it  was  genuinely  associated  with 
in  the  minds  of  its  sincere  worshipers.  They 
are  carved  on  the  capitals  of  the  low  columns, 
which  are  about  six  feet  in  height.  One  is  a 
winged  ram  fiddling,  which  Max  Muller  would 
no  doubt  trace  back  to  Aries  in  the  zodiac,  and 
Lyra  among  the  constellations.  A  goat — the 
animal  which  drew  the  car  of  Thor  —  and  a 
wolf  are  playing  on  a  trombone ;  they  are 


Odinistic,  and  their  musical  instruments  come 
all  the  way  from  the  pipe  of  Pan.  A  goat  rides 
on  a  cock,  which  had  so  long  given  its  entrails 
for  the  inspection  of  soothsayers  that  not  even 
its  Christian  service  in  awakening  St.  Peter  to 
repentance  could  save  it  from  disgrace  as  a  pa¬ 
gan  bird.  A  nondescript  winged  animal,  which 
might  he  a  malformed  sphinx,  plays  on  a  harp. 
A  man  with  ass’s  ears  has  his  bands  gnawed 
by  two  wolfish  animals  —  an  admonition,  no 
doubt,  of  how  Odin’s  two  pet  wolves  would 
serve  those  who  venerated  their  master.  Two 
frightful  predatory  birds,  which  might  be  cari¬ 
catures  of  the  same  deity’s  owls  or  ravens,  are 
also  found,  with  a  leopard  beneath  them.  A 
hideous  man,  with  long  serpent  tail,  holds  up  a 
bag  in  one  hand  and  a  bowl  in  the  other.  A  huge 
sphinx-like  monster,  winged,  with  wide,  brutal 
mouth,  head  humanized,  but  with  sinuous,  or 
almost  serpentine  horns,  holds  a  fish  in  human 
hands.  Another  head,  with  some  qualities  of 
humanity,  has  ass’s  ears,  tongue  lolling  out,  and 
tusks  which  branch  out  into  foliations.  A  sim¬ 
ilar  architectural  conceit  is  shown  in  a  lion 
whose  tail  branches  to  a  stem  bearing  two 
fleiirs-de-Us ;  and  in  a  picture  of  a  man  strug¬ 
gling  with  some  beast,  both  man  and  beast 
having  tails  which  harmoniously  blend  to  make 
the  scrolls  of  the  capital.  There  are  no  figures 
of  serpents,  which  confirms  Mr.  Ferguson’s  opin¬ 
ion  that  serpent-worship  never  existed  in  any 
of  the  British  Islands,  except,  perhaps,  Scot¬ 
land  ;  but  the  dragon  (winged)  appears  several 
times.  One  curious  sculpture  represents  a  war¬ 
rior  mounted  on  a  queer  feathered  horse — as  near 
as  I  could  make  the  beast  out  by  light  of  a  torch, 
which  dispelled  the  darkness  imperfectly — with 
a  still  more  nondescript  animal  beneath,  kiss¬ 
ing,  or  else  biting,  the  warrior’s  toe.  It  sug¬ 
gested  at  least  a  rude  version  of  St.  George  and 
the  Dragon. 

This  work  in  the  itndercroft,  though  the 
most  ancient,  has  outlived  several  architectural 
stratifications  of  a  more  recent  date.  In  1571 
Elizabeth  gave  up  the  crypt  to  French  refugees 
from  Alva,  who  here  wove  silk  and  had  their 
own  pastor.  It  is  marked  all  over  with  texts 
in  French,  left  by  those  “gentle  and  profitable 
strangers.”  Recent  repairs  have  brought  down 
heaps  of  the  old  ornaments  of  the  Cathedral, 
making  a  strange  debris  strewn  along  one  side 
of  the  crypt.  I  hardly  knew  whether  to  moral¬ 
ize  or  laugh  while  fumbling  among  this  saintly 
rubbish.  Some  saints  or  kings  had  contributed 
only  their  two  feet,  broken  short  oft  at  the  an¬ 
kle  ;  a  crook,  with  a  hand  holding  it,  was  all 
that  remained  of  what  may  have  been  the  Pope 
himself.  From  beneath  the  round  stomach 
which  was  all  that  remained  of  a  friar,  who 
possibly  paid  too  much  attention  to  it  while 
living,  peered  the  two  stony  eyes  of  a  nun,  or 
fair-saint,  as  if  their  curiosity  alone  survived 
the  wreck  wrought  by  time.  Scores  of  these 
fragments  of  the  limbs  and  features  of  saintly 
parties  lay  in  this  strange  medley ;  and,  if  they 
can  now  look  down  upon  the  fallen  estate  of 
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the  statues  once  raised 
to  honorable  niches, 
they  must  have  viv¬ 
id  impressions  of  the 
evanescent  character 
ot  even  ecclesiastical 
homage.  Heaving  a 
sigh,  as  I  slip])ed  a 
saint’s  toe  in  my  pock¬ 
et,  I  left  the  crypt  to 
attend  the  noon  serv¬ 
ice  above,  to  which 
the  bells  were  calling, 
in  tones  more  peremp¬ 
tory  than  sweet.  On 
my  way,  however,  I 
paused  to  note  Arch¬ 
bishop  iMorton’s  tomb  and  rebus— a  mort  (hawk) 
and  a  tun.  ^ 

Eew,  however,  obeyed  the  summons.  There 
were  at  least  thirty  persons  present  belonging 
to  the  Oathedral,  about  one-half  being  choris¬ 
ters.  Four  clergymen  participated  in  the  read¬ 
ings  and  prayers.  There  was  no  sermon.  Yet 
even  the  presence  of  strangers  had  not  swelled 
the  audience  to  the  number  of  those  officiating ! 
Among  these  sat  Dean  Alford,  with  his  clearj 
frank  eye,  taking  in  for  the  thousandth  time 
that  anomaly  which  he  has  so  powerfully  ex¬ 
posed,  that  the  immense  revenues  of  English 
cathedrals  should  be  keeping  about  each  of 
them  a  small  regiment  of  clergymen  and  clerks, 
to  read  and  intone  before  a  dozen  or  two  wealthy 
ladies  !  Dean  Alford  is  a  handsome  man,  with 
a  tall  and  shapely  figure,  surmounted  by  a  good 
head  and  face.  ,  His  grayish  hair  and  beard— 
he  is  nearly  sixty— are  the  frame  of  a  face  full 
of  genial  humor,  and  with  that  freshness  with 
which  so  many  English  students  and  literary 
men  in  England  seem  embalmed.  Shakspeare 
could  never  use  the  expression,  “Sicklied  o’er 
with  the  pale  cast  of  thought,”  were  he  living 
among  the  present  fraternity  of  English  think¬ 
ers.  The  Dean  of  Canterbury  has  such  a 
modern  look  and  such  a  youthfiil  step,  he  so 
simply  uses  everj’day  words  and  tones,  with¬ 
out  cant,  that  one  almost  suspects  him  to  have 
been  accidentally  entangled  in  his  vestments 
as  he  came  m  at  the  door.  His  voice  is  par¬ 
ticularly  pleasant ;  and,  being  a  Cambridge  man 
he  IS  happily  without  that  Oxonian  drone  of 
which  no  graduate  of  the  older  university  is 
free.  The  dean  looks  the  poet  far  more  than 
the  ecclesiastic;  and,  seeing  him.  one  thinks 
rather  of  his  “School  of  the  Heart,  and  Other 
Poems,” or  “The  Poets  of  Greece,”  than  of  the 
sermons  which  he  has  issued  since  Palmerston, 
in  1857,  transformed  the  eloquent  preacher  of 
Quebec  Street  Chapel  into  the  Dean  of  Canter¬ 
bury. 

Rightly  to  see  the  Cathedral,  one  must  haye 
both  the  physical  and  the  historical  perspective ; 
and  to  get  these,  the  approach  must  not  be 
from  London,  but  from  the  Isle  of  Thanet, 
away  by  the  sea,  where  Augustine  first  landed 
at  the  close  of  the  sixth  century.  The  first 


preacher  of  Christianity  in  Britain  was  Alban, 
who  came  hither  in  the  third  century.  He 
was  an  enthusiast  who  knew  nothing'  about 
compromises.  He  said  to  the  pagans:  “All 
those  whom  you  worship  are  not  deities,  but 
devils ;  and  they  who  worship  them  will  kirn 
in  everlasting  fire.”  It  is  no  man-el  that  a 
people  who  sometimes  sacrificed  their  own  chil- 
di-en  to  their  gods  felt  no  hesitation  in  sacri¬ 
ficing  Alban.  So  he  perished,  and  became  a 
saint.  But  Augustine  had  no  disposition  to  be 
canonized  by  the  like  ugly  process.  When  he 
first  set  foot  on  the  Isle  of  Thanet — on  St.  Mil¬ 
dred  s  rock,  where  the  miraculous  impression  of 
his  footmark  disappeared  only  at  the  Reforma¬ 
tion— he  met  Ethelhert,  who,  though  a  Saxon 
pagan,  had  been  conciliated  to  Christianity  by 
his  French  queen,  Bertha,  “tinder  an  oak  that 
grew  in  the  middle  of  the  island,  which  all  the 
German  pagans  held  in  the  highest  veneration.” 

_  All  Augustine’s  first  meetings  with  the  Brit¬ 
ish  were  held  under  the  same  kind  of  holy  tree. 
After  the  interview,  in  which  Ethelbert  declared 
that,  though  he  would  adhere  to  his  religion, 
he  would  permit  theirs,  Augustine  marched  up 
to  Canterbury,  the  Saxon  capital,  with  his  pro¬ 
cession  of  priests  and  choristers,  singing  all 
the  way  a  Gregorian  chant.  Ethelbert  placed 
t  lem  in  Stable-gate,”  by  an  old  heathen  tem¬ 
ple  where  his  servants  worshiped — the  site  in 
the  present  of  St.  Alfege’s  Church.  After  they 
had  staid  there  for  some  time,  he  admitted 
them  to  hold  their  services  in  the  temple,  which, 
under  the  name  it  now  bears— St.  Martin’s— 
became  the  first  Christian  church  in  the  king¬ 
dom.  The  spirit  of  Bertha  is  in  its  name — 
that  of  the  saint  of  Tours,  of  whom  she  would 
have  heard  most  in  France— and  her  reputed 
tomb  is  also  in  it,  though  the  visitors  to  the 
coronation  who  asked  to  see  it  found  it  utilized 
as  a  stove !  In  this  little  church  Ethelbert  is 
said  to  have  been  baptized,  and  the  reputed 
font  modem,  but  possibly  a  monumental  imi¬ 
tation  of  the  original— is  shown.  The  present 
St.  Martin  s  Church  is  very  ancient,  and,  on  a 


DEVICE  ON  ARCUHISHOP 
MORTO>5*8  TOMB. 


DEAN  ALFORD. 


SOUTH-COAST  SAUNTERINGS  IN  ENGLAND. 


347 


pagan  foundation,  contains  some  of  the  Roman 
bricks  of  Bertha’s  Chapel  in  its  walls.  When 
Ethelbert  was  baptized  his  people  were  also, 
and  there  were  great  rejoicings  at  Rome.  Au¬ 
gustine  was  so  delighted  that  the  Pope  had  to 
admonish  him  to  humility.  And,  sooth  to  say, 
it  seems  Alban  was  the  better  man.  My  olb- 
jection  to  Augustine,  as  a  man,  is  not — not 
mainly,  that  is — because  when  the  people  of 
Stroud  humorously  fastened  a  fish-tail  to  his 
back  he  cursed  them  so  that  the  population 
were  ever  afterward  born  with  fish  tails,  but, 
rather,  that  he  instigated  the  massacre  of  an 
older  remnant  of  British  Christians  in  Wales, 
because  they  were  not  ready  to  worship  the 
Pope.  But  as  to  his  apostolic  services  in  Brit¬ 
ain  there  will  be  various  opinions.  While  the 
Pope  was  congratulating  himself  at  Rome  that 
the  Gospel  was  being  embraced  by  the  heathen 
in  Britain,  the  fact  was  that  Augustine  was 
managing  to  give  a  Christian  veneering  to  the 
pagan  divinities,  which  his  baptized  converts 
continued  to  worship.  The  cross  was  indebted 
for  whatever  homage  it  received  to  the  sacred 
tree  near  which  it  was  always  planted,  and  the 
abbey  to  the  wishing-well,  whose  mayic  power 
it  rather  sanctified  than  destroyed.  The  songs 
and  dances  once  performed  in  honor  of  Odin 
and  Nornir  continued  as  the  adoration  of  Rom¬ 
ish  saints.  This  compliance  with  paganism, 
on  the  much-abused  “all  things  to  all  men” 
principle  of  Paul,  had  long  been  the  practice  of 
the  Church  in  Egypt,  where  Coptic  saints  and 
Egyptian  gods  are  to  this  day  mixed  in  strange 
confusion  ;  and  in  Greece,  where  the  Parthenon 
and  Temple  of  Theseus  preserve  more  of  the  old 
Greek  religion  than  the  antique  marbles ;  but 
in  Rome  the  practice  had  been  less  compro¬ 
mising — the  consecration  of  the  Pantheon  to 
all  saints  being  almost  the  only  instance.  The 
Protestant  world  has  been  scandalized  at  hear¬ 
ing  of  Jesuits  costumed  in  the  East  as  Buddhist 
priests ;  but  they  of  England  who  worship  in 
Walsingham  Church,  or  St.  Paul’s,  or  York,  or 
Canterbury  cathedrals,  or  in  Westminster  Ab¬ 
bey  itself,  kneel  in  Christian  temples  that  never 
could  have  been  built  but  for  the  degree  to 
which  they  originally  enshrined  the  hallowed 
forms  of  heathen  deities.  As  we  stand  on  the 
hill  where  St.  Martin’s  now  stands,  overlooking 
a  landscape  sacred  with  the  landmarks  of 
Christian  history,  we  are  but  doing  what  the 
worshiper  of  Odin  did  before  us.  The  old 
arch  and  wall  which  first  strike  the  eye — now 
called  St.  Pancras’s  Abbey — were  once  the  chief 
temple  of  the  Saxon  deities,  embosomed  in  a 
grove  of  sacred  oaks.  Augustine  dedicated  it 
to  the  boy-martyr,  St.  Pancrasius.  Three  miles 
off  one  sees  the  holy  spot  still  called  Herman- 
sale,  which  was  once  Hermansaule,  “the  pil¬ 
lars  of  Herman,”  whose  relation  to  German 
mythology  Grimm  has  pointed  out  (Deutsche 
Mythologie,  i.  9).  And  in  the  great  Cathe¬ 
dral  over  there — the  first-fruit  of  the  union  of 
Church  and  State  in  Britain — there  is  to  be 
seen  a  point  from  which  the  shrine  has  been  re¬ 


moved,  like  other  shrines;  but,  although  there 
is  evidence  that  it  was  far  more  resorted  to 
than  any  other  in  the  Cathedral,  Drs.  Stanley, 
Alford,  Robertson,  and  others,  have  vainly  tried 
to  discover  any  Christian  saint  with  whom  it 
can  be  associated.  To  this  I  shall  have  to  al¬ 
lude  again  by-and-by  ;  at  present  it  is  suflScient 
to  remark,  that  it  is  more  than  likely  that,  even 
after  the  building  of  the  later  Cathedral,  the 
common  people  were  still  indulged  with  the 
worship  in  it  of  some  being  unknown  to  the 
Catholic  calendar.  So,  also,  the  Saxon  festi¬ 
vals  were  retained,  and  the  names  of  the  days 
of  the  week,  each  that  of  some  British  deity. 

Archteology  finds  the  pre-historic  past  sur¬ 
viving  among  us  in  many  ways.  First  of  all 
in  our  words  (e.  g.,  the  names  of  the  days); 
next  in  our  architecture  (e.  g.,  the  orientation 
of  churches,  insisted  upon  by  Vitruvius,  a  relic 
of  sun-worship) ;  then  in  our  customs.  Our 
games,  particularly  those  of  chance,  are  tracea¬ 
ble  to  ancient  religions ;  and  among  many  tribes 
of  savages  dice  are  still  used  for  divination. 
Gipsies  still  put  cards  to  their  primitive  use  of 
fortune-telling.  But  perhaps  the  most  curious 
instance  of  this  kind  of  survival  is  modern  Spir¬ 
itualism.  Dr.  Bastian,  of  Berlin,  has  lately 
shown  how  the  very  forms  and  tricks  of  Spirit¬ 
ualism  have  been  known  in  the  most  ancient 
times.  “Blanchette”  has  been  for  ages  a  fa¬ 
miliar  instrument  among  the  Chinese  for  re¬ 
ceiving  communications  from  their  ancestors, 
who  are  to  Confucians  almost  the  only  gods. 
The  tyings  and  untyings  in  cabinets  were  cen¬ 
turies  ago  familiar  to  the  Tartars  and  Ojibbe- 
ways  of  America.  A  distinguished  biologist  of 
London  recently  designated  Mr.  Home  as  “  a 
Tartar  in  evening  dress.”  But  I  find  him  more 
related  to  the  ancient  Celt.  Thus,  among  the 
ancient  Celts,  great  spiritual  elevation  was  held 
to  be  frequently  attended  with  physical  eleva¬ 
tion,  and  Mr.  Home’s  latest  feat  is  soaring  in 
the  air.  From  the  earliest  worshipers  of  Brit¬ 
ain  the  idea  passed  into  the  Christian  Church. 
Thus  we  read  that  Richard,  one  of  the  early 
archbishops  of  Canterbury,  was  surprised  by  a 
monk  when  floating  in  the  air.  Indeed  it  were 
easy  to  match  most  of  the  phenomena  of  modern 
Spiritualism  from  the  records  of  this  one  city. 
Once  a  friar,  who  neglected  to  take  proper  care 
of  the  tomb  of  Ethelbert,  was  visited  by  a  spirit, 
clothed  in  light,  who  admonished  him,  and  re¬ 
tired.  As  for  the  spirit-raps,  they  were  well 
known  in  the  time  of  the  witches,  since  when 
they  have  been  repeatedly  imitated  by  prison¬ 
ers,  who  have  used  them  to  communicate  from 
cell  to  cell — one  rap  meaning  A  ;  two,  B  ;  and 
peculiar  noises  agreed  upon  as  signs  for  “Yes” 
and  “No.”  Undoubtedly  many  of  the  ancient 
observances  have  come  down  to  us  through  the 
alliance  of  the  Church  with  the  religions  it 
found  already  in  occupation. 

But,  to  return  to  Canterbury,  whatever  may 
be  thought  of  the  moral  and  religious  results  of 
this  compliant  plan  of  Gregory  and  Augustine, 
over  which  Dean  Stanley  has  charitably  thrown 
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the  mantle  of  John  Wesley’s  saying,  that  the 
deyil  ought  not  to  have  the  best  tunes,”  there 
can  he  no  question  as  to  the  vast  historical  im¬ 
portance  of  the  events  traceable  on  the  land¬ 
scape  stretching  out  from  the  point  of  view  we 
have  taken.  “ Let  any  one,” says  Stanley,  “  sit 
on  the  hill  of  the  little  Church  of  St.  Martin, 
and  look  on  the  view  that  is  there  spread  before 
his  eyes.  Immediately  below  are  the  towers 
of  the  great  Abbey  of  St.  Augustine,  where 
Christian  learning  and  civilization  first  struck 
root  in  Britain ;  and  within  which  now,  after  a 
lapse  of  many  centuries,  a  new  institution  has 
arisen,  intended  to  carry  far  and  wide,  to  coun¬ 
tries  of  which  Gregory  and  Augustine  never 
heard,  the  blessings  which  they  gave  to  us. 
Carry  your  view  on,  and  there  rises,  high  above 
all,  the  magnificent  pile  of  our  Cathedral  (equal 
in  splendor  and  state  to  even  the  noblest  temple 
or  church  that  Augustine  could  have  seen  in 
Eome),  rising  on  the  very  ground  which  derives 
its  consecration  from  him.  And  still  more  than 
the  grandeur  of  the  outward  buildings  that  rose 
from  the  little  church  of  Augustine  and  the  lit¬ 
tle  palace  of  Ethelbert  have  been  the  institu¬ 
tions  of  all  kinds,  of  which  these  were  the  earli¬ 
est  cradle.  Erom  Canterbury,  the  first  English 
Christian  city— from  Kent,  the  first  English 
Christian  kingdom— has,  by  degrees,  arisen  the 
whole  constitution  of  Church  and  State  in  En¬ 
gland,  which  now  binds  together  the  whole  Brit¬ 
ish  empire.  And  from  the  Christianity  here 
established  in  England  has  flowed,  by  direct 
consequence,  first,  the  Christianity  of  Germany ; 
then,  after  a  long  interval,  of  North  America  • 
and  lastly,  we  may  trust,  of  all  India  and  all 
Australasia.  The  view  from  St.  Martin’s  is,  in¬ 
deed,  one  of  the  most  inspiriting  that  can  be 


found  in  the  world ;  there  is  none  to  which  I 
would  more  willingly  take  any  one  who  doubted 
whether  a  small  beginning  could  lead  to  a  great 
and  lasting  good — none  which  carries  us  more 
vividly  back  into  the  past,  or  more  hopefully 
forward  to  the  future.” 

We  have  thus  approached  our  Cathedral  from 
the  right  historical  and  artistic  direction ;  and, 
on  entering  it,  our  first  interest  will  be  to  setirch 
out  the  sites  of  the  old  shrines.  In  these  days, 
when  fine  churches  are  built  merely  for  show, 
when  so  many  spires  rise  simply  to  beat  other 
spires  in  the  skyward  race,  it  is  important  that 
Ave  should  realize  that  this  ambition  Avas  the 
least  element  AA'hich  contributed  to  the  ancient 
cathedrals.  Their  grandeur  and  beauty  AA'ere 
but  incidental  to  other  purposes.  The  reader 
who  accompanied  me  on  a  visit  to  Christchurch, 
in  Hampshire,  will  remember  that  we  found  pre¬ 
served  in  the  stone  carvings  of  its  Norman  part 
the  tiles  and  lattice-Avork  Avhich  bear  us  back  to 
the  days  when  the  cathedral  was  but  the  more 
commodious  common  cottage,  toAvhich  the  peas¬ 
ants  gathered  from  similar,  but  smaller  cottages, 
in  which  they  could  not  afford  to  keep  private 
chapels  and  chaplains  like  the  gentry  in  their 
castles.  Beginning  with  that  for  a  seed,  we 
may  trace  the  groAvth  of  a  cathedral  as  Ave 
would  that  of  a  plant.  Here,  for  example,, 
Augustine  receiAms  from  the  Saxon  king  a  piece 
of  ground  on  Avhich  to  build  a  Christian  church. 
It  must,  in  the  first  place,  be  large  enough  to 
hold  all  the  people  he  Avishes  to  convert.  But, 
though  larger  than  the  surrounding  houses  and 
the  pagan  temple  (a  larger  Saxon  house  sim- 
ply);  it  must  not  be  unlike  them,  for  the  people 
Avould  be  repelled  by  any  unfamiliar  structure. 
So  Eoman  architecture  can  not  yet  be  imported. 
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Yet  it  must  be,  on  the  other  hand,  somewhat 
more  beautiful  than  the  pagan  temples,  in  order 
to  attract  —  a  strictly  utilitarian  purpose,  ob¬ 
serve.  The  higher  tower  will  catch  the  eye  of 
more  people,  and  those  further  off,  than  those 
of  the  Saxon  temples,  and  so  it  is  built  higher 
than  the  rest.  Thus  far  we  have  simply  a  larger 
Saxon  house.  After  considerable  preaching, 
Christianity  has  made  such  headway  that  an 
image  of  Christ  may  be  introduced ;  next  the 
Madonna ;  and  in  succession  the  saints.  As 
fast  as  the  people  will  tolerate  them  they  ascend 
to  niches  inside  or  outside,  not  at  all  for  decora¬ 
tive,  but  for  strictly  religious  purposes.  Pres¬ 
ently  they  will  appear  in  stained  windows,,  for 
the  barbarians  love  color,  and  they  will  be  made 
beautiful,  in  order  to  excite  homage.  Embold¬ 
ened  at  last  the  new  religion  will  venture  to  hu¬ 
miliate  the  too-pleasantly  remembered  deities 
opposed  to  it  by  carving  grotesque  representa¬ 
tions  of  them.  Thus  we  have  the  germ  of  the 
cathedral.  It  requires  now  only  to  expand. 
Two  causes  will  bring  this  about.  The  increase 
of  population  and  of  worshipers  will  render  it 
necessary  to  add  wings  and  extend  the  length. 
But  a  still  more  potent  influence  to  expand  the 
Saxon  house  to  a  huge  cathedral  will  be  that,  as 
it  goes  on  from  age  to  age,  necessarily  through 
periods  of  invasion  and  convulsion,  the  house 
will  gradually  gather  about  it  important  histor¬ 
ical  events.  Startling  events,  martyrdoms,  and 
the  like,  will  happen  ;  and  these,  in  an  age  that 
knows  neither  printing  nor  history,  will  be  traced 
upon  the  stones.  Memorials  will  gather  to  it 
in  the  shape  of  tombs  and  shrines.  So  the 
building  must  have  room,  not  only  for  the  peo¬ 
ple,  but  for  altars,  tombs,  and  shrines.  Nay, 
these  shrines,  being  supposed  to  have  miracu¬ 
lous  virtues,  will  attract  thousands  of  pilgrims 
from  a  distance.  Eor  a  long  time  it  will  be 
crowded  by  these  ;  but  under  many  seasons  the 
stone  will  crumble,  or  perhaps  a  fire  will  occur, 
and  thus  w'ill  be  furnished  the  opportunities  of 
repeated  enlargement — the  original  form,  how¬ 
ever,  being  preserved,  as  the  old  names  of  busi¬ 
ness  firms  are  preservM  long  after  those  who 
bore  them  are  dead,  since  with  the  old  sign 
goes  “the  good-will  of  the  establishment.” 
Thus  we  find  the  theme  of  Emerson’s  “  Prob¬ 
lem”  ever  confirmed — 

“These  temples  grew  as  grows  the  grass.” 

We  have  but  to  add  dates  and  names  to  the 
above  general  statements  to  have  before  us 
the  particular  history  of  Canterbury  Cathedral. 
On  its  site  stood  a  British  or  Roman  church, 
built  by  King  Lucius.  Augustine  pulled  this 
down,  and  built  a  more  commodious  temple. 
It  was  repaired  and  enlarged  by  Archbishop 
Odo  (a.d.  942-959) ;  sacked  by  the  Danes,  and 
its  monks  massacred  (1011);  burned  in  the 
times  of  the  Conquest  (1067);  reconstructed 
by  Lanfranc,  first  archbishop  after  the  Con¬ 
quest  (1070-1089);  greatly  enlarged  by  An¬ 
selm  (1093-1109);  chancel  and  choir  built  by 
Prior  Conrad  and  dedicated  (1130);  choir 


burned’'' (1 174)  ;  completed  again  (1184)  ;  new 
nave  and  transepts  added  (1410)  ;  central  tow¬ 
er  builtf  (149.5)  ;  and  from  that  time  to  this,  fre¬ 
quent  renewals  and  additions. 

The  reader  must  bear  in  mind  the  reason 
why  the  prelacy  of  England  is  represented  by 
the  see  of  little  Canterbury,  ratber  than  that  of 
London ;  there,  through  the  influence  of  Ber¬ 
tha,  Christianity  was  recognized  by  the  Saxons, 
at  a  time  when  it  could  not  have  been  preached 
in  London.  The  same  will  explain  why  it  be¬ 
came  an  object  of  pride  to  tbe  Catholic  world 
in  the  South.  At  that  day  the  mania  for  rel¬ 
ics,  each  of  which  was  regarded  as  having  po¬ 
tency,  was  raging  every  where,  and  the  bodies 
and  bones  of  saints  began  to  gather  toward 
Canterbury.  The  body  of  St.  Blaize,  purchased 
for  a  large  sum  at  Rome,  was  enslirined  in  the 
Saxon  church.  Then  there  were  the  heads 
of  Saints  Swithin,  Purseus,  Orun,  and  Bar¬ 
tholomew.  But  ere  long  Canterbury  had  no 
reason  to'  look  abroad  for  holy  bodies.  Saints 
Alphege  and  Wilfrid,  martyred  by  Danes  and 
Northmen,  fell  at  its  doors ;  and  finally  within 
its  hallowed  walls  Thomas  a  Becket  was  as¬ 
sassinated,  thereby  becoming  the  greatest  saint 
after  Peter  himself. 

The  legend  that,  after  the  Romans  and  Huns 
had  fought  until  all  bit  the  dust,  their  spirits 
kept  up  a  spectral  war  in  the  air  over  the  bat¬ 
tle-field,  is  a  literal  truth  when  told  of  the  ec¬ 
clesiastical  conflicts  raging  in  England.  In  a 
spectral  way  the  conflicts  which  marked  the 
reigns  of  the  Henrys  and  of  Queen  Elizabeth 
are  still  going  on.  The  fight  which  was  recently 
in  progress  between  the  relative  authority  of  the 
Crown  and  the  Convocation,  apropos  of  Colen- 
so — and  whether  that  heretic,  with  the  Queen’s 
appointment  as  Bishop  of  Natal,  is  superior  in 
authority  to  Dr.  Macrorie,  whom  the  Church 
has  consecrated  to  grapple  with  him — was  real¬ 
ly  the  struggle  between  Henry  II.  and  Thomas 
a  Becket  revisiting  the  glimpses  of  the  nine¬ 
teenth  centuiy.  Becket  has  from  the  day  he 
fell  been  the  gauge,  the  counter,  the  barome¬ 
ter,  of  English  Church  history.  With  admira¬ 
ble  art.  Browning,  in  his  last  poem,  describes 
the  old  Pope  reflecting  on  how  the  poor  body 
of  one  of  his  predecessors,  who  had  given  a 
certain  decision,  went  through  all  the  vicissi¬ 
tudes  of  the  doctrine  of  papal  infallibility.  As 
one  party  prevails,  the  Pope’s  body  is  buried  in 
pomp  ;  as  the  other,  it  is  pitched  into  the  river. 
So  since  his  death  Becket  has  been  enshrined, 
his  shrine  has  been  devastated,  he  has  been 
canonized,  he  has  been  royally  excommuni¬ 
cated,  as  this  or  that  party  has  come  into 

♦  “Whereat,”  says  Gervase,  who  witnessed  the  fire, 
“  the  people  were  astoirisbed  that  the  Almighty 
should  suffer  such  things,  and,  maddened  with  ex¬ 
cess  of  grief  and  perplexity,  they  tore  their  hair, 
and  beat  the  walls  and  pavement  of  the  church  with 
their  hands  and  heads,  blaspheming  the  Lord,  and 
His  saints,  the  patrons  of  His  Church. 

t  “Tanta  majestate  sese  erigit  in  coslurn,  _  says 
Erasmus,  “ut  procul  etiam  intueutibus  religiouem 
inciitiat.” 
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power.  One  who  reads  the  Church  papers 
of  London  will  see  that  his  bones  are  not 
even  yet  permitted  to  rest ;  for  though  the  su¬ 
premacy  of  the  secular  arm  over  the  Church  is 
English  law,  it  is  still  furiously  denounced  by 
High-Churchmen  as  “the  Erastian  Heresy.” 
But  any  one  who  is  scandalized  by  the  acri¬ 
mony  of  the  Colenso  discussion  has  only  to 
read  the  history  of  the  battle  for  ecclesiastical 
supremacy  as  it  occurred  in  the  days  when  the 
real  English  throne  was  that  old  stone  chair, 
on  which  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  is  still 
enthroned,  to  know  that  the  controversy  is 
now  hut  a  ghost.  In  those  days  we  find  arch¬ 
bishops  sitting  in  each  others'  laps,  in  their 
competition  for  the  chief  seat  on  state  occa¬ 
sions,  and  even  coming  to  fisticuffs.  The  arch¬ 
bishops  of  York  and  Canterbury,  Eichard  and 
Eoger,  had,  in  1176,  a  regular  mill  in  West¬ 
minster  Abbey.  The  test  points  between  the 
King  and  Becket  were  the  immunity  of  the 
clergy  from  secular  jurisdiction,  claimed  by  the 
latter,  and  the  supremacy  of  the  see  of  Can¬ 
terbury  over  that  of  York.  There  are  twenty- 
nine  histories  of  the  affair,  and  so  I  need  not 
go  into  it.  We  all  know  that  it  ended  in  the 
King  sending  his  knights  to  Canterbury,  who, 
after  an  angry  interview  with  the  unyielding 
archbishop,  slew  him.  The  spot  where  he  fell 
— as,  after  turning  his  back  on  the  one  stair¬ 
case  by  which  he  might  have  escaped,  he  tried 
to  reach  his  episcopal  throne — has  been  made 
out  certainly  by  Dean  Stanley.  It  is  marked 


only  by  a  square  piece  cut  out  of  the 
pavement,  probably  as  a  relic.  “Into 
thy  hands,  0  Lord,  I  commend  my 
spirit,”  was  his  dying  sigh.  The 
monks  watched  with  his  body  during 
the  night,  fearing  further  indignities 
would  be  offered  it.  Beneath  his 
splendid  canonicals  was  found  the 
monk’s  habit,  and  haircloth  next  his 
skin. 

Swiftly  did  the  resurrection  of 
Becket  as  a  saint  follow  his  mar¬ 
tyrdom.  An  aurora  borealis  shot 
athwart  the  sky  the  same  night,  con¬ 
vincing  the  people  that  the  martyr’s 
soul  had  ascended  to  heaven  in  a 
glory  like  that  of  Elijah.  The  monks 
who  had  watched  through  the  night 
reported  that  the  dead  man’s  arm 
had  been  lifted  in  the  gray  of  the 
morning  and  signed  the  sign  of  the 
cross.  But  such  stories  were  not 
needed  to  kindle  the  superstitious 
enthusiasm  of  the  people,  who  were 
already  dipping  their  garments  in  the 
blood  that  lay  fresh  on  the  floor. 
The  assassination  sent  a  thrill  of  hor¬ 
ror  through  Christendom  unparallel¬ 
ed  in  history.  Henry  II.  was  pictured 
in  churches  suffering  the  torments  of 
hell.  The  poor  King’s  superstitious 
fears  were  awakened  by  the  anathe¬ 
mas  heaped  upon  him  ;  and  when 
his  armies  in  Scotland  began  to  suffer  defeat, 
his  spirit  gave  way,  and  he  resolved  to  appease 
the  spirit  of  Becket.  He  came  from  Eouen  to 
Southampton  in  midsummer,  and  straightway 
set  out  on  his  pilgrimage  across  the  Surrey  hills 
to  Canterbury.  Barefoot,  clad  only  in  a  wool¬ 
en  shirt,  he  passed  through  the  streets  until  he 
reached  the  Cathedral.  Pausing  only  to  kiss 
the  stone  stained  by  Becket’s  blood,  he  entered 
the  crypt  where  the  tomb  was,  and  there  knelt 
to  receive  three  strokes  with  a  rod  from  each 
of  the  eighty  monks  assembled.  (The  accom¬ 
panying  picture  is  from  an  old  painting  which 
hung  in  the  cathedral  until  late  in  the  last  cen¬ 
tury.)  Having  bestowed  forty  marks  yearly  to 
keep  lamps  burning  around  the  tomb,  he  fasted 
all  night,  and  repaired  to  London,  where  he 
was  laid  up  with  a  fever.  Saturday  after,  his 
victory  in  Scotland  occurred.  Into  his  bed¬ 
room,  the  fever  yet  upon  him,  a  messenger  came 
with  the  tidings,  and  the  King  leaped  up  to 
offer  thanks  to  the  propitiated  “St.  Thomas.” 

Thenceforth  he  became  more  widely  known 
than  any  other  saint.  There  were  churches  ded¬ 
icated  to  him  in  Eome,  Lyons,  even  in  Syria. 
His  relics  are  still  kept  in  the  Basilica  of  St. 
Maria  Maggiore,  beside  the  cradle  of  the  Holy 
Babe.  A  tooth  is  treasured  at  Verona,  an  arm 
at  Florence,  two  arms  at  Lisbon — indeed,  if  all 
his  aims  shown  on  the  Continent  are  genuine, 
he  must  have  been  Briareus.  His  skulls  are 
hardly  less  numerous.  Drops  of  his  blood, 
pieces  of  his  vestments,  his  cup,  knife,  and 
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boots,  are  scattered  through  England.  It  is  not 
to  be  wondered  at  that  Canterbury,  so  baptized 
with  saintly  blood,  became  the  great  centre  of 
English  Christianity,  and  that  Bechet’s  body 
was  raised  from  the  crypt  where  it  had  been 
at  first  laid  to  be  removed  to  a  shrine,  whose 
splendor  illuminated  the  body  of  the  Cathedral 
and  became  the  celebrity  of  the  world.  Eour 
years  after  the  martyrdom  the  choir  was  burned. 
This,  probably,  was  the  reason  that  the  shrine 
was  not  made  until  1220.  Never  was  before 
any  thing  so  magnificent  as  the  “Eestival  of 
the  Translation  of  St.  Thomas.”  Pilgrims 
swarmed  from  all  parts  of  the  world.  Proven¬ 
der  for  horses  was  provided  gratis  all  the  way 
from  London  to  Canterbury,  where  wine  also 
was  freely  provided  for  all.  The  greatest  pre¬ 
lates  and  noblemen  of  the  world,  and  even 
several  foreign  princes,  were  in  the  procession, 
which,  headed  by  the  boy  king,  Henry  III., 
passed  through  the  Cathedral,  bearing  the  body 
to  its  shrine.  Many  of  the  wealthy  had  been 
proud  to  give  precious  stones  and  rings  for  the 
decoration  of  the  shrine,  which  was  one  mass  of 
splendor.  Of  these  one  was  of  especial  splen¬ 
dor — the  “Regale  of  France,”  the  finest  dia¬ 
mond  or  carbuncle  in  the  world — “big  as  a 
hen’s  egg” — worn  by  Louis  VII.  of  France, 
who,  having  hesitated  to  give  so  costly  an 
offering,  was  naturally  amazed  to  see  the  gem 
leap  from  his  finger  and  fix  itself  in  the  shrine ! 
A  canopy  concealed  the  whole  on  the  day  of 
the  consecration  ;  this  was  withdrawn  at  a  sig¬ 
nal,  and  the  shrine  appeared  blazing  with  jew¬ 
els  on  a  ground  of  embossed  gold — framed  in 
gold-plated  sides — before  which  the  vast  crowd 
dropped  on  their  knees,  at  first  overwhelmed 
with  the  glory,  next  eager  to  touch  and  be 
healed.  The  accompanying  etching  is  a  fac¬ 
simile  of  a  picture  of  the  shrine  in  an  old  Cot¬ 
tonian  MS.,  which  was  partially  destroyed  by 
fire  in  1731. 

It  was  not  only  to  touch  the  shrine  of  St. 
Thomas,  and  be  made  whole,  that  the  pilgrims 
from  all  parts  of  the  country  flocked  to  Can¬ 
terbury;  the  old  pagan  belief  in  the  potency 
of  sacred  wells,  which  had  long  been  universal, 
was  improved  by  the  appearance  of  a  well  near 
the  Cathedral,  which  was  declared  to  have  been 
formed  by  the  dust  and  blood  of  the  pavement 
where  the  martyr  had  perished  being  thrown 
on  the  spot.  For  two  centuries  this  well  was 
the  marvel  of  the  place,  and  its  miracle-work¬ 
ing  waters  were  borne  off  in  vast  quantities  in 
bottles.  The  vast  number  of  booths  and  shops 
which  lined  the  path  to  the  cathedral-yard  gave 
it  the  name  of  “Mercery  Lane,”  which  it  still 
bears.  Many  old  names  and  words  may  be 
traced  back  to  the  religious  customs  and  con¬ 
ditions  of  medieval  times.  Philologers  are  di¬ 
vided  as  to  whether  “Canterbury”  is  derived 
from  “Kent”  or  “Cant”  («.  e.,  the  chant  of  pil¬ 
grims),  and  whether  “  to  canter”  did  not  orig¬ 
inally  describe  the  pace  at  which  pilgrims  on 
horseback  approached  the  town.  We  know 
that  the  pilgrims  to  the  Saint  Terre  gave  us 


the  word  “sauntering,”  and  those  to  Rome 
gave  us  “roaming;”  also  that  “tawdry”  orig¬ 
inally  described  the  flimsy  laces  sold  at  the  fair 
of  “  St.  Audrey,”  or  Etheldreda,  patron  saint 
of  the  Isle  of  Ely.  Just  before  the  Reforma¬ 
tion  the  annual  offerings  at  the  shrine  amount¬ 
ed  to  what  would  now  be  £4000. 

Under  these  circumstances  it  is  not  to  be 
wondered  at  that  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury 
became  the  supreme  potentate  of  Great  Brit¬ 
ain.  A  curious  instance  of  the  awe  in  which 
he  was  held  by  even  the  first  noblemen  in  the 
land  I  quote  here,  as  marking  the  high-tide  of 
ecclesiastical  authority  in  England. 

From  Dugdale’s  “Baronage”  we  learn  that, 
in  1352,  an  Earl  of  Kent,  grandson  of  Edward 
I.,  died,  and  his  widow,  Elizabeth,  inconsolable, 
assumed  the  veil ;  but  meeting  accidentally  the 
accomplished  Sir  Eustace  Dabrischescourt,  she 
was  “  unable  to  withstand  the  impression  his 
agreeable  behaviour  made  upon  her  heart,  and, 
notwithstanding  her  solemn  vow,  was  clan¬ 
destinely  married  to  him,  before  sun-rising, 
on  Michaelmas-day,  by  Sir  John  Ireland,  a 
priest,”  without  having  obtained  a  license  from 
the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  ;  “  for  which 
grave  transgression  both  she  and  her  husband, 
being  personally  convened  before  the  same 
archbishop,  at  his  manor-house  of  Mayhfield, 
upon  the  7th  ides  of  April,  the  archbishop,  for 
their  penance,  enjoyned  them  that  they  should 
find  a  priest  to  celebrate  divine  service  daily  in 
the  chapel  of  our  Lady,  within  the  church  of 
Wingham  (by  reason  that  the  marriage  was  un¬ 
lawfully  solemnized  in  that  parish),  for  them, 
the  said  Sir  Eustace  and  Elizabeth,  and  him, 
the  said  archbishop  ;  and  that  the  priest  should, 
every  day,  say  over  the  Seven  Penitential 
Psalms,  with  the  Litany,  for  them  and  all  faith¬ 
ful  Christians,  as  also  Placebo  and  Dirige  for 
all  the  faithful  deceased ;  likewise,  that  every 


352 


HARPEE'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


morning,  being  risen  from  his  bed,  that  he 
should  say  five  paternosters  and  aves,  kneeling, 
looking  upon  the  wounds  of  the  image  on  the 
crucifix,  and  as  many  every  night,  in  like  sort ; 
moreover,  that  they,  the  said  Sir  Eustace  and 
Elizabeth,  should  find  another  priest,  continu¬ 
ally  residing  with  one  of  them,  to  celebrate  di¬ 
vine  service  for  them  in  the  same  manner  as 
the  priest  at  Wingham  was  to  do,  and  to  say 
the  Seven  Penitential  Psalms,  and  the  Fifteen 
Gradual  Psalms,  with  the  Litany,  Placebo,  and 
Dirige,  and  commendation  of  souls  from  the 
quick  and  the  dead ;  and  also  appointed  him, 
the  said  Sir  Eustace,  and  her,  that  the  next 
day,  after  certain  nuptial  familiarities,  they 
should  competently  relieve  six  poor  people,  and 
both  of  them  that  day  to  abstain  from  some 
dish  of  flesh  or  fish  whereof  they  did  most  desire 
to  eat ;  and,  lastly,  that  she,  the  said  Elizabeth, 
should,  once  every  year,  go  on  foot  to  visit  that 
glorious  martyre,  St.  Thomas  of  Canterbury, 
and  once  every  week  during  her  life  take  no 
other  food  but  bread  and  drink,  and  a  mess  of 
pottage,  wearing  no  smock,  and  especially  in 
the  absence  of  her  husband.” 

From  such  a  pinnacle  of  splendor  and  power 
was  Henry  VIII.  to  hurl  the  papal  authority  in 
England ! 

Those  very  pilgrimages  to  Canterbury — as 
one  may  gather  from  Chaucer  himself — by 
the  idleness  and  licentiousness  they  occasioned, 
paved  the  way  for  the  Reformation.  A  Bish¬ 
op  of  London — Simon  of  Sudbury — first  cast 
a  doubt  upon  the  benefit  of  seeking  the  shrine 
(1370).  The  people  execrate  him,  and  eleven 
years  after  regard  themselves  as  just  aveng¬ 
ers  of  St.  Thomas  when,  under  Wat  Tyler,  they 
drag  him  from  the  Tower,  and  behead  him. 
A  hundred  and  fort)'  years  later,  the  two  first 
scholars  of  England — Colet  and  Erasmus- — visit 
the  shrine.  Colet  ventured  to  suggest  that,  if 
St.  Thomas  were  still  as  devoted  to  the  poor  as 
when  on  earth,  he  would  prefer  a  portion  of  the 
treasure  on  his  shrine  should  go  to  their  benefit 
now.  All  the  wars  of  Cromwell  were  contained 
in  the  remark  ;  and  there  is  no  wonder  that  the 
suave  Erasmus  had  to  pacify  with  some  coins 
the  scowling  verger  who  exhibited  the  shrine. 
When  the  two  were  returning  to  London,  an 
aged  almsman  by  the  way-side  held  up  the  “shoe 
of  St.  Thomas”  for  them  to  kiss.  “What!” 
cried  Colet;  “do  these  asses  expect  us  to  kiss 
the  shoes  of  all  good  men  that  ever  have  lived  ?” 
Erasmus  must  have  found  his  irascible  friend 
expensive.  He  again  had  to  drop  a  pacific 
coin.  But  what  of  scholars  ?  They  have  hard¬ 
ly  gone  home  when  Charles  V.  of  France  (fresh 
from  Luther!)  and  Henry  VIII.  himself,  and 
Wolsey,  and  the  proudest  nobles  of  Spain  and 
England,  are  doing  homage  at  the  shrine,  all 
unconscious  that  in  a  few  short  years  one  of 
their  uninber  was  to  sweep  it  all  into  a  dust- 
hole  !  No  earthquake  could  have  shocked  the 
people  so  much  as  what  occurred  in  1537.  That 
year,  on  St.  Thomas’s  Eve,  Archbishop  Cranmer 
“  ate  flesh  and  did  sup  with  his  family !”  And 


one  world,  at  least,  came  to  an  end  when,  the 
following  year,  the  King  issued  summons  to  the 
dead  archbishop — “To  thee,  Thomas  Becket, 
sometime  Archbishop  of  Canterbury” — charging 
him  with  treason  and  rebellion.  The  summons 
was  read  before  the  shrine  ;  thirty  days  were  al¬ 
lowed  for  Becket  to  put  in  his  appearance ;  and 
when,  at  the  end  of  that  time,  he  continued  his 
contumacy,  by  failing  to  answer,  the  case  was 
formally  tried  at  Westminster,  the  dead  man 
condemned,  his  bones  ordered  to  be  burned,  and 
his  shrine  devastated.  The  jewels,  however, 
were  carefully  picked  out  and  carried  away,  in 
two  coffers,  by  seven  men.  It  took  twenty-six 
carts  to  carry  away  the  rest  of  the  spoils— other 
shrines  having  been  also  devastated.  The  fa¬ 
mous  gem,  the  “Regale  of  France,”  already  al¬ 
luded  to,  was  appropriated  by  the  King  for  his 
thumb-ring,  and  the  last  trace  of  it  was  in  the 
necklace  of  his  daughter.  Queen  Mary.  Every 
discoverable  trace  of  the  “  blissful  martyr”  in 
the  kingdom  was  destroyed — whether  on  her¬ 
aldic  devices  or  written  records.  Only  in  the 
stained  windows  did  he  remain.  But  all  this 
had  not  occurred  without  a  Thomas  More  ready 
to  die  for  Becket. 

What  remains  of  that  great  shrine — itself  the 
regale  of  the  Pope?  A  vacant  space,  fringed 
with  the  print  of  the  knees  of  pilgrims,  worn,  in 
the  course  of  generations,  into  the  stone  floor ! 
The  splendors  of  kings  and  archbishops  have 
passed  away ;  but  the  traces  of  the  lowly  wor¬ 
shipers  survive,  even  as  their  reverence,  which 
is  not  dead,  but  risen.  I  found  nothing  in  Can¬ 
terbury  so  impressive  as  these  vestiges  of  the 
solemn  march  of  humanity  past'  its  crumbling 
altars  and  shrines,  in  its  endless  search  for  that 
W'hich  “hath  foundations”  which  shall  endure. 
The  knee-prints  are  thickest  and  deepest,  as  I 
have  before  said,  about  a  spot  concerning  whose 
shrine  or  saint  there  is  no  record.  As  there 
would  probably  have  been  some  trace  about  so 
popular  a  shrine  if  the  image  worshiped  there  had 
been  a  regular  Catholic  saint,  there  is  good  rea¬ 
son  to  believe  that  the  figure  represented  to  the 
converted  pagans  some  alluring  reminiscence 
of  one  of  their  former  deities.  From  that  shrine 
to  that  of  St.  Alfege,  and  on  to  those  of  St. 
Dunstan,  St.  Augustin,  and,  finally,  that  of 
Becket,  the  solemn  pilgrimage  of  the  human 
spirits  may  be  follow'ed,  the  few  feet  or  yards 
between  them  representing  centuries.  Nay, 
though  as  w'e  look  back  on  the  road  the  shrines 
may  seem  alike,  and  massed  to  one  column  of 
superstition,  they  were  really  mile-stones  of 
faith,  and  signify  the  rising  of  successive  ideas. 
Mingled  now  are  pagan  altars  and  Catholic 
shrines  in  common  dust,  but  the  devotion  which 
knelt  is  not  eflFaced.  Thus  there  be  high  things 
that  are  laid  low,  while  the  humble  are  exalted. 
All  that  Augustine  and  Becket  sought  to  perpet¬ 
uate  is  lost ;  but  the  aspiration  of  the  people  is 
the  victorious  history  of  English  and  American 
freedom.  So  much  is  still  attested  by  those  marks 
of  human  devotion  which  alone  remain  to  mark 
the  spot  consecrated  “To  an  unknown  God.” 


MY  MOCKING-BIRD. 
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There  are  some  curious  mosaics  in  the  pave¬ 
ment  around  the  spot  where  stood  the  shrine, 
among  them  some  zodiacal  signs.  These  relics 
of  the  old  astronomical  religion  were  probably 
laid  at  the  saint’s  feet  on  the  same  principle 
which  led  the  Greeks  to  preserve  the  sei'pent, 
which  the  first  settlers  of  their  peninsula — the 
Pelasgi — had  worshiped  as  sacred  to  Athena,  at 
whose  feet  it  was  at  the  same  time  represented 
in  token  of  her  supremacy.  Along  with  the 
signs  of  the  zodiac  are  some  mosaics  of  the  vices 
and  virtues. 

After  the  services  in  the  choir  were  over,  one 
of  the  canons  took  a  gentleman  among  the 
tombs,  and  invited  me  to  accompany  them. 
The  canon  was  an  old  man,  with  a  face  replete 
with  bonhomie  as  well  as  intelligence.  He  wore 
a  velvet  skull-cap,  a  common  method  the  officials 
in  cathedrals  have  of  preventing  the  veneration 
which  forbids  hats  leading  to  influenza.  I  grad¬ 
ually  recognized,  by  this  kindly  guide’s  scholarly 
knowledge  of  the  place,  that  I  was  with  a  gen¬ 


tleman  of  great  ability,  and  was  hardly  surprised 
to  find  presently  that  he  was  the  Venerable  Can¬ 
on  Robertson,  late  Professor  of  Ecclesiastical 
History  in  King’s  College,  and  the  author  of 
the  most  learned  biography  of  Becket  ever  writ¬ 
ten.  Pie  is  not  yet  sixty  years  of  age,  and  is 
more  Scotch  than  his  new  archbishop.  The 
presence  of  such  men  as  Alford  and  Robertson 
at  Canterbury  is  one  of  those  significant  facts 
which  meet  one  at  every  turn  in  the  exploration 
of  English  institutions,  whether  religious  or  oth¬ 
er,  to  admonish  us  against  the  wholesale  con¬ 
demnation  of  them  on  their  surface  appearance. 


THE  VENERABLE  CANON  ROBERTSON. 


MY  MOCKING-BIRD. 


Mooking-bieu  !  mocking-bird  1  swinging  high 
Aloft  in  yonr  gilded  cage, 

The  clouds  are  hurrying  over  the  sky. 

The  wild  winds  fiercely  rage. 

But  soft  and  warm  is  the  air  you  breathe 
Up  there  with  the  tremulous  ivy  wreath ; 

And  never  an  icy  blast  can  chill 
The  perfumed  silence  sweet  and  still. 

Mocking-bird  !  mocking-bird !  from  your  throat 
Breaks  forth  no  flood  of  song, 

Nor  even  a  perfect,  golden  note, 

Triumphant,  glad,  and  strong  1 
But  now  and  then  a  pitiful  wail. 

Like  the  plaintive  sigh  of  the  dying  gale, 
Comes  from  that  arching  breast  of  thine. 
Swinging  up  there  with  the  ivy  vine. 

Mocking-bird  1  mocking-bird  1  well  I  know 
Your  heart  is  far  away. 

Where  the  golden  stars  of  the  jasmine  glow, 
And  the  roses  bloom  alway ! 

For  your  cradle  nest  was  softly  made 
In  the  depth  of  a  blossoming  myrtle’s  shade ; 
And  you  heard  the  chant  of  the  southern  seas. 
Borne  inland  by  the  favoring  breeze. 

But,  ah,  my  beautiful  mocking-bird  1 
Should  I  bear  you  back  again. 

Never  would  song  of  yours  be  heard 
Echoing  through  the  glen. 

VoL.  XLI.— No.  243.-23 


For  once,  ah !  once,  at  the  dawn  of  day. 

You  waked  to  the  roar  of  the  deadly  fray. 
When  the  terrible  clash  of  armed  foes 
Startled  the  vale  from  its  dim  repose  ! 

At  first  yon  sat  on  a  swaying  bough, 

Mocking  the  bugle’s  blare. 

Fearless  and  free  in  the  fervid  glow 
Of  the  heated,  sulphurous  air. 

Your  voice  rang  out  like  a  trumpet’s  note, 
With  a  martial  ring  in  its  upward  float. 

And  stern  men  smiled,  for  you  seemed  to  be 
Cheering  them  on  to  victory ! 

But  at  length,  as  the  awful  day  wore  on. 

You  flew  to  a  tree-top  high. 

And  sat  like  a  spectre  grim  and  wan, 

Outlined  against  the  sky: 

Sat  silently  watching  the  fiery  fray 
Till  heaps  upon  heaps  the  Blue  and  Gray 
Lay  together,  a  silent  band. 

Whose  souls  had  passed  to  the  shadowy  land. 

Ah,  my  mocking-bird !  swinging  there 
Under  the  ivy  vine, 

You  still  remember  the  bugle’s  blare. 

And  the  blood  ponred  forth  like  wine ! 

The  soul  of  song  in  your  gentle  breast 
Died  in  that  hour  of  fierce  unrest, 

When,  like  a  spectre  grim  and  wan. 

You  watched  to  see  how  the  strife  went  on  . 
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THE  ELECTRIC  LIGHT. 


STAGE  EFFEOTS  OF  THE  ELECTRIC  LIGHT. 


Three  different  methods  have  been  discov¬ 
ered  in  modern  times  for  pi-oducing  an  ar¬ 
tificial  light  rivaling  in  brilliancy  and  intensity 
that  of  the  sun.  Although  the  light  developed 
by  each  of  these  means  is  exceedingly  intense, 
its  characters  and  qualities  are  not  the  same  in 
all.  In  each  of  the  several  forms  it  produces 
peculiar  effects,  and  is  adapted  to  different  pur¬ 
poses. 

The  first  is  called  the  Electric  Light,  It  is 
produced  by  passing  a  powerful  current  of  elec¬ 
tricity  across  a  break  of  continuity  in  a  circuit 
— the  break  being  formed  by  two  points  of  char¬ 
coal,  connected  respectively  with  positive  and 
negative  poles,  and  brought  to  within  a  short 
distance  of  each  other. 

The  second,  which  is  known  as  the  Lime  or 
Calcium  Light,  and  sometimes  as  the  Drummond 
Light,  is  produced  by  projecting  an  oxyhydrogen 
flame  upon  a  small  piece  of  lime.  The  intense 
heat  of  the  jet  of  flame  raises  the  lime  to  so 
high  a  temperature  that  it  becomes  intensely 
luminous.  There  are  very  few  substances  that 
can  stand  this  heat  without  being  fused  and  va¬ 
porized.  But  lime  is  sufiBciently  refractory  to 
endure  it,  and  thus,  when  the  flame  is  playing 
upon  it,  the  particles  remain  unchanged  and 
immovable  at  their  post,  and  disseminate  in 
every  direction  the  intense  and  dazzling  lumin¬ 
osity  which  is  produced  by,  or  which  accompa¬ 
nies,  so  high  a  temperature. 

The  third  is  known  as  the  Magnesium  Light. 
It  is  produced  by  the  combustion  of  a  rod  of 


magnesium,  one  of  the  metals  discovered  in 
modern  times.  This  metal  has  so  very  strong 
an  affinity  for  oxygen,  in  union  with  which  it 
forms  the  substance  magnesia,  that  it  is  with 
the  utmost  difficulty  that  it  can  be  separated 
from  it  and  produced  in  a  metallic  state.  And 
when  it  is  thus  separated,  it  recombines  with  it 
with  so  much  intensity  of  action  as  to  develop 
light  possessing,  even  for  photographic  pur¬ 
poses,  almost  the  power  of  the  sun. 

It  is  only  with  the  first  of  these  three,  the 
Electric  Light,  that  we  have  to  do  in  this  ar¬ 
ticle. 

The  forms  and  methods  of  arrangement  of 
the  apparatus  employed  for  the  development  of 
the  electric  light  are  infinitely  varied ;  but  the 
essential  things  are  in  all  cases  the  same. 

1.  There  must  be  a  battery,  or  other  means, 
for  inducing  and  maintaining  a  constant  flow 
of  electricity. 

2.  There  must  be  wires  or  other  conductors 
leading  to  the  small  charcoal  cylinders  on  the 
termination  of  which  the  points  are  formed  for 
the  development  of  the  light. 

3.  There  must  be  an  apparatus  for  moving 
one  of  the  charcoal  cylinders,  as  required,  to 
keep  the  distance  between  the  two  points  the 
same. 

To  accomplish  this  last  object  was  for  a  long 
time  a  great  difficulty.  But  without  it — that  is, 
without  some  method  of  keeping  the  break  in 
the  circuit  always  the  same — the  intensity  of 
the  light  would,  of  course,  constantly  vary. 
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And  it  was  necessary,  moreover,  that  the  move¬ 
ment  should  be  automatic — that  is,  that  the 
increasing  distance  between  the  points,  as  the 
extremities  were  gradually 
burned  away,  should  correct 
itself — and  not  be  dependent 
on  a  mechanism  controlled 
by  other  means. 

Difficult  as  it  might  seem 
to  be  to  accomplish  this 
end,  the  above  engraving 
gives,  in  a  simple  form,  an 
illustration  of  the  possibil¬ 
ity  of  doing  it.  The  prin¬ 
ciple  involved  is  that  the 
nearer  the  charcoal  points 
are  to  each  other  the  more 
abundant  is  the  flow  of  elec¬ 
tricity  across  the  interval. 

Now,  the  more  abundant  the 
flow  of  electricity  along  a 
conducting  wire,  the  more 
powerful  will  be  the  magnet¬ 
ism  which  it  will  develop  in 
an  iron  rod  or  bar  which  it 
is  made  to  encompass.  It 
is  obvious  that  this  gives  us 
the  power  to  regulate  the 
distance  between  the  points, 
by  connecting  one  of  them 
with  an  electro-magnet,  and 
arranging  the  apparatus  in 
such  a  manner  that  the  nar¬ 
rowing  of  the  interval  shall 
increase  the  power  of  the 
electro-magnet,  and  thereby 
draw  the  point  awa}',  while 
increasing  the  interval  shall 
weaken  the  magnet,  and  so 
allow  the  point  to  be  brought 
up  nearer  by  means  of  a 
counterpoise.  ^ 


In  the  engraving  we  see  the  lower  charcoal 
cylinder  held  in  an  iron  tube,  which  is  seen 
passing  into  an  electro-magnetic  coil  near  the 
base  of  the  instrument.  This  tube  plays  freely 
up  and  dowm  within  the  coil,  being  in  equilibrium 
betw'een  the  attractive  force  exerted  by  the  coil 
and  the  weight  passing  over  the  pulley  and  act¬ 
ing  as  a  counterpoise.  The  result  of  this  ar¬ 
rangement  is  that,  on  an  increase  of  the  distance 
betw'een  the  points,  the  magnetic  force,  which 
tends  to  draw  the  lower  cylinder  down,  is  di¬ 
minished,  and  the  countei’poise  raises  it  up. 
But  as  so(Tn  as  it  approaches  the  upper  point 
again,  the  flow  of  electricity  is  increased,  the 
electro-magnet  receives  a  fresh  accession  to  its 
power,  and  the  cylinder  is  drawn  down  again. 

In  describing  this  contrivance,  inasmuch  as 
w'e  are  obliged  to  speak  of  these  two  forces 
separately,  and  to  describe  the  operation  of  each 
in  its  turn,  the  impression  might  easily  be  left 
on  the  mind  of  the  reader  that  the  result  would 
be  a  series  of  oscillations,  which  would  be  any 
thing  but  indicative  of  steadiness  in  the  light. 
But  it  is  found  in  practice  that  these  forces  are 
so  nicely  balanced,  and  each  follows  so  instan¬ 
taneously  in  its  action  the  least  deviation  in  the 
conditions,  that  the  result  is  a  steadilv  main- 
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tained  equilibrium.  In  other  words,  the  mech¬ 
anism  acts,  practically,  not  in  bringing  the  char¬ 
coal  point  back  to  its  place  when  it  gets  out  of 
it,  but  in  preventing  it  from  getting  out  of  its 
place  at  all. 

The  regulators  actually  employed  are  much 
more  complicated  than  this,  but  this  illustrates 
the  general  principle  of  their  action,  in  the 
most  simple  form. 

The  necessity  for  a  constant  regulation  of 
the  distance  of  the  charcoal  points  arises  from 
the  fact  that  the  action  of  the  current  causes  a 
gradual  consumption  of  the  substance  of  the 
charcoal  at  the  positive  pole,  occasioned  partly 
by  the  combustion  of  it,  and  partly  by  the  trans¬ 
mission  of  incandescent  particles  through  the 
air  to  the  negative  pole.  The  engraving  (p.  365) 
represents  the  appearance  of  the  points  after 
the  process  has  been  for  some  time  continued. 
The  luminous  globules  seen  attached  to  the 
cones  are  the  results  of  the  fusion  of  earthy  im¬ 
purities  contained  in  the  charcoal.  This  gradual 
wasting  of  the  points,  especially  of  that  con¬ 
nected  with  the  positive  pole,  would  gradually 
increase  the  distance  between  them,  and  so 
bring  the  process  to  an  end,  were  it  not  for  the 
action  of  the  regulator. 

To  produce  this  light  there  must  be  a  con¬ 
stant  and  powerful  electric  current,  and  to  in¬ 
duce  and  sustain  this  requires  the  constant  ex¬ 
penditure  of  force  in  some  other  form.  In  the 
case  of  an  ordinary  galvanic  battery,  the  force  is 
supplied  by  the  consumption  of  the  zinc;  but,  by 
means  of  a  magneto-electric  arrangement — that 
is,  an  arrangement  for  the  development  of  elec¬ 
tricity  by  means  of  a  rapid  succession  of  mag¬ 
netic  changes  produced  through  the  revolution 
of  a  series  of  electro-magnets  within  a  system 
of  permanent  magnets— the  force  is  supplied  by 


a  steam-engine,  or  by  the  muscidar  power  of  a 
man ;  that  is,  by  the  consumption  of  the  coal 
burned  to  drive  the  engine,  or  of  the  food  di¬ 
gested  in  vital  organs  to  supply  the  strength  to 
the  man.  The  light  can  be  generated  only  by 
the  expenditure  of  an  equivalent  force  in  some 
other  form. 

The  above  cut  represents  one  of  the  forms 
of  the  magneto-electric  machine,  as  constract- 
edby  a  French  company  called  The  Alliance — 
a  company  established  for  the  purpose  of  per¬ 
fecting  and  manufacturing  apparatus  and  ma¬ 
chines  of  this  character.  It  is  only  a  general 
idea  of  its  form,  and  of  the  principle  on  which 
it  operates,  that  can  be  communicated  by  an 
engraving. 

The  principle  on  which  it  is  constructed  is 
this,  that  when  a  bar  of  iron  changes  its  mag¬ 
netic  state,  a  current  of  electricity  is  instituted, 
during  the  moment  of  the  change,  in  a  conduct¬ 
ing  wire  passing  across  the  bar  at  right,  angles. 
Thus  if  a  short,  round  bar  of  iron  is  wound  with 
an  iron  wire,  the  two  ends  of  the  wire  being 
left  free,  and  the  coil  or  bobbin,  as  the  French 
call  it,  thus  made  is  brought  suddenly  up  to 
any  strong  magnet,  an  electric  current  is  for 
the  instant  induced  in  the  wire,  which  may  be 
made  manifest  through  proper  observations,  by 
means  of  the  two  ends.  If  now  the  bobbin  be 
as  suddenly  withdrawn,  another  current  in  a 
contrary  direction  will  be  produced  in  the  wire. 

Of  course  the  actual  production  of  this  effect 
does  not  depend  upon  the  strength  of  the  mag¬ 
net,  nor  upon  the  suddenness  of  the  approach 
and  withdrawal  cf  the  bobbin.  These  circum¬ 
stances  only  affect  the  result  in  respect  to  de¬ 
gree.  The  magnet  must  be  powerful  and  the 
motions  rapid  to  make  the  effect  manifest. 

The  machine,  then,  is  .simply  a  mechanical 
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arrangement  for  causing  a  great 
number  of  such  coils  as  are 
above  described  alternately  to 
approach  to  and  recede  from  the 
poles  of  powerful  magnets,  in 
very  rapid  succession.  The  elec¬ 
tric  force  is  so  prompt  in  its  ac¬ 
tion  that  no  possible  rapidity  of 
motion  that  can  be  given  to  the 
bobbins  will  confuse  it  or  inter¬ 
fere  with  its  sending  two  distinct 
currents  through  the  wire  in 
contrary  directions,  as  the  bob¬ 
bins  advance  or  recede.  This 
is  wonderful,  but  it  is  in  har¬ 
mony  with  the  other  wonder 
somewhat  analogous  to  it,  that 
•  a  telegraphic  message  may  be 
sent  along  a  wire  through  this 
same  agency,  by  means  of  a  se¬ 
ries  of  separate  signals  following 
each  other  in  very  rapid  suc¬ 
cession,  M'ithout  confusion,  and 
moving  at  the  rate  of  many 
thousands  of  miles  in  a  second. 

The  machine  illustrated  in  the 
engraving  (p.  356)  consists  ex¬ 
ternally  of  eight  ranges  of  power¬ 
ful  horseshoe  magnets  arranged 
around  a  hollow  cylinder,  with 
the  poles  turned  toward  the  axis 
of  the  cylinder.  There  are  sev¬ 
en  of  these  magnets  in  each 
range,  making  fifty-six  in  all.  This  whole  sys¬ 
tem  is  fixed  to  the  frame  of  the  engine  so  as  to 
be  immovable. 

In  the  centre  is  a  revolving  cylinder  which 
nearly  fills  the  opening  left  between  the  poles 
of  the  magnets,  and  upon  this  cylinder  are  fixed 
a  set  of  double  coils  or  bobbins,  making  one 
hundred  and  twelve  in  all.  The  ends  of  some 
of  these  bobbins  are  seen  in  the  engraving. 
The  precise  arrangement  of  the  mechanism  con¬ 
nected  with  these  coils  can  not  be  fully  ex¬ 
plained.  All  that  it  is  necessary,  however,  for 
the  reader  to  understand  is  that  they  are  so 
placed  that  on  causing  the  inner  cylinder  to  re¬ 
volve,  the  ends  of  the  bars  which  form  the  cores 
of  the  bobbins  are  brought  in  rapid  succession 
into  close  proximity  to  the  poles  of  the  mag¬ 
nets,  alternately  approaching  to  and  receding 
from  them  with  great  rapidity.  The  conse¬ 
quence  is  that  a  series  of  electrical  impulses  is 
given  in  the  wires  coiled  around  the  bars,  each 
impulse  being  in  the  opposite  direction  from 
the  one  preceding  it.  These  currents,  almost 
instantaneous  in  respect  to  duration,  succeed 
each  other  with  inconceivable  rapidity — the 
rapidity  depending,  of  course,  on  the  speed  of 
the  rotation  of  the  cylinder  bearing  the  bobbins. 

It  is  necessary  that  the  speed  should  be  great, 
for  as  the  light,  at  the  break  between  the  char¬ 
coal  points,  only  shines  while  the  current  is 
passing,  and,  moreover,  as  it  changes  its  action 
somewhat  according  to  the  direction  in  which 
the  current  flows,  it  is  plain  that  a  slow  motion 


of  the  coils  over  the  poles  of  the  magnet  would 
produce  only  a  series  of  flashes,  with  percepti¬ 
ble  intervals  between  them.  It  is  found  that 
by  giving  tbe  cylinder  a  speed  sufficient  to  pro¬ 
duce  about  two  hundred  electric  impulses  in  a 
second,  tlie  eye  can  no  longer  take  cognizance 
of  the  interruptions,  and  the  result  is  a  uniform 
and  continuous  emission  of  a  most  intense  and 
brilliant  beam. 

Such  a  machine  may  be  driven  by  means  of 
any  convenient  mechanical  power.  In  the  en¬ 
graving  it  is  represented  as  impelled  by  a  pulley 
and  band  from  a  steam-engine  in  an  adjoining 
apartment,  as  shown  on  the  right.  On  tlie  left 
is  the  stand  containing  the  charcoal  points, 
showing  the  light  developed  between  them, 
and  the  apparatus  for  regulating  the  distance 
which  separates  them  below. 

One  of  the  most  curious  and  striking  illus¬ 
trations  of  the  modern  doctrine  of  the  correla¬ 
tion  of  force  is  shown  in  this  instrument  by  tbe 
fact  that,  although  the  central  cylinder,  bearing 
the  bobbins,  the  turning  of  which  seems  to  be 
all  the  work  which  is  required  to  be  done,  is  so 
nicely  mounted,  and  on  bearings  so  delicate  as 
to  call  apparently  for  the  exercise  of  only  a  very 
slight  force  to  make  it  revolve,  namely,  that 
resulting  from  an  almost  inappreciable  friction, 
it  really  requires  a  tivo-horse  power  to  work  the 
machine.  The  resistance  comes  from  certain 
influences  of  the  magnetic  and  electric  agencies 
in  their  action  upon  each  other,  which  influ¬ 
ences  have  to  be  overcome  by  force,  and  this 
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force  is  precisely  that  represented  by  the  light 
developed  at  the  break  in  the  circuit,  ihe 
machine  is  thus  a  contrivance  for  converting 
mechanical  force  into  electricity,  and  then  from 
electricity  into  light. 

The  intense  brilliancy  of  the  electric  light, 
and  the  extreme  concentration  of  the  radiant 
point,  render  it  remarkably  suitable  for  the  mi¬ 
croscope  and  the  magic-lantern.  The  engrav¬ 
ing  (p.  357)  represents  the  manner  of  employing 
it  for  the  microscope.  The  electricity  is  pro¬ 
duced  in  this  case  by  a  galvanic  battery,  as  shown 
by  the  jars  on  the  floor,  instead  of  by  a  magneto¬ 
electric  machine — that  is  to  say,  the  source  of 
the  power  is  the  consumption  of  zinc,  and  not 
the  consumption  of  coal. 

The  first  attemj)t  to  employ  the  electric  light 
in  the  construction  of  public  works  was  in  the 
building  of  the  bridge  of  Notre  Dame,  at  Paris. 
The  experiment  was  perfectly  successful  in 
enabling  the  workmen  to  continue  their  labors 
through  the  night,  and  in  thus  greatly  dimin¬ 
ishing  the  time  required  for  the  work.  This 
trial  w'as  made,  however,  when  the  only  mode 
of  procuring  the  necessary  electric  power  was 
by  a  battery,  and  the  light  was  accordingly 
found  to  be  quite  expensive. 

Since  then  the  much  more  economical  mode 
of  employing  magneto-electric  machines,  to  be 
worked  by  mechanical  power,  has  been  discov¬ 
ered,  and  the  emergencies  in  which  this  light 
can  be  advantageously  used  are  rapidly  multi¬ 
plying.  It  has  been  tried  in  mines,  in  caverns, 
on  hoard  ships,  and  in  light-houses,  and  also 
in  the  construction  of  such  works  on  land  and 
in  the  open  air  as  are  of  an  urgent  character 
requiring  night  labor. 

Although  the  electric  light  rivals  in  brilliancy 


that  of  the  sun,  the  appearance  is  very  different 
when  employed  for  purposes  of  general  illumina¬ 
tion,  on  account  of  the  extreme  concentration 
of  the  radiant  point,  which  makes  the  contrast 
of  light  and  shade  so  sharp  and  decisive  as  to 
produce  a  very  peculiar  effect.  The  light  of 
the  sun,  besides  radiating  in  the  first  instance 
from  a  comparatively  wide  surface,  is  greatly 
diffused  in  passing,  for  so  great  a  distance, 
through  the  earth’s  atmosphere.  Every  minute 
globule  of  water  which  floats  in  the  air,  every 
mote,  every  particle  of  dust,  every  microscopic 
insect  and  seed  and  spore,  intercepts  a  portion 
of  his  beams,  and  becomes  a  new  centre  of  ra¬ 
diation.  The  result  is  a  general  illumination 
of  the  whole  sky,  and  a  diffusion  of  the  light 
before  it  reaches  the  abode  of  man,  which  adapts 
it  far  more  perfectly  to  his  various  wants. 

The  electric  light  has  already  begun  to  be 
practically  employed,  not  only  for  the  purposes 
above  referred  to,  but  also  for  light-houses  and 
signal  lights  on  board  ship,  for  both  of  which  it 
is  admirably  adapted  on  account  of  its  great 
penetrating  power  in  misty  and  foggy  states  of 
the  atmosphere.  It  is  also  found  to  be  well 
fitted  for  the  production  of  stage  effects  in 
operas  and  theatres.  It  is  used  for  this  purpose 
in  Paris,  and  to  some  extent  in  this  country. 
It  has  also  been  employed  as  a  signal  light  from 
the  mast-head  of  a  ship,  in  one  of  the  steamers 
of  the  French  line,  and  has  thus  been  displayed 
in  New  York  Harbor,  attracting  great  attention 
from  all  who  beheld  it.  The  probability  is  that 
the  employment  of  it  for  these  and  other  uses 
will  greatly  increase  ;  and  it  is  by  no  means 
certain  that  it  may  not  in  the  end  be  found  to 
be  the  most  effective  and  economical  mode  of 
illuminating  large  public  halls. 
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TUE  KING  OF  SIAM  FBOOEEBING  IN  STATE  TO  VISIT  A  TEMFEE. 


The  Asiatic  squadron  of  our  navy  has  within 
its  limits  some  of  the  most  remarkable 
places  in  the  world  ;  extending  from  Singapore 
on  the  south  to  Siberia  on  the  north,  it  has  the 
extremes  of  climates,  and  almost  the  extremes 
of  peoples ;  for  Singapore  is  English,  and  Si¬ 
beria  is  almost  savage. 

Our  government  had  sent  out  three  gun¬ 
boats  to  aid  in  the  suppression  of  piracy  in  the 
China  seas,  and  to  one  of  these  it  was  my  for¬ 
tune  to  be  attached.  Our  station  comprised 
the  southern  waters  of  China,  and  a  stay  of  ten 
months  in  “  Hong-Kong  and  the  adjacent  wa¬ 
ters”  found  us  quite  ready  for  a  change.  We 
preferred  to  go  to  Japan  and  spend  our  sum¬ 
mer  there ;  hut  our  wishes  were  as  nothing, 
and  we  were  sent  to  Siam  as  the  hearers  of  a 
present  of  arms  and  ammunition  to  the  Prime 
Minister  from  our  Navy  Department,  with  a 
letter  from  the  Secretary  of  State  and  the  other 
necessary  accompanying  documents. 

Our  passage  of  ten  days  had  nothing  of  un¬ 
usual  interest  in  it ;  it  was  simply  steaming 
slowly  (for  we  could  do  no  more)  against  the 
southwest  monsoon,  under  a  cloudless  sky  and 
a  burning  sun. 

The  coast  of  Siam,  about  the  mouth  of  the 
river  Menam,  on  which  Bangkok  is  situated,  at 


a  distance  of  forty  miles  from  the  sea,  is  very 
low — so  low,  indeed,  that  the  first  trees  and 
shrubs  grow  in  the  water,  the  land  being  visible 
only  at  low  tide. 

As  we  crossed  the  bar  and  entered  the  river, 
just  before  sunset,  a  most  beautiful  sight  met 
our  gaze — an  island  covered  with  a  temple  of 
unique  architecture,  glowing  like  burnished 
marble,  and  looking  more  like  a  creation  of 
fairy-land  than  I  supposed  any  thing  of  mortal 
building  could  look.  So  tortuous  was  the  chan¬ 
nel  that  we  passed  by  three  sides  of  this  thing 
of  beauty.  I  can  not  attempt  to  describe  it ; 
nothing  but  an  engraving  could  do  that.  It 
seemed  impossible  that  any  Eastern  people  of 
to-day  could  erect  such  a  structure ;  but  we 
learned  afterward  that  it  was  of  brick,  white¬ 
washed.  This  detracted  from  the  idea  of  diffi¬ 
culty,  but  it  could  not  diminish  its  beauty.  The 
banks  of  the  river  were  very  low ;  and  some  of 
the  officers  going  to  the  mast-head,  reported 
that  nothing  could  be  seen  save  a  vast  expanse 
of  green,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach.  As  we 
passed  up  the  stream  we  saw  oranges  and  bana¬ 
nas  in  profusion,  with  here  and  there  a  temple 
with  its  attendant  out-buildings  raised  on  piles, 
to  be  clear  of  any  unusual  rise  of  the  river. 
We  heard  the  chattering  of  monkeys,  but  could 
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see  none,  though  the  pilot  pointed  them  out  to 
us.  We  passed  numerous  boats,  some  ships, 
a  few  houses,  and  the  openings  of  very  many 
canals,  which  led  to  various  places  in  the  sur¬ 
rounding  country,  and  which  were  the  only  lines 
of  communication.  It  was  dark  for  an  hour 
before  we  reached  the  anchorage ;  and  it  was 
rather  unpleasant  to  he  going  along  with  a 
strong  flood-tide  among  fishing-boats,  and  pos¬ 
sible  floating  houses;  but  our  pilot  knew  the 
way ;  and  keeping  in  mind  the  Mississippi  ex¬ 
pedient  of  sounding  the  whistle  before  rounding 
a  curve,  we  reached  the  city  in  safety,  and  let 
go  our  anchor  just  in  time  to  avoid  swinging 
into  a  huge  Chinese  junk.  In  the  morning  the 
junk  moved  away  from  our  neighborhood,  evi¬ 
dently  disliking  our  company. 

The  first  thing  to  be  done  was  to  advise  the 
Consul  of  our  arrival,  and  request  him  to  com¬ 
municate  with  the  Prime  Minister  the  mission 
upon  which  we  had  come.  Pending  the  Con¬ 
sul’s  appearance,  a  messenger  from  the  Minis¬ 
ter  appeared  in  the  person  of  his  nephew,  as 
bright  and  intelligent  looking  a  young  man  as 
one  would  wish  to  see.  He  was  neatly  dressed 
in  trowsers,  jacket,  and  waist-scarf,  but  wore 
neither  hat  nor  shoes.  His  hair  was  cut  in  the 
Siamese  fashion — short,  except  for  a  prominence 
not  unlike  a  shoe-brush,  and  about  as  long,  ex¬ 
tending  from  the  front  to  the  crown  of  the  head. 
He  inquired  the  reason  of  our  coming,  and  was 
told  that  the  Consul  would  communicate  official¬ 
ly  with  the  Prime  Minister,  or  “  Kalahome,” 
as  he  is  called  in  Siam.  Whereupon  he  dis¬ 
claimed  any  desire  to  go  beyond  the  bounds  of 
“red  tape,”  and  said  that  he  had  been  sent 
merely  to  welcome  us  to  the  capital.  The  Con¬ 
sul  (a  missionary)  came  on  board,  and  soon 
dispatched  his  letter,  requesting  an  audience  as 
early  as  possible.  In  the  afternoon  an  answer 
came,  appointing  the  next  day  at  ten  o’clock 
for  the  reception  of  the  presents. 

Dm-ing  the  day  we  had  something  of  an  op¬ 
portunity  to  look  about  us ;  we  found  that  we 
were  anchored  some  two  miles  from  the  King’s 
palace,  and  about  half  a  mile  below  the  foreign 
residences.  The  city  extends  along  the  bank 
of  the  river,  here  very  narrow,  for  several  miles — 
ten,  I  should  think — and  by  no  means  appears 
to  be  as  populous  as  it  really  is.  The  river 
forms  the  principal  highway,  and  its  surface  is 
covered  thickly  with  boats  from  morning  tiU 
night.  ■  Here  may  be  seen  all  descriptions  of 
water  craft ;  from  the  tiny  canoe,  propelled  by 
one  paddle,  to  the  royal  barge  with  one  hundred 
and  fifty  rowers ;  from  the  native  sail-boat  to  the 
full-rigged  foreign  ship  or  the  smoky  steamer. 
A  canal  extends  entirely  around  the  city,  with 
numerous  cross  canals,  so  that  access  by  water 
to  all  portions  is  very  easy.  There  are  but  few 
horses,  and  these  only  about  the  grounds  of  the 
King  and  nobles,  and  a  few  at  the  hotels  ;  there 
is  a  road,  about  a  mile  or  more  in  length,  which 
the  late  King  constructed  for  the  benefit  of  the 
foreign  residents.  There  are  but  few  streets, 
and  these  very  narrow ;  but  the  various  palaces 
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and  temples  generally  have  wide  open  spaces 
by  which  they  are  approached  from  the  water. 

There  are  about  two  hundred  Europeans  in 
the  city,  principally  missionaries  and  merchants, 
with  their  families.  The  chief  of  police,  the 
harbor-master,  the  pilots,  several  captains  of 
vessels,  and  some  naval  officers  are  foreigners — 
chiefly  English  and  American.  A  Frenchman 
is  at  the  head  of  the  army.  There  are  very 
many  Chinese,  mainly  from  the  district  about 
the  city  of  Swatow,  who  are  by  far  the  most  in¬ 
dustrious  people  in  the  place :  they  are  found 
in  all  trades,  and  the  poll-tax  levied  on  them 
fonns  no  inconsiderable  portion  of  the  royal 
revenue.  The  entire  population  is  variously 
estimated  at  from  50,000  to  half  a  million  ;  from 
information  derived  from  the  missionaries  and 
from  some  of  the  natives,  I  should  conclude  that 
it  is  in  the  neighborhood  of  a  quarter  of  a  mill¬ 
ion,  or  about  one  twenty-fifth  of  the  population 
of  the  entire  kingdom. 

The  boats  used  by  the  Europeans  are  of  a 
form  more  convenient  than  any  that  I  ever  saw 
elsewhere ;  they  are  about  twenty  feet  long, 
with  a  house  in  the  centre  to  accommodate 
half  a  dozen  people  with  ease.  Two  men 
standing  in  the  bow,  and  two  in  the  stern,  push 
their  oars  in  the  water,  the  rear  one  managing 
the  tiller  with  his  feet.  The  speed  which  they 
manage  to  get  with  this  very  original  method 
of  rowing  far  surpasses  that  of  the  ordinary 
style,  and  the  work  is  accomplished  with  much 
less  fatigue.  They  will  push  for  hours  at  a 
time,  stopping  only  for  an  occasional  draught 
of  water  from  the  river. 

A  large  number  of  the  people  live  on  the 
water ;  the  poorer  in  their  boats,  those  of  more 
wealth  in  floating  houses.  These  curious  edi- 
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fices  are  built  upon  rafts  of  bamboos  about  four 
feet  thick,  and  are  by  no  means  devoid  of  pre¬ 
tense  to  architecture.  The  material  of  which 
they  are  constructed  is  generally  teak-wood, 
with  thatched  roofs.  They  usually  have  a 
veranda  in  front ;  and  here  are  exposed  for 
sale  the  wares  of  the  occupant,  or  it  is  used  as 
a  play-ground  by  the  children.  I  visited  a  na¬ 
tive  photographer’s,  and  was  shown  over  the 
whole  house.  In  the  veranda  was  a  swing  for 
the  youngsters  ;  the  front  room  had  a  bare  floor, 
with  a  centre-table  and  half  a  dozen  chairs; 
several  photographs  adorned  the  walls.  The 
bedrooms  opened  off  this,  with  sliding  doors, 
and  the  kitchen  opened  out  on  a  back-yard  of 
water.  The  river  furnishes  water  for  all  pur¬ 
poses,  and  is  at  the  same  time  the  common  sew¬ 
er  of  the  city.  The  houses  are  moored  with  bam¬ 
boo  cables  to  bamboo  piles  driven  in  the  bed  of 
the  river,  so  that  they  can  rise  and  fall  with  the 
tide,  and  yet  not  be  carried  away  by  it.  They 
certainly  possess  one  advantage,  that  of  being 
easily  moved  ;  the  occupant  desiring  to  change 
his  location  has  only  to  unmoor  his  cables,  take 
advantage  of  the  tide,  and  go  up  or  down  stream 
as  he  chooses.  It  is  a  novel  sight  to  see  one  of 
these  edifices  come  drifting  dowm  the  stream  at 
night,  brilliantly  illuminated,  and  with  no  noise 
or  confusion  apparent.  Most  of  the  houses  are 
built  upon  piles,  near  the  river  bank,  only  the 
palaces  being  built  of  brick  or  stone. 

During  the  afternoon  we  received  a  present 
of  a  very  large  quantity  of  fruits,  sweet-cakes, 
etc.,  from  the  Minister  of  Foreign  Aflairs,  “by 
direction  of  his  Majesty  the  King;”  and  nearly 
every  day  some  such  attention  was  paid  us  by 
some  of  the  dignitaries  of  the  court.  During 
the  day  we  were  called  upon  by  several  of  the 
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foreign  residents;  the  ship  was  surrounded  by 
native  boats,  but  none  of  the  occupants  ventured 
on  board.  It  was  quite  a  sight  for  them,  as 
this  was  the  first  American  man-of-war  that  had 
ever  ascended  the  river,  and  the  ship  was  much 
larger  than  the  English  and  Erench  gun-boats 
that  had  been  there. 

It  was  too  far  from  our  anchorage  to  the 
landing  for  our  boats’  crews  to  pull  in  the  burn¬ 
ing  sun  and  against  a  strong  tide ;  so  we  were 
provided  with  three  of  the  house-boats,  each 
with  an  American  ensign  at  the  stern,  that  I 
have  described,  and  as  many  of  the  officers  as 
could  be  spared  from  duty  accompanied  the 
presents.  After  an  hour’s  ride  we  landed  (?)  on 
the  veranda  of  a  floating  house,  where  we  were 
met  by  the  Kalahome’s  nephew,  and  invited  to 
walk  in.  We  sat  down  in  a  room  furnished  in 
the  fashions  of  the  West,  and  waited  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  while  horses  were  procured.  On  going 
ashore  I  declined  to  ride  ;  so  the  Consul  walked 
w'ith  me  while  the  rest  rode.  The  boxes  con¬ 
taining  the  presents  were  carried  by  a  number 
of  coolies,  the  rear  being  brought  up  by  two  of 
our  petty  officers,  who  kept  guard  over  the 
property.  Our  way  lay  through  very  narrow 
streets,  mostly  on  the  banks  of  a  shallow  canal, 
and  I  was  very  glad  that  I  had  chosen  to  walk, 
for  the  horses  were  rather  wild,  and  one  of  the 
officers  had  his  leg  badly  squeezed  against  a 
wall.  We  found  the  Kalahome’s  palace  to  be 
situated  about  fifteen  minutes’  walk  from  the 
river,  and  surrounded  by  a  high,  whitewashed 
brick  wall.  The  gatew^ay  was  rather  a  grand 
aifair  of  columns  and  arches,  and  gave  entrance 
into  the  court-yard.  The  main  entrance  to  the 
building  was  a  high  portico  opening  into  a  large 


hall  paved  with  stone.  Here  we  found  a  num¬ 
ber  of  servants  busily  engaged  in  cleaning  the 
arms  with  which  the  Kalahome  had  been  pre¬ 
sented  at  various  times,  and  some  of  which  were 
kept  here.  On  either  side  the  main  building 
was  a  row  of  small  edifices  for  business  and  oth¬ 
er  purposes. 

We  had  hardly  deposited  the  arms  when  the 
door  at  the  head  of  the  hall  opened,  and  the 
Kalahome  made  his  appearance.  He  walked 
up  to  each  one  of  us  and  shook  hands,  bowing 
us  toward  the  inner  room.  Here  we  had  an 
opportunity  of  observing  the  manner  which  each 
class  of  Siamese  uses  toward  any  of  higher 
grade.  The  attendants  who  were  cleaning  the 
arms  ceased  their  occupations,  and,  with  bend¬ 
ed  knees  and  bowed  head,  waited  until  their 
master  had  left  the  room.  This  custom  is  uni¬ 
versal,  the  highest  princes  in  the  land  yielding 
this  obeisance  to  the  king,  the  nobles  yielding 
it  to  the  princes,  and  so  down  through  all  grades. 
Servants  act  thus  in  presence  of  their  masters, 
performing  all  their  commands  in  this  abject  at¬ 
titude,  presenting  a  most  curious  sight  to  the 
eyes  of  foreigners. 

We  entered  the  reception-room  by  a  short 
flight  of  stone  steps,  and  were  motioned  to  seats 
about  a  table,  at  the  head  of  which  the  Kala¬ 
home  sat.  He  was  dressed  in  a  thin  jacket, 
with  a  waist-cloth  of  silk  reaching  just  below 
his  knees ;  on  his  bare  feet  he  had  a  pair  of 
grass  slippers.  This  room  had  a  stone  floor, 
and  was  furnished  with  chairs,  sofa,  and  tables 
of  European  manufacture.  There  were  many 
ornaments  in  the  shape  of  marble  vases,  mir¬ 
rors,  and  several  specimens  of  fire-arms. 

The  Captain  delivered  the  letters  from  the 
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government,  together  with  a  short  address  from 
himself,  and  they  were  translated  by  the  Private 
Secretary  (an  Englishman).  The  arms  were 
then  brought  in  and  examined,  and  it  was  not 
until  then  that  the  Kalahome  spoke  any  En¬ 
glish.  He  began  to  make  some  remarks  about 
the  visit  of  former  ships  to  the  outer  anchorage 
at  the  mouth  of  the  river,  and  of  his  visits  to 
them  ;  spoke  of  the  new  improvements  in  small- 
arms,  and  evidently  understood  what  he  was 
talking  about.  Coffee  was  served,  and  after 
considerable  desultory  conversation  we  came 
away,  the  Kalahome  having  accepted  an  invita¬ 
tion  to  visit  the  ship.  We  also  made  arrange¬ 
ments  as  to  a  salute,  the  harbor  regulations  for¬ 
bidding  it ;  but  in  consideration  of  our  special 
mission  the  rules  were  relaxed.  On  our  return 
to  the  ship  we  fired  a  salute  of  twenty-one  guns, 
the  Siamese  flag  at  the  fore,  which  was  return¬ 
ed  at  once,  gun  for  gun,  from  a  fort  on  shore. 

The  next  morning,  about  ten  o’clock,  the  Ka¬ 
lahome  came  on  board  with  his  suit,  among 
them  Prince  George,  son  of  the  late  second 
King,  who  is  the  Kalahome’s  assistant  in  naval 
affairs.  We  had  ascertained  that  he  desired  to 
see  the  guns  worked,  so  gave  him  the  salute  of 
seventeen  guns  as  soon  as  he  came  on  board. 
The  old  gentleman  evidently  meant  business, 
for  he  asked  to  have  our  Parrott  gun  exercised, 
and  its  construction  explained,  watching  every 
detail  with  great  interest ;  he  explored  the 
whole  ship,  from  stem  to  stern,  and  inspected 
her  thoroughly.  He  was  not  at  all  averse  to 
the  Champagne  with  which  he  was  treated,  and 
expressed  himself  highly  pleased  with  his  visit. 


particularly  so  with  regard  to  the  guns.  He 
invited  us  to  visit  the  new  vessels  that  he  was 
building,  and  departed  in  high  good-humor. 
We  were  most  favorably  impressed  with  him, 
and  the  more  I  saw  of  him  the  more  I  liked 
him.  From  his  position  as  Prime  Minister  he 
is  one  of  the  most  powerful  men  in  the  king¬ 
dom  ;  add  to  this  that  he  is  the  head  of  the 
most  powerful,  wealthy,  and  numerous  family  in 
the  country — that  to  his  personal  endeavors  the 
King  owes  his  seat  upon  the  throne,  that  through 
his  instrumentality  the  trade  of  Siam  has  in¬ 
creased  tenfold,  that  the  taxes  have  been  great¬ 
ly  reduced,  that  ship-building  after  the  models 
of  Western  nations  has  become  a  very  import¬ 
ant  industry,  and  that  he  is  the  most  far-seeing 
and  enlightened  of  the  nobles,  and  that  he  is 
gradually  leading  the  mass  of  the  people  up  to 
his  stand-point — it  may  safely  be  said  that  he  is 
the  actual  ruler  of  the  kingdom,  though  he  does 
not  wear  the  crown. 

In  the  afternoon  we  went  to  the  palace  to  a 
private  audience  with  the  King,  he  having  sent 
word  to  us  that  he  would  be  pleased  to  have  us 
call  at  three  o’clock  of  this  day.  He  is  noto¬ 
riously  unpunctual ;  but  we  couldn’t  count  upon 
that,  so  were  on  hand  at  the  hour,  accompanied 
by  two  of  the  missionaries  as  interpreters.  We 
went  to  the  landing  in  the  same  way  as  before, 
and  were  there  met  by  an  officer  of  the  royal 
household,  who  desired  us  to  wait  until  convey¬ 
ances  were  provided.  Soon  horses  were  brought, 
and  sedan-chairs,  which  latter  were  only  a  shade 
better  for  riding  than  the  horses.  We  pursued 
our  way  through  narrow  streets  for  some  dis- 
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tance  until  we  came  upon  the  road  of  which  I 
have  spoken  before,  which  passes  in  front  of 
the  palace.  The  palace 
grounds  are  of  vast  extent 
(we  were  told  that  they 
contained  one  square  mile), 
and  are  entirely  surrounded 
by  a  high  wall.  Within  the 
wall  are  not  only  the  palace 
itself,  but  several  private 
chapels,  numerous  buildings 
for  horses  (and  carriages) 
and  elephants,  barracks  for 
soldiers,  and  the  forbidden 
ground  devoted  to  the  hab¬ 
itations  of  the  royal  ladies, 
with  their  surroundings. 

The  gateway  itself  was  very 
simple,  closed  with  two  mass¬ 
ive  doors,  a  sentinel  on  ei¬ 
ther  side.  AVe  were  met  here 
by  the  Kalahome’s  nephew 
(to  whom  seemed  to  be  as¬ 
signed  the  duty  of  seeing  to 
our  wants),  and  desired  “  to 
■wait  the  royal  pleasure.” 

While  so  doing  we  were  re¬ 
galed  with  quite  good  music 
from  a  brass  band,  under  the 
leadership  of  a  Frenchman. 

We  were  also  invited  to  see 
the  royal  white  elephant,  the 
sacred  animal  of  the  Siam¬ 
ese.  We  found  him  in  a 


his  fore-legs  chained  to  a  huge  post  in  the  cen¬ 
tre,  a  gilded  canopy  over  his  head,  and  an  at¬ 
tendant  to  keep  watch  of  him  continually.  This 
attendant  fed  him  for  our  benefit,  and  he  seem¬ 
ed  to  enjoy  his  food  quite  as  much  as  those  of 
his  kind  that  we  see  in  traveling  menageries  at 
home. 

Presently  a  messenger  informed  our  con¬ 
ductor  that  the  King  was  waiting ;  the  guards 
fell  in,  and  we  passed  through  their  ranks  into 
three  distinct  court -yards  befoi’e  arriving  in 
that  portion  of  the  palace  inhabited  by  the 
King. 

This  was  a  large  edifice,  with  a  fine  flight  of 
steps  leading  np  to  a  noble  portico  in  front  of 
the  public  audience-hall.  We  passed  along  the 
sides  of  the  building  by  a  path  through  a  well 
laid  out  and  neatly  decorated  flower-garden, 
until  we  reached  the  stairs  leading  to  the  pri¬ 
vate  audience-room.  Our  conductors  had  hith¬ 
erto  been  walking,  but  on  ascending  the  stairs 
assumed  the  posture  of  humility  before  de¬ 
scribed,  and  so  crawled  into  the  royal  presence. 
We  were  ushered  into  a  room  some  thirty  feet 
square,  elegantly  furnished  in  Western  style, 
and  found  the  King  advancing  to  meet  us.  He 
shook  hands  cordially  with  each  one  of  the  party, 
inquiring  as  to  the  rank  of  each,  and  then  asked 
us  to  sit  down  at  the  centre-table,  he  taking  the 
head,  and  we  sitting  at  the  sides  in  order  of 
seniority,  the  Captain  on  the  King’s  left.  I  had 
a  fine  opportunity  of  observing  this  remarkable 
specimen  of  Asiatic  royalty.  He  was,  I  should 
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judge,  about  sixty  or  sixty-five  years  old,  and 
about  as  unprepossessing  in  appearance  as  can 
be  imagined.  His  eyes  -were  nearly  closed,  and 
he  had  a  sort  of  sleepy  look  and  drawling  voice, 
which  did  not  at  all  accord  with  the  words  he 
uttered.  He  was  constantly  chewing  betel,  sup¬ 
plied  him  by  a  servant  prostrate  at  his  side,  and 
the  juice  ran  down  his  chin,  rendering  his  whole 
appearance  almost  repulsive.  He  was  dressed 
in  crimson  silk,  with  a  huge  star  of  diamonds 
on  his  breast,  but  with  no  other  ornament  what¬ 
ever.  His  conversation  was  addressed  princi¬ 
pally  to  the  Captain,  and  during  our  stay  of  over 
an  hour  he  showed  himself  to  be  possessed  of 
an  amount  of  information  astounding  in  a  per¬ 
son  in  his  situation.  After  asking  as  to  our 
mission,  and  discussing  the  qualities  of  various 
arms,  he  asked  if  we  had  seen  the  steamer  that 
the  Kalahome  was  building  for  his  use  on  the 
occasion  of  the  eclipse  of  the  sun  soon  to  take 
place.  He  then  went  on  to  speak  of  his  calcu¬ 
lations  of  the  eclipse,  and  gave  us  quite  a  lec¬ 
ture  on  the  various  objects  to  be  looked  after  in 
observing  the  phenomenon — all  of  his  conversa¬ 
tion  being  in  well-chosen  English.  Several  of 
the  young  princes  came  into  the  room,  and 
seemed  very  much  attracted  by  the  glitter  of 
our  uniforms  :  one  of  the  officers  had  quite  a 
conversation  with  them  through  the  eyes.  Cof¬ 
fee  was  served  in  French  china  cups,  inscribed, 
“Eoyal  Palace  of  Siam,”  with  an  elephant  as 


crest.  The  Crown  Prince  was  introduced  to 
us,  a  youth  about  fifteen  years  of  age,  and  made 
quite  a  favorable  impression  upon  us  ;  he  spoke 
English  quite  well.  The  King  closed  the  aud¬ 
ience  very  abruptly  (as  is  his  custom),  by  ex¬ 
tending  his  hand  to  the  Captain,  and  saying, 
“  Good-aftemoon,”  when  we  withdrew.  We 
were  then  shown  into  the  public  audience-hall — 
a  fine  room,  with  a  row  of  columns  through  the 
centre,  and  a  latticed  private  gallery  on  the 
sides  for  the  ladies  of  the  harem.  The  throne 
was  elevated  some  eight  feet  from  the  floor, 
carpeted  with  velvet,  and  overhung  by  a  velvet 
canopy  somewhat  like  a  huge  umbrella,  of  sev¬ 
eral  stories,  each  one  decreasing  in  size  toward 
the  top.  There  was  a  private  entrance  from 
behind  for  the  use  of  the  King  alone.  There 
were  very  many  portraits,  busts,  and  various 
other  ornaments  about  the  room  ;  conspicuous 
among  the  portraits  were  those  of  President 
Jackson  and  Queen  Victoria,  with  the  Amer¬ 
ican  and  English  colors  intertwined  over  them. 
There  were  busts  of  Napoleon  and  Eugenie, 
together  with  several  articles  of  French  manu¬ 
facture — notably  a  fine  clock  presented  by  the 
Emperor.  While  we  were  looking  about  us  the 
King  came  in,  and  calling  the  Captain  to  him, 
gave  him  a  pamphlet  containing  information  as 
to  the  Siamese  custom  of  having  two  kings, 
written  by  himself,  and  published  at  the  Amer¬ 
ican  mission  press.  He  also  called  attention  to 
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acopyofBowditch’s  “Epitome,”  which  lay  upon 
a  table,  and  said  that  the  Crown  Prince  was 
studying  it.  He  declined  an  invitation  to  visit 
the  ship  on  the  score  of  ill  health,  but  said  that 
he  would  send  the  Crown  Prince  ;  and  we  came 
away  quite  well  pleased  with  our  visit. 

On  our  way  back  we  visited  the  temple  of 
the  great  idol  of  Bangkok.  An  immense  in¬ 
closure  surrounds  the  temple  itself,  filled  with 
houses  for  the  priests,  and  with  various  other 
out-huildings,  among  them  a  beautiful  library, 
where  are  contained  the  sacred  books.  The 
temple  is  about  two  hundred  feet  long  by 
fifty  broad,  with  a  high -peaked  roof  about 
one  hundred  feet  from  the  ground.  It  is  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  colonnade,  which  adds  material¬ 
ly  to  its  beaitty.  The  windows  are  simply  ob¬ 
long  apertures,  closed  with  heavy  ebony  shut¬ 
ters  ;  the  doors  are  also  of  massive  ebony ; 
both  shutters  and  doors  being  finely  inlaid  with 
mother-of-pearl.  Before  reaching  the  building 
we  passed  through  three  rows  of  corridors, 
which  surround  the  temple  on  all  sides,  and 
are  filled  with  life-size  gilded  images  of  Bud¬ 
dha.  There  are  in  all  between  nine  hundred 
and  a  thousand  of  these  idols.  But  the  chief 


attraction  of  this  great  edifice  is  the  reclining 
image  of  Buddha :  it  is  165  feet  in  length,  rep¬ 
resenting  the  god  as  lying  on  his  side,  his  head 
supported  by  his  hand.  This  image  is  built  of 
brick,  and  is  thickly  gilded  through  its  whole 
extent.  The  soles  of  the  feet  are  sixteen  feet 
in  length  and  nearly  four  feet  broad ;  they  are 
inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl  in  the  most  exqui¬ 
site  manner,  representing  the  various  fruits  and 
flowers  that  are  fabled  to  have  sprung  in  the 
footsteps  of  the  god  wherever  he  walked  on 
earth.  The  arm  at  the  elbow  is  about  six  feet 
thick ;  the  head  is  elevated  about  fifty  feet  in 
the  air,  and  is  covered  with  gilded  snail  shells 
instead  of  hair — the  snail  being  a  sacred  ani¬ 
mal.  The  expression  upon  the  features  of  the 
image  is  a  remarkably  successful  attempt  to 
convey  the  idea  of  perfect .  rest  and  compos¬ 
ure,  that  being  the  Buddhist  idea  of  the  last 
state  of  man ;  and,  indeed,  this  same  absolute 
stillness  is  successfully  depicted  on  the  counte¬ 
nances  of  all  the  many  idols  that  I  saw.  Even 
the  old  images  of  the  ancient  capital  have  it  in 
the  same  degree. 

The  next  morning  was  devoted  to  a  tour 
among  the  more  prominent  temples  with  some 
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of  our  missionary  friends.  The  general  char¬ 
acteristics  of  these  edifices  are  similar  ;  only  in 
their  internal  adornments  do  they  differ.  The 
roofs  are  covered  with  colored  tiles,  and  at  the 
gable  ends  is  a  gilded  horn.  In  all  the  temple 
grounds  are  scattered  pagodas  of  two  classes : 
one  class  of  brick,  whitewashed,  shaped  some¬ 
what  like  a  succession  of  compressed  globes, 
and  terminating  in  a  pinnacle,  making  as  beau¬ 
tiful  monuments  as  can  be  found  any  where ; 
the  other  class  are  square  at  the  foot,  rising 
gradually  in  terrace  fashion,  and  terminating 
in  four  columns  surmounted  by  a  dome.  Gen¬ 
erally  there  is  a  statue  of  an  elephant  beneath 
this  dome ;  but  sometimes  the  whole  edifice  is 
entirely  solid.  The  exterior  of  the  pagodas  of 
this  class  is  covered  w’ith  colored  porcelain,  and 
the  effect,  from  a  distance,  is  striking  in  the  ex¬ 
treme  :  a  nearer  inspection,  however,  shows  the 
work  to  be  rather  coarsely  executed. 

The  largest  of  these  pagodas  is  situated  in  the 
grounds  of  the  second  temple  in  the  city  (in 
size) :  it  is  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  square 
at  the  base,  and  is  two  hundred  feet  in  height. 
There  is  a  pair  of  stairs  on  each  face,  by  which  | 


the  ascent  is  made  to  the  highest  terrace,  at  the 
foot  of  the  dome,  nearly  one  hundred  and  fifty 
feet.  This  huge  pile  is  entirely  covered  with 
colored  porcelain,  and  has  many  statues  of  grif¬ 
fins,  elephants,  and  the  like  scattered  over  it. 
The  dome  contains  four  colossal  statues  of  three¬ 
headed  elephants,  each  facing  toward  one  of  the 
cardinal  points.  The  view  from  the  top  of  this 
pagoda  was  beautiful  in  the  extreme ;  at  our 
feet  were  the  spacious  grounds  of  the  temple, 
with  its  chapels,  its  habitations  for  the  hun¬ 
dreds  of  priests  who  perform  the  services,  and 
its  extensive  pleasure-grounds.  Farther  away 
the  river  spread  before  us  its  varied  panorama, 
more  easily  imagined  than  described  ;  as  far 
as  the  e3'e  could  see  over  the  country  it  was  one 
vast  plain  rich  in  all  vegetable  life — on  the 
whole,  a  scene  never  to  be  forgotten,  and  need¬ 
ing  to  be  seen  to  be  fully  appreciated.  In  the 
main  building  of  the  temple  itself  was  a  huge 
idol  representing  Buddha  as  sitting  with  crossed 
legs.  Its  height  from  the  altar  was  estimated 
at  seventy-five  feet ;  one  of  us  stood  at  the 
knee,  and  his  head  did  not  reach  the  top  of  it. 
j  This  was  also  profusely  gilded ;  and  the  doors 
i  and  shutters  of  the  building  were  adorned  more 
'  elaborately  than  any  others  that  we  saw.  We 
were  fortunate  enough  to  go  into  a  private 
chapel  w'here  worship  was  being  conducted  by 
about  one  hundred  priests.  Each  was  clad  in 
yellow,  with  shaven  head.  The  service  ap¬ 
peared  to  consist  merely  of  the  continued  repe¬ 
tition  of  a  monotonous  chant,  the  words  of 
which  meant,  “Let  it  be  so.”  There  was  no 
music,  but  all  followed  the  leader  in  most  ad¬ 
mirable  time,  and  it  was  pronounced  by  some  of 
the  musical  members  of  the  party  to  be  superior 
to  any  operatic  chorus  that  they  had  ever  heard. 

I  never  realized  before  what  the  “vain  repe¬ 
titions”  of  the  Bible  meant.  Our  time  was 
limited,  so  that  we  visited  only  two  of  the  more 
important  of  the  temples,  and  then  hastened  to 
the  ship  to  prepare  for  the  reception  of  the 
Crown  Prince.  He  made  his  appearance  in  a 
magnificent  gilded  barge,  with  fifty  rowers,  seat¬ 
ed  in  a  chair  of  state  at  the  stern,  wuth  the  gild¬ 
ed  nine-storied  umbrella  over  his  head.  His 
personal  suit  W'as  small,  but  we  noticed  that 
he  had  the  usual  complement  of  servants,  with 
the  betel-boxes,  cuspidors,  pipes,  etc.,  all  of 
pure  gold.  He  was  received  by  all  the  officers 
in  full  dress,  conducted  all  over  the  ship,  and 
finally  sat  down  in  the  cabin,  evidently  pleased 
with  his  visit.  He  was  much  interested  in  some 
pictures  of  China  and  Japan  ;  and  evinced  such 
a  decided  admiration  for  a  Burnside  rifle  that 
the  Captain  told  him  he  might  have  it,  and  had 
it  sent  into  his  boat.  He  conversed  quite  flu¬ 
ently  in  English,  but  preferred  to  use  an  inter¬ 
preter  when  many  of  us  were  about.  On  leav¬ 
ing  we  manned  the  yards,  and  saluted  him  with 
a  royal  salute  of  21  guns,  the  Siamese  flag  at 
the  main. 

During  our  stay  Prince  George,  whom  I  have 
mentioned  before,  came  to  see  us  several  times  : 
we  found  him  to  be  a  quiet,  unostentatious  in- 


368 


HAEPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


diTidual,  but  possessing  an  amount  of  knowl¬ 
edge  of  naval  and  military  matters  which  would 
be  bv  no  means  contemptible  in  a  person  of  a 
more  enlightened  race.  He  was  very  eager  m 
the  pursuit  of  more  intelligence  on  these  sub¬ 
jects,  however,  and  was  particularly  pleased 
with  a  text-book  on  gunnery  which  the  Captain 
presented  to  him.  On  his  first  visit  he  spoke 
at  once  to  the  Captain  about  a  salute  (to  which, 
of  course,  he  was  entitled),  and  desired  that  it 
should  not  be  fired,  as  he  came  in  a  private, 
friendly,  and  entirely  unofficial  manner;  and 
his  frequent  visits  were  all  paid  in  the  same  un¬ 
ambitious  style.  He  was  engaged  in  superin¬ 
tending  the  construction  of  a  gun-boat  for  the 
Kalahome;  the  work  being  done  by  Siamese 
carpenters  from  designs  by  an  English  ship¬ 
builder.  The  engines  and  boilers  were  con¬ 
structed  in  England,  and  were  being  placed  in 
the  ship  by  natives  under  the  superintendence 
of  an  English  engineer.  The  interior  arrange¬ 
ments  of  the  vessel  were  analogous  to  those  of 
our  own  and  other  vessels  of  war ;  and  the 
whole  ship  was  a  decided  credit  to  these  peo¬ 
ple,  whom  we  are  accustomed  to  look  upon  as 
half-civilized. 

One  day  the  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs  re¬ 
quested  us  to  call,  and  came  to  the  “court¬ 
house”  to  receive  us,  as  “  it  was  too  hot  to  ask 
us  to  come  to  his  palace.”  While  waiting  his 
arrival  we  had  a  chance  to  see  some  Siamese 
justice  administered  ;  there  are  no  lawyers,  so 
the  plaintiff  and  defendant  each  pleads  his  own 
case,  and  a  nice  noisy  time  they  had  of  it,  too. 
The  judge  sat  grave  and.  silent,  as  became  his 
office,  occasionally  throwing  in  a  word  or  two 
to  quiet  the  disturbance.  The  Minister  at 
length  made  his  appearance,  accompanied  by 
the  usual  array  of  betel-boxes,  etc.  He  is  a 
brother  of  the  King— a  quite  good-looking  spec¬ 
imen  too,  though  inclined  to  obesity.  We 
conversed  by  means  of  interpreters,  the  Prince 
inquiring  particularly  as  to  our  ship  and  mis¬ 
sion.  He  gave  us  a  lunch  of  fruits  and  confec¬ 
tions,  and  we  soon  after  left.  We  called  to  see 
another  of  the  King’s  brothers,  a  retired  Min¬ 
ister  ;  his  infirmities  were  such  that  he  no  lon¬ 
ger  mingled  in  public  affairs.  His  palace  was 
much  less  of  a  building  than  the  Kalahome ’s, 
and  the  audience -hall  bore  as  much  resem¬ 
blance  to  a  furniture  auction-room  as  to  any 
thing  else.  He  is  the  possessor  of  a  diploma 
granted  by  a  medical  college  in  Philadelphia, 
I  think,  and  of  it  he  is  very  proud. 

We  were  the  recipients  of  many  courtesies, 
both  from  the  natives  and  the  foreigners,  dur¬ 
ing  our  stay  of  ten  days.  To  the  American 
missionaries  we  were  indebted  for  guidance  to 
the  principal  sights  of  the  city,  and  for  many 
ether  kindnesses.  We  left  the  city  with  regret, 
wishing  that  our  stay  might  be  prolonged ;  but 
our  time  was  limited,  and  we  were  obliged  to 
go  to  sea,  arriving  in  Hong-Kong  ten  days  aft¬ 
erward. 

Since  the  first  part  of  this  article  was  written 
the  King  with  whom  we  had  our  interview  has 


died,  and  the  Crown  Prince  has  ascended  the 
throne,  chiefly  through  the  influence  exerted  by 
the  Kalahome. 

Prince  George  has  been  elected  Second  King, 
an  institution  peculiar  to  Siam. 

Although  the  late  King  belonged  to  the  party 
of  progress,  he  was  behind  the  Kalahome  in  his 
ideas.  The  young  King,  being  more  under  the 
influence  of  his  powerful  vassal,  has  already 
inaugurated  a  policy  which  can  not  fail  to  be 
of  benefit  to  his  country.  He  has  recently 
made  treaties  with  Belgium  and  other  Europe¬ 
an  powers,  and  seems  to  invite  foreigners  to  his 
domains.  There  is  ample  opportunity  for  Amer¬ 
icans  there,  more  than  for  others,  for  the  govern¬ 
ment  is  already  strongly  prepossessed  in  their 
favor,  and  meets  them  more  than  half-way  in 
their  advances. 


THE  AUTO  DA  FE  OF  1755. 

The  first  day  of  November,  1755,  broke  fair 
and  bright  over  the  sunny  land  of  Portu¬ 
gal.  The  sun  rose  up  from  behind  the  Sierra 
in  unclouded  brilliancy,  and  shed  a  flood  of 
golden  light  over  the  vine-clad  hills,  and  the 
silvery  waters  of  the  Tagus  danced  and  spark¬ 
led  as  they  rolled  lazily  on  to  the  broad  bosom 
of  the  bay.  The  churches  and  palaces  of  Lis¬ 
bon  seemed  roofed  with  gold,  and  soon  the 
hovels  and  courts  of  the  poor  and  wretched 
gave  back  a  smile  of  joy  as  the  bright  sunshine, 
the  common  property  of  high  and  low,  found 
its  cheering  way  to  their  squalid  retreats. 
Though  the  hour  was  early,  the  streets  were 
thronged  with  the  populace,  dressed  in  holiday 
attire,  and  evidently  in  a  high  state  of  excite¬ 
ment.  Laborers  and  serfs  seemed  to  forget, 
on  this  occasion,  their  usual  reverence  and 
servility,  for  they  jostled  and  shouldered  the 
titled  nobles  who  were  scattered  here  and  there 
among  the  crowd.  The  mitred  bishop  and 
highest  functionaries  of  the  Romish  Church 
forced  their  way  with  difficulty  through  the  ex¬ 
cited  throng. 

This  was  the  appointed  day  for  the  auto  da 
fe,  and  streets,  balconies,  and  windows  were 
already  alive  with  eager  faces  to  witness  the 
procession  of  condemned  heretics.  The  exe¬ 
cution  was  to  take  place  at  high  noon,  and  as 
the  fatal  hour  drew  near  the  excitement  be¬ 
came  intense.  The  populace  gave  vent  to 
their  impatience  by  loud  shouts,  while  all  eyes 
were  turned  to  the  gloomy  prison  of  the  inqui¬ 
sition,  whence  the  procession  was  to  emerge. 
Though  the  proceedings  of  the  dread  tribunal, 
then  at  the  height  of  its  power  in  the  kingdom 
of  Portugal,  were  generally  shrouded  in  secre¬ 
cy,  which  none  dared  pry  into  or  scrutinize, 
yet  it  had  somehow  transpired  that  an  unusu¬ 
ally  large  number  of  victims  were  this  day  to 
seal  their  fidelity  to  conscience  by  the  baptism 
of  fire. 

At  last  the  long-expected  signal  was  given, 
and,  as  the  deep-toned  bells  tolled  the  hour  of 
noon,  ahoarse  murmur  of  satisfaction  broke  from 
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the  anxious  and  inhuman  crowd.  The  frown¬ 
ing  portals  of  the  prison  were  thrown  open,  and 
a  strong  guard  of  halberdiers  opened  a  lane 
througli  the  dense  throng,  and  formed  in  close 
order  on  the  right  and  left.  Then  a  procession 
of  robed  priests,  bearing  a  crucifix  and  chanting 
a  Te  Deum,  issued  from  the  doorway,  followed 
by  the  victims  who  were  doomed  to  be  burned 
at  the  stake  for  daring  to  worship  God  accord¬ 
ing  to  His  revealed  will.  Last  of  all  came  a 
group  of  nuns  with  veils  over  their  faces  and 
muttering  Aves,  and  some  of  them,  perhaps, 
prayers  for  the  wretched  beings  in  their  front. 
There  were  a  dozen  or  more  of  these  unfortu¬ 
nates,  of  both  sexes,  and  of  various  ranks. 
They  were  all  dressed  alike  in  the  fantastic 
and  hideous  garb  prescribed  for  such  occasions. 

There  was  a  quiet  composure  about  most  of 
the  prisoners ;  and  some  wore  even  a  cheerful 
and  triumphant  expression  of  countenance. 
One  of  the  party,  however,  seemed  to  attract 
most  of  the  attention,  and  all  the  sympathy  of 
the  spectators.  She  was  a  young  girl,  scarcely 
sixteen  years  of  age,  whose  wondrous  beauty 
even  the  rude  garb  in  which  she  was  clad  could 
not  disguise.  Her  large  dark  eyes  were  raised 
imploringly  toward  heaven,  and,  at  times,  a 
low  sob  of  agony  would  burst  from  her  lips. 
She  looked  anxiously,  now  and  then,  into  the 
surging  crowd  that  inclosed  the  procession,  as 
if  searching  for  some  loved  and  familiar  form ; 
but  her  gaze  only  encountered  the  strange  faces 
of  those  who  had  come  to  gloat  over  her  suffer¬ 
ings.  And  in  this  dark  and  dreadful  hour  had 
she,  so  young  and  so  lovely,  no  friend  on  whom 
her  tearful  eyes  might  rest  ere  they  were  closed 
in  death  ? 

Ear  from  the  scene  which  we  have  just  de¬ 
picted,  in  the  aristocratic  quarter  of  the  city, 
fond  hearts  were  breaking  for  her  sake,  and 
cru.shed  spirits  were  pouring  themselves  forth 
in  prayer  to  the  Holy  Virgin  that  she  might 
escape  her  terrible  doom.  Father  and  mother, 
fond  brothers  and  sisters,  had  shut  out  the  sun¬ 
light  from  their  palatial  mansion,  and  in  dark¬ 
ness  and  despair  were  bewailing  their  utter  in¬ 
ability  to  rescue  their  beloved  Leonora.  They 
knew,  too,  they  would  be  courting  a  like  fate 
were  they  to  show  even  sympathy  for  her  suffer¬ 
ings,  and  hence  they  had  not  dared  to  visit  her 
since  she  had  been  condemned  by  the  court  of 
Inquisition. 

As  the  procession  moves  on  to  the  place  of 
execution,  just  beyond  the  city  limits,  we  will 
briefly  acquaint  the  reader  with  the  story  of 
Leonora  De  Castro.  She  was  the  eldest  daugh¬ 
ter  of  Albert  De  Castro,  one  of  the  most  ac¬ 
complished  noblemen  of  the  kingdom,  being  a 
younger  scion  of  the  ducal  house  of  Yavora. 
His  house  adjoined  that  occupied  by  Lord  Ef¬ 
fingham,  the  British  Minister  at  the  court  of 
Lisbon,  and  though  the  father  of  Leonora  was 
a  Romanist,  and  Lord  Effingham  a  zealous  Prot¬ 
estant,  they  entertained  a  high  regard  for  each 
other,  and  there  was  a  frequent  interchange  of 
civilities  between  them.  The  children  of  the 
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two  families  became  very  intimate,  and  Leo¬ 
nora,  in  particular,  spent  much  of  her  time  at 
the  house  of  the  Minister.  She  even  obtained 
her  father’s  consent  to  study  the  English  lan¬ 
guage  with  the  children  of  that  nobleman. 
Now,  the  tutor  of  Lord  Effingham’s  children 
was  a  retired  curate  of  the  Church  of  England, 
with  fully  as  much  zeal  for  his  faith  as  any  Jesuit. 

Being  much  pleased  with  the  intelligence  and 
capacity  of  his  new  pupil,  the  worthy  curate, 
little  dreaming  of  the  dreadful  consequences 
that  would  result  from  his  interference,  lost  no 
time  in  pointing  out  to  poor  Leonora  the  errors 
of  her  faith.  So  assiduous  was  he  in  his  efforts 
to  “snatch  a  brand  from  the  burning,”  that  in  a 
very  short  time  she  became  as  anxious  to  in¬ 
vestigate  the  real  truths  of  the  Gospel  as  he 
could  wish.  He  supplied  her  with  a  copy  of 
the  Scriptures,  in  English,  and  bade  her  con¬ 
sult  its  sacred  pages  to  learn  the  way,  the  truth, 
and  the  life. 

Leonora  soon,  became  satisfied  that  the  faith 
of  her  fathers  was  not  the  true  faith,  and,  being 
of  an  ardent  temperament,  she  determined  no 
longer  to  yield  obedience  to  the  absurd  require¬ 
ments  and  idolatrous  practices  of  the  Church 
of  Rome.  As  soon  as  her  parents  became 
aware  of  the  change  in  her  religious  senti¬ 
ments,  they  resorted  to  every  means  in  their 
power  to  reclaim  her,  but  in  vain.  The  family 
confessor,  becoming  apprised  soon  after  of  her 
apostasy,  tried  by  reason  and  argument  to  con¬ 
vince  her  that  she  had  been  misled ;  but,  find¬ 
ing  all  his  efforts  to  bring  her  again  into  the 
bosom  of  the  Church  ineffectual,  he  advised  her 
father  to  send  her  at  once  to  the  Ursuline  con¬ 
vent  at  St.  Ubes.  He  did  so,  hoping  that  the 
society  of  the  holy  sisterhood  would  be  able  to 
eradicate  the  seeds  of  heresy  implanted  by  the 
“arch  heretic”  to  whose  charge  he  had  so 
thoughtlessly  committed  his  daughter.  In 
vain  did  the  lady  superior  of  the  convent  ex¬ 
haust  all  the  ingenuity  of  which  she  was  ca¬ 
pable  to  bring  back  Leonora  to  the  faith  of  her 
fathers.  Every  engine  at  the  command  of  the 
Church  was  brought  to  bear  upon  her  in  vain. 
Her  delicate  limbs  were  subjected  to  torture, 
but  she  clung  unflinchingly  to  her  new  faith. 
The  lady  superior,  enraged  at  finding  all  her 
efforts  at  conversion  vain,  denounced  her  to 
the  officers  of  the  inquisition  as  a  dangerous 
and  obdurate  heretic.  She  was  removed  from 
the  convent  to  the  prison,  and  with  undaunted 
resolution,  and  with  a  faith  that  defied  both 
danger  and  death,  in  the  very  presence  of  the 
Inquisitor-General,  she  gloried  in  the  sufferings 
she  was  called  on  to  endure  for  the  sake  of 
Jesus. 

She  was  condemned  to  be  burned  on  the  first 
day  of  November,  with  others  who  had  refused 
to  recant  and  stifle  their  consciences  by  again 
returning  to  the  bosom  of  the  Holy  Catholic 
Church.  In  accordance  with  this  sentence 
Leonora  tvas  now  on  her  way  to  the  plaza, 
where  every  preparation  had  been  made  for 
its  execution. 
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From  the  moment  that  the  cortege  had  start¬ 
ed  from  the  prison  a  young  man  of  noble  mien, 
dressed  in  a  garb  that  bespoke  his  high  rank, 
had  been  struggling  to  force  his  way  through 
the  dense  mass  to  the  side  of  the  captives. 
Though  no  deference  was  shown  on  this  oc¬ 
casion  to  persons  of  quality,  yet  the  prepos¬ 
sessing  appearance  of  the  young  grandee,  and 
the  unmistakable  anguish  expressed  in  his 
face,  operated  in  his  favor,  and  the  clamor¬ 
ous  crowd  allowed  him  to  draw  near  the  vic¬ 
tims.  This  personage,  seemingly  so  intent  on 
beholding  the  dreadful  sentence  carried  into  ex¬ 
ecution,  was  the  young  Marquis  of  Elvas.  A 
short  time  before  Leonora  had  placed  herself 
under  the  spiritual  guidance  of  the  English  cu¬ 
rate  he  had  made  her  an  offer  of  his  hand  and 
heart.  The  two  families  had  been  on  terms  of 
intimacy  for  years,  and  the  prospect  of  a  matri¬ 
monial  connection  was  highly  satisfactory  to 
all  parties.  The  lovers  were  passionately  at¬ 
tached  to  each  other,  and  were  looking  forward 
to  a  happy  consummation  of  their  betrothal 
when  the  terrible  circumstances  we  have  de¬ 
tailed  broke  in  upon  their  dream  of  bliss. 

The  powerful  families  of  the  Marquis  and  He 
Castro  had  both  exerted  all  their  influence  to 
have  the  punishment  of  Leonora  mitigated,  but 
the  stern  ecclesiastics  had  refused  the  slightest 
relief.  A  petition  for  a  respite  had  met  with 
the  same  fate.  The  young  nobleman  in  his 
distraction  and  despair  had  cursed  the  pitiless 
rigor  of  the  dread  tribunal,  and  even  dared  to 
question  its  authority.  By  this  course  he  had 
dra'wn  upon  himself  the  secret  but  certain  venge¬ 
ance  of  the  Church.  Though  aware  of  the 
close  espionage  to  which  all  his  words  and  acts 
were  subjected,  he  resolved  to  see  and,  if  pos¬ 
sible,  offer  some  words  of  comfort  to  Leonora 
before  she  reached  the  plaza.  He  would  at 
least  assure  her  of  his  sympathy  and  unchanged 
affection,  and  then,  rushing  from  the  fatal  scene 
of  her  suffering,  which  for  worlds  he  would  not 
witness,  would  forever  turn  his  back  on  the 
priest-ridden  land  of  his  fathers. 

Before  he  could  reach  her  side,  howevei’,  the 
procession  had  reached  the  goal  that  was,  as 
he  thought,  to  end  forever  his  dreams  of  happi¬ 
ness.  The  captives  had  been  drawn  up  in  a 
line  facing  the  bishop,  who,  on  this  solemn  oc¬ 
casion,  officiated  as  the  representative  of  the 
Church.  According  to  the  usual  custom,  each 
of  the  condemned  was  urged  to  recant,  while 
the  direst  pains  of  hell  were  denounced  against 
such  as  should  persist  to  the  end  in  their  abom¬ 
inable  heresy.  The  evident  distress  of  Leonora 
had  induced  the  priest  to  believe  that  she,  at 
least,  would  not  prove  to  be  finally  obdurate. 
He  even  held  out  to  her  hopes  of  a  respite,  and 
perhaps  of  ultimate  pardon.  He  alluded  to  her 
tender  youth,  her  beauty  and  accomplishments, 
and  hinted  at  the  joys  that  life  might  yet  have 
in  store  for  her.  He  spoke  of  the  distress  of 
her  heart-broken  relatives  occasioned  by  her 
apostasy,  and  the  joy  with  which  she  would  fill 
their  hearts  by  a  recantation,  even  at  the  elev¬ 


enth  hour.  “And  now,  Leonora  De  Castro,” 
continued  the  bishop,  “will  you  retrace  your 
en-ing  steps?  Will  you  discard  the  heretical 
opinions  implanted  in  your  youthful  mind  by 
that  son  of  Belial  ?  Our  holy  Church,  ever  le¬ 
nient  to  the  faults  of  her  erring  children,  ever 
disposed  to  deal  mercifully  with  such  as  con¬ 
fess  their  sins  and  repent,  M'ould  receive  you 
again  to  her  bosom.  Will  you  come  ?”  He 
paused,  while  every  sound  was  hushed  to  hear 
her  response.  Her  agitation  was  now  gone, 
and  in  a  calm,  clear  voice,  that  was  audible  to 
many  an  ear  in  that  anxious  throng,  she  re¬ 
plied:  “I  can  not  acknowledge  the  authority 
of  the  Church  you  represent.  I  believe  the  faith 
I  now  profess  to  be  the  true'  one.  There  is  but 
One  who  can  forgive  sin,  and  in  His  mercy  do 
I  trust.  If  I  am  called  to  die  for  His  dear 
sake,  I  will  try  to  bear  my  sufferings  cheerfully, 
knowing  that  ‘  our  light  affliction,  which  is  but 
for  a  moment,  worketh  for  us  a  far  more  exceed¬ 
ing  and  eternal  weight  of  glory.’” 

The  astonished  churchman,  enraged  at  the 
unexpected  reply  of  the  fair  captive,  and  fear¬ 
ing  its  effect  on  the  populace,  ground  his  teeth 
in  fury,  and  ordered  the  fires  to  be  lighted  at 
once,  and  the  prisoners  to  be  bound  to  the 
stakes,  adding,  in  a  stern  tone,  to  the  brave 
young  girl,  “Obdurate  wretch!  this  day  shalt 
thy  soul  writhe  in  the  fiery  torments  of  the 
damned ;  thou  shalt  soon  enjoy  a  foretaste  of 
thy  doom.  ”  Leonora,  whose  nerves  had  been 
greatly  weakened  by  the  long  trial  to  which 
they  had  been  subjected,  shocked  at  the  bar¬ 
barity  of  the  prelate’s  rude  address,  staggered, 
and  would  have  fallen  to  the  ground,  but  the 
young  Marquis'  now  rushed  forward  and  caught 
her  in  his  arms.  “Inhuman  monster,”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  addressing  the  bishop,  “she  is  fitter 
for  heaven  than  such  as  thou.  If  there  is  an 
angel  in  the  presence  of  God,  she  will  soon  be 
one.” 

“Ha,  my  lord  Marquis,”  cried  the  prelate, 
“these  are  bold  words,  but  they  have  sealed 
your  doom ! 

“Arrest  the  Marquis  of  Elvas,”  he  said  to 
the  provost ;  and  that  officer  was  just  stepping 
forward  to  obey  the  order,  when  a  low,  rum¬ 
bling  sound  was  heard,  followed  by  a  sudden 
shaking  of  the  earth  that  cast  every  one  pros¬ 
trate  on  its  face.  An  immense  wave,  towering 
in  its  might,  came  rolling  on  from  the  Tagus, 
and  quenched  the  impious  fires  that  had  been 
kindled  to  consume  those  who  trusted  in  Him 
“  who  heareth  the  young  ravens  when  they  ciy.” 
In  a  few  seconds  the  shock  was  repeated,  and 
cries  of  terror  and  dismay  came  rolling  up  from 
the  doomed  city,  mingled  with  the  appalling 
crash  of  falling  buildings. 

All  was  consternation  and  universal  panic. 
The  mad  multitude  so  lately  clamorous  for  the 
inhuman  sacrifice,  and  who  had  come  out  from 
the  quiet  city  to  gloat  over  the  sufferings  of 
their  fellow-creatures,  now  terror-stricken  at  the 
rebuke  of  their  great  Creator,  fled  aghast,  pale 
with  apprehension  for  the  fate  of  dear  ones  who 
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were  perhaps  crushed  beneath  the  falling  domes 
and  towers.  The  condemned  heretics  had  been 
saved  by  a  miracle,  and  perhaps  the  awful  vis¬ 
itation  had  fallen  with  crushing  weight  on  the 
heads  of  those  who  had  been  most  eager  for 
their  blood.  The  prisoners,  indeed,  were  for¬ 
gotten  in  the  dreadful  crisis.  When  the  crowd 
had  dispersed  the  Marquis  of  Elvas  caught  up 
Leonora  in  his  strong  arms,  and  bore  her,  by  a 
circuitous  route,  to  the  city,  and,  threading  his 
way  through  the  wild  debris  of  the  city,  reached 
in  safety,  with  his  precious  burden,  her  father’s 
house,  which  had  in  a  great  measure  escaped 
the  general  wreck. 

Words  can  not  express  the  joy  with  which 
the  whole  household  welcomed  back  their  dar¬ 
ling,  rescued  so  unexpectedly  from  the  very 
jaws  of  a  horrible  death.  But  their  feelings 
of  unalloyed  pleasure  at  her  deliverance  soon 
became  mingled  with  apprehension  lest  the  of¬ 
ficers  of  the  Inquisition  might  institute  a  search 
for  the  persecuted  victims  who  had,  for  a  time, 
escaped  their  vengeance.  Preparations  were 
commenced  for  immediate  flight.  Tlie  Mar¬ 
quis,  whose  situation  was  now  as  full  of  danger 
as  even  that  of  Leonora,  was  soon  ready  for 
any  road,  no  matter  where  it  might  conduct 
him,  so  it  placed  him  outside  of  his  native  king¬ 
dom.  He  had  resolved  to  accompany  Leonora, 
who  would  also  be  attended  by  a  faithful  serv¬ 
ant  of  the  family,  none  of  her  immediate  rela¬ 
tives  daring  to  bear  her  company  through  fear 
of  the  consequences  that  would  attend  such  a 
step.  It  was  determined  to  push  rapidly  across 
the  country  to  the  neighboring  kingdom  of 
Spain ;  and  the  Marquis  felt  satisfied  that  if 
they  could  reach  the  mountains  in  safety  the 
danger  of  arrest  would  be  slight.  Should  the 
authorities,  however,  be  on  the  alert,  he  knew 
there  woidd  be  great  danger  in  attempting  to 
leave  the  city. 

Their  situation,  at  best,  was  full  of  peril. 
Notwithstanding  the  terrible  catastrophe  that 
had  befallen  the  city,  and  had  so  miraculously 
preserved  Leonora  from  the  stake,  it  was  vain 
to  suppose  that  the  Church,  foiled  in  its  attempt 
at  present  punishment,  would  fail  to  bring  the 
condemned  to  the  flames  if  rearrested.  While 
preparations  were  going  forward  for  their  flight. 
Lord  Effingham,  who  still  represented  his  gov¬ 
ernment  at  the  court  of  Lisbon,  called  to  con¬ 
dole  with  his  friend  on  the  terrible  calamity 
that  had  visited  the  city,  and  which  he  supposed 
must  have  quite  overwhelmed  a  family  so  terri¬ 
bly  afflicted  by  the  dreadful  fate  of  a  beloved 
daughter.  He  was  soon  informed  of  the  escape 
of  Leonora,  and  of  the  hasty  preparations  that 
were  making  for  their  flight.  After  listening 
attentively  to  the  proposed  arrangement,  Lord 
Effingham  shook  his  head  and  remained  silent 
for  a  few  moments,  and  then  expressed  his  fears 


lest  the  project  would  miscarry.  “I  feel  quite 
certain,”  he  said,  “  that  by  attempting  to  leave 
the  city  you  will  bring  destruction  upon  your¬ 
selves  ;  indeed,  I  am  surprised  that  your  house 
has  not  already  been  searched.  So  soon  as 
some  degree  of  quiet  is  restored,  active  meas¬ 
ures  will  be  taken  to  arrest  the  fugitives.  You 
must  not  attempt  to  leave  the  city  just  yet. 
Nor  will  it  do  to  remain  here.  You,  my  lord 
Marquis,  and  Leonora,  must  take  up  your  abode 
for  a  short  time  with  me.  They  will  hardly 
dare  to  search  the  house  over  which  floats  the 
broad  flag  of  England.  And  now  I  think  of 
it,”  continued  the  Minister,  “some  members 
of  my  family  and  suit  will  soon  return  to  En¬ 
gland,  and  we  can  perhaps  manage  it  so  that 
you  can  leave  the  country  in  their  company.” 

This  proposal  was  embraced  with  eagerness, 
and  our  hero  and  heroine  returned  with  Lord 
Effingham  to  his  own  residence  just  in  time  to 
escape  the  officers,  who  came  to  the  house  they 
had  just  left  almost  immediately  after  their  de¬ 
parture.  The  father  of  Leonora  expressed  the 
greatest  surprise  at  the  visit  of  the  officers,  and, 
to  carry  out  the  deception,  seemed  to  be  plunged 
in  the  deepest  sorrow,  protesting  to  be  ignorant 
of  her  escape.  As  no  one  had  seen  her  return 
to  her  father’s  house  or  leave  it,  no  clew  was 
obtained  to  her  present  whereabouts.  Some 
days  were  spent  in  quiet  and  security  in  the 
asylum  generously  furnished  by  the  English 
nobleman.  Leonora  had  ever  been  a  favorite 
with  the  whole  family,  and  all  strove  to  banish 
from  her  mind  every  remembrance  of  the  ter¬ 
rible  ordeal  to  which  she  had  been  exposed. 
The  bright  color  of  youth  came  back  to  her 
cheeks,  and  the  glad  smile  of  hope  lighted  up 
her  countenance.  The  worthy  curate,  whose 
successful  effort  at  proselytism  had  been  so 
nearly  fatal,  wept  over  his  beloved  pupil  as  one 
raised  from  the  dead. 

It  was  a  glorious  evening,  about  the  middle 
of  November,  when  the  waters  of  the  bay  of 
Lisbon,  lying  tranquil  in  the  declining  sun¬ 
light,  reflected  the  form  of  a  British  man-of- 
war  that  was  gliding  majestically  over  its  smooth 
surface.  It  was  the  ship  that  was  to  convey 
the  Minister’s  family  to  England,  and  which 
had  been  anxiously  looked  for  for  some  days, 
’riie  day  after  her  arrival  she  took  on  board  her 
passengers,  among  whom  were  the  Marquis  of 
Elvas  and  Leonora  De  Castro,  disguised  as 
servants.  Immediately  after  they  reached  the 
deck  the  anchor  was  upheaved,  the  sails  were 
hoisted,  and,  with  the  flag  of  St.  George  flying 
at  her  peak,  the  gallant  ship  bore  away  for  the 
open  sea.  Just  before  the  ship  reached  En¬ 
gland  the  good  curate,  who  was  one  of  the  pas¬ 
sengers,  joined  together  in  the  holy  state  of 
matrimony  John,  Marquis  of  Elvas,  and  the 
lovely  Leonora  De  Castro. 
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EARLY  HISTORY  OF  COLORADO. 

EARLY  three  hundred  years  ago  the 
Spaniards  who  peopled  Mexico  extended 
their  settlements  for  to  the  northward,  reaching 
over  New  Mexico  and  Arizona  and  into  what 
is  now  Utah  and  Colorado.  Their  chief  in¬ 
dustry  was  mining  for  gold  and  silver,  and 
traces  of  extensive  though  rude  works,  and 
ruins  of  large  towns,  are  found  all  over  the 
region  named.  The  earliest  historians  of  the 
Great  Plains  and  Rocky  Mountains  speak  of 
the  “  Old  Spanish  Trace”  (trail  or  road)  that 
reached  northward  through  the  mountains  to 
Great  Salt  Lake.  Generations  ago  there  were 
populous  Spanish  settlements  along  the  Arkan¬ 
sas  Valley  in  Southern  Colorado,  and  their  ace- 
quias — canals  for  conveying  water — can  yet  be 
traced  along  the  prairie  bottom  lands  and  slopes. 
The  ruins  of  cities  and  remains  of  extensive 
water-works  are  yet  seen  in  the  exceedingly 
rich  gold  and  silver  bearing  region  of  the  Un- 
compahgre  in  Southwestern  Colorado. 

The  Spanish,  or  Mexican,  frontier  was  grad¬ 
ually  beaten  back  by  the  savages.  The  terri¬ 
tory  now  covered  by  Colorado  and  Arizona  was 
entirely  depopulated,  and  foothold  was  main¬ 
tained  in  New  Mexico  only  along  the  larger 
valleys,  where  population  had  become  very 
dense  and  self-supporting.  The  mines  were  all 
abandoned,  and  the  mining  frontier  driven 
back  to  the  centre  of  Chihuahua  and  Sonora. 
The  farthest  point  north  where  any  traces  of  old 
mining  operations  have  been  found  is  in  the 
mountains  northwest  of  Boulder,  not  far  from 
the  base  of  Long’s  Peak.  In  the  winter  of  1869 
some  hunters  from  Denver  found  there  a  num¬ 
ber  of  shafts  and  the  remains  of  houses.  They 
also  brought  in  a  portion  of  a  large  copper  ves¬ 
sel,  not  unlike  the  body  of  a  still.  Inquiries 
made  at  the  time  of  Arrapahoe  Indians  elicited 
a  tradition  that  many  years  ago  a  party  of  Por¬ 
tuguese  adventurers  came  north  through  Mex¬ 
ico  and  engaged  in  mining  at  the  point  indica¬ 
ted.  In  course  of  time  they  disappeared,  and 
all  trace  of  them  was  lost.  The  inference  con¬ 
veyed  was  that  they  were  killed. 

The  first  reliable  history  pertaining  to  the 
region  of  Colorado,  to  which  we  can  now  refer, 
is  in  1805,  and  is  in  the  journal  of  Captain  Zeb- 
ulon  M.  Pike,  of  the  United  States  army.  In 
the  spring  of  1804  two  important  expeditions 
were  fitted  out  at  St.  Louis — the  then  front¬ 
ier  military  post — for  the  exploration  of  the 
country  west  and  north  :  that  of  Lewis  and 
Clarke,  who  ascended  the  Missouri  and  de¬ 
scended  the  Columbia  to  its  mouth ;  and  Cap¬ 
tain  Pike’s,  for  the  Upper  Mississippi.  The  lat¬ 
ter  returned  in  about  a  year,  after  having  en¬ 
dured  great  hardships  and  met  with  many  ad¬ 
ventures,  and  reported  that  he  had  traced  the 
great  river  to  its  source — an  opinion  that  time 
has  proved  erroneous.  Upon  rejiching  St. 
Louis  he  found  a  new  duty  awaiting  him  ;  the 
return  of  some  rescued  Indian  captives  to  their 
tribe — the  “Ivans  the  mediation  of  peace  be¬ 


tween  that  tribe  and  the  “Kiowmys;”  and  a 
tour  of  observation  along  the  Mexican  border 
— the  Arkansas  River — westward  to  the  mount¬ 
ains.  He  started  late  in  the  spring  of  1805, 
ascended  the  Missouri  to  the  Osage,  and  that 
stream  as  far  as  he  could  with  boats.  Then 
striking  to  the  northwest  he  completed  his  In¬ 
dian  mission  at  their  villages  on  the  tributaries 
of  the  Kansas  River.  Leaving  there  he  crossed 
over  to  the  Arkansas  and  followed  up  that  river 
to  the  mountains.  Before  reaching  the  present 
site  of  Puebla,  Captain  Pike  discovered  a  lofty 
snowy  mountain,  and  soon  after  passing  the 
mouth  of  the  Eontaine-qui-Bouille  he  went  into 
camp,  and,  leaving  most  of  his  command,  set 
out  with  eight  or  ten  men  to  ascend  it.  He 
supposed  it  ten  or  fifteen  miles  distant,  and 
started  on  foot  in  light  marching  order  and  with 
three  days’  rations.  It  was  then  autumn,  and 
the  mountain  was  covered  with  snow.  After 
forty  or  fifty  miles’  travel,  and  much  suft’ering 
from  exposure  and  for  want  of  water,  they 
reached  the  mountain-foot  and  began  the  as¬ 
cent,  thinking  their  labor  now  certainly  almost 
at  an  end  ;  but  after  struggling  for  many  hours 
through  thick  brush  and  fallen  timber,  the  snow 
constantly  becoming  deeper,  they  at  length 
reached  the  summit  of  an  open  ridge,  from 
which  the  lofty  peak  seemed,  says  the  Captain, 
almost  as  distant  as  when  they  left  their  camp 
on  the  Arkansas  days  before.  Several  of  his 
men  were  badly  frozen,  and  all  suffering  severe¬ 
ly  from  hunger,  that  was  partially  allayed  by 
finding  a  storm-bound  poor  old  buffalo,  which 
they  killed.  The  snow  was  from  two  to  three 
feet  deep,  and  the  Captain  was  obliged,  very 
reluctantly,  to  give  up  the  ascent  of  the  mount¬ 
ain,  and  was  never  any  nearer  to  it.  After  a 
rest  they  retraced  their  steps  to  the  main  camp, 
having  probably  been  within  twelve  or  fifteen 
miles  of  the  summit  that  subsequently  and  very 
appropriately  took  the  gallant  Captain’s  name. 

The  command,  about  thirty  men,  then  march¬ 
ed  up  the  Arkansas  and  made  a  second  depot 
camp,  where  is  now  Canon  City.  The  Cap¬ 
tain  had  tired  of  land  marching,  and  thought 
if  he  could  only  strike  Red  River  he  could  float 
easily  back  to  the  Mississippi.  So  he  turned 
all  his  attention  to  that  search.  Again  leaving 
most  of  his  men,  he  with  the  remainder  set  out, 
curiously  enough,  toward  the  northwest,  follow¬ 
ing  the  route  of  the  present  road  from  Canon 
City  to  the  South  Park.  Reaching  the  Park 
he  called  the  first  considera’ole  stream  he  cross¬ 
ed  the  Platte.  A  little  further  on  he  found 
another,  and  supposed  it  was  the  Saint  Jaun — 
probably  meaning  the  Spanish  San  Juan,  which 
rises  in  Southwestern  Colorado  and  flows  into 
the  Colorado  of  the  West.  A  few  miles  more 
and  he  found  another,  which  he  supposed  to  be 
a  branch  of  the  Yellowstone.  In  this  neigh¬ 
borhood  he  found  signs  of  large  numbers  of 
men  and  horses,  and  -supposed  tliey  were  both 
Indians  and  Mexicans.  He  seems  to  have  had 
some  fear  of  a  hostile  meeting,  and  turned  off 
square  to  the  south.  Before  long  he  came  to  a 
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large  stream,  and  rejoiced  in  the  belief  that  it 
was  Red  River.  Turning  down  it,  he  soon 
found  himself  in  the  midst  of  rugged  mount¬ 
ains,  and  the  river  cutting  its  way  through  stu¬ 
pendous  canons.  The  mountain- sides  were 
frozen  and  covered  with  snow,  and  the  river 
with  ice.  More  men  were  frost-bitten,  and 
the  horses  were  all  disabled  and  abandoned  but 
one.  The  party  became  scattered,  but  at  last 
all  came  together  again  at  their  old  camp  at 
the  Arkansas  gate  of  the  mountains ;  and  his 
first  dream  of  Red  River  was  at  an  end.  But 
the  Captain  was  irrepressible.  With  such  men 
as  were  able  to  travel,  he  was  soon  again  on 
the  march,  this  time  all  afoot,  because  their 
animals  were  used  up.  Crossing  the  Arkansas 
into  Mexican  territory,  he  moved  up  the  Wet 
Mountain  Valley  straight  toward  the  rugged  San- 
gre-de-Christo  range.  More  than  once  he  was 
obliged  to  back  out,  the  snow  getting  too  deep 
for  their  strength.  Frost-bitten  and  disabled 
men  were  left  behind  in  improvised  shelter, 
with  such  supplies  as  could  be  spared.  The 
journey  was  one  of  most  intense  suflfering  and 
hardship  ;  but  at  last  they  stood  upon  the  sum¬ 
mit,  and  looked  down  into  the  San  Luis  Park. 
The  Captain  rejoiced  at  the  discovery  of  Red 
River,  though  he  looked  upon  the  Rio  Grande 
del  Norte.  Descending,  he  traversed  the  plain, 
and  at  the  confluence  of  two  considerable  branch¬ 
es  of  the  stream  established  a  fortified  camp. 
Having  completed  his  works  so  that  himself 
and  two  or  three  men  could  defend  themselves 
against  the  Indians,  he  sent  the  remainder  back 
to  the  main  camp,  and  to  pick  up  stragglers. 

Meantime  the  Mepcican  authorities  were  not 
ignorant  of  the  expedition.  They  looked  upon 
it  with  suspicion  ;  and  all  the  previous  season  a 
squadron  of  cavalry  had  been  scouting  the  plains 
east  of  the  mountains  to  cut  it  off,  fortunately 
without  success,  and  entirely  unknown  to  Cap¬ 
tain  Pike.  But  a  few  days  after  he  had  got 
settled  down  in  his  new  quarters,  while  walking 
out  one  bright  winter  day,  he  was  surprised  by 
a  patrol  of  Mexican  soldiers ;  and,  though  it 
was  long  before  he  fully  realized  the  fact,  he 
became  from  that  time  forward,  for  a  year  or 
more,  a  close  prisoner.  He  was  hurried  to 
Santa  Fe,  and  subsequently  to  El  Paso,  and 
thence  to  Chihuahua ;  his  men  following  the 
same  road,  but  never  again  all  coming  togeth¬ 
er.  In  course  of  time  they  were  returned  to 
the  United  States  through  Texas ;  but  most  of 
the  Captain’s  notes,  maps,  and  other  valuable 
papers  were  never  recovered. 

While  a  prisoner  in  New  Mexico,  he  saw  an 
American  who  had  in  his  possession  lumps  of 
gold  that  he  had  gathered  in  the  South  Park, 
on  the  head  waters  of  the  South  Platte,  and 
learned  that  the  traces  of  Mexicans  he  had 
found  upon  the  Platte,  Saint  Jaun,  and  Yel¬ 
lowstone — as  he  called  them — had  connection 
with  the  finding  of  gold  in  that  region.  This 
is  the  first  authentic  report  of  actual  gold  gath¬ 
ering  in  what  is  now  Colorado.  The  next  is 
in  1832  to  1836,  after  Bent  and  Vasquez  and 


Sarpy  had  established  their  chain  of  trading- 
posts  all  along  the  foot  of  the  mountains,  on 
the  Arkansas,  six  miles  above  where  is  now 
Puebla  ;  on  the  South  Platte,  at  the  mouth  of 
Vasquez  Fork,  six  miles  below  the  present  site 
of  Denver ;  and  on  the  North  Platte,  at  Fort 
Laramie — then  Fort  St.  John.  In  trading  with 
the  Indians  and  Mexicans  who  came  into  Fort 
Vasquez,  they  frequently  obtained  lumps  of 
coarse  gold,  which  had  doubtless  been  picked 
up  in  the  streams  and  gulches  of  the  mountains. 
We  come  down  next  to  1849.  In  that  year  of 
the  great  rush  to  California  many  emigrants 
from  the  Southwestern  States  traveled  up  the 
Arkansas,  thence  north  along  the  foot  of  the 
mountains,  the  entire  breadth  of  Colorado,  and 
through  the  South  Pass  to  the  Pacific.  They 
found  gold  in  Cherry  Creek,  the  Platte,  and 
other  streams,  but  kept  on  toward  California. 
Among  the  number  who  made  these  discover¬ 
ies  tvas  W.  Green  Russell,  a  Georgia  miner, 
from  the  vicinity  of  Dahlonega.  After  some 
years  in  California,  he  returned  to  his  old  home, 
still  with  recollections  of  the  traces  of  gold  he  had 
seen  here,  and  the  determination,  at  some  favor¬ 
able  time,  to  prospect  the  country.  In  1856  a 
column  of  troops  marching  between  New  Mex¬ 
ico  and  Utah  found  gold  in  Cherry  Creek  near 
their  camp.  Another  command  passing  in 
1858  did  the  same.  In  the  spring  of  the 
same  year  W.  Green  Russell  found  himself 
able  to  undertake  his  long -delayed  explora¬ 
tion.  Leaving  Georgia  with  twenty  or  thirty 
followers  he  reached  Cherry  Creek,  and  follow¬ 
ed  it  down  to  where  Denver  now  stands,  in  July. 
A  party  of  Cherokee  Indians  and  half-breeds 
from  the  Indian  Territory,  west  of  the  State  of 
Missouri,  came  out  about  the  same  time,  and 
upon  the  same  errand,  but  they  made  no  per¬ 
manent  location  nor  lengthy  stay.  The  Geor¬ 
gians  found  gold  in  small  quantities  all  along 
the  Platte,  Vasquez  Fork,  Cherry  Creek,  and 
other  streams  and  gulches  on  tlie  plains,  but 
did  not  penetrate  the  mountains  at  all.  The 
deposits  they  found  were  not  snfficiently  rich  to 
support  a  large  population,  nor  to  pay  largely 
even  a  few,  but  they  served  to  stimulate  fur¬ 
ther  search  and  to  create  an  intense  excitement 
throughout  the  Western  States.  Several  hun¬ 
dred  men  from  the  border,  Kansas,  Nebraska, 
Iowa,  and  Missouri,  crossed  the  plains  late  in 
the  fall  of  1858,  and  spent  the  winter  in  and 
about  Denver.  Several  towns  were  started,  and 
a  great  number  of  log-houses  built.  Little  par¬ 
ties  went  back  to  the  States,  and  carried  with 
them  samples  of  the  gold  found  ;  bright,  smooth 
scales  of  exceeding  fineness.  By  spring  the  ex¬ 
citement  was  at  fever  heat,  and  before  the  snows 
were  over  long  lines  of  tented  wagons  were 
stringing  out  from  every  starting-point  along 
the  Missouri  River.  Early  in  Apidl  the  mov¬ 
ing  column  reached  the  site  of  Denver,  and  the 
arrivals  sometimes  reached  thousands  per  day. 
The  mines  thus  far  found  could  give  work  to 
but  a  few  hundred,  and  the  best  of  them  yield¬ 
ed  scarce  more  than  two  dollars  per  day.  Dis- 
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appointment  followed,  and  almost  a  panic  en¬ 
sued.  Three-fourths  of  all  that  came  went 
back,  turning  about  thousands  more  that  they 
met  on  the  way.  The  more  determined,  and 
those  who  had  nothing  to  lose  and  all  to  gain, 
or  who  left  nothing  behind  to  go  back  for,  re¬ 
mained. 

As  soon  as  the  snow  disappeared  from  the 
lower  mountain  slopes  the  more  adventurous 
began  pushing  into  the  mountains,  cautiously 
feeling  their  way.  But  few  of  them  had  ever 
before  seen  mountains,  and  a  still  less  number 
knew  how  to  search  for  gold.  In  the  latter 
part  of  April  gold  was  found,  almost  simulta¬ 
neously,  at  several  points  in  the  mountains ;  at 
Gold  Hill,  eight  miles  west  of  Boulder  City ;  at 
Deadwood,  on  South  Boulder  Creek ;  at  Greg¬ 
ory  Point,  near  where  Central  City  now  is  ;  and 
at  the  junction  of  Vasquez  Pork  and  Cook  (now 
Chicago)  Creek,  near  the  present  beautiful  town 
of  Idaho.  The  first  heavy  rush  was  to  the  lat¬ 
ter  point,  but  the  tide  soon  turned  toward  Greg¬ 
ory.  Por  days  in  succession  the  arrivals  there 
exceeded  three  thousand  per  day.  Exceeding¬ 
ly  rich  mines  were  found,  and  gold  was  gath¬ 
ered  rapidly.  Other  discoveries  followed,  and 
the  season  was  a  succession  of  excitements  and 
“  stampedes”  to  each  new  point  of  attraction. 
With  the  approach  of  winter  most  people  left 
the  mountains,  and  a  large  majority  returned  to 
the  States.  The  few  who  remained  in  the  mines 
provided  themselves  with  provisions  for  the  win¬ 
ter,  and  prepared  for  months  of  isolation.  It 
was  expected  that  snow  tvould  fall  to  a  great 
depth  and  the  cold  be  very  severe.  In  this  they 
were  disappointed. 

The  nearest  post-office  in  the  first  settlement 
of  Denver  was  at  Port  Laramie,  two  hundred 
and  twenty  miles  distant,  and  it  cost  half  a  dol¬ 
lar  to  send  or  receive  a  letter.  On  the  7th  of 
May,  1859,  the  first  express  coach  arrived,  and 
the  cost  for  transmitting  letters  was  reduced  to 
twenty-five  cents.  It  was  not  until  the  spring 
of  18G0  that  a  United  States  mail  and  post-of¬ 
fices  at  Denver  and  Mountain  City  w'ere  estab¬ 
lished,  nearly  two  years  after  the  first  settle¬ 
ment  of  the  country. 

- - - - 

TWO  HEAKTS. 

1. 

PEEHAPS  in  the  little  town  of  Warehurst 
the  lives  of  no  people  presented  a  more 
vivid  contrast  than  those  of  the  heiress  Jessie 
Warehurst  and  of  the  young  seamstress  known 
as  Eraeline — for  one  of  these  lives  might  verily 
seem  nothing  but  the  black  shadow  cast  by  the 
other  in  full  sunshine. 

The  one  of  these  people  was  the  child  of  a 
family  that  gave  their  name  to  the  village  a 
hundred  years  ago,  and  had  always  maintained 
their  traditional  superiority  to  other  families  in 
the  place  by  means  of  a  style  of  living  that  was 
little  short  of  splendor  in  that  secluded  region, 
by  their  lofty  acquaintance  in  the  outside  world, 
and  by  their  constant  charities — charities,  how¬ 


ever,  of  a  kind  into  which  money  freely  enters 
and  personal  contact  stays  without. 

Jessie,  the  last  of  her  name,  and  the  inheritor 
of  a  handsome  fortune,  lived  with  her  aunt  and 
mother,  the  latter  a  gentle  and  placid  woman, 
and  Jessie’s  adoring  slave,  in  the  old  and  spa¬ 
cious  mansion,  the  dark  halls  and  drawing¬ 
rooms  and  sunny  morning-parlors  of  which  a 
troop  of  young  guests  kept  overrunning  with 
merriment.  She  was  but  a  year  or  two  escaped 
from  the  dominion  of  schools  and  governesses, 
a  thraldom  that  had  never  been  severe ;  she  en¬ 
joyed  every  luxury  that  the  little  world  of  Ware¬ 
hurst  knew  about ;  her  dress  was  sumptuous ;  the 
ponies  of  her  phaeton  were  as  fleet  as  Arabs ; 
she  was  the  pet  and  admiration  and  delight  of 
all  who  knew  her — the  unspoiled  mistress,  as 
it  seemed,  of  all  who  came  within  her  magic 
sphere ;  her  life  was  an  unbroken  scene-  of  fes¬ 
tivity,  and  she  was  light-hearted,  innocent,  and 
joyous  with  the  whole  inspiration  of  the  spirit 
of  youth.  They  used  to  say  that  her  name  was 
given  her  because  she  was  as  sweet  and  white 
and  spotless  as  the  jessamine  itself ;  kind  to  all 
who  met  her,  for  vice  instinctively  kept  out  of 
her  way ;  a  sunbeam  in  the  path  of  poor  and 
rich  ;  and  utterly  unsoiled  by  sin,  so  far  as  any 
creature  knew. 

Emeline,  on  the  other  hand,  had  known  pov¬ 
erty  from  her  birth  ;  she  was  but  Jessie’s  age, 
yet  her  life  had  traveled  a  stretch  of  sin  and 
wretchedness  and  repentance  before  which  the 
other  would  have  recoiled  could  she  have  seen 
so  much  as  the  first  footprints  and  have  under¬ 
stood  their  meaning,  people  said.  She  had 
been  born  in  the  alms-lxouse,  and  knew  the 
bitterness  of  such  birth ;  ambitiously  she  had 
learned  to  read  and  to  write ;  and  as  soon  as  it 
was  found  that  she  knew  how  to  sew,  and  had, 
moreover,  a  certain  genius  of  the  needle,  so  to 
speak,  she  was  kept  constantly  at  work,  leaving 
the  place  at  last  w'hen  still  scarcely  more  than 
a  child,  and  being  bound  out  in  the  position  of 
seamstress  in  a  -wealthy  family  of  the  city. 
Working  there  in  her  mistress’s  sewing-room, 
or  going  and  coming  on  errands  in  hall  or  par¬ 
lors,  her  dark  young  face,  not  without  a  gipsy- 
ish  comeliness  of  its  own,  had  been  so  unfor¬ 
tunate  as  to  attract  the  gaze  of  a  guest  of  the 
house,  one  who  admired  after  his  way  the  gloss 
of  her  black  hair,  the  carnation  of  her  cheek, 
the  lustre  of  her  eye,  the  curve  of  her  lip.  She 
gave  him  the  whole  passion  of  her  young  life 
and  heart ;  he  gave  her,  at  sixteen  years,  ruin 
and  betrayal  and  the  world’s  scorn.  Then 
there  came  a  season  of  desperation — a  season 
too  dark  for  Emeline  to  remember.  She  would’ 
not  remember  it,  and  could  only  maintain  to 
herself  in  after  years  that  it  -was  another  person, 
not  Emeline,  who  had  suffered  that.  But  out  of 
its  foulness  she  rose  one  night,  when,  seeing  a 
face  flash  like  an  apparition  out  of  the  night,  as 
Jessie  Warehurst,  visiting  the  great  city,  crossed 
the  pavement  from  door  to  coach — a  face  all 
white  and  radiant  and  perfect,  its  golden  hair 
a  nimbus  of  glory  round  about  it,  its  beauty 
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something  heavenly.  The  face  smiled  on  Em- 
eline  without  seeing  her  in  the  shadow,  a  deep, 
sweet  smile,  searching  as  sunshine  cast  off  from 
happy  thoughts.  It  seemed  to  Emeline  then 
that  all  was  not  lost  while  such  a  smile  as  that 
could  he  shed  upon  her,  could  be  in  the  world, 
and  she  allowed  to  see  it ;  and  all  at  once  the 
brilliancy  of  fixee  and  smile  together  lighted  up 
like  morning  the  black  gulf  between  the  txvo, 
and  made  it  more  odious  and  reeking  to  Eme¬ 
line  than  words  can  say.  A  few  weeks  or  a  few 
months  later,  xvhichever  it  may  have  been,  Em¬ 
eline  went  back  to  Warehurst,  and  hired  a  room 
and  put  out  a  modest  sign  expressing  a  desire 
to  obtain  fine  sewing  to  do  ;  and  curiosity,  and 
remembrance  of  old  marvels  of  her  needle 
shoxvn  at  the  county  fairs,  having  tempted  one 
and  another  to  examine  her  capacity,  she  soon 
had  work  enough  and  to  spare,  and  hired  a 
better  room  and  enlarged  her  fare  of  crackers 
and  cold  water  to  a  more  healthy  diet,  and 
changed  her  talloxv  dip  for  kerosene.  But  she 
made  no  secret  of  what  her  way  of  life  had  been ; 
she  knew,  perhaps,  that  rumor  of  it  would  travel 
on  the  wings  of  the  wind  ;  she  felt  that  it  would 
be  xvorse  torture  to  live  xvith  a  sword  suspended 
over  her  head  than  to  meet  and  live  down  the 
open  shame.  But  she  wasted  no  words  on  the 
matter ;  and  so,  when  they  asked  her  where  she 
had  gone  when  deserting  her  apprenticeship, 
she  answered,  briefly,  “To  the  bad,”  and  xvas 
silent  for  the  rest.  Her  existence  was  wan  and 
ox’ercast — ^laborious,  solitary;  there  xvas  not  a 
soul  in  the  world  to  whom  she  was  dear,  or  xvho 
was  dear  to  her,  not  a  soul  who  cared  whether 
she  lived  or  died ;  and  her  heart,  a  wild  and 
stormy  heart,  ached  with  its  loneliness.  The 
people  employed  her  because  her  fingers  were 
deft  and  dainty ;  but  they  spoke  of  her  among 
themselves  as  a  thing  that  had  known  shame, 
and  might  know  it  again ;  that  was  not  to  be 
trusted  with  companionship,  lest  the  trust  should 
be  abused ;  a  smile  on  her  lip  xvould  have  been 
construed  a  sign  of  levity  and  lapse  into  fresh 
sin — and  Emeline  never  smiled,  but  lived  from 
year  to  year  ostracized,  sad,  and  dark  with  a 
cloud  of  hovering  suspicions. 

Lovers  came  and  went  round  Jessie — some 
enraptured  with  her  loveliness,  some  with  her 
temperament,  some  with  her  riches — but  among 
them  not  the  right  one ;  and,  smiling  coldly  on 
them  all,  they  passed  before  her  like  epheme¬ 
ra.  And  so  her  years  went  by,  till  presently 
they  were  numbering  twenty-txvo — twenty-two, 
which  leaves  an  innocent  and  isolated  country 
girl  still  very  young.  Emeline,  also,  was  twen¬ 
ty-two  ;  yet  her  years  left  her  not  young,  but 
old,  and  on  none  of  them  could  she  look  back 
and  endure  the  glance,  save  the  last  four  since 
her  retux’n  to  Warehurst ;  for  the  want  and  mis¬ 
ery  of  the  alms-house  xvas  sore,  but  sorer  yet  was 
that  sudden  burst  of  love  and  I'apture  which  the 
shame  and  the  desertion  following  made  it  only 
torment  to  reeall ;  and  that,  in  turn,  xvas  dark¬ 
ened  by  shadows  rising  from  that  abyss  of  hor¬ 
ror  into  which  it  plunged  her.  The  first  bright 


thing  in  all  those  years  on  which  her  i-emem- 
brance  could  dwell  was  Jessie  Warehurst’s  face 
shining  on  her,  as  she  stepped  along  the  carpet¬ 
ed  pavement,  and  let  the  xvhiteness  of  that  smile 
overlay,  for  a  moment,  all  her  smirch  and  soil. 
Since  then,  four  dull,  monotonous  years — weary 
return  of  spring,  and  blaze  of  summer,  melan¬ 
choly  falling  of  the  leaf,  weary,  dreary  cliiU  of 
winter — and  the  only  happiness  in  them  all  was 
such  time  as  the  face  of  Jessie  Warehurst  had 
again  illumined  the  way,  and  given  her  anew 
that  thrill  of  hope  which  once  had  told  her  she 
was  a  living  soul,  and  not  mere  carrion,  and 
had  made  Jessie  Warehurst  a  type  to  her  of  the 
spirits  that  stand  before  God.  She  had  never 
spoken  with  her;  she  xvorshiped  her  as  the  pub¬ 
lican  and  sinner  worshiped,  standing  afar  off. 
She  was  as  full  of  thankfulness  to  her  for  rescue 
from  that  slough  in  which  she  xvallowed  as  if 
Jessie  had  consciously  put  out  her  white  hand 
and  helped  her  thence ;  and  there  was  no  sacri¬ 
fice  in  life  or  death  which  Emeline  would  not 
have  made  for  her — indeed,  hardly  any  sacrifice, 
coidd  there  have  been  for  her  to  make,  since  life 
held  not  a  single  charm  for  Emeline,  except  the 
trust  of  ending  it  at  last.  But  of  all  this  feel¬ 
ing  on  the  other’s  part  Jessie  xvas  totally  uncon¬ 
scious,  and  neither  she  nor  any  other  earthly 
being  offered  the  girl  one  incentive  to  virtue ; 
of  herself,  and  simply,  she  had  sickened  of  sin. 

Emeline  xvas  happiest — if  happiness  could 
ever  be  a  condition  of  such  a  darkened  life  as 
hers — xvhen  employed  on  sewing  for  the  family 
at  the  Great  House,  as  the  people  of  the  village, 
in  a  mild  derision,  sometimes  called  the  Ware¬ 
hurst  mansion.  On  whatever  she  had  to  do  for 
Jessie,  or  her  mother,  or  her  friends — xvho  some¬ 
times  sent  their  xvork  down  from  town  to  this  fab¬ 
ulous  seamstress — she  expended  her  whole  skill 
and  invention.  The  plain  sewing  was  done  with 
a  precision  xvhich  counted  every  thread  to  the 
stitch ;  tucking,  and  ruffling,  and  inserting,  she 
combined  in  every  sort  of  quaint  device,  till 
each  decorated  garment  was  as  perfect  in  its 
way  as  a  quilled  daisy;  and  on  the  embroidery 
she  lavished  her  hours,  her  eyesight,  and  her 
fancy,  xvith  flowers  and  ferns  and  vines  running 
riot  over  the  fine  fabrics,  like  the  wintry  xvraith 
of  blossoming  to  come. 

When,  then,  Emeline  heard  that  one  of  the 
lovers  had  at  last  broken  the  hedge  round  that 
sleeping  heart,  and  that  Jessie  was  to  be  mar¬ 
ried,  her  own  heart  beat  with  a  sort  of  pleasure ; 
not  for  the  young  girl,  her  hopes,  or  her  future 
— with  that  she  felt  she  had  nothing  whatever 
to  do,  and  she  kept  her  dreams  axvay,  as  if  an¬ 
gels  with  flaming  swords  barred  that  Eden ;  her 
heart  beat  with  only  a  poor  and  personal  pleas¬ 
ure,  in  expectation  of  the  sewing  she  would 
have  to  do  in  assisting  to  prepare  the  wedding 
garments,  of  the  way  in  which  she  would  weave 
petal  and  stem  and  leaf  in  the  embroidery  there, 
in  imagining  herself  already  tracing  new  com¬ 
plications  and  intricacies  of  lace  stitch  and  sat¬ 
in  stitch,  in  counting  the  errands  that  might  take 
her  to  the  Great  House,  and  give  her  new  guises 
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of  that  face  shining  out  of  its  cloud  of  happiness 
— that  face  which  once  had  been  a  revelation  of 
heaven  to  her  in  hell.  She  did  not  dream  of 
herself  as  unfit  to  work  upon  these  garments : 
sorrow  and  grief  and  shame  had  purified  those 
hands  of  hers.  Humbly  as  she  walked  now,  she 
had  planted  her  feet  on  heights  where  martyrs 
had  walked  before  her ;  and  though  she  made 
no  outward  profession  of  religion — fearing  it 
would  be  but  scoffed  at  as  hypocrisy — yet  she 
felt  forever  wrapped  about  her,  as  if  she  might 
not  fall  away  from  them,  the  clasp  of  forgiving 
and  eternal  arms. 

But  when  Emeline  learned  that  she  was  to 
go  in  person  to  the  Warehursts  and  remain 
with  them  all  through  the  ordeal  of  the  ward¬ 
robe,  she  could  hardly  believe  herself.  Not 
only  to  see  Jessie  every  day,  but  to  be  herself 
among  the  influences  that  had  made  Jessie 
what  she  was,  it  seemed  in  the  anticipation  too 
much  bliss  for  her  poor  cup  of  broken  delf  to 
hold  ;  in  the  realization,  perhaps,  she  may  have 
■  found  it  a  less  intoxicating  draught.  The 
bridal  dresses,  she  was  told,  were  to  be  fitted 
in  the  city ;  but  Emeline’s  own  fingers  were  to 
finish  them  all,  and  the  delicate  under-clothing’s 
last  touches  were  to  be  given  by  no  one  but 
herself.  An  artist  receiving  orders  to  decorate 
a  temple  was  never  in  more  ecstasy  at  serving 
the  ideal  than  Emeline. 

Many  a  good  gossip  of  the  little  burgh  re¬ 
monstrated  with  Mrs.  Warehurst  for  her  impru¬ 
dence  in  introducing  among  the  members  of  her 
household  a  person  of  Emeline’s  acknowledged 
antecedents,  a  person  who  made  no  secret  of 
having  led  an  evil  life ;  and  though  Mrs.  Ware¬ 
hurst  responded  that  it  would  be  impossible 
that  any  harm  should  come  of  it,  for  the  seam¬ 
stress  would  have  no  opportunity  of  communi¬ 
cation  either  with  Jessie  or  any  of  her  friends, 
except  she  herself  or  her  sister,  a  staid  and 
starched  piece  of  prim  propriety,  were'  present 
in  the  flesh,  and  that  she  felt  it  wrong  not  to 
encourage  one  who  was  trying  to  do  right,  yet 
the  others  responded  in  effect  that,  for  all  that, 
a  foul  heart  must  emit  a  mephitic  moral  atmos¬ 
phere  that  was  poisonous,  and  though  they 
themselves  encouraged  Emeline  by  giving  her 
employment  in  her  room  as  convicts  in  their 
solitary  cells  do  work,  yet  her  presence  and  her 
touch  must  be  only  contaminating  to  youth  and 
innocence ;  in  spite  of  which  counsels  Mrs. 
Warehurst  had  her  pwn  way,  possibly  because 
her  nature  was  superior  to  theirs,  but  still  more 
possibly  because  no  one  else  could  do  the  things 
that  Emeline  could  on  work  which  she  desired 
to  have  under  her  own  daily  inspection. 

So  Emeline  went  to  the  Great  House,  and, 
sitting  at  her  work-table  and  her  window  there, 
she  stitched  and  wrought  the  hours  away  from 
morning  to  night,  seldom  moving  from  her  seat, 
seldom  glancing  up  when  addressed,  only  now 
and  then  satisfying  her  eyes  with  one  long  un¬ 
heeded  look  at  the  happy  Jessie,  delaying  over 
one  matter  or  another  in  her  flitting  from  room 
to  room — only  now  and  then,  as  if  she  feared  to 


gaze  too  often  lest  she  were  dazzled  with  the 
sight. 

It  might  have  been  a  pathetic  thing  to  any 
one  who  knew  of  the  girl’s  life,  to  see  her  sit¬ 
ting  there  so  silently,  so  patiently,  and  so  con¬ 
tentedly,  toiling  to  bring  about  a  happiness  in 
which  she  could  have  no  part,  the  like  of  which 
she  could  never  know — an  outcast  looking  into 
heaven,  but  without  one  pang  of  envy  or  of 
longing  for  the  bliss  within.  All  that,  indeed, 
was  forever  denied  to  her — she  never  gave  it  a 
thought;  even  when  sitting  there  and  seeing 
Jessie  wandering  through  the  gardens  sur¬ 
rounded  by  troops  of  friends,  beloved  by  a 
lover  who  was  presently  to  give  her  his  name 
before  the  world,  watched  by  a  mother  with  a 
tender  affection  following  every  footstep,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  the  sunshine  of  this  world’s  favor 
and  the  halo  of  the  next  world’s  promises,  it 
did  not  occur  to  Emeline  that  of  all  these 
things,  friends,  lover,  good  name,  and  home- 
affection,  she  herself  was  destitute — that  she 
was  deserted,  desolate,  and  alone.  She  had 
trained  herself  to  become  as  impersonal  as  a 
shadow.  These  were  the  things  natural  to  Jes¬ 
sie  as  the  perfume  to  a  rose ;  hers  were  the 
things  natural  to  her  as  the  deadly  juice  to  the 
night-shade ;  only  sometimes  as  she  heard  the 
chorus  of  cheery  laughter  rising  to  her  win¬ 
dow  from  the  flower-beds  below,  and  caught 
glimpses  of  the  airy  draperies,  bright  as  the 
flowers  themselves,  fluttering  from  alley  to  al¬ 
ley,  of  the  sunny  smiling  faces,  tlien  a  great 
hollow  ache  seemed  to  pervade  her  being,  a 
sense  of  void  and  empty  existence,  which  she 
did  not  construe  into  longing  for  any  thing  to 
love,  but  merely  into  acknowledgment  that  she 
was  of  a  different  race  from  these  careless  and 
innocent  ones — she,  born  in  an  alms-house,  bred 
to  labor,  abandoned  to  sin,  and  with  but  one 
blessing  in  all  her  life  to  thank  Heaven  for — 
that  she  had  been  snatched  out  of  that  sin. 

Emeline,  of  course,  asked  no  questions,  and 
had  heard  nothing  of  Jessie’s  chosen  husband. 
It  was  one  of  the  things  she  took  for  granted, 
that  he  must  be  perfection,  or,  in  the  eternal 
fitness  of  things,  he  would  not  be  chosen.  Once, 
indeed,  she  chanced  to  hear  his  name,  and  start¬ 
ed — but  not  because  that  same  name  had  brought 
ill  to  her :  many  men  might  wear  that  name. 
The  thought  crossed  her  mind  no  more  than 
any  other  utter  impossibility  that  this  man  Dev¬ 
lin  could  be  the  same  Devlin  with  whom  she 
once  had  fled,  or,  rather,  to  meet  whom  she 
had  fled,  from  white  and  open  life  into  the  dark¬ 
ness  where  he  left  her.  One  day,  at  length, 
she  heard  that  he  had  come ;  and  at  sunset,  as 
she  folded  up  her  fine  work  to  take  out  that 
needing  less  dainty  stitches,  Emeline  paused  a 
moment,  resting  her  arm  on  the  window-sill, 
and  leaning  out  to  enjoy  the  hush,  the  dying 
color,  the  smell  of  the  dewy  mould,  the  rapture 
of  that  hour  when  heaven  and  earth  are  meet¬ 
ing,  and  she  saw  Jessie  and  her  lover  walking 
in  the  garden.  A  sudden  pain  struck  Emeline 
like  a  stab  as  she  beheld  that  shape — the  old- 
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remembered  guise,  the  gracious  bending  way, 
the  turn  of  head,  the  false  fair  face — and  witli 
a  low  and  smothered  cry,  that  it  was  profana¬ 
tion  for  him  to  breathe  beside  her,  she  dropped 
upon  the  floor,  and  there,  shortly  afterward, 
Mrs.Warehurst  found  her.  “I must  go  home !” 
sobbed  Emeline,  as  they  laid  her  on  the  bed. 
“I  must  go  home.  This  is  no  place  for  me.” 

“My  poor  girl,”  said  Mrs.  Warehurst,  “you 
have  been  sewing  too  steadily.  Instead  of  go¬ 
ing  home,  you  must  take  a  little  exercise  in  the 
grounds,  you  must  drive  down  to  the  village  on 
the  shopping  errands,  and  have  wine  sent  up 
with  your  dinner”  (for  Emeline’s  dinner  was 
always  sent  up  to  her,  since  it  would  have  been 
insulting  to  ask  housekeeper  or  servants  to  sit 
at  the  table  with  such  a  creature  as  that) ;  “but, 
indeed,”  added  Mrs.  Warehurst,  “you  must 
not  go  home ;  for  here  is  the  work  to  be  done, 
and  no  one  in  the  world  but  you  to  do  it.” 

So  all  night  long  Emeline  lay  there,  with  re- 
membrsince  of  the  old  passion  and  the  old  mis¬ 
ery  fighting  the  old  fight  over  again  in  her  heart 
till  the  hot  battle-place  seemed  bursting.  Not 
the  old  passion,  she  said,  since  thought  of  the 
man  was  pain — only  a  remembi-ance  of  it ;  oh ! 
not  the  old  passion,  but  the  old  misery  indeed, 
and  a  new  one  almost  as  keen :  a  misery  that 
grew  and  doubled  itself  as  she  recognized  it ; 
for — was  it  possible — that  she,  a  wretch,  an  out¬ 
cast,  was  jealous  of  Jessie  Warehurst  ?  And  if 
jealous,  then  it  must  be — could  it  be  ? — that  she 
stiU  loved  the  man.  Her  very  soul  was  lacera¬ 
ted  by  all  these  pangs  of  doubt  and  fear  and 
memory.  It  was  only  when  the  first  faint  pur¬ 
ple  flush  of  day  began  to  filter  through  the 
deep  and  dewy  dark,  and  the  stillness  of  the 
prime  was  broken  by  a  fluting  bird’s  note  and 
another,  tijl  the  heavens  were  overflowing  with 
tune,  and  morning  was  ushering  in  another  joy¬ 
ous  day  for  so  many,  another  burdened  and  tor¬ 
menting  one  for  so  many  more,  that  Emeline 
imprisoned  all  her  wild  emotions  beneath  the 
strong  bars  of  the  last  four  years’  habits  again. 
It  was  true,  she  confessed,  that  she  still  loved 
Devlin.  She  had  thought  the  fire  burned  out, 
and  so  it  was ;  this  love  wms  but  the  white 
ashes  of  that  old  one  scattered  over  all  her  life, 
and  making  the  bitter  lees  of  every  cup  she 
drank.  She  loved  him.  Helpless  to  serve 
him,  there  was  but  one  thing  she  could  do  for 
him  :  sviffer  him,  without  a  word,  to  make  Jes¬ 
sie  his  own — him,  of  the  earth  earthy,  to  dese¬ 
crate  a  shrine.  Doubtless  he  was  the  same 
Devlin  still;  the  same  winning,  insinuating, 
captivating  manner;  the  same  false,  worthless 
heart ;  the  same  self-indulgent  voluptuary,  weak 
before  temptation,  cowardly  before  exposure. 
With  all  that,  she  loved  him  yet— loved  a  strange 
wraith  in  him,  not  him ;  a  vacuum;  an  identity, 
not  his,  but  that  of  the  qualities  and  traits  which 
he  had  not — loved  what  she  had  once  believed 
him  to  be,  and  never  could  dissociate  from  him 
— loved  him  so  that,  after  that  first  tumult,  she 
could  surrender  him  to  another  woman  without 
a  murmur  (though  no  murmur  of  hers  might 


avail  to  hinder) — loved  him  so  tliat  she  could 
give  him  tliis  girl,  her  ideal,  to  help  him,  to  pu¬ 
rify  him,  to  make  him  worthy  of  heaven  here¬ 
after  through  having  tasted  something  of  heav¬ 
en  hero  with  her ;  a  heaven  in  which  Emeline 
must  be  all  forgotten,  a  wretched  stain  forever 
washed  away.  For  it  might  not  be  that  he 
could  serve  the  wealthy  ward  of  powerful  friends 
as  he  had  served  a  poor  sewing-girl,  nor  even 
that  he  should  wish  it.  Jessie,  that  winged 
soul,  could  be  to  him  what  the  untaught,  grov¬ 
eling  Emeline  could  never  dream  of ;  and  as  he 
could  love,  plainly  he  loved  her  now ;  and  she 
would  open  depths  in  his  nature  that  had  al¬ 
ways  slumbered  darkly.  This,  then,  was  the 
service  she  could  render  Devlin,  the  sacrifice 
she  could  make  for  Jessie  ;  no  sacrifice,  in  fact, 
since  Devlin  was  none  of  hers ;  but,  in  Eme¬ 
line’s  bleeding  heart,  a  willing  sacrifice  of  more 
than  life  ;  and  there  shone  on  her  face  that  day 
a  lustre  as  if  thrown  from  the  wings  of  a  dove 
forever  flying  upward  into  the  light. 

But  at  sunset,  once  more,  as  she  saw  the  two 
walking  in  the  garden  again — arms  interlaced, 
heads  bent  together,  one  breath,  one  smile,  one 
word — fresh  queries,  fresh  counsels,  came  to 
Emeline.  So  that  gracious  head  had  bent  to 
her ;  so,  doubtless,  to  others.  Might  Jessie  be 
the  last  ?  Was  she,  after  all,  so  sure  that  he 
loved  Jessie  with  all  the  strength  he  had  for 
loving  ?  Was  it  just  for  her  to  keep  silent,  to 
hazard  Jessie’s  welfare  on  the  chance,  to  try 
the  doubtful  venture  if  there  were  power  enough 
in  that  young  girl’s  clean  hands  to  hold  him  and 
help  him  and  save  him  at  last,  when  a  brief 
word,  a  swiftly  told  story,  and  Mrs.  Warehurst 
would  put  an  end  to  all,  nor  suffer  her  daugh¬ 
ter’s  life-long  happiness  to  encounter  the  risk 
of  wreck  among  such  shallows  and  quicksands  ? 
Emeline  was  too  weary  to  lie  awake  a  second 
night  with  her  trouble ;  it  only  came  to  her  in 
disjointed  and  fearful  dreams,  and  woke  with 
her,  and  kept  with  her  all  day,  and  day  after 
day.  Which  was  her  duty — to  be  quiet,  or  to 
tell  her  tale  and  let  the  responsibility  leave  her 
own  shoulders  for  others  ?  If  she  were  going 
to  tell  it  at  all,  it  should  be  quickly — ere  the 
preparations  reached  such  a  height  that  morti¬ 
fied  pride  might  mildew  any  harvest  of  the 
truth.  Which  was  her  duty — to  tell  her  tale 
and  rescue  Jessie  from  possible  injury,  or  to 
hold  her  peace  and  let  Devlin’s  good  angels,  if 
he  had  any,  work  with  his  wife  for  his  salva¬ 
tion  ?  Emeline  could  not  decide — at  one  mo¬ 
ment  the  marriage  seemed  a  mockery  and  a 
sacrilege  to  Jessie,  at  another  its  prevention 
seemed  eternal  ruin  to  Devlin. 

And  thus  the  trouble  drifted  in  Emeline’s 
mind,  only  slowly  and  more  slowly,  and  always 
painfully,  setting  toward  the  fact  tliat  the  truth 
must  be  told,  and  tbe  consequences  left  in  the 
hands  of  God;  that  it  would  not  do  for  Jessie 
that  things  should  take  their  course ;  that  she 
should  marry  Devlin  at  the  cost  of  certain  sor¬ 
row  to  herself,  at  the  mere  chance  of  bettering 
him — it  was  like  sacrificing  an  angel  on  an 
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earthly  altar.  And  yet,  was  sorrow  the  worst 
thing  in  the  world  ?  had  she  not  heard  that  it 
was  better  to  be  plowed  with  a  harrow  than  to 
remain  a  hard,  unbroken  clod  ?  Was  the  good 
in  this  life  not  born  of  sorrow?  Sorrow,  of 
some  kind,  must  she  not  know,  being  mortal  ? 
and  was  this  worse  than  another  ?  Might  she 
not,  marrying  him,  lead  him  upward  so  insensi¬ 
bly  that  she  would  never  discern  the  evil  in 
him?  But,  on  the  other  hand,  in  the  children 
of  future  years  the  stains  of  a  father’s  nature 
must  be  brought  to  light ;  and  there  might  be 
a  bitterer  sorrow  to  be  borne  than  all  the  rest. 
Whether  it  were  want  of  courage  to  speak  with 
Mrs.  Warehurst,  want  of  will  to  do  it,  or  want 
of  power  to  arrive  at  a  decision,  Emeline  still 
waited,  and  stitched,  and  looked  about  her  in 
the  intervals,  taking  observations  from  a  new 
point  of  view  ;  for  suddenly  some  gleam  of  light, 
or  else  some  inspiration — the  shock,  perhaps, 
felt  on  finding  that  Jessie  had  no  instinct  of 
truth  able,  like  Ithuriel’s  spear,  to  detect  the 
evil  thing — had  made  it  seem  worth  while  to 
test  this  maiden,  of  whom  she  had  imagined  so 
much,  to  be  sure  that  she  was  altogether  lovely 
to  the  core,  and  not  a  mere  outside  of  beauty 
only  unflecked  because  no  wasp  had  ever  touched 
it.  Before  she  abandoned  Devlin  to  the  lonely 
fate  to  which  he  had  once  abandoned  her,  she 
would  see  if  Jessie  were  so  utterly  unfit  for  him 
by  reason  of  ascribed  perfection,  or  if  she  were 
not  omnipotent  enough  in  that  perfection  to  en¬ 
counter  every  chance  successfully.  Providence 
must  help  her  to  some  clev/  to  it  all — and  she 
prayed  and  waited. 

Sometimes,  when  the  prim  and  proper  aunt 
was  in  the  sewing-room,  the  young  girls  who 
visited  in  the  house  came  and  sat  down  there, 
atid  handled  the  pretty  garments,  and  took  a 
needle  for  a  little  while  themselves.  Emeline 
liked  to  have  them ;  it  was  like  being  outdoors 
among  the  flowers  and  birds  and  bees  when  this 
parcel  of  gay,  glad  things  laughed  and  chirped 
and  chattered  among  the  frills  and  laces.  Eme¬ 
line  never  remembered  then  that  she  was  a 
young  thing  too;  she  was  not,  she  was  a  ma¬ 
ture  and  weary  woman,  and  they  were  beings 
of  another  world  than  hers.  They  were  too 
innocuous  and  merry  —  perhaps,  indeed,  too 
good-natured — ever  to  taunt  Emeline,  in  any 
shadowy  manner,  of  what  was  past  with  her, 
ever  to  worry  her  with  questions,  much  as  they 
might  wonder  at  the  silent  and  mysterious  thing 
plying  her  needle  from  dawn  till  dark,  and  con¬ 
cerning  whose  history  doubtless  each  one  of 
them  knew  all  that  had  ever  been  told;  but 
many  a  heedless  word  of  theirs  cut  Emeline  to 
the  quick.  And  something  that  pained  Eme¬ 
line  more  than  any  words  that  could  be  said 
was  to  catch  sight  of  the  clew  to  which  Provi¬ 
dence  was  helping  her,  and  to  find  that  Jessie, 
this  radiant  creature  whose  whiteness  had  once 
pointed  a  contrast  with  her  own  vileness,  and 
ever  since  had  done  the  same,  whose  beauty 
was  so  dazzling  that  it  made  an  aureole  of  holi¬ 
ness  about  her  to  the  beholder’s  eye,  might,  aft¬ 


er  all,  be  only  like  that  fair-skinned  fruit  which 
is  at  the  heart  nothing  but  a  pinch  of  dust.  Pos¬ 
sibly  less  frivolous  than  the  others — possibly  not 
more  kind-hearted,  but  better  bred— yet  it  was 
not  good  for  one  who  had  followed  her  with  a 
sort  of  adoration  to  see  now  the  trifling  pleasure 
that  she  took  in  these  wedding  garments ;  to 
see  that  she  was  not  entering  marriage  as  a 
sacrament  of  great  mysteries  with  the  Creator, 
as  a  state  of  lofty  emotion  and  sacred  experi¬ 
ence,  but  as  a  career  of  freedom  and  pleasure 
and  fine  clothes.  A  young  girl,  for  instance, 
was  allowed  no  such  toilets  as  these  the  bride 
should  wear,  nor  such  jewels  shedding  light  as 
if  from  inner  sources  of  flame.  She  arrayed 
herself  in  them,  and  turned  and  twisted  before 
the  glass  like  any  common  school-girl,  and 
rubbed  the  bloom  off  herself  in  Emeline ’s  fancy 
so  much  that  Emeline  could  see  that  it  would 
not  have  been  of  the  slightest  consequenee  to 
her  if  she  had  known  she  did. 

Yet,  she  was  assuredly  a  beautiful  thing,  in 
that  shimmer  of  satin,  that  frost  of  lace,  and 
all  the  glow  of  the  great  white-hearted  dia¬ 
monds  around  her  throat  and  in  her  hair,  stand¬ 
ing  there  and  smiling  at  the  enchanting  vision 
in  the  glass  that  smiled  back  at  her.  So  Dev¬ 
lin  thought,  most  likely,  at  first  glance,  being 
beckoned  into  the  room  by  Mrs.  Warehurst, 
after  a  hasty  word  of  preparation  to  the  rest, 
and  stealing  up  to  slip  an  arm  about  her ;  when 
suddenly  his  eye  caught  that  of  Emeline’s — 
Emeline  stiffened,  if  not  prepared,  by  Mrs. 
Warehurst’s  exclamation;  but  dark  and  pale, 
and  her  heart  almost  ceasing  to  beat — and  at 
the  sight  of  this  death’s-head  at  his  feast,  star¬ 
tled  into  gazing  a  moment,  then  he  shuddered 
out  of  the  room  without  a  word  ;  while  Jessie, 
seeing  his  reflection  in  the  glass,  and  forgetful 
of  her  frippery  and  all  else,  flew  after  him  in  a 
terror,  lest  sudden  illness  had  overtaken  him — 
leaving  Emeline  to  regain  unheeded  the  com¬ 
posure  she  had  lost,  but  no  one  had  missed. 

When  Emeline,  in  the  dead  of  the  night, 
thought  of  that  scene,  it  argued  to  her  that 
Devlin  had  not  yet  lost  all  sensibility — that, 
therefore,  he  was  not  past  saving.  That  in  Jes¬ 
sie,  even  were  she  stripped  of  all  the  impossi¬ 
ble  perfeetions  with  which  her  own  diseased 
imagination  had  once  gilded  her,  there  was  yet 
enough  to  lift  him  to  a  level  he  had  never  trod¬ 
den — and  it  might  be  that  no  such  sacrifice  as 
she  had  dreaded  was  involved. 

It  was  three  weeks  yet  before  the  wedding ; 
and  the  sewing  was  all  done.  That  was  Eme¬ 
line’s  deviee  ;  in  her  idolatry,  when  first  going 
to  the  house,  she  determined  that  there  should 
be  a  season,  ere  the  wedding,  when  gauds  and 
gewgaws  should  be  out  of  sight  and  out  of 
mind,  and  other  better  things  should  have  their 
day ;  she  had  thought  then  that  that  would  be 
a  pleasant  thing  to  Jessie ;  afterward  she  meant 
to  have  it  so  perforee ;  and  she  had  risen  in  the 
night,  unknown,  and  finished  many  a  piece  of 
work,  to  have  her  way.  On  the  morrow  now, 
she  would  go  back,  out  of  the  splendor  and  the 
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bustle,  to  her  lonely,  dreary  room — lonelier  and 
drearier  it  seemed  to  her  now  than  ever.  If 
she  were  going  to  tell  Mrs.  Warehurst  the  se¬ 
cret  she  had  to  tell,  she  must  speak  to-night  or 
else  be  silent  for  all  the  future :  in  the  three 
weeks  yet  to  come  it  was  unlikely  that  there 
would  ever  he  a  better  chance  than  at  the  mo¬ 
ment  when  Mrs.  Warehurst  sent  for  her  to  the 
drawing-room,  to  pay  her  at  her  desk  there, 
for  her  months  of  , work,  and  take  her  receipt 
for  the  same. 

It  was  a  tempestuous  evening,  with  one  of 
the  fierce  and  sudden  SeptWber  gales  of  the 
region,  working  havoc  in  the  gardens,  lashing 
the  branches  against  the  casements,  and  howl¬ 
ing  round  the  house  like  an  army  of  angry  spir¬ 
its,  before  which  aU  flesh  was  powerless — a 
shivering  night  that  made  one  think  of  malig¬ 
nant  things  abroad  and  at  their  work. 

A  gay  group  of  the  girls,  whose  numbers 
were  always  full  with  fresh  arrivals,  was  in  the 
great  front  drawing-room,  clustered  round  the 
hearth  on  which,  more  for  cheer  than  warmth, 
a  handful  of  pine  knots  had  been  kindled,  and 
was  now  sending  fitful  flashes  to  dance  about 
the  alcoves  and  ceilings,  and  in  among  the 
heavy  pieces  of  dark  and  polished  furniture,  a 
century  old.  They  were  telling  each  other 
such  ghost  stories  as  they  happened  to  remem¬ 
ber,  or  were  able  to  invent,  and  had  wrought 
their  blood  into  a  curdling  condition  before  Dev¬ 
lin  and  Erank  Warehurst,  Jessie’s  cousin,  came 
in  from  the  billiard-room. 

Mrs.  Warehurst  had  sent  for  Emeline  to 
come  down  to  the  back  drawing-room,  which 
was,  in  fact,  that  rather  methodical  lady’s  pe¬ 
culiar  apartment  for  the  transaction  of  any  busi¬ 
ness  ;  a  silken  screen — the  dim  lamp  lighting 
the  desk,  but  no  more — partially  obscuring 
them,  while  none  of  the  laughing  tribe  in  the 
other  room  gave  a  thought  or  glance  in  that 
direction  as  Emeline  wrote  her  signature,  and 
took  the  money  which  Mrs.  Warehurst  handed 
her,  and  was  folding  it  up  before  she  realized 
that  it  was  five  times  the  stipulated  amount, 
and  was  a  sum  to  be  laid  away  for  a  bulwark 
against  the  want  of  any  dark  day.  Then  she 
suddenly  turned  with  wide,  wet  eyes,  flushed 
cheeks,  and  parted  lips.  “No,  no,  my  child,” 
said  Mrs.  Warehurst,  gently ;  “  it  is  quite  right. 
I  want  my  daughter’s  marriage  to  be  an  occa¬ 
sion  for  you  to  remember.  If  you  put  this  sum 
at  interest,  some  day  it  will  buy  you  a  little 
cottage.  No,  indeed,  yon  must  not  thank  me 
any  more,”  as  Emeline’s  quivering  lips  opened 
again;  “you  have  earned  it;  the  work  could 
not  have  been  bought  for  the  sum — ” 

“Oh,”  said  Emeline,  “how  kind  you  are  to 
me !  You  are  kind  to  every  one !  I  never 
knew  what  a  mother  can  be  till  I  saw  you  with 
her !  And  she  deserves  it — so  good — so  love¬ 
ly-” 

“Yes,”  said  Mrs.  Warehurst,  warming  a  lit¬ 
tle  at  these  natural  expressions  of  emotion 
from  the  girl  whose  hand  her  pure  and  haughty 
blood  could  never  let  her  bring  herself  to  touch ; 


“my  child  is  all  the  world  to  me.  An  only 
child  is  apt  to  be.  See !”  said  she,  with  a  sud¬ 
den  impulse.  “  Here  is  a  handkerchief  of  hers, 
and  it  shall  be  yours  for  a  keepsake.”  She 
paused  then,  regretting  her  words,  and  yet  the 
little  shred  of  lace  and  linen  might  be  a  talis¬ 
man  some  day  to  keep  the  girl  from  a  tempta¬ 
tion,  and  she  put  it  into  her  hands. 

“  How  kind  you  are !”  repeated  Emeline,  dis¬ 
solving  in  tears ;  “and  I  must  pay  you  so  poorly.” 
And  she  bent  to  kiss  the  Angers ;  but  they  had 
been  withdrawn — for  those  were  not  the  lips  to 
press  Mrs.  Warehurst’s  white  hand ;  and  just 
then  there  came  a  peal  on  the  hall  bell  that 
rang  through  the  rooms,  and  rattled  in  the 
rafters,  followed  by  a  blast  of  the  tempest,  shak¬ 
ing  the  very  house,  and  making  the  chimneys 
groan.  There  was  a  shriek,  of  course,  from  the 
giddy  girls  about  the  hearth  in  the  other  room, 
and  a  burst  of  laughter,  and  then  listening,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  patter  of  questions  and  wonderment, 
till  the  door  opened,  and  old  John  appeared, 
holding  in  his  arms  a  parcel,  which  he  set  upon 
the  table,  having  first  spread  a  paper  beneath, 
for  the  parcel  was  wet  with  the  rain. 

“Indeed,  miss,”  said  he,  “when  I  answered 
that  fireman’s  peal  there  was  no  one  at  the  door 
at  all,  and  nothing  but  this  bundle,  dripping 
with  the  wet.” 

“The  express  man,”  said  Erank ;  “  of  course 
he  didn’t  wait  in  the  rain.” 

“Another  wedding  present,  Jessie!”  cried 
the  chorus. 

“I  suppose  so,”  said  Jessie,  eagerly.  “  Bring 
some  scissors,  John,  please.  Oh,  thank  you!” 
as  the  old  servant,  with  his  jack-knife,  ripped  up 
the  slight  covering,  stretched  tent-wise  across 
an  open  wicker  basket,  and  then  started  back 
in  dismay  to  see  the  injury  his  knife  might  have 
done,  while  taking  with  him  a  sheet  of  cotton¬ 
wool,  and  disclosing  another  one  beneath,  where 
lay  a  little,  rosy,  sleeping  baby. 

With  the  cry  of  surprise  and  anger  that  came 
from  Jessie  Warehurst’s  lips — unmistakable  an¬ 
ger,  whether  that  of  disappointment,  or  bewil¬ 
derment,  or  of  interpretation  of  the  affair  as  an 
insult  to  her  house  and  name — the  child  opened 
its  eyes,  not  as  some  children  wake,  in  terror 
and  tears,  but  with  a  smile  that  might  have 
melted  any  one’s  heart,  and  lifting  both  its  lit¬ 
tle,  dimpled,  naked  arms  toward  her.  Certainly 
it  touched  Jessie,  in  the  midst  of  her  anger; 
for  the  water  sprang  to  her  eyes,  partly  in  pity, 
and  partly  in  a  vague,  wild  fear.  “The  poor 
thing !”  she  exclaimed ;  “the  poor  thing !  De¬ 
serted  by  its  dreadful  parents — a  little  bunch  of 
sin.  Oh,  how  can  people  be  so  bad !”  And  she 
hid  her  face  in  her  hands  to  shut  out  the  sight 
of  it. 

“  What  is  it  ?  Pray  what  is  all  this  ?”  asked 
Mrs.  Warehurst,  hastening  to  the  scene  of  out¬ 
cries  and  exclamations,  from  which  the  young 
girls  were  retreating,  in  a  huddle,  to  the  fire¬ 
place,  and  Jessie  with  them. 

“Left  at  the  door,  ma’am — a  foundling,” 
said  John,  respectfully.  “  Some  love-child  that 
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its  mother  seeks  a  good  home  for,  and  drops  it 
on  your  door-stone,  and  pulls  the  bell,  and 
runs;”  adding  his  mite  of  pleading  for  the  lit¬ 
tle  object  whose  helplessness  already  touched 
his  old  affections. 

Mrs.  Warehurst  bent  over  the  basket — a  new 
one,  that  might  have  been  purchased  at  any 
corner  store — seeking  something  by  which  to 
trace  or  identify  the  child,  cooing  and  gurgling 
to  itself,  before  disturbing  it ;  but  there  were  no 
words,  no  clothing,  and  absolutely  nothing  there, 
save  the  strip  of  new  cloth  that  had  covered  the 
basket,  and  the  cotton-wool; 

“Poor  little  dear  !”  said  Mrs.  Warehurst,  as 
the  child  grasped  her  finger ;  “I  suppose  it  has 
no  right  in  the  world  ;  a  poor  little  wretch  with 
shame  for  its  birth-right” — saying,  perhaps,  more 
than  she  would  have  said  just  there  if  Emeline 
had  not  been  at  hand  to  profit  by  the  occa¬ 
sion. 

Jessie  was  trembling  in  every  limb,  as  she 
stood  holding  on  the  mantle-shelf,  by  Devlin’s 
side.  “Oh,  we  never  came  so  near  such  evil 
before!”  she  cried. 

“  It  is  nothing  but  the  consequence  of  having 
Emeline  here  sewing,”  said  the  aunt,  ignorant 
or  regardless  who  heard  her  in  the  next  room  ; 
“  the  people  think  if  we  forgive  one,  we  will  an¬ 
other.” 

“  Oh,  mamma !”  cried  Jessie ;  “  it  makes  the 
house  dark ;  it  seems  to  fill  it  full  of  wickedness 
and  horror.  It  makes  me  creep ;  it  makes  me 
feel  as  if  there  were  a  great  crime  among  us ! 
Oh,  send  the  loathsome  little  thing  away !” 

“  Certainly,”  said  the  aunt,  beginning  to  bus¬ 
tle  about;  “no  one  would  dream  of  any  thing 
else.  Certainly;  we  shall  dispatch  it  to  the 
alms-house  directly!” 

‘  ‘  Why, ”  murmured  Mrs.  W arehurst,  ‘ ‘  I  hard¬ 
ly — hardly  like  to  do  so  ;  for — it  is  such  a  pretty 
baby — and  it  seems  as  though  it  had  been  sent 
here — ” 

“By  sinful  wretches!”  exclaimed  her  sister. 

“  And  I’m  sure  John’s  wife  would  be  glad — ” 

“  Indeed  she  would,  ma’am,  ”  answered  John. 

“Mamma !”  ejaculated  Jessie,  perfectly  white 
and  faint,  and  forgetting  that  Devlin  or  any 
others  were  in  the  room,  for  the  instant.  “  You 
won’t  think  of  keeping  it?  You  can’t!  It 
would  drive  me  wild !  I  should  feel  it  always 
like  something  unclean  in  the  house — I  should 
shudder  every  time  I  heard  it  cry !  Every  time 
I  saw  it  it  would  make  me  remember  all  the  sin 
and  sorrow  in  the  world — would  make  me  feel 
as  though  I  were  a  part  of  it !” 

“Be  quiet,  Jessie,”  said  her  mother,  gently. 
“This  is  nothing  to  excite  you  so — a  helpless 
baby.” 

“  But  it  turns  me  sick  with  the  disgust  of  it ! 
It  makes  me  afraid !  Oh,  I  can  not  endure  it ! 
Don’t  you  see  how  I  am  shaking  ?  I  don’t  know 
why.  You  must  send  the  poor  miserable  thing 
away — you  must,  mamma!”  And  she  was  fling¬ 
ing  herself  out  of  Devlin’s  arms,  and  rocking  to 
and  fro  on  the  ottoman  in  the  recess,  in  an  hys¬ 
teric  of  sobs  and  tears. 


“  Of  course,  of  course,  my  child,”  Mrs.  Ware¬ 
hurst  hastened  to  say — “if  you  will  be  still — of 
course.  John  shall  put  the  filly  in  at  once. 
Never  mind  the  storm,  John ;  the  poor-house  is 
only  a  mile  away ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  they 
will  take  the  proper  care — ”  She  paused  in  a 
horror  of  astonishment,  as  Devlin  swiftly  drew 
Jessie  further  into  the  shadow  of  the  great 
chimney-jamhs  —  not  seeing  Devlin,  but  only 
Emeline,  who  glided  down  the  room,  and  lifted 
the  child  and  threw  her  apron  round  it ;  while 
it  commenced,  with  the  strength  of  its  six 
months,  to  jump  and  crow  in  her  arms. 

Eor,  standing  alone  in  the  dim  obscurity  of 
the  unlighted  room,  listening,  wondering,  while 
the  scene  went  on  before  her,  Emeline  had  re¬ 
membered  that,  five  minutes  since,  Mrs.  Ware¬ 
hurst  said  her  child  was  all  the  world  to  her ; 
and  the  thought  had  leaped  into  Emeline’s 
mind,  like  sudden  sunshine  into  gloom,  that 
this  child,  rejected  by  the  rest,  might  possibly 
be  all  the  world  to  her,  might  be  something  to 
live  for,  to  work  for,  to  love — to  love,  and  to 
love  her  back  again.  And  all  at  once,  in  a 
tumult  of  fear,  lest  being  abandoned  to  the 
town  authorities  it  should  pass  beyond  her 
reach  forever,  she  found  herself  able  to  enter 
that  room  where  Devlin  was,  to  pass  him,  to 
be  untouched  by  his  neaimess,  to  forget  even  that 
that  dark  and  slender  shape  trembling  in  the 
dusk  was  his,  and  that  he  had  ever  been  more 
to  her  than  any  passing  shadow.  “  No,  Mrs. 
Warehurst,”  said  Emeline,  in  her  clear  low 
voice.  “I  was  a  child  in  that  alms-house 
myself.  This  one  can  not  go  there  while  my 
hands  have  strength  to  work  for  him.  If  you 
can  not  take  him,  I  will.  God  made  you  give 
me,  a  little  while  ago,  the  means  to  make  it 
easier.  I  can  teach  this  little  child  to  care  for 
me — there  is  no  one  in  all  the  world  who  does. 
I  shall  have  some  one  to  love  me,  some  one  to 
love  me!”  said  Emeline,  with  a  glowing  face, 
as  beautiful  that  moment  as  a  saint’s.  “God 
gives  it  to  me!”  said  she.  “A  sign,  a  seal  of 
his  forgiveness — because  I  have  suffered  so!” 
and  loving  him  already  she  hid  her  face  against 
the  little  child,  who  seized  her  hair  in  both  his 
tiny  fists  and  laughed  and  leaped  in  pleasure  at 
the  warmth  and  the  caress. 

No  one  else  spoke  for  a  moment.  Jessie 
could  hear  Devlin’s  heart  plunging  with  a 
slow  heavy  stroke,  as  he  stooped  over  her  in 
the  dark  recess ;  if  she  thought  of  it  at  all,  it 
was  only  to  consider  it  a  mark  of  sympathy  with 
her  own  distress,  never  to  imagine  the  burden 
of  remorse,  the  fear  of  detection,  the  agitation 
at  confronting  the  ghost  of  an  old  unbridled 
passion,  with  which  it  labored  so. 

“Emeline,”  said  Mrs.  Warehurst,  driven  be¬ 
hind  the  breast-works  of  her  severity  perhaps  by 
an  assaulting  conscience,  “  I  can  not  expect  you 
to  shrink  from  contact  with  such  things,  as  my 
daughter  does.” 

“  I  used  to  think  your  daughter  perfect  too, 
Mrs.  Warehurst,”  said  Emeline,  pausing  on 
her  way,  and  her  back  turned  to  all  the  oth- 
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ers.  “But  if  she  had  been  she  would  have 
seized  the  chance  to  save  this  child  from  the 
sin  there  is  always  in  the  world,  and  not  have 
left  it  to  such  as  I  to  do.  She  is  so  perfect  to 
look  at,  I  should  have  liked  to  think  her  too 
perfect  to  imagine  evil  so  clearly.  She  did  me 
once  so  great  a  service — so  great  a  service — 
though  she  never  knew  it,  that  I  thank  her 
with  my  whole  soul,  and  I  pray  that  her  heart 
may  soften  before  little  children  of  her  own 
shall  come  to  find  it  so  hard  a  place!”  And 
with  her  eyes  open  at  last  to  see  that  water 
finds  its  level,  .and  Jessie  was  equal  to  her 
fate,  and  that  not  a  word  from  her  concern¬ 
ing  Devlin  was  needed,  and  scarcely  any  longer 
aware  even  of  the  presence  of  the  man  in  per¬ 
son,  while  her  heart  was  warm  and  bubbling 
with  joy  and  thankfulness,  she  passed  quietly 
from  the  room. 

'‘It  is  only  her  natural  instincts,”  said  the 
aunt,  complacently,  recovering  from  her  amaze¬ 
ment  before  the  door  had  closed  behind  Eme- 
line.  “  How  can  she  recoil  from  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  of  evil  the  way  our  Jessie  does  ?” 

“  It  is  the  difference  between  the  two  hearts  !” 
said  Mrs.  Warehurst. 

And  for  my  part,  I  think  it  was. 

II. 

And  so,  half  a  dozen  years  later,  Jessie  Dev¬ 
lin,  sitting  in  sackcloth  and  ashes,  had  come 
to  think  for  herself — had  come  to  think  through 
a  process  like  the  disintegration  of  a  flint,  were 
the  flint  but  sentient,  a  process  turning  all  her 
substance  to  the  enrichment  of  the  region  round 
her ;  and,  in  coming  to  think  that  thing,  perhaps 
the  difference  between  the  two  hearts  had  less¬ 
ened,  so  that  any  vivid  emotion  might  make 
them  part  and  parcel  with  each  other. 

There  had  been  children  born  to  Devlin’s 
wife  in  those  half-dozen  years — two  of  them. 
She  had  not  desired  the  first ;  she  had  not  wel¬ 
comed  it ;  life  was  pleasant  enough  to  Jessie 
in  that  first  year  of  her  marriage,  adored  and 
adoring,  without  bringing  into  it  a  burden  for 
every  moment  of  the  day  and  night,  a  burden 
that  must  rob  her  of  many  an  hour  with  Dev¬ 
lin,  many  a  stroll  and  ride,  of  half  her  gayeties 
of  opera  and  ball  and  the  wonderful  new  city 
life,  that  must  cling  and  never  leave  her  thoughts 
elastic  and  free  again.  She  did  not  care  great¬ 
ly  for  the  child  till  she  saw  that  Devlin  did,  and 
till,  with  the  touches  of  its  own  little  hands  upon 
her  breast,  it  groped  its  way  into  that  hard  heart, 
and  began  to  soften  it  through  the  sunshine  of 
its  presence  there ;  and  after  that  she  did  not 
know  how  she  had  loved  the  child — selfishly, 
indeed,  and  as  a  part  of  herself,  but  still  ten¬ 
derly — till  it  lay  dead  and  cold  before  her  be¬ 
fore  half  of  its  first  year  had  closed.  As  if  in 
answer  to  the  yearning  grief  that  implored  for 
the  pressure  of  those  little  arms  again,  her  oth¬ 
er  baby  came — longed  for  and  prayed  for,  ere 
its  birth,  so  keenly  that  Jessie  understood  what 
before  had  seemed  mere  jargon  when  one  had 
said  there  was  no  music  in  the  world,  to  any  | 


mother’s  ears,  like  that  first  ciy  with  which  a 
little  being  wails  its  way  into  the  world. 

Many  a  time  after  Jessie  had  laid  her  first¬ 
born  under  the  sod  did  remembrance  of  that 
stormy  September  night  before  her  bridal  recur 
to  her;  and  the  sight  of  the  laughing,  dimpled 
baby  tliat  she  would  have  sent  out  into  the 
storm  but  for  Emeline  rose  like  an  accusing  an¬ 
gel,  denouncing  her  merciless  nature.  Every 
day  she  meant  to  send  and  see  about  that  child ; 
blit  every  day  brought  other  things  to  fill  her 
time  and  thoughts. 

Eor  they  were  days,  by  that  time,  that  her 
husband  did  not  make  any  brighter  for  Jessie — 
since  Devlin  was  but  fulfilling  the  promise  of 
his  youth — by  no  means  curtailing  his  pleasures 
because  his  wife  could  no  longer  share  them, 
but  merely,  being  at  liberty  in  that  regard  at 
last,  changing  their  character  to  one  that  she 
could  not  at  any  time  have  shared.  He  used 
to  say  that  his  wife  was  so  innocent  as  to  be  in¬ 
capable  of  pity  or  forgiveness,  he  had  discov¬ 
ered  ;  so  good  as  to  be  inhuman ;  and,  for  his 
part,  he  loved  the  society  of  his  kind.  So  he 
sought  that  society,  and  kept  it,  and  days  and 
nights  were  often  solitary  and  sad  stretches  of 
suffering  to  Jessie. 

But  in  all  her  amazement  and  grieving  over 
this  she  found  a  species  of  compensation  in  her 
child,  a  splendid,  violet-eyed  cherub,  full  of 
life  and  love  and  laughter — the  image  of  his  fa¬ 
ther,  perhaps,  before  temptation  had  tainted 
him.  She  relied  on  him  some  day  to  bring 
back  that  father  to  the  holiness  of  home,  think¬ 
ing,  in  her  unsuspicion,  that  Devlin  had  always 
been  before  marriage  what  he  seemed  in  that 
first  year  of  it,  ignorant  that  he  was  but  return¬ 
ing  to  his  wallow.  Always  with  that  end  in 
view,  she  became  wrapped  in  the  boy,  her  little 
apostle,  who  had  such  work  to  do !  Her  very 
breath  seemed  to  hang  on  his,  she  trembled  or 
reposed  as  the  color  came  or  went  in  his  cheeks  ; 
and  if  the  possibility  that  she  might  lose  him 
flashed  across  her  it  made  the  whole  world  seem 
a  dark  and  cruel  place,  full  of  evil  and  oppres¬ 
sion  against  which  she  was  powerless.  Often 
when  she  bent  over  his  crib  at  night,  and  kissed 
the  gi-eat,  rosy  limhs  he  had  thrust  out  from  his 
laced  and  silken  coverlets,  she  thought  of  Eme¬ 
line  and  the  child  she  had  taken  to  illuminate 
her  wretched  home  with  love,  and  desired  then  to 
see  her  and  assist  her  and  confess  her  own  fault. 
But  she  had  not  heen  at  home  since  the  second 
year  of  her  marriage ;  for  the  little  hurgh  of 
Warehurst  had  now  no  attractions  for  Devlin, 
and  Jessie  would  not  go  alone,  since,  in  the  battle 
waged  against  her,  she  was  not  willing  to  give 
her  enemy  the  advantage  of  her  absence  from 
the  scene.  When  her  mother  tvent  home  from 
her  visits,  though — visits  growing  less  frequent 
as  Jessie’s  need  of  them  grew  more  bitter,  since, 
for  all  her  need,  she  would  not  expose  to  any 
the  dark  places  of  her  life — she  had  sent  Eme¬ 
line  sewing  and  gifts  and  good  wishes ;  and 
year  by  year,  receiving  these,  Emeline  under¬ 
stood  them,  and  felt  that  nature  had  been  work- 
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ing  with  Jessie  sternly  but  to  fair  ends,  and 
found  all  her  old  idolatry  returning  on  her. 

One  day  this  boy  of  Jessie’s,  who  could  tod¬ 
dle  round  alone  now,  ran  into  the  dining-room 
where  his  father  sat,  his  mother  having  been 
some  time  before  dismissed  from  table,  accord¬ 
ing  to  a  foreign  fashion  aped  by  Devlin.  No 
one  ever  knew  all  that  happened  there.  Wheth¬ 
er  the  boy  teased  the  father  or  disobeyed  him, 
whether  it  were  in  a  fit  that  he  fell,  or  at  a  blow 
— whatever  it  was,  if  it  was  the  latter  it  was  not 
Devlin  but  absinthe  that  struck  the  child — and 
■Jessie,  hearing  the  fall,  and  darting  to  the  spot, 
carried  out  a  little  form  that,  insensible  from 
concussion  of  the  brain,  left  her  arms  only  for 
the  final  casket.  Within  the  twelvemonth  she 
became  a  widow :  her  heart  was  as  empty  as 
her  arms,  and  her  life  desolate. 

“You  were  too  good  for  me,  Jessie,”  said 
Devlin,  dying.  “God  would  not  let  you  be 
dragged  down  to  my  level ;  perhaps  I  shall  be 
fitter  in  some  future—”  And  grown  to  be  con¬ 
tent  now  with  small  things,  the  few  words  sol¬ 
aced  Jessie  for  much  she  had  endured,  and 
made  a  long  existence  less  dreary  than  it  would 
have  been  without  them ;  for  they  seemed  to 
her  signs  of  the  knowledge  of  better  things  than 
he  had  followed,  and  she  believed  that  God 
would  give  him  to  her,  purified  and  stronger,  in 
another  world.  She  had  rather  he  were  dead 
than  living  the  life  he  had  been  leading ;  she 
had  rather  her  children  lay  beside  him  than 
grow  to  develop  the  germs  that  a  father’s  sins 
might  have  implanted,  that  a  mother’s  aid  might 
have  given  them  no  strength  to  destroy.  “I 
had  a  hard  and  selfish  heart.  I  had  no  right 
to  bring  children  into  the  world  to  inherit  such 
an  evil.  I  do  not  know  how  far  it  helped  in 
the  ruin  of  my  husband,”  she  said.  But,  for 
all  that,  the  heart  agonized  after  children  and 
husband — no  longer  hard,  since  it  could  mourn 
so ;  no  longer  selfish,  since  for  its  own  satisfac¬ 
tion  it  desired  back  nothing  that  had  been  taken 
away. 

Jessie  still  kept  her  home  in  the  city,  in  the 
lofty  and  spacious  mansion,  peopled  only  by 
ghosts,  and  where  her  silent  footfalls  echoed 
behind  her,  so  great  was  the  hush,  for  there 
was  a  sort  of  fascination  to  her  in  the  scene  of 
all  her  troubles.  Troubles  or  not,  it  was  there, 
she  thought,  that  she  had  really  begun  to  live, 
that  she  had  broken  through  the  splendid  shell 
of  her  youth,  and  entered  into  the  mutual  life 
of  all  creation.  She  read  the  fable  of  Undine 
with  a  new  comprehension :  to  her  also  mar¬ 
riage  had  given  a  soul.  But  the  loneliness  of 
the  house  was  something  appalling — appalling 
in  the  night  when  she  woke  out  of  dreams  with 
her  children's  voices  ringing  in  her  ears,  and 
found  the  dead,  still  vacancy ;  and  she  went  to 
Warehurst  one  day  to  see  if  the  home  there 
could  not  be  transferred  to  the  city  house. 

But  that  might  not  be.  The  mother  and 
aunt  were  too  old  for  transplanting ;  their  root 
was  struck  too  deep  in  the  ancestral  place,  and 
Jessie  was  to  go  as  she  had  come. 


She  went  down,  one  summer  afternoon  be¬ 
fore  departure,  to  see  Emeline,  her  pretext  of 
work  in  her  hand.  She  had  long  since  ceased 
to  think  that  there  was  any  pollution  in  that 
presence  or  that  touch ;  and  as  she  sat  there 
explaining  her  wishes,  one  word  led  to  another, 
and  she  had  told  the  other  of  her  contrition, 
something  of  her  grief,  much  of  her  loneliness, 
all  her  longing.  “  Oh,  Emeline,”  she  said,  “  the 
child  you  have  was  sent  to  me !  If  I  had  only 
taken  the  trust,  if  I  had  only  taken  the  boy  and 
left  him  with  my  mother,  I  should  have  him 
now — I  should  not  be  so  utterly  alone  to-day.” 
As  she  spoke  she  glanced  up  at  the  open  win¬ 
dow,  and  there,  swinging  in  a  hammock  of  the 
wild  smilax  that  had  been  strongly  twined  from 
bough  to  bough,  the  roguish  face  of  a  six-years- 
old  boy,  framed  in  close-curling  yellow  locks, 
and  in  a  glory  of  the  late  afternoon  sunshine, 
was  peering  in  upon  her — but  little  older  than 
her  own  child  would  have  been  had  he  lived ; 
and  she  gazed  back  in  a  long,  forgetful  gaze. 

But  as  Emeline  listened  to  those  words  some¬ 
thing  turned  her  pale  and  cold.  What  Jessie 
said  was  true,  she  knew ;  the  child  had  been 
sent  to  her,  Brovidence  had  meant  it  for  her, 
but  yet — 

sire  turned  and  looked  at  him  herself,  and 
he  met  the  glance  with  such  a  broad,  true  smile 
of  honest  love  upon  his  happy  face  that  her 
heart  leaped  now,  as  it  always  did,  to  see  it 
and  to  feel  it.  Down  what  a  depth  of  desola¬ 
tion  and  despair  that  heart  dropped  again  with 
the  recurring  thought !  “  Oh,  why  do  you  come 

here  to  torture  me?”  she  cried.  And  then,  at 
Jessie’s  wondering  look,  gathering  her  facul¬ 
ties  to  their  old  self-denying  pitch,  and  bethink¬ 
ing  herself  of  all  she  might  deprive  the  boy  if 
she  thought  of  herself,  “Do  you  mean,”  said 
she,  “  that  if  you  had  him  now  you  would  bring 
him  up  as  a  Devlin,  educated,  respected,  well 
started  in  the  world,  as  your  son  ?” 

“I  will  educate  him  any  way,  Emeline,”  said 
Jessie,  simply,  wdth  no  idea  of  what  W'as  strug¬ 
gling  in  Emeline’s  heart  and  soul,  “  if  you  tvill 
let  me — if  you  will  give  me  back  that  little 
share  in  him.” 

Then  Emeline  looked  up  at  her,  at  the  sweet, 
pale,  chastened  face,  with  the  golden  hair  be¬ 
neath  the  widow’s  cap  around  it — the  tremu¬ 
lous  lips,  the  tearful  eyes ;  and,  with  the  glance, 
she  remembered  and  felt  anew  all  that  that  face 
had  been  to  her.  Was  there  any  thing  she  could 
deny  Jessie  Warehurst — deny  Jessie  Devlin? 

“  He  is  j'ours— he  is  yours  1”  she  whispered ; 

‘  ‘  absolutely  yours  !  Take  him.  Only  take  him 
at  once,  before  I  can  repent,  before  I  have  time 
to  think  that  all  my  sunshine  goes  with  him.” 

“And  without  you?”  said  Jessie. 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  shortly  after  Jessie’s 
return  to  town  the  key  of  Emeline’s  rooms  ■was 
surrendered,  her  little  property  disposed  of,  and 
she  and  her  boy  had  disappeared  from  Ware¬ 
hurst  ;  while  a  quiet,  dark-eyed  woman,  singu¬ 
larly  young  in  face  for  one  with  hair  so  gray  as 
hers,  moved  up  and  down  in  Jessie’s  home  on 
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as  equal  terms  with  Jessie  as  any  one  not  the 
mistress  of  the  house  could  be ;  and  a  healthy, 
happy  boy  romped  among  the  rooms  as  unawed 
by  all  their  splendor  as  though  he  had  been 
bom  to  them — a  boy  who  had  no  mother  in  tlic 
world,  though  two  guardian  angels  spread  their 
wings  between  him  and  all.  harm.  Shadows 
never  fell  into  that  home  from  the  day  those 
two  people  entered  it.  It  was  a  perfectly  har¬ 
monious  place,  where  every  thing  was  in  tune ; 
for  though  Emeline  had  not  Jessie’s  accomplish¬ 
ments,  yet  the  habits  of  the  high-bred  house¬ 
holds  where  she  had  worked  had  formed  her 
language  and  her  manners,  and  her  sorrows 
had  matured  her  mind  to  a  wisdom  that  sup¬ 
plied  deficiencies.  Sometimes  a  sort  of  twi¬ 
light,  yet  not  quite  a  shadow,  spreiad  there  when 
the  maiden  aunt  brought  her  severe  austerity 
on  a  visit  to  the  town ;  and,  while  coldly  civil, 
contrived  to  express  what  she  considered  a  mer¬ 
ited  contempt  for  the  companion  of  her  niece — 
a  contempt  which  Emeline  humbly  received  as 
merited  indeed,  but  nevertheless  felt  thankful 


and  relieved  when  its  giver  had  departed,  and 
the  mild  and  gentle  Mrs.  Warehurst  had  ar¬ 
rived  in  her  stead.  But  whether  approving  or 
disapproving,  they  kept  the  secret,  and  none  in 
the  little  burgh  knew  what  had  become  of  Em¬ 
eline  and  her  boy,  or  ever  suspected  that  Mrs. 
Devlin’s  adopted  son  had  any  such  ignomini¬ 
ous  origin  as  Emeline’s.  A  quiet  and  subdued 
happiness  reigned  beneath  that  roof.  The  two 
women,  so  jmung  in  years  and  yet  so  old  in 
griefs,  had  each  their  sacred  memories,  un- 
breathed,  and  forever  to  remain  unbreathed, 
even  to  each  other.  But  a  single  thing  occu¬ 
pied  their  hearts  and  thoughts  in  the  present — 
a  single  love  in  which  they  had  absolute  com¬ 
munion  ;  and  they  lived  absorbed  in  the  boy — 
the  boy,  often  wild  and  wayward  in  his  ad¬ 
vancing  years,  with  the  moods  of  depression 
and  fits  of  exuberant  joyousness  that  a  child 
born  as  he  was  born  could  hardly  be  without, 
but  always  controlled  and  led  by  the  affection 
that  surrounded  him,  and  that  proceeded  from 
two  hearts  now  grown  into  one. 
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IX.— THE  CAMPAIGN  OF  MORA  VTA 
T  was  on  the  11th  of  November,  1741,  that 
Frederick,  elated  with  his  conquest  of  Sile¬ 
sia,  had  returned  to  Berlin.  In  commencing 
the  enterprise  he  had  said,  “Ambition,  interest, 
'and  the  desire  to  make  the  world  speak  of  me, 
vanquished  all,  and  war  was  determined  on.” 
He  had,  indeed,  succeeded  in  making  the  “world 
speak”  of  him.  He  had  suddenly  become  the 
most  prominent  man  in  Europe.  Some  extolled 
his  exploits.  Some  expressed  amazement  at 
his  perfidy.  Many,  recognizing  his  sagacity, 
and  his  tremendous  energy,  sought  his  alli¬ 
ance.  Embassadors  from  the  various  courts  of 
Europe  crowded  his  capital.  Fourteen  sover¬ 
eign  princes,  with  many  foreigners  of  the  high¬ 
est  rank,  were  counted  among  the  number. 
The  king  was  in  high  spirits.  While  studious¬ 
ly  maturing  his  plans  for  the  future,  he  assumed 
the  air  of  a  thoughtless  man  of  fashion,  and  daz¬ 
zled  the  eyes  and  bewildered  the  minds  of  his 
guests  with  feasts  and  pageants. 

On  the  7th  of  January,  1742,  Frederick’s 
eldest  brother,  William  Augustus,  was  married 
to  Louisa  Amelia,  a  younger  sister  of  the  king’s 
neglected  wife,  Elizabeth.  The  king  himself 
graced  the  festival,  in  gorgeous  attire,  and  very 
successfully  plied  all  his  wonderful  arts  of  fas¬ 
cination.  “He  appeared,”  says  Bielfeld,  “so 
young,  so  gay,  so  graceful,  that  I  could  not 
have  refrained  from  loving  him,  even  if  he  had 
been  a  stranger.” 

But,  in  the  midst  of  these  scenes  of  gayety, 
the  king  was  contemplating  the  most  complica¬ 
ted  combinations  of  diplomacy.  Europe  was 
apparently  thrown  into  a  state  of  chaos.  It  was 
Frederick’s  one  predominant  thought  to  see 
what  advantages  he  could  secure  to  Prussia 


from  the  general  wreck  and  ruin.  Lord  Macau¬ 
lay,  speaking  of  these  scenes,  says  : 

“The  selfish  rapacity  of  the  king  of  Prussia 
gave  the  signal  to  his  neighbors.  His  exam¬ 
ple  quieted  their  sense  of  shame.  The  whole 
world  sprang  to  arms.  On  the  head  of  Frede¬ 
rick  is  all  the  blood  which  was  shed  in  a  war 
which  raged  during  many  years,  and  in  every 
quarter  of  the  globe — the  blood  of  the  column 
of  Fontenoy,  the  blood  of  the  brave  mountain¬ 
eers  who  were  slaughtered  at  Culloden.  The 
evils  produced  by  this  wickedness  were  felt  in 
lands  where  the  name  of  Prussia  was  unknown. 
In  order  that  he  might  rob  a  neighbor  whom 
he  had  promised  to  defend,  black  men  fought 
on  the  coast  of  Coromandel,  and  red  men 
scalped  each  other  by  the  great  lakes  of  North 
America.” 

As  we  have  stated,  Frederick  had  declared 
that  if  any  rumor  should  be  spread  abroad  of 
the  fact  that  he  had  entered  into  a  secret  treatv 
with  Austria,  he  would  deny  it,  and  would  no 
longer  pay  any  regard  to  its  stipulations.  He 
had  adopted  the  precaution  not  to  affix  his 
signature  to  any  paper.  By  this  ignoble  strata¬ 
gem  he  had  obtained  Neisse  and  Silesia.  The 
rumor  of  the  secret  treaty  had  gone  abroad. 
He  had  denied  it.  And  now,  in  accordance 
with  the  principles  of  his  peculiar  code  of  honor, 
he  felt  himself  at  liberty  to  pursue  any  course 
which  policy  might  dictate. 

Frederick,  in  his  Histoire  de  mon  Temps,  states 
that,  in  the  negotiations  which  at  this  time  took 
place  in  Berlin,  France  pressed  the  king  to 
bring  forward  his  armies  into  vigorous  co-oper¬ 
ation  ;  that  England  exhorted  him  to  make 
peace  with  Austria;  that  Spain  solicited  his 
alliance  in  her  warfai’e  against  England  ;  that 
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Denmark  implored  his  counsel  as  to  the  course 
it  was  wise  for  that  kingdom  to  pursue ;  that 
Sweden  entreated  his  aid  against  Russia ;  that 
Russia  besought  his  good  offices  to  make  peace 
with  the  court  at  Stockholm ;  and  that  the 
German  empire,  anxious  for  peace,  enti  eated 
him  to  put  an  end  to  those  troubles  which  were 
convulsing  all  Europe. 

The  probable  object  of  the  Austrian  court  in 
revealing  the  secret  treaty  of  Schnellendorf 
was  to  set  Frederick  and  France  at  variance. 
Frederick,  much  exasperated,  not  only  denied 
the  treaty,  but  professed  increased  devotion  to 
the  interests  of  Louis  XV.  The  allies,  con¬ 
sisting  of  France,  Prussia,  Bavaria,  and  Sax¬ 
ony,  now  combined  to  wrest  Moravia  from 
Maria  Theresa,  and  annex  it  to  Saxony.  This 
province,  governed  by  a  marquis,  was  a  third 
larger  than  the  State  of  Massachusetts,  and 
contained  a  population  of  about  a  million  and 
a  half.  Moravia  bounded  Silesia  on  the  south. 
Frederick  made  a  special  treaty  with  the  king 
of  Saxony,  that  the  southern  boundary  of  Si¬ 
lesia  should  be  a  full  German  mile,  which  was 
between  four  and  five  English  miles,  beyond 
the  line  of  the  river  Neisse.  With  Frederick’s 
usual  promptitude,  he  insisted  that  commission¬ 
ers  should  be  immediately  sent  to  put  down  the 
boundary  stones.  France  was  surprised  that 
the  king  of  Saxony  should  have  consented  to 
the  surrender  of  so  important  a  strip  of  his  ter¬ 
ritory. 

Frederick  paid  but  little  regard  to  his  allies, 
save  as  he  could  make  them  subservient  to  the 
accomplishment  of  his  purposes.  He  pushed 
his  troops  forward  many  leagues  south  into 
Moravia,  and  occupied  the  important  posts  of 
Troppau,  Friedenthal,  and  Olmiitz.  These 
places  were  seized  the  latter  part  of  Decem¬ 
ber.  The  king  hoped  thus  to  be  able,  early  in 
the  spring,  to  carry  the  war  to  the  gates  of  Vi¬ 
enna. 

On  the  18th  of  January,  1742,  Frederick 
visited  Dresden,  to  confer  with  Augustus  III., 
king  of  Poland,  who  was  also  elector  of  Sax¬ 
ony,  and  whose  realms  were  to  be  increased  by 
the  annexation  of  Moravia.  His  Polish  majes¬ 
ty  was  a  weak  man,  entirely  devoted  to  pleasure. 
His  irresolute  mind,  subjected  to  the  dominant 
energies  of  the  Prussian  king,  was  as  clay  in 
the  hands  of  the  potter. 

“You  are  now,”  said  Frederick,  “by  consent 
of  the  allies,  king  of  Moravia.  Now  is  the  time, 
now  or  never,  to  become  so  in  fact.  Push  for¬ 
ward  your  Saxon  troops.  The  Austrian  forces 
are  weak  in  that  country.  At  Iglau,  just 
over  the  border  from  Austria,  there  is  a  large 
magazine  of  military  stores,  which  can  easily 
be  seized.  Urge  forward  your  troops.  The 
French  will  contribute  strong  divisions.  I 
will  join  you  with  twenty  thousand  men.  We 
can  at  once  take  possession  of  Moravia,  and 
perhaps  march  directly  on  to  Vienna.” 

Frederick,  in  describing  this  interview,  writes : 
‘  ‘  Augustus  answered  yes  to  every  thing,  with  an 
air  of  being  convinced,  joined  to  a  look  of  great 


ennui.  Count  Briihl,'  whom  this  interview  dis¬ 
pleased,  interrupted  it  by  announcing  to  his  ma¬ 
jesty  that  the  Opera  was  about  to  commence. 
Ten  kingdoms  to  conquer  would  not  have  kept 
the  king  of  Poland  a  minute  longer.  He  went, 
therefore,  to  the  Opera ;  and  the  king  of  Prus¬ 
sia  obtained  at  oitce,  in  spite  of  those  who  op¬ 
posed  it,  a  final  decision. 

The  next  morning,  in  the  intense  cold  of  mid¬ 
winter,  Frederick  set  out  several  hours  before 
daylight  for  the  city  of  Prague,  which  the 
French  ajid  Bavarians  had  captured  on  the 
25th  of  November.  Declining  all  polite  at¬ 
tentions,  for  business  was  urgent,  he  eagerly 
sought  M.  De  Se'chelles,  the  renowmed  head  of 
the  commissariat  department,  and  made  ar¬ 
rangements  with  him  to  perform  the  extremely 
difficult  task  of  supplying  the  army  with  food 
in  a  winter’s  campaign. 

The  next  morning,  at  an  early  hour,  he  again 
dashed  off  to  the  east,  toward  Glatz,  a  hundred 
miles  distant,  where  a  portion  of  the  Prussian 
troops  were  in  cantonments,  under  the  young 
prince  Leopold.  Within  a  week  he  had  ridden 
over  seven  hundred  miles,  commencing  his  jour¬ 
ney  every  morning  as  early  as  four  o’clock,  and 
doing  a  vast  amount  of  business  by  the  w'ay. 

It  will  be  remembered  that,  in  the  note  which 
M.  Valori  accidentally  dropped,  and  which 
Frederick  furtively  obtained,  the  minister  was 
instructed  by  the  French  court  not  to  give  up 
Glatz  to  the  Prussian  king,  if  he  could  possibly 
avoid  it.  But  Frederick  had  now  seized  the^ 
city,  and  the  region  around,  by  force  of  arms, 
and  held  them  wuth  a  gripe  not  to  be  relaxed. 
Glatz  was  a  Catholic  town.  In  the  convent 
there  was  an  image  of  the  Virgin,  whose  taw¬ 
dry  robes  had  become  threadbare  and  faded. 
The  wife  of  the  Austrian  commandant  had 
promised  the  Virgin  a  new  dress  if  she  would 
keep  the  Prussians  out  of  the  city.  Frederick 
heard  of  this.  As  he  took  possession  of  the 
city,  with  grim  humor  he  assured  the  Virgin 
that  she  should  not  lose  in  consequence  of  the 
favor  she  had  shown  the  Prussians.  New  and 
costly  garments  were  immediately  provided  for 
her  at  the  expense  of  the  Prussian  king. 

On  the  26th  of  January,  Frederick  set  out 
from  Glatz,  with  a  strong  corte'ge,  for  Olmiitz, 
far  away  to  the  southeast.  This  place  his  troops 

1  Count  Bruhl  was,  for  many  years,  the  first  minis¬ 
ter  of  the  king.  He  was  a  weak,  extravagant  man, 
reveling  in  voluptuousness.  His  decisions  could  al¬ 
ways  he  controlled  by  an  ample  bribe.  His  sole  ob¬ 
ject  seemed  to  be  his  own  personal  luxurious  indul¬ 
gence.  “Public  afitairs,”  he  said,  “will  cany  them¬ 
selves  on,  provided  we  do  not  trouble  ourselves  about 
them.” 

Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Williams,  in  his  letters  from 
Dresden,  writes :  “Now,  as  every  thing  of  every  kind, 
from  the  highest  affairs  of  the  state  down  to  operas 
and  hunting,  are  all  in  count  Briihl's  immediate  care, 
I  leave  you  to  judge  how  his  post  is  executed.  His 
expenses  are  immense.  He  keeps  three  hundred  serv¬ 
ants  and  as  many  hor.ses.  It  is  said,  and  I  believe  it, 
that  he  takes  money  for  everything  the  king  disposes 
of  in  Poland,  where  they  frequently  have  very  great 
employments  to  bestow.” 

2  Ristoire  de  man  Temps. 
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had  occupied  for  a  month  past.  His  route  led 
through  a  chain  of  mountains,  whose  bleak  and 
dreary  defiles  were  clogged  with  drifted  snow, 
and  swept  by  freezing  gales.  It  was  a  dread¬ 
ful  march,  accompanied  by  many  disasters  and 
much  suffering. 

General  Stille,  one  of  t^e  aids  of  Frederick 
on  this  expedition,  says,  that  the  king  with  his 
retinue,  mounted  and  in  carriages,  pushed  for¬ 
ward  the  first  day  to  Landskron.  “It  was,” 
he  writes,  “  such  a  march  as  I  never  witnessed 
before.  Through  the  ice  and  through  the  snow, 
which  covered  that  dreadful  chain  of  mountains 
between  Bbhmen  and  Mahren,  we  did  not  ar¬ 
rive  till  very  late.  Many  of  our  carriages  were 
broken  down,  and  others  were  overturned  more 
than  once.”* 

Frederick,  ever  regardless  of  fatigue  and  ex¬ 
posure  for  himself,  never  spared  his  followers. 
It  was  after  midnight  of  the  28th  when  the 
weary  column,  frost-bitten,  hungry,  and  ex¬ 
hausted,  reached  Olmutz.  The  king  was  hos¬ 
pitably  entertained  in  the  fine  palace  of  the 
Catholic  bishop,  “a  little,  gouty  man,”  writes 
Stille,  “  about  fifty-two  years  of  age,  with  a 
countenance  open  and  full  of  candor.” 

Orders  had  been  issued  for  all  the  Prussian 
troops  to  be  rendezvoused,  by  the  6th  of  Febru¬ 
ary,  at  Wischau.  They  were  then  to  march 
immediately  about  seventy-five  miles  west,  to 
Trebitsch,  which  was  but  a  few  miles  south  of 
Iglau,  the  point  of  attack.  Here  they  were  to 
join  the  French  and  Saxon  troops.  The  force 
thus  concentrated  would  amount  to  twenty-four 
thousand  Prussian  troops,  twenty  thousand 
Saxons,  and  five  thousand  French  horsemen. 
With  this  army — forty-nine  thousand  strong — 
Frederick  was  to  advance,  by  one  short  day’s 
march,  upon  Iglau,  where  the  Austrian  garrison 
amounted  to  but  ten  thousand  men. 

In  the  mean  time,  on  the  24th  of  January, 
Charles  Albert,  king  of  Bavaria,  through  the 
intrigues  of  the  French  minister  and  the  diplo¬ 
macy  of  Frederick,  was  chosen  emperor  of 
Germany.  This  election  Frederick  regarded 
as  a  great  triumph  on  his  part.  It  was  the  sig¬ 
nal  defeat  of  Austria.  Very  few  of  the  sons  of 
Adam  have  passed  a  more  joyless  and  dreary 
earthly  pilgrimage  than  was  the  fortune  of 
Charles  Albert.  At  the  time  of  his  election  he 
was  forty-five  years  of  age,  of  moderate  stature, 
polished  manners,  and  merely  ordinary  abilities. 
He  was  suffering  from  a  complication  of  the 
most  painful  disorders.  His  previous  life  had 
been  but  a  series  of  misfortunes,  and  during  all 
the  rest  of  his  days  he  was  assailed  by  the 
storms  of  adversity.  In  death  alone  he  found 
refuge  from  a  life  almost  without  a  joy. 

Charles  Albert,  who  took  the  title  of  “the 
emperor  Charles  VII.,”  was  the  son  of  Maxi¬ 
milian,  king  of  Bavaria,  who  was  ruined  at 
Blenheim,  and  who,  being  placed  under  the 
ban  of  the  empire,  lived  for  many  years  a  pen¬ 
sioner  upon  the  charity  of  Louis  XIV.  Charles 
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was  then  but  seven  years  of  age,  a  prince  by 
birth,  yet  homeless,  friendless,  and  in  poverty. 
With  varying  fortunes,  he  subsequently  mar¬ 
ried  a  daughter  of  the  emperor  Joseph.  She 
was  a  cousin  of  Maria  Theresa.  Upon  the 
death  of  his  father,  in  1726,  Charles  Albert  be¬ 
came  king  of  Bavaria ;  but  he  was  involved  in 
debt  beyond  all  hope  of  extrication.  The  in¬ 
trigues  of  Frederick  placed  upon  his  wan  and 
wasted  brow  the  imperial  crown  of  Germany. 
The  coronation  festivities  took  place  at  Frank¬ 
fort,  with  great  splendor,  on  the  12th  of  Febru¬ 
ary,  1742. 

Wilhelmina,  who  W'as  present,  gives  a  graphic 
account,  with  her  vivacious  pen,  of  many  of  the 
scenes,  both  tragic  and  comic,  which  ensued. 

“  Of  the  coronation  itself,”  she  writes, 
“  though  it  was  truly  grand,  I  will  say  nothing. 
The  poor  emperor  could  not  enjoy  it  much.  He 
was  dying  of  gout,  and  other  painful  diseases, 
and  could  scarcely  stand  upon  his  feet.  He 
spends  most  of  his  time  in  bed,  courting  all 
manner  of  German  princes.  He  has  managed 
to  lead  my  margraf  into  a  foolish  bargain  about 
raising  men  for  him,  which  bargain  I,  on  fairly 
getting  sight  of  it,  persuade  my  margraf  to  back 
out  of ;  and,  in  the  end,  he  does  so.  The  em¬ 
peror  had  fallen  so  ill  he  was  considered  even  in 
danger  of  his  life.  Poor  prince  1  What  a  lot 
he  had  achieved  for  himself!” 

While  these  coronation  splendors  were  trans¬ 
piring,  Frederick  was  striving,  with  all  his 
characteristic  enthusiasm,  to  push  forward  his 
Moravian  campaign  to  a  successful  issue.  In¬ 
spired  by  as  tireless  energies  as  ever  roused  a 
human  heart,  he  was  annoyed  beyond  measure 
by  the  want  of  efficient  co-operation  on  the 
part  of  his  less  zealous  allies.  Neither  the  Sax¬ 
ons  nor  the  French  could  keep  pace  with  his 
impetuosity.  The  princes  who  led  the  Saxon 
troops,  the  petted  sons  of  kings  and  nobles, 
were  loth  to  abandon  the  luxurious  indul¬ 
gences  to  which  they  had  been  accustomed. 
When  they  arrived  at  a  capacious  castle  where 
they  found  wann  fires,  an  abundant  larder,  and 
sparkling  wines,  they  would  linger  there  many 
days,  decidedly  preferring  those  comforts  to 
campaigning  through  the  blinding,  smothering 
snow-storm,  and  bivouacking  on  the  bleak  and 
icy  plains,  swept  by  the  gales  of  a  northern  win¬ 
ter.  The  French  were  equally  averse  to  these 
terrible  marches,  far  more  to  be  dreaded  than 
the  battle-field. 

Frederick  remonstrated,  argued,  implored; 
but  all  in  vain.  He  was  not  disposed  to  allow 
considerations  of  humanity,  regard  for  suffer¬ 
ing  or  life,  to  stand  in  the  way  of  his  ambitious 
plans.  For  two  months,  from  February  6,  when 
Frederick  rendezvoused  the  Prussians  at  Wis¬ 
chau,  until  April  6,  he  found  himself,  to  his  ex¬ 
cessive  chagrin,  unable  to  accompli.sh  any  thing 
of  moment,  in  consequence  of  the  lukewarm¬ 
ness  of  his  allies.  He  was  annoyed  almost  be¬ 
yond  endurance.  It  was  indeed  important,  in 
a  military  point  of  view,  that  there  should  be 
an  immediate  march  upon  Iglau.  It  was  cer- 
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tain  that  the  Austrians,  forewarned,  would 
soon  remove  their  magazines,  or  destroy  them. 
The  utmost  expedition  was  essential  to  the  suc¬ 
cess  of  the  enterprise. 

The  young  officers  in  the  Saxon  army,  hav¬ 
ing  disposed  their  troops  in  comfortable  bar¬ 
racks,  had  established  their  own  head-quarters 
in  the  magnificent  castle  of  Budischau,  in  the 
vicinity  of  Trebitsch.  “Nothing  like  this  su¬ 
perb  mansion,”  writes  Stille,  “is  to  be  seen  ex¬ 
cept  in  theatres,  on  the  drop  scene  of  the  en¬ 
chanted  castle.”  Here  these  young  lords  made 
themselves  very  comfortable.  They  had  food  in 
abundance,  luxuriously  seiwed,  with  the  choicest 
wines.  Roaring  fires  in  huge  stoves  convert¬ 
ed,  within  the  walls,  winter  into  genial  sum¬ 
mer.  Here  these  pleasure-loving  nobles,  with 
song,  and  wine,  and  cards,  and  such  favorites, 
male  and  female,  as  they  carried  with  them, 
loved  to  linger. 

At  length,  however,  Erederick  succeeded  in 
pushing  forward  a  detachment  of  his  army  to 


seize  the  magazines  and  the  post  he  so  greatly 
coveted.  The  troops  marched  all  night.  To¬ 
ward  morning,  almost  perishing  with  cold,  they 
built  enormous  fires.  Having  warmed  their 
numbed  and  freezing  limbs,  they  pressed  on  to 
Iglau,  to  find  it  abandoned  by  the  garrison. 
The  Austrian  general  Lobkowitz  had  carried 
away  every  thing  which  could  be  removed,  and 
then  had  laid  in  ashes  seventeen  magazines, 
filled  with  military  and  commissary  stores. 
The  king  was  exceedingly  chagrined  by  this 
barren  conquest.  He  was  anxious  to  advance 
in  all  directions,  to  take  full  possession  of  Mo¬ 
ravia,  before  the  Austrians  could  send  rein¬ 
forcements  to  garrison  its  fortresses.  But  the 
Saxon  lords  refused  to  march  any  farther,  in 
this  severe  winter  campaign.  Frederick  com¬ 
plained  to  the  Saxon  king.  His  Polish  majesty 
sent  an  angry  order  to  his  troops  to  go  forward. 
Sullenly  they  obeyed,  interposing  every  obsta¬ 
cle  in  their  power.  Some  of  the  leaders  threw 
up  iheir  commissions  and  went  home.  Fred- 
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erick,  with  his  impetuous  Prussians,  and  his 
unwilling  Saxons,  spread  over  Moravia,  levy¬ 
ing  contributions  and  seizing  the  strong  places. 

The  Saxons,  much  irritated,  were  rather 
more  disposed  to  thwart  his  plans  than  to  co¬ 
operate  in  them.  The  Austrian  horsemen  were 
vigilant,  pouncing  upon  every  unprotected  de¬ 
tachment.  Erederick  marched  for  the  capture 
of  Briinn,  the  strongest  fortress  in  Moravia. 
It  had  a  garrison  of  seven  thousand  men, 
under  the  valiant  leader  Roth.  To  arrest  the 
march  of  Erederick,  and  leave  him  shelterless 
on  the  plains,  the  Austrian  general  laid  sixteen 
villages  in  ashes.  The  poor  peasants — men, 
women,  and  children — foodless  and  shelterless, 
W'ere  thus  cast  loose  upon  the  drifted  fields. 
Who  can  gauge  such  woes  ? 

Erederick,  finding  that  he  could  not  rely 
upon  the  Saxons,  sent  to  Silesia  for  reinforce¬ 
ments  of  his  own  troops.  Briinn  could  not  be 
taken  without  siege  artillery.  He  was  captur¬ 
ing  Moravia  for  the  king  of  Poland.  Erede¬ 


rick  dispatched  a  courier  to  his  Polish  majesty 
at  Dresden,  requesting  him  immediately  to  for¬ 
ward  the  siege  guns.  The  reply  of  the  king, 
who  was  voluptuously  lounging  in  his  palaces, 
was,  “I  can  not  meet  the  expense  of  the  car¬ 
riage.”  Erederick  contemptuously  remarked, 
“He  has  just  purchased  a  green  diamond, 
which  would  have  carried  them  thither  and 
hack  again.”  The  Prussian  king  sent  for  siege 
artillery  of  his  own,  drew  his  lines  close  around 
Briinn,  and  urged  chevalier  De  Saxe,  general 
of  the  Saxon  horse,  to  co-operate  with  him  en¬ 
ergetically,  in  battering  the  city  into  a  surren¬ 
der.  The  chevalier  interposed  one  obstacle, 
and  another,  and  another.  At  last  he  replied, 
showing  his  dispatches,  “I  have  orders  to  re¬ 
tire  from  this  business  altogether,  and  join  the 
Erench  at  Prague.” 

Erederick  declares,  in  his  history,  that  never 
were  tidings  more  welcome  to  him  than  these. 
He  had  embarked  in  the  enterprise  for  the  con¬ 
quest  of  Moravia  with  the  allies.  He  could  not, 
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without  humiliation,  withdraw.  But  now  that 
the  ally  in  whose  behalf  he  assumed  to  be  fight¬ 
ing  had  abandoned  him,  he  could,  without  dis¬ 
honor,  relinquish  the  field.  Leaving  the  Sax¬ 
ons  to  themselves,  with  many  bitter  words  of 
reproach,  he  countermanded  his  order  for  Si¬ 
lesian  reinforcements,  assembled  his  troops  at 
Wischau,  and  then,  by  a  rapid  march  through 
Olmutz,  returned  to  his  strong  fortresses  in  the 
north. 

The  Saxons  were  compelled  to  a  precipitate 
retreat.  Their  march  was  long,  harassing,  and 
full  of  suffering,  from  the  severe  cold  of  those 
latitudes,  and  from  the  assaults  of  the  fierce 
Pandours,  every  where  swarming  around.  Vil¬ 
lages  were  burned,  and  maddened  men  w'reaked 
direful  vengeance  on  each  other.  Scarcely  eight 
thousand  of  their  number,  a  frost-bitten,  starv¬ 
ing,  emaciate  band,  reached  the  borders  of  Sax¬ 
ony.  Curses  loud  and  deep  were  heaped  upon 
the  name  of  Frederick.  His  Polish  majesty, 
though  naturally  good-natured,  was  greatly  ex¬ 
asperated,  in  view  of  the  conduct  of  the  Prussian 
king  in  forcing  the  troops  into  the  severities  of 
such  a  campaign.  Frederick  himself  was  also 
equally  indignant  with  Augustus  for  his  want 
of  co-operation.  The  French  minister,  Valori, 
met  him  on  his  return  from  these  disasters. 
He  says  that  his  look  was  ferocious  and  dark ; 
that  his  laugh  was  bitter  and  sardonic ;  that  a 
vein  of  suppressed  rage,  mockery,  and  contempt 
pervaded  every  word  he  uttered. 

Frederick  withdrew  his  troops  into  strong 
cantonments,  in  the  valley  of  the  upper  Elbe. 
This  beautiful  river  takes  its  rise  in  romantic 
chasms,  among  the  ridges  and  spurs  of  the 
Giant  Mountains,  on  the  southeastern  borders 
of  Silesia.  Here  the  Prussian  army  was  dis¬ 
tributed  in  small  towns  along  a  line  following 
the  windings  of  the  stream,  about  forty  miles  in 
length.  All  the  troops  could  be  concentrated 
in  forty-eight  hours.  The  encampments  faced 
the  south,  with  the  Elbe  behind  them.  At 
some  little  distance  north  of  the  river,  safe  from 
surprise,  the  magazines  were  stationed.  The 
mountains  of  Bohemia  rose  sublimely  in  the 
distant  back-ground.  In  a  letter  to  M.  Jordan, 
under  date  of  Chrudim,  May  5,  1742,  Frede¬ 
rick  expresses  his  views  of  this  profitless  cam¬ 
paign  in  the  following  terms : 

“  Moravia,  which  is  a  very  bad  country,  could 
not  be  held,  owing  to  want  of  provisions.  The 
town  of  Briinn  could  not  be  taken,  because  the 
Saxons  had  no  cannon.  When  you  wish  to  en¬ 
ter  a  town,  you  must  first  make  a  hole  to  get  in 
by.  Besides,  the  country  has  been  reduced  to 
such  a  state  that  the  enemy  can  not  subsist  in 
it,  and  you  will  soon  see  him  leave  it.  There 
is  your  little  military  lesson.  I  would  not  have 
you  at  a  loss  what  to  think  of  our  operations, 
or  what  to  say,  should  other  people  talk  of  them 
in  your  presence.” 

Elsewhere,  Frederick,  speaking  of  these  two 
winter  campaigns,  says:  “Winter  campaigns 
are  bad,  and  should  always  be  avoided,  except 
in  cases  of  necessity.  The  best  army  in  the 


world  is  liable  to  be  ruined  by  them.  I  myself 
have  made  more  winter  campaigns  than  any 
general  of  this  age.  But  there  were  reasons. 
In  1740  there  were  hardly  above  two  Austrian 
regiments  in  Silesia,  at  the  death  of  the  em¬ 
peror  Charles  VI.  Being  determined  to  assert 
my  right  to  that  duchy,  I  had  to  try  it  at  once, 
in  winter,  and  carry  the  war,  if  possible,  to  the 
banks  of  the  Neisse.  Had  I  waited  till  spring, 
we  must  have  begun  the  war  between  Crossen 
and  Glogau.  What  was  now  to  be  gained  by 
one  march  wmuld  then  have  cost  us  three  or 
four  campaigns.  A  sufficient  reason  this  for 
campaigning  id  winter.  If  I  did  not  succeed 
in  the  winter  campaigns  of  1742,  a  campaign 
which  I  made  to  deliver  Moravia,  then  overrun 
by  Austrians,  it  was  because  the  French  acted 
like  fools,  and  the  Saxons  like  traitors.’” 

Frederick,  establishing  his  head-quarters  at 
Chrudim,  did  not  suppose  the  Austrians  would 
think  of  moving  upon  him  until  the  middle  of 
June.  Not  till  then  w'ould  the  grass,  in  that 
cold  region,  afford  forage.  But  Maria  Theresa 
was  inspired  by  energies  fully  equal  to  those  of 
her  renowned  assailant.  Undismayed  by  the 
powerful  coalition  against  her,  she  sent  prince 
Charles,  her  brother-in-law,  early  in  May,  at 
the  head  of  an  army  thirty  thousand  strong,  to 
advance  by  a  secret,  rapid,  flank  march,  and 
seize  the  Prussian  magazines  beyond  the  Elbe. 

The  ever-wakeful  eye  of  Frederick  detected 
the  movement.  His  beautiful  encampment  at 
Chrudim  had  lasted  but  two  days.  Instantly 
couriers  were  dispatched  in  all  directions  to 
rendezvous  the  Prussian  troops  on  a  vast  plain 
in  the  vicinity  of  Chrudim.  But  a  few  hours 
elapsed  ere  every  available  man  in  the  Prussian 
ranks  was  on  the  march.  This  movement  ren¬ 
dered  it  necessary  for  prince  Charles  to  concen¬ 
trate  the  Austrian  army  also.  The  field  upon 
which  these  hosts  were  gathering  for  battle  tvas 
an  undulating  prairie,  almost  treeless,  with  here 
and  there  a  few  hamlets  of  clustered  peasant 
cottages  scattered  around. 

It  was  a  serene,  cloudless  May  morning  when 
Frederick  rode  upon  a  small  eminence,  to  view 
the  approach  of  his  troops,  and  to  form  them  in 
battle-array.  General  Stille,  who  was  an  eye¬ 
witness  of  the  scene,  describes  the  spectacle  as 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  magnificent  which 
was  ever  beheld.  The  transparent  atmosphere, 
the  balmy  air,  transmitting  with  wonderful  ac¬ 
curacy  the  most  distant  sounds,  the  smooth, 
wide-spreading  prairie,  the  hamlets,  to  which 
distance  lent  enchantment,  surmounted  by  the 
towers  or  spires  of  the  churches,  the  winding 
columns  of  infantry  and  cavalry,  their  polished 
weapons  flashing  in  the  sunlight,  the  -waving  of 
silken  and  gilded  banners,  while  bugle  peals  and 
bursts  of  military  airs  floated  now  faintly,  and 
now  loudhq  upon  the  ear,  the  whole  scene  being 
bathed  in  the  rays  of  the  most  brilliant  of  spring 
mornings  —  all  together  presented  war  in  its 
brightest  hues,  divested  of  every  thing  revolting.  ‘ 

1  (Euvres  de  Frederic,  xvii.  196. 
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There  were  nearly  thirty  thou.sand  men,  in¬ 
fantry  and  cavalry,  thns  assembling  under  the 
banners  of  Frederick  for  battle.  They  were  in 
as  perfect  state  of  drill  as  troops  have  ever  at¬ 
tained,  and  were  armed  with  the  most  potent 
implements  of  war  which  that  age  could  fur¬ 
nish.  The  king  was  visibly  affected  by  the 
spectacle.  Whether  humane  considerations 
touched  his  heart,  or  merely  poetic  emotion 
moved  him,  we  can  not  tell.  But  he  was  well 
aware  that  within  a  few  hours  not  merely  hun¬ 
dreds,  but  thousands,  of  those  men,  torn  by  shot 
and  shell,  would  be  prostrate  in  their  blood  upon 
the  plain.  And  he  could  not  but  know  that 


for  all  the  carnage  and  the  suffering  he,  above 
all  others,  would  be  responsible  at  the  bar  of 
God. 

“  The  king,  ”  writes  Stille,  “though  fatigued, 
would  not  rest  satisfied  with  repoi'ts  or  distant 
view.  Personally  he  made  tlie  tour  of  the  whole 
camp,  to  see  that  every  thing  was  right,  and 
posted  the  pickets  himself  before  retiring.” 

It  was  the  aim  of  prince  Charles  to  get  be¬ 
tween  Frederick’s  encampment  at  Chrudim  and 
his  French  allies,  under  marshal  Broglio,  at 
Prague.  When  discovered  by  Frederick,  the 
Austrian  army  was  on  the  rapid  march  along 
a  line  about  fifteen  miles  nearly  southwest  of 
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Chrudim.  It  thus  threatened  to  cut  Frede¬ 
rick’s  communication  with  Prague,  which  w'as  on 
the  Moldau,  about  sixty  miles  west  of  the  Prus¬ 
sian  encampment.  The  forces  now  gathering 
for  a  decisive  battle  were  nearly  equal.  The 
reader  would  not  be  interested  in  the  descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  strategic  and  tactical  movements 
of  the  next  two  days.  The  leaders  of  both  par¬ 
ties,  with  great  military  sagacity,  were  accumu¬ 
lating  and  concentrating  their  forces  for  a  con¬ 
flict,  which,  under  the  circumstances,  would 
doubtless  prove  ruinous  to  the  one  or  the  other. 
A  battle  upon  that  open  plain,  with  equal  forces, 
was  of  the  nature  of  a  duel,  in  which  one  or  the 
other  of  the  combatants  must  fall. 

On  the  morning  of  the  17th  of  May  Frede¬ 
rick’s  army  was  drawn  out  in  battle-array,  facing 
south,  near  the  village  of  Chotusitz,  about  fif¬ 
teen  miles  west  of  Chrudim.  Almost  within 
cannon-shot  of  him,  upon  the  same  plain,  near 
the  village  of  Czaslau,  facing  north,  was  the 
army  of  prince  Charles.  The  field  was  like  a 
rolling  western  prairie,  with  one  or  two  sluggish 
streams  running  through  it;  and  here  and  there 
marshes,  which  neither  infantry  nor  cavalry  could 
traverse.  The  accompanying  map  will  give  the 
reader  an  idea  of  the  nature  of  the  ground  and 
the  position  of  the  hostile  forces. 

’The  sun  rose  clear  and  cloudless  over  the 
plain,  soon  to  he  crimsoned  with  blood  and  dark¬ 
ened  by  the  smoke  of  battle.  The  Prussians 
took  position  in  accordance  with  very  minute 
directions  given  to  the  young  prince  Leopold  by 
Frederick.  It  was  manifest  to  the  most  un¬ 
skilled  observer  that  the  storm  of  battle  would 
rage  over  many  miles,  as  the  infantry  charged 
to  and  fro ;  as  squadrons  of  strongly  mounted 
cavalry  swept  the  field ;  as  bullets,  halls,  and 
shells  were  hurled  in  all  directions  from  the  po¬ 
tent  enginery  of  war. 

About  seven  o’clock  in  the  morning  the  king 
ascended  an  eminence,  and  carefully  scanned 
the  field,  where  sixty  thousand  men  were  facing 
each  other,  soon  to  engage  in  mutual  slaughter. 
There  were  two  spectacles  which  arrested  his 
attention.  The  one  was  the  pomp,  and  pa¬ 


geantry,  and  panoply  of  war,  with  its  serried 
ranks,  its  prancing  steeds,  its  flashing  armor,  its 
waving  banners,  its  inspiriting  bugle  peals— a 
scene  in  itself  beautiful  and  sublime  in  the 
highest  conceivable  degree. 

But  there  was  another  picture  which  met  the 
eye  of  the  king,  very  ditferent  in  its  aspect. 
We  know  not  whether  it  at  all  touched  his 
heart.  It  was  that  of  the  poor  peasants,  with 
their  mothers,  their  wives,  their  children,  hur- 
rving  from  their  hamlets  in  all  directions,  in  the 
utmost  dismay.  Grandmothers  tottered  beneath 
the  burden  of  infant  children.  Fathers  and 
mothers  struggled  on  with  the  household  goods 
they  were  striving  to  rescue  from  impending 
ruin.  The  cry  of  maidens  and  children  reached 
the  ear  as  they  fled  from  the  tramp  of  the  war- 
horse  and  the  approaching  carnage  of  the  death¬ 
dealing  artillery. 

Frederick,  having  carefully  scanned  the  Aus¬ 
trian  lines  for  an  instant  or  two,  gave  the  sig¬ 
nal,  and  all  his  batteries  opened  their  thunders. 
Under  cover  of  that  storm  of  iron,  several  thou¬ 
sand  of  the  cavalry,  led  by  the  veteran  general 
Bredow,  deployed  from  behind  some  eminences, 
and  first  at  a  gentle  trot,  and  then  upon  the 
most  impetuous  run,  with  flashing  sabres,  hurled 
themselves  upon  the  left  wing  of  the  Austrian 
lines.  The  ground  was  dry  and  sandy,  and  a 
prodigious  cloud  of  dust  enveloped  them.  For 
a  moment  the  tornado,  vital  with  human  ener¬ 
gies,  swept  on,  apparently  unobstructed.  The 
first  line  of  the  Austrian  horse  was  met,  crushed, 
annihilated.  But  the  second  stood  as  the  rock 
breasts  the  waves,  horse  against  horse,  rider 
against  rider,  sabre  against  sabre.  Nothing 
met  the  eye  hut  one  vast,  eddying  whirlpool  of 
dust,  as  if  writhing  in  volcanic  energies,  while 
here  and  there  the  flash  of  fire  and  the  gleam 
of  steel  flickered  madly  through  it. 

The  battle,  thus  commenced,  continued  to 
rage  for  four  long  hours,  with  all  its  demon  en¬ 
ergies,  its  blood,  its  wounds,  its  oaths,  its  shrieks, 
its  death ;  on  the  right  wing,  on  the  left  wing, 
in  the  centre ;  till  some  ten  or  twelve  thousand, 
some  acconnts  say  more,  of  these  poor  peasant 
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soldiers  lay  prostrate  upon  the  plain,  crushed 
by  the  hoof,  torn  by  the  bullet,  gashed  by  the 
sabre.  Many  were  dead.  Many  were  dying. 
Many  had  received  wounds  which  would  crip¬ 
ple  them  until  they  should  totter  into  their 
graves.  At  the  close  of  these  four  hours  of  al¬ 
most  superhuman  effort,  the  villages  all  around 
in  flames,  the  Austrians  slowly,  sullenly  retired 
from  the  contest.  Prince  Charles,  having  lost 
nearly  seven  thousand  men,  with  his  remaining 
forces  breathless,  exhausted,  bleeding,  retired 
through  Czaslau,  and  vanished  over  the  horizon 
to  the  southwest.  Frederick,  with  his  forces 
almost  equally  breathless,  exhausted,  and  bleed¬ 
ing,  and  counting  five  thousand  of  his  soldiers 
strewn  over  the  plain,  in  death  or  wounds,  re¬ 
mained  master  of  the  field.  Such  was  the 
famous  battle  of  Chotusitz. 

In  the  following  terms,  Frederick,  the  mo¬ 
ment  the  battle  was  over,  announced  his  vic¬ 
tory,  not  to  his  wife,  but  to  his  friend  Jordan  ; 

“Fbom  the  Field  of  Battle  of  Chotusitz, 
“May  11,  1T42. 

“Deab  Jordan,— I  must  tell  you,  as  gayly 
as  I  can,  that  we  have  beaten  the  enemy  sound¬ 
ly,  and  that  we  are  all  pretty  well  after  it. 
Poor  Rothenburg  is  wounded  in  the  breast  and 
in  the  arm ;  but,  as  it  is  hoped,  without  dan¬ 
ger.  Adieu.  You  will  be  happy,  I  think,  at 
the  good  news  I  send  you.  My  compliments 
to  Csesarion.’”^ 

Frederick  did  not  pursue  the  Austrians  after 
this  victory.  Nine  acres  of  ground  were  re¬ 
quired  to  bury  the  dead.  He  rented  this  land 
from  the  proprietor  for  twenty-five  years.  His 
alienation  from  his  allies  was  such  that,  with¬ 
out  regard  to  them,  he  was  disposed  to  make 
peace  with  Austria  upon  the  best  terms  he  could 
for  himself.  England  also,  alarmed  in  view 
of  the  increasing  supremacy  of  France,  was  so 
anxious  to  detach  Frederick,  with  his  invinci¬ 
ble  troops,  from  the  French  alliance,  that  the 
British  cabinet  urged  Maria  Theresa  to  make 
any  sacrifice  whatever  that  might  be  necessary 
to  secure  peace  with  Prussia.  Frederick,  in¬ 
fluenced  by  such  considerations,  buried  the  il¬ 
lustrious  Austrian  dead  with  the  highest  marks 
of  military  honor,  and  treated  with  marked 
consideration  his  distinguished  prisoners  of 
war. 

Secret  negotiations  vvere  immediately  opened 
at  Breslau,  in  Silesia,  between  England,  Aus¬ 
tria,  and  Prussia.  Maria  Theresa,  harassed 
by  the  entreaties  of  her  cabinet,  and  b3'  the  im¬ 
portunities  of  the  British  court,  consented  to  all 
that  Frederick  demanded. 

The  French,  who,  through  their  shrewd  em¬ 
bassador,  kept  themselves  informed  of  all  that 
was  transpiring,  were  quite  alarmed  in  view  of 
the  approaching  accommodation  between  Prus¬ 
sia  and  Austria.  It  is  said  that  Frederick,  on 
the  6th  of  June,  in  reply  to  the  earnest  remon¬ 
strances  of  the  French  minister,  marshal  Belle- 


isle,  against  his  withdrawal  from  the  alliance) 
frankly  said  to  him  : 

“  All  that  I  ever  wanted,  more  than  I  ever 
demanded,  Austria  now  offers  me.  Can  anj' 
one  blame  me  that  I  close  such  an  alliance  as 
ours  all  along  has  been,  when  such  terms  are 
presented  to  me  as  Austria  now  proposes  ?” 

On  the  15th  of  June,  Frederick  gave  a  grand 
dinner  to  his  generals  at  Ids  head-quarters.  In 
an  after-dinner  speech,  he  said  to  them  : 

“Gentlemen,  I  announce  to  you  that,  as  I 
never  wished  to  oppress  the  queen  of  Hungaiy, 
I  have  formed  the  resolution  of  agreeing  with 
that  princess,  and  accepting  the  proposals  she 
has  made  me,  in  satisfaction  of  my  rights.” 

Toasts  were  then  drank  with  great  enthusi¬ 
asm  to  the  health  of  “  Maria  Theresa,  queen 
of  Hungary,”  to  “the  queen’s  consort,  Francis, 
grand  duke  of  Lorraine;”  and  universal  and 
cordial  was  the  response  of'  applause,  when 
the  toast  was  proposed  “to  the  brave  prince 
Charles.” 

The  treaty  of  Breslau  was  signed  on  the 
11th  of  June,  and  ratified  at  Berlin  on  the  28th 
of  July.  By  this  treaty,  Silesia,  Lower  and 
Upper,  was  ceded  to  “Frederick  and  his  heirs 
for  evermore,”  while  Frederick  withdrew  from 
the  French  alliance,  and  entered  into  friendly 
relations  with  her  Hungarian  majesty.  Imme¬ 
diately  after  the  settlement  of  this  question, 
Frederick,  cantoning  his  troops  in  Silesia,  re¬ 
turned  to  Berlin.  Elate  with  victory,  and  ac¬ 
companied  by  a  magnificent  suit,  the  young  con¬ 
queror  hastened  home,  over  green  fields,  and 
beneath  a  summer’s  sun.  Keenly  he  enjoyed 
his  triumph,  greeted  with  the  enthusiastic  ac¬ 
claim  of  the  people  in  all  the  towns  and  villages 
through  which  he  passed.^  At  Frankfort-on- 
the-Oder,  where  a  fair  was  in  operation,  the 
king  stopped  for  a  few  hours.  Vast  crowds, 
which  had  been  drawn  to  the  place  by  the  fair, 
lined  the  highway  for  a  long  distance,  on  both 
sides,  eager  to  see  the  victor  who  had  aggrand¬ 
ized  Prussia,  by  adding  a  large  province  to  its 
realms. 

“  His  majesty’s  entrance  into  Frankfort,” 
writes  M.  Bielfeld,  who  accompanied  him,  “al¬ 
though  very  triumphant,  was  far  from  ostenta¬ 
tious.  We  passed  like  lightning  before  the  eyes 
of  the  spectators,  and  were  so  covered  with  dust 
that  it  was  difficult  to  distinguish  the  color  of 
our  coats  and  the  features  of  our  faces.  We 
made  some  purchases  at  Frankfort,  and  the 
next  day  arrived  safely  in  Berlin,  where  the 
king  was  received  with  the  acclamations  of  his 
people.”* 

If  we  can  rely  upon  the  testimony  of  Fred¬ 
erick,  an  incident  occurred  at  this  time  which 
showed  that  the  French  court  was  as  intriguing 

'  Huge  huzzaing,  herald-trumpeting,  boh-major-ing, 
hurst  forth  from  all  Prussian  towns,  especially  from 
all  Silesian  ones,  in  those  June  days,  as  the  drums  heat 
homeward ;  elaborate  illuminations  in  the  short  nights, 
with  bonfires,  with  transparencies ;  transparency  in¬ 
scribed  “Frederico  magno  (To  Frederick  the  Great),” 
in  one  small  instance,  still  of  premature  nature. 

2  Bielfeld,  251. 
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and  unprincipled  as  was  his  Prussian  majesty. 
It  is  quite  evident  that  the  Austrian  court  also 
was  not  animated  by  a  very  high  sense  of 
honor. 

After  the  battle  of  Chotusitz  Erederick  called 
upon  general  Pallant,  an  Austrian  officer,  who 
was  wounded  and  a  prisoner.  In  the  course 
of  the  conversation  general  Pallant  stated  that 
France  was  ready  at  any  moment  to  betray  his 
Prussian  majesty,  and  that,  if  he  would  give 
him  six  days’  time,  he  would  furnish  him  with 
documentary  proof.  A  courier  was  instantly 
dispatched  to  Vienna.  He  soon  returned  with 
a  letter  from  cardinal  Fleury,  the  prime  minis¬ 
ter  of  Louis  XV.,  addressed  to  Maria  Theresa, 
informing  her  that,  if  she  would  give  up  Bo¬ 
hemia  to  the  emperor,  France  would  guarantee 
to  her  Silesia.  Frederick,  though  guilty  of  pre¬ 
cisely  the  same  treachery  himself,  read  the  docu¬ 
ment  with  indignation,  and  assumed  to  be  as 
much  amazed  at  the  perfidy  as  he  could  have 
been  had  he  been  an  honest  man. 

“The  cardinal,”  he  said,  “takes  me  for  a 
fool.  He  wishes  to  betray  me.  I  will  try  and 
prevent  him.” 

The  French  marshal,  Belleisle,  alarmed  by 
the  report  that  Frederick  was  entering  into  a 
treaty  of  peace  with  Austria,  hastened  to  the 
Prussian  camp  to  ascertain  the  truth  or  false¬ 
hood  of  the  rumor.  Frederick,  emboldened  by 
the  document  he  had  in  his  pocket,  was  very 
frank. 

“I  have  prescribed,”  he  said,  “the  condi¬ 
tions  of  peace  to  the  queen  of  Hungary.  She 
accepts  them.  Having,  therefore,  all  that  I 
want,  I  make  peace.  All  the  world  in  my 
situation  would  do  the  same.” 

“Is  it  possible,  sire,”  marshal  Belleisle  re¬ 
plied,  “that  you  can  dare  to  abandon  the  best 
of  your  allies,  and  to  deceive  so  illustrious  a 
monarch  as  the  king  of  France?” 

“And  you,  sir,”  responded  the  king,  with 
an  air  of  great  disdain,  at  the  same  time  placing 
in  his  hand  the  cardinal’s  letter,  “  do  you  dare 
to  talk  to  me  in  this  manner?” 

The  marshal  glanced  his  eye  over  the  docu¬ 
ment,  and  retired,  overwhelmed  with  confu¬ 
sion.  Thus  ended  the  alliance  between  Prussia 
and  France.  “Each  party,”  writes  Frederick, 
“  wished  to  be  more  cunning  than  the  other. 

In  the  following  terms,  Frederick  correctly 
sums  up  the  incidents  of  the  two  Silesian  cam¬ 
paigns  : 

“Thus  was  Silesia  reunited  to  the  dominions 
of  Prussia.  Two  years  of  war  sufficed  for  the 
conquest  of  this  important  province.  The  treas¬ 
ure  which  the  late  king  had  left  was  nearly  ex¬ 
hausted.  But  it  is  a  cheap  purchase,  where 
whole  provinces  are  bought  for  seven  or  eight 
millions  of  crowns.  The  union  of  circum¬ 
stances  at  the  moment  peculiarly  favored  this 
enterprise.  It  was  necessary  for  it  that  France 
should  allow  itself  to  be  drawn  into  the  war ; 
that  Russia  should  be  attacked  by  Sweden  ; 


that,  from  timidity,  the  Hanoverians  and  Sax¬ 
ons  should  remain  inactive  ;  that  the  successes 
of  the  Prussians  should  be  uninterrupted  ;  and 
that  the  king  of  England,  the  enemy  of  Prus¬ 
sia,  should  become,  in  spite  of  himself,  the  in¬ 
strument  of  its  aggrandizement.  What,  how¬ 
ever,  contributed  the  most  to  this  conquest  was, 
an  army  which  had  been  formed  for  twenty-two 
years,  by  means  of  a  discipline  admirable  in  it¬ 
self,  and  superior  to  the  troops  of  the  rest  of 
Europe.  Generals,  also,  who  were  true  pa¬ 
triots,  wise  and  incorruptible  ministers,  and, 
finally,  a  certain  good  fortune  which  often  ac¬ 
companies  youth,  and  often  deserts  a  more  ad¬ 
vanced  age.”* 

There  was  no  end  to  the  panegyrics  which 
Voltaire,  in  his  correspondence  with  Frederick, 
now  lavished  upon  him.  He  greeted  him  with 
the  title  of  Frederick  the  Great. 

“How  glorious,”  he  exclaimed,  “ is  my  king, 
the  youngest  of  kings,  and  the  grandest !  A 
king  who  carries  in  the  one  hand  an  all-con¬ 
quering  sword,  but  in  the  other  a  blessed  olive 
branch,  and  is  the  arbiter  of  Europe  for  peace 
or  war.” 

Frederick,  having  obtained  all  that,  for  the 
present,  he  could  hope  to  obtain,  deemed  it  for 
his  interest  to  attempt  to  promote  the  peace  of 
Europe.  His  realms  needed  consolidating,  his 
army  recruiting,  his  treasury  replenishing.  But 
he  found  it  much  easier  to  stir  up  the  elements 
of  strife  than  to  allay  them. 

His  withdrawal  from  the  French  alliance  re¬ 
moved  the  menace  from  the  English  Hanove¬ 
rian  possession.  George  II.  eagerly  sent  an 
army  of  sixty  thousand  men  to  the  aid  of  Maria 
Theresa  against  France,  and  freely  opened  to 
her  his  purse.  The  French  were  defeated 
every  where.  They  were  driven  from  Prague, 
in  one  of  the  most  disastrous  wintry  retreats  of 
blood  and  misery  over  w'hich  the  demon  of  war 
ever  gloated.  The  powerless,  penniless  em¬ 
peror,  the  creature  of  France,  who  had  neither 
purse  nor  army,  was  driven,  a  fugitive  and  a 
vagabond,  from  his  petty  realm  of  Bavaria,  and 
was  exposed  to  humiliation,  want,  and  insult. 

Maria  Theresa  was  developing  character 
which  attracted  the  admiration  of  Europe. 
She  seriously  contemplated  taking  command 
of  her  ai-mies  herself.  She  loved  duke  Fran¬ 
cis,  her  husband,  treated  him  very  tenderly,  and 
was  anxious  to  confer  upon  him  honor ;  but  by 
nature  vastly  his  superior,  instinctively  she  as¬ 
sumed  the  command.  She  led;  he  followed. 
She  was  a  magnificent  rider.  Her  form  was 
the  perfection  of  grace.  Her  beautiful,  pen¬ 
sive,  thoughtful  face  was  tanned  by  the  weath¬ 
er.  All  hearts  throbbed  as,  on  a  spirited 
charger,  she  sometimes  swept  before  the  ranks 
of  the  army,  with  her  gorgeous  retinue,  appear¬ 
ing  and  disappearing  like  a  meteor.  She  w^as 
as  devout  as  she  was  brave,  winning  the  hom¬ 
age  of  all  Catholic  hearts.  We  know  not  where, 
in  the  long  list  of  sovereigns,  to  point  to  man 


1  Histoire  de  mon  Temps. 


'  Biblfeld,  251. 


FREDERICK  THE  GREAT, 


393 


MARIA  THERESA  AT  THE  HEAD  OP  HER  ARMY. 


or  woman  of  more  imperial  energies,  of  more 
exalted  worth. 

The  loss  of  Silesia  she  regarded  as  an  act  of 
pure  highway  robbery.  It  rankled  in  her  no¬ 
ble  heart  as  the  great  humiliation  and  disgrace 
of  her  reign.  Frederick  was  to  her  hut  as  a 
hated  and  successful  bandit,  who  had  wrenched 
from  her  crown  one  of  its  brightest  jewels.  To 
the  last  day  of  her  life  she  never  ceased  to  de¬ 
plore  the  loss.  It  is  said  that  if  any  stranger, 
obtaining  an  audience,  was  announced  as  from 
Silesia,  the  eyes  of  the  queen  would  instantly 
flood  with  tears.  But  the  fortunes  of  war  had 
now  triumphantly  turned  in  her  favor.  Aided 


by  the  armies  and  the  gold  of  England,  she  was 
on  the  high  career  of  conquest.  Her  troops 
had  overrun  Bohemia  and  Bavaria.  She  was 
disposed  to  hold  those  territories,  in  compensa¬ 
tion  for  Silesia,  which  she  had  lost. 

In  the  mean  time,  during  the  two  years  in 
which  Maria  Theresa  was  making  these  con¬ 
quests,  Frederick,  alarmed  by  the  aggrandize¬ 
ment  of  Austria,  and  the  weakening  of  France, 
while  unavailingly  striving  to  promote  peace, 
was  busily  employed  in  the  administration  of 
his  internal  affairs.  He  encouraged  letters ; 
devoted  much  attention  to  the  Academy  of 
Arts  and  Sciences ;  reared  the  most  beautiful 
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opera-house  in  Europe  ;  devoted  large  sums 
to  secure  the  finest  musicians  and  the  most  ex¬ 
quisite  ballet  dancers  which  Europe  could  af¬ 
ford.  He  sought  to  make  his  capital  attractive 
to  all  those  throughout  Europe  who  were  in¬ 
spired  by  a  thirst  for  knowledge,  or  who  were 
in  the  pursuit  of  pleasure. 

One  incident  in  this  connection,  illustrative 
of  the  man  and  of  the  times,  merits  brief  no¬ 
tice.  His  agent  at  Venice  reported  a  female 
dancer  there  of  rare  attainments,  Senora  Bar- 
berina.  She  was  marvelously  beautiful,  and  a 
perfect  fairy  in  figure  and  grace,  and  as  fasci¬ 
nating  in  her  vivacity  and  sparkling  intelligence 
as  she  was  lovely  in  person.  Frederick  imme¬ 
diately  ordered  her  to  be  engaged  for  his  opera- 
house  at  Berlin,  at  a  salary  of  nearly  four  thou¬ 
sand  dollars,  and  sundry  perquisites. 

But  it  so  happened  that  the  beautiful  dancer 
had  in  the  train  of  her  impassioned  admirers  a 
young  English  gentleman,  a  younger  brother 
of  the  earl  of  Bute.  He  was  opposed  to  Bar- 
berina’s  going  to  Prussia,  and  induced  her  to 
throw  up  the  engagement.  Frederick  was  an¬ 
gry,  and  demanded  the  execution  of  the  con¬ 
tract.  The  pretty  Barberina,  safe  in  Venice, 
made  herself  merry  with  the  complaints  of  the 
Prussian  monarch.  Frederick,  not  accustomed 
to  be  thwarted,  applied  to  the  doge  and  the  sen¬ 
ate  of  Venice  to  compel  Barberina  to  fulfill  her 
contract.  They  replied  with  great  politeness, 
but  did  nothing.  Barberina  remained  with  her 
lover  under  the  sunny  skies  of  Italy,  charming 
with  her  graceful  pirouettes  admiring  audiences 
in  the  Venetian  theatres. 

In  the  mean  time  a  Venetian  embassador,  on 
his  way  to  one  of  the  northern  courts,  passed  a 
night  at  a  hotel  in  Berlin.  He  was  immediately 
arrested,  with  his  luggage,  by  a  royal  order.  A 
dispatch  was  transmitted  to  Venice,  stating  that 
the  embassador  would  be  held  as  a  hostage  till 
Barberina  was  sent  to  Prussia.  “A  bargain,” 
says  Frederick,  in  his  emphatic  utterance,  “  is 
a  bargain.  A  state  should  have  law  courts  to 
enforce  contracts  entered  into  in  their  territo¬ 
ries.” 

The  doge  and  senate  were  brought  to  terms. 
They  seized  the  beautiful  Barberina,  placed  her 
carefully  in  a  post-chaise,  and,  under  an  escort 
of  armed  men,  sent  her,  from  stage  to  stage, 
over  mountain  and  valley,  till  she  arrived  at 
Berlin.  The  Venetian  embassador  was  then 
discharged.  The  young  English  gentleman, 
James  Mackenzie,  a  grandson  of  the  celebrated 
advocate,  sir  George  Mackenzie,  eagerly  fol¬ 
lowed  his  captured  inamorata,  and  reached  Ber¬ 
lin  two  hours  after  Barberina.  The  rumor  was 
circulated  that  he  was  about  to  marry  her. 

It  is  said  that  Frederick,  determined  not  to 
lose  his  dancer  in  that  manner,  immediately  in¬ 
formed  the  young  gentleman’s  friends  that  he 
was  about  to  form  a  mesalliance  with  an  opera 
girl.  The  impassioned  lover  was  peremptorily 
summoned  home.  Hatred  for  Frederick  con¬ 
sequently  rankled  in  young  Mackenzie  s  heart. 
This  hatred  he  communicated  to  his  brother. 


lord  Bute,  which  subsequently  had  no  little  in¬ 
fluence  in  affairs  of  national  diplomacy. 

The  king  himself  became  much  fascinated 
with  the  personal  loveliness  and  the  sparkling 
intelligence  of  the  young  dancer.  He  even  con¬ 
descended  to  take  tea  with  her,  in  company  with 
others.  Not  long  after  her  arrival  in  Berlin, 
she  made  a  conquest  of  a  young  gentleman  of 
one  of  the  first  Prussian  families,  M.  Cocceji,  son 
of  the  celebrated  chancellor,  and  was  privately 
married  to  him.  For  a  time  Barberina  contin¬ 
ued  upon  the  stage.  At  length,  in  the  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  ample  wealth,  she  purchased  a  splendid 
mansion,  and,  publicly  announcing  her  mar¬ 
riage,  retired  with  her  husband  to  private  hfe. 
But  the  mother  of  Cocceji,  and  other  proud  fam¬ 
ily  friends,  scorned  the  lowly  alliance.  A  di¬ 
vorce  was  the  result.  Soon  after  Barberina 
was  married  to  a  nobleman  of  high  rank,  and 
we  hear  of  her  no  more. 

Though  Frederick,  in  his  private  correspond¬ 
ence,  often  spoke  very  contemptuously  of  Vol¬ 
taire,  it  would  seem,  if  any  reliance  can  be 
placed  on  the  testimony  of  Voltaire  himself, 
that  Frederick  sedulously  courted  the  author, 
whose  pen  was  then  so  potential  in  Europe. 
By  express  invitation,  Voltaire  spent  a  week 
with  Frederick  at  Aix  la  Chapelle,  early  in 
September,  1742.  He  writes  to  a  friend  from 
Brussels,  under  date  of  December  10  : 

“  I  have  been  to  see  the  king  of  Prussia.  I 
have  courageously  resisted  his  fine  proposals. 
He  offers  me  a  beautiful  house  in  Berlin,  a 
pretty  estate,  but  I  prefer  my  second-floor  in 
madame  Du  Chatelet’s  here.  He  assures  me 
of  his  favor,  of  the  perfect  freedom  I  should 
have  ;  and  I  am  running  to  Paris,  to  my  slavery 
and  persecution.  I  could  fancy  myself  a  small 
Athenian  refusing  the  bounties  of  the  king  of 
Persia ;  with  this  difference,  however,  one  had 
liberty  at  Athens.” 

Again  he  writes,  under  the  same  date,  to  the 
marquis  D’Argenson : 

“  I  have  just  been  to  see  the  king  of  Prussia. 
I  have  seen  him  as  one  seldom  sees  kings,  much 
at  my  ease,  in  my  own  room,  in  the  chimney- 
corner,  whither  the  same  man  who  has  gained 
two  battles  would  come  and  talk  familiarly,  as 
Scipio  did  with  Terence.  You  will  tell  me  I 
am  not  Terence.  True  ;  hut  neither  is  he  al¬ 
together  Scipio.” 

Again  he  writes,  under  the  same  date,  to  car¬ 
dinal  De  Fleury,  then  the  most  prominent  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  cabinet  of  Louis  XV.  : 

“  Monseigneuk, — I  am  bound  to  give  your 
excellency  some  account  of  my  journey  to  Aix 
la  Chapelle.  I  could  not  leave  Brussels  until 
the  second  of  this  month.  On  the  road  I  met 
a  courier  from  the  king  of  Prussia,  coming  to 
reiterate  his  master’s  orders  on  me.  The  king 
had  me  lodged  in  quarters  near  his  own  apart¬ 
ment.  He  passed,  for  two  consecutive  days, 
four  hours  at  a  time  in  my  room,  with  all  that 
goodness  and  familiarity  which  form,  as  you 
know,  part  of  his  character,  and  which  does  not 
lower  the  king’s  dignity,  because  one  is  duly 
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careful  not  to  abuse  it.  I  had  abundant  time 
to  speak  with  a  great  deal  of  freedom  on  what 
your  excellency  had  prescribed  to  me,  and  the 
king  spoke  to  me  with  an  equal  frankness. 

“First  he  asked  me  ‘if  it  were  true  that  the 
French  nation  were  so  angered  against  him,  if 
the  king  was,  and  if  you  were.’  I  answered 
‘that  there  was  nothing  permanent.’  He  then 
condescended  to  speak  fully  upon  the  reasons 
which  induced  him  to  make  peace.  These 
reasons  were  so  remarkable  that  I  dare  not 
trust  them  to  this  paper.  All  that  I  dare  say 
is,  that  it  seems  to  me  easy  to  lead  back  the 
mind  of  this  sovereign,  whom  the  situation  of 
his  territories,  his  interest,  and  his  taste,  would 
appear  to  mark  as  the  natural  ally  of  France. 
He  said,  moreover,  ‘  that  he  earnestly  desired 
to  see  Bohemia  in  the  emperor’s  hands,  that  he 
renounced  all  claim  on  Berg  and  Jiilick,  and 
that  he  thought  only  of  keeping  Silesia.’  He 
said  ‘  that  he  knew  well  enough  that  the  house 
of  Austria  would  one  day  wish  to  recover  that 
fine  province,  but  that  he  trusted  he  could  keep 
his  conquest.  That  he  had  at  that  time  a  hun¬ 
dred  and  thirty  thousand  soldiers  perfectly  pre¬ 
pared  for  war  ;  that  he  would  make  of  Neisse, 
Glogau,  and  Brieg  fortresses  as  strong  as  We- 
sel ;  that  he  was  well  informed  that  the  queen 
of  Hungary  owed  eighty  million  German  crowns 
($60,000,000) ;  that  her  provinces,  exhausted 
and  wide  apart,  would  not  be  able  to  make 
long  efforts  ;  and  that  the  Austrians  for  a  long 
time  to  come  could  not  of  themselves  be  for¬ 
midable.’ 

Frederick  was  accustomed  to  cover  his  deep 
designs  of  diplomacy  by  the  promotion  of  the 
utmost  gayety  in  his  capital.  Never  did  Ber¬ 
lin  exhibit  such  spectacles  of  festivity  and  jjleas- 
ure  as  during  the  winter  of  1742  and  1743. 


1  It  would  seem  that  Voltaire  was  sent  to  I’rederick 
as  the  secret  agent  and  spy  of  the  French  minister. 
“Voltaire,”  writes  Macaulay,  “was  received  with  ev¬ 
ery  mark  of  respect  and  friendship.  The  negotiation 
was  of  an  extraordinary  description.  Nothing  can 
he  conceived  more  whimsical  than  the  conferences 
which  took  place  between  the  first  literary  man  and 
the  first  practical  man  of  the  age,  whom  a  strange 
weakness  had  Induced  to  change  their  parts.  The 
great  poet  would  talk  of  nothing  hut  treaties  and 
guarantees ;  and  the  king  of  nothing  hut  metaphors 
and  rhymes.  On  one  occasion,  Voltaire  put  into  his 
majesty’s  hand  a  paper  on  the  state  of  Europe,  and  re¬ 
ceived  it  hack  with  verses  scrawled  on  the  margin. 
In  secret  they  both  laughed  at  each  other.  Voltaire 
did  not  spare  the  king’s  poems,  and  the  king  has  left 
on  record  his  opinion  of  Voltaire’s  diplomacy,  saying, 
“He  had  ho  credentials,  and  the  whole  mission  was 
a  mere  farce.” 

As  a  specimen  of  the  character  of  the  document 
above  alluded  to,  we  give  the  following.  Voltaire,  in 
what  he  deemed  a  very  important  state  paper,  had 
remarked :  .  j  ^ 

“The  partisans  of  Austria  burn  with  the  desire  to 
open  the  campaign  in  Silesia  again.  Have  you,  in  that 
case,  any  ally  hut  France  ?  And  however  potent  you 
are,  is  an  ally  useless  to  you  ?” 

The  king  scribbled  on  the  margin 
“Mon  ami. 

Don’t  you  see 
We  will  receive  them 
A  la  Barbari  1” 


There  was  a  continued  succession  of  operas, 
balls,  fetes,  and  sleigh-parties.  Frederick’s  two 
younger  sisters  were  at  that  time  brilliant  orna¬ 
ments  of  his  court.  They  were  both  remark¬ 
ably  beautiful  and  vivacious.  The  princess 
Louise  Ulrique  was  in  her  twenty-third  year. 
The  following  letter  to  Frederick,  from  these 
two  princesses,  will  bo  keenly  appreciated  by 
many  of  our  young  lady  readers,  whose  ex¬ 
penses  have  exceeded  their  allowance.  It 
shows  very  conclusively  that  there  may  be  the 
same  pecuniary  annoyances  in  the  palaces  of 
kings  as  in  more  humble  homes. 

“Berlin,  1st  of  March,  1743. 

“  My  dearest  Brother, — I  know'  not  if  it 
is  not  too  bold  to  trouble  your  majesty  on  pri¬ 
vate  affairs.  But  the  great  confidence  my  sis¬ 
ter  and  I  have  in  your  kindness  encourages  us 
to  lay  before  you  a  sincere  avowal  of  our  little 
finances,  which  are  a  good  deal  deranged  just 
now.  The  revenues,  having  for  two  years  and 
a  half  past  been  rather  small,  amounting  to 
only  four  hundred  crowns  ($300)  a  year,  could 
not  be  made  to  cover  all  the  little  expenses  re¬ 
quired  in  the  adjustment  of  ladies.  This  cir¬ 
cumstance,  added  to  our  card-playing,  though 
small,  which  we  could  not  dispense  with,  has 
led  us  into  debt.  Mine  amounts  to  fifteen  hun¬ 
dred  crowns  ($1125);  my  sister’s,  to  eighteen 
hundred  crowns  ($1350).  We  have  not  spoken 
of  it  to  the  queen-mother,  though  W'e  are  sure 
she  would  have  tried  to  assist  us.  But  as  that 
could  not  have  been  done  without  some  incon¬ 
venience  to  her,  and  as  she  would  have  re¬ 
trenched  in  some  of  her  own  little  entertain¬ 
ments,  I  thought  W'e  should  do  better  to  apply 
directly  to  your  majesty.  We  were  persuaded 
you  would  have  taken  it  amiss  had  we  de¬ 
prived  the  queen  of  her  smallest  i^leasure,  and 
especially  as  we  consider  you,  my  dear  brother, 
the  father  of  the  family,  and  hope  you  will  be 
so  gracious  as  to  help  us.  We  shall  never  for¬ 
get  the  kind  acts  of  your  majesty.  We  beg 
you  to  be  persuaded  of  the  perfect  and  tender 
attachment  with  which  we  are  proud  to  be,  all 
our  lives,  your  majesty’s  most  humble  sisters 
and  servants.  Louise  Ulrique, 

“Ann  Amelia. 

“P.S. — I  most  humbly  beg  your  majesty 
not  to  speak  of  this  to  the  queen-mother,  as 
perhaps  she  would  not  approve  of  the  step  w'e 
are  now  taking.  Ann  Amelia. 

About  this  time  Frederick  was  somewhat 
alarmed  by  a  statement  issued  by  the  court  of 
Austria,  that  the  emperor,  Charles  Albert,  w'as 
no  legitimate  emperor  at  all ;  that  the  election 
was  not  valid  ;  and  that  Austria,  which  had  the 
emperor’s  kingdom  of  Bavaria  by  the  throat, 
insisted  upon  compensation  for  the  Silesia  she 
had  lost.  It  was  evident  that  Maria  Theresa, 
whose  armies  were  every  where  successful,  was 
determined  that  her  husband,  duke  Francis, 
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should  be  decorated  with  the  imperial  crown. 

It  now  seemed  probable  that  she  would  be 
able  to  accomplish  her  design.  Frederick  was 
alarmed,  and  deemed  it  necessary  to  strengthen 
himself  by  matrimonial  alliances. 

The  heir  to  the  Russian  throne  was  an  or¬ 
phan  boy,  Peter  Federowitz.  The  Russian 
court  was  looking  around  to  obtain  for  him 
a  suitable  wife.  Frederick’s  commandant  at 
Stettin,  a  man  of  renowned  lineage,  had  a  beau¬ 
tiful  daughter  of  fourteen.  She  was  a  buxom 
girl,  full  of  life  as  she  frolicked  upon  the  ram¬ 
parts  of  the  fortress  with  her  young  compan¬ 
ions.  Frederick  succeeded  in  obtaining  her 
hetrothal  to  the  young  prince  of  Russia.  She 
was  solemnly  transferred  from  the  Protestant 
to  the  Greek  religion ;  her  name  was  changed 
to  Catherine  ;  and  she  was  eventually  married, 
greatly  to  the  satisfaction  of  Frederick,  to  the 
young  Russian  czar. 

Adolph  Frederick  was  the  heir  to  the  throne 
of  Sweden.  Successful  diplomacy  brought  a 
magnificent  embassy  from  Stockholm  to  Ber¬ 
lin,  to  demand  princess  Ulrique  as  the  bride  of 
Sweden’s  future  king.  The  course  of  love, 
whether  true  or  false,  certainly  did  in  this  case 
inin  smooth.  The  marriage  ceremony  was  at¬ 
tended  in  Beflin  with  such  splendor  as  the 
Prussian  capital  had  never  wutnessed  before. 
The  beautiful  Ulrique  was  very  much  beloved. 
She  w-as  married  by  proxy,  her  brother  Augus¬ 
tus  William  standing  in  the  place  of  the  bride¬ 
groom. 

All  eyes  were  dimmed  with  tears  as,  after  a 
week  of  brilliant  festivities,  she  prepared  for  her 
departure.  The  carriages  were  at  the  door  to 
convey  her,  with  her  accompan3dng  suit  of 
lords  and  ladies,  to  Stralsund,  where  the  Swed¬ 
ish  Senate  and  nobles  were  to  receive  her. 
The  princess  entered  the  royal  apartment  to 
take  leave  of  her  friends,  dressed  in  a  rose- 
colored  riding-habit,  trimmed  with  silver.  The 
vest  which  encircled  her  slender  waist  was  of 
sea-green,  with  lappets  and  collar  of  the  same. 
She  wore  a  small  English  bonnet  of  black  vel¬ 
vet  with  a  white  plume.  Her  flowing  hair  hung 
in  ringlets  over  her  shoulders,  bound  with  rose- 
colored  ribbon. 

The  king,  who  was  devotedly  attached  to  his 
sister,  and  who  was  very  fond,  on  all  occasions, 
of  composing  rhymes  which  he  called  poetry, 
wrote  a  very  tender  ode,  bidding  her  adieu.  It 
commenced  with  the  words: 

“Partez,  ma  Soeur,  partez; 

La  Subtle  vous  attend,  la  Suede 
vous  desire.” 

Go,  my  Sister,  go  ; 

Sweden  waits  you,  Sweden 
wishes  yon. 

“His  majesty  gave  it  to  her  at  the  moment 
when  she  was  about  to  take  leave  of  the  two 
queens.  The  princess  threw  her  eyes  on  it  and 
fell  into  a  faint.  The  king  had  almost  done 
the  like.  His  tears  fliowed  abundantly.  The 
princes  and  princesses  were  overcome  with  sor¬ 
row.  At  last  Hotter  judged  it  time  to  put  an 
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end  to  this  tragic  scene.  He  entered  the  hall 
almost  like  Boreas  in  the  ballet  of  “The  Rose 

_ that  is  to  say,  with  a  crash.  He  made  one  or 

two  whirlwinds,  clovm  the  pjress,  and  snatched 
away  the  princess  from  the  arms  of  the  queen- 
mother,  took  her  in  his  own,  and  whisked  her 
out  of  the  hall.  All  the  world  followed.  The 
carriages  were  waiting  in  the  court ;  and  the 
princess  in  a  moment  found  herself  in  hers. 

“  I  was  in  such  a  state  I  know  not  how  we 
got  down  stairs.  I  remember  only  that  it  was 
in  a  concert  of  lamentable  sobbings.  Madame, 
the  marchioness  of  Schwedt,  who  had  been 
named  to  attend  the  princess  to  Stralsund,  on 
the  Swedish  frontier,  this  high  lady,  and  the 
two  dames  D’Atours,  who  were  for  Sweden 
itself,  having  sprung  into  the  same  carriage,  the 
door  of  it  was  shut  with  a  slam,  the  postillions 
cracked,  the  carriage  shot  aw’ay,  and  disap¬ 
peared  from  our  eyes.  In  a  moment  the  king 
and  court  lost  sight  of  the  beloved  Ulrique  for¬ 
ever. 

Frederick  was  far  from  being  an  amiable 
man.  He  would  often  cruelly  banter  his  com¬ 
panions,  knowing  that  it  was  impossible  for 
them  to  indulge  in  any  retort.  Baron  Pbllnitz 
was  a  very  weak  old  man,  who  had  several 
times  changed  his  religion  to  subserve  his  pri¬ 
vate  interests.  He  had  been  rather  a  petted 
courtier  during  three  reigns.  Now  in  extreme 
old  age,  and  weary  of  the  world,  he  wished  to 
renounce  Protestantism,  and  to  enter  the  clois¬ 
ters  of  the  convent  in  preparation  for  death. 
He  applied  to  the  king  for  permission  to  do  so. 
Frederick  furnished  him  with  the  following  sar¬ 
castic  parting  testimony.  It  was  widely  circu¬ 
lated  through  many  of  the  journals  of  that  day, 
exciting  peals  of  laughter  as  a  capital  royal 
joke : 

“  Whereas  the  baron  De  Pbllnitz,  born  of  hon¬ 
est  parents,  so  far  as  we  know',  having  served 
our  grandfather  as  gentleman  of  the  chamber, 
madame  D'Orleans  in  the  same  rank,  the  king 
of  Spain  as  colonel,  the  deceased  emperor 
Charles  VI.  as  captain  of  horse,  the  pope  as 
chamberlain,  the  duke  of  Brunswick  as  cham¬ 
berlain,  the  duke  of  W'eimar  as  ensign,  our  fa¬ 
ther  as  chamberlain,  and,  in  fine,  us  as  grand 
master  of  ceremonies,  has,  notwithstanding  such 
accumulation  of  honors,  become  disgusted  with 
the  world,  and  requests  of  us  a  parting  testi¬ 
mony  ; 

“'We,  remembering  his  important  services  to 
our  house,  in  diverting  for  nine  years  long  the 
late  king  our  father,  and  doing  the  honors  of 
our  court  through  the  now  reign,  can  not  refuse 
such  request.  We  do  hereby  certify  that  the 
said  baron  Pbllnitz  has  never  assassinated, 
robbed  on  the  highway,  poisoned,  forcibly  cut 
purses,  or  done  other  atrocity  or  legal  crime  at 
our  court ;  but  that  he  has  always  maintained 
gentlemanly  behavior,  making  not  more  than 
honest  use  of  the  industry  and  talents  he  has 
been  endowed  with  at  birth  ;  imitating  the  ob- 
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ject  of  tlijs  drama- — that  is,  correcting  mankind 
by  gentle  quizzing- — following  in  the  matter  of 
sobriety  Boerhaave’s  counsels,  pushing  Chris¬ 
tian  charity  so  far  as  often  to  make  the  rich 
understand  that  it  is  more  blessed  to  give  than 
to  receive  ;  possessing  perfectly  the  anecdotes 
of  our  various  mansions,  especially  of  our  worn- 
out  furnitures,  rendering  himself  by  his  merits 
necessary  to  those  who  know  him,  and,  with  a 
very  bad  head,  having  a  very  good  heart. 

“Our  anger  the  said  baron  Pdllnitz  never 
kindled  but  once.^  But  as  the  loveliest  coun¬ 
tries  have  their  barren  spots,  the  most  beauti¬ 
ful  forms  their  imperfections,  pictures  by  the 
greatest  masters  their  faults,  we  are  willing  to 
cover  with  the  veil  of  oblivion  those  of  the  said 
baron.  We  do  hereby  grant  him,  with  regret, 
the  leave  of  absence  he  requires,  and  abolish 


his  office  altogether,  that  it  may  he  blotted  from 
the  memory  of  man,  not  judging  that  any  one, 
after  the  said  baron,  can  be  worthy  to  fill  it. 

“  Ekedekick. 

“Potsdam,  April  1,  1T44.” 

No  man  of  kindly  sympathies  could  have  thus 
wantonly  wounded  the  feelings  of  a  poor  old 
man  who  had,  according  to  his  capacity,  served 
himself,  his  father,  and  his  grandfather,  and 
who  was  just  dropping  into  the  grave.  A  gen¬ 
erous  heart  would  have  forgotten  the  foibles, 
and,  remembering  only  the  virtues,  would  have 
spoken  words  of  cheer  to  the  world-weary  heart, 
seeking  a  sad  refuge  in  the  glooms  of  the  clois¬ 
ter.  It  must  be  confessed  that  Frederick  often 
manifested  one  of  the  worst  traits  in  human  na¬ 
ture.  He  took  pleasure  in  inflicting  pain  upon 
others. 


THE  OLD  LOVE  AGAIN. 

By  ANNIE  THOMAS. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

“the  woman  who  hesitates?” 

HAT  letter  of  Gerald  Barrington’s  was  only 
one  of  the  many  mistakes  the  man  had  been 
in  the  habit  of  making  all  his  life.  When  Miss 
Delany  had  gone  out  of  his  path  at  the  great 
gates  of  the  Vicarage  grounds,  he  ought  to  have 
bowed  his  head  and  accepted  her  exit  as  flnal, 
and  his  wife’s  presence  as  inevitable,  and  so  a 
thing  to  be  borne  philosophically.  Instead  of 
doing  this,  however,  he  must  needs  write  to  the 
one  and  remonstrate  with  the  other — wronging 
them  both  a  little  by  the  tone  he  took. 

Ardleigh  End  was  some  little  distance  from 
the  Vicarage  entrance.  On  ordinary  occasions 
Mrs.  Barrington  would  have  deemed  it  too  far 
to  walk.  But  she  was  spared  all  sense  of  fa¬ 
tigue  this  day  by  her  strong  sense  of  wifely  in- 
jury. 

She  maintained  a  blighting  silence  for  a  min¬ 
ute  or  two  after  Miss  Delany  left  them — and, 
be  it  remembered,  a  minute  or  two  is  a  very 
long  time  when  two  angry  people  are  walking 
together  in  a  country  lane.  In  any  amusing 
street — that  is,  in  any  street  that  is  well  sup¬ 
plied  with  shops — a  savage  wife  can  get  over 
the  time  with  an  apparently  unconcerned  air. 
But  between  Ardleigh  Vicarage  and  Ardleigh 
End  there  was  nothing  to  be  bought.  At  last 
she  spoke  5  and  though  she  was  a  boisterous, 
underbred  woman,  who  had  never  touched  his 
heart  or  his  taste,  there  was  something  pathet¬ 
ic  in  her  eyes  and  her  voice  and  her  manner. 
He  could  not  help  acknowledging  this  to  himself. 

“  I  believe  I  suffered  more  than  either  of 
you  did,  Gerald,  just  now,  when  I  came  upon 
you  in  that  wood.” 

1  In  Pollnitz’s  memoirs  and  letters  he  repeated  the 
rumor  that  the  great  elector’s  second  wife,  an  ances¬ 
tress  of  Frederick,  had  attempted  to  poison  her  step¬ 
son. 


“  A  self-sought  punishment.  How  could  you 
bring  yourself  to  wrong  yourself  and  me  by  com¬ 
ing  ‘  upon  us,’  as  you  term  it,  in  that  way  ?”  he 
said,  coldly. 

“  Why  didn’t  you  say  outright  you  knew  her  ? 
Why  didn’t  she  say  it  ?  Why  did  you  both  try 
to  deceive  me,  Gerald  ?” 

“Be  careful  what  you  say.” 

“  You  can’t  wonder  at  my  speaking  the  truth, 
however  careless  I  may  be  of  my  own  comfort 
in  doing  it.  You  think  I  am  alwa3's  to  be  w'ith- 
put  feeling  because  I  have  had  to  bear  coldness 
from  your  grand  friends.  You  forget  that  I 
am  your  lawful  wife,  it  seems  to  me.” 

“Would  to  Heaven  I  could  forget  it!” 

“Oh,  Gerald,  those  are  cruel  words!” 

“And  your  words  were  cruel,  when  the  way 
you  became  my  lawful  wife  is  considered.  Was 
I  not  put  by  you  and  yours  in  a  position  that 
no  honorable  man  could  extricate  himself  from 
honorablj’?  You  were  cruel  to  me,  Harriet. 
Have  I  ever  reproached  you  with  it?” 

“Not  in  words,  certainly,”  she  said,  drying 
the  tears  that  had  sprung  into  her  eyes. 

“No,  not  in  words,  nor  in  act  either.  I  have 
given  you  every  comfort  and  luxury  that  mon¬ 
ey  can  command.  You  married  for  them,  and 
you  have  had  them.” 

“I  wanted  something  more,  Gerald — I  did, 
indeed ;  frivolous  as  you  think  me,  and  empty- 
headed,  I  would  give  all  the  comforts  and  lux¬ 
uries  for  your  love  and  respect.  ” 

“Such  an  appeal  from  you  to  me  degrades 
us  both  still  more  than  we  are  already  de¬ 
graded,”  he  said,  coldly.  “When  you  forgot 
your  maiden  modesty,  and  forced  3murself  upon 
an  unwilling  man,  you  could  not  have  cared  for 
his  love  or  respect.” 

“But,  as  a  wife  who  has  always  done  her 
duty,  I  have  a  right  to  your  confidence,”  she 
said,  recovering  her  spirit  and  her  color.  “  And 
I  ask  you  now  what  I  have  done  that  both  Miss 
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Delany  and  you  should  stoop — yes,  stoop — to 
deceive  me?  I  ask  you,  too,  which  of  us  look¬ 
ed  the  guilty,  faulty,  ‘  unmaidenly’  woman  when 
I  came  upon  you  just  now  ?  I  ask  you—” 

“You  have  asked  too  many  questions  al¬ 
ready,  Harriet,”  he  intermpted;  and  by  this 
time  they  had  come  into  the  Ardleigh  End 
grounds,  and  he  was  able  to  turn  away  to  the 
stables. 

He  sauntered  about  among  his  horses  for 
some  little  time,  and  then  he  went  in  and  rang 
for  some  luncheon  to  be  brought  to  him  in  his 
own  study.  Mrs.  Barrington  was  not  gifted 
with  reticence.  He  knew,  from  fatal  experi¬ 
ence,  that  she  would  go  on,  before  the  servants, 
reproaching  and  recriminating  and  reviling ; 
and  he  shrank  from  public  mention  being  made 
of  Miss  Delany’s  name. 

At  last  he  decided  that  it  was  simply  his 
duty  as  a  man,  simply  what  was  due  from  him 
as  a  courteous  gentleman,  that  he  should  write 
to  Nina,  and  apologize  to  her  for  “  any  thing 
that  might  have  transpired  that  morning  to  an¬ 
noy  or  wound  her.”  He  would  cast  no  more 
open  blame  upon  his  wife  than  was  conveyed  in 
those  quoted  words.  If  he  never  saw  Nina 
again,  she  should  not  have  such  a  painful  last 
impression  of  him  as  she  must  have  now. 

Accordingly,  he  wrote  a  few  discreet,  blame¬ 
less  words  to  Miss  Delany,  and  then,  before  he 
signed  his  name,  he  paused.  There  was  some¬ 
thing  else  he  longed  to  say,  but  he  hesitated 
much  about  saying  it.  At  last  he  scribbled  it 
down  hastily,  signed,  sealed,  and  sent  the  let¬ 
ter,  and  then  tried  to  think  that  he  had  acted 
wisely.  . 

The  last  few  words  were  an  urgent  request 
that  she  would  see  him  “  once  more — when,  and 
where,  and  how  she  pleased — hut  once  more, 
alone,  he  prayed  her  to  see  him.” 

Until  dinner-time  that  day  Nina  Delany  sat 
by  herself  and  debated  as  to  the  advisability  of 
doing  as  he,  the  only  man  she  had  ever  loved  in 
all  her  life,  requested  her  to  do.  By  dinner¬ 
time  she  had  advanced  a  stage,  and  had  begun 
to  question  concerning  the  possibility  of  doing 
so.  “Shall  I  attempt  it?”  had  been  her  first 
question  to  herself.  “  Shall  I  succeed  in  doing 
it  without  compromising  him  at  all?”  was  all 
she  asked  herself  now. 

Miss  Delany  quite  made  up  her  mind  to  con¬ 
sult  Mrs.  Eldon  on  the  subject.  “  Gertrude  is 
very  sensible  and  very  kind-hearted,”  she  said 
to  herself;  “it  will  be  better  for  me  to  take 
her  advice.”  But  when  she  went  down  to  din¬ 
ner,  it  seemed  to  her  that  it  would  be  a  very 
hard  thing  to  open  her  heart  to  her  friend.  Ger¬ 
trude  evidently  thought  that  there  had  been 
want  of  wisdom  shown  by  Miss  Delany  iit  the 
Barrington  affair.  ‘  ‘  How  you  can  give  a  second 
thought  to  a  man  who  was  found  to  he  worth¬ 
less  once,  and  who  has  consoled  himself  with 
such  a  commonplace  woman,  I  can’t  imagine,” 
Mrs.  Eldon  said,  speaking  with  that  little  air 
of  astonishment  and  suppressed  censure  which 
is  so  very  hard  to  endure. 


“Perhaps  not;  but  then  you  see,  Gertrude, 
you  never  gave  your  first  love-thoughts  to  Ger¬ 
ald  Barrington,”  Miss  Delany  replied;  and  at 
the  same  moment  she  resolved  that  Gertrude 
was  not  a  fit  and  proper  person  in  whom  to  con¬ 
fide  this  further  diflflculty  of  hers. 

“And  really,  Nina,  to  be  quite  outspoken 
and  just,  I  can’t  wonder  at  Mrs.  Barrington 
being  less  than  civil  when  she  came  upon  you 
this  morning.” 

“  Came  upon  us !  What  a  phrase  to  use  !” 

“Well,  when  she  met  you;  there  had  been 
secrecy  observed  against  her,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said, 
patting  her  owm  hand  rather  vehemently  with 
a  paper-knife.  This  conversation  took  place 
when  the  two  ladies  were  alone  in  the  drawing¬ 
room,  after  dinner,  and  were,  therefore,  unfet¬ 
tered  in  the  expression  of  their  thoughts  by  Mr. 
Eldon’s  presence. 

“  There  has  been  no  secrecy  observed  against 
her.  I  can  not  feel  that  it  was  due  to  her  for 
me  to  analyze,  in  her  presence,  the  likelihood 
of  the  Gerald  Barrington  whom  she  married 
being  the  same  Gerald  Barrington  I  was  once 
going  to  marry  ;  I  can  not  feel  that  I  owed  it  to 
her  to  rake  over  the  ashes  of  that  past  to  which 
he  belongs.”  Miss  Delany  said  these  words 
warmly ;  and  simultaneously  with  her  warm 
speech  was  born  the  resolve  to  write  and  ap¬ 
point  a  last  meeting  with  Gerald  Barrington 
that  same  night. 

“Then  he  ought  to  have  told  her,”  Mrs. 
Eldon  persisted;  “yes,  Nina,  indeed  he  ought 
to  have  done  so.  You  would  agree  with  me  if 
you  gave  yourself  time  to  think.  She’s  neither 
a  nice,  nor  a  lady-like,  nor  a  particularly  good 
woman,  I  should  think,  but,  far  all  that,  she  is 
his  wife.” 

This  last  assertion  was  unansw'erahle,  and  the 
former  part  of  the  speech  was  unflattering  in  its 
air  of  reprobation  and  resolution.  Miss  Delany 
therefore  said  nothing,  but  sat  looking  out 
through  the  open  window,  away  into  the  deep¬ 
ening  shadows  that  were  hanging  over  the 
wood  where  she  had  been  strolling  with  Gerald 
Barrington  in  the  morning.  “  He  shall  always 
be  my  very  dear  friend,  though  he  can  never  be 
more  now,”  she  thought;  “no  one  shall  teach 
me  to  shun  him — no  one  shall  guide  my  hand, 
and  cause  it  to  stab  him  any  more  ;”  and  in  her 
heart,  as  she  said  this,  she  forgave  him  freely 
all  that  “  unworthiness”  of  which  he  had  been 
accused,  and  of  which  she  had  once  believed 
him  capable. 

The  next  morning  she  walked  down  into  the 
village  and  posted  a  note  to  him.  “In  com¬ 
mon  courtesy,  I  must  grant  your  request,”  she 
wrote,  and  then  she  had  hesitated  a  good  deal 
as  to  where  she  would  say  she  would  see  him. 
“It’s  Gertrude’s  fault  that  I  don’t  say  here,” 
she  said  to  herself,  as  her  pen  halted.  Then, 
after  the  pause  of  a  few  moments,  she  went  on 
quickly  and  firmly,  “I  can  not  invite  you  here, 
as  would  he  seemly  ;  but  I  will  meet  you  on  the 
platform  of  the  Sedgwick  Station,  at  twelve 
o’clock  to-morrow.” 


THE  OLD  LOVE  AGAIN. 


399 


CHAPTER  V. 

AN  ERROR  OF  JUDGMENT. 

The  Sedgwick  platform  was  a  very  natural 
place  for  Miss  Delany  to  be  on  at  the  hour  of 
twelve.  Sedgwick  itself — an  aspiring  country 
town — was  broad  awake  and  in  full  dress  by 
that  time,  as  the  numerous  country  ladies  who 
thronged  its  clean  streets,  and  gazed  admiringly 
into  its  shop  windows,  could  testify.  Miss  De¬ 
lany  had  selected  her  hour  advisedly.  She 
knew  that  there  would  he  so  many  people  upon 
the  platform  then  that  the  presence  and  the 
meeting  of  Mr.  Ban'ington  and  herself  would 
be  in  nowise  remarkable. 

The  girl  was  sorely  harassed  in  her  own  mind 
about  this  which  she  was  doing,  though  she 
told  herself  over  and  over  again  that  she  was 
quite  right  in  doing  it.  There  was  a  loyalty  to 
the  man  whom  she  had  marred  to  be  observed, 
as  well  as  toward  the  woman  he  had  married. 
There  should  be  nothing  light,  frivolous,  and 
volatile  about  the  tone  of  their  talk.  “It  shall 
be  like  a  funeral  service — as  solemn  and  as 
sad,”  she  said  to  herself;  and,  indeed,  she 
looked  upon  it  as  the  funeral  service  to  be  read 
over  the  ashes  of  the  past. 

So  she  ordained  ;  but  alas  !  she  could  not  act 
thus,  in  spite  of  so  ordaining.  She  was  too  un¬ 
like  a  mourner  come  to  bury  forever  solemnly 
the  ashes  of  the  past,  as  she  stepped  out  of  the 
carriage  on  to  the  platform — far  too  unlike  a 
mourner  in  her  bright  summer  dress  and  bright¬ 
er  beauty  for  Gerald  Barrington  to  be  peniten¬ 
tial  about  her  and  the  past.  While  as  for  her, 
he  looked  far  too  heartily  rejoiced  to  see  her  for 
any  woman  to  strike  the  right  key-note  cf  sad¬ 
ness  which  was  to  pervade  the  whole  melody  of 
the  meeting. 

There  were  dozens  of  people  upon  the  plat¬ 
form.  The  majority  of  them  were  ladies,  the 
wives  of  priests  and  deacons  and  squires  and 
farmers  from  the  neighboring  villages.  They 
were  nearly  all  of  them  intent,  wholly  and  sole¬ 
ly  intent  it  appeared,  upon  getting  away  from 
the  platform,  and  up  into  the  Sedgwick  streets 
and  shops,  as  soon  as  possible.  Still  for  all  this 
a  few  of  them  had  time  to  bow  to  Mr.  Barring¬ 
ton,  and  glance  suspiciously  at  his  companion,  as 
they  hurried  along  to  the  wicket  of  exit. 

“  Where  shall  we  go  ?”  Mr.  Barrington  said, 
as  they  gave  up  their  tickets  and  got  out  into 
the  road.  Eager  as  he  had  been  to  see  her, 
delighted  as  he  was  to  see  her,  still  he  was  be¬ 
ginning  to  feel,  and  to  feel  keenly,  the  awkward¬ 
ness  of  their  position. 

“  I  have  shopping  to  do,”  Nina  said,  hurried¬ 
ly  ;  ^^we  had  better  walk  up  to  the  shops  at 
once.” 

“  And  meet  all  those  women  again  ?”  he  said, 
complainingly. 

“  I  care  very  little  whether  I  meet  ‘  those  wo¬ 
men’  again  or  not,”  Miss  Delany  said,  haughti¬ 
ly  ;  but  though  she  spoke  haughtily,  she  paused 
in  her  path  to  the  town,  and  evidently  expected 
him  to  propose  another. 


“  Of  course  it’s  a  matter  of  very  minor  im¬ 
portance  whether  we  see  them  again  or  not,” 
he  said,  with  affected  carelessness  and  real  con¬ 
fusion;  “still  I  thought  it  would  be  better  to 
have  a  few  quiet  words  than  a  disjointed  con¬ 
versation  subject  to  continual  interruptions  from 
passing  acquaintances.” 

“I  will  walk  whichever  way  you  like  for  half 
an  hour,”  she  said  then,  though  her  reason  told 
her  that  she  was  unwise  in  not  going  into  the 
watchful,  gossiping  little  town  at  once.  So 
then  they  turned  and  sauntered  along  an  un¬ 
frequented  lane  for  half  an  hour,  and  then  re¬ 
traced  their  steps  into  Sedgwick,  and  had  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  themselves  curiously  sur¬ 
veyed  from  every  shop  door  and  window  as 
they  passed. 

And  all  this  for  what  ?  for  what,  indeed  ? 
Just  for  the  sake  of  testing  the  vague  expecta¬ 
tion  each  had  that  the  other  had  something  to 
say  which  would  make  their  past  relations  pleas¬ 
anter  to  look  upon.  A  vague  expectation  which 
was  not  realized,  for  they  spent  the  solitary  walk 
in  saying  little  things  which  had  a  deep  mean¬ 
ing  to  the  utterer  and  none  at  all  to  the  hearer, 
and  in  trying  to  counteract  the  impropriety  of 
having  met  at  all  by  rendering  the  meeting  un¬ 
satisfactory  by  an  air  of  too  late  prudence  and 
caution. 

As  for  what  they  said,  every  word  of  it  might 
have  been  -written  down  and  read  by  Mrs.  Bar¬ 
rington  without  causing  her  one  jealous  pang. 
Nina  began  by  saying  that  the  road  was  very 
dusty,  but  that,  for  her  part,  she  preferred  dust 
to  mud,  and,  indeed,  preferred  every  attribute 
of  summer  to  any  one  of  winter.  When  Gerald 
had  assented  to  this  harmless  proposition  the 
ball  of  conversation  ceased  to  roll  for  several 
yards.  The  solitude  they  had  sought  so  rash¬ 
ly  and  eagerly  was  too  much  for  them,  in  fact. 
At  last  Miss  Delany  tried  again. 

I  think  you  will  find  the  Eldons  a  great 
acquisition  to  your  society,”  she  said  ;  “  indeed, 
they  are  both  so  absolutely  charming  by  nature 
and  habit,  and  from  cultivation  and  custom,  that 
they  would  be  an  acquisition  to  any  society.” 

“I  am  not  sure  that  I  shall  stay  at  Ardleigh 
End.  I  hate  the  place  now.” 

She  did  not  ask  him  why  he  hated  it  now ; 
but  she  blushed  with  a  consciousness  she  hated 
herself  for  betraying ;  and  the  folly  she  had  been 
guilty  of  in  coming  here  at  all  was  more  vividly 
before  her  than  ever. 

“Where  do  you  think  of  going  when  you 
leave  Ardleigh  End  ?”  she  said. 

“Where?  Out  of  the  world  soon,  I  hope,” 
he  said,  deplorably. 

“But  as  you  can’t  go  out  of  the  world  till 
yoin*  appointed  time,  where  do  you  think  of 
living  in  the  interim  ?” 

She  said  this  spiritedly,  meaning  to  rouse 
him ;  for  it  struck  her  that  there  was  some¬ 
thing  pusillanimous  in  his  last  words. 

“Abroad,  I  suppose.  Situated  as  I  am,  I 
shall  meet  with  fewer  mortifications  abroad.” 

And  to  that  she  could  say  nothing ;  for  now 
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she  dared  not  sympathize  with  him  about  the 
mortifications  he  was  subjected  to  on  account 
of  his  wife. 

“I  am  longing  to  go  abroad  too,”  she  said, 
after  a  pause.  “  And  if  papa  hadn’t  married, 
he  meant  to  take  me  to  Spain  this  summer. 
But  Lady  Delany  shrinks  from  the  idea  of 
Spanish  travel,  or,  indeed,  of  any  travel  that 
is  not  perfectly  easy  and  unadventurous  and 
luxurious.” 

“  I  was  surprised  to  hear  of  Sir  Arthur  mar¬ 
rying  again.” 

“Were  you?  Well,  I  must  say  I  was  al¬ 
ways  fully  prepared  for  any  eccentricity  on 
papa’s  part.  ” 

“  Is  your  new  step-mother  congenial  to  you  ?” 

“My  new  step-mother  is — my  step-mother; 
and  I  have  no  doubt  that ’she  is  quite  as  con¬ 
genial  to  me  as  I  am  to  her.  She’s  very  young 
and  pretty,  and  I  am  in  her  way — and  she  shows 
that  I  am  in  her  way.  But  you  must  not  im¬ 
agine  from  that  statement  that  she  either  beats 
me  or  starves  me,”  she  added,  laughing. 

Then  the  half  hour  was  up,  and  they  left  off 
sauntering,  and  hastily  retraced  their  steps  into 
Sedgwick. 

It  was  past  one  when  they  entered  the  little 
town,  and  during  the  whole  hour  that  they  had 
been  together  not  a  word  had  been  said  be¬ 
tween  them  that  would  not  just  as  satisfac¬ 
torily  have  been  left  unsaid.  Their  being  to¬ 
gether  had  been  such  a  poor  pleasure  that  the 
proceeding  was  already  robbed  of  all  its  crim¬ 
inality  in  Nina’s  eyes ;  while  as  for  Gerald  Bar¬ 
rington,  by  reason  of  being  baffled,  he  was  feel¬ 


ing  more  infatuated,  more  in  love,  more  hope¬ 
less  and  miserable  than  ever. 

Moreover,  now  that  it  had  come  to  the  point, 
he  felt  the  full  awkwardness  of  meeting  a  lot 
of  people  whom  he  knew,  in  the  street,  after  that 
hour’s  solitary  stroll  with  Nina.  “Why  didn’t 
I  do  as  she  wished,  and  come  here  straight 
from  the  station?”  he  thought,  self-reproach- 
fully.  “If  I  hear  her  gabbled  about,  it  will 
be  all  up  with  my  peace  of  mind.” 

“  I  must  do  my  shopping  now,”  Nina  said. 
“  I  want  to  go  to  a  glass  shop  and  a  booksell¬ 
er’s.” 

“You  must  have  luncheon.  We  may  as 
well  go  and  have  it  before  your  shopping,”  he 
said. 

“I  don’t  care  for  luncheon,”  Nina  replied. 
But,  in  truth,  she  was  very  hungry,  and  she 
only  said  she  did  not  care  for  luncheon  be¬ 
cause  she  did  not  know  where  it  would  be  well 
for  her  to  go,  and  what  it  would  be  well  for 
her  to  do. 

“Here;  we  can  go  to  this  confectioner’s,” 
Mr.  Barrington  said,  pausing  at  the  door  of  a 
pastry-cook’s  shop.  But  even  as  he  spoke  there 
was  borne  out  upon  the  air  such  an  odor  of  ran¬ 
cid  butter,  greasy  pastry,  strong  soup,  and  burn¬ 
ed  sugar  that  Nina  revolted  and  refused  to  enter. 

“No — that’s  impossible,”  Gerald  Barrington 
said,  hastily ;  “  there  are  dead  flies  about  on 
every  thing.  But  you  must  have  some  lunch¬ 
eon  ;  you’re  looking  pale  and  w'orn  out.  Come 
on;  I  know  another  place.”  And  he  led  her 
on  to  the  corner  of  the  High  Street,  and  pulled 
up  at  the  entrance  of  a  comfortable  inn. 
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“But  this  is  an — an  hotel,”  Nina  said,  hesi¬ 
tatingly. 

“I  needn’t  assure  you  that  it  is  a  thorough¬ 
ly  respectable  one.  Miss  Delany,”  he  said,  ush¬ 
ering  her  in.  And  then  he  called  for  a  private 
room,  and  Nina,  with  burning  cheeks,  walked 
in  and  took  possession  of  it. 

He  ordered  luncheon,  and,  there  being  the 
customary  delay,  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
he  went  out  to  hurry  it.  Presently  Nina,  anx¬ 
iously  listening  to  every  sound,  heard  his  voice 
in  the  passage. 

“Yes,  I  came  in  by  the  twelve  o’clock  train. 
I  fancied  I  saw  you  on  the  platform,  Mrs.  Sim- 
cox,  but  I  was  not  quite  sure.” 

“  That  was  not  Mrs.  Barrington  with  you, 
was  it  ?”  a  shrill  female  voice,  pitched  in  a  high 
key,  replied. 

“No.  I  came  alone.” 

“But  you  were  not  alone.  I  said  to  Mrs. 
Verney,  ‘Look!  that  is  not  Mrs.  Barrington— 
that  lady  standing  by  Mr.  Barrington  ?’  But 
before  Mrs.  Verney  could  look  you  had  passed 
out  of  sight.” 

“Eeally,  there  were  so  many  ladies  stand¬ 
ing  near  me  on  the  platform  that  I  am  at  a 
loss  to  identify  the  one  you  mean,”  Mr.  Bar¬ 
rington  said,  good-humoredly.  And  Nina,  who 
heard  him  say  it,  almost  groaned  as  she  mut¬ 
tered  to  herself,  “He  has  to  prevaricate,  in  or¬ 
der  to  shield  me.” 

“I  am  worn  out  with  the  heat,  and  the  fa¬ 
tigue  of  going  from  shop  to  shop,”  Mrs.  Sim- 
cox  then  said,  in  a  dilapidated  tone.  “You 
would  scarcely  believe  what  I  have  to  do,  Mr. 
Barrington,  when  I  come  into  Sedgwick.  For¬ 
tunately  for  you,  you  don’t  know  what  provid¬ 
ing  for  a  large  family  means.” 

Miss  Delany  heard  Mrs.  Simcox  utter  this 
sentence,  and  experienced  intense  relief  from 
so  hearing.  Poor  Nina  thought  that  the  ex¬ 
cellent  lady  with  the  inquiring  mind  was  ceas¬ 
ing  from  her  quest  of  the  “something”  which 
Mr.  Barrington  was  concealing  from  her. 
Alas!  Mrs.  Simcox  was  only  the  more  surely 
on  the  track. 

“I  mustn’t  keep  you  standing  any  longer,” 
Gerald  Barrington  said,  courteously. 

“I  shall  be  glad  to  go  and  sit  down  while 
I’m  waiting  for  the  train,”  Mrs.  Simcox  said, 
piteously.  “I  came  here  for  some  luncheon, 
but  I  can’t  get  a  room ;  has  any  one  got  that 
room  you  came  out  of?” 

“Yes,”  Gerald  said,  boldly;  “it  is  already 
taken.”  ' 

“And  have  you  failed  in  getting  a  private 
room — not  that  it  matters  for  a  gentleman  ?” 

“Yes,  I  have  a  room,”  Gerald  said,  get¬ 
ting  himself  into  a  deplorable  difficulty  through 
speaking  the  truth. 

“Then  let  me— I’m  an  old  woman,  and  it 
doesn’t  matter,  you  know — join  you,  Mr.  Bar¬ 
rington.  I’m  sure  your  wife  would  be  the  first 
to  advise  me  to  do  it ;  where  have  you  ordered 
luncheon?” 

A  waiter  coming  up  at  the  moment,  with  a 

Voi..  XLI.— No.  243.-36 


tray  full  of  viands  in  his  hands,  heard  the  in¬ 
terrogation,  threw  the  door  of  the  room  in 
which  Nina  was  sitting  open,  and  stepped  back, 
in  order  to  let  Mrs.  Simcox  walk  in.  Mrs. 
Simcox  was  in  the  room  before  Gerald  could 
remonstrate.  And  Miss  Delany  was  surveying 
the  intruder  with  flashing  eyes  and  flushing 
cheeks,  but  with  a  confused,  agitated  air,  with¬ 
al,  that  looked  like  guilt. 

“I  he<j  your  pardon  Mr.  Barrington,”  Mrs. 
Simcox  said,  with  offensive  emphasis,  looking 
quickly  from  Nina  to  Gerald.  “  I  wouldn’t 
on  any  account — exceedingly  awkward,  I  am 
sure.”  And  the  lady  turned  in  the  midst  of 
her  condemnatory,  affectedly  apologetic  mut- 
terings  to  leave  the  room. 

“You  need  not  apologize  to  me,”  Mr.  Bar¬ 
rington  said,  boldly.  Then  he  remembered 
that  the  fine-eared  waiter  was  present,  and  that 
if  he  said  the  room  was  not  his  (Gerald’s),  but 
Miss  Delany’s,  that  the  truth  would  be  ques¬ 
tioned  and  canvassed  in  the  hotel  kitchen,  bar, 
and  stable-yard.  So  he  paused,  and  Mrs.  Sim¬ 
cox  took  advantage  to  bustle,  with  awfully  sig¬ 
nificant  haste,  out  of  the  room.  Then  the  wait¬ 
er  withdrew — merely  to  the  other  side  of  the 
door — when  something  interested  him  at  the 
hinges,  and  Miss  Delany  spoke  : 

“The  first  links  of  a  chain  of  unpleasantness 
formed  by  my  own  folly ;  that  woman  will  see 
that  I  suffer  for  my  indiscretion.” 

“Don’t  speak  so  bitterly,”  he  said,  implor¬ 
ingly.  .  “  In  blaming  yourself  you  blame  me  so 
heavily.  Who  could  have  foreseen  this  ?  and, 
after  all,  it  is  nothing.” 

“No;  nothing,”  she  said,  shaking  her  head 
slowly,  and  looking  at  him.  “  But  it’s  just  one 
of  the  nothings  that  bud  into  such  mischief  and 
misery.  It’s  all  nothing.  We  came  here  for 
nothing  definitely;  we  have  said  and  done  no¬ 
thing  satisfactory ;  and  now — well,  it’s  no  use 
moralizing.”  She  rose  up  hastily,  drew  near  to 
the  table,  and  commenced  eating  her  luncheon; 
but  he  saw  that  her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  and 
that  her  hand  trembled. 

While  he  sat  gazing  at  her,  dejectedly,  she 
lifted  her  eyes  to  his  face,  and,  seeing  the  pain 
depicted  there,  she  pitied  him  more  than  her¬ 
self,  and  so  said. 

“Whatever  comes  of  this  outbreak  of  mis¬ 
taken  judgment  on  our — on  my  part,  Mr.  Bar¬ 
rington,  you  shall  find  that  I  have  a  heart  for 
any  fate,  and  that  I  don’t  much  care  for  mis¬ 
representation  ;  still,  if  I  may  venture  to  advise 
you — ”  She  paused  ;  and  he  said,  quickly : 

“Do  !  Whatever  you  suggest  I  will  do  only 
too  gladly.” 

“  Then,  I  say,  tell  your  wife,  as  soon  as  you 
get  home,  that  you  met  me  here,  and  that  you 
looked  after  my  comfort.  The  simple  truth 
often  takes  the  sting  out  of  the  most  subtle  mis¬ 
chief-making.  Promise  me  you  will  tell  her.” 

He  had  promised  her  that  whatever  she  sug¬ 
gested  he  would  do  gladly  ;  bat  this  suggestion 
of  hers  was,  as  it  happened,  just  the  very  one 
that  was  peculiarly  unpalatable  to  him.  He 
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would  willingly  do  any  thing  save  tell  his  wife 
that  Nina,  in  order  to  oblige  him,  had  been 
guilty  of  an  error  of  judgment.  Accotdingly, 
he  hesitated  to  give  the  promise  she  asked  for ; 
and,  at  length,  gave  it  conditionally. 

“I  will  tell  her,  if  I  think  it  necessary,”  he 
said.  And  it  was  borne  in  upon  Nina  that  there 
was  an  element  of  weakness  in  the  nature  of 
this  old  love  of  hers.  She  was  stung  suddenly 
by  a  feeling  that  she  had  loved  something  less 
than  herself — always  an  unpleasant  conviction. 

The  time  came  for  them  to  walk  down  to  the 
station  to  catch  the  train  that  should  carry  them 
back  to  Ardleigh,  and  they  walked  down  and 
caught  the  train,  and  were  canned  back  to  Ard¬ 
leigh  ;  still  without  saying  one  word  that  they 
might  not  just  as  easily  and  properly  have  said 
before  a  concourse  of  people ;  still  without  ar¬ 
riving  at  any  thing  like  a  satisfactory  conclusion 
concerning  the  mystery  of  that  parting  in  the 
past  which  they  had  come  out  avowedly  to 
solve.  When  they  took  leave  of  each  other  at 
Ardleigh,  Nina  looked  weak,  weary,  and  worn- 
out,  and  disgusted  with  herself  and  every  one 
else ;  and  she  felt  as  she  looked. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  Miss  De- 
lany  reached  the  Vicarage.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  El¬ 
don  were  out  riding,  but  they  had  left  word 
that,  if  she  liked  to  go  and  meet  them,  they 
were  gone  to  Cranborough,  and  on  the  Cran- 
borough  road  she  would  surely  find  them.  A 
horse  was  standing  in  the  stable  ready  to  be 
saddled  for  her  use.  “  Cranborough !  J  don’t 
know  which  is  the  Cranborough  road,”  she  said 
to  the  servant  who  gave  her  the  message. 

“  What  is  Cranborough — a  village  or  a  town  ?” 

“It’s  Mrs.  Simcox’s  place,  please.  Miss,”  the 
servant  answered,  promptly.  “Mrs.  Simcox 
is  a  widow  lady,  and  Cranborough  is  a  most 
beautiful  place.  Miss,  if  you  haven’t  chanced  to 
see  it.” 

Miss  Delany  hadn’t  chanced  to  see  it — did 
not  care  to  chance  to  see  either  it  or  its  owner, 
at  the  mention  of  whose  name  her  heart  sick¬ 
ened  with  a  dread  that  she  scarcely  dared  to 
own. 

“  The  saddle  needn’t  be  put  on,”  she  said ; 
“I’m  tired.  Bring  a  cup  of  tea  to  my  room, 
and  then  let  me  be  undisturbed  until  it’s  time 
to  dress  for  dinner.  ” 

She  went  up  stairs  and  threw  herself  upon 
her  bed,  and  wrestled  with  a  devil  of  unjust  in¬ 
dignation.  The  Eldons  would  see  that  prying, 
intrusive,  narrow-minded,  inquisitive  Mrs.  Sim¬ 
cox,  and  would  hear  her  garbled  account  of 
the  meeting  at  Sedgwick,  and  Gertrude  would 
be  influenced  by  it,  and  would  hold  her  (Nina) 
to  blame!  It  was  altogether  irnfair  and  un¬ 
called  for.  “  I  should  be  wanting  in  what  is 
due  to  myself  if  I  pandered  to  a  taste  for  idle 
gossip  by  offering  up  a  confession  to  Mrs.  Eldon 
as  soon  as  she  comes  home,”  Miss  Delany 
thought,  hotly.  “  I  have  done  nothing  that  I 
would  not  do  again  to-morrow”  (this  was  un¬ 
true).  “If  Gertrude  is  capable  of  listening  to 
any  thing  against  an  old  friend  of  her  husband’s 


that  is  uttered  by  a  recent  acquaintance,  she 
does  not  deserve  that  I  should  confide  in  her  in 
the  smallest  degree.”  So,  for  a  while,  the  devil 
of  unjust  indignation  had  it  all  his  own  way 
with  Miss  Delany. 

She  was  still  hot,  weary,  wrathful,  and  ex¬ 
hausted  when  the  maid  came  to  tell  her  that  it 
was  time  to  dress  for  dinner.  “Missus  was 
home,  and  nearly  ready,  ”  she  added  ;  so  she 
could  stay  and  help  Miss  Delany,  if  Miss  De¬ 
lany  required  her  services.  So  Nina  s  toilet 
was  soon  made,  and  then  she  went  down  to  face 
the  Eldons. 

Mrs.  Eldon  was  very  much  engaged  with  a 
spray  of  luxuriant  rebellious  roses  that  had 
crept  in  at  the  open  window  as  Nina  entered 
the  room.  Frank,  who  was  standing  near  his 
wife,  ceased  speaking,  and  turned  and  smiled  at 
Miss  Delany  as  she  came  near  to  them ;  but  his 
smile  was  less  free  and  unrestrained  than  usual, 
and  Nina  felt  the  change  keenly. 

“  Have  you  had  a  pleasant  ride,  Gertrude  ? 
I  was  too  tired  to  come  and  meet  you,”  she 
said,  as  unconcernedly  as  she  could. 

“The  ride  was  not  unpleasant,”  Mrs.  Eldon 
answered.  “Oh,  dinner!  I’m  so  glad,”  and 
Nina  felt  that  she  had  been  maligned  by  Mrs. 
Simcox. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

AN  EXPLANATION. 

Theee  was  a  something,  distinctly,  there  was 
a  something ;  but  what  that  something  which 
had  risen  up  between  them  was,  Nina  was  far 
too  indignant  with  Fate  and  her  friends  to  in¬ 
quire.  What  if  she  had  untowardly  gone  out 
in  the  heat  of  the  day,  and  wearied  herself  by 
buying  things  which  she  did  not  want,  and  re¬ 
kindling  the  nearly  bumed-out  embers  of  that 
faintly  flickering  romance  which  had  sparkled 
up  again  at  sight  of  Gerald  Barrington  ?  What 
if  she  had  done  these  things?  Was  Gertrude, 
safe,  sound,  newly  married  Gertrude,  to  be  her 
(Nina’s)  judge  and  executioner?  “She  has 
neither  the  moral,  nor  the  mental,  nor  the  social 
right  to  assume  that  she  knows  better  than  I  do 
what  is  proper  and  discreet,”  Nina  said  to  her¬ 
self,  as  she  sat  out  the  sad,  stiff,  slow  dinner  in 
silence.  “  And  she  shall  not  be  able  to  meanly 
avail  herself  of  her  hostess-ship  much  longer,” 
the  girl  went  on  thinking,  irritating  her  soul 
against  her  friends  by  the  thought,  and  spoiling 
her  appetite. 

That  dull,  dreary  dinner  came  to  an  end  at 
last,  and  then,  contrary  to  his  usual  custom 
when  they  were  alone,  the  vicar  of  Ardleigh  al¬ 
lowed  the  two  ladies  to  go  away  into  the  draw¬ 
ing-room  by  themselves.  “  While  Gertrude 
maintains  her  ‘dignified  reserve,’ as  I  have  no 
doubt  she  calls  it  to  herself,  I  shall  follow  her 
example,”  Miss  Delany  thought.  So  the  aspect 
of  affairs  promised  ill  for  a  social  evening ;  and 
the  promise  was  not  belied  by  the  performance. 
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though  Mrs.  Eldon  speedily  showed  that  she  had 
no  intention  of  maintaining  reserve  of  any  kind. 

Nina  had  settled  herself  down  before  a  frame, 
and  was  apparently  intently  occupied  in  count¬ 
ing  stitches  in  a  most  elaborate  and  difficult  bit 
of  scroll  wool-work,  when  Mrs.  Eldon  broke  the 
almost  oppressive  silence : 

“Yon  will  be  surprised  to  hear,  Nina,  that  I 
have  had  a  letter  from  Lady  Delany  to-day.” 

“  No ;  I’m  not  sui'prised.  Lady  Delany  is  in 
the  habit  of  doing  uncalled-for  and  out-of-the- 
way  things.  Her  doing  one  more  does  not 
startle  me.”  But,  though  Miss  Delany  said 
this,  it  was  evident  that  she  was  both  surprised 
and  startled,  and  a  little  curious  too. 

“  There  is  nothing  uncalled  for  or  out  of  the 
way  in  a  mother  writing  to  the  mistress  of  a 
house  in  which  her  daughter  is  staying.” 

“Certainly  not,  in  a  ‘mother’  doing  it;  but 
please  don’t  degrade  that  relationship  by  trying 
to  make  out  that  it  exists  between  Lady  Delany 
and  me.  Angry  as  you  are  with  me  about 
something,  Gertrude,  don’t  be  so  unjust,  so 
foolishly  unjust  as  that.” 

Miss  Delany  had  lost  her  temper,  and  given 
out  the  challenge  to  open  combat  in  this  speech. 
The  definite  accusation  that  would  wring  from 
Nina  a  definite  defiance  would  surely  be  made 
now. 

“I  am  not  ‘angry.’  I  have  no  right  to  be 
that,”  pretty  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  blushing  a  good 
deal;  “but  I  do  feel  that  you  have  treated  me 
as  a  half  foe  instead  of  a  whole  friend.  Lady 
Delany,  in  her  letter  to-day,  tells  me  of  some¬ 
thing  you  have  never  even  hinted  at — your  en¬ 
gagement  to  a  Mr.  Manners.  She — ” 

“Tells  you  an  untruth,”  Nina  said,  speaking 
with  that  air  of  calm  deliberation  which  betrays 
so  surely  excitement  and  wrath. 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  that  there  is  nothing ?” 

“  Nothing  where  ?” 

“Nina,  what  is  this  between  Mr.  Manners 
and  you?” 

“More  than  a  hundred  miles  at  present,” 
Nina  said,  laughing.  “  That  is  to  say,  if  he  is 
where  I  believe  him  to  be — in  London.” 

“And  you  are  not  engaged  to  him?” 

“Decidedly  not,”  Nina  said,  with  her  eyes 
flashing;  “does  Lady  Delany  dare  to  say  that 
I  am.” 

“WeU!”  Mrs.  Eldon  paused,  pondered, 
then  went  on  with  a  shade  of  hesitation  in  her 
face  and  voice  and  manner.  “She  does  not 
make  use  of  the  word  ‘engaged;’  but  she  says 
she  ‘  hopes  you  have  told ,  me  of  the  under¬ 
standing  which  exists  between  Mr.  Manners 
and  yourself,  as  she  thinks  any  concealment  on 
such  a  subject  tends  to  evil ;’  what  could  I  sup¬ 
pose  after  reading  that,  but  that  you  were  en¬ 
gaged  to  him?” 

Miss  Delany  made  no  ansrver  for  a  minute, 
at  least.  She  sat  leaning  forward  on  the  work- 
stand,  her  chin  resting  on  her  hand,  her  eyes 
fixed  on  Mrs.  Eldon’s  face.  At  last  she  said : 

“  And  what  brought  this  letter  and  this  cau¬ 
tion,  just  now,  Gertrude?” 


“No  word  or  hint  of  mine,  I  assure  you,” 
Mrs.  Eldon  said,  warmly. 

“  She  was  prompted  to  the  interference  by 
her  own  nasty,  malicious  little  mind,  then,” 
Nina  said,  quietly. 

“And  by  a  half  truth  which  has  reached 
your  father,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  deprecatingly. 
“  Sir  Arthur  has  heard  that  Mr.  Gerald  Barring¬ 
ton  is  living  in  our  neighborhood,  and  he  has 
not  heard  that  he  is  married.  I  believe  it  is 
by  your  father’s  desire  that  Lady  Delany  wrote, 
to  caution  me  not  to  aid  in  throwing  you  to¬ 
gether.  You  see  it  is  all  well  meant ;  and  now, 
Nina,  may  I  say  a  word  or  two  more  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  will  not  be  offended?” 

“  I  don’t  promise  you  that,”  Nina  said,  shak¬ 
ing  her  head.  “If  nothing  is  said  to  offend 
me,  I  will  not  be  offended ;  but  I’m  not  a  pa¬ 
tient  Griselda — I’ll  not  bear  unjust  rebuke,  or 
aspersion,  or  suspicion.” 

“Now  I’m  afraid  to  speak.”  ■ 

“Then  you  must  feel  that  what  you  were 
going  to  say  was  unjust;  and  therefore  it  is 
better  left  unsaid,”  Miss  Delany  remarked, 
•coolly. 

“No;  I  will  risk  your  wrath,  and  say  it; 
because  I  feel  it  to  be  the  reverse  of  unjust 
or  unkind.  Tell  me  about  Mr.  Manners — do, 
Nina.” 

“He  is  a  very  nice  fellow — a  friend  of  pa¬ 
pa’s,  which  is  saying  little  for  him — a  friend  of 
mine,  which  is  saying  a  great  deal  for  him.” 

“  And  is  he  not  more  than  a  friend  ?” 

Nina  dabbed  at  the  pattern  before  her  with 
the  point  of  her  needle  as  she  answered : 

“No;  nothingmore.  Is  not  being  ‘  a  friend,’ 
being  owned  and  valued  as  a  friend,  a  great 
thing  in  this  hollow,  pleasant,  deceitful  world?” 

“And  he  is  not  to  be  more  than  a  friend, 
even  in  time?  You  can’t  care  for  him — love 
him,  I  mean :  won’t  you  tell  me,  Nina  ?” 

“I  have  never  even  told  you  that  he  wanted 
me  to  try,”  Nina  said,  frowning  a  little.  “  He 
would  be  grateful  to  Lady  Delany,  if  he  knew 
she  made  him  the  theme  of  her  fluent  pen  and 
wild  speculations.” 

“  Then  you  mean  me  to  understand  that  it’s 
aU  a  fable  about  there  being  even  an  under¬ 
standing  between  you,  ”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  in  a 
disappointed  tone  ;  and  then  Nina  colored  and 
looked  confused,  and  Mrs.  Eldon  shrewdly  di¬ 
vined  that  there  was  something,  after  all. 

By-and-by,  when  the  daylight  died  and  the 
moon  got  up,  they  sauntered  out  into  the  gar¬ 
den,  and  there,  in  the  sweet  soft  light,  and 
amidst  the  tender  silence  that  hung  over  every 
thing,  Nina  relaxed  a  little  from  her  reserve. 

“I  always  feel  that  John  Manners  would 
make  me  happier  than  any  other  man  in  the 
world,  if  he  did  marry  me,”  she  began,  abrupt¬ 
ly  ;  and  Mrs.  Eldon  encouraged  this  phase  of 
feeling  by  taking  Nina’s  arm  and  pressing  it 
within  her  own  affectionately. 

“  Why  don’t  you  marry  him  then,  dear?”  she 
asked. 
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“  I  said  if  he  married  me — not  at  all  imply¬ 
ing  that  it  was  optional  with  me  whether  he 
did  so  or  not,”  Nina  said,  quickly.  “  He’s  such 
a  good  fellow,  Gertrude — such  a  determined, 
clever,  good  fellow ;  his  wife,  whoever  she  may 
be,  will  have  reason  to  be  proud  of  him — and 
will  be  proud  of  him.”  She  spoke  very  serious¬ 
ly  now — almost  as  if  she  reverenced  her  sub¬ 
ject. 

“And  has  he  what  even  the  most  determ¬ 
ined,  the  cleverest,  and  best  of  men  can’t  do 
without?”  Gertrude  asked,  “bias  he  money 
enough  to  marry  on  without  coming  down  a 
round  of  the  social  ladder  ?” 

“Yes,  I  believe  so,”  Nina  said,  carelessly. 

“  He’s  just  the  sort  of  man  that  one  feels  at 
first  sight  never  has  had  to,  and  never  wall 
have  to,  shift  and  shuffle,  and  study  ways  and 
means.” 

“And  have  you  knowm  him  long?” 

“  Only  about  two  years ;  and,  to  make  a 
clean  breast  of  it,  Gertrude,  in  a  month  from 
this  time  I  have  to  give  him  my  definite  answer 
as  to  whether  I  will  be  that  proud  and  happy 
woman,  his  wife,  or  not.” 

“  I  fervently  hope  your  answer  will  be  Yes,”* 
Mrs.  Eldon  said,  warmly.  “Dear  Nina,  it’s 
late,  but  thank  you  for  having  given  me  your 
confidence  ;  thank  you  for  having  given  me  the 
right  to  say,  ‘  Consult  your  honor  and  safety  and 
happiness  by  marrying  the  man  who  loves  you, 
and  whom  you  respect  so  warmly  and  truly.’  ” 

“Ah!”  Nina  said,  sorrowfully,  “obligations 
are  hard  to  endure ;  and  I  should  feel  under  a 
heavy  one  to  the  man  who  gave  me  his  heart 
and  had  to  take  w’hat  I  render  just  as  freely  to 
Church  and  State,  my  ‘  respect,  ’  in  return.  No ; 
time  was,  time  is ;  but  I  need  not  say  No  for 
a  month.”  And  when  her  willful  friend  said 
that,  Mrs.  Eldon  grew  severe  in  her  soul  again, 
and  approached  what  had  been  her  real  object 
throughout  the  conversation. 

“Nina,  I  can’t  help  feeling  sure  that  you  are 
going  to  throw  away  the  substance  for  a  shadow 
— for  worse  than  a  shadow,  for  a  snare  and  a 
delusion ;  what  good  can  come  of  the  renewal 
of  your  intereourse  with  Gerald  Barrington — a 
man  with  a  great,  hale,  hearty,  healthy  wife, 
who  I  really  believe  to  be  too  good  for  him — 
who,  at  any  rate,  is  far  too  good  for  him  ever 
to  get  freed  from  her  by  a  divorce  ?” 

“Eeally  there  is  something  absurd  in  your 
reprobating  my  weakness  and  Mrs.  Barring¬ 
ton’s  strength  in  the  same  breath,”  Miss  De- 
lany  said.  “As  to  the  renewal  of  my  inter¬ 
course  with  Mr.  Barrington,  it  was  accidental, 
and  it  will  be  brief ;  he  has  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  the  No  that  will  be  spoken.” 

“Was  your  meeting  with  him  to-day  at  Sedg¬ 
wick  accidental?” 

“  I  suppose  you  heard  of  it  from  an  obtrusive 
w'oman,  whose  want  of  breeding  put  us  all  in  a 
false  position,  for  which  I  refuse  to  be  consid¬ 
ered  accountable,  ’’Nina  said,  quickly.  ‘  ‘  I  fore¬ 
saw  all  this — this  pettiness,  as  soon  as  I  heard 
you  were  gone  to  Cranborough — at  least  as 


soon  as  I  heard  who  lived  at  Cranborough ; 
still,  you  ought  to  know  me  well  enough  to 
feel  quite  sure  that  I  should  not  have  done 
what  I  have  done  without  good  cause.  Mr. 
Barrington  had  a  right  to  demand  that  I  should 
listen  to  him.  I  thought  to  save  you  all  anx¬ 
iety  and  responsibility  by  listening  to  him  in 
Sedgwick.” 

“It  did  look  so  like  an  assignation,”  Mrs.  El¬ 
don  urged. 

“Well,  you  may  say  the  same  of  every  meet¬ 
ing  by  appointment.  Assignation  is  an  ugly 
word,  though.  After  all,  he  might  have  shout¬ 
ed  out  all  he  had  to  say  to  me  in  the  open  market¬ 
place.” 

“You  actually  appear  to  regret  that.” 

“  Of  course  I  regret  that,”  Nina  said,  boldly. 
“  I  went  hoping  to  hear  some  words  from  him 
that  should  make  me  think  the  man  I  did  love 
so  much  less  tveak  than  I  have  thought  him 
since  I  have  seen  his  wife ;  instead  of  that,  as 
I  say,  the  words  I  did  hear  every  one  might 
have  heard — he  had  nothing  to  say  for  himself 
to  me.” 

“You  could  not  have  listened  to  words 
framed  for  your  ears  only  from  a  married 
man.” 

“Yes,  I  could,”  Nina  said;  “I  went  to  hear 
them — I  wanted  to  hear  them.” 

“It  is  well  for  you  that  you  did  not  hear 
them — well  for  you  both  that  he  w'as  too  weak 
a  sinner  to  speak  them,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  tvitli 
the  scorching  warmth  that  the  subject  is  apt  to 
engender  in  the  minds  and  mouths  of  young 
wives ;  “  now,  at  any  rate,  if  any  thing  unchar¬ 
itable  is  said  about  you,  in  consequence  of  your 
rashness,  you  will  have  the  satisfaction  of  feel¬ 
ing  that  it  is  partly  undeserved.” 

“  There  will  be  no  satisfaction  to  me  in  that ; 
it’s  not  my  vocation  to  be  a  martyr.  Let  us  go 
in,  Gertrude;  the  longer  we  speak  of  this,  the 
farther  we  get  away  from  each  other’s  meaning 
and  motives.”  Then  they  went  into  the  lamp- 
lighted  room  together ;  and  Erank  Eldon,  who 
was  sitting  there,  saw  at  a  glance  that  matters 
were  very  wrong  indeed  with  them. 

The  subject  was  discussed  once  more  that 
night — this  second  time  between  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Eldon. 

“She  never  attempted  to  conceal  it,  or  to 
excuse  herself,”  Mrs.  Eldon  began,  angrily. 

“My  dear  Gertrude,  according  to  my  idea, 
she  would  not  have  improved  the  case  by  eva¬ 
sion  or  falsehood.” 

“But  it  would  only  have  been  natural  for 
her  to  show  a  little  shame  or  contrition,  after 
having  been  guilty  of  such  folly ;  now,  wouldn’t 
it,  Frank — wouldn’t  it  have  been  natural  ?” 

“Not  at  aU  natural  for  Nina.” 

“You  ought  not  to  vindicate  her,  Frank;  I 
am  very,  very  fond  of  her,  and  entirely  fasci¬ 
nated  by  her ;  but  I’m  not  blinded  by  her  into 
believing  that  she  is  justified  in  striving  to  ren¬ 
der  that  wretched  man  more  disgusted  than  he 
is  already  with  his  wretched  wife.”  Then  Mrs. 
Eldon  would  not  say  any  thing  more  on  the 
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subject,  for  her  husband  would  not  treat  it  quite 
as  she  desired,  and  Nina  deserved. 

But  other  people  said  a  great  deal  about  it 
in  a  short  time.  That  ill-advised  walk,  before 
going  up  from  the  station  into  gaping  Sedg¬ 
wick,  was  fruitful  in  strengthening  evil  report. 
Mrs.  Simcox,  who  disliked  Mrs.  Barrington  as 
a  woman  and  a  neighbor,  was  a  violent  partisan 
of  the  mistress  of  Ardleigh  End  as  a  wife.  “It 
was  audacious,  and  indecent,  the  way  in  which 
that  Miss  Delany  went  flaunting  about  Sedg¬ 
wick,  after  being  found  by  me  in  that  very  queer 
position — in  a  private  room  in  an  hotel,  with  a 
married  man!”  Mrs.  Simcox  would  say  this 
to  every  one  she  saw,  and  then  compress  her 
always  compressed  lips,  and  declare  that  she 
would  say  no  more;  but  that,  still,  she  must 
say,  if  she  were  in  Mrs.  Barrington’s  place,  she 
should  let  Mrs.  Eldon  know  what  was  thought 
of  her  friend  by  all  right-minded  people !  Eor 
a  clergyman  to  countenance  such  goings  on  was 
scandalous ;  and  how  could  Mr.  Eldon  think 
that  people  would  attend,  etc.,  etc. 

And  all  this  because  Mrs.  Eldon  was  too 
loyal  to  publicly  blame  and  censure  Nina.  In 
jDrivate,  as  has  been  seen,  she  was  capable  of 
rebuking  the  wrong,  and  pointing  out  the  right ; 
but  she  would  not  join  the  herd  in  throwing 
stones  and  mud  at  Miss  Delany.  So,  as  was 
natural,  some  of  the  freely  cast  stones  and  mud 
fell  upon  her,  the  blameless  one,  and  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  shook  its  head,  and  said  that,  “  really, 
it  behooved  a  woman  situated  as  Mrs.  Eldon  was 
to  be  very  circumspect.” 

“People  seem  to  fight  shy  of  you  here,  Ger¬ 
trude,”  Miss  Delany  said,  one  morning,  abrupt¬ 
ly  throwing  down  a  local  paper,  in  which  she 
had  been  reading  an  account  of  a  series  of  fes¬ 
tivities  which  had  taken  place  at  the  neighbor¬ 
ing  seat  of  some  county  magnate.  “  Prank  and 
you  ought  to  have  been  at  Balderton;  all  the 
neighboring  clergy  seem  to  have  been  given  a 
taste  of  the  dear  delights  of  worldliness  and 
sin,  by  being  present  at  some  private  theatric¬ 
als  there.” 

“  Ob,  I  don’t  know,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  speak¬ 
ing  with  some  embarrassment;  “we  don’t  go 
in  for  visiting,  you  see.” 

“  But  you  don’t  go  in  for  not  visiting  ?  No, 
Gertrude,  I’m  not  blind,  or  stupid,  or  ill-natured, 
or  indifferent  to  the  comforts  of  my  friends, 
though  I  have  seemed  to  be  all  these  things 
lately.  The  fact  is,  it  was  useless  talking 
about  the  unpleasantness  until  I  could  relieve 
you  from  it ;  people  don’t  like  my  presence  in 
your  house,  and  so  they  try  to  punish  you  for 
it.” 

“I  hope  that  you  are  not  forced  to  say  this 
from  any  thing  in  my  manner,  Nina.” 

“  Indeed  not ;  you  have  behaved — well,  just 
as  Prank’s  wife  ought  to  have  behaved,  and 
that’s  the  highest  commendation  I  can  give 
any  one ;  for  if  I  could  be  in  love  with  a  hu- 


m.an  being  just  now  it’s  your  liusband;  but  I 
can’t  be  ;  I’m  out  of  love  with  humanity  alto¬ 
gether,  its  representatives  in  Ardleigh  have 
been  so  hard  upon  me.  But  this  is  what  I 
have  to  tell  you ;  my  father  has  written  to  ask 
me  to  go  to  them  again,  to  go  at  once  and  stay 
with  them  in  town  till  the  third  week  in  Au¬ 
gust,  and  then  to  accompany  them  to  a  place 
he  has  hired  near  Boulogne — a  dull  hole,  I 
fancy  it  to  be,  in  which  Lady  Delany  would 
never  consent  to  bury  herself  but  for  a  purpose.” 

“  What  do  you  think  that  purpose  is  ?”  Mrs. 
Eldon  asked. 

“To  make  me  fully  appreciate  the  bless¬ 
ings  and  advantages  which  might  be  mine  if  I 
married  Mr.  Manners,”  Nina  said,  carelessly. 
“Don’t  mistake  me  though  ;  don’t  imagine  for 
an  instant  that  I  think  him  capable  of  being  a 
party  to  such  a  scheme.  However,  to  save 
trouble,  I  have  agreed  to  it ;  and  so  I’m  going, 
Gertrude,  and  you  won’t  be  tabooed  any  more.” 
She  got  up  and  went  over  and  put  her  hands  on 
Gertrude's  shoulders  as  she  spoke ;  and  as  she 
stood  so  looking  down  her  beauty  was  so  great 
that  Mrs.  Eldon  felt  that  it  would  be  well  to  be 
tabooed  by  any  neighborhood  to  any  extent  for 
Nina  Delany. 

“My  dear  Nina,  granted  that  it  is  as  you 
say,  and  that  foolish  people  act  foolishly,  stay 
with  us  while  you  can  be  happy;  honestly,  I 
was  angry  with  you  just  at  first  when  you — 
when  I  thought  it  would  have  been  just  as  well 
if  you  hadn’t  gone  to  Sedgwick,”  Mrs.  Eldon 
said,  deprecatingly ;  “but  now  other  people 
have  proved  themselves  so  egregiously  wrong 
in  their  conclusions  and  deductions  about  you 
that  I  can’t  consent  to  consider  your  mite  of 
share  of  wrong  in  the  matter  at  all.” 

“‘Two  wrongs  don’t  make  a  right,’  to  be 
strikingly  original,”  Nina  said,  sadly;  “hon¬ 
estly  (as  you  spoke),  I  own  to  feeling  that  I  was 
weak,  weak,  weak  as.  the  weakest  of  my  sex  in 
going  there  that  day  to  meet  Gerald  Barring¬ 
ton,  in  half  feeling,  half  affecting  to  feel,  and 
wholly  showing  that  I  had  an  interest  in  him 
still.  Well,  I  suppose  I  looked  my  last  at  him 
that  day,  and  I  shall  think  my  last  of  him  when 
I. leave  here  the  day  after  to-morrow.” 

“  You  have  quite  resolved  upon  going,  then  ?” 
Mrs.  Eldon  said. 

“Yes,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  go ;  after 
all,  as  I  have  said  before.  Lady  Delany  is  no 
greater  bore  to  me  than  I  must  be  to  her.” 

“And  you  won’t  let  yourself  be  coerced  by 
circumstances  and  dullness  into  marrying  ?  Do 
promise  me  that,  Nina.  It  would  be  dreadful, 
both  for  you  and  the  unfortunate  man,  if  you 
were,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  sympathetically. 

“No,”  Nina  said,  decidedly;  “I  like  the  • 
man  I  could  marry  too  well  to  do  him  such  an 
unkindness — I  shall  remain  as  I  am.  I  have 
outlived  my  romance,  and  I  can  find  no  good 
substitute  for  it :  I  am  only  like  many  others.” 
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transactions  at  an  insignificant  profit,  the  tend- 


BY-PATHS  TO  PEOSPERITY. 

HERE  are  two  ways  of  making  money. 

_  They  differ  in  toto.  The  one  is  better  ex¬ 
emplified  in  this  country  than  any  wliere  else 
in  the  world,  and  may  be  called  the  grand  style. 
The  other  is  less  represented  here  than  in  older 
countries,  and  seems  petty  by  contrast  as  well  as 
in  actual  fact.  In  the  first  method  the  amount 
of  business  and  the  variety  of  undertakings  are 
accounted  as  evidence  and  means  of  success ; 
in  the  second,  prosperity  is  dependent  upon  the 
development  of  a  single  form  of  industry.  In 
the  grand  style,  much  of  the  business  must  be 
done  simply  for  the  sake  of  reputation.  Lines 
of  unprofitable  goods  must  be  kept  in  store, 
large  transactions  must  be  made,  and  extensive 
operations  must  be  conducted  in  order  to  keep 
custom,  or  as  a  mode  of  advertising  display ; 
although  an  immediate  loss  thereby  is  probable, 
and  ultimate  gain  is  problematical.  The  large 
houses  in  New  York,  who  unhesitatingly  sell  at 
certain  seasons  heavy  amounts  of  goods,  of  prod¬ 
uce,  or  of  stocks,  are  not  always  in  immediate 
want  of  cash ;  they  hope  on  the  one  hand  to 
damage  their  rivals,  and  on  the  other  to  secure 
new  customers. 

These  processes  attract  particular  attention 
when  practiced  by  dry-goods  houses,  but  they 
are  confined  to  no  one  form  of  trade.  They 
have  become  a  feature  in  all  departments  of 
commerce  and  manufacture ;  and  it  seems  to 
many  of  our  citizens,  as  they  express  them¬ 
selves,  that  “the  business  of  this  country  is 
falling  into  the  hands  of  a  few.”  The  dream, 
the  ambition  of  a  New  York  business  man  is  to 
be  at  the  head  of  a  “big  house,”  to  “swing  a 
heavy  line,”  to  control  a  “  market and  a  sim¬ 
ilar  infatuation  is  noticeable  in  other  cities. 

Every  one  of  these  large  fortunes  acquired 
in  trade  at  the  present  day,  upon  this  system, 
is  of  necessity  built  upon  the  ruins  of  a  number 
of  less  fortunate  undertakings.  Every  year  it 
requires  a  longer  purse  and  a  more  unscrupu¬ 
lous  pertinacity  to  obtain  a  foothold  in  business, 
and  compete  with  those  who  already  possess 
such  formidable  advantages. 

It  is,  therefore,  interesting,  if  not  profitable, 
to  consider  the  other  mode  of  making  money. 
True,  it  is  not  so  much  in  accordance  ■with  our 
national  tendencies,  nor  does  it  hold  out  flat¬ 
tering  hopes  of  the  great  prizes  in  the  lottery. 
Simultaneously  with  the  accumulation  of  large 
fortunes,  and  the  control  of  widely  extended 
interests  by  a  small  number  of  individuals,  there 
has  been  the  growth  of  fair  competency  slowly 
attained  by  men  who  have  devoted  themselves 
to  single  and  peculiar  lines  of  business.  This 
■  class  embraces  many  foreigners  and  adopted 
citizens.  They  have  the  advantage  of  econom¬ 
ical  habits,  and  live  strictly  within  their  means, 
having  narrow  notions  in  regard  to  display  ei¬ 
ther  in  their  trade  affairs  or  their  mode  of  liv¬ 
ing.  Between  the  rich  old  houses,  who  grind 
him  with  the  weight  of  their  wealth  and  pow'er, 
and  the  “  skinners,”  who  are  contented  to  make 


ency  of  an  average  Americaiij  wlio  feels  his  ca- 
pacitv  for  doing  a  variety  of  work,  or  for  con¬ 
ducting  almost  any  business  that  may  afford  op¬ 
portunity,  is  to  fritter  away  his  exertions  upon 
too  many  different  undertakings,  and  to  verify 
the  proverb  that  “a  rolling  stone  gathers  no 
mos^ or  to  freight  his  vessel  too  heavily,  and 
extend  his  sails  too  widely,  so  that  he  is  the 
flrst  to  founder  in  a  flnancial  storm. 

The  subdivision  ofmere  labor  has  been  carried 
to  a  much  greater  extent  in  English  factories 
than  here,  and,  although  it  results  in  work  that 
is  in  some  respects  more  perfect,  it  seems  some¬ 
times  to  stultify  the  w'orkingman.  Our  Commis¬ 
sioners  of  Emigration  mention,  as  an  instance 
of  the  difficulty  of  procuring  for  immigrants  em¬ 
ployment  of  the  kind  to  which  they  have  been 
accustomed,  that  a  woman  past  middle  age  ar¬ 
rived  in  their  charge,  who,  from  childhood,  had 
been  constantly  employed  in  sorting  files,  and 
had  no  knowledge  w'hatever  that  fitted  her  for 
any  other  occupation.  But  if  a  manufacturing 
estahlishment  be  devoted  to  a  single  purpose, 
the  perfection  of  its  work  thence  resulting  will 
ultimately  enable  it  to  distance  competition. 
Although  we  are  assured  that,  so  far  as  poetic¬ 
al  products  are  concerned, 

“  The  man  who  means  success  should  soar  above 
A  soldier’s’  feather  or  a  lady’s  glove,” 

it  is  yet  a  prosaic  fact  that  two  of  the  most 
noted  Erench  manufacturers  are  exclusively 
engaged  in  making  those  trifles.  Nor  is  there 
of  necessity  a  connection  betw'een  a  petty  busi¬ 
ness  and  a  narrow  mind.  The  Eabers,  who 
represent  a  family  and  a  lifetime  devoted  to 
wooden  lead-pencils,  are  alike  distinguished 
for  the  excellence  of  their  products  and  their 
hearts,  having  liberally  provided  homes  and 
education  for  their  work-people ;  nor  is  there 
any  evidence  that  the  European  manufacturer 
who  has  acquired  a  million  of  dollars  in  mak¬ 
ing  dolls’  eyes  is  himself  peculiarly  wanting  in 
breadth  of  view. 

The  extraordinary  number  of  patented  ar¬ 
ticles  in  this  country  furnishes  numerous  in¬ 
stances  where  men,  by  devoting  themselves  to 
the  business  which  a  single  one  of  these  inven¬ 
tions  may  originate,  have  met  with  singular 
success.  The  sewing-machine  may  properly 
head  such  a  list.  For,  although  vast  manufac¬ 
turing  industries  are  founded  upon  the  improved 
varieties  of  its  mechanism,  the  original  inven¬ 
tion,  patented  by  Elias  Howe,  Jun.,  in  1846, 
was  a  practical  machine ;  and  the  business  ■which 
originated  with  it  enabled  the  patentee  not  only 
to  meet  the  heavy  expenses  of  a  score  of  legal 
contests  respecting  the  validity  of  his  title,  but 
also  to  carry  on  his  own  manufacture,  and  ac¬ 
cumulate  the  substantial  rewards  of  industry. 
The  washing-machines  and  wringers  of  recent 
invention,  especially  the  latter  contrivance,  have 
become  the  basis  of  extended  and  exceedingly 
profitable  business.  In  an  enumeration  of  in¬ 
stances  of  American  manufactures  which  com- 
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pete  Biiccessfully  with  Birmingham  goods  in 
British  markets,  an  extract  from  an  English 
Parliamentary  report  was  recently  read  before 
our  House  of  Eepresentatives,  exhibiting  in  the 
strong  light  of  facts  the  success  of  our  industries 
in  particular  lines.  Thus,  American  axes  have 
no  equal  in  the  world;  horse-nails,  “beautiful¬ 
ly  made  by  machinery  in  the  United  States,” 
supersede  all  others  ;  and  American  pumps  not 
only  take  the  place  of  foreign  articles,  but  one 
of  them  is  recorded  as  the  pump  that  found  wa¬ 
ter  for  the  Abyssinian  expedition. 

But  in  the  line  of  what  are  sometimes  des¬ 
ignated  as  Yankee  notions,  fortune  seems  to 
follow  small  manufactures  with  peculiar  fa¬ 
vor.  A  small  garden  roller  made  a  hand¬ 
some  competence  for  the  owner  of  the  patent ; 
certain  petroleum  lamps  supplanted  the  English 
manufacture  in  the  East  India  markets.  There 
was  a  churn,  operated  by  means  of  gearing, 
that  connected  it  with  weights  suspended  out¬ 
side  the  building,  patent  rights  for  which,  for 
three  States  only,  were  sold  for  $12,000.  Pat¬ 
ent  rights,  in  fact,  are  sometimes  more  profit¬ 
able  to  sellers  than  buyers,  and  there  is  a  fa¬ 
mous  instance  in  the  case  of  the  sorghum  man¬ 
ufacturing  patents,  said  to  have  been  disposed 
of  for  $200,000  to  parties  who  never  succeeded 
in  bringing  their  costly  purchase  into  practical 
use. 

Locks,  bolts,  catches,  and  latches,  if  their 
histories  were  written,  would  show  a  large 
proportion  of  successes.  An  instance  is  men¬ 
tioned  where  a  window-catch  yielded  a  profit 
of  $60,000.  A  padlock  to  fasten  dog-collars 
fixed  the  foundations  of  a  small  fortune.  Of 
toys,  the  “  return-ball”  is  most  frequently  al¬ 
luded  to,  6n  account  of  its  extreme  simplicity 
and  the  suddenness  with  which  it  found  popular 
favor.  There  was  a  fortnight  during  which  it 
was  a  feature  on  the  stock  exchange.  Prom¬ 
inent  operators  varied  the  excitement  of  call¬ 
ing  stocks  by  slinging  red  balls  at  each  others’ 
faces,  not  always  controlling  the  missile  suffi¬ 
ciently  to  make  it  return  before  striking  the 
object  of  such  demonstrations,  who  perhaps  as¬ 
sisted  the  sport  by  an  endeavor  to  catch  the 
ball  before  it  was  pulled  back  to  its  owner. 
The  stock-brokers  of  New  York  are  among  the 
best  customers  for  ingenious  mechanical  toys. 
An  air-pistol  which  exploded  a  piece  of  paper 
with  a  loud  report  found  ready  sale  in  'Wall 
and  Broad  streets.  The  jumping-jack  contriv¬ 
ance,  by  which  a  small  wooden  figure  of  a 
diji'key  danced  “break-downs”  with  unlimited 
suppleness,  had  a  long  run  of  custom  among 
them ;  and  the  various  improvements  upon  it, 
which  have  all  been  of  great  profit  to  their  in¬ 
ventors,  met  attention  and  investigation  from 
men  accustomed  to  manipulate  puppets  and 
pull  wires  where  the  success  or  failui’e  of  the 
merest  trick  might  involve  large  amounts  of 
money. 

The  sugar-dealers,  among  others,  once  took 
a  fancy  to  purchase  ingenious  fly-traps,  and  as¬ 
sisted  in  securing  a  satisfactory  business  to  an 


individual  who  at  that  time  made  these  con¬ 
trivances  a  specialty.  Although  his  shop  con¬ 
tained  nothing  but  fly-traps,  it  was  a  veritable 
curiosity-shop,  and  the  diversity  and  intricacy 
of  these  contrivances  gave  interest  to  the  elo¬ 
quence  with  which  the  proprietor  was  wont  to 
expound  their  separate  merits. 

There  are  instances  of  ingenious  devices  being 
extensively  used  for  purposes  entirely  foreign 
to  the  intention  of  their  inventors.  Thus  the 
spring  clothes-pins,  of  which  there  are  two  or 
three  varieties,  attained  considerable  sale  for 
use  as  letter-clips,  and  to  secure  papers.  A 
peculiarly  shaped  knife,  originally  made  to  be 
sold  as  an  “  eraser,”  to  scrape  ink  from  writing- 
paper,  found  a  more  extended  demand  as  an 
instrument  for  trimming  toe  corns  and  finger 
nails. 

In  certain  trades  long  apprenticeship  is  re¬ 
quired  to  confer  by  practice  the  requisite  taste 
and  skill.  But  when  there  is  added  to  the  ne¬ 
cessity  for  experience  and  practice  to  insure 
good  handiwork  the  restriction  of  a  small  de¬ 
mand  for  the  product  of  such  labor,  the  craft 
can  comprise  but  few  members,  and  it  may  be¬ 
come  a  monopoly.  A  branch  of  the  indus¬ 
try  over  which  Saint  Crispin  presides  has  re¬ 
cently  come  into  existence,  to  meet  the  sep¬ 
arate  requirements  of  a  class  itself  widely  re¬ 
moved  from  saintly  patronage.  There  is  now 
in  almost  every  important  city  in  this  country 
a  “theatrical  bootmaker;”  and  if  the  state¬ 
ments  that  have  appeared  are  reliable,  the 
price  obtained  for  the  adjuncts  to  the  elegance 
of  “  the  buskined  stage”  is  about  five  times 
that  of  the  ordinary  calf-skin  foot-coverings. 

The  addition  of  genius  to  the  dexterity  which 
is  acquired  by  training  may  in  some  occupa¬ 
tions  convert  the  artisan  into  the  artist,  and  by 
the  perfection  of  handiwork  secure  the  meed 
of  fame.  Of  these,  type-cutting  and  hand¬ 
printing,  in  th#  early  days  of  those  arts,  tapes¬ 
try-work  and  line-engraving,  present  familiar 
examples,  and  the  names  of  John  Baskerville, 
William  Caxton,  the  Gobelin  family,  and  Al¬ 
bert  Durer  are  not  likely  soon  to  be  forgotten. 

There  is  an  artist  in  New  York  who  has  de¬ 
veloped  a  peculiar  skill  in  the  rare  art  of  cut¬ 
ting  cameos.  Do  you  wish  the  stone  to  repre¬ 
sent  your  own  lineaments  or  those  of  your  most 
loved  one  ?  is  there  a  scene,  a  device,  an  em¬ 
blem  that  is  dear  to  your  memory  ?  name  your 
desire,  and  he  will  reproduce  the  likeness  in 
high  or  low  relief,  perpetual,  in  stone.  Erom 
the  actual  sitter,  from  the  bust,  the  photograph, 
the  painting,  or  perhaps  even  the  pencil-sketch 
with  a  few  words  of  description,  this  man  of 
genius  can  construct  the  coirnterfeit  present¬ 
ment.  He,  and  the  admirable  artist  who  has 
recently  furnished  the  public  with  silhouettes 
of  marvelous  delicacy  and  singular  beauty  of 
outline — the  original  cuttings  of  black  paper 
being  now  copied  as  engravings  and  popular¬ 
ized  through  the  agency  of  the  printing-press 
— are  probably  not  much  troubled  by  compe¬ 
tition. 
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The  nvanufactiire  of  artificial  noses  is  a 
unique  business  iu  tvhicli  rivalry  is  not  apt  to 
be  excessive ;  and  should  we  pity  the  person 
who  makes  this  his  speciirlty  at  a  season  when 
his  trade  is  dull,  we  must  yet  hesitate  to  accord 
liim  such  sympathy  as  to  wish  him  au  increase 
of  customers.  A  certain  studio  in  the  fifth 
story  of  a  building  in  Broadway  used  to  be 
better  known  to  the  “fancy”  than  any  other 
rooms  in  the  city  where  the  painter's  skill  may 
give  to  firncy  shape.  -  The  arfist  who  occupied 
those  premises  rarely  had  iu  daylight  an  idle 
hour:  sitters  thronged  upon  him,  and  waited 
for  their  turn  with  their  faces  in  their  hand¬ 
kerchiefs,  their  hats  drawn  dotvn  over  their 
eyes,  or,  if  of  the  gentler  sex — and  there  were 
many  such — closely  veiled.  liis  especial  skill 
and  constant  occupation  was  in  painting  to  a 
natural  tint  the  human  countenance,  when  its 
divinity  was  obscured  by  bruises  or  by  a 
“  black  eye.” 

Of  a  humbler  grade  is  the  “artist”  who 
confines  his  eft'orts  to  repairing  the  injuries  and 
fractures  of  meerschaum  pipes.  There  are  pro¬ 
fessional  destroyer^  of  vermin  who  contract  by 
the  month  or  quarter  to  remove  rats,  mice,  and 
roaches  from  hotels,  restaurants,  etc.  Some 
of  these  hunters  of  small  deer  also  furnish  live 
rats  in  large  numbers  within  twenty-four  hours 
from  order,  for  the  exhibitions  of  dog -pits. 
They  do  not  keep  the  rats  on  band,  but  catch 
them  as  required.  It  is  generally  believed, 
and  is  perhaps  true,  that  they  use  some  bait  or 
attractive  scent  in  trapping  the  vermin.  Such  ' 
is  not,  however,  the  explanation  as  the  writer 
heard  it  from  the  lips  of  one  of  the  most 
skilled  in  this  vocation. 

“I  never  use  bait  or  dnigs.  I  have  studied 
the  animal.”  Here  he  drew  himself  up  in  the 
consciousness  of  superior  knowledge,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  with  a  lofty  air.  “No  man  that  un¬ 
derstands  the  rat  needs  such  tilings ;  nor  are 
fancy  rat-tmps  of  any  account.  Look  at  a 
rat’s  nest !  It  is  hid  behind  a  wall.  It  is 
near  a  chimney  or  a  heat  flue,  so  that  it  is  kept 
warm.  It  is  lined  with  soft  stuff — rags,  hair, 
lint,  torn  paper.  "Would  you  catch  rats  ?  Make 
a  nest  for  them.  Use  a  box  having  a  sliding 
door  to  a  small  aperture.  But  rags  in  the  box, 
or  saw-dust,  or  both,  and  leave  it  in  the  wann¬ 
est  part  of  a  room  that  the  rats  frequent,  cov¬ 
ered  with  an  old  carpet,  the  aperture  left  open. 
No  one  must  disturb  the  room ;  the  longer 
things  are  thus  left  the  better.  There  will  be  ! 
a  time  when  you  can  walk  in  quietly,  drop  the  ' 
sliding  door,  and  carry  off  the  box  under  vour 
arm  with  every  rat  inside  that  was  in  the  build¬ 
ing.” 

“At  what  hour  of  the  day  or  night  do  you 
find  all  the  rats  in?”  we  inquired. 

“You  would  not  ask  the  question  if  you  had 
studied  the  rat,”  was  the  somewhat  evasive  re- 
ply. 

About  once  a  week  a  man  puts  his  head  into 
our  oflice,  and  says  “  Wanchewredinkmister  ?” 
and,  not  receiving  any  reply,  departs.  Some 


I  months  elapsed  before  wo  succeeded  in  discov¬ 
ering  the  intent  of  his  inquiry.  He  is  presuma¬ 
bly  a  German,  and  vends  carmine  writing  fluid 
to  those  who  apprehend  and  affirmatively  an¬ 
swer  his  question,  “Want  you  red  ink,  mis¬ 
ter?”  A  man  well  known  in  engraving  estab¬ 
lishments  seems  to  make  his  rounds  about  once 
a  month.  The  whole  point  of  his  existence  is 
to  ^ell  diamond  points  for  engr.avers’  use — one 
lasting  the  best  part  of  a  lifetime.  An  indus¬ 
trious  individual  makes  barrel-bungs  for  a  liv¬ 
ing.  A  Boston  gentleman  feathered  his  own 
nest  by  producing  wooden  nest-eggs.  A  new 
commercial  business  is  confined  to  furnishing 
oil  to  be  used  only  on  sewing-maebines.  In 
Paris  an  “  International  Exhibition  of  Fans”  is 
announced.  In  New  York  there'  is  a  house  ex¬ 
clusively  engaged  in  the  manufacture  and  sale 
of  church  furniture.  In  Boston  there  is  a  shop 
devoted  to  the  sale  of  glass  chimneys  for  kero¬ 
sene  lamps. 

With  patience,  success  in  a  retail  business 
devoted  to  a  single  article  is  almost  certain  in 
a  large  city.  Thus,  let  a  man  sell  nothing  but 
'  dolls’  heads,  keeping  his  prices  well  down,  and 
remaining  in  the  same  store  for  years,  and  al- 
I  though,  perhaps,  for  a  long  while  unnoticed, 

1  and  strongly  tempted  to  expand  his  business 
'  into  a  toy-shop  or  a  variety  store,  if  persistent 
'  in  the  one  idea,  he  will  eventnallv  attract  an 
'  exclusive  trade,  and  draw  customers  for  dolls’ 

1  heads  from  distant  quarters ;  for  it  is  alike  the 
■  observation  of  buyers  and  sellers  that  the  best 
place  to  buy  an  article  is  that  where  only  that 
article  is  dealt  in.  But  if  the  dealer  in  the  case 
supposed  were  to  include  the  bodies,  the  gar¬ 
ments,  and  the  furniture  of  dolls,  he  might  pro¬ 
cure  a  larger  business  in  the  first  few  years,  but 
with  no  such  prospect  of  ultimate  increase  or 
permanency. 

The  specialties  of  scientific  knowledge  give 
occupation  to  men  possessed  of  thorough  knowl¬ 
edge  of  peculiar  departments.  To  enumerate 
these  special  callings  is  but  to  give  the  desig¬ 
nations  appropriate  to  the  divisions  of  science. 
The  professions  are  similarly  pursued  in  indi¬ 
vidual  lines ;  and  we  have  patent  la^vye^s  and 
divorce  lawyers,  cancer  doctors,  and  chiropo¬ 
dists.  Of  the  last  there  was  one  who  went 
traveling  from  house  to  house,  before  the  days 
when  citizens  hired  a  “  corn-doctor”  by  the  year 
to  operate  monthly,  whose  reputation  was  found¬ 
ed  upon  an  alleged  capacity  for  extracting  the 
roots  of  corns.  After  nicely  trimming  the  af¬ 
flicted  feet,  he  would  aft’ect  to  pull  out  the  said 
roots  with  tweezers.  He  bored  a  small  hole  in 
the  corn,  and  his  legerdemain  was  very  neat ; 
but  a  gentleman  on  whom  he  operated  kept  a 
“root,”  and  examined  it  under  a  microscope. 
It  was  a  piece  of  a  fish-bone. 

With  special  reference  to  human  frailty,  there 
is  a  business  reduced  to  a  system  in  Paris,  em¬ 
ploying  a  number  of  discreet  deputies,  who  go 
around  to  liquer  shops  and  places  of  public  re¬ 
sort  at  night,  and  accompany,  or  otherwise  as¬ 
sist  to  their  homes,  for  a  consideration,  inebri- 
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ated  gentlemen,  who  would  otherwise  fall  into 
the  hands  of  the  police.  In  that  city  there  is 
also,  at  almost  every  alternate  street  corner, 
that  most  valuable  of  messengers,  the  commis- 
sionnaire.  Licensed,  and  amenable  to  strictly 
enforced  penalties  if  he  overcharges,  defaults, 
or  even  blunders,  he  is  yet  your  servant  for  the 
occasion,  capable,  for  a  reasonable  compensa¬ 
tion  per  hour,  of  the  greatest  variety  of  service. 
He  can  procure  for  you  a  ball-ticket ;  order  your 
dinner,  and  summon  your  company ;  ascertain 
the  whereabouts  of  a  book  in  the  public  libra¬ 
ries  or  the  shops ;  perhaps  even  collect  a  bill,  or 
prepare  the  preliminaries  of  an  affaire  du  coeur. 
He  is  frequently  employed  by  a  jealous  husband 
or  wife  to  follow,  and  report  upon  the  move¬ 
ments  of  the  suspected  party  ;  and  occasionally 
the  same  agent  is  hired  by  both  the  partners  in 
a  domestic  infelicity. 

A  business  has  grown  into  formidable  dimen¬ 
sions  within  a  few  years  in  London  which  it  is 
impossible  to  regard  with  complacency.  The 
nearest  approach  to  it  in  this  country  is  the  As¬ 
sociation  for  the  Suppression  of  Gambling, 
which,  with  a  worthier  motive,  adopts  some¬ 
what  similar  means.  “Private  Inquiry”  of¬ 
fices  are  an  invention  to  the  credit  of  which 
England  is  perfectly  welcome ;  and  we  devout¬ 
ly  hope  that  nobody  on  this  side  of  the  water 
will  either  copy  or  infringe  upon  their  peculiar¬ 
ities.  Employing  great  numbers  of  young  men 
and  women  apparently  engaged  in  other  pur¬ 
suits,  as  house-servants,  clerks,  etc.,  to  collect 
and  communicate  to  a  central  office  all  the  gos¬ 
sip,  scandal,  and  personalities  that  they  can  pick 
up  and  acquire  in  the  families  or  firms  where 
they  have  such  opportunities,  these  establish¬ 
ments  obtain  information  in  vast  quantities, 
which  is  carefully  recorded  and  tabulated.  This 
information,  these  family  secrets  obtained  by  in¬ 
famous  bribery  and  espionage,  are  for  sale.  To 
these  offices  a  husband  or  wife  proceeds  in 
search  of  evidence  when  thinking  of  applying 
for  a  divorce.  Thither,  also,  go  morbid  wretch¬ 
es  in  search  of  food  for  jealousy ;  partners  who 
doubt  each  other ;  employers  who  suspect  their 
agents.  And  so  widely  spread  are  the  ramifi¬ 
cations  by  which  this  institution  has  penetrated 
the  privacy  of  British  households,  that  it  is  said 
that  an  applicant  rarely  calls  at  an  office  with¬ 
out  finding  that  there  are  at  least  some  details 
already  “booked”  respecting  the  object  of  his 
inquiries.  But  no  profit  which  may  accrue  to 
employers  or  employed  can  compensate  for  the 
utter  loss  of  self-respect  involved  in  such  an  oc¬ 
cupation. 

When  in  literature  the  subdivisions  of  indus¬ 
try  are  placed  upon  a  mere  trading  basis,  singu¬ 
lar  effects  follow.  Experience  in  a  restricted 
avocation  results  in  peculiar  skill,  and  the  work 
of  the  expert  in  some  branch  of  literary  pursuit 
is  not  apt  to  want  dexterity  or  finish.  Yet, 
whenever  the  produce  of  one  man’s  brains  is 
sold  to  be  fathered  as  another’s,  whatever  ben¬ 
efit  each  may  receive  pecuniarily,  morally  both 
must  be  injured.  Although  for  years  it  has 


been  customary  to  sell  sermons  in  England,  and 
the  practice  is  alluded  to  by  the  poet  Cowper, 
we  can  not  admire  it.  More  recently  their 
newspapers  advertise  to  furnish  either  sermons 
or  the  mere  skeletons  of  sermons,  with  illustra¬ 
tions,  on  subjects  selected  by  the  purchaser,  or 
from  a  general  assortment ;  to  be  sent  by  mail 
on  receipt  of  price. 

Lecturers  also  can  be  similarly  supplied  with 
“  original  MS.  lectures.  ”  Some  of  the  subjects 
are  thus  enumerated  in  an  advertisement :  “Co¬ 
incidences.  Freemasonry — its  history,  secret 
rites,  and  mysteries.  Superstitions.  Social 
and  Humorous  Sketches.  Swiss  History.  In¬ 
ventors  and  their  Opponents.”  There  is  in 
England  a  class  of  reporters  who  do  not  them¬ 
selves  write  any  thing  for  the  journals,  and  are 
not  known  as  connected  with  them  ;  they  sim¬ 
ply  collect  incidents  for  others  who  write  de¬ 
scriptive  reports. 

The  French  capital  is  famous  for  providing 
literary  wares  adapted  to  all  exigencies.  At  the 
time  of  the  Exposition  Universelle,  there  were 
scribes  to  be  found  who  could  produce  light  or 
solid  essays  upon  any  topic,  division,  or  article 
illustrated  or  exhibited  therein,  in  any  language 
required.  One  of  these  literary  hacks  furnished 
the  complete  and  exhaustive  report  upon  indus¬ 
tries  represented  in  the  Exhibition  which  a 
commissioner  from  a  foreign  nation  presented 
to  his  government  as  the  result  of  his  own 
investigation.  And  this  elaborate  report,  upon 
which  the  commissioner  was  generally  com¬ 
plimented,  was  not  only  written  in  his  native 
tongue,  but  was  also  an  accurate  imitation  of 
his  usual  handwriting.  Perhaps  it  is  not  too 
much  to  say  that  the  Pascal-Netvton  forgeries 
may  be  accounted  the  ripe  fruit  of  so  danger¬ 
ous  a  vocation. 

Edgar  A.  Poe,  the  poet,  had  acquired  a  fa¬ 
cility  in  imitating  handwriting  which  he  once 
turned  to  account  as  a  practical  joke.  A  lady 
in  Washington  left  with  him  her  book  of  auto¬ 
graphs,  containing  those  of  a  large  number  of 
celebrated  individuals,  with  the  request  that 
he  would  add  his  own.  'Phe  autographs  in  the 
book  were  scattered  through  it  without  any  ar¬ 
rangement.  Poe  kept  the  book  a  few  weeks, 
and  when  he  returned  it  there  appeared  a  du¬ 
plicate  of  each  autograph  upon  the  page  oppo¬ 
site  or  nearest  adjoining.  Neither  the  owner 
of  the  book,  nor  any  one  else,  was  able  after¬ 
ward  to  decide  which  were  the  genuine  auto¬ 
graphs,  and  which  Poe’s  fac-similes. 

The  recent  evidence  made  public  in  Phila¬ 
delphia,  respecting  the  operations  of  a  dealer  in 
medical  diplomas,  has  revealed  a  danger  that 
may  require  special  legislation.  It  seems  that 
he  furnished  the  degree  of  M.D.  to  any  person 
who  chose  to  pay  for  it,  and  that  the  sheep¬ 
skins  were  genuine  issues  of  collegiate  institu¬ 
tions,  that  shared  the  profits  of  the  sales  with 
this  unscrupulous  broker.  But  dealing  in  di¬ 
plomas  is  not  confined  to  this  country,  though 
it  appears  to  be  conducted  abroad  with  some 
reference  to  the  mental  acquirements  of  the  pur- 
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chaser.  The  following  advertisement  is  from  a 
recent  London  newspaper : 

“Decrees.  M.A., Ph.D., etc., iraaSsentiVt.  Qualified 
gentlemen,  desirous  of  proceeding  to  the  following 
honorary  degrees,  B.A.,  M.A.,  Ph.D.,  Ph.B.,  LL.B., 
LL.D.  D.I).,  M.D.,  receive  official  instruction  and  ad¬ 
vice  without  charge,  hy  writing  to  LL.D,,  10  St.  Paul's 
Koad,  Canonbury,  London.  N.B.  The  degrees  and 
diplomas  are  guaranteed  botia  fide,  and  they  are  issued 
by  colleges  and  universities  empowered  by  charter  to 
<i-raut  the  same.  Only  the  application  of  authors  and 
other  decidedly  qualified  candidates  will  be  replied 
to.  Unqualified  men  and  busy-bodies  need  not  trou¬ 
ble  themselves  to  write,  and  their  personal  applica¬ 
tions  will  not  be  attended  to.” 

One  of  the  most  extreme  instances  of  con¬ 
centration  upon  a  single  literary  pursuit  is  that 
related  of  a  German  professor  of  philology,  who 
had  spent  the  whole  of  a  long  and  laborious  life 
in  the  study  of  the  Greek  article.  In  his  last 
hours  he  called  his  son  to  his  bedside,  and  said, 
“Take  warning  by  my  fault.  Don’t  attempt 
too  miufh.  I  see  now  that  I  ought  to  have 
confined  myself  to  the  dative  case.” 

PLATED  TO  THE  END. 

NE  of  the  prettiest  rooms  in  one  of  the 
prettiest  houses  in  all  Eifth  Avenue,  and, 
to  complete  the  picture,  a  lovely  woman  in  a 
toilet  that  was  a  poem,  and  an  attitude  which 
would  have  served  as  a  study  for  Meditation, 
or  a  new  Clytie,  or  any  thing  graceful  and 
beautiful  that  you  please. 

Certainly  that  place  and  that  presence  were 
about  the  last  in  which  one  would  have  expect¬ 
ed  to  find  a  skeleton  intruding  itself,  noting 
into  the  bargain  that  there  was  no  vulgar  clos¬ 
et  w'here  it  could  hide,  according  to  the  agree¬ 
able  habit  of  its  kind.  But  the  skeleton  was 
there,  nevertheless  ;  a  fine,  bony  one,  admira¬ 
bly  articulated,  and  as  lively  as  if  he  were  gal¬ 
vanized  at  least  twice  in  the  course  of  every 
twenty-four  hours. 

I  doubt  if  he  even  missed  the  closet  in  which 
an  ordinary  skeleton  is  supposed  from  prefer¬ 
ence  to  take  lodgings  when  it  is  his  mission  to 
haunt  some  luckless  bit  of  mortality  ;  perhaps, 
as  a  skeleton  accustomed  to  luxurious  quar¬ 
ters  in  a  fashionable  part  of  the  town,  he  would 
have  despised  any  such  confined  place.  At  all 
events,  he  made  himself  entirely  at  home  in 
the  shadowy,  perfumed  boudoir,  sat  on  the  top 
of  the  mosaic  table,  grinned  out  of  the  niche 
where  the  marble  boy  reclined,  hovered  inside 
the  silken  window-curtains,  tip-toed  along  the 
little  recess  filled  with  blue  and  gold  editions 
of  the  poets  and  French  novelists,  showed  his 
ribs  and  joints  in  the  bay-window  where  the 
rare  exotics  blushed  at  their  own  loveliness, 
and  was  altogether  so  agile  and  disagreeable 
that  he  might  have  taken  charge  of  the  whole 
avenue  and  had  plenty  of  time  on  his  hands, 
instead  of  centring  his  vigilance  on  one  pretty 
woman. 

He  was  out  in  great  spirits  this  morning; 
one  never  would  have  dreamed  that  he  had 


been  awalce  and  up  the  whole  night  through, 
dancing,  grinning,  mowing,  and  displaying  a 
skill  in  tormenting  which  only  a  thorough-bred 
skeleton,  educated  among  the  very  first  fam¬ 
ilies,  could  possibly  show.  A  blood  relation 
could  not  have  been  more  persistent  in  his  at¬ 
tentions  and  scrutiny.  A  sister-in-law,  or  an 
old  maid  aunt,  or  any  other  of  the  tribe  ycleped 
kindred,  whom  one  is  cruelly  forbidden  by  law 
to  put  to  death,  would  have  been  almost  pref¬ 
erable  as  a  companion.  It  was  a  wonder  he 
was  not  a  little  stiff  in  the  knees  just  now,  for 
he  had  not  only  been  up  all  night,  but  once 
early  in  the  evening  he  showed  himself  in  the 
opera  box  without  so  much  as  a  sheet  to  cover 
his  hideousness,  and  even  then  was  not  con¬ 
tent  to  go  home  like  a  Christian  and  wait  till 
his  prey  returned.  He  appeared  at  the  ball — 
the  finest  of  the  season — skipped  about  among 
the  dancers,  and  made  himself  so  odious  to  one 
pair  of  eyes  that  the  possessor  of  them  wished 
the  floor  might  give  way  or  the  ceiling  come 
down,  or  any  other  unpleasant  and  unexpected 
catastrophe  occur  which  would  effectually  flat¬ 
ten  him. 

He  went  away  from  the  ball — probably  blase 
in  regard  to  amusements,  as  a  modern  skel¬ 
eton  ought  to  be — but  he  did  not  lose  him¬ 
self  on  the  road.  He  was  safe  in  the  boudoir 
wdien  its  pretty  owner  returned — safe,  and  live¬ 
ly  as  a  bill-collector  or  a  jealous  husband,  or 
any  other  of  the  monsters  with  a  genius  for 
rendering  life  insupportable.  And  here  he 
was  now — poking  a  bone  in  the  chocolate,  and 
spoiling  it  as  completely  as  the  harpies  did  the 
feast  prepared  by  the  wandering  Trojans ;  bend¬ 
ing  over  the  flowers,  and  withering  them  by  the 
chill  of  his  presence ;  and,  worst  of  all,  tossing 
about  a  vellum  and  silver  port-folio,  and  hold¬ 
ing  up  the  cards  and  billets  and  love-letters, 
one  after  one,  and  making  each  a  new  mock¬ 
ery  or  pain  by  some  insulting  gesture  or  im¬ 
promptu  dance  that  had  a  language  plainer 
than  any  words. 

I  think  no  woman  ever  lived  who  could  less 
easily  endure  the  slightest  semblance  of  au¬ 
thority  and  control  than  Violet  Livingston,  and 
to  be  haunted  and  tyrannized  over  in  this 
ruthless  manner  was  a  realization  of  purgatory 
which  few  people  are  called  upon  to  suffer  in 
this  world.  The  handsomest  widow  that  Mur¬ 
ray  Hill  could  boast ;  witty  as  the  best  style 
of  modern  novel ;  a  genius  in  dress  that  Eu¬ 
genie  might  have  envied ;  mistress  of  a  house, 
carriage,  diamonds ;  and  only  twenty-five — cer¬ 
tainly,  the  last  person  among  one’s  acquaint¬ 
ance  whom  one  would  expect  to  set  up  a  private 
skeleton.  The  ghost  of  a  pretty  girlish  ro¬ 
mance,  just  enough  to  give  an  excuse  for  po¬ 
etical  regrets  and  a  becoming  pensiveness,  one 
might  have  looked  for;  but  there  was  some¬ 
thing  anomalous  and  disgusting  in  the  idea  of 
her  being  subjected  to  the  espionage  of  that 
osseous  monster,  and  his  gymnastic  tricks, 
which  he  performed  as  easily  as  if  his  creak¬ 
ing  joints  had  been  steel  springs. 
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Presently  there  was  a  tap  at  the  door — the 
skeleton  hid  himself  in  the  dressing-room,  but 
peeped  out  to  watch  who  came  and  what  might 
he  said — the  pretty  widow  saw  him  plainly 
enough  still.  She  turned  her  back  on  him  res¬ 
olutely,  and  requested  the  tapper  to  appear. 
It  was  only  the  elderly  female  relative  who 
lived  with  her,  in  accordance  with  the  neces¬ 
sity  there  is  for  a  pretty  widow  having  a  Col¬ 
ley  ;  and  old  Miss  Berners  made  a  very  good 
one — she  never  gave  tongue  unless  she  was  bid¬ 
den.  “And  how  did  you  sleep,  my  dear? 
And  are  you  tired  ?  And  how  charmingly  you 
look  this  morning !” 

And  Violet  would  have  liked  to  fling  a  slip¬ 
per  at  her,  or  call  her  bad  names,  or  throw  her 
down  and  jump  on  her.  Not  because  the  an¬ 
tique  servant  of  Diana  had  done  any  thing 
wrong,  but  just  from  sheer  nervousness  and  ex¬ 
asperation  with  the  world  in  general.  How^ 
evei’,  she  was  too  well-bred,  like  the  rest  of  us, 
to  follow  her  inclinations.  She  answered  sweet¬ 
ly,  and  invented  a  commission  at  once  which 
would  take  the  virgin  out  of  the  house  and  out 
of  the  way,  after  she  had  asked  questions  enough 
to  make  Violet’s  head  buzz. 

When  she  had  gone,  back  came  the  skeleton 
and  grinned  at  her,  as  if  to  say,  “You’re  mighty 
clever,  but  you  can’t  get  rid  of  me— you  can’t 
get  rid  of  me  and,  without  the  slightest  warn¬ 
ing,  the  pretty  widow  threw  up  her  hands  and 
went  off  in  a  burst  of  hysterical  sobs  that  might 
have  touched  the  heart  of  a  Borgia,  but  did  not 
soften  her  tyrant  in  the  least. 

Then  another  tap  at  the  door,  and  Violet 
composed  herself  as  quickly  as  a  conjuror  per¬ 
forms  one  of  his  mysterious  feats.  Once  more 
she  bade  the  tapper  come  in.  This  time  it  was 
her  maid,  with  a  card  that  had  a  coronet  on  it. 
The  young  widow  shook  out  her  gray  and  gar¬ 
net  plumage  before  the  mirror,  noticed  the  skel¬ 
eton  leaning  over  her  shoulder  as  she  did  so, 
and  prepared  to  go  down  stairs  to  greet  the 
Baron  Eothmille. 

But  she  was  not  to  go  yet.  The  adorner  of 
beauty  had  a  note  in  her  hand,  as  well  as  the 
card,  and  presented  it,  w'hile  the  skeleton  pi¬ 
rouetted  in  delight.  Violet  glanced  at  the  bil¬ 
let,  made  a  gesture  as  if  about  to  tear  it,  opened 
and  read  the  few  lines  instead,  and  straightway 
turned  so  white  that  the  maid  cried  out  in  alarm. 
This  brought  the  widow  back  to  sense,  and  the 
color  into  her  cheeks.  She  recommended  the 
Erenchvvoman  to  leave  the  room  more  sharply 
than  she  often  spoke  to  any  dependent,  and 
Mademoiselle  flounced  off  in  a  rage  such  as  only 
a  Parisian  seraph  could  get  up  at  short  notice. 

Violet  read  her  note  again,  and  it  was  diffi¬ 
cult  to  decide  whether  fear  or  anger  was  the 
predominant  emotion  in  her  mind. 

“  Will  come  this  morning — Boodle  stocks  an 
utter  failure.”  “  Oh,  the  wretch !  That  was 
what  he  meant  last  night !  If  I  could  kill  him 
— I  w'ould  myself,  only  I’m  such  a  coward!” 

She  did  not  shriek  this,  nor  mutter  it.  I 
believe  people  only  do  such  things  on  the  stage 


or  in  novels.  But  she  thought  it,  and  a  whole 
volume  of  bitter,  crazy,  wicked  thoughts,  in  the 
short  space  she  stood  tearing  the  billet,  as  she 
would  have  torn  Cloudy  Forester’s  heart,  if  he 
had  owned  one,  and  she  could  have  got  at  it. 
All  the  while  the  skeleton  grinned  and  danced 
before  her,  and  looked  at  least  twenty  feet  high  ; 
he  had  a  pleasant  faculty  of  growing  at  will  a 
good  deal  more  rapidly  than  Jack’s  famous 
bean-stalk. 

Then  Violet  saw  the  coroneted  card  on  the 
table,  and  remembered  the  Baron.  She  put  by 
her  histrionics,  or,  rather,  she  began  doing  high 
comedy  instead  of  melodrama,  and  swept  down 
stairs.  By  the  time  she  reached  the  reception- 
room  she  looked  her  part  to  perfection. 

The  Baron  was  waiting  for  her  with  any 
amount  of  smiles,  and  small  talk  in  such  doubt¬ 
ful  English  as  he  was  master  of,  and  French 
when  that  failed,  somewhat  less  elegant  than 
Violet’s  own.  He  had  German  blood  in  his 
veins  ;  and  she  spoke  the  language  with  an  ease 
which  nobody  born  outside  of  Paris,  except  an 
American  woman,  can  ever  hope  to  acquire. 

“A  thousand  pardons,  Baron  !  I  have  kept 
you  waiting  shamefully — but  I  wasn’t  blacking 
my  eyebrows.” 

The  Baron  got  off  a  rather  long  speech  about 
the  delight  any  man  must  feel  at  waiting  in  the 
charmed  atmosphere  of  that  house ;  but  the 
speech  halted  a  little,  owing  to  the  German 
phlegm,  of  which  he  could  not  rid  himself. 

“That’s  very  pretty,  Baron,”  returned  the 
widow;  “but  I  dare  say  you  are  cross  all  the 
same.” 

“Yes,”  said  the  Baron,  curling  his  mustache, 
“  because  a  biUet-doux  came  in  when  I  did.” 

“A  tender  epistle  from  my  dress-maker,” 
answered  Violet,  with  the  most  natural  laugh. 
“She  disappointed  me  about  my  toilet  for  last 
night,  and  throws  herself  on  what  she  calls  my 
angelic  clemency — I  wish  she  may  find  it.” 

“  Are  you  always  hard-hearted  when  people 
do  that  ?”  inquired  the  Baron,  in  a  very  mean¬ 
ing  tone. 

Straightway  she  knew  what  had  hrought 
him !  He  meant  to  be  tender  !  He  was  about 
to  give  her  an  opportunity  to  make  every  mar¬ 
riageable  female  on  Murray  Hill  expire  of  envy. 
A  thousand  reflections  came  in  a  flash.  The 
chance  of  .weai'ing  a  title,  a  reception  at  court 
— for  the  Baron’s  position  was  good  beyond  a 
doubt — dinners  at  the  Tuileries,  visits  at  Com- 
pMgne,  new  dresses  without  stint,  ease,  splen¬ 
dor,  a  whirl  of  pleasure,  friendship  with  Eu¬ 
genie,  successful  rivalry  of  Madame  Metter- 
nich — no  end  of  delightful  things !  And  the 
impossibility  of  snatching  at  the  future  thus 
opened,  bound  hand  and  foot,  the  lines  in  Clou- 
desley  Forestei'’s  note  swimming  before  her  eyes 
— great  Heavens  I  the  skeleton,  too,  crept  in 
while  she  reflected,  and  stood  grinrung  behind 
the  Baron’s  chair. 

Time — she  must  have  time !  Queen  Eliza¬ 
beth  at  the  last  pinch  had  not  greater  need  of 
it,  and,  more  fortunate  than  the  vestal  monarch, 
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Violet  held  the  matter  somewhat  in  her  own 
hands.  The  Baron  was  a  person  of  importance, 
of  course,  and  nearly  as  stupid  as  Death,  but 
easier  to  circumvent  and  put  off. 

She  rattled  on  in  the  most  bewitching  and 
bewildering  way ;  she  dazzled  the  Baron’s  eyes 
with  her  smiles  ;  she  confused  and  fluttered  him 
strangely ;  and  all  the  while  she  was  praying 
that  the  door-bell  might  ring,  somebody  come 
in — any  body',  from  the  bishop  to  the  devil ! 
But,  praying  or  talking,  she  was  haunted  by 
visions  of  a  Parisian  heaven.  Cloudy’s  letter, 
and  the  grinning  face  of  the  skeleton,  all  mixed 
up  in  the  most  sickening  and  incongruous  fash¬ 
ion.  And  the  Baron  growing  more  tender, 
more  hopelessly  imbecile  every  instant,  as  a 
man  with  matrimonial  proposals  on  his  lips  is 
doomed  to  do ;  her  crazy  thoughts  coming 
swifter,  the  skeleton  jumping  higher,  and  she 
so  mad  with  piain  and  rage  that  she  had  much 
ado  not  to  make  a  tragic  end  to  the  comedy  by 
dancing  at  the  Baron,  choking  him  black  in  the 
face,  beating  her  brains  out  against  the  wall, 
and  singing  for  a  dust-brush  and  pan  to  clear 
up  the  litter!  The  Baron  was  drawing  his 
chair  nearer ;  his  face  lost  the  last  gleam  of  rea¬ 
son — it  was  coming !  She  must  take  leave  of 
her  senses  now.  She  would  not  refuse ;  she 
dared  not  say  yes ;  the  skeleton  warned  her 
not.  No  way  of  averting  the  finale  ;  the  man 
was  utterly  dazed,  and  bent  on  speaking !  She 
saw  Paris  and  the  court  and  that  odious  Met- 
ternich  away  off  on  the  other  side  of  the  gulf 
which  blackened  between  her  and  that  fruition 
of  worldly  hope,  and  knew  that  she  could  nev¬ 
er  reach  them.  The  Baron’s  mouth  opened, 
but  the  door  opened  at  the  same  instant.  She 
was  saved  ;  she  came  near  springing  to  her  feet, 
and  shouting  the  word  at  the  top  of  her  voice. 
Saved  by  her  spinster  relation,  two  old  tabby 
cats  of  her  friends,  and  Helen  Morgan  from 
across  the  street.  Helen  had  seen  the  Baron 
enter,  and  followed  as  quickly  as  she  could  get 
into  her  newest  walking  dress,  for  fear  of  the 
consequences  if  the  foreign  bird  of  price  was  ex¬ 
posed  to  the  solitary  effects  of  the  widow’s  fas¬ 
cinations. 

It  was  dear  and  love,  and  billing  and  cooing 
without  stint.  The  old  maid’s  jaws  creaked 
ominously  in  their  longing  to  make  the  kisses 
bites.  Helen  Morgan  did  astonishment,  and 
Violet  looked  “lies,  lies,”  sweetly  in  her  face, 
and  kissed  her  again.  Pinally,  stunned  by  the 
noise,  the  Baron  went  off'  in  a  huff— if  a  Baron 
may  be  supposed  to  indulge  in  a  state  of  feel¬ 
ing  so  vulgar. 

More  chatter — more  laughing — ^jests  in  re¬ 
gard  to  the  Baron  from  the  spinsters,  pointed 
by  bitter-sweet  innuendoes  from  Helen  Morgan. 
The  virgin  relative  looking  remorse  for  having 
intruded  so  inopportunely — every  thing  under 
heaven  that  was  tiresome  and  irritating.  Vio¬ 
let  rang  the  bell  for  luncheon ;  she  would  have 
been  glad  to  ring  for  an  ogre  to  eat  them  ;  but 
there  was  none  at  her  beck,  unless  it  might  be 
Cloudy  Forester,  and  he  meant  to  eat  her — 


indeed,  he  might  come  and  attempt  it  before 
she  could  get  the  gorgons  away. 

The  meal  was  seasoned  with  the  newest 
scandal.  The  spinsters  would  have  made  re¬ 
spectable  vultures,  beaks  and  all ;  but  Helen 
Morgan  was  a  regular  hyena — I  mean  an  in-eg- 
ular  one — with  a  morbid  love  of  feeding  on  hu¬ 
man  reputations  instead  of  human  flesh. 

Violet  laughed  and  joined  in  the  talk  ;  but 
it  all  sounded  very  far  off.  There  was  nothing 
real,  nothing  tangible,  but  the  skeleton — he 
was  in  the  dining-room  first  of  any  body,  and 
never  left  his  stand  by  the  side-board.  Some¬ 
times  she  lost  the  thread  of  the  discourse  com¬ 
pletely,  and  had  to  strain  every  faculty  to  catch 
it  again.  After  one  of  those  lapses,  she  heard 
her  venerable  relative  exclaim : 

“It  isn’t  possible!  Back,  after  all  these 
years — why,  I  thought  he  was  dead !  Did  you 
ever  hear  the  like,  Violet  ?” 

“Never,”  said  Violet,  and  had  not  the  least 
idea  what  or  who  was  meant. 

“She  is  proof  against  surprise,”  said  one  of 
the  spinsters,  with  a  giggle  that  she  had  kept  by 
her  so  many  years  it  had  turned  into  a  croak. 
“Yet,  I  remembei- — oh,  well,  that’s  all  over!” 

Violet  took  refuge  in  a  smile — she  felt  that 
it  must  be  the  very  essence  of  imbecility. 

“Yes,  yes,”  chorused  the  other  tabby  cat. 
“I  remember  too.” 

“Try  these  pickles,”  exclaimed  the  virgin 
relative,  violently,  afraid  that  Violet  might  be 
annoyed. 

“  What  do  you  all  mean  ?”  groaned  Helen 
Morgan,  conscious  that  there  was  a  secret 
withheld  from  her.  “Who  is  Fred  Townley? 
Seems  to  me  I  remember  the  name.” 

Violet  felt  herself  collapsing  into  a  state  of 
coma.  That  name  to  come  up  now !  Why, 
she  had  not  heard  it  pronounced  in  seven  years. 

“Mrs.  Livingston  does  not  speak,”  said  the 
first  tabby. 

“Yet,  Violet  Berners  knew  him,  I  think,” 
croaked  the  second. 

“  Suppose  we  go  up  stairs,  if  every  body  has 
done  luncheon,”  interposed  the  virgin  relative, 
glancing  at  her  cousin. 

“Wait  a  moment,  Elizabeth  dear,”  spoke 
Violet,  and  gave  no  sign  of  the  new  blow.  “  Is 
Mr.  Townley  back.  Miss  Everett  ?” 

“Yes,  indeed,”  spoke  both  tabbies  at  once, 
each  trying  to  drown  the  other’s  voice.  “And 
rich  as  Croesus — been  in  Australia — found  doz¬ 
ens  of  gold  mines.” 

“How  glad  I  am!”  interrupted  Violet,  in 
her  most  drawling  society  voice,  the  while  she 
saw  the  skeleton  loom  taller  than  ever.  “  Who 
is  he,  Helen?  An  old,  old  friend  of  mine — 
ages  ago — while  you  were  in  pinafores !  Dear 
me !  people  used  to  say  we  flirted  dreadfully, 
didn’t  they.  Miss  Everett?  I  had  forgotten 
all  about  it,  to  be  sure.” 

She  led  the  way  back  to  the  reception-room, 
and  on  the  road  Miss  Everett  whispered  to  the 
eager  Helen,  just  in  time  to  save  her  from  dy¬ 
ing  of  curiosity : 
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“  People  said  they  were  engaged.  She  broke 
it  off,  because  they  W’ere  both  poor,  when  old  Liv¬ 
ingston  popped.  Oh,  she  treated  him  dread¬ 
fully.  She  never  had  any  more  heart  than  a 
stone.” 

Helen  felt  that  the  story  was  not  worth  hear¬ 
ing,  after  all ;  only  another  proof  of  the  wid¬ 
ow’s  conquering  powers.  No  man  any  where 
that  did  not  come  under  her  spells.  Miss  Mor¬ 
gan  w'ould  have  liked  to  bite  her,  then  and 
there.  As  that  was  impossible,  she  waltzed  up 
to  Violet,  and  said,  with  a  rather  overdone  child¬ 
ishness  ; 

“I  remember  all  about  it  now!  I  was  a 
child  at  the  time ;  but  I  used  to  hear  mamma 
and  the  older  girls  talk — little  pitchers  have 
large  ears.” 

Violet  took  the  close  of  the  remark  in  a  lit¬ 
eral  sense,  in  the  most  delicious  way.  She 
looked  straight  at  Miss  Morgan’s  auricular  ap¬ 
pendages,  which  were  large,  and  glanced  at 
her  form,  which  was  slight. 

“  Yes,”  she  said,  in  pleasant  assent ;  and 
Helen  Morgan  wished  that  she  and  the  widow 
were  two  cats,  with  no  fence  between  them. 

“Suppose  I  tell  the  Baron?”  she  exclaimed, 
roguishly. 

Violet  drew  her  down  and  arranged  the  bird 
on  her  bonnet. 

“  Suppose  I  tell  your  step-mother  you  went 
masked  to  the  Liederkranz  ball?”  whispered 


she. 

The  little  wasp  could  not  even  buzz !  Any 
female  insect  wdth  a  sting  was  liable  to  get  it¬ 
self  sadly  mutilated  if  it  meddled  with  Violet 
Livingston.  She  despised  her  sex  too  deeply 
to  get  much  in  earnest,  though ;  she  had  done 
that  for  seven  long,  weary  years,  beginning  by 
contempt  for  herself  when  she  allowed  the  fam¬ 
ily  council  to  sell  her  for  old  Livingston’s  mo¬ 


ney-hags. 

Seven  years  ago — oh,  a  whole  life  I — she  had 
been  engaged  to  Ered  Townley — though  that 
was  a  secret.  He  was  poor,  and  the  relatives 
broke  off  the  affair,  in  a  truly  religious  spirit, 
for  her  own  good.  They  told  her  lies,  always 
in  the  same  proper  spirit,  when  they  found  that 
she  was  likely  to  prove  rebellious.  They  made 
her  believe  Ered  repented,  and  yearned  after 
the  shekels  of  a  certain  hideous  heiress.  Ered’s 
mother  helped — likewise  animated  by  an  heroic 
sense  of  duty — and,  on  her  side,  assured  Ered 
that  Violet  wanted  a  pretext  to  escape.  Of 
course  the  pair  quarreled.  Off  flew  Ered,  no¬ 
body  knew  where ;  and  Violet  buried  her  ro¬ 
mance,  and  married  old  Livingston.  She  lived 
it  all  over  in  the  few  seconds  of  quiet  she  ob¬ 
tained  after  her  last  scratch  to  Helen  Morgan. 
Now  he  was  back,  he  was  nothing  to  her — 
she  said  over  and  over — not  even  a  ghost.  It 
was  not  his  fault  that  she  lost  her  faith  in  hu¬ 
manity — she  learned  that  years  ago — hut  she 
would  not  tell  him  so.  Elizabeth  Berners  had 
let  out  the  whole  story  since  they  two  lived  to¬ 
gether.  Violet  knew  what  her  relations  and 
Ered’s  sanctimonious  old  mother  had  done  to 


part  herself  and  her  lover ;  hut  the  knowledge 
came  much  too  late.  She  had  wasted  her 
dream — lost  her  youth !  Ered  Townley  was 
nothing  to  the  woman  she  had  become  ;  and  he 
might  as  well  go  on  hating  the  girl  she  had 
been  to  the  end  of  the  chapter  ;  only  it  was  like 
having  a  phantom  come  up  out  of  the  past,  and 
she  wanted  none.  It  was  enough  to  be  dogged 
and  persecuted  by  a  tame  skeleton,  without 
having  any  other  horror  thrust  into  her  life. 

But  her  guests  were  leaving;  she  must  re¬ 
turn  to  her  part.  More  talk,  more  noise— cer¬ 
tainly  they  never  would  get  off. 

“Dear  Mrs.  Livingston,  don’t  be  vexed  with 
me — I  only  wanted  to  tease,”  whispered  Helen 
Morgan,  effectually  subdued  by  Violet’s  whis¬ 
per.  • 

‘  ‘  My  dear  child,  as  if  I  ever  took  the  trouble !  ” 
returned  she,  rather  too  carelessly  to  be  agree¬ 
able.  “I’ll  chaperon  you  to  Mrs.  Eossmore’s 
reception  to-morrow,  if  you  like.” 

Tangible  proofs  of  forgiveness  like  that  Miss 
Morgan  could  appreciate.  It  was  always  pleas¬ 
ant  to  go  out  under  the  Avidow’s  wing ;  one  Avas 
sure  of  plenty  of  masculine  support ;  for  Violet 
had  a  legion  at  her  beck  nearly  as  large  as  the 
Emperor  Napoleon’s  standing  army. 

The  two  departed,  and  Miss  Elizabeth  fol- 
loAved  in  their  wake.  She  was  a  conscientious 
soul— interested  in  hospitals,  great  at  begging 
for  charities,  had  any  quantity  of  poor  people 
Avhom  she  helped  and  harassed — in  short,  Avent 
about  doing  good  till  every  body  hated  her  in 
the  most  approved  style. 

“lam  going  out  too,”  Violet  said;  “tell  Mar¬ 
tin  so,  if  any  body  comes.”  She  got  up  to  her 
room,  and  locked  the  door.  Mademoiselle  had 
asked  the  day  to  herself,  and  was  gone  ;  so  there 
Avas  no  one  to  reveal  her  whereabouts.  In  con¬ 
sequence,  when  Miss  Elizabeth  Avent  doAvn  stairs, 
and  Martin  let  her  out,  she  said : 

“Mrs.  Livingston  has  gone  already.” 

She  meant  to  ask  a  question,  but  Martin 
took  it  for  assertion  ;  so  when,  shortly  after,  the 
door-bell  rang,  and  a  handsome,  Avicked-look- 
ing  man  demanded  the  pretty  mistress  of  the 
mansion,  Martin  ansAvered  truthfully  enough  : 

“  She  is  out.  Sir — she  andMissBerners  both.” 

Cloudesley  Eorester  Avent  down  the  steps,  and 
got  into  his  brougham  and  drove  aAvay,  cursing 
the  AvidoAV,  and  voAving  that  she  should  pay 
dear  for  this  bit  of  insolence.  Violet  peeped 
out  from  behind  the  curtains  and  saAV  him,  and 
congratulated  herself  even  on  this  brief  respite ; 
then  up  skipped  the  skeleton,  and  asked  her 
Avhat  she  expected  to  gain  thereby — she  Avas 
only  a  fool  for  her  pains. 

If  Cloudy  had  wnitten  the  truth,  she  had 
nothing  to  hope  or  gain  in  any  quarter — she 
Avas  ruined.  That  Avas  bad  enough,  in  all  con¬ 
science  ;  but  there  Avas  worse  than  money  losses 
behind:  she  Avas  in  Cloudy  Eorester’s  poAA'er, 
and  he  meant  to  make  love  to  her.  She  had 
known  for  days  that  if  this  last  speculation 
proved  a  failure,  and  she  could  not  relieA'e  her¬ 
self  from  her  pecuniary  obligations  to  him,  he 
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intended  this ;  and  it  was  the  crowning  degra¬ 
dation  which  made  life  utterly  uneAdurahle. 
And  just  now,  when  she  dared  not  accept  it,  the 
chance  of  becoming  a  baroness — Fred  Townley 
back,  besides !  She  certainly  must  go  mad  ! 
Hours  and  hours  before  it  would  be  time  to 
dress  and  go  out  for  tlie  evening ;  if  she  could 
only  obtain  temporary  forgetfulness — get  away 
from  herself  even  for  a  while !  She  found  a 
bottle  of  laudanum  that  mademoiselle  had 
brought  up  to  use  for  a  sprained  wrist;  she 
drank  of  it  as  carelessly  as  if  it  had  been  water. 
Luckily,  not  being  accustomed  to  the  taste,  she 
could  not  swallow  much,  after  all,  so  ran  no  risk. 
She  went  to  bed,  and  fell  into  a  sleep  so  deep 
that  it  brought  no  dreams. 

When  she  woke  it  was  long  after  dark ;  made¬ 
moiselle  was  back — dinner  over.  Miss  Berners 
thought  she  needed  rest,  and  would  not  allow 
her  to  be  disturbed. 

“Who  would  have  dreamed  Elizabeth  could 
develop  sense  at  this  late  day?”  quoth  Violet, 
ungratefully.  She  was  shivering  and  unsteady 
from  the  effects  of  the  narcotic.  “Bring  me 
some  black  coffee,  Pauline,  and  I’ll  dress.” 

The  powerful  stimulant  made  her  alive  again, 
to  her  very  finger  tips.  An  hour  later  she  join¬ 
ed  Miss  Berners  down  stairs ;  and  the  virgin 
faiily  squeaked  with  surprise.  In  all  her  ex¬ 
perience  of  Violet  she  had  never  seen  her  so 
beautiful  as  to-night. 

‘  ‘  Never  mind  admiring  me,  ”  said  the  widow ; 
“  there’s  the  carriage.  Two  parties  and  a  ball ! 
I  wish  I  was  a  caterpillar  under  a  green  goose- 
berry  bush!  Come  along,  Elizabeth.” 

“  Such  spirits !”  tittered  the  virgin ;  and  Vio¬ 
let  longed  to  make  her  a  martyr  as  well. 

She  was  gorgeous,  and  her  dress  perfection — 
fresh  from  Paris,  and  the  bill  with  it.  That  was 
paid ;  so  were  not  scores  and  scores  beside ;  and, 
in  consequence,  the  door-bell  sounded  at  all 
hours  like  the  shriek  of  a  fiend. 

At  the  second  reception  she  met  the  Baron ; 
and  the  Baron  forgot  his  huff,  and  worshiped. 

“Those  dreadful  women!”  she  said,  softly; 
“  they  sent  you  away.  Do  you  hate  me  out¬ 
right  ?” 

The  Baron  was  so  agitated  that  he  could 
only  sputter.  Violet  took  him  off  with  her  in 
triumph  to  the  ball ;  and  appearing  late,  on  his 
arm,  drove  every  female  creature  on  promotion 
out  of  her  senses  at  once. 

But  they  were  avenged  presently,  though 
they  did  not  know  it.  The  first  waltz  with  the 
Baron  was  over ;  he  w'as  just  begging  her  to  go 
into  the  conservatory  for  a  breath  of  air,  ^yhen 
up  came  Cloudy  Forester,  handsomer,  wickeder, 
more  insolent-looking  than  ever,  and  dared  to 
say: 

“You  promised  me  this  galop,  Mrs.  Living¬ 
ston  ;”  and  hurried  her  away  almost  before  she 
could  whisper  an  apologetic  word  to  the  Baron. 

He  dared  to  do  this,  when  she  had  never 
danced  with  him  or  promised  to  in  her  whole 
life.  Oh,  his  letter  must  be  all  true !  She 
ought  to  have  taken  a  larger  dose  of  laudanum. 


There  w'as  no  other  escape  from  her  troubles. 
She  let  him  whirl  her  half  a  dozen  times  up  and 
down  the  room,  then  she  could  bear  no  more. 

“I  must  sit  down,”  she  said.  “I  got  your 
note,  Mr.  Forester.  ” 

“But  you  would  not  see  me,”  returned  he. 

“The  letter  was  enough  for  one  day!  Did 
you  mean  what  you  wrote  ?” 

“  Every  word  !  I  am  so  sorry — ” 

“Never  mind  !  How  much  have  I  lost?” 

“You  don’t  mean  to  talk  business  here  ?” 

“I  mean  you  to  answer  me.” 

He  made  some  figures  on  a  card  and  showed 
them  to  her.  She  only  bowed,  smiling  still. 
The  world  had  come  to  an  end;  at  least  the 
world  she  had  shone  in.  She  must  go  down, 
down  from  her  dazzling  eminence.  She  might 
be  a  governdss,  a  sewing  woman — or  she  might 
starve.  She  could  only  hold  her  own  in  this 
sphere  for  a  little  while ;  not  for  a  day  if 
Cloudy  Forester  got  angry  with  her ;  and  there 
was  only  one  means  of  preventing  that — let  him 
be  tender.  No,  not  if  she  died  in  the  streets! 
People  called  her  a  reckless  flirt;  but  life  could 
not  bring  her  to  a  pass  wdien  she  would  tolerate 
this  man’s  presence  in  other  than  the  merest 
show  of  acquaintance — not  while  there  was  any 
laudanum  left  in  mademoiselle’s  bottle,  she 
thought. 

Then,  standing  there  opposite  him,  with  the 
crowd  floating  before  her  eyes,  the  music  sound¬ 
ing  in  her  ears,  her  quick  fancy  conjured  up  a 
vision  of  herself  found  cold  and  white  on  her 
bed  —  mademoiselle  shrieking  —  Elizabeth  in 
hysterics — friends  pouring  in  to  look  at  her  and 
ferret  out  the  truth.  Perhaps  this  was  her  last 
night  of  triumph ;  at  least  she  W'ould  make  it 
memorable.  Never,  in  all  the  years  which  had 
made  her  beauty  and  wit  famous,  had  she  been 
so  dazzling  as  this  evening ;  and  every  where 
she  moved  she  felt  Cloudy  Forester’s  eyes  on 
her,  and  shivered  under  the  last  words  he  had 
whispered : 

“I  shall  come  to-morrow.” 

Dancing,  jesting,  coquetting — the  Baron  quite 
imbecile  with  adoration — a  score  of  men  ready 
to  fall  at  her  feet — troops  of  women  wishing 
their  eyes  were  basilisks,  to  strike  her  dead — 
she  growing  more  insane  each  instant — that  odd 
feeling,  that  this  was  the  culmination  of  her  suc¬ 
cess,  waxing  each  instant  stronger.  Then,  in 
a  pause  of  the  dance,  as  her  adorers  gathered 
about  her,  a  new-comer  appeared  at  her  side. 
She  looked  up,  and  saw  Fred  Townley,  so  lit¬ 
tle  changed  by  these  years  of  separation  that 
it  might  have  been  yesterday  they  parted. 
Straightway  the  one  beautiful  dream  of  her  life 
mocked  her  with  its  loss,  and  her  heart  cried 
out  as  it  had  done  in  the  first  wrecks,  while  her 
grief  was  fresh  and  real. 

“Do  I  need  to  be  introduced  to  you?”  he 
asked,  quietly. 

“Unless  you  feel  the  necessity  on  your  own 
aceount,”  she  answered,  holding  out  her  hand. 
“I  am  very,  very  glad  to  see  you.” 

He  had  wanted  to  meet  her,  to  assure  him- 
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self  that  it  was  true  he  had  entirely  recovered 
from  his  old  disappointment ;  that  even  anger 
had  died  out,  and  he  felt  nothing  but  indiifer- 
ence  toward  this  woman  who  had  desolated  his 
youth.  But,  behold,  at  the  touch  of  her  slender 
fingers,  the  sound  of  her  marvelous  voice,  the 
glance  and  smile,  he  heard  his  heart  flutter  till 
he  mentally  cursed  himself  for  a  triple  idiot, 
and  tried  to  believe  it  was  only  the  power  of 
memory  which  moved  him. 

Whatever  it  was,  he  could  not  shake  off  the 
spell.  Presently  he  forgot  that  he  wanted  to 
do  so.  Violet  talked,  and  made  him  talk — not 
ordinary  ball-room  nonsense — getting  out  on 
the  dangerous  ground  of  the  past.  She  did  not 
mean  to  do  it,  but  she  was  born  a  flirt,  and 
could  not  resist  using  her  power ;  and  after  a 
little  she  grew  so  much  interested  that  she 
might  as  well  have  been  in  earnest. 

Of  course  this  was  the  work  of  a  brief  space 
— up  came  more  men. 

“  Please  ask  me  to  dance,’’  Violet  said,  with 
her  softest  laugh,  “else  one  of  those  wretches 
will  carry  me  off  before  you  have  finished ;  and 
I  want  to  hear  how  it  ended.” 

Something  he  was  relating  connected  with 
his  Australian  experience ;  but  they  both  for¬ 
got  it  in  the  pleasure  of  whirling  away  to  the 
measure  of  the  waltz  which  used  to  be  their 
favorite  in  the  old  days.  Cloudy  Forester 
watched  and  glared ;  but  for  a  time  Violet  for¬ 
got  even  him.  The  Baron  watched  and  glared, 
as  well  as  his  watery  blue  eyes  would  permit. 
He  began  to  think  he  had  not  made  his  august 
intentions  plain  enough  to  the  widow.  She 
could  not  know  the  honor  in  store  for  her,  or 
she  would  give  him  an  opportunity  to  speak. 

The  waltz  came  to  an  end.  Violet  caught 
sight  of  Forester  and  the  Baron,  and  her  senses 
returned.  Fred  saw  the  change  in  her  face, 
and  once  more  felt  vexed  with  himself  for  hav¬ 
ing  been  momentarily  softened.  He  said  some¬ 
thing  as  sharp  as  politeness  would  allow,  and 
she  relapsed  into  the  fine  lady  at  once.  He 
went  away,  and  she  was  glad.  This  sort  of 
thing  must  not  be  repeated.  She  recollected 
the  skeleton  awaiting  her  at  home,  and  knew 
that  she  should  die  if  Fred  Townley,  of  all 
men,  ever  suspected  its  existence. 

Cloudy  Forester  was  waiting  for  her — so  was 
the  Baron — so  were  a  dozen  men.  Her  head 
was  whirling,  the  room  was  unsteady  as  a  ship 
at  sea ;  but  all  the  while  dancing,  talking,  con¬ 
ciliating  Cloudy,  or  keeping  the  Baron  up  to 
concert  pitch,  without  an  opportunity  to  free 
his  mind,  her  restless  thoughts  never  ceased  to 
torment  her.  This  was  her  final  triumph  to¬ 
morrow  the  deluge !  If  it  were  not  for  that 
if  she  had  been  less  mad — what  chances  of  life 
would  be  open  before  her  I 

Perhaps  a  happiness  like  the  girlish  dream, 
for  Fred  Townley  had  not  turned  to  marble — 
she  saw  that.  Or  if  no  such  sweet  romance 
were  possible,  at  least  the  Baron  and  Paris  were 
in  her  reach.  But,  with  all  his  devotion,  the 
Baron  was  practical ;  he  would  want  time  to 


be  certain  that  the  fortune  of  which  she  had 
the  credit  was  secure — and  that  fortune  was  a 
wreck.  There  had  never  been  any  where  near 
the  amount  supposed,  and  for  several  years  she 
had  spent  more  money  than  any  woman  ever 
heard  of,  unless  it  might  be  Eugenie. 

She  knew  nothing  about  business,  she  took 
money  right  and  left,  not  her  dividends,  but  the 
principal,  and  sped  along  in  her  mad  chase. 
Finally  she  had  arrived  at  mortgages  and  un¬ 
pleasant  straits  of  all  sorts.  A  few  months  be¬ 
fore,  she  had  become  infected  with  the  mania 
for  stock-jobbing.  Ever  so  many  women  made 
delightful  sums  by  getting  friendly  Bulls  or 
Bears  to  take  them  “flyers” — why,  with  good 
luck  she  might  free  herself  from  her  embarrass¬ 
ments.  In  an  evil  hour  she  allowed  Cloudy 
Forester  to  be  the  means  whereby  she  was  to 
work  these  wonders. 

In  spite  of  his  doubtful  reputation — no,  of  a 
reputation  unfortunately  not  in  the  least  doubt¬ 
ful— Cloudy  maintained  a  certain  position  in 
society.  So  many  men  were  deep  in  his  Wall 
Street  schemes  that  they  dared  not  allow  their 
wives  and  daughters  to'  give  him  the  cold 
shoulder.  As  long  as  his  lucky  star  was  up 
— his  schemes  successful — he  must  be  tolerated. 
Though  six  months  ago  his  wife  left  him  and 
buried  herself  in  the  country,  the  world  insisted 
on  believing  it  her  fault — she  had  been  a  stupid, 
nagging  woman,  and  very  likely  was  to  blame 
for  half  his  follies. 

Violet  had  always  detested  the  man,  and  it 
could  have  surprised  nobody  so  much  as  it  did 
her,  to  find  herself  mixed  up  in  his  projects 
and  gradually  falling  into  his  power.  But  he 
had  been  at  hand  at  the  moment  when  she  was 
most  worried — had  taken  a  “  flyer”  for  her  just 
as  a  joke,  and  it  brought  in  such  a  golden  har¬ 
vest  that  she  went  crazy,  as  people  always  do. 
She  had  not  stopped  to  think,  she  rushed  on, 
and  he  helped  her.  When  it  was  too  late  to 
retreat,  there  came  losses.  Cloudy  encouraged 
her — she  was  not  to  be  troubled — no  need  to 
advance  more  money  j^et — he  should  get  hers 
back  quadrupled.  She  had  waited  and  waited, 
and  now  the  end  had  come  !  Not  only  the  risk 
of  pecuniary  ruin,  but  her  secrets  in  Forester’s 
hands,  and  he,  during  the  past  fortnight,  show¬ 
ing  plainly  enough  for  her  quick  wit  to  under¬ 
stand  what  use  he  meant  to  make  of  her  posi¬ 
tion. 

The  night  culminated  and  waned.  Violet 
was  enduring  the  tortures  of  the  damned,  but 
they  were  better  than  home  and  the  society  of 
the  skeleton.  She  lingered  still,  and  her  eyes 
waxed  brighter,  her  reckless  tongue  more  un¬ 
manageable,  and  men  worshiped  and  women  re¬ 
viled,  and  she  grew  so  mad  that  she  longed  to 
shriek  her  stoiy  out  in  full  hearing  of  the  crowd, 
and  make  a  tragedy  of  herself  on  the  spot. 

Fred  Townley  was  going — she  saw  him  look¬ 
ing  darkly  at  her — she  could  not  let  him  go  in 
that  way.  She  brought  him  to  her  side  by  a 
gesture  with  her  fan. 

“I  wanted  to  say  good-night,”  she  said. 
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softly.  “Don’t  come  near  me  any  more — it 
makes  my  heart  ache  for  an  old  friend  to  see 
me  as  I  am.  Ah,  Ered !  Fate  has  been  hard 
on  me — good-by !  ” 

It  was  partly  earnest,  partly  acting;  she 
would  have  been  mortally  afraid  to  have  him 
in  love  with  her  again,  but  she  could  not  bear 
to  think  her  power  was  wholly  lost,  and  the  old 
dream  looked  so  beautiful!  He  went  away 
puzzled  by  his  own  emotions — cursing  himself 
for  an  ass — but  not  able  to  forget  the  mournful 
eyes  raised  beseechingly  to  his,  the  timid,  fleet¬ 
ing  smile  that  for  an  instant  had  made  her  so 
like  the  Violet  Berners  of  former  days. 

The  lights  in  the  ball-room  were  out — -the 
Baron  was  safe  in  his  bed,  dreaming  of  the  pret¬ 
ty  widow  and  her  half  million  of  dollars,  which 
would  make  so  charming  a  fortune  joined  with 
his  income  of  fifty  thousand  francs.  Fred 
Townley  was  rushing  up  and  down  his  rooms 
in  the  same  hotel,  smoking  his  biggest  meer¬ 
schaum,  vowing  that  on  the  morrow  he  would 
quit  New  York  forever  and  not  see  that  wo¬ 
man’s  face  again,  yet  conscious  that  he  could 
not  go  till  he  had  looked  once  more  in  her  eyes. 
Cloudy  Forester  had  gone  to  finish  his  night  at 
a  gaming-table  ;  always,  during  the  intervals  of 
thought  given  by  the  card-dealing,  swearing  to 
himself  that  he  would  reach  the  goal  he  had 
tried  so  hard  during  the  past  weeks  to  attain. 
With  each  and  alt,  the  thought  of  that  beauti¬ 
ful  woman  was  persistent  and  engrossing ;  and 
she  was  at  home — if  they  could  have  seen  her 
then!  She  was  shut  in  her  apartments— the 
communicating  doors  of  the  whole  suit  thrown 
open  to  give  her  space  for  the  weary  march  she 
kept  up  the  whole  night  through.  'The  skeleton 
marched  by  her  side,  not  to  be  tired  out  or 
shaken  off — gibing,  muttering,  pointing  to  the 
laudanum  bottle — whispering  a  thousand  mock¬ 
ing  recommendations — reminding  her  over  and 
over  that  the  world  had  come  to  an  end — that 
she  had  better  kill  herself  and  be  done — better 
be  found  cold  and  stiff,  and  leave  at  least  a 
mystery,  than  to  drag  out  a  few  more  days  or 
weeks  of  suspense  and  have  the  final  blow  fall. 

No  way  out — nothing  left — neither  money 
nor  friends — even  her  good  name  attacked. 
She  knew  well  enough  that  when  the  pack  of 
hounds  once  opened  mouth  there  would  be  no 
limit  to  their  ferocity.  She  must  share  the 
fate  of  any  dethroned  idol — nothing  too  bad  to 
be  said  or  believed:  Perh  avant  de  tomber, 
fange  apr'cs  sa  chute!'' 

Morning — noon — the  new  day  had  come  ! 
Mademoiselle,  tired  of  waiting,  managed  to 
upset  a  chair  in  the  dressing-room,  and  so 
waked  her  up  to  meet  it.  Then  a  visit  from 
the  virgin  Elizabeth ;  half  an  hour  to  herself, 
more  purgatorial  than  Pauline's  chatter  or  Miss 
Berners’s  commonplaces ;  then  the  announce¬ 
ment  she  expected— Cloudy  Forester  was  wait¬ 
ing  to  see  her. 

It  was  a  relief  that  the  moment  for  action 
had  come.  She  was  actress  enough  to  rise  to 
the  excitement  of  her  part.  She  had  dressed 


herself  admirably  for  the  scene — I  can  not  de¬ 
scribe  how;  a  marvelous  blue  and  white  com¬ 
bination  of  silk  and  soft  cashmere  that  floated 
and  fell  in  graceful  folds  such  as  no  other  wo¬ 
man’s  dress  ever  would  assume.  It  gave  her 
an  indescribable  look  of  purity  and  distance 
from  ordinary  mortals,  which  would  have  made 
it  difficult  for  the  most  hardened  men  to  hold 
very  base  thoughts  in  her  presence.  I  don’t 
suppose  Cloudy  Forester  was  that — bad  enough 
in  all  conscience — but  I  never  saw  any  body  so 
wicked  that  I  did  not  hear  of  somebody  worse. 
However,  Cloudy  had  gone  raving  with  this 
new  fancy  that  he  called  love — wms  such  to  him 
— and  he  would  not  have  been  awed  by  the  devil, 
or,  what  is  more  to  the  purpose,  by  an  angel. 

“How  good  of  you  to  be  punctual,”  said  she, 
with  her  most  unconcerned  smile;  “and  ad¬ 
mire  the  business  habits  I  am  acquiring ;  I 
have  not  made  you  wait.” 

“I  am  sure  I  should  be  repaid  if  you  had,” 
returned  he,  and  overdid  the  matter,  as  he 
always  W'ould  an  attempt  at  gallantry,  and  so 
made  it  unpleasant.  “I  never  saw  you  look 
so  charming  in  my  life.” 

“But  we  are  not  in  a  ball-room  now,”  said 
she,  laughing ;  “we  are  dowm  in  Wall  Street, 
and  Wall  Street  knows  nothing  about  pretty 
speeches.” 

“How  nicely  you  put  me  on  the  footing  you 
might  a  business  agent,”  said  he,  flushing  an¬ 
grily,  though  making  an  effort  to  control  his 
impossible  temper.  “I  was  not  aware  that  I 
occupied  that  precise  position  towmrd  you  or 
any  body.” 

“Not  toward  me,  certainly,”  she  replied,  ap¬ 
parently  undisturbed.  “You  have  been  a  very- 
patient,  kind  friend,  and  allowed  me  to  bother 
you  dreadfully.” 

“You  never  could  do  that — where  business 
is  concerned.” 

She  altogether  ignored  the  speech  and  its 
double  meaning.  She  was  busy  fastening  a 
little  bunch  of  scarlet  flowers  in  her  belt. 

“  Yes,  dreadfully^”  she  went  on,  in  a  voice 
that  never  quavered,  though  there  was  a  mor¬ 
tal  chill  at  her  heart,  and  she  was  growing  hor¬ 
ribly  afraid.  “But  it’s  all  over  ;  I  retire  from 
the  Stock  Exchange.  I’m  quite  satisfied  with 
my  little  lesson.” 

He  admired  her  yfiuck  hugely,  for  he  knew 
exactly  the  position  in  which  she  was  placed ; 
but  his  admiration  only  made  the  hot  passion 
in  his  heart  more  violent. 

“It  never  answers  to  get  discouraged,”  he 
said;  “one  never  knows  when  matters  may 
take  a  turn.” 

“Mine  did  that  weeks  and  weeks  ago — only 
they  took  a  wrong  turn,”  retorted  she;  and, 
self-controlled  as  she  was,  she  could  not  help 
saying  it  bitterly. 

“I  hope  y-ou  do  not  blame — ” 

“Any  body,  but  luck  or  circumstances — or 
whatever  god  may  be  worshiped  or  rebelled 
against  in  Wall  Street,”  she  interrupted,  laugh¬ 
ing  again. 
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“  I  want  you  to  let  me  talk  frankly  about  the 
bad  luck,  and  tell  you  what  I  think  the  wisest 
and  best  thing  to  be  done,”  he  said,  gravely. 

A  gleam  of  hope  sprang  up  in  her  heart. 
Perhaps  she  had  wronged  him  ;  he  might  prove 
less  ungenerous  and  mean  than  she  had  ex¬ 
pected. 

“Tell  me,”  she  said,  turning  her  beautiful 
face  toward  him  with  a  new  brightness  in  her 
eyes,  and  a  soft  tinge  of  color  in  her  cheeks. 
“You  know  I  am  any  thing  but  a  business  wo¬ 
man.” 

“Eor  that  very  reason  I  don’t  wish  you  to 
trouble  yourself  about  what  has  happened,”  he 
answered,  slowly. 

,  “What  nonsense!”  she  exclaimed,  irapa- 
tientl3^  “I  owe  you  thousands  of  dollars  ;  of 
course  you  want  them  paid,  and  I  want  to  pay 
them.  I  have  been  an  idiot,  and  must  suffer 
the  penalty.” 

He  tried  to  look  grave  as  ever,  but  she  saw  a 
sudden  triumph  shining  in  his  eyes.  She  knew 
that,  whether  she  succeeded  or  not  in  freeing 
herself,  she  should  have  to  listen  to  the  insult¬ 
ing  secret  which  he  had  made  visible  in  his 
face  for  weeks ;  and  it  was  the  first  time  in  her 
life  that  any  man  had  dared  bring  such  trouble 
near  her.  A  shiver  of  sickening  fright,  fierce 
anger,  a  fiery  pang  of  shame  and  remorse,  shot 
through  her  soul  in  the  brief  instant  of  silence 
that  followed  her  words.  Then  he  spoke  so  rap¬ 
idly  that  there  would  have  been  no  opportunity 
to  interrupt  him,  even  if  she  could  have  got 
back  her  breath  and  strength. 

“You  need  not  think  of  that,  or  be  trou¬ 
bled,”  he  said.  “  There  is  not  the  slightest  oc¬ 
casion.  What  loss  there  is  nobody  knows  or 
needs  to  -know.  It  is  a  matter  entirely  between 
you  and  me.” 

If  he  had  struck  her  in  the  face  it  would  have 
hurt  less  than  his  words;  but  she  could  not  ar¬ 
ticulate  a  syllable.  Besides,  there  was  no  es¬ 
cape  ;  she  had  got  to  hear  him  through  ;  she 
who,  in  spite  of  her  untold  flirtations,  had  al¬ 
ways  been  able  to  boast  to  herself  that  no  man 
had  ever  ventured  upon  so  much  as  a  look  be¬ 
yond  the  role  she  laid  down  for  him. 

But  the  skeleton  had  not  grinned  at  her  for 
weeks  without  reason  in  his  malice,  and  she 
had  come  upon  the  most  bitter  humiliation  of 
her  life.  Another  instant,  and  Cloudy  Forester 
was  holding  her  hands  fast,  and  pouring  out  the 
story  of  his  love  and  suffering  in  high-flown 
words  that  might  have  been  effective  with  a 
young  girl,  but  vyhich  reminded  her  so  much  of 
a  scene  in  some  French  play  that,  angry  and 
frightened  as  she  was,  they  made  her  long  to 
laugh. 

She  allowed  him  to  finish ;  by  that  time  she 
was  too  angry  to  care  or  think  of  the  conse¬ 
quences  of  offending  him,  desirous  only  of  pun¬ 
ishing  his  insolence  in  the  most  effectual  man¬ 
ner.  She  knew  v'ery  well  that  open  expressions 
of  wrath  would  only  give  him  courage- — -that 
tears  would  be  considered  a  theatrical  display. 
She  drew  her  hands  aw.ay  from  him,  as  he  half 
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knelt  before  her,  and  said,  in  the  quietest,  most 
delightfully  insolent  voice : 

“Perhaps  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  got 
up  now.  This  little  stage  business  was  thrown 
in,  I  suppose.  Well,  a  bit  of  practice  never 
comes  amiss.” 

lie  was  on  his  feet  before  she  concluded  her 
sentence.  She  saw  a  legion  of  devils  looking 
at  her  from  his  handsome,  wicked  eyes ;  but 
she  would  not  have  taken  back  her  words  if 
she  could.  She  knew  he  would  have  liked  to 
make  his  nervously  working  fingers  meet  about 
her  throat  and  choke  her  until  she  was  black  in 
the  face ;  but  he  mastered  his  anger,  and,  still 
clinging  to  the  theatricals  that  he  had  so  often 
found  effective,  he  burst  into  an  eloquent  tirade 
against  her  cruelty,  and  renewed  protestations 
of  his  earnest  devotion. 

“When  did  you  hear  from  Mrs.  Forester?” 
she  asked,  quietly,  when  he  paused. 

He  kept  himself  from  uttering  bad  words. 
In  the  midst  of  her  trouble,  Violet  enjoyed  the 
difficulty  he  had.  After  a  little  he  said,  re¬ 
proachfully  : 

“  From  any  body  else  the  question  would  be 
an  insult ;  from  you  it  is  cruel.” 

“It  occurred  to  me  that  you  had  forgotten 
there  was  such  a  person,”  returned  she,  coolly. 
“  Suppose  we  go  back  to  the  business  in  hand.” 

“You  shall  not  put  me  off  in  this  way,” 
he  said,  in  a  tone  that  was  fierce  in  spite  of  his 
efforts  to  subdue  it.  “  I  will  not  be  trifled 
with — ■” 

“And  I!”  she  interrupted,  too  angry  now  to 
remember  any  prudence.  “  You  dare  to  come 
to  me  with  words  of  love  on  your  lips — you,  a 
married  man  !  You  venture  to  insult  and  out¬ 
rage  me  because  you  believe  me  helpless.  But 
there,  tragedy  would  be  wasted  !  Mr.  Forester, 
I  am  in  a  hurry  to  go  out.” 

“I  am  the  same  as  free,”  he  exclaimed. 
“The  divorce  will  be  arranged  in  a  few  weeks. 
I  ask  you  to  be  my  wife.  Violet,  no  man  will 
ever  love  you  as  I  do — ” 

She  was  standing  before  him,  white  as  death, 
her  eyes  blazing  with  a  light  which,  callous  as 
he  was,  he  found  it  hard  to  meet.  But  she 
controlled  herself,  made  a  gesture  with  her 
hand  as  if  dismissing  some  importunate  serv¬ 
ant,  and  said : 

“  That  will  do.  Allow  me  to  bid  you  good¬ 
morning  ;  we  will  settle  our  business  by  letter.” 

He  was  furious  now,  and  uttered  menaces 
which  roused  her  temper  to  a  pitch  nearly  equal 
to  his.  Then  he  dared  again  to  plead  his  love, 
and  at  last  she  cried  ; 

“  Either  leave  this  house,  or  I  will  ring  and 
have  you  put  out.” 

With  a  man  who  had  only  the  thinnest  pos¬ 
sible  varnish  of  gentlemanly  breeding  over  the 
animal  coarseness  of  his  nature,  of  course  aft¬ 
er  such  words  a  terrible  scene  was  unavoidable. 
He  absolutely  threatened  her  with  exposure 
a  suit  to  recover  his  money — and,  to  add  to  her 
anger  and  fright,  showed  her  that  something 
she  had  put  in  his  hands  by  way  of  security 


418 


HAEPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


only  made  her  position  worse.  It  was  a  claim 
on  property  already  mortgaged  to  its  full  value, 
which,  in  her  delightful  ignorance  of  business, 
he  had  induced  her  to  make  use  of.  But  she 
bore  even  that  gallantly. 

“No  matter  what  comes,”  she  exclaimed, 
“at  least  I  shall  be  free  from  your  society. 
Any  thing  would  be  better  than  meeting  you, 
and  being  forced  to  treat  you  civilly.” 

He  left  her.  It  was  almost  the  first  time  in  his 
life  that  Cloudy  Forester  had  failed  in  a  seheme 
on  which  his  heart  was  set,  and  he  vowed  to  re¬ 
venge  himself  at  any  eost. 

Violet  remained  in  the  reception-room — not 
thinking,  scarcely  feeling— dazed  and  stunned 
by  the  blow  which  had  fallen  at  last.  The 
world  had  come  to  an  end !  She  caught  her¬ 
self  repeating  the  words  again  and  again,  and 
laughed  aloud  at  her  own  idiocy.  What  was 
to  follow?  She  asked  herself  that;  but  she 
could  not  think,  she  was  too  tired.  Euin — 
disgrace — she  knew  that  both  hovered  near; 
but  it  was  no  matter — oh,  nothing  was  any  mat¬ 
ter! 

People  were  coming  in — a  whole  army,  she 
thought — and  wondered  in  a  feeble  way  if  the 
story  was  already  known,  and  they  had  come  to 
stare  at  and  revile  her.  Then  she  managed  to 
recover  an  outward  show  of  civility,  saw  that  it 
was  only  the  old  maid  and  her  spinster  relative, 
and  got  rid  of  them  soon  on  some  pretext. 
She  would  have  liked  to  give  orders  that  no¬ 
body  else  should  be  admitted ;  but  no,  let 
whoever  would  come— perhaps  it  was  the  last 
time.  So  the  Baron  was  next,  and  the  Baron 
offered  his  title  for  her  acceptance,  and  proposed 
uniting  their  fortunes,  besides  telling,  in  very 
pretty  French,  that  his  whole  heart  was  offered 
too. 

“My  dear  Baron,”  said  she,  laughing  anew, 
“I  should  like  it  of  all  things  !  Unfortunately, 
it  is  out  of  the  question.  I  have  lost  all  my 
money.” 

He  could  not  believe  his  ears  at  first ;  when 
he  did,  he  vowed  that  it  was  of  no  consequence, 
and  for  the  moment  he  thought  so.  But  his 
German  phlegm  came  to  his  aid,  and  he  was 
greatly  relieved  when  she  persisted  in  her  re¬ 
fusal.  He  departed  in  his  turn  ;  but  as  he  was 
a  gentleman,  in  spite  of  his  dullness,  of  course 
her  confession  remained  a  profound  secret. 

Violet  sat  there  and  wondered  whether  it 
was  real,  or  if  she  had  dreamed  it  all,  and  could 
not  decide.  Then  Helen  Morgan  and  one  of 
her  companion  gigglers  appeared,  along  with  a 
youth  who  seemed  bent  on  giving  himself  an 
indigestion  by  devouring  his  seal  ring.  While 
the  girls  tittered  and  the  youth  nibbled,  and 
Violet  shut  her  lips  tight  to  keep  from  astonish¬ 
ing  them  by  dreadful  words,  Fred  Townley 
found  his  way  in,  and  Violet  knew  that  she 
must  go  mad,  but  she  did  not. 

Fred  had  tried  to  harden  his  heart  during 
his  sleepless  night  by  the  recollection  of  her 
falsehood,  yet  he  could  not  resist  coming  to 
look  at  her  once  more ;  and  when  he  left  the 


house  he  hated  and  despised  himself,  because 
he  knew  that  the  old  spell  was  still  strong  upon 
him. 

When  he  was  gone  Helen  Morgan  told  Vio¬ 
let  that  he  was  engaged  to  some  girl  in  Wash¬ 
ington,  and  was  to  be  married  shortly.  Violet 
was  left  to  herself,  and  could  shed  a  few  tears 
for  the  first  time  in  weeks.  Not  over  her 
present  trouble — not  over  the  knowledge  that 
Fred  Townley  had  found  happiness  apart  from 
her — ^just  over  the  beautiful  dream  of  her  girl¬ 
hood  that  had  been  so  ruthlessly  murdered  by 
such  cruel  hands. 

Two  days  passed — they  were  like  a  horrible 
nightmare  to  Violet.  There  was  not  a  mo¬ 
ment.  unoccupied.  It  was  near  Lent,  and  all 
the  amusement  possible  was  crowded  into  these 
last  weeks.  She  went  from  breakfast  to  con¬ 
cert,  from  there  to  dinner,  parties  and  balls 
after,  and  in  looks  and  spirits  she  surpassed 
herself. 

Cloudy  Forester  haunted  her  like  a  ghost, 
but  would  not  speak  ;  he  knew  that  this  dread 
in  which  she  lived  was  the  most  horrible  re¬ 
venge  he  could  take.  Fred  Townley  watched 
her  afar  off ;  the  spinster  Elizabeth  watched  her 
too,  but  did  not  dream  what  was  amiss.  She 
formed  her  own  theoiy — ^being  a  woman,  she 
must  have  one — and,  dating  the  change  in 
Violet  from  the  time  of  Townley’s  arrival,  be¬ 
lieved  that  she  had  found  a  clew. 

So  the  third  day  at  a  reception  she  waylaid 
Fred  and  told  him  a  long  story ;  he  did  not  as¬ 
tonish  propriety  by  hugging  her  on  the  spot, 
but  he  came  near  it. 

And  Violet,  unable  to  endure  her  torture 
longer,  had  at  this  time  walked  straight  up  to 
Cloudy  Forester  and  taken  his  arm. 

“I  want  to  speak  to  you,  and  I  will,”  she 
said,  recklessly.  He  bowed,  and  the  sneer 
on  his  face  showed  how  thoroughly  he  enjoyed 
his  triumph.  They  went  into  the  conserva¬ 
tory;  he  stood  nonchalantly  smelling  of  the 
flowers. 

“  This  mustn’t  go  on,”  she  said,  hoarsely. 
“  Whatever  you  mean  to  do,  do  it  at  once  ;  I’ll 
not  live  like  this.” 

“My  dear  friend,”  returned  he,  fastening  a 
rose-bud  in  his  button-hole,  “don’t  be  in  such 
haste  to  be  sued ;  matters  may  right  themselves 
yet.” 

“I  want  my  freedom !”  she  exclaimed ;  “let 
me  have  it  at  any  cost.” 

“Think  of  the  paragraphs  in  the  Sunday 
papers,”  sneered  he.  “I  am  sure  you  have 
adulation  enough  ;  you  don’t  want  notoriety.” 

In  that  instant  Violet  comprehended  how  it 
was  that  women  went  mad  and  committed  the 
deeds  of  which  she  had  shuddered  to  read. 
If  she  could  have  laid  hold  of  any  weapon  with 
death  in  it.  Cloudy  Forester  would  never  have 
tormented  any  other  unfortunate. 

“I  tell  you  this  shall  end,”  she  said,  quietly 
enough — people  don’t  do  theatre  at  a  moment 
like  this.  “I  am  desperate  now.” 

“My  dear  creature,”  returned  he,  “let  me 
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settle  your  difficulties.  I’ll  advance  you  any 
amount  of  money  you  may  need.” 

“  Don’t  you  speak  one  insulting  word  more,” 
she  said,  with  a  composure  at  which  she  could 
even  then  marvel,  “or,  at  any  cost  to  myself. 
I’ll  tell  my  story  out  for  the  whole  M'orld  to 
hear ;  at  least  some  man  would  show  humanity 
enough  to  kill  you  before  my  face.” 

He  looked  at  her  and  knew  that  she  meant 
the  words,  insane  as  they  were.  He  could  not 
answer,  for  Pred  Townley  was  close  beside 
them  ;  Porester  was  certain  by  his  look  that  he 
had  caught  her  last  words. 

“Mrs.  Livingston  will  excuse  you,”  said 
Pred. 

“She  can  say  so,”  retorted  Porester. 

“She  does,”  exclaimed  Violet,  roused  to  a 
sense  of  what  might  happen  between  the  two 
men.  “  Mr.  Porester,  please  call  my  carriage. 
Mr.  Townley,  I  must  beg  you  to  find  my  aunt 
and  say  that  I  wish  to  go  home.” 

She  took  Porester’s  arm  and  walked  toward 
the  drawing-room  ;  both  men  obeyed  her. 

Every  thing  else  was  a  confused  dream  until 
she  found  herself  seated  in  her  carriage,  and 
the  virgin  Elizabeth  silent  as  usual  by  her 
side. 

The  dinner  hour  passed  ;  night  came.  Y’iolet 
was  dressed  to  go  out,  and  sitting  in  her  library 
waiting  for  Elizabeth.  She  knew  that  some 
horrible  news  was  close  at  hand.  She  could 
not  even  tremble  or  be  afraid.  She  was  cold 
and  dead ;  even  the  capability  of  suffering 
acutely  was  gone. 

The  door  opened,  she  did  not  lift  her  head 
from  its  resting-place  on  the  table. 

“  I  am  ready,  Elizabeth,”  she  said,  dreamily. 
“  I  think  I  died  hours  ago,  but  don’t  tell  any 
body.” 

“Violet!” 

She  looked  up  on  that  utterance  of  her  name 
and  saw  Pred  Townley. 

“I  thought  it  was  Elizabeth.  I  had. forgot¬ 
ten  you  were  to  call  for  us,”  said  she. 

He  stared  at  her  in  alarm.  It  was  not,  how¬ 
ever,  that  her  brain  was  disordered ;  she  only 
thought  there  must  have  been  an  arrangement 
for  him  to  come,  and  that  she  had  forgotten 
it. 

“I  have  had  no  opportunity  to  congratulate 
you,”  she  went  on.  “I  think  you  might  have 
told  me ;  we  were  old  friends.  I  hope  you’ll 
be  happy.  Don’t  ever  tell  her  about  me, 
Pred.” 

Miss  Elizabeth  had  made  him  acquainted 
with  Helen  Morgan’s  romance,  so  he  under¬ 
stood  this  speech. 

“I  have  to  congratulate  you  too,”  he  an¬ 
swered. 

“If  I  am  really  dead,”  she  could  not  help 
muttering. 

“  But  I  have  to  scold  you  first,”  he  continued. 


cheerfully,  afraid  that  she  was  ill,  and  wanting 
to  break  his  news  as  gently  as  possible. 

“You  used  to  scold  me,  and  I  liked  it,”  she 
answered,  still  with  the  feeling  that  the  whole 
scene  was  one  of  her  odd  dreams.  “What 
have  I  been  doing?” 

“When  fate  brought  an  old  friend  near  you 
ought  to  have  trusted  him,”  he  said,  “and  so 
spared  yourself  the  trouble  and  danger  of  these 
past  weeks.” 

“  So  you  know,  ”  she  said,  slowly.  “  Is  it  in 
the  papers  ?  Don’t  you  blame  me,  Pred!  We 
sha’n’t  see  each  other  any  more.  There’ll  he 
enough  to  speak  harshly  of  me.” 

He  took  a  paper  out  of  his  pocket  and  showed 
her  Porester’s  signature  on  it. 

“That  is  his  receipt,”  he  said ;  “the  whole 
matter  is  settled.  I  have  been  to  your  lawyer 
also.  I  think  I  told  a  fib — he  thought  you 
sent  me.  I  know  all  about  your  affairs.  You 
are  by  no  means  ruined,  if  you  will  let  matters 
be  sensibly  managed.” 

“I’U  go  away,”  she  said;  “let  them  take 
every  thing !  I  can  live.  Elizabeth  must  stay 
with  her  brother.  ” 

“Violet!  Do  try  to  understand — ” 

“Yes,  I  do !  I  want  to  thank  you,  you 
know!  So  you  paid  Porester?  Thank  you, 
Pred.  I’m  not  even  ashamed  that  you  know'. 
I  think  I’ll  not  go  to  the  ball — I  wonder  if  I 
could  have  some  water — ” 

She  leaned  back  in  her  chair  and  fainted 
away.  When  she  came  to  her  senses  Pred 
Townley  W'as  dancing  about  like  a  mad  hare. 
Her  dress  was  wet  with  the  water  he  had  thrown 
over  her.  Somehow,  the  first  thing  she  remem¬ 
bered  was  the  story  of  his  engagement. 

“  I  want  to  hear  her  name,”  she  said.  “  Let 
me  write  and  tell  her  how  good  you  have  been 
to  me.” 

Pred  Townley  was  kneeling  at  her  feet,  pour¬ 
ing  out  the  old  story  of  his  love,  and  crying ; 

“Only  own  that  you  care  for  me,  Violet! 
Blot  out  these  years — come  back  to  the  old 
■dream !  I  love  you  better  than  in  the  dear  old 
days — trust  me.  Violet,  come !” 

She  could  neither  expostulate,  nor  think  of 
her  unworthiness  to  be  so  loved  and  trusted. 
She  went  straight  into  his  open  arms,  and  the 
dull  world  faded,  and  left  them  alone  in  their 
regained  Eden. 

Society  was  charmed  with  the  news  of  the 
engagement  the  next  day,  and  Cloudy  Porester 
was  a  fortnight  in  his  room  with  a  blackened 
eye — no,  a  pair  of  them — ^he  said  from  a  fall 
down  stairs ;  and  it  was  true  that  he  had  had 
one. 

The  skeleton  hetook  himjelf  to  his  grave. 
Violet  Livingston  recovered  from  a  brief  illness 
to  realize  that  she  had  expiated  her  follies  by 
the  suffering  of  the  past  months,  and  that  a  new 
effort  at  life  was  mercifully  granted  her. 
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AMEEICAN  ARTISTS  IN  ITALY. 

OT  the  least  of  the  impressions  of  an  Amer¬ 
ican  traveler  in  Europe  comes  from  the 
mark  made  by  his  own  country  and  country¬ 
men  there.  He  finds  every  where  the  stamp  of 
America,  as  decidedly,  if  not  always  as  definite¬ 
ly,  as  in  the  Eive-twenty  bonds  that  he  sees  in 
the  windows  of  the  bankers  of  the  great  cities. 
The  American  is  regarded  as  belonging  to  a 
nation  of  his  own,  and  as  having  a  character  of 
his  own;  and  “America  and  the  Americans” 
means  as  much  in  the  great  centres  of  European 
travel  as  “England  and  the  English.”  I  did 
not  find  the  prevailing  caricature  of  my  country¬ 
men  that  I  expected ;  and  although  in  certain 
dainty  social  circles  there  was  a  disposition  to 
make  light  of  our  travelers  for  their  loud  talk 
and  laugh,  and  their  vulgar  dash  and  extrava¬ 
gance,  the  common  people,  and  also  the  quiet 
intellectual  class,  seemed  to  look  upon  our  coun¬ 
trymen  as  a  well-educated,  independent,  unpre¬ 
tending,  kindly,  and  plucky  set,  tvho  liked  to 
see  and  have  the  best  things,  and  pay  fairly,  but 
not  foolishly,  for  them.  Our  people  certainly 
are  not  behind  the  Europeans  in  susceptibility 
to  what  is  beautiful ;  and  I  am-  sure  that  they 
are  more  familiar  with  the  grand  scenery  and 
fine  galleries  of  Europe  than  with  the  haunts 
of  dissipation  or  the  castles  of  indolence.  As 
yet  this  susceptibility  is  deficient  in  culture, 
and  we  abound  more  in  amateurs  than  in  art¬ 
ists  ;  yet  of  these  we  have  furnished  a  good 
share  ;  and  the  American  who  goes  to  see  the 
old  art  of  Italy  is  sure  to  find  his  own  country¬ 
men  hard  at  work  studying  its  secret  and  catch¬ 
ing  its  inspiration. 

I  made  a  little  tour  among  the  studios  of  our 
countrymen  at  Florence,  and  was  surprised  and 
delighted  with  the  result.  I  w'ent  chiefly  among 
the  sculptors,  and  found  enough  among  them 
to  prove  that  genius  is  no  mere  tradition  of  the 
age  of  the  Medici,  and  that  invention  is  alive 
now  as  then.  Sometimes  a  man  is  nearer  his 
readers  by  not  being  ashamed  of  his  ignorance  ; 
and  I  am  willing  to  stand  upon  a  par  with  my 
readers  by  honestly  confessing  that  I  am  no  ex¬ 
pert  in  Art  criticism  ;  and  I  looked  at  pictures 
and  statues  with  a  child’s  curiosity,  and  write 
about  them  very  much  as  other  novices  would 
do  in  my  place.  The  first  visit  was  to  Gould’s 
studio,  near  the  Porta  Romana.  He  is  from 
Boston,  and  has  in  his  eye  and  build  the  sensi¬ 
tiveness  and  strength  of  the  old  Puritan  stock. 
He  is  young,  yet  he  has  done  good  things ; 
and  his  “Cleopatra,”  in  her  dreamy  ease,  his 
“West  Wind,” in  her  airy  movement,  his  head 
of  “Christ,”  in  its  godly  sanctity  and  blessed 
humanity,  and  his  head  of  “  Satan,”  in  its  blast¬ 
ed  cunning  and  infernal  pride,  show  a  scope  of 
invention  and  skill  that  give  him  a  good  name 
among  the  new  claimants  to  the  honors  of  the 
chisel.  His  head  of  “  Christ”  struck  me  as  his 
best  -work,  and,  so  far  as  expression  is  concern¬ 
ed,  it  satisfied  me  more  than  the  “  Christ”  of 
Tenerani  at  Rome,  who  is  set  by  Romans  at  the 


head  of  their  living  sculptors,  while  the  Roman 
sculptor  has  a  stronger  hand,  and  gives  more 
of  the  antique  grandeur  to  his  work. 

I  next  went  to  Powers’s  studio,  and  was  glad 
to  find  him  so  handsomely  established  in  his 
new  villa.  It  is  interesting  to  know  that  art¬ 
ists  can  earn  money,  and  how  much  they  can  buy 
for  it  'abroad.  Powers  has  a  fine  piece  of  ground 
of  over  an  acre,  I  think,  with  a  nice  house  of 
brick  and  stone,  with  large  studios  adjacent,  and 
the  whole  inclosed  with  an  iron  fence — in  fact, 
an  ample  and  beautiful  estate,  that  should  sat¬ 
isfy  any  man  of  taste.  The  cost  of  the  whole 
was  only  80,000  francs,  or  $16,000  in  gold.  I 
could  not  but  think  how  little  that  sum  would 
do  toward  giving  one  of  our  artists  a  similar 
villa  within  a  mile  of  the  heart  of  one  of  our 
best  American  cities.  Before  he  had  begun  to 
build  his  house  he  would  find  that  his  grounds 
and  his  fence  had  taken  up  about  the  whole  of 
his  money.  I  believe  that  the  stairs  and  floors 
of  the  house  are  of  brick  and  stone,  and  that  it 
is  thus,  after  a  fashion,  fire-proof.  It  is  well 
for  an  artist  to  have  a  firm  pedestal  to  build 
his  creations  upon;  and  I  do  not  believe  that 
poverty  and  anxiety  are  the  only  or  the  essen¬ 
tial  inspirations  of  genius.  A  young  man  may 
need  the  spur  of  want  to  make  him  work  ;  but 
W'hen  habits  of  thought  and  labor  are  establish¬ 
ed,  there  is  a  certain  power  as  well  as  peace  in 
the  assurance  that  the  artist  is  not  out  of  doors, 
but  has  at  once  in  his  home  a  retreat  from  trou¬ 
ble  and  a  fortress  of  strength.  Poverty  may 
compel  him  to  work  enough  to  keep  the  pot 
boiling  from  day  to  day ;  but  if  he  would  do 
great  works  through  months  and  years,  he  must 
borrow  some  patron’s  house,  and  means  to  keep 
him,  if  he  has  none  of  his  own. 

Powers  is  in  every  respect  a  remarkably  well- 
balanced  man,  and  in  his  looks,  his  ideas,  and 
habits,  as  well  as  in  his  works,  he  is  a  man  of 
the  golden  mean.  There  is  nothing  too  much  in 
his  make  or  manner.  He  is  a  good  specimen 
of  a  W'ell-formed  man,  and  his  owm  statue  would 
make  a  good  sign  for  the  front  of  his  studio,  or 
frontispiece  for  a  photograph  album  of  his  works. 
The  fact  that  so  many  persons  see  no  genius  in 
his  designs  comes  from  this  absence  of  excess, 
and  this  perfect  balance  of  proportions  and 
features.  Ho  does  not  seek  startling  effects  or 
strike  out  into  salient  points.  His  “Greek 
Slave”  and  his  “Eve”  soothe  and  charm  you  by 
their  exquisite  harmony,  instead  of  surprising 
you  by  any  bold  strokes.  I  saw  with  astonish¬ 
ment  Bernini’s  “Daphne”  at  the  Villa  Borghese 
in  Rome,  with  its  amazing  rendering  of  the  proc¬ 
ess  of  transforming  the  beautiful  nymph  into 
the  laurel-tree.  It  was  clear  to  me  that  Pow¬ 
ers  was  not  Bernini,  and  the  two  were  the  an¬ 
tipodes  of  art.  How  Powers  would  handle  that 
same  subject  I  can  not  say  ;  but  I  am  quite  sure 
that  the  nymph  would  have  been  presented  by 
him  as  sweetly  blooming  into  a  fair  laurel,  and 
not  as  if  changed  by  a  ruthless  force  into  that 
rugged  wood.  His  busts  partake  of  the  char¬ 
acter  of  his  original  creations,  and  are  move 
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memorable  for  harmony  and  repose  than  for 
flashing  expression  or  striking  attitude.  It  is 
praise  enough  of  him  to  give  him  this  credit 
and  to  call  him  the  sculptor  of  the  golden,  mean, 
alike  because  he  seeks  the  medium  path  and 
turns  all  his  work  into  gold.  His  second  “  Eve” 
may  bo  a  step  in  the  other  direction,  and  there 
is  certainly  a  dramatic  purpose  in  the  attitude 
of  the  woman  toward  the  serpent,  and  in  her 
look  of  mingled  penitence  and  triumph ;  yet 
loveliness  predominates  over  the  whole,  and 
Eve’s  victory  does  not  much  disturb  her  Eden 
tranquillity. 

Powers  is  full  of  work,  and  his  studio  is  one 
of  the  resorts  of  our  countrymen.  He  has 
quite  a  gallery  of  American  heads,  and  he 
has  lately  added  the  most  remarkable  of  them 
all  in  his  bust  of  Longfellow,  which  gives  our 
poet,  with  his  fine  beard,  an  antique  grandeur. 
It  would  be  a  relief  to  see  one  feature  of  his 
studio  disappear — I  mean  the  shelf  of  busts 
marked  “Delinquent,”  whether  by  having  the 
delinquents  pay  their  arrears  or  by  the  sculptor 
forgiving  the  debt,  or  at  least  keeping  it  out  of 
sight. 

Near  to  the  house  of  Powers  we  find  the  house 
of  the  sculptor  Ball,  who  welcomed  us  gracious¬ 
ly  to  his  studio  with  its  rich  treasures.  He  has 
some  memorable  new  works,  such  as  his  noble 
statue  of  John  A.  Andrew,  his  group  of  “Eaith 
and  the  Angel  of  Death,”  being  a  most  lovely 
monument  for  Mount  Auburn,  and  a  figure  of 
Eve  just  awake  to  the  wonders  of  creation. 
There  is  no  more  pleasing  sculptor  than  Ball 
among  our  Americans,  and  he  has,  with  a  good 
deal,  of  vigor,  a  certain  freshness  of  feeling  and 
tenderness  of  sentiment  that  give  him  a  ready 
place  in  the  affections.  How  far  he  is  mas¬ 
ter  of  the  anatomy  of  the  human  figure  I  am 
not  able  fully  to  judge;  but  the  impression 
made  upon  the  eye  is  favorable  to  the  cor¬ 
rectness  as  well  as  the  beauty  of  his  designs. 

Pierre  Connelly  is  quite  an  artist  by  himself, 
and  a  poet  in  his  sculpture,  perhaps  too  much 
so  to  meet  the  stern  conditions  of  the  marble  in 
which  his  fancies  must  speak.  His  heads  of 
some  of  Shakspeare’s  heroines  are  exquisite, 
and  show  his  poetry  without  overtasking  the 
chisel  to  give  them  expression,  while  the  groups 
of  “  St.  Martin  and  the  Beggar,”  and  of  “Death 
and  Honor,”  are  subjects  better  suited  for  the 
painter,  especially  the  latter  of  these,  which 
never  should  have  been  attempted  in  clay, 
even  if  it  was  worth  attempting  at  all,  which 
I  must  doubt.  He  has  most  enthusiastic  ad¬ 
mirers  in  Florence,  and  some  of  these  rank  him 
above  Powers  in  genius,  or  at  least  in  original- 
ity. 

Hart  is  a  kind  of  monastic  artist,  a  philoso¬ 
pher  and  poet  as  well  as  a  sculptor,  who  thinks 
even  more  than  he  works,  and  who  seems  to 
concentrate  the  thought  of  years  upon  a  few 
tasks.  He  has  a  charming  little  design  of  a  child 
with  a  morning-glory,  which  sets  childhood  be¬ 
fore  us  in  the  glee  of  dawn  and  with  heart  all 
alive  to  the  joy  of  nature.  His  great  work  is 


what  he  calls  “Woman’s  Victory,”  an  admira¬ 
ble  figure  of  a  beautiful  woman,  who  holds  an 
arrow  aloft,  and  looks  down  upon  love  at  her 
feet  as  if  to  say,  “  If  I  am  to  be  won  it  must  be 
by  one  who  can  rise  to  my  standard  of  faith  and 
purity,  and  not  by  my  being  dragged  down  to 
the  earth.”  It  is  a  noble  work,  and  one  that 
tells  its  story  in  marble  for  the  mind  of  our  time 
on  the  great  question  of  woman’s  destiny.  Hart 
is  something  of  a  mechanic,  too,  and  he  has  in¬ 
vented  a  machine  for  copying  form,  as  the  pen- 
tagraph  copies  drawing,  and  which  allows  the 
operator  to  copy  any  figure  that  he  will.  This 
machine  may  fitly  be  called  the  morphegraph  or 
form  writer,  and  is  likel /  to  be  useful  in  various 
ways. 

Larkin  Meade  is  doing  the  largest  piece  of 
■work  among  our  Florentine  sculptors,  and  his 
group  of  “Isabella  and  Columbus”  was  nearly 
completed  in  October.  It  is  a  very  effective 
composition,  and  presents  our  great  navigator 
as  receiving  his  commission  from  the  Queen, 
who  is  seated  in  royal  state.  The  details  are 
carefully  studied,  and  the  whole  work  is  a  chap¬ 
ter  of  history  as  W’ell  as  a  study  in  art.  It  is 
intended  for  the  house  of  one  of  our  merchant 
princes  in  Connecticut,  and  will  reward  many 
a  pilgrim  for  a  journey  thither.  Meade’s  statue 
of  Abraham  Lincoln,  for  the  Springfield  monu¬ 
ment,  was  not  completed ;  yet  what  I  saw  of  it 
was  very  promising,  and  looked  as  if  it  might 
fulfill  the  two  difficult  conditions  of  combining 
gentle  humanity  with  rugged,  and  perhaps  un¬ 
gainly,  simplicity.  The  artist  has  shown  much 
force  in  the  accessories  of  the  monument,  and 
it  remains  to  be  seen  how  far  the  result  will  be 
an  harmonious  composition,  and  not  a  collection 
of  fragments.  His  works  impressed  me  far 
more  than  when  I  saw  them  some  years  ago, 
and  gave  me  the  idea  of  strength,  and  not  chief¬ 
ly  of  ingenuity.  He  has  evidently  gained  much 
by  treating  historical  instead  of  fanciful  subjects, 
and  has  risen  from  pretty  conceits  to  high  de¬ 
sign. 

The  Florentine  artists  seem  to  have  a  whole¬ 
some  neighborly  feeling  with  each  other,  and 
with  the  society  and  culture  of  the  city.  They 
find  there  a  good  deal  of  sympathy  in  the  gen¬ 
erous  thought  of  the  best  peorle,  and  they  can 
visit  and  worship  to  their  mind  in  a  pretty  large 
circle  of  friends.  It  struck  me  that  their  so¬ 
cial  life  was  more  domestic  and  elevating  than 
that  of  their  brother  artists  of  Rome,  who  live 
more  by  themselves,  and  for  the  most  part  aside 
from  the  society,  and  especially  from  the  relig¬ 
ion,  of  the  city.  Florence  is  in  many  respects 
very  English,  and  full  of  mental  and  religious 
liberty,  while  Rome  is  intensely  Roman,  and 
the  native  society  has  little  or  nothing  to  do 
with  foreigners  who  are  non-conformists.  At 
Florence  our  artists  have  so  many  houses  of 
their  own  that  they  have  much  of  the  home 
feeling  and  character,  while  at  Rome  all  live 
in  hired  lodgings,  and  seem  to  have  something 
of  the  tone  of  hotel  life.  They  make^  up  for 
the  deficiency  of  home  accommodations  at 
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Rome,  however,  in  a  measure,  by  the  attrac¬ 
tions  of  the  American  Club  at  the  Palace  Grc- 
gori ;  and  while  it  was  hard  to  keep  warm  in 
the  great  hotels  and  houses,  there  was  always  a 
good  fire  blazing  there,  and  a  genial  company, 
mostly  of  our  artists,  around  the  blaze.  Amer¬ 
ican  travelers  will  find  it  well  to  win  a  place 
there  by  due  election,  and  at  the  moderate  cost 
of  fifty  francs  a  month  for  the  full  range  of 
those  spacious  apartments,  with  their  ample 
supply  of  books,  newspapers,  and  creature  com¬ 
forts. 

I  looked  in  upon  Randolph  Rogers  first  of  all 
at  Rome,  and  was  startled  at  the  extent  of  the 
work  going  on  there.  In  several  large  rooms 
workmen  were  busy  upon  statues  and  pedestals, 
and  two  stately  monuments  were  developing 
their  proportions — one  a  Lincoln  monument 
for  Philadelphia,  the  other  a  State  monument 
for  Michigan.  Rogers  seems  to  me  to  have 
the  boldest,  strongest  hand  of  any  American 
sculptor,  and  to  do  things  upon  a  grander  scale. 
He  is  himself  full  of  muscle  and  animal  spirit, 
and  there  is  a  dash  of  vigorous  life  in  all  his 
statues  that  makes  him  an  especial  favorite  with 
American  committees.  His  statue  of  Lincoln 
is  full  of  power,  combining  strength  with  digni¬ 
ty,  while  his  colossal  figure  of  Michigan  has 
memorable  grandeur  with  its  unquestionable 
grace.  It  may  be  this  sculptor’s  danger  that 
he  is  tempted  to  sacrifice  delicacy  to  force,  and 
to  be  content  wdth  being  large  instead  of  great ; 
but  he  certainly  has  his  share  of  gentle  senti¬ 
ment  as  well  as  fine  thought,  and  his  statues  of 
Nydia,  the  blind  girl  of  Pompeii,  and  of  Isaac, 
and  his  bass-relief  life  of  Columbus,  on  the  bronze 
doors  of  our  Capitol,  illustrate  characteristics 
that  he  will  do  well  carefully  to  cherish  in  these 
days  of  his  prosperous  name,  instead  of  dismiss¬ 
ing  them  as  dreams  of  his  youth. 

Mozier,  whose  studio  is  next  door,  if  I  re¬ 
member  rightly,  is  in  quite  a  different  vein, 
and  deals  chiefly  with  subjects  of  feeling,  such 
as  the  Prodigal  Son,  the  Wept  of  the  Wish-ton- 
wish,  Rizpah,  etc.  He  designs  somew'hat  in 
the  tone  of  Thomson’s  “Seasons;”  and  there 
is  a  tranquil  beauty  over  his  woi’ks  that  makes 
them  such  favorites  in  so  many  American 
homes.  He  studies  faithfully,  and  is  content 
with  completing  one  statue  each  year.  He  is 
one  of  the  American  fathers  at  Rome,  is  inter¬ 
ested  in  social  and  public  affairs,  and  is  a  con¬ 
spicuous  figure  at  the  American  Club,  where  he 
occupied  the  chair  at  the  pleasant  social  reunion 
of  Americans  on  Thanksgiving  evening,  Novem¬ 
ber  18,  1869. 

Ives  has  his  well-known  statue  of  Pandora 
in  sight,  and  the  model  of  his  admirable  colos¬ 
sal  statue  of  Bishop  Browmell.  He  has  done 
nothing  better  than  his  charming  design  of  a 
playful  child,  “Sans  Souci.” 

Haseltine  is  a  sculptor  of  much  versatility  and 
most  fertile  brain  and  ready  hand,  perhaps  too 
eager  to  press  his  fancies  into  marble  embodi¬ 
ment  ;  yet  evidently  encouraged  by  ready  pa¬ 
trons,  and  abounding  in  home  affections  and 


patriotic  sentiments,  such  as  win  favor  with  our 
people.  His  statue  of  “America  Victorious”  is 
full  of  spirit,  with  perhaps  overmuch  of  symbol¬ 
ism  in  its  details,  tvhile  his  groups  of  “Love” 
and  “Youth”  are  poems  as  well  as  statues,  and 
perhaps  more  so.  He  is  qirite  unique  among 
American  artists  in  his  tendency  to  work  in 
couplets,  and  to  set  off  joy  and  grief,  love  and 
hate,  good  and  evil,  against  each  other  in  con¬ 
trasted  groups.  He  is  making  good  with  his 
chisel  the  patriotism  which  he  proved  by  his 
sword  as  officer  in  our  army ;  and  he  is  a  fine 
specimen  of  a  true  American  gentleman,  who 
does  not  forget  country  and  friends  in  the  lux¬ 
ury  of  his  Roman  home. 

Rinehart,  in  the  Via  Sistina,  is  a  close  student 
and  indefatigable  worker,  and  his  studio  is  full 
of  the  fruits  of  his  thought  and  toil.  “  Lato- 
na,”  “Hero,”  “Woman  of  Samaria,”  “Thetis,” 
“  Penserosa,”  “Endymion,”  “Antigone,”  prove 
the  compass  and  power  of  his  art,  as  his  execu¬ 
tion  of  the  designs  of  Crawford  for  the  bronze 
gates  at  our  Capitol  proved  the  fidelity  of  his 
hand  and  eye.  He  was  at  work  on  a  statue  of 
Clytie  when  I  visited  him,  and  was  modeling  the 
arm  from  that  of  a  woman  before  him,  who  was 
one  of  the  six  different  living  models  that  he  em¬ 
ployed  in  completing  this  figure,  which  promised 
great  excellence.  He  is  a  Southerner,  who  sub¬ 
mits  with  good  grace  to  the  results  of  the  war, 
and  wishes  well  to  our  flag  with  a  characteristic 
honesty  which  makes  him  apparently  a  favorite 
with  his  brother  artists. 

Pranklin  Simmons,  who  is  sometimes  knowm 
as  the  Maine  Sculptor,  is,  in  his  w'ay,  unique, 
and  with  as  accurate  an  eye  and  touch  as  any 
other.  He  has  an  ideal  power  that  in  no  other 
man  is  more  closely  united  with  faithful  and 
exact  detail.  Ilis  statue  of  Roger  Williams  for 
our  Capitol  is  a  master-piece  of  invention  and 
work  ;  and  the  leading  sculptors  of  Rome  con¬ 
curred  in  naming  it  one  of  the  very  best  works 
that  had  been  done  there.  As  there  is  no  portrait 
of  Williams,  the  sculptor  was  compelled  to  think 
out  the  Rhode  Island  reformer  into  form,  and 
the  result  has  been  most  happy  in  its  combina¬ 
tion  of  Miltonic  intelligence  and  dignity  with 
rugged  simplicity.  In  portraits,  Simmons  is 
remarkable ;  and  no  man  in  Plorence  or  Rome 
puts  more  of  a  man’s  life  into  the  marble  bust 
than  he. 

Enough  has,  perhaps,  been  said,  in  a  general 
way  and  often,  of  our  lady  sculptors  at  Rome, 
with  Miss  Hosmer  at  their  head  ;  and  they  de¬ 
serve  an  article  by  themselves,  if  the  writer  would 
fairly  present  their  designs  and  works,  and  il¬ 
lustrate  their  success  in  leading  a  life  of  social 
satisfaction  and  professional  profit  in  that  pecul¬ 
iar  city.  Miss  Hosmer  is  in  herself  a  fact  of 
the  new  womanhood  of  our  time  ;  and  whether 
seen  in  her  palace-like  studio,  the  most  spacious 
and  elegant  of  any  that  I  saw  in  Rome,  or  in 
her  drives  along  the  Piazza  or  the  Pincian  Hill 
in  her  handsome  coupe,  generally  with  no  more 
exacting  company  than  a  beautiful  hound,  she 
gives  you  the  impression  that  the  coming  woman 
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is  on  the  way,  and  men  must  have  something 
more  than  their  sex  to  boast  of  if  they  would 
keep  the  track  of  honor  and  wealth  to  themselves. 

Story’s  statues  took  mo  quite  by  surprise,  and 
I  had  no  idea  of  his  having  such  great  and  ver¬ 
satile  genius.  He  is  known  here  in  America 
most  by  his  portrait  statues,  which  are  not  his 
best  works.  Critics  are  sometimes  hard  upon 
him  for  showing  more  of  the  man  of  letters  than 
the  sculptor  in  his  designs,  and  making  them 
more  literary  than  sculpturesque ;  and  there  is 
probably  some  truth  in  the  statement.  Yet  it 
is  by  no  means  to  his  discredit.  Is  it  not  clear 
that  our  nineteenth  century  must  make  its  own 
mark  in  sculpture  as  well  as  in  painting,  archi¬ 
tecture,  music,  and  the  drama,  and  that  the 
thoughtful,  interior  spirit  of  our  age  must  re¬ 
cord  itself  in  marble  and  brass  as  well  as  in  col¬ 
ors  and  tones  ?  Ido  not  profess  to  he  able  to 
criticise  thoroughly  Story’s  knowledge  of  anato¬ 
my  and  the  fidelity  of  his  designs,  but  he  sure¬ 
ly  gives  marvelous  life  to  his  figures,  and  his 
ideal  studies  walk  forth  in  realistic  form  and 
action.  I  may  as  well  frankly  owm  that  I  saw 
no  modern  sculpture  that  so  instructed  and  de¬ 
lighted  me  as  his.  He  seemed  to  me  to  put 
our  best  New  England  thought  into  marble; 
and  to  he  doing  for  our  now  intellectual  Puri¬ 
tanism  in  sculpture  what  Channing,  Emerson, 
Parker,  Lowell,  Longfellow,  Bryant,  and  oth¬ 
ers  have  been  doing  in  words.  He  is  modeling 
nature  and  history  from  within  outward,  and 
proving  that  marble,  as  well  as  canvas  and  paper 
and  voice,  can  speak  from  within  outward,  and 
record  its  protest  against  all  mere  formalism, 
v/hethor  of  the  bigot’s  symbol  or  the  pedant’s 
rule.  He  is  by  eminence  our  spiritualist  in  art, 
as  Simart  is  sometimes  called  the  spiritualist  of 
Erench  sculpture,  on  account  of  the  intellectual 
expression  in  such  master-pieces  of  his  as  his 
“  Minerva,”  his  figures  of  “  Poetry,”  “  Philoso¬ 
phy,”  “Agriculture,”  “Justice,”  “Painting,” 
“Sculpture,”  “Architecture,”  his  “Orestes,” 
his  colossal  “  Napoleon,  ”  and  his  “  Virgin  and 
Christ.”  Story’s  “Saul,”  “Cleopatra,”  “De¬ 
lilah,”  “Sappho,”  and  “African  Sybil”  are  all 
grand  spiritual  studies,  and  are  as  much  born 
out  of  his  thought  as  any  poem  is  born  out  of  the 
poet’s  soul.  Yet  he  has  much  to  do  to  fulfill 
his  mission  ;  and  he  has  not  yet  reached  what  Si- 
mart  so  well  calls  the  true  aim  of  modern  sculp¬ 
ture,  “  to  make  the  Christian  sentiment  live  un¬ 
der  the  beautiful  form  of  antiquity.’  His  study 
of  history  has  great  defects,  and  he  lacks  the  true 
conception  of  the  highest  spiritual  life,  in  com¬ 
mon  with  the  whole  transcendental  school  to 
which  he  belongs.  He  is  too  intensely  sub¬ 
jective,  and  his  muse  is  rather  seeker  than 
apostle,  and  rather  looking  after  the  ditine  life 
than  calmly  rejoicing  in  its  exalted  peace.  His 
“  African  Sybil”  is  to  me  his  most  inspired  work, 
and  she  speaks  out  of  that  eloquent  marble  the 
prophecy  of  the  redemption  of  her  race  which 
sober  history  is  now  fulfilling;  yet  even  she 
does  not  tell  the  great  secret  of  Africa's  upris¬ 
ing,  and  her  face  glows  more  with  the  aspira¬ 


tion  of  the  human  soul  than  with  the  inspira¬ 
tion  of  the  Divine  Spirit.  The  statues  of  Saul 
and  Delilah  are  remarkable  statues  of  Hebrew 
history.  Saul  is  king  in  his  madness  and  in  his 
health,  and  his  melancholy  and  his  joy  come 
from  his  sense  of  unseen  powers.  The  artist 
tells  us  at  once  his  struggle  and  his  triumph, 
and  the  gleam  of  light  on  the  moody  monarch’s 
face  shows  from  what  a  depth  of  gloom  he  was 
called  by  the  music  of  the  shepherd  boy.  De¬ 
lilah  is  wholly  an  original  study  of  the  sub¬ 
ject  ;  and  the  wanton  girl,  instead  of  gloating 
over  the  purse  of  gold  in  her  hand,  holds  it  in 
contempt  and  hate,  with  a  look  that  seems  to 
say,  “I  would  give  that  money  and  all  the  gold 
on  earth,  and  this  whole  crew  of  savage  Philis¬ 
tines,  if  I  could  only  save  that  young  hero  from 
their  clutches,  and  have  him  in  my  arms  again.” 

Story  has  had  a  remarkably  varied,  yet  uni¬ 
formly  successful  life,  and  when  I  saw  him  at 
his  work  in  Rome  many  scenes  of  his  previous 
career  came  to  mind.  I  remember  him  as  a 
playful  boy  about  his  father’s  house  and  the 
streets  of  Cambridge,  with  his  dow'n- turned 
collar,  merry  eye,  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  with 
clustering  curls  of  hair ;  then  a  college  youth 
taking  his  part  at  foot-ball  on  the  Delta,  and 
on  the  platform  at  exhibition  with  an  original 
poem,  I  think.  Then  he  was  law  student  and 
lawyer  and  maker  of  law  books,  with  a  word  of 
poetry  now  and  then  in  the  magaaines  and  at 
the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  anniversary.  Then  he 
astonished  the  public  more  than  his  friends  by 
dabbling  in  clay  with  the  moulding-stick ;.  and 
he  is  now  pne  of  the  most  pronounced  facts  of 
that  old  Rome  whose  rubbish  he  has  so  cele¬ 
brated  by  his  pen.  He  looks  well  and  strong, 
with  a  touch  of  a  soldier’s  toughness  in  his 
make,  as  if  he  kept  muscle  as  well  as  mind 
in  full  play.  He  talks  well,  and  said  more 
that  is  worth  remembering  for  original  thought 
than  any  man  that  I  met  at  Rome.  They  scold 
about  him  a  good  deal  there,  and  accuse  him 
of  turning  the  cold  shoulder  toward  Americans 
and  currying  favor  with  the  English,  especially 
with  the  aristocratic  class.  He  did  not  seem 
to  mo  to  be  of  that  temper,  but  rather  to  be  a 
lover  of  culture  wherever  he  finds  it;  and  it 
was  this,  and  not  time-serving,  that  led  him  to 
have  Browning  spend  part  of  the  summer  with 
him.  If  there  is  any  coldness  between  him  and 
Americans,  it  is  probably  as  much  their  fault  as 
his,  and  they  prefer  less  intellectual  w'ork  and 
less  exacting  society  than  his,  while  perhaps  he 
makes  too  much  a  luxury  of  his  gifts,  and  does 
not  wholly  keep  up  his  republican  loyalty. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  Dr.  Stone  has  done 
some  excellent  work  quite  in  a  unique  way,  and 
his  series  of  bronze  vases,  that  represent  the 
course  of  ages  in  cycles  of  heroes  and  sages, 
is  an  original  and  valuable  contribution  to 
American  art.  The  vase  that  presents  the 
masters  of  Greek  genius  as  preparing  the  way 
for  Christ  is  a  noble  composition,  and  'would 
grace  any  gallery  or  palace  in  the  Old  Wot  Id 
or  tlie  New.  Ills  head  of  Harvey  and  his  statue 
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of  Hamilton  ai'e  good  specimens  of  what  he  can 
do  with  portraits  in  marble. 

I  saw  less  of  the  painters  than  the  sculptors 
in  Rome,  yet  enough  of  them  to  know  that  they 
represent  American  art  well,  if  not  as  conspicu¬ 
ously  as  sculpture  is  represented.  There  is  a 
reason  for  their  limited  number  and  power  in 
the  fact  that  the  painter  needs  comparatively 
little  foreign  help  in  his  -work,  and  can  set  up 
his  easel  and  find  subjects  every  where,  while 
the  sculptor  must  have  his  models,  his  marble, 
and  his  marble-cutters,  which  are  found  so 
much  more  readily  and  cheaply  abroad.  Bu¬ 
chanan  Read  has  most  charming  studies  in  his 
room,  and  his  “  Star  of  Bethlehem”  was  coveted 
by  all  beholders,  and  there  was  eager  competi¬ 
tion  as  to  who  should  carry  away  the  prize.  His 
“Will-o’-the-Wisp”  and  “Aurora”  were  in  the 
same  poetical  vein,  and  proved  that  the  poet 
can  help  out  the  painter  by  putting  something 
of  the  life  of  the  pen  into  the  dash  of  the  brush. 
Freeman  is  the  patriarch  of  our  painters  at 
Rome,  and  remembers  the  day  when  Craw¬ 
ford,  Terry,  and  himself  were  the  only  rep¬ 
resentatives  of  American  art  there.  He  has 
many  careful  and  interesting  studies.  He  was 
busy  with  a  sad  face  from  a  model  whose  spe¬ 
cial  value  was  in  the  look  of  grief  that  seemed 
to  come  from  a  tried  life,  and  to  show  that  we 
can  put  into  picture  as  well  as  song  what  we 
learn  by  sulfering.  He  had  some  good  studies  of 
children  and  birds,  with  a  rich  collection  of  works 
of  former  years  that  he  is  having  copied  into  a 
photographic  album  for  friends,  a  worthy  ex¬ 
hibition  of  his  faithful  labors  for  so  many  years. 
Inman’s  fine  studio  had  some  new  designs  of 
flower  pieces,  and  some  most  valuable  studies 
from  the  haunts  and  shrines  of  St.  Francis  of 
Assisi,  which  he  had  taken  from  careful  sketches 
made  on  the  spot,  and  which  wei-e  most  instruct¬ 
ive  contributions  to  Church  history  as  well  as 
specimens  of  art.  C.  C.  Coleman  was  busy 
with  some  very  elaborate  studies  of  Italian 
scenery  and  architecture,  and  his  picture  of 
an  interior  of  a  chapel  at  Perugia  was  the 
most  careful  work  that  I  saw  on  any  artist’s 
easel.  William  Haseltine  had  not  fully  begun 
to  work,  but  had  just  made  his  arrangements 
for  his  winter  campaign,  in  which  he  will  be 
sure  to  add  to  his  well-won  honors  by  land  and 
sea. 

So  I  have  glanced  at  our  artists  at  Florence 
and  Rome  in  a  very  hasty  manner,  yet  with 
enough  thought  and  good-will  to  call  attention 
to  them  and  their  good  works.  They  certainly 
do  us  much  credit,  alike  by  their  industry,  their 
talent,  and  sometimes  by  their  genius.  They 
work  hard,  and  I  was  much  impressed  by  the 
time  and  labor  that  they  give  every  day  to  their 
tasks.  They  stimulate  each  other  to  fidelity, 
and  the  art  circle  is  so  large  and  so  sympathetic 
as  to  create  a  public  opinion  and  habit  in  favor 
of  industry.  The  artists  have,  indeed,  their 
play  days  and  pastimes,  as  we  must  all  have 
them  ;  and  they  are  perhaps  more  given  to  easy 
manners  and  free  conversation  in  their  seasons 


of  recreation  than  other  men  of  equal  culture. 
May  it  not  be  that  we  all  like  to  throw  up  our 
especial  work  when  we  play  ;  and  if  school-boys 
jump  and  scream  after  school,  and  clergymen 
sometimes  smoke  and  laugh  when  they  are  dis¬ 
missed  from  church  restraint,  may  it  not  be 
that  artists  who  are  busy  all  day  with  trying  to 
mako  things  appear  well,  and  literally  doing 
their  prettiest,  may  be  moved  in  quite  the  oth¬ 
er  direction  when  they  play,  and  may  delight 
in  putting  things  out  of  joint,  and  setting  them 
upside  down  and  topsy-turvy?  It  seemed  to 
me  that  the  artists  of  Rome  tended  in  their 
fun  to  a  very  inartistic  view  of  things,  and  that 
they  might  have  more  wisdom  and  refinement 
with  quite  as  much  sociality  and  humor. 

Their  models  seem  to  occupy  much  of  their 
thought,  and  be  the  butt  of  much  of  their  re¬ 
mark.  Yet  I  was  led  to  think  that  the  rela¬ 
tion  between  them  is  free  from  the  evils  that 
one  tends  most  to  suspect,  and  that  the  artist 
keeps  toward  his  models  purely  the  professional 
relation.  I  was  led  to  believe  that  a  woman 
can  be  a  professional  model  without  losing  char¬ 
acter  or  reputation,  and  that  the  whole  spirit 
and  rule  of  the  art  profession  are  fixed  and  se¬ 
vere  in  this  respect.  The  models  are  certainly 
a  remarkable  feature  of  Rome,  and  the  steps 
of  the  Pincian  Hill  are  often  a  living  picture 
with  picturesque  faces,  forms,  and  costumes. 
These  Italians  seem  to  tumble  into  the  pic¬ 
turesque  ;  and  men,  women,  and  children,  who 
are  any  thing  but  clean,  or,  on  a  near  view,  at¬ 
tractive,  are  quite  charming  at  a  distance.  It 
is  really  wonderful  to  see  how  they  are  made 
up  for  the  effect.  That  little  boy  has  his  shoes 
tied  round  and  across  his  legs  up  to  his  knees 
with  an  amount  of  string  that  would  almost  fly 
a  kite  ;  and  that  girl  with  ruddy  brunette  cheeks 
wears  her  head-dress  and  skirt  with  a  queenly 
art  quite  in  contrast  with  the  coarseness  of  the 
material,  and  quite  fascinates  you  as  she  walks 
along  the  Piazza  di  Spagna.  The  Italians 
are  the  most  graceful  people  that  I  have  seen  ; 
and  they  seem  to  be  so  by  not  minding  how 
they  look,  and  especially  by  being  wholly  un¬ 
conscious  of  ever  being  ridiculous.  They  not 
only  let  the  world  alone,  and  take  things  very 
easy,  but  they  let  themselves  alone,  and  so  are 
very  natural,  free,  and  easy.  I  saw  a  fellow  on 
Sunday  afternoon,  in  a  very  conspicuous  rig, 
march  by  our  hotel  blowing  a  bagpipe,  with 
most  sonorous  blast,  in  what  would  be  with  us 
a  most  absurd  way;  but  he  had  not  the  least 
idea  of  being  laughed  at,  and  he  actually  won 
my  admiration  for  his  sublime  simplicity  and 
repose.  Again,  a  little  fellow,  not  much  above 
my  knee,  brought  me  a  cup  of  coffee  in  a  sculp¬ 
tor’s  studio  with  a  wonderful  grace  ;  and  when 
he  received  his  two  soldi  in  addition  to  the  price, 
he  said,  “  Grazia,  Signor,”  and  “Addio,”  with 
princely  dignity  ;  and  marched  off  with  his  lit¬ 
tle  tray  as  if  the  cup  held  the  priceless  pearl  of 
Cleopatra.  An  old  man  came  in  to  see  if  he 
was  wanted  as  a  model,  perhaps  for  some  an¬ 
tique  head  ;  and  he  was  an  odd  combination  of 
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gravity  and  fancy  in  air  and  dress ;  yet  lie  kept 
his  dignity  perfectl3-,  so  that  yon  could  not  laugh 
at  his  odd  hat  and  strange  belt  if  j^ou  would. 
Hero  is  a  lesson  for  us,  who  are  thinking  of  our¬ 
selves  so  much  that  we  are  likely  to  lose  the  ease 
we  covet  by  being  uneasy  lest  we  shall  not  win 
it.  We  are  much  like  the  boy  whose  new  coat 
takes  all  his  thought ;  and  we  Americans  wear 
our  new  coat  less  gracefully  than  the  Italian 
wears  his  threadbare  garment. 

How  far  American  art  is  telling  our  charac¬ 
teristic  ideas  to  the  mind  of  Europe  it  is  not 
easy  to  say,  sure  as  we  may  be  that  it  has  made 
its  decided  mark,  and  that  our  sculptors  and  our 
landscape  painters  are  equal  to  any  in  the  world. 
I  visited  the  studio  of  Tenerani  at  Rome,  and 
saw  his  two  master-pieces,  the  “  Angel  of  the 
Resurrection”  and  the  “Psyche,”  yet  did  not 
find  in  them  the  expression  that  Crawford  and 
Story  have  in  their  best  works  ;  and  he  seeined 
to  me  a  copyist  of  the  old  classic  forms,  rather 
than  a  master  of  our  present  inward  life.  He 
has  died  since  I  left  Rome,  and  his  good  works 
live  after  him — and  many  of  them  there  are, 
alike  in  palaces,  museums,  and  churches.  He 
was  the  last  of  the  Romans  in  the  strength  of 
his  art,  and  the  leading  Roman  sculptors  who 
survive  him,  Giacometti,  Benzoni,  and  Rinaldi, 
w'ill  do  well  to  rise  above  their  delicacy,  if  not 
their  prettiness,  into  something  of  his  majesty. 

One  is  much  struck  with  the  new  connections 
of  our  American  historj'  with  American  art,  and 
the  number  and  magnitude  of  the  works  that 
are  making  the  marble  of  Carrara  speak  of  our 
times  and  our  men.  The  largest  groups  that  I 
saw  in  progress  were  monuments  of  our  war 
for  the  life  of  our  nation,  and  at  Florence  and 
Rome  more  is  doing  to  perpetuate  the  name  of 
Abraham  Lincoln  than  that  of  any  of  the  Na¬ 
poleons  or  the  Cxsars.  It  is  evident  that  our 
people  have  heart  and  money  enough  for  art 
whenever  it  touches  their  actual  life,  and  that 
not  merely  public-spirited  individuals,  but  neigh¬ 
borhoods,  towns,  and  cities,  can  order  first-class 
works  from  the  sculptor  as  soon  as  there  is  any 
thing  that  they  really  wish  to  have  ever  before 
their  eyes  in  stone.  The  trouble  with  most  of 
what  we  are  doing  and  loving  is  that  it  is  not 
of  such  a  nature  as  to  be  easily  brought  within 
the  conditions  of  sculpture  or  painting.  War 
and  royalty  are  easily  carved  and  painted  in  a 
few  conspicuous  characters  or  representatives  ; 
but  peace  and  popular  government  and  the  peo¬ 
ple  are  too  general,  and  perhaps  prosaic,  to  be 
as  good  material  for  art.  The  Colosseum  took 
its  name  from  the  colossal  statue  of  Nero  near 
its  gate,  and  republics  do  not  care  to  have  a 
Nero,  or  to  spend  money  to  magnify  his  pride. 
That  building  was  the  Flavian  Amphitheatre 
for  keeping  alive  the  passion  for  war.  We  have 
no  such  buildings,  but  our  favorite  arena  is  the 
school  and  the  play-ground.  There  is  some 
comfort  in  knowing  that,  if  the  Colosseum  goes 
far  beyond  any  of  our  structures  in  size  and 
strength,  we  can  beat  old  Rome  and  new  in  the 
number,  if  not  in  the  magnitude,  of  our  arenas  ; 


and  if  our  school-houses  were  brought  together 
in  one  grand  circle  they  would  girdle  the  eternal 
city  with  a  mighty  bulw’ark  of  intelligence,  and 
represent  more  millions  of  bright  and  aspiring 
children  than  ever  bowed  there  to  the  sway  of 
the  Ccesars  or  the  popes.  When  those  children 
are  duly  schooled  in  knowledge  and  trained  in 
virtue  there  will  be  no  want  of  artists  or  sub¬ 
jects  for  art  in  America.  I  said  this  in  sub¬ 
stance  at  Rome,  at  the  social  festival  of  Ameri¬ 
cans  on  last  Thanksgiving-night,  and  I  now 
write  it  here  with  not  diminished  faith.  Shame 
on  the  American  who  gives  his  hand  or  voice 
against  those  schools,  and  who  will  help  to  act 
over  here  the  sad  old  story  of  ignorance  and 
servility  which  has  for  ages  been  repeated  from 
the  hills  of  Rome  ! 


AS  EASY  AS  LYING. 

ROM  my  youth  upward  I  always  had  an 
extreme  reverence  for  truth,  with  a  corre¬ 
sponding  contempt  for  falsehood.  This  admi¬ 
ration  for  truth  was  not  an  innate  virtue,  but 
was  one  carefully  inculcated  by  my  respected 
father,  who,  as  soon  as  my  understanding  was 
ripe  enough  to  grasp  his  meaning,  constantly 
repeated  this  celebrated  maxim  :  “  Tell  the 
truth  and  shame  the  devil.”  I  am  not  sure 
that  the  mere  reiteration  of  these  words  would 
have  had  the  desired  effect  upon  my  infantile 
mind  had  not  any  slight  divergence  on  my  part 
from  the  principles  they  are  supposed  to  teach 
been  invariably  followed  by  severe  flagellation. 

As  I  grew  older,  and  thought  more,  two 
things  about  this  maxim  and  its  enunciator  oc¬ 
cupied  much  of  my  meditations :  Firstlv',  why 
telling  the  truth  should  shame  the  devil  (a  point 
upon  which  even  now  I  have  arrived  at  no  sat¬ 
isfactory  conclusion) ;  and  secondly,  why,  when 
such  admirable  precept  was  always  on  my  fa¬ 
ther’s  lips,  he  did  not  enforce  it  by  example  ;  for 
he  certainly  was  the  greatest — well,  exagger- 
ator,  to  put  it  respectfully — it  was  ever  my  fate 
to  encounter.  Be  this  as  it  may,  I  grew  up  the 
very  embodiment  of  truth;  and  never  did  any, 
even  the  slightest,  deviation  from  its  path  sully 
my  lips  or  my  thoughts  until  after  I  w'as  en¬ 
gaged  to  be  married.  Circumstances  which  I 
shall  relate  then  hurried  me  into  a  very  whirl¬ 
wind  of  falsehood,  the  result  of  which  was  near¬ 
ly  to  destroy  my  fair  name,  and  all  my  hopes  of 
happiness. 

I  resided  in  the  country  town  of  X - , 

where  my  father,  and  my  grandfather,  and 
Heaven  knows  how  many  generations  of  my 
ancestors,  had  resided  before  me ;  in  truth,  in  a 
true  spirit  of  conservatism,  I  continued  to  re¬ 
side  there  simply  because  they  had,  not  from 
any  particular  advantages  held  out  bj'  the  place 
itself ;  and  I  became,  at  the  age  of  twenty-four, 
matrimonially  contracted  to  the  sister  of  my 
college  chum,  Charles  Darley.  To  enter  into  a 
description  of  the  charms  of  my  intended  would 
be  foreign  to  my  story.  Be  kind  enough  to 
take  it  for  granted  that  she  was  perfection  in 
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every  particular,  but  one — she  told  fibs  ;  and  on 
this  point  we  had  many  disputes — she,  as  a  gen¬ 
eral  rule,  acknowledging  her  fault,  and  promis¬ 
ing  better  behavior  for  the  future. 

One  day,  after  some  graver  peccadillo  than 
usual  of  this  description,  I  read  Annie  a  long 
and  severe  lecture  on  her  evil  propensity.  I 
pointed  out,  first,  its  immorality,  then  its  mean¬ 
ness,  its  uselessness,  as  being  invariably  discov¬ 
ered.  There  was  nothing  clever  in  it ;  for  any 
body,  however  weak  his  intellectual  powers, 
could  tell  a  lie  with  the  greatest  ease.  “Dean 
Swift,”  said  I,  waxing  oratorical,  “has  himself 
made  many  caustic  remarks  on  the  futility  of 
falsehood.  Did  he  not  say  that,  considering 
how  easy  lying  was,  it  was  a  wonder  people  did 
not  do  it  better  ?” 

“Yes,”  said  Annie  ;  “but  how  can  he  judge 
of  the  fibs  (I  don’t  like  the  word  lies — it  is 
harsh)  which  have  never  been  detected?” 

Strange  this  hadn’t  struck  me  before ;  and 
was  rather  a  poser.  While  pausing  to  recover 
from  its  effects.  Miss  Annie  arose,  and  thus 
held  forth : 

“Now  just  listen  to  me  a  few  moments.  I 
utterly  and  totally  deny  the  justice  of  any  of 
your  strictures  upon  white  lies.  The  practice 
is  neither  mean  nor  useless.  Mean !  How 
many  friends  do  we  save  from  pain,  danger, 
or  mortification  by  a  harmless  fib  ?  Useless  ! 
Why,  what  a  world  to  live  in  this  would  be  if 
our  thoughts  were  always  freely  expressed,  un¬ 
cloaked  by  what  you  are  pleased  to  call  lying, 
but  what  is  generally  termed  courtesy!  And 
as  to  its  being  easy,  just  you  try  it — just  you  see 
whether  you  can,  at  a  moment’s  notice,  forge  a 
fib  so  probable  as  to  bo  accepted  as  truth,  and 
be  devoid  of  disproval  hereafter ;  so  naturally 
spoken  as  to  raise  no  suspicion,  and  yet  of  such 
a  nature  as  to  screen  you  from  any  difficulty  into 
which  the  outspoken  truth  would  have  led  you  ; 
and  lastly — this  is  the  most  important  of  all — 
implicate  nobody  but  yourself.  I  say  just  try  it.” 

So  saying,  she  left  the  room.  I  sat  speech¬ 
less.  Lying  recommended  to  me  as  an  amiable 
virtue !  It  took  me  some  time  to  recover.  At 
last  I  rose  and  walked  home,  revolving  what 
she  had  said  in  my  mind.  “Not  easy  to  tell  a 
fib!”  thought  I.  Rubbish!  Nothing  so  easy. 
I’ll  prove  it  by  taking  her  advice.  So  I  re¬ 
solved  to  tell  an  untruth,  just  to  prove  the 
soundness  of  my  principles.  What  should  be 
the  subject  of  it?  It  then  struck  me  that  the 
proper  and  fairest  w^ay  to  test  the  matter  was 
to  wait  until  the  occasion  presented  itself,  and 
invent  the  story  on  the  spur  of  the  moment. 
To  give  some  color  to  my  lie,  I  staid  away 
from  Annie  one  whole  evening,  and  went,  not 
without  trepidation,  to  call  on  her  on  the  ensu¬ 
ing  morning.  I  was  not  a  little  bothered  to 
find  Charlie  with  his  sister,  as  well  as  one  or 
two  other  people  of  my  acquaintance.  (There 
was  no  mamma  in  the  case,  for  Darley  and  his 
sister  were  orphans.) 

“Why,  where  were  you  last  night?”  chant¬ 
ed  a  general  chorus. 


“I — why,  I — I  went  out  for  a  ride  !” 

“A  ride!”  sung  out  Charley.  “Why,  I 
thought  you  were  no  equestrian.  Which  way 
did  you  go  ?” 

I  hadn’t  bargained  for  this  sort  of  thing.  I 
found  myself  under  the  necessity  of  backing  up 
my  miserable  attempt  at  falsehood  by  other 
fibg.  I  felt  half  inclined  to  draw  back ;  but 
no.  I  wanted  to  read  Annie  a  lesson;  so  I 
floundered  on. 

“  Where  did  I  go  ?  Why,  let  me  see.  I 
went — ” 

“Why,  surely,”  said  Annie,  “  you  didn’t  ride 
with  your  eyes  shut;  although  from  what  you 
have  told  me  of  your  horsemanship,  I  shouldn’t 
wonder  if  you  had.” 

This  taunt  aroused  me.  “I  rode  into  Mr. 
Ford’s  park.” 

“No,  did  you?”  said  one  of  my  friends  pres¬ 
ent.  “  I  walked  that  way  myself  yesterday 
evening.  Strange  I  didn’t  see  you.  I  en¬ 
tered  by  the  gate  nearest  to  the  town.” 

“  Oh,  that  accounts  for  it, ’’answered  I,  boldly. 
“I  rode  on  and  entered  bj'  the  southern  gate.” 

“  The  deuce  you  did !  ”  said  Charley.  ‘  ‘  Why, 
man,  it  has  been  nailed  up  for  the  last  seven 
months  :  but  I  suppose  you  mean  the  gate  near 
the  house.” 

“  Ah,  just  so,”  acquiesced  I,  for  fear  of  again 
putting  my  foot  in  it. 

“Well,  I  declare,”  said  Annie,  “I  am  as¬ 
tonished.  Whose  horse  did  you  ride  ?” 

“Whose  horse?  Oh,  Gardiner’s.” 

“What,  the  white  mare?”  asked  Charley, 
with  a  strange  grin. 

“Yes,”  returned  I,  rushing  desperately  on 
my  fate,  “the  white  mare.” 

Master  Charley  looked  at  me  for  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  in  a  way  I  didn't  much  like,  and  then 
left  the  room,  whistling  melodiously.  Delight¬ 
ed  at  his  departure,  I  attempted  to  turn  the  con¬ 
versation  into  other  channels,  but  in  vain.  I 
had  set  the  ball  rolling,  and  nothing  could  now 
curb  the  curiosity  of  m_v  friends. 

“  About  Avhat  time  did  you  start  ?”  asked  one. 

“Just  at  dusk,”  answered  I,  as  I  thought, 
with  deep  diplomacy,  for  this  would  account 
for  no  one  having  seen  me  in  the  streets  and 
recognized  me. 

“At  dusk!”  exclaimed  Annie.  “What  an 
extraordinary  creature  you  are  !  You  have 
never  ridden  at  all  within  the  memory  of  any 
body  here ;  and  when  you  do  go,  you  choose  a 
horse  known  to  be  restive,  and  set  out  at  dusk 
along  a  lonesome  road.  Was  the  old  misan¬ 
thrope’s  house  looking  as  dull  and  gloomy  as 
ever?” 

“The — eh?  oh  yes!  certainly;  very  dark — 
quite  doleful ;  but,  pray  let  us  change  the  sub¬ 
ject.  Surely  it  is  nothing  so  strange  for  a  man 
living  in  a  country  town  to  take  an  evening 
ride?” 

“No,”  answ’ered  one  of  my  friends  (con¬ 
found  him  !)  ;  “  but  when  one  goes  at  dusk  in 
the  direction  of  a  house  known  to  be  almost  the 
prison  of  a  very  pretty  girl — well,  if  you  were 
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not  engaged,  I  should  say  it  was  decidedly  sus¬ 
picious.” 

I  saw  Annie  change  color ;  and,  though  I 
felt  that  my  experiment  had  plunged  me  into 
unforeseen  difficulties,  I  was  determined  to  carry 
the  thing  through  ;  but  I  didn’t  see  my  way  as 
clearly  as  I  could  have  wished.  While  trying 
to  talk  indifferently  on  other  subjects,  the  door 
burst  open,  and  in  rushed  Charley,  holding  a 
printed  notice  in  his  hand,  and  apparently  in¬ 
tensely  amused  at  something  or  other. 

“Well,”  said  he,  “  you  certainly  are  a  most 
wonderful  fellow  when  you  do  once  get  on  horse¬ 
back.  Just  listen  to  this ; 

“NOTICE. 

“  If  the  iudiviclual  on  a  white  horse,  who  last  night, 
after  issuing  from  Mr.  Ford’s  park  gate,  i'elonionsly 
leaped  over  the  fence  of  the  undersigned,  and  after 
prowling  near  the  house,  the  alarm  having  been  given, 
made  his  escape  through  the  flower-garden,  doing 
damage  to  a  large  amount,  does  not  wish  to  figure  in 
a  case  of  justifiable  homicide,  let  him  in  future  keep 
on  the  high-road,  and  a  decent  distance  from  the  resi¬ 
dence  of  William  Tkelawmey.” 

“Oh,  Erank  !”  exclaimed  Annie,  clasping 
her  hands,  “  what  have  you  done  ?” 

“  Done  !  why,  who  says  it  was  I  ?” 

“Not  you!”  said  Charley.  “Did  you  not 
say  you  rode  out  yesterday  evening  on  a  white 
horse  ?” 

“I  did.” 

“  Did  you  not  say  you  entered  Ford’s  park  by 
the  gate  near  the  house  ?” 

“I  certainly  said  so.” 

“  Well,  if  you  entered  by  that  gate  at  dusk, 
you  must  have  also  made  your  exit  by  it,  for  all 
the  others  are  locked  after  sunset  invariably.” 

“Yes,”  added  Annie,  “and  you  evidently 
did  go  near  Trelawney’s  house,  by  your  confu¬ 
sion  when  asked  about  it.  I  believe  that  there 
is  more  in  this  escapade  than  appears  on  the 
surface.” 

“Why,  you  surely  don’t  doubt  me  ?” 

“I  don’t  go  quite  so  far  as  that,  but  the 
whole  affair  is  an  excessively  strange  one. 
When  asked  where  you  were  yesterday  even¬ 
ing,  I  remember  you  hesitated,  as  though  try¬ 
ing  to  do  violence  to  your  truthful  principles” 
(this  was  rather  too  bad),  “  and  though  you  did 
speak  the  truth,  you  did  it  reluctantly.” 

At  this  moment  the  servant  ushered  in  a  Mr. 
Morton,  a  lawyer  of  the  town  with  whom  I  was 
acquainted.  I  saluted  him,  and  wondered  what 
could  have  brought  him  away  from  his  business 
at  such  an  unusual  hour.  I  did  not  long  re¬ 
main  in  ignorance. 

“While  I  congratulate  you,  Mr.  Charlton, 
upon  the  reputation  you  have  so  suddenly  ac¬ 
quired  as  an  equestrian,  my  pleasure  in  doing 
so  is  somewhat  lessened  by  being  engaged  by 
Mr.  Trelawney  to  claim  on  his  behalf  a  consid¬ 
erable  sum  of  money  as  compensation  for  the 
damage  you,  in  your  rather  eccentric  course, 
did  last  night  to  his  flower-garden — ” 

“But — ”  interrupted  I. 

“Listen  to  the  end,  if  you  please,”  said  the 
long-winded  old  lawyer.  ‘  ‘  While  my  client  is, 


on  the  one  hand,  determined  to  have  recourse 
to  the  utmost  rigor  of  the  law  to  punish  you  as 
a  trespasser,  should  you  refuse  to  meet  him  in 
his  view  of  compensation,  he  is  not,  on  the  oth¬ 
er  hand,  averse  to  a  compromise,  provided  it 
be  immediate.” 

“  I  refuse  to  do  any  thing  of  the  kind.  Let 
him  prove  that  I  was  the  trespasser,  and  the 
Iniv  will  give  him  his  rights ;  but  I  rather  fancy 
he  will  find  it  difficult  to  do  that.” 

“Not  at  all,”  said  Morton;  “and  it  is  for 
this  reason  that  I  advise  your  accepting  his 
conditions.  It  appears  that  the  old  gentleman, 
whose  jealous  guardianship  of  his  daughter  is 
doubtless  known  to  you,  was  going  his  even¬ 
ing  rounds  when  you  leaped  over  the  fence. 
Startled  at  such  an  extraordinary  apparition, 
he  allowed  you  to  approach  the  house  without 
giving  the  alarm.  It  was  too  dark  to  recog¬ 
nize  the  face  of  the  rider,  but  he  described  the 
animal  to  me  as  all  white.  Knowing  of  only  one 
horse  of  the  kind,  I  went  with  him  to  Gardi¬ 
ner,  to  whom  it  belongs,  to  seek  information.” 

“Ah!”  said  I,  jubilant,  seeing  a  way  out  of  ' 
all  my  troubles ;  for,  of  course,  the  stable-man 
would  know  that  I  was  not  the  man.  “And 
what  did  he  hear  from  Gardiner  ?” 

“  Unfortunately  Gardiner  had  been  out  on  the 
previous  evening,  and  could  tell  us  nothing.  The 
stable-boy,  however,  who  prepared  the  horse, 
described  a  gentleman  of  your  size  and  general 
appearance,  rendering  the  matter  more  posi¬ 
tive  by  describing  the  gray  great-coat  which  I 
knew  you  to  possess.  On  our  return  through 
the  stables  we  found  your  ride  of  last  night 
a  topic  of  general  conversation.  Trelawney 
therefore  pressed  me  to  call  on  yon  at  once. 

I  did  so,  and  discovered  that  you  had  already 
come  here.  I  then  took  the  liberty  of  asking 
your  housekeeper  to  show  me  your  gray  coat. 
The  old  lady  did  so,  and  I  found  it  torn  in  two 
places,  apparently  by  brambles,  and  the  skirts 
bespattered  ivith  ,  mould.  After  transacting 
some  business  of  importance  I  came  here  to  see 
you — a  liberty  which  I  know.  Madam,  you  will 
pardon”  (this  to  Annie) — “so  as  to  settle  this 
disagreeable  affair  as  soon  as  possible.”  Here 
w'as  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish!  Was  I  dreaming? 
Had  I  been  out  for  a  ride  without'  knowing 
it?  Of  course  it  struck  me  more  than  once 
to  deny  the  whole  affair,  and  relate  how  I  was 
only  joking  when  I  said  I  had  been  out  riding  ; 
but  I  had  been  alone  the  whole  previous  even¬ 
ing.  I  hadn’t  seen  or  spoken  to  a  soul.  How 
to  prove  an  alibi  ? — for  it  was  necessary  with 
this  evidence  against  me,  combined  with  my 
own  confession.  I  hadn’t  much  time  for  medi¬ 
tation  ;  for  no  sooner  had  Morton  finished  than 
Annie  rose  and  had  her  say. 

“  Well,  I  think  the  evidence  is  pretty  con¬ 
clusive  ;  in  fact,  you  have  attempted  no  denial. 

I  should  advise  you  to  settle  this  claim  at  once, 
and  in  future  to  avoid  excursions,  which,  be¬ 
lieve  me,  do  not  reflect  too  creditably  upon 
your  reputation.”  This,  with  a  toss  of  the  head, 
an  exit,  and  a  bang  of  the  door. 
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I  saw  only  one  way  out  of  my  cHificulties ; 
this  was  to  pay  the  compensation  required  by 
the  abominable  old  Trelawney'.  And,  after  al¬ 
lowing  the  excitement  which  had  been  raised 
by  the  affair  to  subside,  explain  all  the  cir¬ 
cumstances,  and  show  my  friends  that  I  had 
been  amusing  myself  (God  save  the  mark!)  at 
their  expense.  I  therefore  accompanied  the 
lawyer  to  his  office,  and  paid  into  his  hands 
what  he  considered  a  fair  amount  for  the  dam¬ 
age  I  was  supposed  to  have  done.  I  own  I 
was  puzzled.  I  certainly  had  not  been  out  for 
a  ride  ;  but  somebody  had  ;  somebody  must  have 
used  my  coat ;  somebody  must  have  galloped 
over  Trelawney’s  garden— perhaps  made  love 
to  his  daughter — and  I,  miserable  victim,  paid 
the  damages.  I  returned  home,  worried  to 
death.  Here  w^as  the  whole  town  discussing 
my  disdeeds — misdeeds  that  I  had  confessed, 
that  I  had  paid  a  certain  sum  of  money  to  hush 
up,  and  w'hich  I  was  perfectly  certain  I  had 
had  no  hand  in.  How  I  cursed  the  moment 
when  I  had  determined  to  tell  a  lie !  Annie 
was  right  about  the  difficulties  surrounding 
a  fib ;  however,  as  far  as  detection  was  con¬ 
cerned,  I  was  safe  enough  from  that;  but  the 
consequences  !  Friend  after  friend  dropped  in 
to  hear  the  details  of  the  affair,  and  I  soon  dis¬ 
covered  that  the  prevailing  impression  on  the 
public  mind  was,  that  I  had  tried  to  steal  an 
interview  with  Trelawney’s  daughter ! 

Horrified  at  this  slur  upon  my  character,  I 
hurried  off  to  Gardiner’s,  to  try  and  obtain 
some  clew  to  the  real  culprit.  What  was  my 
disgust  at  being  presented  with  a  bill  for  the 
use  of  a  white  mare  three  and  a  half  hours ! 
Nature  could  bear  this  no  longer.  “My  good 
man,”  said  I,  as  calmly  as  I  could,  “I  do  as¬ 
sure  you  that  it  'was  not  I  w'ho  rode  your  horse.  ” 

“  Sir ! ” said  the  stable-man,  astounded.  “Not 
you  ?  Why,  the  whole  town  is  ringing  with  it. 
You  are  joking,  Mr.  Charlton.  Why,  surely  you 
paid  Mr.  Trelawney  for  the  damage  the  horse 
did  ;  and  now  you  be  a-going  to  refuse  payment 
for  the  horse,  saying  as  how  it  warn’t  you  I  Oh, 
Mr.  Charlton,  you  so  truthful  too”  (the  deuce 
take  the  fellow  !)  ;  “you  must  be  dreaming.” 

In  truth  I  thought  so  myself ;  either  that 
or  mad.  '  I  paid  the  money — what  else  could 
I  do  ? — and  then  determined  to  walk  out  to  the 
scene  of  my  supposed  transgressions  and  study 
the  locality.  Being  already  steeped  in  false¬ 
hood,  and  having  paid  the  expenses  of  the  ex¬ 
pedition,  I  thought  I  might  as  well  carry  it 
with  a  high  hand,  and  so  I  went  to  look  around 
me  and  be  prepared  to  answer  all  the  questions 
which  for  the  next  ten  days  would  doubtless 
shower  upon  me. 

I  arrived  about  sunset,  and  commenced  my 
observations.  Trelawney’s  house  was  situated 
exactly  opposite  the  park  gate,  some  way  back 
from  the  road,  and  almost  hidden  from  sight 
by  immensely  high  fences.  Ye  gods  !  thought 
I ;  and  am  I  supposed  to  have  jumped  over 
these  ?  I  wonder  who  the  fellow  was  !  what 
a  rider  he  must  be,  to  be  sure!  I  then  ap¬ 


proached  the  fences,  and  separating  the  inter¬ 
lacing  branches  scanned  the  inclosure.  I 
didn’t  look  long,  for  I  perceived  a  young  lady 
walking  near,  in  any  thing  but  that  mood  which 
Shakspeare  describes  as 

“Maiden  meditation,  fancy  free.” 

I  no  sooner  caught  sight  of  her  than  I  cautious¬ 
ly  withdrew,  fearing  that  if  she  were  to  perceive 
me  she  might  raise  an  alarm,  and  really  place 
me  in  the  predicament  which  every  body  sup¬ 
posed  me  to  have  been  in  on  the  previous 
evening.  As  I  turned  round,  to  my  intense 
disconcertion  and  confusion  I  saw'  two  ladies 
issue  from  the  park  gate,  whom  I  immediately 
recognized  as  Annie  and  Aunt  Julia.  Now  I 
had  a  w’holesome  dread  of  Aunt  Julia;  con¬ 
scious  of  an  uninterrupted  rectitude  of  conduct 
during  her  whole  life,  she  had  not  the  slightest 
leniency  for  the  errors  of  others,  and  though 
my  presence  there  was  innocent  enough  in 
fact,  to  their  minds  it  must  have  been  suspi¬ 
cious.  I  determined  now  to  tell  the  truth,  the 
whole  truth,  etc.,  etc. 

“Why,”  said  Annie,  stopping  short,  “what 
are  you  doing  here  again  f 

“Studying  the  locality.” 

“  Upon  my  word  you  take  this  remarkably 
coolly  ;  you  first  of  all  commit  a  gross  outrage 
upon  propriety,  leaving  out  of  the  question  the 
want  of  respect  sho\\;n  to  me,  and  then  follow 
it  up  by  deliberately  insulting  me.  ‘  Studying 
the  locality,’  indeed !  and  pray,  if  I  may  ask, 
wdth  what  object  ?” 

“  Yes,  Sir,”  said  my  aunt,  in  her  turn  taking 
up  the  cudgels ;  “  has  not  your  extremely  ec¬ 
centric  and  extraordinary  breach  of  all  laws, 
human  and  divine”  (good  Lord  !  how  some  peo¬ 
ple  will  exaggerate  !),  “  satisfied  you — have  you 
not  dragged  the  name  which  you  bear,  stainless 
until  now,  sufficiently  in  the  mud  ?  Has  not — ” 

“  Really,  my  dear  aunt,  I  do  not  think  your 
violent  reproaches  are  justified  by  the  facts. 
As  to  breaking  all  law's,  human  and  divine, 
even  were  I  guilty  of  the  slight  misdemeanors 
attributed  to  me — •” 

“Which  are  ‘attributed’  to  you!”  broke  in 
Annie.  “Did  you  ride  out  here  or  not  ?  Did 
you  confess  to  have  jumped  Trelawney’s  hedge. 
Heaven  knows  for  what  purpose,  except,  per¬ 
haps”  (here  she  began  to  sob),  “perhaps — ” 

“  To  make  love  to  his  daughter,”  added  my 
aunt,  sternly.  “  I  can  not  doubt  it,  let  us  leave 
him,  my  dear;  he  is  beneath  your  contempt.” 

“Stay,  Annie;  m3'  dear  aunt,  one  word. 
This  story  of  the  ride — this  trespass  on  Tre¬ 
lawney’s  ground — I  give  y'ou  my  W'ord  that  as 
far  as  it  implicates  me  there  is  not  one  word 
of  truth  in  it.  I  never  rode  out  here.  I  never 
was  on  horseback  in  my  life,  I  do  assure  you.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Charlton,”  said 
Annie,  “  that  you  were  not  speaking  the  truth, 
when  you  spoke  of  this  excursion  only  this 
morning  ?” 

“  I  confess  to  my  shame  that,  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life,  I  descended  to  falsehood.” 


AS  EASY  AS  LYING. 
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“  With  what  motive  ?” 

“  Merely  to  prove  to  yon  that  telling  fihs  was 
easy,  and  that  the  merit  you  attached  to  the 
faculty  was  fictitious  ;  but  I  yield  the  point 
now  ;  in  fact,  I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  you.” 

“But  if  this  be  true — the  stable-boy’s  de¬ 
scription— your  coat  too — and  then  here  again, 
‘  studying  the  locality’ — what  for  ?  what  is  the 
locality  to  you?  No,  no;  I  must  be  on  my 
guard.  If  you  spoke  falsely  then,  you  may  be 
doing  so  now ;  and  if  you  spoke  the  truth  then, 
you  must  now  be  deceiving  me.  I  have  a  right 
to  demand  clear  and  ample  proof  that  what 
you  now  state  is  true ;  and  until  then  it  is, 
perhaps,  as  well  that  we  should  not  meet. 
Good-evening.  Come,  aunt.” 

Aunt  Julia  examined  me  through  her  eye¬ 
glass,  as  though  I  were  some  peculiar  animal 
unknown  to  her  zoology,  'and  passed  on,  leaving 
me,  as  may  be  imagined,  in  a  nice,  comfortable, 
I  may  say,  elysian  state  of  mind.  As  soon  as 
they  were  out  of  sight  I  strolled  back  into  the 
town,  reflecting  upon  what  had  taken  place. 

Now  the  thing  was  becoming  serious.  I  must 
take  some  action  in  the  matter.  So  thinking  as 
I  went,  I  resolved  upon  seeking  out  Charley, 
making  to  him  a  full  confession,  and  enlisting 
his  services  to  discover  the  real  culprit. 

I  found  Master  Charley  in  my  housekeeper’s 
room,  indulging  in  a  tete-a-tete  with  the  worthy 
old  dame’s  grand -daughter,  learning  crochet, 
seated  on  a  stool. 

“Halloa,  my  friend!”  said  he,  on  perceiving 
me,  “here  I  am  installed,  you  see,  the  charm¬ 
ing  Rose  teaching  me  to  read  love  in  her  eyes  !” 

“Lor,  Mr.  Charles  !  How  can  you  say  such 
things  ?  I  was  teaching  him  crochet.  Sir,”  she 
said.  “I  must  either  stay  with  him  or  be  kissed 
before  I  went,  and  so — ” 

“You  staid!”  said  Charley,  laughing;  “and 
now  that  you  are  going,  here’s  the  kiss.” 

But  the  young  lady  was  too  sharp  for  him, 
and  all  he  got  for  his  motion  was  the  door  in 
his  face. 

“Charley,”  said  I,  “can  you  be  serious  a 
moment  ?” 

“Well,  I’ll  try,  if  it  is  to  oblige  you,  old  fel¬ 
low'.  What’s  up  ?” 

“What’s  up  ?  Nothing  is  up !  Every  thing 
is  down ;  my  hopes  are  down ;  my  spirits  are 
dowm.” 

“Then  send  for  some  wine,  and  when  that 
is  down  I  shall  be  as  grave  as  a  judge.” 

“Yes,  but  not  as  sober.  So  just  ‘lend  me 
your  ears’  a  minute.”  It  is  needless  to  recapit¬ 
ulate  all  that  the  reader  already  knows.  I  told 
him  every  thing — how  I  had  determined  to  try 
the  experiment  of  lying;  that  I  had  left  the 
subject  until  the  last  moment;  that  some  ex¬ 
traordinary  coincidence  had,  by  the  aid  of  my 
falsehood,  identified  me  with  the  trespasser  in 
Trelawney’s  grounds,  etc.,  etc. 

Charley’s  astonishment  knew  no  bounds,  and 
found  vent  in  such  exclamations  as,  “  Lord  bless 
me!”  “You  don’t  say  so!”  “Extraordinary, 
indeed!”  “Wonderful!”  “I  never  heard  the 


like !  ”  and  at  last,  bursting  into  a  fit  of  uncon¬ 
trollable  laughter,  he  threw  himself  into  an  easy- 
chair  and  rolled  with  the  emotion.  I  bore  it 
patiently  for  some  time.  At  last,  however,  I 
exclaimed,  “Really,  Charley,  I  see  nothing  to 
langh  at ;  your  sister  is  very  angry,  and,  as  to 
my  aunt,  I  fear  I  have  lost  her  good-will  forev¬ 
er,  though  that  is  of  less  consequence ;  and  I 
think,  instead  of  rolling  about  there  in  that 
idiotic  W'ay,  you  might  suggest  some  plan  of 
tracing  out  the  abominable  villain  who  has  tak¬ 
en  so  much  pains  to  cast  a  slur  upon  my  name.” 

Al  this  he  only  laughed  the  more..  Seeing, 
however,  that  I  was  becoming  very  angry,  he 
gasped  out ; 

“  One  moment — one  moment — I  shall  recov¬ 
er.  Ha!  ha!”  (Another  burst  of  laughter.) 

I  turned  to  leave  the  room,  disgusted,  but  he 
caught  hold  of  me,  saying  : 

“Stay,  my  dear  Frank.  This  rascal,  this 
villain,  this  ‘  abominable’  villain,  who  has  so 
terribly  misused  you,  was — ” 

“Who?” 

“I — I — myself!  Ha!  ha.V' ad  libitum. 

“You?”  said  I,  in  amazement. 

“Never  a  soul  else.  Just  listen.  On  the 
memorable  evening  I  came  here  to  ask  the  loan 
of  your  coat,  as  the  weather  was  .chilly,  and  I 
wanted  particularly  to  se'e  Fanny  Trelawney.  I 
could  find  you  nowhere.  I  suppose  you  had 
hidden  yourself  to  meditate  on  your  lie  that 
was  to  be.  I  therefore  took  your  coat,  hired 
Gardiner’s  mare,  and  was  the  real  trespasser  on 
Trelawney’s  premises.  When,  on  the  ensuing 
day,  you  said  you  had  been  for  a  ride,  I  knew 
you  were  fibbing,  for  I  was  perfectly  aware  you 
had  a  wholesome  horror  of  mounting  a  horse. 
I  led  you  on,  till  I  managed  to  implicate  you  in 
the  affair  of  the  evening  before,  and  then  stole 
out  and  replaced  your  coat.  Really,  you  be¬ 
haved  rhost  handsomely  about  those  damages. 
Ha!  ha!” 

“  Oh,  langh  away,  confound  you!  B.ut  then 
that  idiot  of  a  stable-boy — ” 

“Idiot?  On  the  contrary,  a  deuced  clever 
fellow.  I  knew  there  would  be  trouble  about 
my  escapade ;  so  on  my  return  I  tipped  him 
handsomely  to  put  any  questioners  on  a  false 
scent,  and  I  think  he  succeeded  admirably.” 

“This  may  be  a  joke  to  you,  Charley,  but 
it’s  death  to  me.  A  pretty  mess  you  have  got 
me  into !” 

“  Got  you  into  !  I  like  that.  Got  yourself 
into,  you  mean.  If  you  hadn’t  taken  an  in¬ 
sane  notion  into  your  head  that  you  could  tell 
fibs,  the  affair  would  never  have  happened.  Let 
this  be  a  warning  to  you  never  to  swerve  from 
the  paths  of  truth.” 

“  You  are  a  pretty  fellow  to  lecture  me  about 
‘  the  paths  of  truth  !’  ”  answered  I ;  “  though  I 
certainly  shall  take  your  advice  ;  but  I  don’t  let 
you  out  of  my  sight,  my  friend,  until  you  have 
explained  matters  to  Annie.” 

That  this  explanation  took  place,  and  was 
satisfactory,  I  can  offer  no  better  proof  than 
that  Charley’s  sister  is  now  Mrs.  Charlton. 
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My  aunt  Julia,  however,  would  listen  to  no¬ 
thing.  One  way  or  the  other  I  had,  in  her 
opinion,  disgraced  myself ;  and  the  only  men¬ 
tion  made  of  me  in  her  will  was  that  she  had 
originally  intended  to  make  me  her  sole  heir, 
but  could  not  leave  the  wealth  acquired  by  hon¬ 


est  industry  (this  referred  to  the  savings  of 
manv  years)  to  one  who  did  not  speak  the 
truth. 

“Take  warning  by  me,  good  people,” 
and  always 

“  Tdl  the  truth  and  shame  the  devil.” 


TWO  POETS.  • 

I. 

He  said :  ‘  ‘  The  poet’s  soul  of  more  hath  need 
Than  meets  him  in.  this  common  life  of  ours ; 

Fair  shapes  and  symbols  must  his  fancy  feed. 

And  give  suggestion  to  his  waking  powers. 

And  that  he  may,  from  things  external,  win 
The  deeper  sight  that  is  to  genius  kin. 

The  beautiful  must  all  around  him  lie, 

And  train  to  finer  senses  ear  and  eye.” 

Rose  on  his  wearied  vision,  dull  and  mean, 

The  level  srveep  of  the  low  prairie  sea; 

Tideless  and  shoreless  stretched  its  billows  green. 

And  mocked  him  with  their  still  monotony. 

“Ah!  if  some  dryad-haunted  wood,”  he  said, 

“Some  noble  summit,  here  might  lift  its  head, 

Some  minster  vast,  some  crumbling,  moss-grown  pile. 

The  heart  to  dreams  of  some  grand  Fast  beguile — 

“Then  might  I  show  indeed  the  gift  I  hold; 

Might  songs  create  whose  tones  should  swell  as  far 
As  theirs  whose  lyrics  charmed  an  Age  of  Gold 
With  music  that  the  centuries  could  not  mar. 

Shall  I  these  low-hung  vapors  still  endure, 

And  on  these  plains  Bceotian  rest  obscure? 

Or  seek  the  air  that  fans  the  sacred  fire — ■ 

The  distant  heights  to  which  my  thoughts  aspire?” 

He  left  his  home,  to  seek  on  every  shore 

The  scenes  that  had  inspired  those  singers  old — 

The  magic  of  their  influence  to  implore. 

But  sky  nor  strand  to  him  its  secret  told ; 

Yet  every  wave  of  island-studded  sea. 

And  every  temple  dear  to  minstrelsy, 

Nay,  every  tree  and  flower,  cried  out  some  name 
That  love  of  them  had  lifted  up  to  fame. 

He  walked  the  Attic  hills,  but  dared  not  praise 
The  violet  mists  that  o’er  Hymettus  hung; 

By  elder  voices  awed,  whose  grander  lays. 

Close  as  the  hues  that  made  their  beauty,  clung. 

Wood,  fount,  and  stream,  what  could  he  learn  from  these 
They  had  not  taught  their  own  Euripides? 

To  him  should  speech  of  Homer’s  vales  be  plain 
Whom  his  own  broad  savannas  wooed  in  vain? 

The  Sphinx,  too,  chilled  him  wdth  the  silent  scorn 
Looking  from  her  unfathomable  eyes ; 

“To  thee,”  she  cried,  “of  whom,  one  little  morn. 

The  shadow  swift  across  my  desert  flies — 

Who  never  drank  the  charmed  lotus  wine, 

Nor  reverent  bowed  at  Isis’  awful  shrine — 

To  thee  shall  I  reveal  the  spell,  in  vain 
By  patient  sages  sought  through  years  of  pain?” 

The  old  Italian  cities  felt  his  tread. 

By  ruined  watch-tower  and  by  buried. town; 

By  rugged  palace,  and  by  fortress  dread, 

Whose  every  stone  some  legend  bore  as  crown; 

In  halls  where  still  looked  down  from  tapestry 
The  triple  lily  and  the  golden  bee. 

But  when  their  tale  he  would  have  heard  and  sung, 

It  came  to  him  in  Dante’s  native  tongue. 
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He  sought,  in  old  cathedrals,  to  retrace 
The  rapturous  visions  given  to  poets  there 
In  times  when  spire  and  arch  and  angel-face 
And  every  sculptured  flower  had  been  a  prayer. 

In  vain ;  their  ecstasy  he  could  not  feel ; 

The  glittering  altars  moved  him  not  to  kneel; 

His  age  through  other  channels  would  express 
Its  aspirations  after  holiness. 

Eor,  while  the  chanting  monks  their  chorals  sang, 
lie  heard  a  peal  of  bells  across  the  sea. 

And  alt  his  better  self  to  meet  it  sprang — 

“Lift  up  the  poor,  and  let  the  oppressed  go  free!” 
How  swiftly,  through  the  incense-burdened  air. 

His  soul  went  upward  with  his  nation’s  prayer! 

A  gleam  of  sudden  hope  came  back  again 
To  quicken  lifeless  heart  and  sluggish  pen. 

He  wrote  of  many  a  lovely  lake  and  bay; 

Of  olive  groves  and  cities  strange  and  quaint ; 
Eomance  enriched  with  many  a  pleasing  lay 
Of  ancient  knight  and  medieval  saint. 

Still  through  his  heart  some  sense  of  failure  thrilled — 
This  was  not  all  his  early  genius  willed. 

At  last,  with  scanty  sheaves,  as  gleaners  come. 

He  turned  his  restless  footsteps  toward  his  home. 


II. 

“  The  cloud-capped  mountains  and  the  sea,  ”  he  said, 

“Have  had  their  bards,  whom  they  inspired  and  taught; 
Perchance  their  grandeur  had  my  spirit  led 

To  higher  strains,  with  nobler  meanings  fraught. 

But  thou,  O  ever-green  and  ever-blooming  sod! 

Thou  art,  even  as  the  hills,  a  thought  of  God; 

Teach  all  thy  varied  language  unto  me: 

From  thee  I  sprang — my  fame  must  spring  from  thee!” 

lie  learned  its  every  aspect:  morning  dim. 

With  all  her  cloudy  tents  encamping  there; 

And  noon,  with  fiery  splendors,  seemed  to  him 
To  lend  an  equal  charm  that  made  it  fair; 

Till  far  the  horizon  flamed  with  Tyrian  dyes. 

And  overhead  the  deep  and  solemn  ej^es 
Of  bending  constellations  came  to  brood 
O’er  its  far-spreading  world  of  solitude. 

To  him  its  untamed  winds  their  vigor  brought — 

A  sense  of  growing  freedom  and  of  power ; 

Its  wreathing  mists  his  finest  fancies  wrought. 

Feeding  his  soul  not  less  than  blade  and  flower; 

And  not  a  little  bird  could  sway  and  swing 
On  some  tall,  wind-swept  sheath,  and  joyous  sing. 

But  had  some  note  for  him,  some  tender  wiles. 

That  won  for  his  poor  copy  tears  and  smiles. 

And  when  some  gorgeous  blossom  from  its  green — 

Lily  or  orchid — sprang,  unnamed  and  wild, 

Magnificent  as  some  barbaric  queen. 

Dazzling  the  eyes  that  on  her  beauty  smiled. 

He  felt  a  joy  akin  to  theirs  who  near 

The  beckoning  shore  of  some  new  hemisphere: 

For  never  bard,  with  tuneful  voice  or  pen, 

Had  praised  its  perfect  loveliness  till  then. 

And  soon  the  prairie  loved  him — filled  his  song 
With  long-unuttered  dreams  of  her  great  heart ; 

And  cried:  “My  poet,  do  me  not  the  wrong 
To  think  I  can  no  deeper  tones  impart 
Than  those  my  careless  flowers  and  grasses  teach! 

I  have  a  thought  as  worthy  noble  speech 
As  any  mountain  trumpet  ever  blew 
To  Greek  immortals  when  the  world  was  netv. 
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“I  sweep  fi'om  northern  frost  to  southern  sea, 

And  through  my  broad  domain  no  harriers  stand 
To  fence  from  each  my  cities,  mingling  free. 

Whom  my  great  river  binds  with  silver  band. 

No  mountain-locked  Arcadia  here  can  keep 
Her  festal  days,  while  Sparta’s  children  weep — 

From  Minnesota  to  Louisiane 

One  wave  must  murmur  tones  American. 

“Therefore  in  me  shall  broader  thought  find  room, 
Far-reaching  sympathies,  and  tolerance  rare ; 

All  genial  impulse  come  to  fuller  bloom 
In  my  indulgent  soil,  my  generous  air. 

Here  hall  and  cot  shall  share  my  equal  sun; 

A  nobler  type  of  nations  be  begun ; 

And  petty  interests,  bound  to  state  and  clan, 

Shall  widen  into  one — the  weal  of  man. 

“Grand  were  those  lays  of  early  poets  born; 

The  embattled  steep,  the  castle,  and  the  tower. 

Heroes  that  looked  on  weaker  hearts  with  scorn. 

Were  theirs  to  sing ;  theirs  was  the  Age  of  Rov'er. 
But  I,  who  welcome  millions  to  my  breast — 

Who  give  the  hungry  food,  the  homeless  rest — 

Can  teach  thy  lyre  a  song  all  songs  above: 

Mine  is  the  newer  day — the  Age  of  Love.” 

This  strain  he  sang  through  many  changing  keys; 

Through  him  the  Plain’s  unfettered  spirit  spoke. 

Till,  swelling  upward  on  the  southern  breeze. 

The  call  to  battle  on  its  silence -broke. 

When  War’s  swift  summons  spread  its  fierce  alarms 
Through  all  its  golden  haiwest-fields  and  farms, 

And  o’er  its  green  phalanxes,  prostrate  bent. 

The  blue-robed  legions,  lightly  marching,  went. 

Ah!  then  he  thought  no  more  of  theme  nor  rhyme; 

The  very  echoes  taught  an  utterance  grand — 

The  indignation,  sacred  and  sublime. 

Of  men  who  rose  to  save  a  father-land  ; 

The  glorious  youth  who  laid  their  youth  aside. 

And  at  the  stormy  front  as  veterans  died; 

The  tender  mothers  who  found  strength  to  say 
The  words  that  parted  them  and  Joy  for  aye; 

And  they  that,  languishing  in  mortal  pain. 

In  lonely  wards  saw  day’s  last  sun  grow  dim. 

Or  their  life’s  star  in  hopeless  prisons  wane. 

Not  less  heroic  seemed  nor  fair  to  him. 

Than  Greek  to  Greek  opposed,  or  Trojan  lord. 

Or  Roman  hilling  on  a  stainless  sword : 

Their  lives  no  duller  shone,  their  deeds  not  less. 

That  hi*s  own  time  they  would  illume  and  bless. 

He  did  not  need  to  search  the  mouldy  Past 
For  names  of  shadowy  heroes  long .  approved  ; 

Sweet  eyes  where  Roland’s  fate  no  gloom  had  cast — 
That  Bayard’s  story  had  but  little  moved — 

Grew  dim  o’er  lines  that  praised,  with  mournful  pride, 
Him  who  at  Bethel  or  Atlanta  died; 

And  full  hearts  blessed  him  in  whose  verse  were  read 
The  shining  acts  of  the  beloved  dead. 

So  in  his  country’s  love  he  grew ;  his  life 
Ennobling  hers,  from  her  received  its  crown. 

To  thoughts  with  which  her  myriad  homes  were  rife 
He  gave  a  voice  and  answer ;  his  renowm — 

The  deep,  spontaneous  homage  of  her  heart — 

Was  of  her  greatness  evermore  a  part; 

And  those  bright  blooms  that  first  he  gave  to  fame 
For  evermore  went  murmuring  his  name. 
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I  WISH  you  wouldn’t  call  the  child  ‘Li,’” 
said  my  mother;  “it  jars  upon  every 
nerve  in  my  body.  She  was  christened  Lily.” 

“Lily!”  mimicked  my  father,  and  laughed 
uproariously ;  “  a  nice-looking  lily  she  is  !” 

My  poor  mother  made  no  reply ;  she  could 
not  refuse  to  acknowledge  that  the  name  was 
entirely  unsuited  to  the  gaunt,  gawky  girl  of 
fifteen  that  buttered  her  father’s  bread  with  a 
hand  almost  as  brown  and  brawny  as  his  own. 

“Not  but  that  she  suits  me  well  enough,” 
added  my  father,  as  he  noted  a  hot  flush  leap 
into  my  face.  “I’d  rather  have  you  as  you 
are,  my  girl,  than  any  lily  of  them  all.  You 
know  they  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin,  and 
that  kind  of  thing  wouldn’t  suit  a  poor  farmer 
like  me.” 

My  father  patted  me  upon  the  shoulder  as  he 
went  out  into  the  field,  but  the  riotous  blood 
lingered  in  my  face,  and  while  washing  the 
greasy  dishes  and  pans  that  accumulate  so  rap¬ 
idly  in  a  farm  kitchen,  I  declared  to  myself 
that  the  lilies  had  a  good  time  of  it,  and  no 
wonder  they  were  so  pretty  ;  they  had  nothing 
to  do,  and  were  arrayed  gloriously  eveiy  day. 

I  decided  that  nothing  could  be  more  unjust 
than  the  way  things  were  parceled  out  in  this 
world,  and  slammed  every  individual  plate,  and 
rattled  every  pan,  until  mother  called  out  that 
I  was  “  driving  her  crazy.” 

Then  father  came  in  again  ;  he  looked  tired 
and  discouraged,  and  went  with  a  weary  step 
into  the  sitting-room,  where  mother  lay  upon 
the  lounge,  and  Patience  Clark,  the  dress¬ 
maker,  droned  on  incessantly  with  the  small 
news  of  the  village. 

“It’s  no  use  talkin’,”  said  father,  “I  can’t 
manage  that  team  and  plow  the  field  alone  ;  it  s 
as  much  as  a  man  can  do  to  keep  the  plow  in 
the  ground  with  those  stones  and  stubbles,  let 
alone  guidin’  that  skittish  mare.” 

“Earmin’s  poor  work  nowadays,  Mr.  Ware,” 
said  Patience  Clark. 

“It  never  was  any  thing  else  that  I  can  re¬ 
member,”  said  my  mother. 

And  my  father,  heaving  a  huge  sigh,  mur¬ 
mured  under  his  breath,  “Job’s  comforters,” 
and  came  out  into  the  kitchen  again. 

“Li,”  he  said,  “I  wish  you  were  a  boy.” 

“  Eor  the  hundredth  time,  father.” 

“And  yet  I  wouldn’t  change  you  for  a  rude 
lad  of  your  age ;  but  there’s  that  pesky  five- 
acre  lot!”  Then  he  sighed  again. 

“Eather,”  said  I,  flinging  down  the  dish- 
towel,  “  I  can  drive  the  horses,  and  you  shall 
plow ;  wait  a  minute,  and  I’ll  get  my  sun-bon¬ 
net.” 

Eather  laughed  at  the  idea,  then  he  refused 
outright ;  but  seeing  me  tie  my  sun-bonnet  and 
let  down  my  sleeves,  a  ray  of  hope  lighted  up 
his  face ;  then  he  said,  “What  will  your  mo¬ 
ther  say  ?” 

“She  won’t  know  any  thing  about  it,  and 
Martha  ’ll  he  through  with  her  washing  and 
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can  finish  up  the  dishes.”  I  started  out  to  the 
field,  and  father  followed  me  to  the  furrow, 
where  the  skittish  mare  was  quietly  chewing  a 
bit  of  loose  harness.  I  picked  up  the  reins  and 
father  the  plow-handle,  and  away  we  went 
cheerily.  The  mare  was  used  to  my  voice,  and 
was  gentle  as  a  kitten.  I  was  thinking  what  a 
nice  breeze  there  was,  and  how  pretty  the  ap¬ 
ple-blossoms  looked,  when  suddenly  a  voice 
called  to  us  from  the  fence  : 

“  Hallo,  Mr.  Ware  !  That’s  tough  work  for 
a  girl.” 

My  father  stopped  the  horses  with  a  jerk. 

“I  suppose  ’tis,”  he  said;  “but  this  pesky 
field,  John,  is  so  mortal  full  of  stones  and  stub¬ 
bles,  and  the  critter  knows  Li’s  voice ;  but  run 
in  the  house,  Li — ” 

“No,  no,  father,  I  ain’t  a  bit  tired”  (with  an 
indignant  look  at  John  Bates). 

“Let  me  try  a  hand  at  the  plow,  Mr.  Ware, 
and  do  you  drive  a  hit.” 

“  Well,  if  you  will,  John,”  said  my  father, 
resigning  his  plow,  and  taking  the  reins  from 
my  hand.  “Eun  in  the  house,  Li,  and  rest.” 

I  ran  in  the  house,  and  this  is  the  way  I  rested  : 

I  finished  washing  and  wiping  the  dishes,  fold¬ 
ed  down  the  clothes,  mopped  up  the  kitchen, 
helped  to  milk  six  cows,  made  biscuit  for  tea, 
set  the  table,  cleared  every  thing  away  again, 
and  helped  Martha  get  things  ready  for  an  early 
breakfast,  so  that  we  could  commence  ironing 
early  in  the  morning.  I  murmured  to  my¬ 
self,  “Why  should  we  only  toil,  the  roof  and 
crown  of  things  ?”  and  entered  the  sitting-room 
just  in  time  to  hear  Patience  Clark  say,  “  She 
was  so  glad  Lily  was  a  girl;  that  boys  were 
worked  to  death  upon  a  farm.” 

“Dear,  dear!”  sighed  my  mother,  “it’s  im¬ 
possible  to  make  Lily  look  graceful;  but  do 
slope  the  shoulders  a  little  more.  Miss  Clark.” 

“  If  I  do  they’ll  pucker  and  bag,  ”  replied  the 
dress-maker,  “for  she’s  as  square  as  square  can 
be.” 

“She’s  like  her  father,”  said  my  mother. 
And  finding  they  were  not  ready  to  try  on  my 
dress,  I  went  out  in  the  porch,  where  father  was 
smoking  his  pipe. 

“  Softly!”  he  said.  “Look,  Li,  at  that  fel¬ 
low  on  the  clothes-line  !”  At  that  moment  a 
flood  of  music  poured  from  the  throat  of  a  be¬ 
lated  blackbird  that  rocked  to  and  fro  upon  the 
rope  before  us  ;  a  robin  was  cheated  into  taking 
up  the  refrain,  and  the  frogs  commenced  to 
thud,  the  moon  climbed  up  in  the  wan  sky,  and 
father  and  I  sat  there  silently  for  hours.  At 
last  he  said,  as  we  went  into  the  house,  “  It’s  a 
pretty  place,  Li ;  we  must  take  care  of  the 
farm.”  And  on  his  death -bed,  four  years 
later,  his  last  words  were,  “Take  care  of  the 
farm,  Li.” 

But  how  was  a  girl  of  nineteen  to  take  care 
of  a  farm,  an  invalid  mother,  and  a  lame  broth¬ 
er  ?  The  place  was  in  wretchedly  poor  con¬ 
dition  ;  and  my  father  had  literally  lost  his 
strength  and  broken  his  heart  in  striving  to 
clear  off  the  mortgage.  The  dear  old  farm  was 
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a  ruin,  in  fact ;  and  I  used  to  think  sometimes 
the  very  outside  loveliness  of  it  was  a  bitter 
mockery.  Why  were  the  tangled  flowers  so 
beautiful,  and  the  gnarled  old  trees  so  fanciful¬ 
ly  fair  ?  The  ground  was  one  mass  of  stones, 
and  the  trees  bore  the  knottiest  fruit  that  ever 
was  seen  ;  and,  toil  as  you  might,  it  seemed  im¬ 
possible  to  get  a  living  and  pay  the  interest 
jnoney,  let  alone  the  principal.  Tlien  the  part¬ 
ing  with  father  was  a  bitter  wrench.  1  felt  as 
if  there  wasn’t  much  left  to  live  for,  until  the 
night  of  the  funeral,  when  little  Dolph  stole 
into  my  bed,  poor  little  lambkin !  Adolphus 
was  a  foolish  name  for  him,  too ;  but  as  I 
hugged  my  little  brother  in  my  arms,  and 
quieted  his  wild  sobbing,  I  vowed  to  myself 
that  it  was  better,  after  all,  I  was  not  a  lily ; 
and  that  I  would  take  care  of  mother  and  Dolph 
and  the  farm  somehow. 

When  Patience  Clark  was  making  up  the 
mourning  I  heard  her  say  something  to  mother 
about  “ book-learnin’ ”  and  “rooms  in  the  vil¬ 
lage  and  I  knew  the  meaning  of  it  when 
mother  stopped  crying  after  supper,  and  grew 
quite  cheerful  over  her  cup  of  tea. 

“Lily,”  she  said,  in  her  languid  way,  “my 
poor  child,  I  trust  there  are  happier  days  in 
store  for  ns.  Thanks  to  the  education  which  I 
insisted  upon  your  having,  you  may  be  able  to 
take  the  place  of  Miss  Gibbons  at  the  village 
school.  We  will  sell  this  wretched  place,  dear, 
and  get  rooms  at  the  village.” 

My  heart  came  up  in  my  throat. 

“Oh,  mother!”  I  said;  “father  told  me  to 
take  care  of  the  farm ;  and  I  should  die  cooped 
tip  in  that  hot  room  with  a  lot  of  dirty  children !” 

My  mother  set  down  her  cup  of  tea,  went 
and  lay  upon  the  lounge,  and  commenced  cry¬ 
ing  again. 

“  You’d  rather  be  among  cows  and  pigs  than 
among  your  fellovz-creatures !  ”  she  said.  “You’re 
like  your  father ;  and  he  never  had  any  more  sen¬ 
timent  or  feeling  about  him  than  a — a — cab¬ 
bage  !  ”  Father  wasn’t  cold  in  his  grave !  I  flung 
myself  out  of  the  room,  and  walked  up  to  Pa¬ 
tience  Clark,  as  she  was  wiping  her  hands  on  the 
rolling  towel  in  the  kitchen. 

“Listen  here,”  I  said,  setting  my  teeth  hard  ; 
“don’t  put  any  more  nonsense  in  mother’s  head, 
if  you  please !” 

“  Gracious  powers  I  how  you  frightened  me, 
Lily !  I  almost  jumped  out  of  my  skin !  ”  And 
she  went  into  the  sitting-room  with  rather  a 
crestfallen  air. 

But  mother  always  had  her  way ;  and  I  think 
we  should  have  fallen  into  the  groove  Patience 
Clark  had  suggested  but  for  a  timely  codicil 
that  was  found  to  father’s  will.  It  left  the  place 
to  Dolph,  with  only  a  life  interest  to  mother, 
and  five  hundred  dollars  to  me.  The  money 
was  left  with  Lawyer  Williams,  at  Wimbleton ; 
and  he  rode  down  the  W'eek  after  father  died, 
and  gave  it  into  my  hands.  “I  do  not  think 
you  will  spend  it  in  furbelows,  ”  he  said ;  and 
there  was  something  about  him  that  inspired 
confidence.  I  was  forlornly  destitute  of  friends. 


and  completely  governed  by  impulse.  I  told 
him  all  my  projects  about  the  farm  ;  and  he  list¬ 
ened  to  me  with  as  much  gravity  as  if  I  were 
consulting  him  upon  a  matter  of  law.  W’’hen  I 
had  finished,  he  looked  kindly  upon  my  flushed 
and  tear-stained  face,  and  bade  me  be  of  good 
cheer,  and  not  to  mind  about  the  mortgage — 
he  would  take  care  I  was  not  troubled  about 
that — and  advised  me  to  use  my  ready  money 
in  improving  the  place,  suggesting  the  improve¬ 
ments  in  a  way  that  led  me  to  think  agriculture 
was  a  part  of  law.  Father  died  in  midwinter; 
and  when  the  spring  came  the  place  was  busy 
with  the  hum  of  labor.  The  barn-yard  was 
drained,  a  great  muck-heap  made  from  the  ref¬ 
use  of  the  stalls,  six  poor  cows  sold  for  two 
good  ones — and  on  the  fifteenth  of  June,  when 
I  was  twenty  years  old,  the  place  was  blooming 
like  a  rose.  Had  it  not  been  for  John  Bates,  my 
nearest  neighbor,  I  should  not  have  got  along  so 
well. 

We  went  shares  with  the  five-acre  lot,  John 
Bates  and  I,  and  on  this  very  fifteenth  of  June 
the  plants  were  brought  down,  and  every  hand 
about  the  place  busied  in  setting  them  out. 
When  we  were  putting  in  the  last  row,  Dolph 
came  running  out  to  the  field,  and  said  that  I 
was  to  come  in  directly,  for  Lawyer  Williams 
was  there,  and  Miss  Gibbons,  and  they  were  to 
stay  to  tea,  as  it  was  my  birthday.  I  started 
to  my  feet,  and  pushed  back  my  sun-bonnet, 
and  there,  within  a  rod  or  two  of  us,  was  the 
prettiest  creature  that  ever  the  eye  rested  upon. 
I  thought,  as  I  always  did,  when  I  saw  her,  that 
her  name — Grace — was  as  suited  to  her  as  mine 
was  nnsuited  to  me,  and  I  did  not  blame  John 
for  staring  at  her,  open-mouthed,  as  she  walked 
back  with  me  to  the  house. 

“  You’ll  stay  too,  John  ?”  I  said  to  my  fellow- 
workman.  He  nodded  cheerfully.  What  an 
honest,  bright,  winsome  face  he  had! 

But  never  before  had  I  felt  that  sudden  pang 
of  discontent  and  envy.  It  was  because  I  was 
tired  as  a  girl  could  be,  and  felt  begrimed  with 
heat  and  dirt,  and  I  did  not  blame  mother  for 
looking  upon  me  with  a  sort  of  disgust,  and 
bidding  me  go  to  my  room  and  dress  immedi¬ 
ately. 

The  perfume  of  clean  linen  mingled  with  that 
of  the  June  roses  in  my  room.  There  was  my 
pretty  muslin  dress.  But  I  fidgeted  before  the 
glass,  and  tugged  at  my  hair,  pulling  it  out  in 
huge  tangles  ;  but,  tug  as  I  might,  I  could  not 
change  its  sombre  brown  to  a  ruddy  gold — and 
a  frown  between  the  eyes  is  no  beautifler.  I 
declared  inwardly  I  never  would  linger  so  long 
again  over  my  dirty  fields,  nor  toil  so  fiercely 
for  what  seemed  to  me  then  a  wretched  reward. 

This  discontent  was,  however,  of  short  dura¬ 
tion.  Honest  toil  brings  an  even  temper,  and 
adds  hugely  to  the  cheerfulness  of  one’s  nature 
by  promoting  a  good  digestion.  Then,  when  I 
had  put  a  ribbon  about  my  neck,  and  smoothed 
the  ugly  wrinkle  from  my  brow,  I  saw  in  the 
glass  a  rather  comely  face,  after  all,  with  nice 
brown  eyes  like  my  father’s. 
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I  looked  out  of  the  window  at  my  field,  and 
John  was  putting  in  the  very  last  plant.  Tears 
of  remorse  sprang  to  my  eyes.  How  could  I 
have  called  it  a  dirty  field,  and  unprofitable 
labor  ?  Could  any  thing  be  prettier  than  the 
rich  dark  mould,  and  the  rows  of  tender  green  ? 
No,  not  even  eyes  of  heavenly  blue,  and  hair 
of  ruddiest  gold !  There  was  something  posi¬ 
tively  beautiful  to  me  about  that  cabbage-field, 
and  I  gazed  upon  it  lovingly  from  my  window, 
going  over  again  in  my  mind  the  profit  we 
hoped  to  gain  from  it,  John  Bates  and  1.  So 
many  thousand  cabbages  at  so  much  a  head. 
I  think  there  is  nothing  nicer  in  the  way  of 
building  castles  than  an  agricultural  one,  one 
takes  such  a  tangible  delight  in  watching  the 
structure  grow  day  by  day ;  then,  even  if  it 
tumbles  down  ingloriously,  are  the  delights  of 
anticipation  to  be  reckoned  as  nothing  ? 

I  will  not  say  that  my  step  was  light  when 
1  went  down  stairs ;  but  my  heart  was  at 
ease,  and  I  made  some  of  the  lightest  and 
flakiest  of  Erench  biscuits  for  tea.  Then  I 
went  into  mother’s  room  to  get  down  the  china. 
Lawyer  Williams  and  Miss  Gibbons  were  saun¬ 
tering  about  the  garden,  and  mother  looked 
upon  them  with  a  frown. 

“  You  don’t  think  it  possible,  Lily,”  she  said, 
“that  old  fool  is  caught  by  her  pretty  face?” 

“I  shouldn’t  wonder,  mother,”  I  replied; 
“it  is  such  a  very  pretty  face.” 

“And  to  think  of  your  coming  into  the  par¬ 
lor  with  that  old  sun-bonnet  hanging  from  your 
head,  and  your  face  in  a  blaze  with  heat! 
Why  didn’t  you  slip  up  stairs  quietly?” 

“It’s  the  fault  of  the  house,  mother.  I’m 
too  substantial  a  figure  to  slip  through  stones 
and  mortar.  You  know  one  has  to  pass  through 
that  way.” 

“Yes,  yes,”  sighed  my  poor  mother;  “it’s 
such  a  miserably  built  old  barn — not  a  conven¬ 
ience  about  it.  But  who,  in  the  name  of  good¬ 
ness,  is  coming  this  way  ?  Why,  truly  it  is  that 
John  Bates,  with  his  .hair  all  wet  and  curled, 
his  face  shining  with  soap-suds,  and  one  of  those 
queer  linen  coats  on.  What  does  he  want, 
Lily?” 

“He  wants  his  supper,  I  suppose,”  I  said, 
boldly,  although  I  quaked  inwardly. 

“  And  is  he  to  get  it  here  ?”  she  cried,  raising 
her  voice,  and  a  flame  of  anger  darting  into  her 
eyes.  “Because  if  he  is,  please  to  send  in  my 
tea  by  Martha.  I  can  not,  in  my  state  of 
health,  eat  with  a  man  fresh  from  the  fields.  I 
endured  it  long  enough  with  your  poor  father.” 

I  whispered  a  kind  of  prayer  in  her  ear,  but 
she  turned  such  an  indignant  look  upon  me  that 
I  retreated  to  the  kitchen,  and  the  currant  jam 
wasn’t  redder  than  my  face  when  I  found  John 
Bates  standing  in  the  doorway  whistling.  I 
knew  he  must  have  heard  every  word  that  mo¬ 
ther  said.  And  why  did  she  object  to  him  so 
bitterly  ?  He  was  surely  as  good  as  any  of  us, 
with  honesty  of  purpose  and  manly  worth  writ¬ 
ten  upon  every  line  of  his  countenance.  There 
was  a  flush  upon  his  cheek,  and  a  latent  fire 


in  his  eye.  I  thought  he  was  offended,  and  I 
could  not  say  a  word  ;  but  presently  he  turned 
to  me  with  his  cheery  smile,  and  said,  “  Have 
you  any  message  for  Wimbleton,  Miss  Lily  ? 
I’m  going  down  to  see  about  those  oxen.” 

“N-now?”  I  stammered.  Then,  as  he 
stepped  off  the  sill,  I  added,  “You’ll  have  sup¬ 
per  first,  John?” 

“I  think  not.  Miss  Lily,”  he  replied;  “it’s 
a  nice  ride  by  daylight,  and  I  don’t  remember 
ever  seeing  things  look  so  fresh  and  green. 
There’s  such  a  lot  of  wild  roses  down  that  way. 
I’ve  often  thought.  Miss  Lily,  Rose  would  have 
been  a  prettier  and  better  name  for  you — there’s 
such  a  bloom  and  sweetness  about  a  rose  ;  and 
I  never  did  care  for  lilies  myself,”  he  added, 
with  an  involuntary  glance  at  the  loiterers  in 
the  garden. 

“A  cabbage  rose,  John?”  I  said,  laughingly. 

“A  bramble  rose,  Lily,”  he  replied,  coming 
close  to  me  and  lowering  his  voice  ;  “  such  as 
grew  in  the  garden  of  Eden.”  Then  he  went 
away  without  even  a  biscuit,  and  out  of  sheer 
gratitude  I  stood  looking  after  him,  until  the 
voice  of  Patience  Clark,  at  my  elbow,  made  me 
start. 

“Good  gracious,  Lily!  why,  I  thought  it 
was  Martha!  You’ll  spile  that  young  man, 
sure  as  this  world — he’ll  be  as  set  up  as — as — ” 
she  added,  somewhat  at  a  loss  for  a  compari¬ 
son — “  as  a  peacock.”  So  Patience  Clark  took 
the  place  at  the  table  that  should  have  been 
poor  John’s,  and  mother  was  scarcely  ahle  to 
eat  a  mouthful  after  all.  The  summer  flitted 
by ;  the  golden-rods  and  chrysanthemums  were 
all  in  bloom.  There  never  was  a  castle  so  sub¬ 
stantial  as  the  one  I  built  about  the  cabbages. 
I  have  always  thought  a  host  of  fairies  guarded 
them  and  tilled  them  at  night ;  while  all  about 
us  there  was  rot  and  mildew,  and  the  cabbages 
would  neither  head  nor  prosper,  our  field  throve 
amazingly ;  and  when  all  was  done,  and  they 
were  gathered  and  sold,  I  had  a  nice  little  sum 
to  pay  upon  the  mortgage. 

One  day  in  October  I  went  down  to  Wim¬ 
bleton,  but  Mr.  Williams  had  been  called  to 
meet  a  client  some  distance  in  the  country. 

“Tell  him  Miss  Ware  called,”  I  said  to  the 
boy ;  and  that  night  Mr.  Williams  rode  up  to 
the  farm.  Mother  had  grown  weaker  of  late, 
and  went  to  bed  early,  and  Dolph  and  I  sat 
croning  over  our  books  in  the  parlor,  when  a 
knock  at  the  door  startled  us.  I  do  not  know 
why  my  heart  beat  so  wildly,  nor  why  I  called 
to  Dolph  to  run  to  the  door.  It  was  only  Mi'. 
Williams,  and  we  sat  down  comfortably  to  chat 
together.  I  told  him  of  my  intention  to  pay 
him  a  little  on  the  mortgage,  and  spoke  glow¬ 
ingly  of  my  cabbage-fields  ;  he  seemed  to  waive 
the  matter  aside,  and  turning  to  Dolph,  asked, 
in  quite  a  grave  and  formal  manner,  the  lad’s 
permission  to  see  me  alone.  Dolph  gathered 
up  his  books  and  went  out  of  the  room. 

“A  fine  boy !”  cried  Mr.  Williams ;  “  and  not 
so  lame,  I  think,  as  he  gets  stronger.” 

Then  I  launched  into  a  panegyric  upon  Dolph 
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that  lasted  half  an  hour,  and  still  Mr.  Williams 
listened  gravely ;  but  when  I  paused  a  little, 
and  felt  like  apologizing  for  my  sisterly  warmth, 
he  approached  the  table  near  which  I  was  sit¬ 
ting,  and  laying  his  hand  upon  mine,  he  said : 

“I  have  come  here  to-night.  Miss  Ware,  to 
speak  to  you  upon  a  subject  that  has  lain  near 
my  heart  for  a  long  time — since  I  paid  into  your 
hands  a  certain  sum  of  money,  and  became  im¬ 
pressed  with  the  rare  dignity  of  your  charac¬ 
ter,  and  your  nobleness  of  heart.  Can  I  hope 
you  will  not  meet  with  disfavor  the  affection  of 
one  so  much  older  than  yourself?  Will  you 
be  my  wife  ?” 

I  did  not  speak  for  a  time,  and  when  I  found 
my  voice  I  could  say  nothing  but  that  I  was 
very,  very  grateful,  but  could  not  leave  the 
farm. 

“Well,  but.  Miss  Lily,  if  that  is  your  only 
objection,  perhaps  there  might  be  a  compro¬ 
mise  arranged.  You  know  I  have  already  a 
hold  upon  the  farm.  Can  we  not  fit  it  up  for 
a  country  seat  ?  You  shall  have  the  planning 
of  the  improvements,”  he  added,  cheerfully; 
“and  your  brother,  when  he  is  old  enough, 
shall  study  law.” 

“Oh,  Mr.  Williams!”  I  cried,  in  affright, 
“do  not  speak  loud,  I  beg  of  you!  if  my  mo¬ 
ther,  if  Dolph,  should  hear  you,  they  would 
make  me  consent,  and — and — ”  here  I  broke 
down,  and  fell  into  a  passion  of  weeping. 

“What  is  this,  Lily,  my  child?”  he  said,  his 
face  lighting  up  with  a  kindly  feeling  that  be¬ 
came  it  well.  “Is  there  any  other  reason  for 
your  repugnance  ?  Speak  frankly,  Lily,  and  let 
me  be  your  friend,  if  nothing  more.” 

“I  shall  be  so  glad  to  have  you  for  a  friend,” 
I  said,  reaching  out  my  hands  to  him ;  “  but  I’m 
so  sorry,  for  Dolph  and  mother,  that  I  can’t  be 
more  to  you.” 

“Well,  Dolph  shall  study  law,  in  any  case, 
my  dear — ” 

“  And  don’t  tell  my  mother !”  I  said. 

“No,  indeed,”  he  replied,  smiling;  and  bid¬ 
ding  me  a  kindly  good-by,  he  went  away. 
When  I  heard  the  door  close  I  laid  my  head 
upon  the  table,  only  wanting  to  be  alone  and 
think;  but  suddenly  a  cold  hand  was  placed 
upon  my  shoulder,  shaking  me  with  spasmodic 
energy.  I  looked  up  :  there  stood  my  mother, 
her  face  pale  and  wild,  her  great  hollow  eyes 
seeking  and  searching  my  face. 

“  Tell  me,”  she  gasped ;  “  is  it  all  right — are 
you — to  be — his  wife?” 

“  Oh,  mother!” 

“Speak!”  she  cried;  “you  have  not  dared 
refuse  him?” 

I  buried  my  head  in  my  hands  upon  the  ta¬ 
ble,  and  fairly  trembled  as  I  murmured  “yes.” 

“The  richest  man  in  Wimbleton!”  cried  my 
mother,  beside  herself  with  rage  and  disap¬ 
pointment — “a  gentleman !  And  you,  selfish, 
ungrateful  wretch  that  you  are — you  will  see 
me  die  in  this  place  when  you  have  it  in  your 
power  to  give  me  life  and  happiness.  Listen 
to  me,  Lily,”  she  cried,  coming  nearer  to  me 


and  looking  upon  me  with  savage  earnestness  ; 
“I  will  go  to  my  bed  and  never  leave  it,  I  will 
neither  eat  nor  drink,  if  you  refuse  this  man.” 

“But  I  have  refused  him,  mother!” 

“Then  call  him  back  again,  say  that  you 
did  not  know  your  mind ;  he  will  think  it  a 
girlish  freak,  and  be  all  the  fonder  of  you. 
Oh,  Lily,”  she  cried,  sinking  on  her  knees  at 
my  feet,  “  do  not  throw  away  your  life  as  I  did 
mine,  and  regret  it  ever  afterward ;  do  not  bury 
yourself  with  a  clodhopper  on  a  farm,  and  wear 
your  life  out  in  useless  remorse,  for  I  will  die, 
I  tell  you.  Oh,  say  that  you  will  marry  him, 
that  I  shall  live  once  more  in  luxury  and  ease. 
I  will  never  get  up  till  you  grant  my  prayer !” 

“I  will,  mother,  I  will!” 

“God  bless  you,  dear!”  said  my  poor  mo¬ 
ther,  and  I  helped  her  to  bed.  How  could  my 
mother  bid  God  to  bless  me  ?  I  went  to  my 
room,  but  not  to  bed.  I  walked  to  and  fro, 
thinking,  thinking ;  but  think  as  I  might,  the 
clodhopper  and  the  farm  resolved  themselves 
into  the  garden  of  Eden,  a  tender  manly  Adam, 
and  I,  the  Eve  to  my  husband  of  all  that  was 
desirable  in  sweetness  and  bloom ;  and  the 
days  seemed  to  lengthen  themselves  before 
me  into  a  paradise  of  honest  toil  and  happy 
pleasure,  while  that  other  choice  of  luxury  and 
ease  pictured  itself  gloomily  before  me.  I  re¬ 
membered  well  the  great  dreary  house  in  Wim¬ 
bleton,  the  mould-smelling,  chintz-covered  fur¬ 
niture,  the  stone-paved  yard ;  I  saw  myself 
clothed  in  purple  and  fine  linen,  and  faring 
sumptuously  every  day  ;  and  yet,  and  yet — alas, 
that  women  should  be  so  different  and  fate  so 
adverse  !  But  there  was  my  mother;  she  had 
resolved  to  die  if  I  refused,  and  she  always 
would  have  her  way.  In  the  early  dawn  I 
went  down  among  the  sweet-brier  that  grew 
about  my  father’s  grave ;  he  was  only  a  clod¬ 
hopper  himself,  and  could  understand  my  sor¬ 
row.  Dolph  had  grown  fond  lately  of  wearing 
fine  clothes  and  spending  his  time  in  study; 
then  he  was  delicate — a  little  lame.  Well,  it 
was  all  over.  I  went  down  to  Wimbleton  that 
very  day  and  told  Mr.  Williams  all  that  had 
happened. 

“If  you’ll  kindly  forget  what  occurred  last 
night,  I  will  do  my  best  to  please  you,”  I  said, 
as  if  applying  for  a  situation. 

“  My  dear  Lily,”  he  said,  “  .although  I  seem 
old  to  you  I  have  kept  a  young,  w-arm  heart, 
and  I  do  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry 
about  you.” 

“  Oh,  do  not  laugh.  Sir,”  I  said. 

“And  I  will  not  cry,”  he  replied.  “Well, 
it  is  settled,  then ;  do  you  go  home,  my  dear, 
and  I  will  come  up  and  see  you  in  the  course 
of  a  week.  May  God  bless  you,  darling !  ”  He 
laid  his  hand  caressingly  upon  my  head,  and 
somehow  I  liked  his  blessing. 

As  I  rode  home  I  let  the  reins  fall  upon  my 
pony’s  neck,  and  strove  to  think  that,  in  making 
mother  and  Dolph  happy,  I  should  gain  con¬ 
tentment  for  myself ;  but  the  day  seemed  gray 
and  dead,  and  it  was  so  strange  when  I  reached 
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the  lane  that  John  Bates  should  he  waiting 
there  with  such  a  bright,  hopeful  smile  upon 
his  winsome  face. 

“Come,  Lily,”  he  said,  “let  the  hoy  take 
the  pony  in,  and  do  you  come  with  me  a  bit — 
I’ve  something  to  say  to  you.” 

We  walked  a  long  way,  I  think,  without  ut¬ 
tering  a  word ;  then  he  turned  suddenly  and 
spoke  : 

“You  know  -well  what  I  wanted  to  say  to 
you,  Lily,  my  darling,  my  sweet  wild  rose ;  I 
loved  you  when  you  were  a  child,  and  I  helped 
plow  the  five-acre  lot  with  your  father ;  and 
since  we’ve  planted  it  in  those  dear  old  cab¬ 
bages,  you  have  grown  unspeakably  dear  to 
me.  Say,  my  fellow-worker,  my  dearest  and 
best,  shall  we  be  partners  for  life  ?” 

“How  can  you  be  so  cruel?”  I  cried;  “you 
know  my  mother  would  never  hear  to  such  a 
thing !” 

“  Cruel !”  he  repeated ;  “your  mother!  You 
don’t  mean  to  say  you  are  not  to  be  my  wife  ? 
Lily,  you  love  me?” 

“Oh,  John,”  I  said,  and  clung  trembling  to 
his  arm. 

.  “Speak,  Lil}^,”  he  said  ;  and  I  told  him  all. 

“I  can  not  let  her  die,  John,”  I  cried,  “I 
can  not  let  her  die.” 

“  There,  let  us  speak  no  more  for  a  time.  I 
can.  yet  he  strong,  and  hold  you  for  my  friend. 
May  I  not,  Lily  ?” 

“Until  death,”  I  whispered,  and  said  no 
more.  We  were  walking  up  the  woodland 
path,  the  wind  whistling  through  the  gi-eat 
gaunt  trees,  and  the  ground  inches  deep  in  fallen 
leaves ;  the  night  was  growing  wild  and  chill, 
and  great  black  clouds  hovered  in  the  cold  sky. 
We  had  scarcely  reached  home  when  a  tempest 
of  storm  swept  over  the  country. 

At  last  I  went  to  bed.  “Dolph,  dearDolph,” 
I  said,  creeping  up  to  his  warm  little  body, 
“love  me,  dear,  won’t  you?  I  am  so  lonely, 
Dolph,  so  lonely  and  sad!” 

“Don’t  crowd  so,  sis,”  said  the  little  fellow, 
rubbing  his  eyes;  “I  say,  I’m  getting  too  big 
to  sleep  with  you,  I  think.” 

My  poor  mother  grew  weaker  day  by  day ; 
and,  strive  as  she  might,  she  was  unable  to  leave 
her  bed,  save  for  an  hour  or  two  in  the  middle 
of  the  day ;  but  the  news  of  my  engagement 
had  been  industriously  spread,  and  my  mo¬ 
ther  received  the  villagers’  congratulations  with 
haughty  satisfaction.  There  was  also  a  very 
perceptible  change  in  the  relations  that  had 
existed  between  mother  and  the  dress-maker ; 
but  Patience  Clark  insisted  upon  her  old  free¬ 
dom  of  speech. 

“I’m  powerful  glad,”  she  said,  one  day, 
“that  Lily’s  set  herself  in  a  butter -tub.  I 
was  afraid  there  one  time  she’d  throw  herself 
away.” 

“Are  you  speaking  of  my  daughter?”  said 
my  mother. 

“Why,  of  course.  Who  should  I  be  speakin’ 
about,  I’d  like  to  know  ?” 

“  Please  to  speak  respectfully,  then,”  said  my 


mother  ;  “  and  don’t  cut  those  ruffies  straight. 

I  see  by  the  fashion-plates  they’re  all  made 
bias.  ” 

I  thought  Patience  Clark  would  have  burst 
with  indignation.  She  looked  at  my  mother, 
and  her  pale  blue  eyes  grew  almost  bloodshot. 

“Highty,  tighty!”  she  cried  at  last;  “cut 
them  for  yourself!”  And  she  threw  scissors 
and  silk  on  the  floor.  “And  I’ll  have  you  to 
know.  Miss  Ware,  I  am  as  good  as  you  any 
day  in  the  week,  and  a  deal  better  on  Sun¬ 
days  ;  and  I’ll  talk  as  I  please,  and  work  as  I 
please,  and  I’ll  not  be  ordered  about  by  any 
body,  let  alone  a  skeleton  like  you!” 

She  flounced  out  of  the  house,  leaving  my 
poor  mother  disconsolate  with  her  flounces  and 
furbelows. 

No  dress-maker  could  be  found  for  a  week  : 
and  wdrether  it.  was  that  the  excitement  of  pre¬ 
paring  the  wedding  flnery  had  kept  her  up,  or 
the  scorn  of  the  dress-maker  had  preyed  upon 
her  mind — whatever  might  have  been  the  cause, 
at  the  end  of  a  fortnight  my  poor  mother  died. 

“Oh,  mother,”  I  cried,  reproachfully,  “you 
promised  to  live !” 

“Haven’t  I  tried  hard  enough?”  she  said, 
catching  my  hands  in  hers.  “  Remember  your 
promise,  Lily.  You  won’t  break  it  because  I’m 
not  here  ?” 

“No,  no,” I  said.  And  she  replied,  quickly : 

“  It  ’ll  be  a  comfort  to  me  to  know  you  and 
Dolph  are  gentlefolks.  As  for  me,  I  never 
did  have  things  as  I  wanted  them.”  Then 
she  turned  her  face  to  the  wall.  What  differ¬ 
ence  could  it  make  in  heaven,  pray  ?  Are  they 
not  all  gentlefolks  there  ? 

The  night  after  the  funeral  Dolph  went  home 
with  Mr.  Williams,  and  I  was  alone  walking 
to  and  fro  in  the  parlor.  Suddenly  the  door 
opened,  and  in  walked  John  Bates,  looking  thin 
and  gaunt  as  a  spectre. 

“  Tell  me,”  he  said,  walking  over  to  me,  and 
looking  at  me  with  great  wistfulness  in  his  eyes, 
“  did  she  relent  when  she  was  dying?  Did  she 
leave  happiness  to  you  and  to  me  ?” 

“No,  no,  John;  I  promised  her  again  when 
she  was  dying.  I  promised,  and  I  must  obey.” 

I  held  up  my  hands  to  keep  him  off,  but  he 
caught  me  in  his  arms  and  kissed  me  savagely. 

“  Good-by,”  he  said. 

“  Oh,  why  good-by  ?  Where  are  you  going, 
John?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  he  said;  “to  the  devil,  I 
think.”  And  kissing  me  again,  he  went  away. 

I  sat  with  my  head  in  my  hands  for  an  hour. 
I  never  stirred  when  I  heard  the  tramp  of  a 
horse  and  a  knock  at  the  door,  nor  raised  my 
head  when  Mr.  Williams  entered. 

“My  poor  darling,”  he  said,  and  endeavored 
to  take  my  hand.  I  drew  it  away  rudely. 

“You  can  not  surely,”  I  said,  raising  my 
head,  “speak  of  love  to  me  now,  or  think^of 
marriage  so  soon  after  my  mother  s  death  ? 

“  I  do  not  think  of  marriage  at  all,  my  dear, 
he  replied.  “  That  is  all  over  now  between  you 
and  me,  Lily,”  he  said,  suddenly,  taking  my 
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hands  in  his.  “Do  you  love  another  as  I  would 
fain  you  had  loved  me  ?  Answer  frankly,  dear, 
and  do  not  fear.  I  am  too  fond  of  you  to  cause 
you  useless  pain.” 

A  thrill  shot  through  my  heart.  Then  I  re¬ 
membered  my  promise  to  the  dying,  and  grew 
cold  with  fear  and  dread. 

“Oh,  I  must  marry  you.  Sir,”  I  said,  and 
told  him  all. 

“  Well,  my  dear,” he  said,  “mine  was  a  fool¬ 
ish  dream  at  the  best,  and  I  will  endeavor  to 
make  up  to  you  for  the  sorrow  I  have  unwit¬ 
tingly  caused.  You  shall  let  the  poor  rich  man 
go,  and  marry  the  rich  poor  man.” 

“Oh  no.  Sir,”  I  said;  “I  dare  not.” 

“But  then,  if  not  your  true  love,  who  will 
you  marry?” 

“You,  Mr.  Williams.” 

“  I  will  not  have  you.  Come,  if  you  persist,  I 
will  e’en  run  away  to  be  rid  of  you.  I  will  sail 
for  Europe  in  a  week.” 

“But  my  mother.” 

“You  have  done  all  that  a  daughter  could. 
I  say  I  wiU  not  marry  you,  but  I  will  strive  and 
make  you  and  Dolph  gentlefolks.” 

Then  the  warm,  happy  tears  drenched  his 
hands.  I  threw  my  arms  about  his  neck.  “My 
dear,  dear  friend  !  ”  I  said. 

He  grew  a  little  pale,  and  kissing  my  brow, 
he  went  away. 

Now,  John’s  strip  of  land  joined  mine,  and  I 
could  see  the  glimmer  of  light  from  his  kitchen 
window.  I  ran  out  the  door,  and  across  the 
cabbage  -  field,  my  feet  sinking  in  the  damp 


earth,  my  shoes  filling  with  dirt  and  stones. 
At  last  I  reached  the  kitchen  door.  For  a  mo¬ 
ment  my  heart  failed  me.  John  had  no  one 
but  his  old  blind  father ;  but  I  was  afraid  some 
of  the  workmen  might  be  about.  I  opened  the 
door  softly.  Old  Mr.  Bates  sat  fast  asleep  in 
his  chair,  and  John  sat  gazing  into  the  smoul¬ 
dering  embers  on  the  hearth. 

I  stole  up  behind  him ;  but  he  divined  that 
I  was  there,  and  starting  up,  he  met  me  half¬ 
way. 

“I  was  afraid  you  -were  gone,  John,” I  said, 
with  a  great  sob  in  my  voice. 

“  Gone  ?”  he  echoed. 

“Yes,  gone  somewhere  ;  but  I — don’t  choke 
me,  John.” 

“Speak,  then,  quickly!  My  God!  what 
brought  you  here  ?” 

“Why,  Mr.  Williams  says  he  won’t  marry 
me  ;  that  nothing  can  induce  him  to  ;  that  he’ll 
run  away  to  Europe  first.  Will  you,  John  ?” 

“What’s  the  matter,  my  lad?”  said  Mr. 
Bates,  awaking.  “You’ll  break  my  heart,  as 
well  as  your  own,  if  you  go  on  in  that  way.” 

“It’s  with  happiness,  father,  this  time;  and 
here’s  Lily,  mine  at  last!” 

“  God  bless  her !”  said  Mr.  Bates.  And  He 
has  blessed  me.  Dolph  has  become  a  great 
swell ;  but  all  Mr.  Williams  could  do,  he  couldn’t 
make  gentlefolks  out  of  J ohn  and  me.  Although 
he  gave  us  the  finest  place  in  the  county  for  a 
wedding  gift,  and  suggested  a  fancy  farm  of 
fruit,  and  all  that,  John  and  I  prefer  to  raise 
cabbages.  You  see  we  are  only  clodhoppers. 
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A  LE'TTER  TO  THE  CHRISTIAN  WOMEN  OF  AMERICA. 

apart  £. 


The  natural  position  of  woman  is  clearly, 
to  a  limited  degree,  a  subordinate  one. 
Such  it  has  always  been  throughout  the  world, 
in  all  ages,  and  in  many  widely  different  con¬ 
ditions  of  society.  ,  There  are  three  conclusive 
reasons  why  we  should  expect  it  to  continue  so 
for  the  future. 

First.  Woman  in  natural  physical  strength 
is  so  greatly  inferior  to  man  that  she  is  en¬ 
tirely  in  his  power,  quite  incapable  of  self-de¬ 
fense,  trusting  to  his  generosity  for  protection. 
In  savage  life  this  great  superiority  of  physical 
strength  makes  man  the  absolute  master,  wo¬ 
man  the  abject  slave.  And,  although  every 
successive  step  in  civilization  lessens  the  dis¬ 
tance  between  the  sexes,  and  renders  the  situa¬ 
tion  of  woman  safer  and  easier,  still,  in  no  state 
of  society,  however  highly  cultivated,  has  per¬ 
fect  equality  yet  existed.  This  difference  in 


.  [Note.— We  have  printed  this  Letter,  which  will  he 
continued  in  oar  next  Number,  not  as  an  expression 
of  onr  own  views,  hut  simply  as  the  plea  of  an  earnest 
and  thoughtful  Christian  woman  addressed  to  her 
fellow-countrywomen. — Editoe  op  Haepee.] 


physical  strength  must,  in  itself,  always  prevent 
such  perfect  equality,  since  woman  is  compelled 
every  day  of  her  life  to  appeal  to  man  for  pro¬ 
tection,  and  for  support. 

Secondly.  Woman  is  also,  though  in  a  very 
much  less  degree,  inferior  to  man  in  intellect. 
The  difference  in  this  particular  may  very  prob¬ 
ably  be  only  a  consequence  of  greater  physical 
strength,  giving  greater  power  of  endurance  and 
increase  of  force  to  the  intellectual  faculty  con¬ 
nected  with  it.  In  many  cases,  as  between 
the  best  individual  minds  of  both  sexes,  the 
difference  is  no  doubt  very  slight.  There  have 
been  women  of  a  very  high  order  of  genius ;  there 
have  been  very  many  women  of  great  talent; 
and,  as  regards  what  is  commonly  called  clever¬ 
ness,  a  general  quickness  and  clearness  of  mind 
within  limited  bounds,  the  number  of  clever  wo¬ 
men  may  possibly  have  been  even  larger  than 
that  of  clever  men.  But,  taking  the  one  infal¬ 
lible  rule  for  our  guide,  judging  of  the  tree 
by  its  fruits,  we  are  met  by  the  fact  that  the 
greatest  achievements  of  the  race  in  every  field 
of  intellectual  culture  have  been  the  work  of 
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man.  It  is  true  that  the  advantages  of  intel¬ 
lectual  education  have  heen,  until  recently,  very 
generally  on  the  side  of  man  ;  had  those  ad¬ 
vantages  heen  always  equal,  women  would  no 
doubt  have  had  much  more  of  success  to  record. 
But  this  same  fact  of  inferiority  of  education 
becomes  in  itself  one  proof  of  the  existence  of 
a  certain  degree  of  mental  inequality.  What 
has  been  the  cause  of  this  inferiority  of  educa¬ 
tion  ?  Why  has  not  woman  educated  herself 
in  past  ages,  as  man  has  done  ?  Is  it  the  op¬ 
position  of  man,  and  the  power  which  physical 
strength  gives  him,  which  have  been  the  im¬ 
pediments?  Had  these  been  the  only  obsta¬ 
cles,  and  had  that  general  and  entire  equality 
of  intellect  existed  between  the  sexes,  which 
we  find  proclaimed  to-day  by  some  writers,  and 
by  many  talkers,  the  genius  of  women  would 
have  opened  a  road  through  these  and  all  other 
difficulties  much  more  frequently  than  it  has 
yet  done.  At  this  very  hour,  instead  of  de¬ 
fending  the  intellect  of  women,  just  half  our 
writing  and  talking  would  be  required  to  de¬ 
fend  the  intellect  of  men.  But,  so  long  as 
woman,  as  a  sex,  has  not  provided  for  herself 
the  same  advanced  intellectual  education  to 
the  same  extent  as  men,  and  so  long  as  inferi¬ 
ority  of  intellect  in  man  has  never  yet  in  thou¬ 
sands  of  years  been  gravely  discussed,  while 
the  inferiority  of  intellect  in  woman  has  heen 
during  the  same  period  generally  admitted,  we 
are  compelled  to  believe  there  is  some  founda¬ 
tion  for  this  last  opinion.  The  extent  of  this 
difference,  the  interval  that  exists  between  the 
sexes,  the  precise  degree  of  inferiority  on  the 
part  of  women,  will  probably  never  he  satisfac¬ 
torily  proved. 

Believing  then  in  the  greater  physical  powders 
of  man,  and  in  his  superiority,  to  a  limited  ex¬ 
tent,  in  intellect  also,  as  two  sufficient  reasons 
for  the  natural  subordination  of  woman  as  a 
sex,  we  have  yet  a  third  reason  for  this  subor¬ 
dination.  Christianity  can  be  proved  to  be  the 
safest  and  highest  ally  of  man’s  nature,  physic¬ 
al,  moral,  and  intellectual,  that  the  world  has 
yet  known.  It  protects  his  physical  nature  at 
every  point  by  plain,  stringent  rules  of  general 
temperance  and  moderation.  To  his  moral 
nature  it  gives  the  pervading  strength  of  health¬ 
ful  purity.  To  his  intellectual  nature,  while  on 
one  hand  it  enjoins  full  development  and  vigor¬ 
ous  action,  holding  out  to  the  spirit  the  highest 
conceivable  aspirations,  on  the  other  it  teaches 
the  invaluable  lessons  of  a  wise  humility.  This 
grand  and  holy  religion,  whose  whole  action  is 
healthful,  whose  restraints  are  all  blessings — this 
gracious  religion,  whose  chief  precepts  are  the 
love  of  God  and  the  love  of  man — this  same 
Christianity  confirms  the  subordinate  position 
of  woman,  by  allotting  to  man  the  headship  in 
plain  language  and  by  positive  precept.  No 
system  of  philosophy  has  ever  yet  worked  out 
in  behalf  of  woman  the  practical  results  for 
good  which  Christianity  has  conferred  on  her. 
Christianity  has  raised  woman  from  slaveiy  and 
made  her  the  thoughtful  companion  of  man  ;  it 


finds  her  the  mere  toy,  or  the  victim  of  his  pas¬ 
sions,  and  it  places  her  by  his  side,  his  truest 
friend,  his  most  faithful  counselor,  his  helpmeet 
in  every  worthy  and  honorable  task.  It  pro¬ 
tects  her  far  more  effectually  than  any  other 
system.  It  cultivates,  strengthens,  elevates, 
purifies  all  her  highest  endowments,  and  holds 
out  to  her  aspirations  the  most  sublime  for  that 
future  state  of  existence,  where  precious  rewards 
are  promised  to  every  faithful  discharge  of  duty, 
even  the  most  humble.  But,  while  conferring 
on  her  these  priceless  blessings,  it  also  enjoins 
the  submission  of  the  wife  to  the  husband,  and 
allots  a  subordinate  position  to  the  whole  sex 
while  here  on  earth.  No  woman  calling  her¬ 
self  a  Christian,  acknowledging  her  duties  as 
such,  can,  therefore,  consistently  deny  the  obli¬ 
gation  of  a  limited  subordination  laid  upon  her 
by  her  Lord  and  His  Church. 

From  these  three  chief  considerations — the 
great  inferiority  of  physical  strength,  a  very 
much  less  and  undefined  degree  of  inferiority 
in  intellect,  and  the  salutary  teachings  of  the 
Christian  faith — it  follows  that,  to  a  limited 
degree,  varying  with  circumstances,  and  always 
to  be  marked  out  by  sound  reason  and  good 
feeling,  the  subordination  of  woman,  as  a  sex, 
is  inevitable. 

This  subordination  once  established,  a  dif¬ 
ference  of  position,  and  a  consequent  difference 
of  duties,  follow  as  a  matter  of  course.  There 
.must,  of  necessity,  in  such  a  state  of  things,  he 
certain  duties  inalienably  connected  with  the 
position  of  man,  others  inalienably  connected 
with  the  position  of  woman.  For  the  one  to 
assume  the  duties  of  the  other  becomes,  first,  an 
act  of  desertion,  next,  an  act  of  usurpation.  For 
the  man  to  discharge  worthily  the  duties  of  his 
own  position  becomes  his  highest  merit.  For 
the  woman  to  discharge  worthily  the  duties  of 
her  own  position  becomes  her  highest  merit.  To 
be  noble  the  man  must  be  manly.  To  be  noble 
the  woman  must  be  womanly.  Independently 
of  the  virtues  required  equally  of  both  sexes, 
such  as  truth,  uprightness,  candor,  fidelity,  hon¬ 
or,  we  look  in  man  for  somewhat  more  of  wis¬ 
dom,  of  vigor,  of  courage,  from  natural  endow¬ 
ment,  combined  with  enlarged  action  and  ex¬ 
perience.  In  woman  we  look  more  especially 
for  greater  purity,  modesty,  patience,  grace, 
sweetness,  tenderness,  refinement,  as  the  con¬ 
sequences  of  a  finer  organization,  in  a  protect¬ 
ed  and  sheltered  position.  That  state  of  soci¬ 
ety  will  always  be  the  most  rational,  the  sound¬ 
est,  the  happiest,  where  each  sex  conscientious¬ 
ly  discharges  its  own  duties,  without  intruding 
on  those  of  the  other. 

It  is  true  that  the  world  has  often  seen  in¬ 
dividual  women  called  by  the  manifest  will  of 
Providence  to  positions  of  the  highest  authori¬ 
ty,  to  the  thrones  of  rulers  and  sovereigns. 
And  many  of  these  women  have  discharged 
those  duties  with  great  intellectual  ability  and 
great  success.  It  is  rather  the  fashion  now 
among  literary  men  to  depreciate  Queen  Eliza¬ 
beth  and  her  government.  But  it  is  clear  that. 
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whatever  may  have  been  her  errors — and  no 
doubt  they  were  grave — she  still  appears  in 
the  roll  of  history  as  one  of  the  best  sovereigns 
not  only  of  her  own  house,  but  of  all  the  dynas¬ 
ties  of  England.  Certainly  she  was  in  every 
way  a  better  and  a  more  successful  ruler  than 
her  own  father  or  her  own  brother-in-law,  and 
better  also  than  the  Stuarts  who  filled  her 
throne  at  a  later  day.  Catherine  of  Russia, 
though  most  unworthy  as  a  woman,  had  a  force 
of  intellectual  ability  quite  beyond  dispute,  and 
which  made  itself  felt  in  every  department  of  her 
government.  Isabella  I.  of  Spain  gave  proof 
of  legislative  and  executive  ability  of  the  very 
highest  order;  she  was  not  only  one  of  the 
purest  and  noblest,  but  also,  considering  the 
age  to  which  she  belonged,  and  the  obstacles  in 
her  way,  one  of  the  most  skillful  sovereigns  the 
world  has  ever  seen.  Her  nature  was  full  of 
clear  intelligence,  with  the  highest  moral  and 
physical  courage.  She  was  in  every  way  a 
better  ruler  than  her  own  husband,  to  whom 
she  proved  nevertheless  an  admirable  wife,  act¬ 
ing  independently  only  where  clear  principle 
was  at  stake.  The  two  great  errors  of  her 
reign,  the  introduction  of  the  Inquisition  and 
the  banishment  of  the  Jews,  must  be  charged 
to  the  confessor  rather  than  to  the  Queen,  and 
these  were  errors  in  which  her  husband  was  as 
closely  involved  as  herself.  On  the  other  hand, 
some  of  the  best  reforms  of  her  reign  originated 
in  her  own  mind,  and  were  practically  carried 
out  under  her  own  close  personal  supervision. 
Many  other  skillful  female  rulers  might  be 
named.  And  it  is  not  only  in  civilized  life 
and  in  Christendom  that  woman  has  shown 
herself  wise  in  governing ;  even  among  the 
wildest  savage  tribes  they  have  appeared,  occa¬ 
sionally,  as  leaders  and  rulers.  This  is  a  sin¬ 
gular  fact.  It  may  be  proved  from  the  histoiy 
of  this  continent,  and  not  only  from  the  early 
records  of  Mexico  and  Cuba  and  Hayti,  but 
also  from  the  reports  of  the  earliest  navigators 
on  our  omi  coast,  who  here  and  there  make 
mention  incidentally  of  this  or  that  female 
chief  or  sachem.  But  a  fact  far  more  impress¬ 
ive  and  truly  elevating  to  the  sex  also  appears 
on  authority  entirely  indisputable.  While  wo¬ 
men  are  enjoined  by  the  Word  of  God  to  refrain 
from  public  teaching  in  the  Church,  there  have 
been  individual  women  included  among  the 
Prophets,  speaking  under  the  direct  influence 
of  the  Most  Holy  Spirit  of  God,  the  highest 
dignity  to  which  human  nature  can  attain. 
But  all  these  individual  cases,  whether  polit¬ 
ical  or  religious,  have  been  exceptional.  The 
lesson  to  be  learned  from  them  is  plain.  We 
gather  naturally  from  these  facts,  what  may  be 
learned  also  from  other  sources,  that,  while  the 
positions  of  the  two  sexes  are  as  such  distinct, 
the  one  a  degree  superior,  the  other  a  degree  in¬ 
ferior,  the  difiorence  between  them  is  limited — it 
is  not  impassable  in  individual  cases.  The  two 
make  up  but  one  species,  one  body  politic  and 
religious.  There  are  many  senses  besides  mar¬ 
riage  in  wddch  the  two  are  one.  It  is  the  right 


hand  and  the  left,  both  belonging  to  one  body, 
moved  by  common  feeling,  guided  by  common 
reason.  The  left  hand  may  at  times  be  re¬ 
quired  to  do  the  work  of  the  right,  the  right  to 
act  as  the  left.  Even  in  this  world  there  are 
occasions  when  the  last  are  first,  the  first  last, 
without  disturbing  the  general  order  of  things. 
These  exceptional  cases  temper  the  general  rule, 
but  they  can  not  abrogate  that  inile  as  regards 
the  entire  sex.  Man  learns  from  them  not  to 
exaggerate  his  superiority — a  lesson  very  often 
needed.  And  woman  learns  from  them  to 
connect  self-respect  and  dignity  with  true  hu¬ 
mility,  and  never,  under  any  circumstances,  to 
sink  into  the  mere  tool  and  toy  of  man — a  les¬ 
son  equally  important. 

Such  until  the  iTresent  day  has  been  the  gen¬ 
eral  teaching  and  practice  of  Christendom, 
where,  under  a  mild  form,  and  to  a  limited 
point,  the  subordination  of  woman  has  been  a 
fact  clearly  established.  But  this  teaching  we 
are  now  called  upon  to  forget,  this  practice  we 
are  required  to  abandon.  We  have  arrived  at 
the  days  foretold  by  the  Prophet,  when  “knowl¬ 
edge  shall  be  increased,  and  many  shall  run  to 
and  fro.”  The  intellectual  progi-ess  of  the 
race  during  the  last  half  century  has  indeed 
been  great.  But  admiration  is  not  the  only 
feeling  of  the  thoughtful  mind  when  observing 
this  striking  advance  in  intellectual  acquire¬ 
ment.  We  see  that  man  has  not  yet  fully 
mastered  the  knowledge  he  has  acquired.  He 
runs  to  and  fro.  He  rushes  from  one  extreme 
to  the  other.  How  many  chapters  of  modern 
history,  both  political  and  religious,  are  full  of 
the  records  of  this  mental  vacillation  of  our 
race,  of  this  illogical  and  absurd  tendency  to 
pass  from  one  extreme  to  the  j)oint  farthest 
from  it ! 

An  adventurous  party  among  us,  weary  of 
the  old  paths,  is  now  eagerly  proclaiming  the¬ 
ories  and  doctrines  entirely  novel  on  this  im¬ 
portant  subject.  The  Emancipation  of  Woman 
is  the  name  chosen  by  its  advocates  for  this 
movement.  They  reject  the  idea  of  all  sub¬ 
ordination,  even  in  the  mildest  form,  with  ut¬ 
ter  scoim.  They  claim  for  woman  absolute 
social  and  political  equality  with  man.  And 
they  seek  to  secure  these  points  by  conferring 
on  the  whole  sex  the  right  of  the  elective  fran¬ 
chise,  female  suffrage  being  the  first  step  in 
the  unwieldy  revolutions  they  aim  at  bringing 
about.  These  views  are  no  longer  confined  to 
a  small  sect.  They  challenge  our  attention  at 
every  turn.  We  meet  them  in  society ;  wm  read 
them  in  the  public  prints  ;  we  hear  of  them  in 
grave  legislative  assemblies,  in  the  Congress  of 
the  Republic,  in  the  Imperial  Parliament  of 
Great  Britain.  The  time  has  come  when  it  is 
necessary  that  all  sensible  and  conscientious 
men  and  women  should  make  up  their  minds 
clearly  on  a  subject  bearing  upon  the  future 
condition  of  the  entire  race. 

There  is  generally  more  than  one  influence 
at  work  in  all  public  movements  of  importance. 
The  motive  power  in  such  cases  is  very  seldom 


FEMALE  SUFFRAGE. 


441 


simple.  So  it  lias  been  with  the  question  of  fe-  : 
male  suffrage.  The  abuses  inflicted  on  woman  < 
by  legislation,  the  want  of  sufficient  protection 
for  her  interests  when  confided  to  man,  are  gen- 
erally  asserted  by  the  advocates  of  female  suf¬ 
frage  as  the  chief  motives  for  a  change  in  the 
laws  which  withhold  from  her  the  power  ot 
voting.  But  it  is  also  considered  by  the  friends 
of  the  new  movement  that  to  withhold  the  suf¬ 
frage  from  half  the  race  is  an  inconsistency  in 
American  politics  ;  that  suffrage  is  an  inaliena¬ 
ble  right,  universal  in  its  application ;  that  wo¬ 
men  are  consequently  deprived  of  a  great  nat¬ 
ural  right  when  denied  the  power  of  voting. 
A  third  reason  is  also  given  for  this  proposed 
change  in  our  political  constitution.  It  is  as¬ 
serted  that  the  entire  sex  would  be  greatly  ele¬ 
vated  in  intellectual  and  moral  dignity  by  such 
a  course ;  and  that  the  effect  on  the  whole  race 
would  therefore  be  most  advantageous,  as  the 
increased  influence  of  woman  in  pubhc  affairs 
w'ould  purify  politics,  and  elevate  the  whole 
'tone  of  political  hfe.  Here  we  have  the  reason 
for  this  movement  as  advanced  by  its  advocates. 
These  are  the  points  on  which  they  lay  the  most 
stress : 

First.  The  abuse  of  legislative  power  in  man, 
by  oppressing  the  sex. 

Secondly.  The  inalienable  natural  right  of 
woman  to  vote  ;  and  imperatively  so  in  a  coun- 
trv  where  universal  sufirage  is  a  great  political 
principle.  . 

Thirdly.  The  elevation  of  the  sex,  and  the 
purification  of  politics  through  their  influence. 

Let  us  consider  each  of  these  points  sepa¬ 
rately. 

First.  The  abuse  of  legislative  power  by  man 
in  the  oppi-ession  of  woman. 

In  some  countries  of  Europe  much  of  wrong 
is  still  done  to  woman,  at  the  present  day,  by  old 
laws  owing  their  existence  to  a  past  state  of 
things,  and  which  have  not  yet  been  repealed 
or  modified  to  suit  existing  circumstances.  But 
we  are  writing  now  to  American  women,  and, 
instead  of  the  evils  existing  in  the  other  hemi¬ 
sphere,  we  are  looking  at  a  very  different  state 
of  society.  Let  us  confine  ourselves,  therefore, 
to  the  subject  as  it  affects  ourselves. 

To  go  into  all  the  details  which  might  be 
drawn  together  from  the  statute  books  of  the 
different  States  of  the  Union  bearing  on  this 
point,  and  to  do  them  full  justice,  would  require 
volumes.  Such  a  course  is  not  necessary.^  The 
question  can  be  decided  with  truth  and  justice 
on  general  principles  —  on  generally  admitted 
facts.  We  admit,  then,  that  in  some  States— 
perhaps  in  all — there  may  be  laws  in  which  the 
natural  and  acquired  rights  of  woman  have  not 
been  fairly  considered ;  that  in  some  cases  she 
has  needed  more  legal  protection  and  more  priv¬ 
ileges  than  she  has  yet  received.  But  while 
this  admission  is  made,  attention  is  at  the  same 
time  demanded  for  a  fact  inseparably  connected 
with  it ;  namely,  the  marked  and  generous  liber¬ 
ality  which  American  men  have  thus  far  shown 
in  the  considerate  care  and  protection  they 


have,  as  a  general  rule,  given  to  the  interests 
of  women.  In  no  country,  whether  ol  ancient 
or  modern  times,  have  women  had  less  to  com¬ 
plain  of  in  their  treatment  by  man  than  in 
America.  This  is  no  rhetorical  declamation ; 
it  is  the  simple  statement  of  an  undeniable  fact. 

It  is  a  matter  of  social  history.  Since  the  days 
of  early  colonial  life  to  the  present  hour — or,  in 
other  words,  during  the  last  two  hundred  and 
fifty  years — such  has  been  the  general  course 
of  things  in  this  country.  The  hardest  tasks 
have  been  taken  by  man,  and  a  generous  ten¬ 
derness  has  been  shown  to  women  in  many  of 
the  details  of  social  life,  pervading  all  classes 
of  society,  to  a  degree  beyond  what  is  customary 
even  in  the  most  civilized  countries  of  Europe. 
Taking  these  two  facts  together — that  certain 
abuses  still  exist,  that  certain  laws  and  regula¬ 
tions  need  changing,  and  that,  as  a  general 
rule,  American  women  have  thus  far  been  treat¬ 
ed  by  their  countrymen  with  especial  consider¬ 
ation,  in  a  legal  and  in  a  social  sense — the  infer¬ 
ence  becomes  perfectly  plain.  A  formidable 
and  very  dangerous  social  revolution  is  not 
needed  to  correct  remaining  abuses.  Any  rev¬ 
olution  aiming  at  upsetting  the  existing  relations 
of  the  sexes— relations  going  back  to  the  earliest 
records  and  traditions  of  the  race  can  not  be 
called  less  than  formidable  and  dangerous.  Let 
women  make  full  use  of  the  influences  already 
at  their  command,  and  all  really  needed  changes 
may  be  effected  by  means  both  sure  and  safe- 
means  already  thoroughly  tried.  Let  them  use 
all  the  good  sense,  all  the  information,  all  the 
eloquence,  and,  if  they  please,  all  the  wit,  at 
their  command  when  talking  over  these  abuses 
in  society.  Let  them  state  their  views,  their 
needs,  their  demands,  in  conscientiously  writ¬ 
ten  papers.  Let  them  appeal  for  aid  to  the 
best,  the  wisest,  the  most  respected  men  of  the 
country,  and  the  result  is  certain.  Choose  any 
one  real,  existing  abuse  as  a  test  of  the  honesty 
and  the  liberality  of  American  men  toward  the 
women  of  the  country,  and  we  all  know  before¬ 
hand  what  shall  be  the  result.*  If  husbands, 
fathers,  brothers,  are  ready  any  day  to  shed 
their  heart’s  blood  for  our  personal  defense  in 

*  There  is  an  injustice  in  the  present  law  of  guard¬ 
ianship  in  the  State  of  New  York,  which  may  he  named 
as  one  of  those  abuses  which  need  reformation.  A  wo¬ 
man  can  not  now,  in  the  State  of  New  York,  appoint 
a  guardian  for  her  child,  even  though  its  father  be 
dead.  The  authority  for  appointing  a  guardian  other¬ 
wise  than  by  the  courts  is  derived  from  the  Revised 
Statutes,  p.  1,  title  3,  chapter  8,  part  2,  and  that  passage 
gives  the  power  to  the  father  only.  The  mother  is  not 
named.  It  has  been  decided  in  the  courts  that  a  mo¬ 
ther  can  not  make  this  appointment — ^12  Howard’s  Prac- 
‘  tical  Reports,  632.  This  is  certainly  very  unjust  and 
'  very  unwise.  But  let  any  dozen  women  of  respecta- 
I  bility  take  the  matter  in  hand,  and,  by  the  means  al¬ 
ready  at  their  command,  from  their  own  chimney-cor¬ 
ners,  they  can  readily  procure  the  insertion  of  the 
’  needful  clause.  And  so  with  any  other  real  abuse, 
i  Men  are  now  ready  to  listen,  and  ready  to  act,  when 
additional  legislation  is  prudently  and  sensibly  asked 
for  by  their  wives  and  mothers.  How  they  may  act 
when  women  stand  before  them,  armed  cap-fpie,  and 

■  prepared  to  demand  legislation  at  the  point  of  the 

■  bayonet,  can  not  yet  be  known. 
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tlie  hour  of  peril,  we  may  feel  perfectly  assured 
that  they  will  also  protect  us,  when  appealed  to, 
by  legislation.  When  they  lay  down  their  arms 
and  refuse  to  fight  for  us,  it  will  then  be  time  to 
ask  them  to  give  up  legislation  also.  But  un¬ 
til  that  evil  hour  arrives  let  men  make  the  laws, 
and  let  women  be  content  to  fill  worthily,  to  the 
very  best  of  their  abilities,  the  noble  position 
which  the  Heavenly  Father  has  already  marked 
out  for  them.  There  is  work  to  he  done  in  that 
position  reaching  much  higher,  going  much  far¬ 
ther,  and  penetrating  far  deeper,  than  any  mere 
temporary  legislation  can  do.  Of  that  work  we 
shall  speak  more  fully  a  moment  later. 

Secondly/.  The  inalienable  natural  right  of  wo¬ 
man  to  vote;  and  imperatively  so  in  a  country  where 
universal  suffrage  is  a  great  political  principle. 

This  second  proposition  of  the  advocates  of 
female  suffrage  is  of  a  general  character.  It 
does  not  point  to  particular  abuses,  it  claims 
the  right  of  woman  to  vote  as  one  which  she 
should  demand,  whether  practically  needed  or 
not.  It  is  asserted  that  to  disqualify  half  the 
race  from  voting  is  an  abuse  entirely  incon¬ 
sistent  w'ith  the  first  principles  of  American 
politics.  The  answer  to  this  is  plain.  The 
elective  franchise  is  not  an  end ;  it  is  only  a 
means.  A  good  government  is  indeed  an  in¬ 
alienable  right.  Just  so  far  as  the  elective 
franchise  will  conduce  to  this  great  end,  to  that 
point  it  becomes  also  a  right,  but  no  farther. 
A  male  suffrage  wisely  free,  including  all  capa¬ 
ble  of  justly  appreciating  its  importance,  and 
honestly  discharging  its  responsibilities,  becomes 
a  great  advantage  to  a  nation.  But  universal 
suffrage,  pushed  to  its  extreme  limits,  including 
all  men,  all  women,  all  minors  beyond  the  years 
of  childhood,  would  inevitably  be  fraught  with 
evil.  There  have  been  limits  to  the  suffrage 
of  the  freest  nations.  Such  limits  have  been 
found  necessary  by  all  past  political  experi¬ 
ence.  In  this  eountry,  at  the  present  hour, 
there  are  restrictions  upon  the  suffrage  in  every 
State.  Those  restrictions  vary  in  character. 
They  are  either  national,  relating  to  color,  po¬ 
litical,  mental,  educational,  connected  with  a 
property  qualification,  connected  with  sex,  con¬ 
nected  with  minority  of  years,  or  they  are  mor¬ 
al  in  their  nature.*  This  restriction  connect¬ 
ed  with  sex  is,  in  fact,  but  one  of  many  other 
restrictions,  considered  more  or  less  necessary 
even  in  a  democracy.  Manhood  suffrage  is  a 
very  favorite  term  of  the  day.  But,  taken  in 
the  plain  meaning  of  those  words,  such  fullness 
of  suffrage  has  at  the  present  hour  no  actual 
existence  in  any  independent  nation,  or  in  any 
extensive  province.  It  does  not  exist,  as  we 
have  just  seen,  even  among  the  men  of  Ameri¬ 

*  In  connection  with  this  point  of  moral  qualifica¬ 
tion  we  venture  to  ask  a  question.  Why  not  enlarge 
the  criminal  classes  from  whom  the  suffrage  is  now 
withheld  ?  Why  not  exclude  every  man  convicted  of 
any  degrading  legal  crime,  even  petty  larceny  ?  And 
why  not  exclude  from  the  suffrage  all  habitual  drunk¬ 
ards  judicially  so  declared  ?  These  are  changes  which 
would  do  vastly  more  of  good  than  admitting  women 
to  vote. 


ca.  And,  owing  to  the  conditions  of  human 
life,  we  may  well  believe  that  unrestricted  full¬ 
ness  of  manhood  suffrage  never  can  exist  in 
any  great  nation  for  any  length  of  time.  In 
those  States  of  the  American  Union  which  ap¬ 
proach  nearest  to  a  practical  manhood  suffrage, 
unnaturalized  foreigners,  minors,  and  certain 
classes  of  criminals,  are  excluded  from  voting. 
And  why  so  ?  What  is  the  cause  of  this  exclu¬ 
sion  ?  Here  are  men  by  tens  of  thousands — 
men  of  widely  different  classes  and  conditions — 
peremptorily  deprived  of  a  privilege  asserted  to 
be  a  positive  inalienable  right  universal  in  its 
application.  There  is  manifestly  some  reason 
for  this  apparently  contradictory  state  of  things. 
We  know  that  reason  to  be  the  good  of  society. 
It  is  for  the  good  of  society  that  the  suffrage  is 
withheld  from  those  classes  of  men.  A  certain 
fitness  for  the  right  use  of  the  suffrage  is  there¬ 
fore  deemed  necessary  before  granting  it.  A 
criminal,  an  unnaturalized  foreigner,  a  minor, 
have  not  that  fitness  ;  consequently  the  suffrage 
is  withheld  from  them.  The  worthy  use  of  th# 
vote  is,  then,  a  qualification  not  yet  entirely 
overlooked  by  our  legislators.  The  State  has 
had,  thus  far,  no  scruples  in  withholding  the 
suffrage  even  from  men,  whenever  it  has  be¬ 
lieved  that  the  grant  would  prove  injurious  to 
the  nation. 

Here  we  have  the  whole  question  clearly  de¬ 
fined.  The  good  of  society  is  the  true  object 
of  all  human  government.  To  this  principle 
suffrage  itself  is  subordinate.  It  can  never 
be  more  than  a  means  looking  to  the  attain¬ 
ment  of  good  government,  and  not  necessarily 
its  corner-stone.  Just  so  far  is  it  wise  and 
right.  Move  one  step  beyond  that  point,  and 
instead  of  a  benefit  the  suffrage  may  become  a 
cruel  injury.  The  governing  power  of  our  own 
country — the  most  free  of  all  great  nations — 
practically  proclaims  that  it  has  no  right  to  be¬ 
stow  the  suffrage  wherever  its  effects  are  likely 
to  become  injurious  to  the  whole  nation,  by  al¬ 
lotting  different  restrictions  to  the  suffrage  in 
every  State  of  the  Union.  The  right  of  suf¬ 
frage  is,  therefore,  most  clearly  not  an  abso¬ 
lutely  inalienable  right  universal  in  its  appli¬ 
cation.  It  has  its  limits.  These  limits  are 
marked  out  by  plain  justice  and  common-sense. 
Women  have  tlius  far  been  excluded  from  the 
suffrage  precisely  on  the  same  principles — from 
the  conviction  that  to  grant  them  this  particu¬ 
lar  privilege  would,  in  different  ways,  and  es¬ 
pecially  by  withdrawing  them  from  higher  and 
more  urgent  duties,  and  allotting  to  them  oth¬ 
er  duties  for  which  they  are  not  so  well  fitted, 
become  injurious  to  the  nation,  and,  we  add, 
ultimately  injurious  to  themselves,  also,  as  part 
of  the  nation.  If  it  can  be  proved  that  this 
conviction  is  sound  and  just,  founded  on  truth, 
the  assumed  inalienable  right  of  suffrage,  of 
which  we  have  been  hearing  so  much  lately, 
vanishes  into  the  “baseless  fabric  of  a  vision.” 
If  the  right  were  indeed  inalienable,  it  should 
be  granted,  wdthout  regard  to  consequences,  as 
an  act  of  abstract  justice.  But,  happily  for  us. 
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none  but  the  very  wildest  theorists  are  prepared 
to  take  this  view  of  the  question  of  suffrage. 
The  advocates  of  female  suffrage  must,  there¬ 
fore,  abandon  the  claim  of  inalienable  right. 
Such  a  claim  can  not  logically  be  maintained 
for  one  moment  in  the  face  of  existing  facts. 
We  proceed  to  the  third  point. 

Thirdly.  The  elevation  of  the  entire  sex,  the 
general  purification  of  politics  through  the  infiu- 
ence  of  woman,  and  the  consequent  advance  of  the 
whole  race.  Such,  w'e  are  told,  must  be  the  in¬ 
evitable  results  of  what  is  called  the  emancipa¬ 
tion  of  woman,  the  entire  independence  of  wo¬ 
man  through  the  suffrage. 

Here  we  find  ourselves  in  a  peculiar  posi¬ 
tion.  While  considering  the  previous  points 
of  this  question  we  have  been  guided  by  posi¬ 
tive  facts,  clearly  indisputable  in  their  charac¬ 
ter.  Actual,  practical  experience,  with  the 
manifold  teachings  at  her  command,  has  come 
to  our  aid.  But  we  are  now  called  upon,  by 
the  advocates  of  this  novel  doctrine,  to  change 
our  course  entirely.  We  are  under  orders  to 
sail  out  into  unknown  seas,  beneath  skies  un¬ 
familiar,  with  small  light  from  the  stars,  with¬ 
out  chart,  without  pilot,  the  port  to  which  we 
are  bound  being  one  as  yet  unvisited  by  mor¬ 
tal  man — or  woman !  Heavy  mist,  and  dark 
cloud,  and  threatening  storm  appear  to  us 
brooding  over  that  doubtful  sea.  But  some¬ 
thing  of  prophetic  vision  is  required  of  us.  We 
are  told  that  all  perils  which  seem  to  threaten 
the  first  stages  of  our  course  are  entirely  illu¬ 
sive — that  they  will  vanish  as  wo  approach — 
that  we  shall  soon  arrive  in  halcyon  waters, 
and  regions  where  wisdom,  peace,  and  purity 
reign  supreme.  If  we  cautiously  inquire  after 
some  assurance  of  such  results,  we  are  told 
that  to  those  sailing  under  the  flag  of  prog¬ 
ress  triumph  is  inevitable,  failure  is  impossi¬ 
ble  ;  and  that  many  of  the  direst  evils  hitherto 
known  on  earth  must  vanish  at  the  touch  of 
the  talisman  in  the  hand  of  woman — and  that 
talisman  is  the  vote. 

Now,  to  speak  frankly — and  being  as  yet  un¬ 
trammeled  by  political  aspirations,  we  fearless¬ 
ly  do  so — as  regards  this  flag  of  progress,  we 
know  it  to  be  a  very  popular  bit  of  bunting ; 
but  to  the  eye  of  common-sense  it  is  grievously 
lacking  in  consistency.  The  flag  of  our  coun¬ 
try  means  something  positive.  We  all  love  it ; 
we  all  honor  it.  It  represents  to  us  the  grand 
ideas  by  which  the  nation  lives.  It  is  the  sym¬ 
bol  of  constitutional  government,  of  law  and 
order,  of  union,  of  a  liberty  which  is  not  li¬ 
cense.  It  is  to  us  the  symbol  of  all  that  may 
be  great  and  good  and  noble  in  the  Christian 
republic.  But  this  vaunted  flag  of  progress, 
so  alluring  to  many  restless  minds,  is  vague  in 
its  colors,  unstable,  too  often  illusive,  in  web 
and  woof.  Many  of  its  most  prominent  stand¬ 
ard-bearers  are  clad  in  the  motley  garb  of  theo¬ 
rists.  Their  flag  may  he  seen  wandering  to  and 
fro,  hither  and  thither,  up  and  down,  swayed 
by  every  breath  of  popular  caprice ;  so  it  move 
to  the  mere  cry  of  “Progress!”  its  followers 


are  content.  To-day,  in  the  hands  of  the  skep¬ 
tical  philosopher,  it  assaults  the  heavens.  To¬ 
morrow  it  may  float  over  the  mire  of  Mormon- 
ism,  or  depths  still  more  vile.  It  was  under  the 
flag  of  progress  that,  in  the  legislative  halls  of 
France,  the  name  of  the  Holy  Lord  God  of  Hosts, 
“who  inhabiteth  etoi-nity,”  was  legally  blas¬ 
phemed.  It  was  under  the  flag  of  progress 
that,  on  the  10th  of  November,  1793,  Therese 
Momoro,  Goddess  of  Reason,  and  wife  of  the 
printer  Momoro,  was  borne  in  triumph,  by 
throngs  of  worshipers,  through  the  streets  of 
Paris,  and  enthroned  in  the  house  of  God. 

Beyond  all  doubt,  there  is  now,  as  there  ever 
has  been,  an  onward  progress  toward  truth  on 
earth.  But  that  true  progress  is  seldom  rapid, 
excepting  perhaps  in  the  final  stages  of  some 
jiarticular  movement.  It  is,  indeed,  often  so 
slow,  so  gradual,  as  to  be  imperceptible  at  the 
moment  to  common  observation.  It  is  often 
silent,  wonderful,  mysterious,  sublime.  It  is 
the  grand  movement  toward  the  Divine  Will, 
working  out  all  things  for  eventual  good.  In 
looking  back,  there  are  for  every  generation 
way-marks  by  which  the  course  of  that  progress 
may  be  traced.  In  looking  forward  no  mortal 
eye  can  foresee  its  immediate  course.  The  ul¬ 
timate  end  we  know,  but  the  next  step  we  can 
not  foretell.  The  mere  temporary  cry  of  prog¬ 
ress  from  human  lips  has  often  been  raised  in 
direct  opposition  to  the  true  course  of  that 
grand,  mysterious  movement.  It  is  like  the 
roar  of  the  rapids  in  the  midst  of  the  majestic 
stream,  which,  in  the  end,  shall  yield  their  own 
foaming  waters  to  the  calm  current  moving  on¬ 
ward  to  the  sea.  We  ask,  then,  for  something 
higher,  safer,  more  sure,  to  guide  us  than  the 
mere  popular  cry  of  “  Progress  !  ”  We  dare  not 
blindly  follow  that  cry,  nor  yield  thoughtless  al¬ 
legiance  to  every  flag  it  upholds.  * 

Then,  again,  as  regards  that  talisman,  the 
vote,  we  have  but  one  answer  to  make.  We 
do  not  believe  in  magic.  We  have  a  very  firm 
and  unchangeable  faith  in  free  institutions, 
founded  on  just  principles.  We  entirely  be¬ 
lieve  that  a  republican  form  of  government  in 
a  Christian  country  may  ho  the  highest,  the 
noblest,  and  the  happiest  that  the  world  has 
yet  seen.  Still,  we  do  not  believe  in  mag¬ 
ic.  And  we  do  not  believe  in  idolatry.  We 
Americans  are  just  as  much  given  to  idolatry 
as  any  other  people.  Our  idols  may  differ 
from  those  of  other  nations  ;  but  they  are,  none 
the  less,  still  idols.  And  it  strikes  the  writer 
that  the  ballot-box  is  rapidly  becoming  an  ob¬ 
ject  of  idolatry  with  us.  Is  it  not  so?  From 
the  vote  alone  we  expect  all  things  good.  From 
the  vote  alone  we  expect  protection  against  all 
things  evil.  Of  the  vote  Americans  can  never 
have  too  much — of  the  vote  they  can  never  have 
enough.  The  vote  is  expected  by  its  very  touch, 
suddenly  and  instantaneously,  to  produce  mi- 
racixlous  changes ;  it  is  expected  to  make  the 
foolish  wise,  the  ignorant  knowing,  the  weak 
strong,  the  fraudulent  honest.  It  is  expected 
to  turn  dross  to  gold.  It  is  held  to  be  the  great 
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educator,  not  only  as  regards  races,  and  under 
the  influence  of  time,  which  is  in  a  measure 
true,  but  as  regards  individuals  and  classes  of 
men,  and  that  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  with 
magical  rapidity.  Were  this  theory  practically 
sound,  the  vote  would  really  prove  a  talisman. 
In  that  case  we  should  give  ourselves  no  rest 
until  the  vote  were  instantly  placed  in  the  hands 
of  every  Chinaman  landing  in  California,  and 
of  every  Indian  roving  over  the  plains.  But, 
in  opposition  to  this  theory,  what  is  the  testi¬ 
mony  of  positive  facts  known  to  us  all  ?  Are 
all  voters  wise  ?  Are  all  voters  honest  ?  Are  all 
voters  enlightened  ?  Are  all  voters  true  to  their 
high  responsibilities  ?  Are  all  voters  faithful 
servants  of  their  country  ?  Is  it  entirely  true 
that  the  vote  has  necessarily  and  really  these 
inherent  magical  powers  of  rapid  education  for 
individuals  and  for  classes  of  men,  fitting  them, 
in  default  of  other  qualifications,  for  the  high 
responsibilities  of  suffrage  ?  Alas  !  we  know 
only  too  well  that  when  a  man  is  not  already 
honest  and  just  and  wise  and  enlightened,  the 
vote  he  holds  can  not  make  him  so.  We  know 
that  if  he  is  dishonest,  he  will  sell  his  vote ;  if 
he  is  dull  and  ignorant,  he  is  misled,  for  selfish 
purposes  of  their  own,  by  designing  men.  As 
regards  man,  at  least,  the  vote  can  be  too  easily 
proved  to  be  no  talisman.  It  is  very  clear  that 
for  man  the  ballot-box  needs  to  be  closely  guard¬ 
ed  on  one  side  by  common-sense,  on  the  other 
by  honesty.  A  man  must  be  endowed  with  a 
certain  amount  of  education  and  of  principle, 
before  he  receives  the  vote,  to  fit  him  for  a 
worthy  use  of  it.  And  if  the  vote  be  really  no 
infallible  talisman  for  man,  why  should  we  ex¬ 
pect  it  to  work  magical  wonders  in  the  hands 
of  woman  ? 

But  let  us  drop  the  play  of  metaphor,  appro¬ 
priate  tholfgh  it  be  when  facing  the  visions  of 
political  theorists.  Let  us  look  earnestly  and 
clearly  at  the  positive  facts  before  us.  We  are 
gravely  told  that  to  grant  the  suffrage  to  wo¬ 
man  would  be  a  step  inevitably  beneficial  and 
elevating  to  the  whole  sex,  and,  through  their 
influence,  to  the  entire  race,  and  that,  on  this 
ground  alone,  the  proposed  change  in  the  con¬ 
stitution  should  be  made.  Here,  so  far  at  least 
as  the  concluding  proposition  goes,  we  must  all 
agree.  If  it  can  be  clearly  proved  that  this 
particular  change  in  our  institutions  is  one  so 
fraught  with  blessings,  we  are  bound  to  make 
it  at  every  cost.  The  true  elevation  of  the 
whole  race  :  that  is  what  we  are  all  longing  for, 
praying  for.  And  is  it  indeed  true  that  this 
grand  work  can  effectually  be  brought  about  bv 
the  one  step  we  are  now  urged  to  take  ?  What 
says  actual  experience  on  this  point  ?  The  whole 
history  of  mankind  shows  clearly  that,  as  yet,  no 
one  legislative  act  has  ever  accomplished  half 
of  what  is  claimed  by  the  advocates  of  woman’s 
suffrage  as  the  inevitable  result  of  the  change 
they  propose.  No  one  legislative  act  has  ever 
been  so  widely  comprehensive  in  its  results  for 
good  as  they  declare  that  this  act  shall  be. 
No  one  legislative  act  has  ever  raised  the  entire 


race  even  within  sight  of  the  point  of  elevation 
predicted  by  the  champions  of  what  is  called  the 
emancipation  of  woman.  Hear  them  speak  for 
themselves:  “It  is  hardly  possible,  with  our 
present  experience,  to  raise  our  imaginations 
to  the  conception  of  so  great  a  change  for  the 
better  as  would  be  made  by  its  removal” — the 
removal  of  the  principle  of  the  subordination 
of  the  wife  to  the  husband,  and  the  establish¬ 
ment  of  the  entire  independence  of  women,  to 
be  obtained  by  female  suffrage.  These  are  not 
the  words  of  some  excited  woman  making  a 
speech  at  a  public  meeting.  The  quotation  is 
from  the  writings  of  Mr.  Stuart  Mill.  The 
subordination  of  the  wife  to  the  husband  is  de¬ 
clared  by  Mr.  Mill  to  be  “  the  citadel  of  the  en¬ 
emy.”  Storm  the  citadel,  proclaim  the  entire 
independence  of  the  wife,  and  our  feeble  imag¬ 
inations,  we  are  told,  are  utterly  incapable  of 
conceiving  the  glorious  future  of  the  race  con¬ 
sequent  upon  this  one  step.  This  is  a  very 
daring  assertion.  It  is  so  bold,  indeed,  as  Yo 
require  something  of  positive  proof  ere  we  can 
yield  to  it  our  implicit  belief.  The  citadel  we 
are  urged  to  storm  was  built  by  the  hand  of 
God.  The  flag  waving  over  that  citadel  is  the 
flag  of  the  Cross.  When  the  Creator  made 
one  entire  sex  so  much  more  feeble  in  physical 
powers  than  the  other,  a  degree  of  subordina¬ 
tion  on  the  part  of  the  weaker  sex  became  inev¬ 
itable,  unless  it  w^ere  counteracted  by  increase 
of  mental  ability,  strengthened  by  special  pre¬ 
cept.  But  the  mental  ability,  so  far  as  there  is 
a  difference,  and  the  precept,  are  both  on  the 
side  of  the  stronger  sex.  The  whole  past  his¬ 
tory  of  the  race  coincides  so  clearly  with  these 
facts  that  we  should  suppose  that  even  those 
who  are  little  under  the  influence  of  Christian 
faith  might  pause  ere  they  attacked  that  cita¬ 
del.  Common-sense  might  teach  them  some¬ 
thing  of  caution,  something  of  humility,  when 
running  counter  to  the  whole  past  experience 
of  the  race.  As  for  those  who  have  a  living 
belief  in  the  doctrines  of  Christianity,  when 
they  find  that  revealed  religion,  from  the  first 
of  the  Prophets  to  the  last  of  the  Apostles,  allots 
a  subordinate  position  to  the  wife,  they  are 
compelled  to  believe  Moses  and  St.  Paul  in  the 
right,  and  the  philosophers  of  the  present  day, 
whether  male  or  female,  in  the  wrong.  To 
speak  frankly,  the  excessive  boldness  of  these 
new  theories,  the  incalculable  and  inconceivable 
benefits  promised  us  from  this  revolution  from 
the  natural  condition  of  things  in  Christendom 
— and  throughout  the  world  indeed — would  lead 
us  to  suspicion.  Guides  who  appeal  to  the  im¬ 
agination  when  discussing  practical  questions 
are  not  generally  considered  the  safest.  And 
the  champions  of  female  suffrage  are  necessari¬ 
ly  compelled  to  take  this  course.  They  have 
no  positive  foundation  to  rest  on.  Mr.  Stuart 
Mill  has  said  in  Parliament,  in  connection  with 
this  subject,  that  “the  tyranny  of  established 
custom  has  entirely  passed  away.”  Nothing 
can  be  more  true  than  this  assertion.  As  a 
rule,  the  past  is  now  looked  upon  with  doubt. 
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with  suspicion,  often  with  a  certain  sort  of  con¬ 
tempt,  very  far  from  being  always  consistent 
with  sound  reason.  The  tyranny  of  the  pres¬ 
ent  day— and  it  may  be  just  as  much  a  tyranny 
as  the  other — is  radically  opposite  in  character. 
It  is  the  tyranny  of  novelty  to  which  we  are 
most  exposed  at  present.  The  dangers  lie  chief¬ 
ly  in  that  direction.  There  will  be  little  to  fear 
from  the  old  until  the  hour  of  reaction  arrives, 
as  it  inevitably  must,  if  the  human  mind  be 
strained  too  far  in  a  new  direction.  At  pres¬ 
ent  the  more  startling  an  assertion,  the  farther 
it  wanders  from  all  past  experience,  the  greater 
are  its  chances  of  attracting  attention,  of  gain¬ 
ing  adherents,  of  achieving  at  least  a  partial 
and  temporary  success.  In  the  age  and  in  the 
country  which  has  seen  the  development  of 
Mormonism  as  a  successful  religious,  social,  and 
political  system,  nothing  should  surprise  us. 
Such  is  the  restlessness  of  human  nature  that  it 
■will  often,  from  mere  weak  hankering  after 
change,  hug  to  its  bosom  the  wildest  theories, ' 
and  yield  them  a  temporaiy  allegiance. 

Let  us  suppose  that  to-day  the  proposed  revo¬ 
lution  were  effected ;  all  women,  without  restric¬ 
tion,  even  the  most  vile,  would  be  summoned  to 
vote  in  accordance  with  their  favorite  theory  of 
inalienable  right.  That  class  of  women,  and 
other  degraded  classes  of  the  ignorant  and  un¬ 
principled,  will  always  be  ready  to  sell  their  votes 
many  times  over — to  either  party,  to  both  par¬ 
ties,  to  the  highest  bidder,  in  short.  They  will 
sell  their  vote  much  more  readily  than  the  low¬ 
est  classes  of  men  now  do.  They  will  hold  it 
with  greater  levity.  They  will  trifle  with  it. 
They  will  sell  their  vote  any  day  for  a  yard  of 
ribbon  or  a  tinsel  brooch — unless  they  are  of¬ 
fered  two  yards  of  ribbon  or  two  brooches. 
They  will  vote  over  again  every  hour  of  every 
election  day,  by  cunning  disguises  and  trickery. 
And  thus,  so  far  as  women  are  concerned,  the 
most  degraded  element  in  society  will,  in  fact, 
represent  the  whole  sex.  Nay,  they  will  prob¬ 
ably  not  unfrequently  command  the  elections, 
as  three  colored  women  are  said  once  to  have 
done  in  New  Jersey.  A  hundred  honest  and 
intelligent  women  can  have  but  one  vote  each, 
and  at  least  fifty  of  these  will  generally  stay  at 
home.  If,  which  God  forbid,  it  actually  comes 
to  female  voting,  a  very  small  proportion  of  the 
sex  will,  at  common  elections,  appear  at  the 
polls.  Avocations  more  urgent,  more  natural 
to  them,  and  in  which  they  are  more  deeply  in¬ 
terested,  will  keep  them  away.  The  degraded 
■women  will  be  there  by  the  scores,  as  tools  of 
men,  enjoying  both  the  importance  of  the  hour, 
the  fun,  and  the  pay.  Fifty  women,  known  to 
be  thieves  and  prostitutes,  will  hold,  at  a  mod¬ 
erate  calculation,  say  two  hundred  votes.  And, 
as  women  form  the  majority  of  the  resident 
population  in  some  States,  that  wretched  ele¬ 
ment  of  society  will,  in  fact,  govern  those  States, 
or  those  who  bribe  them  will  do  so.  Massa¬ 
chusetts,  very  favorable  to  female  suflrage  now, 
will  probably  come  round  to  the  opinion  of  New 
Jersey  in  former  days.  Great  will  be  the  con¬ 


sumption  of  cheap  ribbons,  and  laces,  and  arti¬ 
ficial  flowers,  and  feathers,  and  tinsel  jewelry, 
in  every  town  and  village  about  election  time, 
after  emancipation  is  achieved.  We  are  com¬ 
pelled  to  believe  so,  judging  from  our  knowledge 
of  human  nature,  and  of  the  use  already  made 
of  bribery  at  many  elections.  The  demagogues 
will  be  more  powerful  than  ever.  Their  work 
will  be  made  easy  for  them.  It  seems,  indeed, 
probable  that  under  the  new  era  our  great  elec¬ 
tions  shall  become  a  sort  of  grand  national  gift 
concerns,  of  which  the  most  active  demagogues 
of  all  parties  will  be  the  managers.  Not  that  wo¬ 
men  are  more  mercenary,  or  more  unprincipled 
than  men.  God  forbid  !  That  would  be  say¬ 
ing  too  much.  We  entirely  believe  the  reverse 
to  be  true.  But  the  great  mass  of  women  can 
never  be  made  to  take  a  deep,  a  sincere,  a  dis¬ 
criminating,  a  lasting  interest  in  the  thousand 
political  questions  ever  arising  to  be  settled  by 
the  vote.  They  very  soon  weary  of  such  ques¬ 
tions.  On  great  occasions  they  can  work  them¬ 
selves  up  to  a  state  of  frenzied  excitement  over 
some  one  political  question.  At  such  times 
they  can  parade  -a  degree  of  unreasoning  preju¬ 
dice,  of  passionate  hatred,  of  blind  fury,  even 
beyond  what  man  can  boast  of.  But,  in  their 
natural  condition,  in  everyday  life,  they  do  not 
take  instinctively  to  politics  as  men  do.  Men 
are  born  politicians  ;  just  as  they  are  born  ma¬ 
sons,  and  carpenters,  and  soldiers,  and  sailors. 
Not  so  women.  Their  thoughts  and  feelings 
are  given  to  other  matters.  The  current  of 
their  chosen  avocations  runs  in  another  chan¬ 
nel  than  that  of  politics — a  channel  generally 
quite  out  of  sight  of  politics ;  it  is  an  effort  for 
them  to  turn  from  one  to  the  other.  With  men, 
on  the  contrarjq  politics,  either  directly  or  in¬ 
directly,  are  closely,  palpably,  inevitably  blend¬ 
ed  with  their  regular  ■nmrk  in  life.  They  give 
their  attention  unconsciously,  spontaneously, 
to  politics.  Look  at  a  family  of  children,  half 
boys,  half  girls  ;  the  boys  take  instinctively  to 
whips  and  guns  and  balls  and  bats  and  horses, 
to  fighting  and  wrestling  and  riding ;  the  girls 
fondle  their  dolls,  beg  for  a  needle  and  thread, 
play  at  housekeeping,  at  giving  tea-parties,  at 
nursing  the  sick  baby,  at  teaching  school. 
That  difference  lasts  through  life.  Give  your 
son,  as  he  grows  up,  a  gun  and  a  vote  ;  he  ■will 
delight  in  both.  Give  your  daughter,  as  she 
gro^R'S  up,  a  gun  and  a  vote,  and,  unless  she  be 
an  exceptional  woman,  she  will  make  a  really 
good  use  of  neither.  Your  son  may  be  dull; 
but  he  ■will  make  a  good  soldier,  and  a  very  tol¬ 
erable  voter.  Your  daughter  may  be  very  clev¬ 
er  ;  but  she  would  certainly  run  away  on  the 
battle-field,  and  very  probably  dravs"  a  carica¬ 
ture  on  the  election  ticket.  There  is  the  mak¬ 
ing  of  an  admirable  wife  and  mother,  and  a 
valuable  member  of  society,  in  that  clever 
young  woman.  She  is  highly  intelligent,  thor¬ 
oughly  well  educated,  reads  Greek  and  Latin, 
and  has  a  wider  range  of  knowledge  and  thought 
than  ninety-nine  in  a  hundred  of  the  ■s'oters  in 
the  same  district ;  but  there  is  nothing  of  the 
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politician  in  her  nature.  She  would  rather  any 
day  read  a  fine  poem  than  the  best  political 
speech  of  the  hour.  What  she  does  know  of 
politics  reaches  her  through  that  dull  but  wor¬ 
thy  brother  of  hers.  It  is  only  occasionally  that 
we  meet  women  with  an  inherent  bias  for  pol¬ 
itics  ;  and  those  are  not,  as  a  rule,  the  highest 
type  of  the  sex — it  is  only  occasionally  that  they 
are  so.  The  interest  most  women  feel  in  pol¬ 
itics  is  seconder}',  factitious,  engrafted  on  them 
by  the  men  nearest  to  them.  Women  are  not 
abortive  men ;  they  are  a  distinct  creation. 
The  eye  and  the  ear,  thougli  both  belonging 
to  the  same  body,  are  each,  in  a  certain  sense, 
a  distinct  creation.  A  body  endowed  with 
four  ears  might  hear  remarkably  well ;  but 
without  eyes  it  would  be  of  little  use  in  the 
world.  A  body  with  four  eyes  would  have  a 
fourfold  power  of  vision,  and  would  conse¬ 
quently  become  nearly  as  sharp-sighted  as  a 
spider ;  but  without  hearing  its  powers  of  sight 
would  avail  little.  In  both  cases,  half  the  func¬ 
tions  of  the  human  being,  whether  physical  or 
mental,  would  be  very  imperfectly  performed. 
Thus  it  is  with  men  and  women;  each  has  a 


distinct  position  to  till  in  the  great  social  body, 
and  is  especially  qualified  for  it.  These  dis¬ 
tinct  positions  are  each  highly  important.  And 
it  is  reasonable  to  believe  that,  by  filling  their 
own  peculiar  position  thoroughly  well,  women 
can  best  serve  their  Creator,  their  fellow-creat¬ 
ures,  and  themselves.  No  doubt  you  may,  if 
you  choose,  by  especial  education  from  child¬ 
hood  upward,  make  your  girls  very  respectable 
politicians,  as  much  so  as  the  majority  of  your 
sons.  But  in  that  case  you  must  give  up  your 
womanly  daughters — you  must  be  content  with 
manly  daughters.  This  essential  difference  be- 
hveen  the  sexes  is  a  very  striking  fact ;  yet  the 
advocates  of  female  suffrage  constantly  lose 
sight  of  it ;  they  talk  and  write  as  if  it  had  no 
existence.  It  is  not  lack  of  intellect  on  the 
part  of  women,  but  difference  of  intellect,  or 
rather  a  difference  of  organization  and  affini¬ 
ties  giving  a  different  bias  to  the  intellect,  which 
is  the  cause  of  their  distinct  mental  character 
as  a  sex.  And,  owing  to  this  essential  differ¬ 
ence,  the  great  majority  of  women  are  naturally 
disinclined  to  politics,  and  partially  unfitted  for 
action  in  that  field. 
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By  THE  Author  op  “Guy  Livingstone,”  “Sword  and  Gown,”  “Sans  Merci,” 
“Breaking  a  Butterpdt,”  etc. 


CIIAPTEE  XVI. 

ESLINGEOED  could  hardly  pretend  to 
the  dignity  of  a  manufacturing  town ; 
yet  a  fair  stroke  of  trade  was  done  there, 
chiefly  in  the  coarser  cloth  and  linen  stuffs ; 
and  if  the  air  for  leagues  around  was  not 
poisoned  with  the  reek  of  her  furnaces,  even 
on  a  breezy  summer  day  her  brows  were  sel¬ 
dom  clear  of  smoke  ;  and  a  utilitarian’s  ears 
would  have  been  gladdened  by  the  concert  of 
her  steam-mills.  It  was  a  big  straggling  place, 
closely  packed  in  the  centre,  but  opening  to¬ 
ward  the  outskirts  into  many  rows  and  ter¬ 
races  of  desirable  tenements,  and  beyond  these 
again  scores  of  detached  or  semi-detached  villas 
encroached  on  the  green  fields  year  by  year. 

The  gray  minster  had  more  than  a  local  re¬ 
nown  ;  and  besides  this,  immediately  around 
and  near  the  market-place  there  were  a  few 
gables  and  porches  that  stray  archeologists 
had  thought  worth  photographing;  but  even 
in  this  quarter  the  aspect  of  things  was  rath¬ 
er  old-fashioned  than  ancient,  and  the  most 
imposing  of  the  private  dwellings  were  only 
primly  respectable. 

Unless  special  business  or  pleasure  had 
brought  you  there,  you  would  perhaps  have 
passed  on  a  hundred  times  without  pausing 
before  a  certain  tall  square  mansion — built  of 
red,  or  rather  russet  brick,  with  stone  casings  to 
the  narrow  windows — that  filled  up  a  goodly 
portion  of  a  short  street  leading  out  of  a  princi¬ 


pal  thoroughfare.  There  was  no  pretense  of 
an  approach  or  court-yard  before  it.  The  house 
stood  out  blutfiy  in  the  same  line  with  its  hum¬ 
bler  fellows,  dwarfing  them  by  contrast,  like  a 
grenadier  shifted  into  the  ranks  of  a  light  com¬ 
pany.  A  row  of  iron  railings,  inclosing  about  a 
fathom’s  width  of  gravel,  was  all  that  divided  the 
walls  from  the  pavement.  If  you  had  bestowed 
a  second  glance  on  this  building  you  would  prob¬ 
ably  have  guessed  that,  though  Breckonstone 
was  scrupulously  neat  and  clean,  and  the  mi¬ 
nutest  breaches  of  time  or  weather  had  been 
carefully  repaired,  many  years  have  passed  since 
its  first  courses  were  laid  ;  and,  furthermore,  that 
the  tenant  was  a  person  influential  by  wealth 
or  otherwise.  No  graven  door-plate  was  need¬ 
ed  to  tell  you  that  it  must  needs  belong  to  the 
chief  banker  or  lawyer  of  the  place  ;  if  by  any 
absurd  incongruity  an  utterly  idle  man  came  to 
dwell  there,  one  might  fancy  him,  by  the  pure 
force  of  circumstances,  impelled  to  dabble  with 
paper  or  parchment. 

But,  like  other  eminent  respectabilities,  the 
staid  old  mansion  kept  for  its  intimates  a  very 
different  face  from  that  which  it  turned  toward 
the  profane  ;  not  that — even  to  these — it  could 
ever  seem  rollicking  or  jovial;  but  under  this 
second  aspect  decorum  was  tempered  with 
cheerfulness,  and  dignity  ceased  to  be  austere. 
It  was  a  grateful  surprise  to  a  stranger  when, 
after  passing  through  the  stiff  formal  doorway, 
he  caught  a  glimpse  of  greenery  at  the  further 
end  of  the  long  cool  corridor  paved  with  black 
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and  white  marble,  that  ran  through  the  house 
from  east  to  west ;  and  traversing  this,  found 
himself  in  a  fair  garden,  the  boundary-walls 
whereof  were  scarcely  to  he  discerned  for  ivy 
and  embowering  trees.  A  few  flower-beds, 
richly  rather  than  gaudily  colored,  glistened 
in  the  midst  of  sward  fresher  and  smoother 
than  the  show-lawn  at  Templestowe ;  and  the 
most  venerable  manor  in  all  Loamshire,  which 
boasted  not  a  few  of  such,  could  show  nothing 
to  compare  with  those  twin  cedars — so  lowly 
with  their  trailing  branches,  so  haughty  with 
their  soaring  spires.  Moreover,  the  dull  uni¬ 
formity  of  the  street  facade  was  broken  by  how- 
windows  on  the  ground-floor,  deep  as  oriels, 
and  by  casements  above  of  diverse  shapes  and 
sizes. 

Building  land  in  the  heart  of  such  a  thriving 
and  increasing  town  as  Heslingford  was  a  very 
mine  of  profit ;  and  if  the  value  of  property  is 
to  be  estimated  by  the  capital  lying  dormant 
there,  the  maintaining  of  that  modest  plaisance 
was  a  costlier  whim  than  the  preserving  of  a 
deer-park  farther  afield. 

Since  a  Corbett  came  to  dwell  here,  four  gen¬ 
erations  ago,  the  family— prospering  steadily  as 
a  rule — had  known,  like  their  neighbors,  seasons 
of  trouble  and  strait ;  but  they  had  never  once 
been  tempted  to  diminish,  by  a  cubit’s  breadth, 
this  plot  kept  for  their  delight. 

They'  were  rather  notable  people,  these  Cor¬ 
betts.  The  founder  of  the  line  appeared  in 
Heslingford  as  chief  clerk  in  a  bank  already 
of  some  standing  there.  He  was  London-bred, 
and  of  his  antecedents  little  or  nothing  was 
known ;  but  his  aptitude  for  business  and  in¬ 
dustry  were  such  that  none  were  surprised  when, 
after  twenty  years’  hard  work,  he  was  received 
as  a  partner.  Before  John  Corbett  died,  in  a 
good  old  age,  he  had  managed,  in  his  placid, 
pertinacious  way,  to  engross  a  large  proportion 
of  the  authority,  if  not  of  the  profits,  of  the 
concern ;  and  his  descendants  had  followed  in 
his  footsteps,  gradually  extruding  the  original 
elements,  so  that  for  some  time  past  the  Co. 
following  their  name  had  become  a  polite  fic¬ 
tion.  The  cautious  methodical  spirit  of  their 
ancestor  had  long  survived  him.  There  is  no 
doubt  that  the  Corbetts  might  have  waxed 
much  wealthier  if  they  would  have  embarked 
in  thoroughly  justifiable  speculation  ;  but  they 
had  preferred  to  increase  their  pile  slowly  and 
surely,  avoiding  all  risks  not  necessarily  in¬ 
cidental  to  the  finance  trade.  And  those  ca¬ 
dets  who,  in  default  of  finding  room  in  the 
hank,  sought  fortune  in  the  laWj  the  army,  or 
the  Church,  showed  themselves  not  less  careful 
than  their  seniors  in  no  wise  to  impair  the  fam¬ 
ily  credit.  Yet  though  “safe,”  they  were  not 
hard  men ;  and  cases  might  have  been  quoted 
where,  to  assist  an  honest  farmer  or  deserving 
tradesman,  the  banker  had  furnished  from  his 
own  private  resources  the  aid  which  he  was 
bound  professionally  to  deny.  Precise  they 
might  be,  but  scarcely  precisians  ;  their  religion 
was  of  the  steady  church-going  order,  with  no  | 


tinge  of  fanaticism  ;  and  there  w»s  nothing  of 
the  mawworm  or  mere  money-grubber  in  their 
blood.  They  entered  into  sport  and  pleasure  at 
proper  seasons  not  a  whit  more  sadly  than  their 
fellows,  subscribing  to  the  Loamshire  hounds 
just  as  regularly  as  to  the  Heslingford  char¬ 
ities.  Furthermore,  they  had  always  shown 
a  proneness  to  intermarry  with  the  squire¬ 
archy  ;  and  at  the  present  time  of  speaking 
their  personal  interests  were  certainly  more 
closely  allied  with  the  county  than  with  the 
town. 

Arthur  Corbett’s  grandfather  had  purchased 
a  moderate  estate,  with  a  good  house  upon  it,  a 
dozen  miles  or  so  from  Heslingford  ;  and  here 
resided  Jacob,  his  father.  Still  nominally  the 
head  of  the  firm,  but  suffering  from  ill  health, 
he  meddled  very  little  with  the  management, 
only  occasionally  sitting  in  the  bank-parlor  to 
satisfy  his  own  conscience,  or  the  fancy  of  cer¬ 
tain  ancient  customers,  who  liked  maundering 
over  their  business,  and  usually  made  it  an  ex¬ 
cuse  for  a  heavy  luncheon  and  a  lengthened 
prose.  So  on  the  said  Arthur’s  shoulders  rest¬ 
ed  all  the  real  burden  of  responsibility;  and 
they  carried  it  exceeding  lightly. 

In  business  hours  the  junior  partner  showed 
himself  to  the  full  as  shrewd  and  painstaking 
as  his  predecessors  ;  but  when  he  closed  his 
desk  he  seemed  to  lock  up  all  his  cares  in  it, 
and  came  forth  the  most  hilarious  and  conviv¬ 
ial  of  creatures.  It  was  quite  wonderful  what 
a  large  cantel  of  his  time  he  contrived  to  allot 
to  amusements,  without  in  any  wise  neglecting 
duty.  He  was  a  good  second-rate  shot,  and  a 
fair,  though  by  no  means  “bruising,”  rider  to 
hounds.  In  any  scheme  of  public  or  private 
diversion,  from  a  festival  down  to  a  picnic,  Ar¬ 
thur  Corbett’s  name  was  safe  to  be  prominent ; 
and  his  “little  dinners”  were  renowned  through¬ 
out  Loamshire.  He  was  a  Benedict  of  some  ten 
years’  standing  now ;  and  around  his  table  there 
have  grown  up  a  very  bower  of  olive  branches. 
But  there  was  much  of  the  school-boy  about 
him  still ;  and  with  his  round  musical  laugh 
ringing  in  your  ears,  you  would  have  found  it 
hard  to  believe  in  either  his  family  or  his  finan¬ 
cial  dignities.  He  had  never  given  his  wife  a 
single  grave  uneasiness,  or  society  a  single  oc¬ 
casion  for  scandal ;  but — sooth  to  speak — he 
was  an  incorrigible  philanderer,  and  was  as  va¬ 
riable  in  his  devotion  as  in  the  fashion  of  his 
garments ;  the  which  is  a  wide  expression,  for 
he  was  choice  and  costly  in  his  attire,  erring 
rather  on  the  side  of  gorgeousness.  Also  he 
affected,  not  unsuccessfully,  the  dragoon  swag¬ 
ger  ;  and  was  far  prouder  of  his  commission  in 
the  yeomanry  than  of  his  deputy  lieutenancy. 
Could  he  have  had  his  will,  he  would  have  in¬ 
vented  for  that  corps  such  a  uniform  as  would 
have  cast  into  shade  the  splendors  of  the  Chev¬ 
alier  Guard.  “  The  sw-eetest  temper  in  the 
world,”  said  his  numerous  admirers;  and  so 
perhaps  it  was,  though  it  had  very  seldom  been 
tried.  Not  only  had  he  passed  through  no 
furnace  of  adversity,  hut  the  flame  of  a  taper 
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burning  awrjj^  bad  never  scorched  the  butter 
fly  wings  he  fluttered  so  gayly._  His  mother 
— dead  now  some  years — his  sisters,  and  his 
wife,  had  all  in  their  turn  worshiped  and  cos¬ 
seted  him ;  and  his  father,  in  masculine  fash¬ 
ion,  had  spoiled  him  no  less  consistently.  That 
their  prince  could  do  no  wrong  was  the  prime 
article  of  the  family  creed ;  and  had  he  been 
more  faulty  and  negligent  in  his  domestic  re¬ 
lations  he  would  still  have  remained  their  sole 
standard  of  excellence.  However,  no  short¬ 
comings  in  this  respect  could  fairly  bo  charged 
against  Arthur  Corbett.  The  inner  fount  of 
his  atfections  seemed  always  brim^ning  over; 
and  he  was  content  that  his  kinsfolk,  no  less 
than  his  friends,  should  drink  freely  of  the 
abundance  thereof.  Endowed  with  such  a 
character,  and  ample  means  withal  for  devel¬ 
oping  his  genial  tendencies,  he  could  not  be 
otherwise  than  popular  —  amazingly  popular. 
Perhaps,  though  they  liked  him  well,  men 
hardly  believed  in  him  as  implicitly  as  women 
did.  But  if  h  hel  Arthur  had  been  aware  of 
this,  it  would  not  have  greatly  troubled  him  : 
he  would  have  been  content  that  things  should 
be  so. 

Look  narrowly  at  him,  and  you  will  see  that 
the  physique  is  a  very  fair  reflex  of  the  morale 
of  the  man. 

An  undeniably  handsome  face,  if  something 
soft  and  sensuous,  and  becomingly  framed  in 
crisp  waves  of  pale  golden  hair.  A  figure  al¬ 
most  commanding  in  its  proportions,  with  only 
a  promise  of  portliness  as  yet,  though  the  out¬ 
lines  are  already  roimded.  You  would  say, 
perhaps,  that  the  figure  wants  setting  up,  and 
the  face  wants  fining  down  ;  and  both  would 
remind  you  of  the  Bacchate  ideal — the  present¬ 
ment,  not  of  the  Indian  god,  bearded,  grave, 
and  serene,  but  of  the  Theban  reveler,  made 
twice  immortal  by  Praxiteles. 

His  air  and  manner  are  pervaded  by  a  self- 
satisfaction  bordering  on  self-sufficiency  ;  and 
to  this,  at  the  present  moment,  is  added  the 
beatitude  of  one  who  has  thoroughly  enjoyed  a 
savory  meal.  It  is  only  a  conjugal  tete-a-tete^ 
but  his  evening  attire  is  elaborate,  and  jewels 
sparkle  on  breast  and  wrists  and  on  the  plump 
white  fingers  toying  with  the  curls  of  the  pretty 
child  nestling  at  his  knee. 

Emma  Corbett  by  no  means  emulates  her 
husband’s  splendor.  Her  dress  is  plain,  almost 
to  homeliness,  and  not  adapted  to  set  off  even 
the  modest  uxoriam  pulchritudinem  of  which  she 
can  boast.  The  cares  of  maternity  and  house¬ 
keeping  have  told  on  her  face  not  a  little  al¬ 
ready  ;  but  she  has  a  pleasant,  honest  smile,  and 
a  pleasant  voice  withal,  though  not  a  musical 
one. 

“  So  you  have  actually  seen  this  famous 
bride.  And  how  were  you  so  lucky  ?” 

Arthur  stretches  out  his  length  of  limb,  and 
yawns  luxuriously. 

“I  saw  her  very  much  ;  and  this  is  how  it 
happened.  Lord  Atherstone  came  to  see  me 
at  the  bank  this  afternoon ;  and  when  we  had 


finished  our  business  he  asked  me  if  I  would 
like  to  be  presented  to  my  lady,  who  was  sit¬ 
ting  in  the  carriage.  Of  course,  I  was  only  too 
happy.” 

“And  what  did  you  think  of  her?” 

“  I — decidedly  admire  her.” 

Mark  the  importance  of  his  manner ;  it  is  as 
though  he  said,  “  I  am  aware  that  my  verdict 
is  too  valuable  to  be  lightly  given,  cependant  je 
me  risque." 

Emma  Corbett  smiles  good-naturedly. 

“  How  very  glad  she  would  be  if  she  knew 
that !  But  it  don’t  exactly  describe  her,  you 
see.” 

“Well,  she’s  tall — very  tall,  so  far  as  I  could 
judge,  as  she  leaned  back  half  buried  in  furs  ; 
and  rather  dark  than  fair,  with  plenty  of  color¬ 
ing,  though  not  in  the  least  coarse ;  and  color¬ 
ing  all  in  the  right  place  too,  in  spite  of  the 
north  wind  ;  and  her  eyes — brown  I  think  they 
are — are  simply  superb.” 

“And  does  she  seem  pleasant?” 

Arthur  pauses  a  second  or  two,  as  if  trying  to 
recollect. 

“I  fancy  she  might  be — very  pleasant,  if  she 
chose  to  take  the  trouble ;  but  there’s  a  cool, 
languid  w'ay  about  her,  and  perhaps  she  would 
not  always  choose.  I  don’t  dislike  that ;  it’s 
rather  good  style  than  otherwise.” 

“And  does  Lord  Atherstone  seem  verj^  fond 
of  her?” 

“  What  a  thoroughly  wifely  question !  Yes  ; 
he  appears  very  fond  of  her,  and  proud  into  the 
bargain.  If  she  had  been  a  pearl  of  great 
price,  he  could  not  have  wrapped  her  up  more 
tenderly.  I  never  thought  till  to-day  that  it 
was  possible  his  face  could  thaw.” 

“There’s  an  end  to  most  frosts,  I  suppose,” 
Mrs.  Corbett  replies.  “You  make  me  more 
curious  than  ever  to  see  the  last  new  thing  in 
brides.  I  don’t  implicitly  believe  in  all  your 
swans,  you  know.” 

Corbett  laughs  lazily. 

“Well,  you  needn’t  pine  much  longer ;  next 
week  won’t  be  a  bit  too  soon  to  c.all.  I’ll  drive 
you  over  myself,  if  you  like.  And  now — Meta 
shall  have  the  story  I  promised  her,  if  she  was 
good.” 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

From;  very  old  time  it  has  been  proverbial 
how  ill  they  fare  who,  trusting  in  their  own 
strength,  presume  to  walk  in  independence,  if 
not  in  defiance,  of  the  deities.  They  need  not 
fall  as  fell  Capaneus,  nor  need  any  great  wind 
from  the  wilderness  smite  the  four  corners  of 
the  house  where  the  criminals  are  feasting ;  but 
the  punishment,  we  are  bound  to  believe,  soon¬ 
er  or  later,  is  sure.  And  why  should  not  the 
same  hold  good  with  those  who,  either  by  choice 
or  heedlessness,  wander  on  aloof  from  their  fel¬ 
low-men,  till  at  length  they  find  themselves  out 
in  the  desert,  standing  quite  alone  ?  The  frail 
hand  that,  before  it  was  stiffened,  tvas  strong  to 
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indite  many  wise  and  tender  words,  was  seldom 
better  used  than  when  it  wrote  of 

“The  bond  which  is  not  loosed  by  any: 

And  thou  and  I  this  law  must  keep — 

If  not  in  love,  in  sorrow,  then — 

Though  smiling  not  like  other  men, 

Still,  like  them  we  must  weep.” 

It  was  in  the  first  bitterness  of  enmity  against  his 
kind  that  Timon 

“Made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood; 
Which  once  a  day  with  his  embossed  froth 
The  turbulent  surge  should  cover.” 

If  he  had  lived  longer — long  enough  for  Ape- 
mantus’s  curse  to  take  effect — it  may  be  he 
would  have  grown  aweary  of  his  cave,  and 
have  hankered  for  the  fair  city  whose  very  hum 
and  bustle  sounded  sociable,  though  in  the 
crowd  mingled  so  many  harlots,  traitors,  and 
parasites. 

Without  being  sentimental  or  sensitive,  a 
man  may  find  it  somewhat  galling  to  realize 
that  the  great  joy  or  the  great  sorrow  that  has 
befallen  him  does  not  appear  to  interest  his 
neighbors  in  the  faintest  degree  ;  and  the  lack 
of  sympathy  in  the  first  case  is  almost  as  vexa¬ 
tious  as  in  the  last. 

The  causes  of  Lord  Atherstone’s  unpopular¬ 
ity  in  his  county  have  been  noted  above,  and 
how,  if  not  actually  sought,  it  was  thoroughly 
earned.  Possibly  since  then  he  had  seen  the 
error  of  his  ways ;  but  it  is  not  probable  that 
till  now  he  had  ever  repented  of  them.  It 
happened  to  him  as  it  has  happened  to  many 
other  stark  soldiers  :  while  they  had  only  their 
own  safety  to  think  of  their  harness  was  well 
able  to  protect  them  ;  but  in  striving  to  buckler 
another  they  perforce  left  their  side  unguarded, 
and  the  quarrel  came  home.  Soon  after  her 
marriage  he  had  said  to  Marian  Ashleigh, 
“The  Loamshire  folks  and  I  understand  one 
another  pretty  well  by  this  time.  I  can’t  alter 
my  habits,  even  to  suit  such  an  occasion  as 
this.”  Soon  after  his  own  he  would  have  al¬ 
tered  some  of  those  same  habits  very  readily, 
and  began  to  wish  that  the  said  ‘  ‘  understanding” 
was  not  so  perfect.  Among  his  bitterest  ene¬ 
mies  of  either  sex,  social,  political,  or  personal, 
not  one  had  been  found  bold  enough  to  put  any 
overt  slight,  much  less  insult,  on  Ralph  Ather- 
stone ;  but  somehow  by  tacit  consent  he  had 
been  edged  gradually  aside,  till  the  place  that 
by  all  rights  he  ought  to  have  filled  knew  him 
no  more.  He  was  seldom  solicited  now  to  add 
his  name  to  the  stewards’  list  on  the  occasion 
of  any  public  festival ;  private  invitations  were 
just  as  rare ;  and  all  the  visiting-cards  left  at 
Templestowe  were  intended  for  the  Ashleighs. 
The  few  men  with  whom  Ralph  was  on  familiar 
speaking  terms  were  hunting  acquaintances,  and 
their  conversation  was  usually  confined  to  the 
simple  interchange  of  ideas  on  the  subject  of 
weather,  crops,  and  scent,  that  forms  the  sta¬ 
ple  of  covert-side  talk.  The  Baron  hitherto 
had  been  perfectly  content  to  be  allowed  to 
gang  his  ain  gate ;  but  it  was  ditferent  now. 
VoL.  XLI.— No.  243.-29 


The  bridal  retraite  was  past,  aird  yet  the 
Loamshire  matronhood  seemed  by  no  means 
eager  to  welcome,  or  even  to  recognize,  the  last 
recruit  to  their  ranks. 

The  Rev.  Hubert  Ashleigh  (the  same  who 
had  acted  as  Philip’s  guardian)  called  as  soon 
as  he  decorously  could,  bringing  his  wife  with 
him.  He  was  a  very  correct  and  sensible  divine 
— a  trifle  time-serving,  some  people  thought, 
and  rather  too  apt  to  “be  all  things  to  all 
men;”  but,  even  where  the  course  was  badly 
buoyed,  he  had  a  rare  knack  of  so  steering  and 
trimming  his  sails  as  to  strike  the  middle  course, 
that  is  generally  the  shortest,  as  well  as  the 
safest  in  the  end.  He  was  chatty  and  cordial 
enough  when  “he’d  just  dropped  in  to  lunch 
without  ceremony,  because  he  was  sure  to  catch 
his  cousins  at  home  at  that  hour but — dining 
that  same  evening  at  his  archdeacon’s,  with  a 
clerical  party — he  contrived  to  make  it  fully  un¬ 
derstood  that  a  sense  of  family  duty,  rather  than 
personal  inclination,  had  brought  him  thus  ear¬ 
ly  to  Templestowe  ;  neither  did  he  intimate  that 
it  was  absolutely  incumbent  on  his  brethren  to 
follow  his  example. 

Besides  the  Corbetts,  some  half-dozen  squires 
and  rectors,  dwelling  in  the  immediate  neigh¬ 
borhood,  called  or  left  cards  ;  but  none  of  these 
last  carried  very  great  weight  in  the  county, 
and  their  civilities  only  brought  out  in  stron¬ 
ger  relief  the  general  remissness — a  remissness 
that  could  not  be  quite  accounted  for  by  weath¬ 
er  wild  and  wet  enough  to  make  a  merciful  man 
loth  to  take  his  horses  far  from  their  stable. 

It  was  not  the  weather,  you  may  be  well  as¬ 
sured,  that  induced  Lord  Atherstone  to  give 
his  hunters  a  holiday — for  since  his  marriage 
he  had  not  shown  at  the  covert-side.  It  was  his 
fancy  not  to  go  out  till  Lena  could  decorously 
accompany  him.  She  had  not  had  much  cross¬ 
country  practice ;  but  Ralph  soon  discovered 
that  she  had  exceptionally  good  hands,  a  firm 
seat,  and  wonderful  nerve.  So,  during  their 
retirement,  whenever  there  was  a  lull  in  the 
wind  and  rain,  he  gave  her  an  hour’s  schooling 
on  a  couple  of  his_  horses  that,  for  a  wonder,  had 
mouths  and  manners,  and  only  required  a  little 
steadying  to  make  them  thoroughly  safe  con¬ 
veyances. 

They  did  not  pass  irksomely  those  quiet  days. 
Lena  was  not  a  bit  of  a  philosopher,  and  not  a 
bit  too  proud  or  too  wise  to  relish  keenly  the 
good  things  of  this  world,  whereof  she  had  as  yet 
had  but  scanty  share.  It  was  pleasant  enough 
to  open  her  eyes  on  tapestry  still  rich  and  warm 
in  color,  though  a  century  had  passed  since  it  left 
the  loom,  and  on  soft  silken  hangings,  merging 
into  cloudy  lace,  instead  of  on  white  draperies, 
bare  gray  walls,  and  a  scant-carpeted  floor; 
pleasant  to  be  tended  by  the  most  skillful  of  ca- 
m^ristes,  instead  of  being  dependent  on  the  sec¬ 
ond  services  of  Mrs.  Shafton’s  ancient  maid, 
sometimes  grudgingly,  if  not  grumblingly,  ren¬ 
dered — for  the  good  Julie’s  temper,  naturally 
subacid,  had  been  nipped  and  soured  on  the 
northern  fells,  and  she  deemed  in  ce  sacre  pays 
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a  Parisienne  fully  worthy  of  her  hire  without 
working  double  tithes ;  pleasant,  within  doors, 
to  be  surrounded  by  manifold  devices  of  com¬ 
fort  and  luxury,  after  being  used  to  faded, 
scanty  furniture,  and  all  the  small  domestic 
shifts  of  “poor  gentility;”  pleasant  to  look 
forth  on  a  wide  rolling  park,  studded  with  tim¬ 
ber  majestic  even  in  leaflessness,  instead  of  on 
a  miserable  strip  of  yellow  pasture-ground, 
fringed  with  stunted  firs  that  would  scarcely 
shelter  a  Highland  steer;  pleasant,  too,  when 
the  weather  was  too  wild  to  go  farther  afield, 
to  stroll  through  the  stables,  where  the  w'orth 
of  a  fair  estate  was  represented  by  the  tenants 
of  the  deep  boxes  and  wide  stalls,  and  to  watch 
the  light  of  the  swinging  lamps  reflected  on 
hides  glistening  with  the  last  polish  of  the  “I'ub- 
ber,”  and  to  contrast  all  this  wdth  the  ruin¬ 
ous,  draughty  out-building,  where,  since  Miles 
ceased  to  reside  at  Blytheswold,  stood  only  a 
couple  of  hill  ponies,  with  their  shaggy  coats  all 
staring  ;  pleasantest  of  all,  to  feel  that  she  had 
only  to  speak  a  wish  to  find  it  can-ied  out  to 
the  letter,  quickly  and  cheerfully — for  both  the 
Upper  and  Lower  Chamber  in  the  household 
at  Templestowe  had  passed  a  vote  of  confidence 
in  their  new  mistress,  and  were,  in  truth,  dis¬ 
posed  to  rejoice  in  their  emancipation  from  the 
somewhat  strict  rule  of  Marian  Ashleigh. 

Of  the  infinite  tenderness  toward  his  wife  un¬ 
derlying  Ralph’s  hrtisquerie  she,  at  least,  never 
doubted  ;  but  he  was  none  of  the  foolish  fond 
old  men  who  cloy  their  “pets”  wdth  sugar¬ 
plums,  and  wax  querulous  if  the  darling  at  last 
turns  her  head  away  from  the  bonbonniere.  Aft¬ 
er  all,  the  reality  in  the  rare  softening  and  light¬ 
ening  of  his  hard,  dark  face  was  worth  a  dozen 
demonstrations.  Before  she  had  been  a  week 
at  Templestowe  Lena  discovered  that  the  house¬ 
hold,  in  so  far  as  her  master  was  concerned, 
was  ruled  by  fear  much  more  than  by  love. 
Lord  Atherstone  never  rated  his  servants,  but 
that  they  stood  in  awe  of  his  glance,  to  say  no¬ 
thing  of  his  frown,  was  very  perceptible.  See¬ 
ing  all  this,  Lena  felt  a  sort  of  satisfaction  in 
the  consciousness  that  she  was  never  likely  to  be 
afraid  of  him. 

Nevertheless,  not  once  since  their  marriage 
had  it  ever  entered  into  her  head  to  call  her 
husband  by  his  Christian  name.  The  address 
affected  by  Marian  Ashleigh  seemed  to  Lena 
just  the  right  compromise;  and  so  Ralph  wms 
“  Monseigneui'”  still. 

Watching  the  pair  you  would  perhaps  have 
decided  that  the  change  in  their  estate  had  af¬ 
fected  the  bridegroom  less  than  the  bride  ;  and 
yet  the  truth  was  far  otherwise.  Of  the  fierce 
delights  of  battle,  and  of  “  the  hunter’s  sullen 
joy,”  the  Baron  had  had  his  fill ;  but  the  fruits 
that  men  gather  only  under  their  own  vine  and 
their  owm  fig-tree  were  as  new  and  strange  to 
him  as  cates  would  be  to  a  Polynesian. 

Albeit  little  prone  to  misgivings,  there  w^ere 


moments  when  he  felt  almost  afraid  of  his  great 
happiness ;  and  yet  he  did  not  fully  realize  it 
then,  nor  ever — till  it  stood  out  in  relief  against 
the  darkness  of  the  after-time. 

Is  it  not  so  with  all  of  us  ?  I  think  the  keenest 
pang  that  comes  with  the  memory  of  the  temps 
felice  past  and  gone  is  the  consciousness  of  how 
imperfectly  we  appreciated  it  while  it  endured. 

I  am  speaking  now  of  the  quiet  and,  so  to  speak, 
domestic  bliss,  not  of  the  perilous  ecstasies 
snatched  between  storm-gusts.  No  doubt  we 
thought  it  pleasant  at  the  time,  while  sitting 
dreamily  over  the  fire,  to  have  soft,  bright  hair 
always  within  reach  of  our  caress,  and  to  find  in 
earnest  eyes  always  a  sympathy  wdth  our  joys 
and  sorrows,  ay,  though  the  first  were  no  great¬ 
er  than  having  held  our  own  in 

“  The  glory  of  the  gallop  forty  minutes  over  grass 

and  the  last  no  heavier  than  an  error  at  whist 
suitably  punished.  But  how  pleasant  it  was 
we  never  knew  till  over  all  this  there  came  a 
change. 

Till  our  nerve  or  our  purse  fail  we  shall  prob¬ 
ably  persist  in  pursuing ;  but,  saving  our  dear 
friend,  Harry  Copeland,  who  has  an  eye  to  a 
deal,  not  a  living  soul  will  care  whether  the 
good  horse  Esca,  w'hose  price  lies  heavy  on  our 
conscience,  makes  the  very  utmost  of  a  lucky 
start,  or  after  a  mile  of  deep  going  comes  back 
to  the  rack,  and  we  frequent  the  board  of  green 
cloth  more  regularly  than  before;  but  w'hile 
sorting  our  cards  it  may  occur  to  us  that,  be¬ 
sides  our  saturnine  partner  and  the  rash  out¬ 
sider  w’ho  has  backed  the  deal  against  the  sci¬ 
ence,  none  will  rejoice  over  the  rubber  prilled 
out  of  the  fire. 

It  does  not  much  matter  of  course,  only  some¬ 
times,  as  w-e  jog  homeward  through  the  twi¬ 
light,  or  issue  forth  into  the  gray  morning,  we 
shall  find  ourselves  w’ondering  how  in  the  old 
time  w'e  eould  ever  have  been  tempted  to  leave, 
were  it  but  for  an  hour,  that  cozy  ingle-nook 
and  that  gentle  company.  The  hearth  to  which 
we  are  returning  is  cold  and  lonely,  or  there 
gather  round  it  faces — familiar,  perchance,  and 
not  unkindly — but  which  can  no  more  fill  up  a 
certain  void  than  time  can  bridge  eternity.  The 
soft  bright  hair  has  lost  its  sheen,  if  it  has  not 
moulded  into  dust ;  and  if,  in  the  visions  of  the 
night,  we  stretch  forth  our  hand  to  caress  it, 
when  once  awake  w'e  laugh  the  folly  to  scorn ; 
for  to  satisfy  that  longing  wm  should  need  to 
delve  two  fathom  deep  into  the  soil  of  God’s 
Acre,  and  lift  the  lid  of  a  coffin.  And  the 
earnest  eyes — if  it  were  possible — would  they 
still  care ’to  sympathize  with  our  confessions, 
light  or  grave  ? 

Over  such  a  doubt  wiser  brains  than  yours 
and  mine,  my  brother,  have  wearied  themselves 
in  vain ;  when  it  is  fully  solved,  there  will  be 
few  secrets  left  to  be  unraveled,  and  there  will 
abide  unbroken  but  one  of  the  Seven  Seals. 
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HEARTACHE. 


The  still  skies  hear  a  moaning 
Among  celestial  airs ; 

Low  at  the  Throne  are  drooping 
The  winds  that  cany  prayers. 

The  Face  that  is  the  light  of  heaven 
Grows  sad  with  pitying ; 

For  a  heartache,  a  heartache, 

Is  snch  a  common  thing ! 

Where  flesh  to  flesh  complaineth, 
Griefs  are  a  clamorous  host; 

Where  silence  lieth  deepest, 

The  heavens  listen  most. 

In  unsuspected  ministry 

Stoops  many  an  angel- wing; 

For  a  heartache,  a  heartache, 

Is  such  a  common  thing! 

A  costly  thing  to  carry. 

Of  all  things,  is  a  heart: 

I  never  knew  I  had  it 
Until  I  felt  it  smart. 

The  wandering  pain  is  quick  to  come, 
To  come  again  and  cling : 

Oh,  a  heartache,  a  heartache, 

Is  such  a  common  thing! 

A  heart  is  that  which  opens 
To  trouble’s  thousand  ways ; 

An  unseen  arrow  wounds  it. 

To  halt  through  all  its  days. 

An  evil-eye  may  scatter  blight, 

A  flitting  mite  may  sting — ■ 

No  wonder  that  a  heartache 
Is  such  a  common  thing! 


I’ve  heard  of  some  that  cany 
A  heart  secure  from  harm, 

But  nothing  wholly  human 
Had  ever  such  a  charm ; 

For  joy,  I  know,  hath  still  unrest. 
And  love  still  fluttering — 

All  the  world  round,  a  heartache 
Is  such  a  common  thing! 

Full-throated  are  the  singers 
That  dwell  in  deepest  shade ; 

It’s  less  of  joy  than  sorrow 
Our  precious  songs  are  made. 

There’s  never  silence  in  the  breast 
That  hath  so  sweet  a  spring — 

Oh,  a  heartache,  a  heartache, 

Is  such  a  common  thing! 

Entreat  who  will  of  Pity — 

Friend,  let  not  you  and  I! 

Til  ere  is  not  heart ’s-ease  growing 
Enough  for  all  Avho  sigh. 

Oh,  never  mind  us,  merry  world ! 
We  too  will  dance  and  sing; 

For  a  heartache,  a  heartache. 

Is  but  a  common  thing! 

One  certain  cure  for  heartache 
My  sister  Sorrow  told: 

“There’s  naught  so  quickly  healing 
As  is  the  church-yard  mould-.” 

How  well  it  is  the  very  one 
That  Time  is  sure  to  bring; 

Since  a  heartache,  a  heartache. 

Is  such  a  common  thing ! 


(Kilitar’s  fetj  Cjinir. 


The  death  of  Dickens  was  a  shock,  but  prob¬ 
ably  not  altogether  a  surprise,  to  those  who 
knew  him  most  intimately.  It  was  the  peculiar¬ 
ity  of  his  temperament  that  he  seemed  alw'ays  to 
be  under  full  headway.  Whatever  he  did  with 
his  hands  or  his  head  he  did  with  his  heart  also. 
There  are  people  who  never  seem  to  get  so  far 
as  to  be  wholly  alive.  They  are  like  fires  that 
never  quite  burn,  but  smoke  and  smoulder  away; 
or  candles  that  feebly  flicker,  but  never  spring 
into  a  clear,  bright  flame.  Others  burn  and 
blaze  warmly  and  cheerfully  frrftn  the  first,  and 
therefore  ai-e  sooner  exhausted.  The  very  in¬ 
tensity  of  Dickens’s  nature  should  have  an¬ 
nounced  the  probability  of  a  comparatively  brief 
career.  How  busy  he  was  in  many  ways  all  the 
world  knows.  But  hotv  equally  devoted  in  many 
other  ways  of  private  beneficence  only  those  know 
who  came  nearest  to  him. 

Even  those  who  did  not  personally  know  him 
well,  of  whom  the  Easy  Chair  is  one,  may  recall 
many  a  pleasant  instance  of  his  heartiness  and 
profuse  humor.  One  bright  June  day  in  Lon¬ 
don,  several  years  ago,  there  was  a  little  dinner 
at  Cattermole’s,  the  artist,  at  which  Dickens  had 
promised  to  be  present.  'The  company  assem¬ 
bled,  and  every  thing  went  pleasantly  until  the 
dinner  hour  arrived.  There  was  then  some  pause 
of  expectation,  for  Mr.  Dickens  had  not  come. 


Conversation  became  a  little  more  difficult ;  and 
as  the  conviction  gradually  seized  the  party  that 
perhaps  he  would  not  come  at  all,  there  was  a 
very  obvious  disappointment.  When  it  was  im¬ 
possible  to  wait  longer  the  dinner  was  served, 
and  the  guests  descended  to  the  dining-room; 
but  it  was  curious  to  remark  the  blight  that  had 
overspread  the  feast.  There  was  the  usual  gay 
murmur  of  a  dinner  all  around  the  table,  but  it 
seemed  as  if  every  body  were  secretly  looking  for 
something  or  somebody  else.  Suddenly,  when 
the  business  was  well  advanced,  there  was  a  loud 
ring  at  the  door,  which  every  body  heard,  and 
the  cloud  instantly  lifted.  “  'There’s  Dickens  !” 
said  several  of  the  guests,  with  an  air  of  delight 
and  relief ;  and  those  who  did  not  say  it  looked 
it.  The  next  moment  a  noise  was  heard  in  the 
hall  above,  merry  voices,  pleasant  laughter ;  and 
then  there  seemed  to  be  a  charge  of  school-boys 
or  light  cavahy  down  the  stairs,  and  Dickens 
and  his  friend  John  Forster  burst  into  the  din¬ 
ing-room,  each  loudly  excusing  himself,  and  ac¬ 
cusing  the  other  as  having  caused  the  delay. 

Dickens  seated  himself  by  the  mistress  of  the 
house,  and  instantly,  as  it  were,  took  up  the  con¬ 
versation,  and  canned  it  along  with  little  sallies 
of  fun ;  and  his  “  carrying  on”  with  the  waiter 
when  he  wanted  a  piece  of  bread  was  like  a  rollick¬ 
ing  scene  from  “Pickwick.”  It  w'as  the  over- 
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flow  of  the  highest  animal  spirits,  and  was  as  a 
electrical  in  his  manner  as  it  is  in  his  books.  He  c 
felt  entirely  at  home ;  and  the  feeling  that  the  I 
solemn  English  waiter  would  be  confounded  by  j 
such  antics — which,  however,  did  not  in  the  least  c 
turn  him  into  ridicule — was  part  of  the  humor,  t 
Dickens  made  a  mock  apology  for  his  delay,  : 
founded  upon  a  promise  to  attend  a  picnic  in  the  1 
earlier  part  of  the  day  given  by  the  manager  of  c 
the  Opera,  at  which  Grisi  and  the  other  singers,  c 
with  the  dancers,  had  been  present.  He  sketch-  c 
ed  them  all  with  a  word  and  a  smile.  They  were  s 
all  vividly  before  the  company.  He  took  the  din-  f 
ner  guests  also,  as  it  were,  to  the  picnic.  “But  f 
oh!  the  eating!”  exclaimed  he.  “Dear  Ma-  ‘ 
dame,  do  you  know  the  eating  at  an  operatic  i 
picnic  —  I  mean,  of  course,”  he  added,  with  a  £ 
solemn  sly  twinkle  in  the  eye,  ‘  ‘  when  the  ladies  i 
of  the  ballet  attend  ?”  It  was  sheer  extravagan-  t 
za ;  and  however  foolish  and  flat  it  seems  in  ( 
the  tame  telling,  it  was  delightful  and  memor-  ] 
able.  After  dinner,  when  the  ladies  went  up  < 
stairs  and  the  children  peeped  in,  Dickens  beck-  ' 
oned  to  them;  and  seating  one  on  each  knee,  I 
took  a  slate  and  pencil,  and  drew  the  most  gi-o-  i 
tesque  figures  as  illustrations  of  the  most  absurd  1 
story ;  then  sent  the  young  folks  away  as  merry  ’ 
as  the  elders. 

What  he  did  at  that  table  he  did  in  the  ] 
world.  He  told  the  most  delightful  stories,  he  i 
made  the  most  harmless  fun  ;  and  all  his  story-  i 
telling  and  fun-making  were  morally  healthful.  : 
He  was  a  great  civilizing  and  Christianizing  i 
power  during  thirty  years.  He  was  one  of  the  : 
men  of  the  most  unquestionable  genius  and  pos-  : 
itive  influence  that  have  appeared  in  English  lit-  ' 
erature,  and  meanwhile  it  was  almost  as  good 
as  his  own  fun  to  hear  the  comments  that  were 
made  upon  the  man  and  upon  his  works.  Sir 
Piercie  Shafton,  especially,  was  obliged  to  use  his 
pouncet-box  whenever  the  name  of  Dickens  was 
mentioned.  “  Such  a  snob.  Sir ;  really  no  gen¬ 
tleman  at  all,  I  assure  you.”  There  were  those 
who  thought  him  a  caricaturist — a  writer  of 
mere  extravaganzas,  no  artist ;  a  kind  of  news¬ 
paper  reporter  on  the  great  scale.  That  last 
criticism  Dickens  himself  would  undoubtedly 
have  accepted.  For  the  business  of  the  great 
novelist  is  to  report  human  life  and  character 
as  they  daily  appear ;  but  his  genius  makes  his 
repoi-ts  the  best  of  literature.  As  for  carica¬ 
ture,  every  genius  must  follow  its  own  law. 
Miss  Austen  finished  each  of  her  exquisite  min¬ 
iatures  of  character  with  an  airy-fine  delicacy. 
They  are  exact  and  natural  and  agreeable,  but 
never  typical.  They  have  not  named  and  clas¬ 
sified  human  nature  for  us.  The  work  is  so 
elaborate  and  smooth  that  you  may  bring  your 
eye  close  to  the  surface  and  yet  you  do  not  see 
the  stroke.  But  however  broad  and  coarse  the 
touch  of  Dickens  may  seem,  the  effect  is  wholly 
lifelike,  and  the  proof  is  the  universal  accept¬ 
ance  of  the  type.  Common  conversation  and 
current  literature  reflect  the  humor  and  the  wis¬ 
dom  of  this  genius  as  the  streams  and  lakes  re¬ 
flect  the  bright  sky. 

In  the  Sistine  Chapel  at  Rome,  if  you  go 
close  to  the  huge  fresco  of  the  “Last  Judgment,” 
you  ave  lost  in  amazement  that  such  a  mass  of 
heavy  color  should  be  called  the  greatest  pic- 
tm-e  in  the  world.  But  if  yon  will  step  to  the 
other  end  of  the  chapel  and  look  at  it,  you  will 


acknowledge  that  there  is  no  greater.  So  Dick¬ 
ens’s  power  is  felt  at  a  distance,  so  to  speak. 
His  fidelity  is  approved  by  the  general  elfect  he 
produces.  It  is  often  said,  for  instance,  that  he 
could  not  truly  describe  what  is  called  “socie¬ 
ty;”  and  that  in  this  respect  one  chapter  of 
Thackeray  is  w'orth  all  that  Dickens  ever  wrote. 
But  is  not  the  difference  merely  that  Dickens 
offers  the  plump,  incarnate  fact,  while  Thack¬ 
eray  delineates  it  in  detail  ?  There  are  plenty 
of  Lady  Kews,  for  instance,  upon  the  larger  or 
smaller  scale,  in  every  highly  artificial  society, 
and  there  is  perhaps  no  Mrs.  Merdle  to  be  seen 
any  where.  Therefore  we  say  Thackeray,  in  the 
“Newcomes,”  really  holds  “the  mirror  up  to 
nature ;”  while  Dickens,  in  “  Little  Dorrit,”  cre¬ 
ates  a  monster  and  labels  it  nature.  Now  the 
impression  produced  by  Thackeray  is,  that  the 
tendency  of  what  is  called  “  society”  is  to  hard¬ 
en  the  heart  and  produce  a  wholly  artificial  and 
repulsive  life.  He  shows  us,  further,  how  it  is 
done;  and  he  shows  it  so  skillfully  that  those 
who  are  familiar  with  the  sphere  and  influence 
that  he  describes  accept  it  as  masterly.  But  is 
not  the  pleasure  confined  to  them?  They  fol¬ 
low  with  delight  the  amusing  fidelity  of  the 
work;  but  that  is  a  purely  artistic  pleasure, 
which  is  not  shared  by  the  great  multitude  of 
readers.  Dickens,  on  the  other  hand,  presents 
an  unshaded  Mrs.  Merdle  as  the  representative, 
the  type,  of  the  demoralization  and  utter  arti¬ 
ficiality  wTOUght  by  society.  It  is  recognized 
and  accepted  eveiy  where.  That  is  what  “the 
million”  feel  about  “  society.”  The  book  speaks 
for  them  and  to  them.  The  habitue  of  society 
knows  that  there  is  no  Mrs.  Merdle,  but  he  does 
not  reach  the  next  corner  upon  his  promenade 
without  meeting  a  suggestion  of  her. 

This  same  characteristic  is  shown  in  the  de¬ 
lightful  Dick  Swiveller  or  Micawber.  Nobody 
ever  saw  Micawber,  but  every  body  knows  him 
perfectly  well ;  and  this  makes  Dickens  what  is 
called  the  story-teller  for  the  million.  His  spirit 
is  sympathetic  with  man,  not  with  classes  or 
characters  only.  In  Thackeray  there  is  no  tech¬ 
nical  “low  life.”  He  takes  us  into  the  kitchen 
indeed,  but  that  is  only  the  down-stairs  parlor. 
So  Scott’s  sympathy  with  lords  and  ladies  is  never 
hidden,  and  Edie  Ochiltree  is  one  of  the  figures 
of  a  feudal  society.  But  Dickens  deals  with  gen¬ 
eral,  common  humanity.  His  range  is  wider, 
if  in  particular  points  his  insight  is  not  so  deep, 
nor  his  grasp  so  firm.  It  seems  worth  while  to 
say  so  now,  not  to  insist  upon  comparisons, 
which  at  such'^a  height  of  genius  as  that  of 
Scott  and  Thackeray  and  Dickens  are  useless, 
and  which  seem  ungenerous,  but  because  there 
has  been  a  disposition  to  be  unjust  to  the  real 
qualities  of  Dickens.  A  year  ago  there  was  a 
very  ingenious  and  brilliant  depreciation  of  him 
in  one  of  the  English  magazines ;  and  Mr.  Justin 
M'Carthy  was,  he  said,  surprised  to  find  that  in 
this  country  Mr.  Dickens  was  praised  as  he  was 
not  at  home. 

It  is  the  fortune  of  such  a  man,  how'ever,  to 
be  criticised  as  an  artist  ■while  he  is  felt  as  a  pow¬ 
er.  But  let  us  discriminate.  If  an  extravaganza 
quickens  the  charitable  heart  of  a  whole  people, 
as  Thackeray  declared  that  Dickens’s  Christmas 
•  tales  had  quickened  that  of  England,  he  is  sure- 
!  ly  a  great  human  benefactor,  whether  he  be  a 
1  great  artist  or  not.  A  recent  writer  in  the  Penn 
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Monthly  Magazine,  at  Philadelphia,  declares  that 
Dickens 

“  reproduces  the  husk  and  outer  shell  of  the  men  and 

women  he  has  met . He  is  generally  a  reformer  and 

a  disciple  of  Brougham . He  will  never  again  stir  the 

blood  of  England  and  America  by  the  gall  of  his  pen, 
nor  terrify  venerable  and  respectable  *  barnacles’  by  his 
weekly  numbers,  as  Anthony  Trollope  portrays  him  in 
that  cleverest  of  counter-caricatures,  ‘The  Warden.’ 

‘Untimely  lags  the  veteran  on  the  stage;’ 

and  as  work  after  work  comes  from  his  pen,  the  new 
public  look  on  in  stupid  wonder,  as  if  Addison  were 
arisen  from  the  dead  to  continue  the  Spectator.  Gro¬ 
tesque  wit,  clever  caricatures,  keen  mimicry,  are  here 
as  of  old,  but  the  life  is  not  here.  The  generation  has 
passed  out  of  living  sympathy  with  the  writer,  and  we 
only  regard  him  with  a  faint  antiquarian  interest.  It 
has  been  stirred  by  new  thoughts  which  he  has  not 
felt;  it  is  agitated  by  contending  purposes  and  de¬ 
sires  which  find  no  reflection  in  his  breast.  Let  him 
read  us  ‘  CoppeiHeld’  and  ‘  Paui  Dombey’  if  he  will ; 
but  as  for  his  ‘Great  Expectations,’  ‘Mutual  Friend,’ 
and  ‘Edwin  Drood’ — faugh!  they  are  a  weariness  to 
the  flesh.” 

J list  as  these  words  were  published  Dickens  died ; 
and  the  feeling  with  which  the  news  of  his  death 
was  received  is  perhaps  the  most  conclusive  re¬ 
ply  to  the  general  assertion  of  the  article. 

For  although  it  is  undoubtedly  true  that  so 
many  of  Dickens’s  stories  are  batteries  opened 
upon  actual  wrongs,  it  is  not  easy  to  see  that 
they  are  therefore  ruined  as  stories,  or  are  doomed 
to  the  decay  that  is  said  to  overtake  all  ait  that  aims 
at  a  moral.  The  question  of  the  direct  morality 
of  art  is  rather  a  large  one.  But  it  is  hard  to  see 
why  “Macbeth”  is  not  a  great  poem  because  it  is 
a  very  plain  sermon  upon  ambition,  or  “Othello” 
a  true  \york  of  art  because  it  shows  the  deplor¬ 
able  consequences  of  jealousy.  That  “Little 
Dorrit”  is  not  one  of  the  most  delightful  sketch¬ 
es  of  character  in  our  literature  because  it  ex¬ 
poses  the  miseries  of  a  debtors’  prison,  or  that 
“Nicholas  Nickleby”  is  not  a  marvelous  picture 
of  certain  conditions  of  English  life  because  it 
crucifies  the  head  demons  of  boarding-schools, 
would  be  extremely  difficult  to  establish. 

It  is  true  that  the  fashion  of  story-tellers  passes 
atvay.  Every  history  of  literature  is  a  body  of 
dismal  proof  of  that  truth.  But  the  influence 
and  the  admiration  of  great  genius  do  not  pass 
away.  The  mere  novelist,  the  delineator  of  the 
temporary  forms  of  society  and  of  persons  as  af¬ 
fected  by  them,  will  gradually  become  curious  as 
he  becomes  obsolete.  But  the  story-teller  who 
deals  with  human  nature  itself,  and  who  paints 
human  character,  which  does  not  lose  its  fresh¬ 
ness  with  the  lapse  of  time,  although  he  may  di¬ 
rect  his  force  at  a  particular  and  even  transitory 
object,  is  not  the  prey  of  a  changing  fashion  nor  of 
a  whimsical  taste.  “Don  Quixote”  is  a  story 
with  a  purpose,  but  it  is  told  by  a  great  genius, 
and  therefore  it  is  dear  to  every  generation  of 
men.  It  is  a  permanent  contribution  to  the 
realm  of  imaginative  creations,  like  the  dramas 
of  Shakespeare  or  the  tales  of  Chaucer.  And 
every  story-teller,  in  the  degree  of  his  genius,  has 
the  same  hold  of  the  world.  Sterne  was  not  a 
lovable  man.  He  had  no  especial  humanity. 
Certainly  there  was  no  lofty  and  generous  pur¬ 
pose  in  “Tristram  Shandy.”  But  My  Uncle 
Toby  is  one  of  the  beautiful  figures  that  the 
imagination  of  the  English-speaking  race  will 
not  lose.  Sterne  will  not  fade  from  the  com¬ 
mon  knowledge  like  Mrs.  Behn,  or  any  other 
story-teller  who  is  already  forgotten.  It  is  a 
great  mistake  in  those  who  read  Scott’s  novels 


thirty  years  ago  to  suppose  that  they  are  not 
read  now.  So  our  children  will  read  Dickens. 
And  the  blithe  story-teller  who  has  made  this  gen¬ 
eration  rejoice,  who  has  touched  with  so  master¬ 
ly  a  hand  the  deepest  springs  of  generous  emo¬ 
tion  and  of  high  resolve — who,  far  more  than 
any  other,  has  been  tbe  literary  minister  of  that 
sentiment  of  humanity  which  is  the  spirit  of  the 
age,  w'ill  not  fade  from  the  English  heart  like  a 
fashion,  but  will  rather  be,  like  Chaucer,  one  of 
the  darlings  of  its  permanent  affection. 

When  it  is  said  that  Dickens  was  the  people’s 
story-teller,  how  much  is  said  1  The  word  peo¬ 
ple  describes  a  universal  range  of  sympathy.  It 
signifies  no  class,  but  means  all  classes.  It  in¬ 
cludes,  as  the  old  alliterative  phrase  was,  the 
peer  and  the  peasant.  And  how  immense  the 
service  to  the  general  faith  in  each  other  which 
we  all  really  wish  to  cherish,  is  that  of  a  man 
who  shows,  as  Dickens  did,  that  the  greatest 
and  most  universal  popularity,  the  favor  of  the 
most  ignorant  and  of  the  most  educated,  may  be 
won  without  pandering  to  a  single  mean  impulse, 
without  the  least  ridicule  of  noble  and  generous 
emotion,  without  any  touch  of  baseness  1  What 
work  is  so  truly  lofty  as  that  which,  while  mor¬ 
ally  cheering  and  strengthening  all  men,  also  in¬ 
spires  and  justifies  a  deeper  mutual  confidence? 
This  is  the  service  of  Dickens.  If  he  was  not  a 
great  artist,  so  be  it.  If  he  was  a  caricaturist, 
so  be  it.  If  he  was  not  a  gentleman,  again  so  be 
it.  But  he  was  the  most  popular  author  of  a 
time  when  reading  was  universal,  and  popular 
without  a  hint  of  impurity.  He  was  more  wide¬ 
ly  loved  than  any  author  has  ever  been  in  his 
time ;  and  he  left  no  man  living  whose  death 
would  be  so  sore  and  personal  a  grief  to  the  En¬ 
glish-speaking  race  as  his  has  been. 

Farewell,  kind  master  1  generous  heart !  How 
many  and  many  in  America  or  in  England,  gath¬ 
ering  roses-in  that  solemn  week  of  June,  did  not 
wish  that  they  could  lay  them  upon  his  grave  1 
For  even  so,  sweet  and  perennial  as  June  roses, 
full  of  all  summer  warmth  and  beauty,  shall  be 
the  memory  of  the  man  ivhose  tender  touch  still 
makes,  and  will  yet  make,  summer  in  a  thousand, 
thousand  lives. 


Philomusicds  came  to  town  in  the  heated 
term  of  J une  to  do  honor  to  the  memory  of 
Beethoven.  Since  the  previous  December  his 
mind  had  been  fixed  upon  the  great  festival.  If 
he  thought  of  a  certain  other  similar  undertak¬ 
ing,  in  a  certain  other  city,  in  a  certain  other  last 
year,  for  instance,  he  smiled  at  praiseworthy  pro¬ 
vincial  efiorts,  and  hoped  that  in  the  interests  of 
high  art  the  provinces  would  repair  piously  to 
behold  the  metropolitan  magnificence  of  com¬ 
memoration.  He  had  heard,  indeed,  of  the  uni¬ 
versal  preparation  in  the  provincial  neighbor¬ 
hood  in  tlie  previous  j'ear.  He  had  himself 
found  in  small  towns  and  villages,  dependent,  as 
it  were,  upon  the  provincial  centre,  a  hum  and 
interest  of  activity,  a  vigorous  rehearsing  and 
practicing,  a  constant,  deepening  pride  and  en¬ 
thusiasm,  which  certainly  promised  fine  results. 
But  he  had  also  seen  that  the  Music  Hall  was 
loftily  doubtful,  if  not  scornful.  There  were  in- 
mors  of  anvils  and  bells  and  artillery,  and,  in  its 
severe  judgment,  triviality  upon  a  great  scale 
threatened,  the  very  citadel  of  classicism  in  mu¬ 
sic.  Then  he  remembered  the  stories  of  the 
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event :  a  triumph  wholly  out  of  rule,  success 
banged  and  roared  and  rung  out,  as  it  were, 
but  an  undeniable  triumph,  an  immense  success 
—for  the  provinces,  thought  Philomusicus  ;  but 
let  the  metropolis  speak  ! 

So,  when  Eahrenheit  marked  ninety  degrees, 
Philomusicus,  who  had  retii'ed  to  the  country  in 
May,  returned  to  town  to  join  in  the  mammoth 
memorial  festival  in  honor  of  Beethoven.  He 
chose  the  day  upon  which  the  “  Elijah”  of  Men¬ 
delssohn  was  to  be  performed ;  and  he  observed 
that  permission  had  been  generously  given  to  a 
famous  society  of  prominent  singers  to  assist  in 
swelling  the  mighty  chorus.  Arriving  in  town, 
very  warm,  very  moist,  very  dusty,  and  not  in  a 
strictly  pious  and  reverential  frame,  Philomusicus 
bestirred  himself  to  reach  the  temple  of  concord. 

“  Where  is  the  Coliseum  ?”  demanded  he  at 
the  office  of  the  hotel  at  which  he  had  alighted. 

“In  Rome,  Sir,”  answered  the  affable  and 
gentlemanly  and  evidently  highly  accomplished 
clerk. 

‘  ‘  Pshaw !  I  mean  the  Rink.  ” 

“  What  Rink,  Sir  ?  Skating  is  out  of  season,” 
smiled  the  gentleman  in  duck,  profusely  perspir¬ 
ing. 

“  Where  the  unmentionable  is  this  great  con¬ 
cert?” 

“Ah!  yes.  Sir!  Somewhere  out  toward  Har¬ 
lem.” 

“  How  do  you  get  there?” 

“  Cars,  I  suppose.  Sir.” 

“What  cars?” 

“Second  or  Third  Avenue  cars,  Sir.” 

‘  ‘  Why  don’t  they  say  so,  then  ?” 

“  I’m  not  on  the  committee.  Sir.” 

“What  time  does  the  music  begin  ?” 

“Don’t  know!”  getting  very  crisp. 

“Why  don’t  they  advertise?”  fiercely. 

“Don’t  know !” 

“Who  the  unmentionable  does  know?” 

Philomusicus  shot  out  this  question  very  sav¬ 
agely,  and  turned  away.  He  had  written  for  a 
ticket  and  paid  four  dollars  for  it,  and  in  the 
burning  day  the  temple  of  concord  was  becom¬ 
ing  very  visionary.  He  began  to  feel  as  if  he 
had  secured  a  front  seat  at  Tadmoor  in  the  des¬ 
ert,  with  the  mercury  at  invisible  altitudes.  He 
went  to  the  door,  and  gazed  with  an  air  of  injury 
up  and  down  the  street.  ‘  ‘  Shine  yer  boots.  Sir  ?” 
said  a  rude  boy,  whom  nothing  but  the  severity 
of  early  moral  training  prevented  Philomusicus 
from  riding  upon  his  boot  over  the  curbstone. 
Then  he  set  forth  to  find  a  car.  He  took  the 
Third  Avenue  at  a  venture.  It  was  packed  with 
passengers,  and  he  clung  desperately  and  in  great 
peril  to  the  hand-rail.  Every  body  was  very  hot, 
very  uncomfortable,  very  disagreeable.  Et  ery 
body  was  evidently  on  the  way'  to  honor  the 
memory  of  Beethoven,  so  that  there  was  no  pros¬ 
pect  of  any  body  leaving  the  car  and  relieving 
every  body  else.  The  journey  was  interminable. 

“And  how  are  we  ever  to  get  back  again?” 
asked  Philomusicus  of  a  neighbor,  who  had  evi¬ 
dently  lunched  upon  the  cheese  of  Gruyere. 

‘  ‘  Mein  Gott !  verstand  nichts,”  responded  the 
neighbor,  with  the  best  feeling  in  the  world. 

Philomusicus  took  out  the  advertisement  which 
he  had  cut  from  a  newspaper,  and  which  he  knew 
by  heart.  It  was  a  whole  column  of  capitals, 
but  it  had  no  mention  of  any  hour  nor  of  any 
means  of  conveyance. 


‘  ‘  Was  ist  das  ?”  asked  the  Gruyere  neighbor. 

^‘Das!”  replied  Philomusicus,  energetically, 
and  indignant  with  a  man  who  said  “das”  when 
he  meant  “that” — “Das  is  the  programme; 
and  I  should  like  to  know,  if  ten  thousand  peo¬ 
ple  assemble  at  the  coneert,  how  they  are  ever 
to  get  back  to  town  again,  hey?  What’s  to 
bring  ’em?  These  cars?”  And  he  sneered 
dreadfully. 

“Mein  Gott!  Mein  Gott!  verstand  nichts,” 
replied  the  gentleman  from  Gruyere,  evidently 
full  of  sympathy,  and  pitying  his  own  inability  to 
convey  intelligible  comfort  to  his  neighbor. 

Philomusicus  stood  uncomfortably  upon  the 
step  of  the  car  until  it  came  near  the  temple,  the 
Coliseum,  the  Rink,  and  reached  a  seat,  and  was 
thankful  that,  after  much  tribulation,  he  was  now 
about  to  offer  respectful  homage  to  the  memory 
of  the  illustrious  master  by  listening  reverently 
to  the  performance  of  the  noble  oratorio  of  ‘  ‘  Eli¬ 
jah.”  He  dismissed  the  awful  doubt  of  how  to 
get  back  again,  and  abandoned  himself  to  bliss¬ 
ful  expectations,  such  as  only  lovers  of  music 
know. 

But  the  Easy  Chair  will  not  prolong  the  mel¬ 
ancholy  story.  Philomusicus  was  treated  to  an¬ 
vils  and  bells  and  resounding  cannon,  but  the 
“  Elijah”  was  not  sung.  How  he  returned  to  the 
city  he  has  never  been  able  clearly  to  describe. 

“My  dear  Columbio,”  he  said  to  a  friend,  “it 
w'as  monstrous !  I  was  taken  I  know  not  how 
many  miles,  in  the  suffocating  heat,  reeking  with 
the  stench  of  Gruyere  cheese,  to  be  robbed.  I 
was  swindled  out  of  my  money.  I  bought  a 
ticket  for  which  they  promised  to  give  me  the 
‘Elijah,’  and  they  offered  me  the  ‘Quadrilles  of 
all  Nations,’  or  something  in  red  shirts  wdth  ham¬ 
mers.  They  did  not  even  give  me  a  chance  to 
talre  my  money  back.  But  I  say  nothing  of  that. 

I  -suppose  they  were  sure  that  when  they  had 
taken  a  man  out  to  Harlem,  and  provided  no 
means  of  return  but  a  horse-car  with  eight  thou¬ 
sand  other  people  for  fellow-passengers,  his  pow¬ 
ers  of  resistance,  and  even  of  remonstrance, 
would  be  gone.  My  Gruyere  friend  was  quite 
right.  When  I  think  of  the  great  Metropolitan 
Beethoven  Centennial,  ‘  Mein  Gott !  Mein  Gott ! 
Verstand  nichts !’  ” 

“Philomusicus, ”  replied  Columbio,  “I  under¬ 
stand  it  all.  I  paid  I  know  not  how  much  mon¬ 
ey  for  scats  to  hear  the  ‘  Messiah,  ’  and  circum¬ 
stances  did  not  authorize  the  managers  to  pro¬ 
duce  it.  But  the  same  circumstances  authorized 
them  to  keep  my  money ;  and  when  I  spoke  with 
the  ticket-seller,  he  said  that  he  had  turned  over 
the  money,  but  would  sell  my  tickets  for  what  he 
could  get.  It  was  courteous,  but  it  was  not  the 
contract.” 

The  chorus  from  the  provinces  is  understood 
to  have  gone  home  in  disgust.  Philomusicus 
went  home  in  the  same  frame  of  mind ;  nor  has 
he  since  been  able  to  escape  the  conviction,  that 
instead  of  an  honor  to  the  great  composer,  the 
centennial  festival  was  rather  a  disgrace  to  the 
great  city — if  not,  after  all,  a  mere  private  spec¬ 
ulation. 


It  is  no  wonder  that  Mr.  Disraeli  writes  nov¬ 
els,  for  his  life  is  like  a  novel.  He  has  strictly 
followed  Sir  Philip  Sidney’s  advice,  to  look  into 
his  own  heart  and  write.  Indeed,  the  most  rap¬ 
id  sketch  of  his  own  career  would  seem  like  the 
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outline  of  one  of  his  own  stories.  He  wrote  the 
“Wondrous  Tale  of  Alroy but  the  Wondrous 
Tale  of  Disraeli  is  as  striking. 

The  first  scene  presents  us  the  brilliant  son  of 
a  family  of  Spanish  Jews,  who  fled  from  the  In¬ 
quisition  to  Venice,  and  who,  glorying  in  their 
race,  took  the  name  of  Disraeli.  The  young 
man’s  grandfather  came  to  England  a  hundred 
and  twenty  years  ago,  was  rich,  and  died  at 
ninety  years  of  age.  His  father  devoted  himself 
with  ardor  and  success  to  literature,  living  at  his 
ease;  and  his  son  Benjamin,  born  to  comfort, 
handsome,  clever,  chaiming,  and  ambitious,  was 
early  a  favorite  in  society.  He  traveled  in  Eu¬ 
rope,  and  studied  in  Germany,  and  at  twenty- 
one  wrote,  in  a  very  short  time,  and  published 
in  the  same  year  with  Scott’s  “Woodstock,”  the 
sparkling  stoiy  of  “Vivian  Grey,”  full  of  satire 
and  wit  and  sentiment  and  coxcombry — “serv¬ 
ing  up”  some  of  the  chief  notabilities  of  the 
time,  and  plainly  the  woric  of  a  youth  who  felt 
his  power,  and  had  set  his  heart  upon  all  the  po¬ 
litical  prizes  of  his  country,  which  are  the  most 
precious  and  dazzling  to  the  mass  of  his  coun¬ 
trymen,  because  the  renown  is  immediate  and 
the  success  tangible.  In  “  Vivian  Grey”  the 
youth’s  poetic  imagination  idealized  to  English¬ 
men  the  ordinary  facts  of  English  life,  and  gave 
them  a  fine  Oriental  color  and  flavor ;  but  the 
keynote  of  the  author’s  whole  career  was  in  it, 
with  a  kind  of  secret,  cynical  disdain  of  the  aims 
and  the  prizes  that  he  desired  and  extolled. 

Young  Mr.  Disraeli  was  immediately  one  of 
the  most  famous  and  popular  authors  in  England. 
D’Orsay  drew  a  portrait  of  liim,  the  cynosure  of 
golden  youth.  Willis  describes  him,  a  little  latei', 
lounging  at  Lady  Blessington’s  like  a  young 
emir  of  the  Lebanon.  His  book  was  translated 
into  all  languages,  and  the  author  presently  cross¬ 
ed  to  the  Continent,  and  made  a  long  tour  in  the 
East.  While  still  absent  he  sent  to  England  two 
other  romances,  “  The  Young  Duke”  and  “  Con- 
tarini  Fleming;”  full  of  the  same  spirit  and  tastes 
aitd  charm  as  the  earlier  story.  “  Contarini 
Fleming,”  indeed,  is  a  delightful  romance.  It 
is  like  a  characteristic  poem  of  Byron’s  told  in 
equal  prose.  That  the  aim  of  the  young  Mr. 
Disraeli  was  a  political  career  had  been  evident 
from  the  first,  and  when  he  returned  he  tried  to 
get  into  Parliament,  but  failed.  Upon  the  hust¬ 
ings  he  was  charged  with  friendship  for  O’Con¬ 
nell.  He  warmly  denied  the  charge,  calling 
O’Connell  “a  bloody  traitor.”  The  Agitator, 
who  acknowledged  no  master  before  the  people, 
retorted:  “For  aught  I  know,  the  present  Dis¬ 
raeli  is  the  true  heir-at-law  of  the  impenitent 
thief  who  died  on  the  cross.”  So  the  Hebrew 
and  Roman  flints  struck  fire. 

But  the  prince  of  golden  youth,  Disraeli  the 
younger,  as  he  was  fond  of  calling  himself,  still 
brilliantly  writing  tales,  letters,  and  pamphlets, 
did  not  enter  Parliament  until  the  first  year  of 
Victoria ;  and,  upon  his  entrance,  the  famous, 
witty,  haughty,  self-possessed  author  failed  gro¬ 
tesquely,  failed  absurdly,  as  an  orator.  T'he 
House  of  Commons  was  not  merely  indifferent 
— did  not  only  read  and  sleep  and  slip  out  to 
dine  while  he  was  speaking — but  it  roared  at 
him  and  laughed  him  to  scorn.  It  was  a  test  of 
the  young  man’s  quality..  Instead  of  sinking 
into  his  seat,  abashed,  mortified,  confounded,  si¬ 
lenced,  with  his  political  career  ruined,  he  shook 


his  fist  defiantly  at  the  House,  and  thundered 
out:  “I  am  not  surprised.  I  have  tried  many 
things,  and  in  each  1  have  at  last  succeeded.  I 
sit  down  now,  but  one  day  you  shall  hear  me.” 
The  House  halloed,  and  Disraeli  the  younger 
took  his  seat,  undaunted.  He  knew  his  future 
subject,  if  it  did  not  recognize  its  future  master ; 
and  he  kept  his  word. 

For  three  years  he  sat  silent,  but  he  still  wrote, 
and  doubtless  studied  hard ;  and  the  stories  of 
“ Coningsby”  and  “Sybil”  were  even  more  pop¬ 
ular  than  the  earlier  tales.  They  were  political, 
and  the  characters  were  familiar  figures  in  En¬ 
gland  thinly  veiled.  They,  too,  had  the  earlier 
charm  of  touching  the  traditional  forms  of  Brit¬ 
ish  Toryism  with  a  romantic  light.  But  there 
was  the  same  alien  under-tone,  a  kind  of  persi¬ 
flage  so  subtile  as  to  be  Mephistophelian,  or  per¬ 
haps  even,  unconsciously,  the  protest  of  a  superior 
intelligence  against  its  own  aims  and  absorptions. 
The  talent  of  Disraeli  the  younger  created  a  fan¬ 
ciful,  foolish  party  known  as  Young  England. 
Its  doctrine  was  very  much  that  of  Carlyle’s 
Niagara,  namely,  that  the  nobility  alone  could 
be  expected  to  produce  a  millennium  in  the  United 
Kingdom.  Lord  John  Manners  wrote  some  dog¬ 
gerel  about  it.  He  was  willing  that  laws  and 
learning  and  art  and  science  should  die,  “  but 
spare,  oh,  spare  our  old  nobility!”  The  aris¬ 
tocratic  youths  of  this  party  were  what  might  be 
called  ritualistic  Tories  ;  and  the  dark-eyed  Dis¬ 
raeli  the  younger  was  naturally  one  of  their  lead¬ 
ers,  as  his  political  novels  shadowed  forth  their 
tenets.  The  world  of  the  stories  was  May-fair. 
The  moral  seemed  to  be:  “Use  the  world  as 
you  best  can.  Strike  for  the  great  prizes,  and 
remember  that  in  England  the  great  prizes  are 
political.  Get  success,  whatever  you  lose.  Put 
your  lances  in  rest,  gentlemen,  and  follow  me!” 
And  away  swept  the  bold  leader,  a  magnificent 
Murat,  charging  right  and  left ;  and  always  in 
the  thickest  of  the  fray  there  were  his  nodding 
plumes  and  golden  trappings  and  gorgeous  cos¬ 
tume  ;  and  always  also  the  careless,  half-cynical 
smile  at  the  melee. 

“From  underneath  liis  helmet  flow’d 
His  coal-black  curls  as  on  he  rode, 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot. 

From  the  bank  and  from  the  river 
He  flashed  into  the  crystsd  mirror, 

‘Tirra  lirra,’  by  the  river 
Sang  Sir  Lancelot.” 

But  of  the  steady,  old,  evangelical  Tories  Sir 
Robert  Peel  was  still  the  chief.  Yet  the  crown 
hurt  him.  It  sat  ill  upon  him.  He  was  too 
wise.  In  a  certain  sense  he  was  too  truly  an 
Englishman  to  be  a  Tory,  for  Toryism  depends 
much  upon  the  imagination.  When  the  Corn 
Law  debate  began  Sir  Robert  felt  instinctively 
what  his  course  ought  to  be,  and  knew  that  it 
could  not  be  that  of  his  party.  Therefore,  the 
man  who  represented  the  common-sense  of  the 
most  common-sensible  of  nations,  and  who  had 
the  same  kind  of  supreme  talent,  without  gen¬ 
ius,  in  politics  that  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
had  in  war,  ceased  to  be  the  true  Tory  leader, 
and  was  succeeded  by  the  most  imaginative 
politician  in  England,  the  most  un-English  of 
Englishmen.  But  meanwhile  Sir  Robert,  the 
great  Commoner,  the  Prime  Minister,  the  mas¬ 
ter  of  the  House,  the  typical  Englishman,  fear¬ 
ed  no  onsets  like  those  of  the  tmung  Hebrew, 
who  a  few  years  before  was  overwhelmed  by  an 
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uproar  of  ridicule,  but  who  now  came  down  to 
the  Commons  crammed  with  all  the  blue-books 
in  the  kingdom,  and  dazzled  the  eyes  of  the 
country  as  he  marshaled  his  serried  ranks  of 
statistics,  and  pierced  the  grave  Minister  with 
his  agile  and  scathing  and  scornful  wit,  like  the 
jeweled  Saladin,  with  his  sharp  and  flashing 
cimeter,  nimbly  curving  and  careering  around 
CcEur  de  Lion.  Disraeli  the  younger  had  dis¬ 
appeared,  and  Benjamin  Disraeli,  Esq.,  the  only 
man  of  whom  Sir  Eobert  Peel  was  afraid,  was 
a  man  of  as  fair  a  future  as  any  in  England. 

After  Sir  Eobert  was  dethroned,  but  not  dis¬ 
graced,  the  Easy  Chair  was  planted  one  sum¬ 
mer  morning  upon  the  deck  of  a  steamer  going 
to  Hamburg,  and  asked  its  fellow-passenger 
John  Bull  why  Disraeli’s  party  had  not  put 
him  in  otflce.  Mr.  Bull  replied,  with  empha¬ 
sis  :  “  No  Jew  novelist  will  ever  enter  the  Brit¬ 
ish  Cabinet and  the  worthy  gentleman  paused 
suddenly,  as  if  mentally  crossing  himself  at  the 
mere  thought  of  such  sacrilege.  But  within  two 
years  of  that  morning  there  was  a  stately  pro¬ 
cession  in  the  streets  of  London.  The  windows 
and  sidewalks  were  crowded  with  people  staring 
at  the  handsome  equipages,  the  liveried  footmen, 
the  superb  toilets.  In  one  of  the  fine  coaches, 
clad  in  official  robes,  and  looking  out  at  the 
carriage  windows,  with  black  eyes  overhung  by 
clustering  curls,  was  the  Hebrew  gentleman  who 
had  written  novels  and  been  laughed  down  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  The  state  carriage,  wnth 
outriders  and  gay  liveries,  drove  to  Bucking¬ 
ham  Palace.  Perhaps  the  gentleman  inside  re¬ 
membered  certain  scenes  in  certain  popular  polit¬ 
ical  novels.  It  was  Vivian  Grey  holding  trumps. 
It  was  the  Eight  Honorable  Benjamin  Disraeli 
going  to  kiss  hands  as  Chancellor  of  the  Ex¬ 
chequer. 

Prom  that  time  he  has  been  the  actual  and  effi¬ 
cient  leader  of  the  Tory  party.  The  Earl  of  Der¬ 
by  was  its  titular  chief,  and  when  he  took  office  Mr. 
Disraeli  was  always  hislieutenant.  After  the  Earl’s 
last  retirement,  the  Queen  summoned  the  author 
of  the  wondrous  tale  of  “  Alroy”  to  form  a  Cabinet. 
He  who  had  been  so  fond  of  describing  dukes  and 
other  noblemen  now  made  them.  The  descendant 
of  the  Jewish  refugees  from  ecclesiastical  ferocity 
now  nominated  bishops.  The  author  of  Vivian 
Gi'ey  and  of  all  the  political  stories  was  now,  by 
his  own  skill  and  resolution,  the  chief  figure  in 
the  life  he  had  loved  to  portray.  He  who  had 
opposed  Sir  Eobert  Peel  now  measured  swords 
with  Sir  Eobert’s  most  illustrious  disciple,  Mr. 
Gladstone.  His  audacity  even  outdared  the  Lib¬ 
eral  leader,  and  for  a  day  he  crowned  himself  with 
Gladstone’s  laurels.  At  last,  inevitably,  he  yield¬ 
ed  to  the  man  who  represented  the  tendency  of  En¬ 
glish  political  development ;  but,  in  retiring,  the 
laureate  of  the  aristocracy  refused  to  be  made  a 
viscount. 

And  now  at  sixty-five  Disraeli  the  younger 
writes,  with  a  ditference,  the  novel  that  he  wrote 
at  twenty-one.  It  is  all  perfume,  mother-of- 
pearl,  and  gold  spangles ;  all  satire,  rhetoric, 
and  romance,  but  it  lacks  the  exuberance  of  wit, 
the  delicacy,  the  pathos,  the  purple  light  of  youth, 
that  make  “Vivian  Grey”  memorable.  It  has 
the  old  familiar  air  of  the  world  and  of  high  so¬ 
ciety.  Nobody  has  less  than  a  million  a  year ; 
and  the  only  embarrassment  is  to  decide  in  which 
of  the  most  stately  and  ancient  and  picturesque 


of  castles  to  pass  a  week  in  summer.  It  de¬ 
scribes  a  country  in  which  artists  entertain  their 
friends  in  Turkish  pavilions,  and  refresh  them 
from  gold  plate,  own  islands  in  the  Mediterra¬ 
nean,  to  which  they  sail  in  their  yachts,  and 
marry  the  daughter  of  the  Constantinopolitan 
Cantacuzene.  It  is  a  book  which  constantly  im¬ 
plies  that  the  author  believes  his  readers  to  be 
of  those  who  delight  in  the  Court  Circular,  and 
who  find  sweet  consolation  in  learning  that  yes¬ 
terday  Prince  Bulbo  took  pony  exercise,  and  that 
in  the  afternoon  Princess  Hunkamunka  walked 
upon  “  the  slopes.  ” 

Meanwhile  the  real  significance  of  “Lothair” 
is  not  that  a  retired  English  prime  minister  writes 
a  novel.  Far  from  that.  You  may  think  the 
story  foolish  or  delightful,  and  its  author  a  gen¬ 
ius  or  a  charlatan.  But  its  motto  might  well 
be  Hamlet’s  father’s:  “Eemember  me!”  For 
he  has  remembered.  The  Eoman  Church  drove 
his  ancestors  from  Spain.  With  defiant  pride 
they  chose  a  name  that  marked  them  Jews  of 
Jews.  And  now  their  descendant,  having  won  ev¬ 
ery  prize  in  the  most  powerful  of  Protestant  states, 
turns  in  the  fullness  of  his  renown  upon  his  old 
enemy,  and  haughtily  cries  to  Eome,  “You  drove 
me  and  mine  from  moribund,  miserable  Spain ! 
Begone  from  England  I”  “Lothair”  is  the  Jew 
turning  Eome  out  of  England.  The  author  skill¬ 
fully  hints  and  sketches — for  nothing  more  is  ar¬ 
tistically  possible  in  a  novel— the  various  methods, 
intrigues,  blandishments,  appeals,  arguments,  co¬ 
ercions,  cajoleries,  and  falsehoods  by  wdiich  the 
Eoman  Church  is  believed  to  entice  or  entangle, 
to  tei-rify  or  subdue,  its  converts. 

He  offers,  indeed,  no  argument  which  would 
deter  any  young  English  nobleman,  even  were  he 
so  very  sentimental  as  Lothair,  from  going  ovei' 
to  Eome ;  but  he  veiy  plainly  insinuates  that  those 
who  manage  conversions  to  Eome  have  the  most 
mercenary  motives  in  view,  and  are  wholly  un¬ 
scrupulous  as  to  means.  The  heroine  of  the 
tale,  Mrs.  Colonel  Campian,  the  Italian  wife  of 
an  American,  of  the  Southern  States,  who,  hav¬ 
ing  lost  every  thing  in  the  rebellion,  has  become 
the  spouse  of  the  Pythoness  of  Eoman  republic¬ 
anism — Mrs.  Campian,  who  lives  in  delicious 
ease  in  England,  and  falls  disguised  as  a  soldier 
in  Garibaldi’s  assault  upon  Eome,  is  one  of  the 
personages  who  must  not  be  looked  for  beyond 
the  perfumed  page  of  Disraeli.  The  hero  is  in 
love  with  Mrs.  Campian,  the  Italian  free-thinker 
and  red  republican ;  ■with  the  Lady  Corisande, 
the  fair  daughter  of  a  proud  English  ducal  house, 
and  devoted  to  the  Low  English  Church ;  and 
with  Clare  Arundel,  the  loveliest  and  choicest  of 
Eoman  Catholic  maids  in  Britain.  Not  to  speak 
lightly,  the  hero  is  and  is  not  in  love  -ndth  all  of 
them  at  once.  He  is  a  kind  of  “  little  joker”  of 
a  lover.  But  as  there  may  be  those  who  have 
not  read  the  story,  the  Easy  Chair  will  not  tell 
whom  the  much-w'andering  Lothair  marries  at 
last.  Let  them  be  assured  that  here  is  a  novel 
as  different  as  possible  from  the  stern  actual  story 
of  everyday  life  to  which  we  are  accustomed.  It 
is  a  kind  of  fairy  tale.  Even  its  approaches  to 
reality  are  so  remote  as  to  be  glimmering  and 
soothing.  It  is  an  aromatic  reverie  in  a  boudoir. 

But  if,  upon  the  publication  of  this  story,  Black¬ 
wood,  the  mossy  warder  of  ancient  Toryism,  turns 
and  rends  the  most  brilliant  and  able  of  living 
English  Tories,  in  an  article  which  restores  the 
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old  lustre  to  its  pages,  it  is  simply  because  the 
feeling  of  Mr.  Bull  upon  the  Hamburg  steamer 
has  been  always  the  latent  feeling  of  his  party. 
It  could  not  refuse  to  follow  its  only  capable  and 
audacious  leader,  but  it  inly  chafed,  and  felt  with 
scorn  that  an  outcast  had  come  to  the  throne. 
The  cardinals  of  the  blue  blood  were  kneeling 
and  kissing  the  foot  of  a  pope  who  was  born  a 
muleteer.  That  is  merely  to  say  that  Disraeli,  in 
all  these  forty-five  astonishing  and  picturesque 
years,  has  not  inspired  confidence.  In  the  midst 
of  his  most  dazzling  political  triumphs,  as  in  the 
best  of  his  books,  there  was  always  the  same  feel¬ 
ing  that  he  wore  a  mask.  The  same  distrust  stole 
in  and  asked,  “Does  he  really  believe  what  he 
says  ?  Has  he  any  principles  ?  Is  he  a  Tory 
from  conviction,  or  a  soldier  of  fortune,  with  his 
sword  at  the  service  of  the  longest  purse  ?  The 
cynic  strain,  the  exquisitely  airy  persifiage  of 
the  stories — what  do  they  mean  ?  Was  that  the 
courtly  smile  of  Mephistopheles  ?  Is  the  man 
mocking  us  ?” 

Yes,  it  is  impossible  not  to  feel  that  the  son  of 
the  ancient  race  has  repaid  this  distrust  with  su¬ 
perb  disdain.  His  genius  is  alien  in  England. 
He  is  essentially  lonely  in  the  country  which  he 
has  ruled,  and  all  whose  prizes  that  he  sought 
he  has  seized.  His  is  the  air  of  a  man  who  has 
solved  “  the  Arian  mysteiy,”  and  who  can  show 
the  proudest  aristocracy  and  the  most  finished 
civilization  a  splendor  and  an  antiquity  which 
dwarf  and  deride  them.  He  feels  that  the  He¬ 
braic  tradition  is  the  foundation  of  Christian  de¬ 
velopment,  He  sees  all  Christendom  named 
from  the  incarnation  in  the  elder  race.  He  finds 
the  genius  of  that  race  unworn  and  conspicuously 
efficient  in  the  life  of  to-day.  He  muses,  like  his 
Tancred  and  Contarini  Fleming,  until  the  busy 
West  dissolves,  and  the  East  seems  to  him  the 
sole  fount  of  art  and  wisdom  and  i^rogress  and 
repose,  and  all  else  a  garish  modern  hubbub. 

He  sees,  and  finds,  and  feels  all  this — or  he 
seems  to.  He  is  a  consummate  artist  in  politics 
and  literature,  and  therefore  in  many  ways  in¬ 
scrutable.  It  is  true  that  his  Toryism  is  sus¬ 
pected  ;  but  it  would  be  very  remarkable  if  he 
were  not  a  Tory.  He  abandoned  the  tradition¬ 
ary  policy  of  his  party — but  it  was  to  save  his 
party.  The  English  Liberals  did  not,  and  do 
not,  trust  him.  Why  should  they?  In  this 
very  hook  he  flouts  and  insults  them.  And  if 
the  Tories  suspect  that  he  is  satirizing  them — is 
it  their  fault  ? 

“  ‘  Tirra  lirra,’  by  the  river 
Sang  Sir  Lancelot.” 


The  Easy  Chair  receives  with  pleasure  the 
protest  of  its  correspondent,  and  heartily  agrees 
that  the  editorial  responsibility  implies  and  de¬ 
mands  the  utmost  patience  and  consideration  for 
Scriptor.  But  is  not  gentle  toleration  of  bores, 
whether  of  pen  or  tongue,  a  virtue  which  enti¬ 
tles  to  tlie  Seventh  Heaven  ? 

THE  EIEET  PARTICLE. 

.  A  WOBD  TO  MB.  EASY  OHAIB. 

CiiivAx-itous  courtesy  is  not  extinct.  A  fashion  (an 
unsightly  one)  to  pretend  that  it  has  passed  aw'ay  with 
other  Old-World  traditions  prevails.  But,  positively, 
the  quaint,  picturesque  old  creature  survives.  This 
conviction  induces  me,  Carolus  Cambrensis,  a  Con¬ 
tributor,  to  entertain  the  preposterous  hope  that  Mr. 
Easy  Chair  will  allow  me  a  footing  on  his  hearth-rug, 
or  that  vacant  chair  opposite  to  his  own,  that  I  may 


]om  issue  with  him  in  a  courteous  passage  of  arms,  on 
equal  terms.  The  tilting-ground  is  to  be  found  in  the 
May  number  of  Harper’s  Magazine,  and  is  entitled  “A 
word  to  Contributors.” 

Impregnable  as  Cader  Idris*  are  the  foundations  of 
the  Easy  Chair ;  incontestable  the  dictum  of  him  who 
sitteth  thereon.  Granted :  Scriptor  is  inexperienced, 
faulty,  feeble,  puerile.  Scriptor  attributes  the  inac¬ 
cessible  configuration  of  Olympian  summits  to  divine 
antagonism,  in  short,  to  “ personal  feeling.”  Scriptor, 
like  all  little  people  with  little  to  lose,  waxes  appre¬ 
hensive  of  the  loss  of  his  MS.  He  chafes  his  fretful 
soul  at  the  sublime  repose  of  Olympus;  he  adjures 
Jove  to  “go  to  the  ant;”  reminds  the  Thunderer  that 
the  early  bird  catches  the  worm.”  Scriptor  believes 
that  the  gods  have  violated  the  Constitution,  con¬ 
spired  against  him  in  the  Star-Chamber,  and  denounced 
him  without  benefit  of  clergy,  trial  by  jury,  habeas  cor¬ 
pus,  or  any  other  of  those  ingenious  resources  devised 
for  their  protection  by  an  ill-used  race. 

Sad,  though  true  !  And  absurd  enough,  till  we  look 
closely  into  the  case  of  Scriptor.  He  is  very  young. 
Aeivov  TO  Te/teiv,  O  Zeus!  Lingering  throes  of  partu¬ 
rition  still  communicate  a  sympathetic  quiver  to  that 
flaccid  brain.  Yet,  O  mighty  parent  of  Pallas,  these 
mortal  failings  do  but  obscuret  the  light  of  a  divine  in¬ 
telligence,  small  though  it  be.  The  mind,  “  that  very 
fiery  particle,”  sometimes  will  “let  itself  be  snuffed 
out  by  an  article,”  just  and  not  ungentle  though  that 
article  may  be.  “Parce,  precor,  precor,  non  sum 
qualis  eram.”  Scriptor,  the  parent  of  an  article,  an 
ode,  a  narrative,  “declined,  not  being  avaOable,”  is 
less  even,  less  in  self-control,  endurance,  dignity,  than 
poor  little  Scriptor  when  his  brain  labored  with  that 
pigmy  offspring.  He  is  puzzled,  hurt,  humiliated, 
spumed.  Perchance  with  the  poet’s  far-reaching  eye, 
in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling,  he  sees  Ganymede  by  the  chair 
of  Jupiter,  or  descries  Vulcan  limping  along  some  star¬ 
ry  space,  and  compares  ages  with  that  one,  legs  with 
this,  to  his  own  credit  On  a  sudden  the  poor  worm 
discloses  “venom  of  the  folded  snake.”  Jove,  invul¬ 
nerable,  commiserates  this  peevish  transformation,  and 
suffers  the  poor  morsel  of  animated  earth  to  return  in 
peace  to  its  pristine  nature  and  habit,  when,  perchance, 
it  yet  may  burrow  into  some  delicate  bulb,  and  suck 
thereout  no  small  advantage. 

Metaphors,  like  worms, t  Mr.  Easy  Chair,  are  obscure 
in  their  origin,  progress,  and  applicability  to  any  use¬ 
ful  end,  except  the  bUl  of  the  aforesaid  early  bird  and 
the  prehension  of  a  fish.  Nor  will  I,  for  many  more 

golden  minutes,  obscure  the  seat  of  this  opposing  chair. 

nt  again  I  crave  your  clemency,  your  patience.  If 
the  seed  decay  not,  how  shall  it  germinate  ?  If  puerUe 
Scriptor  do  not  experience  the  decomposition  of  ver¬ 
nal  vanity,  of  delusive  hopes,  and  self-conceit,  how 
shall  the  living  Author  arise  ?  Is  it  not  even  within 
the  limits  of  the  possible  that  the  fretful  puerilities  of 
Scriptor,  hurrying  his  imaginary  Pegasus  along  the 
Olympic  courae,  have  raised  a  cloud  of  dust  as  high  as 
the  front  of  Jove  himself,  and  lo  with  human  foUy  ob¬ 
scured  for  a  moment  godlike  wisdom  ? 

Do  not  reject  my  ^ea  with  a  dictum  that  the  Au¬ 
thor,  poet-like,  is  bom,  not  made.  One  I  remember 
Who  now  is  great,  then  small,  callidfi  juventa.  He  then 
held  that  baleful  theoiy  as  an  article  of  faith.  Sepa- 
rating_  himself  from  his  fellow-men  by  long  hair  and 
Bjrronic  collars  (“Oxford  gills”  were  then  “your  only 
wear”),  he  declared  himself  to  be  a  bom  Artist,  Author, 
Word-painter.  Weaving  for  himself  a  nom  de  plume 
out  of  the  several  letters  of  the  words  nabcituk  non  fit, 
he  signed  himself  “Tails  Rinnon  Tuc,”  and  became  a 
thorn  in  the  fiesh  to  buffet  editors.  Of  course  there 
existed  a  dark  “conspiracy  to  keep  him  out.”  His 
luck,  his  “  very  extraordinary  luck”  was  that  “  nothing 
he  ever  wrote  was  accepted.”  The  luckless  years  waxed 
and  waned.  So  did  the  Inconstant  moons.  The  rains 
of  deferred  hope,  disappointment,  and  vexation  fell. 
They  fell  pretty  heavily.  Thought  and  feeling,  drop- 

*  Cader  Idris,  the  chair  (or  throne)  of  Idris, 
t  To  illustrate  the  value  of  a  scrap  of  immortality 
apparently  buried  in  ephemeral  matter,  I  may  quote  a 
saying  of  Professor  Sedgewlck,  that  his  introductory 
essay  to  the  study  of  the  Paleozoic  Rocks,  when  in¬ 
troduced  to  Europe  between  the  tremendous  preface 
of  one  German  professor  and  the  no  less  portentous 
appendix  of  another,  was  “  like  a  grain  of  wheat  be¬ 
tween  two  millstones.”  Now  the  essay  is  a  classic.  Its 
prodigious  foster-parents  are  lining  ancient  trunks. 

t  A  critic  might  object  to  this  similitude  as  inapt 
To  such  a  one  I  would  suggest  his  reading  the  word 
“metaphor”  for  “worm”  m  Doctor  Johnson’s  defini¬ 
tion  of  the  piscatorial  pursuit  The  general  tenden¬ 
cy  to  play  “  the  early  bird”  with  other  authors’  meta¬ 
phors  is  too  obvious  to  require  notice. 
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ping  like  antumn  leaves  from  the  trees  onmowledge 
and  experience,  formed  a  vegetable  mould  about  and 
above  bim.  Tafts  B.  Tuc  sank  in  the  soddened  mass, 
vanished  decaved.  After  a  while  a  bright  young  au¬ 
thor  germinated,  bearing  indications  of  leaf  and  bud. 

An  editor,  somewhat  dazed  and  weary  of  the  glon- 
ous  summer  made  by  writers  high  m  the  popular  ze- 
nfth  sought  the  cool  forest  glade,  and  found  this  res- 
nwe’ction  Of  Tafts  K.  Tuc’s  very  extraordinary  luck, 
of  his  hair,  his  coUars,  of  those  buried  years,  of  those 
dreary  rains,  of  all  that  vegetable  mould,  of  the  born 
artist’s  death  and  decomposition  he  knew  nothing,  but 
guessed  much.  He  found  a  young  sapling,  vigorous 
and  sprouting.  He  transplanted  it  with  care  to  his 
well-tended  shrubbery.  He  guarded  and  fostered  its 
growth.  And  now,  Mr.  Easy  Chair,  multitudes  find 
shelter  beneath  its  spreading  branches  from  the  noon¬ 
tide  glare  of  public  life ;  find  repose  from  the  din  of 
commerce  and  of  politics ;  find  a  shadow  of  cool  reas¬ 
oning  (played  about  by  leafy  smiles  and  whispers)  from 
polemic  heat.  And  all  these  happy  loiterers  combine 
to  extol  the  wisdom  of  Jupiter,  who  discovered  in  its 
tender  infancy  this  glorious  tree,  and  rescued  it  from 
the  thousand  mischances  which  beset  a  sapling  in  that 
struggle  for  light  and  air  and  life  which  is  common 
alike  to  the  children  of  the  forest  and  the  sons  of  men. 


Mr.  Fitz  Hugh  Ludlow,  well  known  to  the 
readers  of  this  Magazine,  in  which  many  of  his 
most  brilliant  papers  have  appeared,  sends  to  the 
Easy  Chair  the  following  letter : 

New  York,  Junt  15,  1870. 

Dear  Easy  Chaih,— To-day  sailing  for  Europe,  an 
invalid,  with  ali  the  uncertainties  of  return  which  at¬ 
tend  such  a  one,  may  I  ask  to  say  through  you  a  word 
or  two,  in  parting,  to  the  class  of  our  suffering  fellow 
men  and  women  for  w'hom,  as  you  know,  I  have  spent 
a  large  part  of  my  life — all  that  part,  indeed,  which  is 
usually  the  leisure  of  a  laborious  profession  ? 

In  the  book  published  tw’O  years  since  by  the  Messrs. 
Harper,  under  title  of  “The  Opium  Habit,”  whose 
earlier  chapters  were  edited  by,  and  the  two  closing 
ones  original  with  me,  I  gave  to  die  public  as  condensed 
a  statement  as  ray  limits  made  imperative  of  the  course 
of  treatment  which  many  years’  medicai  and  scientific 
study,  together  with  an  experience  among  opium-eat¬ 
ers  scarcely  to  be  surpassed  in  extent,  had  taught  me 
was  the  safest,  quickest,  ieast  painful,  exit  from  a  heli 
over  whose  interior  penetralia  at  least  Humanity  had 
for  years  concurred  to  write,  with  a  sigh,  “Lasciate 
ogni  speranza.”  There  I  showed  the  possibility  of  a 
release,  and,  so  far  as  could  be  done  in  such  broad 
touches,  sketched  the  means.  There  I  promised  a  sal¬ 
vation  I  had  repeatedly  seen  effected,  and  accumulated 
all  the  incentives  and  encouragements  to  seek  it  w'hich 
I  knew;  but  wdth  these  1  was  obliged  to  preach  a 
Spartan— say  rather  a  Christian — courage  such  as  few 
W'omen  and  fewer  men  can  summon  to  their  aid  in  the 
protracted  agonies  of  the  contest  by  which  the  opium- 
eater  must  win  his  freedom,  even  under  the  many  pal¬ 
liating  and  relieving  circumstances  which  I  there  re¬ 
vealed.  I  had  not  then  found  what  I  confess  has  been 
one  of  my  life’s  ruling  passions— a  very  agony  of  seek¬ 
ing  to  find — any  means  of  bringing  the  habituated 
opium-eater  out  of  his  horrible  bondage,  without,  or 
comparatively  without,  pain.  Thus  far  I  had  failed  in 
my  w’restling  interrogations  of  Nature  for  the  antidote, 
the  substitute,  the  agent,  whatever  it  might  be,  by 
which  opium  might  be  so  gradually  replaced  and  erad¬ 
icated  as  to  present  the  slave,  some  bright  celestial 
morning,  with  his  manumission,  before  he  could  feel 
the  blows  which  struck  the  shackles  from  his  feet. 


I  ask  you,  dear  Easy  Chair,  to  rejoice  with  me  that, 
in  all  probability,  that  wonderful  discovery  has  now 
been  made ;  that  henceforth  the  salvation  of  the  opium- 
eater,  like  that  from  any  other  chronic  disease,  may  be 
accomplished  in  such  a  way  that  the  cure  brings  not  an 
increase  but  a  relief  of  the  original  suffering ;  that  the 
process  of  giving  to  him  his  new  self  may  now'  be  not 
a  terrible  volcanic  throe  that  tears  soul  and  body  to 
pieces,  but  a  gentle,  painless  change,  like  those  milder 
forces  of  nature  shown  in  the  progress  of  the  seasons, 
the  unbinding  of  the  frost,  the  retura  of  the  sun  and 
gentle  rains.  A  year  ago  I  was  almost  in  despair  of 
such  a  blessing ;  but  I  must  believe— must  declare— 
what  my  eyes  have  looked  upon.  _ 

I  have  had  under  my  care  a  patient  w'ho  had  been  an 
habitual  user  of  opium  for  years — whose  daily  rations 
of  morphia  had  now  reached  the  terrible  amount  of 
thirty  grains  (a  case  quite  astounding  to  minds  not  ex¬ 
perienced  among  opium-eaters,  but  having  numerous 
parallels  in  my  acquaintance) — W’ho  abandoned  the  drug 
at  once  in  its  every  form,  and  never  touched  it  again 
from  that  moment  (four  months  ago)  to  the  present  time. 

I  have  seen  him  going  on  with  his  daily  avocations,  suf¬ 
fering  no  pain  which  required  him  to  lie  down  for  a 
single  day,  feeling  no  temptation  to  seek  opiates,  al¬ 
though  he  constantly  carried  about  his  old  morphia 
powders  on  his  pereon,  and  had  made  the  un-Spartan 
resolve  to  resume  his  relief  if  the  new  experiment  for 
a  moment  failed.  He  was  expecting  anguish  all  the 
time  for  his  first  month  of  trial ;  but  it  never  came,  has 
not  come,  and  is  most  unlikely  to  come  now  that,  after 
all  these  months,  his  digestion  has  regained  its  vigor, 
his  step  its  elasticity,  his  eyes  and  cheeks  the  freshness 
of  health.  Besides  this  case  I  have  seen  numerous 
others,  when  their  various  complications  are  consider¬ 
ed,  no  less  remarkable,  and  from  many  more  have  had 
letters,  all  joyfully  unanimous  in  the  testimony  that 
their  exit  was  painlessly  accomplished,  and  that  the 
opium-craving  was  not  only  appeased,  but  quite  erad¬ 
icated,  by  the  process  of  cure.  I  have  been  compelled 
to  confess  that  the  life-long  object  of  my  search  seem¬ 
ed  most  marvelously  accomplished. 

Were  1  staying  in  this  country,  instead  of  going 
abroad  as  my  last  chance  for  life  and  health,  I  w'ould 
joyfully  continue  to  answer  the  correspondence  which 
floods  me  on  this  subject  from  all  parts  of  the  Union, 
and,  at  any  expense  to  myself,  make  known  this  salva¬ 
tion  to  the  most  sorrowful  sufferers  of  this  worid. 
Were  this  an  article,  instead  of  a  communication  re¬ 
ceiving  your  hospitality,  dear  Easy  Chair,  and  were 
Harper's  a  technical  magazine,  in  which  I  could  devel¬ 
op  the  process  of  substitution  and  elimination  by  w'hich 
this  marvelous  blessing  is  accomplished,  I  would  now 
speak  more  at  length.  It  is  now  sufficient  to  say  that 
the  discovery  is  one  which  ranks  in  importance  to  hu¬ 
man  weal  and  woe  with  vaccination,  chloroform,  or 
any  grandest  achievement  of  beneficent  science  which 
marks  an  age.  The  many  who  can  bear  me  witness 
how  willingly  I  have  responded  to  all  inquiries  for  help 
to  the  opium-eater,  by  visit  or  letter,  will  be  glad  to 
know  that  during  my  absence  such  inquirers  may  ap¬ 
ply  to  my  noble-hearted  and  philanthropic  friend,  Mr. 
Henry  Bead,  of  Lowell,  Massachusetts,  who  possesses 
aU  my  information  on  the  subject,  and  has  kindly  con¬ 
sented  to  let  me  roll  off  upon  his  shoulders  the  loving 
but  heavy  burden  of  answering  such  questions  as  might, 
if  I  staid  here,  be  addressed  to  me. 

By  letting  me  say  these  parting  words  from  your 
kindly  elevation,  my  dear  Easy  Chair,  you  will  bless 
thousands  of  sorrowful  souls,  and  send  one  away  to 
Europe  far  less  sorrowful,  because  most  hopeful,  for 
them. 

Your  frieud, 

Fitz  Htion  LunLOW. 


I'ittranj  llirarJi. 


NOVELS. 

UEEBACH  has  been  called  the  Charles 
Dickens  of  Germany,  though  with  the  least 
possible  justification,  since  between  the  vivid 
painting  from  nature  of  the  English  master  and 
the  abstruse  metaphysics,  scarcely  concealed  be¬ 
neath  the  thin  guise  of  a  romance,  of  the  Ger¬ 
man,  there  is  the  least  possible  similitude.  With 
more  accuracy  Spielhagen  might  be  described 
as  the  Walter  Scott  of  Germany.  lie  is  a  more 


dramatic  writer  hut  a  less  profound  thinker  than 
Auerbach.  His  characterization  is  not  less  clear 
and  distinct ;  his  incidents  and  groupings  are 
more  effective.  Auerbach  often  drags,  Spielha¬ 
gen  rarely.  One  must  study  Auerbach  ;  he  may 
read  Spielhagen.  In  his  last  novel.  Hammer  and 
Anvil  (Leypoldt  and  Holt),  the  drama  trenches 
on  the  melodrama ;  yet,  though  it  approximates 
dangerously  the  edge  of  the  sublime,  it  never  de¬ 
generates  into  the  ridiculous.  Professor  Lederer, 
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tlie  wild  Zehren,  his  brother  the  superintendent, 
the  gruff-voiced,  tender-liearted  warden  Siiss- 
milch,  the  grim -faced,  sooty -handed,  warm¬ 
hearted  Klaus,  and  George  Hartwig  himself,  the 
subject  of  the  autobiography,  are  all  drawn  with 
a  master’s  hand.  The  old  ruined  castle,  the  wild 
life  among  the  smugglers,  the  chase,  the  treach¬ 
ery,  the  capture,  the  escape,  and  the  conflagra¬ 
tion,  are  all  wrought  up  with  a  power  whicli  in¬ 
sensibly  reminds  the  reader  of  Walter  Scott; 
with  a  descriptive  power  less  vivid,  indeed,  but 
with  a  subtle  penetrating  analysis  of  motive  and 
feeling  superior  to  that  of  the  great  Scotch  ro¬ 
mancer.  And  the  transition  from  the  wild  life 
of  the  woods  to  the  quiet  life  of  the  prison  ren¬ 
ders  each  epoch  in  the  story  more  effective  by 
reason  of  the  contrast  between  them.  But  Spiel- 
hagen’s  romance  is  better  than  his  philosophy ; 
his  arrow  is  better  feathered  than  aimed.  He  is 
the  apostle  of  the  idea  of  liberty,  but  of  liberty  in 
its  most  absolute  and  unlimited  sense — of  liberty 
as  that  word  is  interpreted  by  a  Gennan  radical. 
So  long  as  he  confines  himself  to  inculcating,  as 
in  “The  Hohensteins,  ”  political  freedom,  he  car¬ 
ries  with  him  our  sympathies,  though  not  always 
our  judgment,  nor  are  we  at  all  satisfied  that  the 
House  of  Hohenstein  fairly  represents  the  aris¬ 
tocracy  of  Germany,  or  Wolfgang  and  Peter  the 
common  people.  But  when  he  comes  to  teach — 
as  he  does,  impliedly,  in  “Problematic  Charac¬ 
ters”  and  its  sequel — that  marriage  is  also  des¬ 
potism,  and  that  one  should  be  free  to  follow  the 
course  of  his  unchecked  passions  ;  or,  as  he  does 
in  “Hammer  and  Anvil,”  that  the  inmates  of 
the  prisons  are  unfortunate  rather  than  guilty 
persons,  and  throws  a  halo  of  glory  around  the 
wild  life  of  smuggling  and  freebooting,  he  writes 
more  of  a  declaration  of  independence  than  we 
are  prepared  to  assent  to.  It  is  true  that  the 
wild  Zehren  is  killed,  his  daughter  elopes,  his 
castle  is  burned  to  the  ground,  and  young  George 
Hartwig  escapes  capture  only  to  suixender  him¬ 
self  to  the  authorities  ;  but,  despite  this  series 
of  misfortunes,  the  sympathies  of  the  reader  are 
enlisted  for  the  runaway  boy,  and  against  his 
stupid  dolt  of  a  teacher  and  his  inflexible  old 
Roman  of  a  father;  and  the  moral  influence  of 
a  story  depends  not  upon  the  fate  which  over¬ 
takes  its  characters,  but  upon  the  sympathies 
which  are  awakened  in  the  reader’s  breast  by  the 
story  of  their  lives.  We  should  abhor  Bill  Sykes 
if  he  had  escaped,  and  Old  Pagin  if  he  had  been 
acquitted  on  the  ground  of  “moral  insanity,” 
just  as  much  as  we  do  now ;  while  the  pitiful  fate 
of  the  betrayed  Malte  von  Zehren  enlists  our  sym¬ 
pathies  for  one  whose  crimes  we  forget  in  the  story 
of  his  misfortunes.  Old  novel-readers  will  find 
much  entertainment  and  no  harm  from  “Ham¬ 
mer  and  Anvil,”  but  it  is  not  a  book  for  boys — a 
verdict  from  which  we  are  not  swerved  by  some  ad¬ 
mirable  passages  of  genuine  Christian  philosophy. 

As  we  took  up  Charles  Reade’s  last  novel. 
Put  Yourself  in  his  Place^  as  a  companion  to  an 
otherwise  solitary  dinner,  the  friendly  waiter  who 
attended  us  remarked,  by  way  of  opening  a  con¬ 
versation,  “That  novel’s  all  the  rage.  Sir;  all 
the  gentlemens  and  ladies  has  it.  Sir ;”  and  so,  in 
fact,  we  found  on  looking  round  tjie  steamboat 
on  which  we  were  traveling.  Nor,  on  opening 
the  book,  were  we  surprised  to  find  it  popular. 
It  is  never  easy,  having  taken  up  any  one  of 
Charles  Reade’s  novels,  to  lay  it  down  unfinish¬ 


ed,  though  you  often  chide  yourself  for  submit¬ 
ting  to  its  singular  fascination.  This  you  may 
read  without  self-condemnation.  There  is  a  pur¬ 
pose  in  it,  a  strike  against  “strikes,”  though  the 
purpose  seiwes  the  no\-el,  not  the  novel  the  pur¬ 
pose.  It  is  sensational,  of  course ;  every  thing 
Charles  Reade  writes  is  so.  The  incidents  are 
quite  impossible ;  but  the  heroism  is  not  the 
mock-heroic.  In  this  it  differs  from  “Eoul  Play,  ” 
as  in  its  touches  of  genuine  and  pure  sentiment 
it  differs  from  “Griffith  Gaunt.”  We  laid  the 
book  down  with  the  conviction  that,  though  it 
could  not  rank  by  the  side  of  “Edwin  Drood,” 
or  even  “Lothair,”  it  deserved  its  popularity — 
was,  at  all  events,  the  best  product  thus  far  of 
Charles  Reade’s  pen.  Harper  and  Brothers  is¬ 
sue  it  in  three  editions,  all  fully  illustrated. 

Only  a  Girl  (J.  B.  Lippincott  and  Co.)  is  an 
old  story  newly  told.  It  is  a  book  in  every  re¬ 
spect  the  opposite  of  the  sensational — depends 
wholly  for  its  interest  on  delicacies  of  color  and 
drawing  that  can  not  be  represented  by  any  cri¬ 
tique,  nor  even  by  any  extracts  that  are  not  vo¬ 
luminous.  It  is  from  the  German  of  Wilhel- 
MINA  VON  Hilleen,  and  is  full  of  German 
quaintnesses,  without  being  obscured  by  German 
mysticism. — In  the  Vicar  of  Bullliampton  (Har¬ 
per  and  Brothers)  Mr.  Trollope’s  invariable  he¬ 
roine  plays  off  one  lover  against  anotherin  the  usu¬ 
al  Trollope  style,  through  three  hundred  pages  of 
wbat  is  called  romance,  probably  for  the  all-suffi¬ 
cient  reason  that  it  contains  neither  history  nor 
philosophy  nor  poetiy  enough  to  give  it  a  right 
of  classification  any  where  else.- — The  opening 
pages  of  Breezie  Langton  (D.  Appleton  and  Co.) 
are  so  full  of  slang,  both  masculine  and  feminine, 
that  we  were  unable  to  penetrate  further  than 
the  fourth  chapter. — D.  Appleton  and  Co.,  who 
publish  the  last  three  mentioned  books,  con¬ 
tinue  their  edition  of  Grace  Aguilar’s  works, 
by  the  publication  of  Woman's  Priendshiq},  and 
Home  Scenes  and  Heart  Studies,  the  latter  a  col¬ 
lection  of  short  stories  good  for  Sunday  reading, 
a  kind  of  literature  which  is  not  too  common. — 
We  have  three  historical  novels:  Antonia,  by 
Geoege  Sand  (Koberts  and  Brothers),  a  tale  of 
the  last  days  of  Louis  XVI. ,  in  which  histoiy  is 
quite  subordinate  to  romance,  and  romance  is  the 
instrument  of  inculcating  a  semi-socialistic  phi¬ 
losophy  ;  the  Caged  Lion,  by  Miss  C.  M.  Yonge 
(D.  Appleton  and  Co.),  a  story  of  the  times  of 
James  I.  of  Scotland,  woven  of  double  sets  of 
threads,  half  romance,  half  histoiy,  with  a  charm¬ 
ingly  frank  and  simple  confession  in  the  preface, 
which  enables  the  reader  to  unravel  the  whole 
pattern,  and  say  with  precision  what  is  real  and 
what  is  imaginary ;  and  Miss  Mohlbach’s  Queen 
Hortense  (D.  Appleton  and  Co.),  which  is,  after 
all,  only  a  history  with  a  little  imaginative  filling 
in,  but  certainly  not  enough  to  make  the  drafts 
on  the  imagination  very  severe.  Historical  nov¬ 
els,  as  Miss  Muhlbach  writes  them,  are  a  novelty 
in  literature,  being,  in  fact,  novels  without  im¬ 
agination,  and  history  without  facts.- — Almost 
simultaneously  -with  the  publication  of  Miss  Muhl- 
bach’s  novel,  “Queen  Hortense,”  the  Harpers  is¬ 
sue,  as  an  addition  to  their  “  Red  Histories,”  the 
romantic  story  of  the  same  queen,  from  the  pen 
of  John  y.  C.  Abbott. — Driven  to  Sea  (IL  B. 
Fuller),  neither  a  novel  nor  a  juvenile,  but 
half-way  betiveen  the  two,  is  neither  very  fresh 
in  design,  nor  very  striking  in  execution,  nor 
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very  healthful  in  its  influence  on  the  “boys  of 
the  period,”  who  do  not  need  to  be  taught  that 
it  is  a  glorious  thing  to  get  up  a  rebellion  against 
home  authority,  and  run  away  when  it  gets  too 
strong  for  them. 

EELIGIOUS  AND  PDILOSOPHICAL. 

PnoFESSOK  Cockee’s  work  on  Christianity  and 
Greek  Philosophy  (Harper  and  Brothers),  some¬ 
what  inadequately  described  by  him  as  a  treatise 
on  the  “relations  between  spontaneous  and  re¬ 
flective  thought  in  Greece  and  the  positive  teach¬ 
ing  of  Christ  and  his  Apostles,”  is  the  work  of 
an  original  and  independent,  but  not  audacious 
thinker,  and  is  written  in  a  style  whose  clearness 
of  expression  almost  rivals  that  of  Sir  William 
Hamilton.  The  ordinary  estimates  of  Grecian 
religious  philosophy  are  of  two  veiy  opposite  ex¬ 
tremes  :  that  of  the  half  heathen  scholars  who 
attribute  all  that  is  admirable  in  Christianity  to 
Greece ;  and  that  of  the  over-religious  dogmatists 
who  imagine  that  they  honor  the  teachings  of  the 
Bible  by  endeavoring  to  demonstrate  that  no 
people  ever  possessed  any  glimmer  of  light  or 
truth  except  such  as  they  derived  from  its  pages. 
We  are  assured,  on  the  one  hand,  that  the  father¬ 
hood  of  God  which  Christ  revealed  he  borrowed 
from  the  philosophy  of  heathenism ;  and,  on  the 
other,  that  such  notions  of  a  God  as  the  poor 
heathen  Greeks  possessed  they  obtained  alone  by 
traditions  handed  down  to  them  from  Hebrew 
sources.  Professor  Cocker  holds  a  middle  ground 
between  these  two  views  of  the  origin  of  religious 
truth — a  ground  which  he  expresses  in  the  fol¬ 
lowing  thesis :  ‘  ‘  The  universal  phenomenon  of 
religion  has  originated  in  the  a  priori  appercep¬ 
tions  of  reason  and  the  natural  instinctive  feel¬ 
ings  of  the  heart,  which,  from  age  to  age,  have 
been  vitalized,  unfolded,  and  perfected  by  super¬ 
natural  communication  and  testamentary  revela¬ 
tions.  ”  This  thesis  may  perhaps  be  regarded  as 
the  text  of  his  book,  which  is  by  no  means  de¬ 
voted  to  a  study  of  Greek  religion,  but  which 
also  compares  with  it  the  various  theories  of  the 
origin  of  religious  belief  as  exhibited  by  modern 
authors ;  and  in  the  comparison  discusses  at  con¬ 
siderable  length  some  of  the  chief  religious  prob¬ 
lems  of  the  present  day.  His  work  will  probably 
find  its  principal  readers  among  scholars  ;  and  it 
is  written,  certainly,  alone  for  those  who  are  ac¬ 
customed  to  think  while  they  read,  and  to  read 
for  the  purpose  of  stimulating  thought.  Never¬ 
theless  it  does  not  assume,  but  affords  a  knowl¬ 
edge  of  Greek  philosophy,  and,  apart  from  its 
value  as  a  contribution  to  theology,  will  prove 
useful  as  a  reminder  to  scholars  and  a  compend¬ 
ium  to  others  of  so  much  of  Greek  philosophy  as 
bears  upon  the  doctrines  of  the  Christian  religion. 
The  author  gives  evidence  of  that  kind  of  learn¬ 
ing  which  comes  from  long  familiarity  with  a  sub¬ 
ject,  and  which  no  process  of  “cramming”  can 
supply ;  of  a  learning,  too,  which,  like  that  of  Sir 
William  Hamilton,  is  thoroughly  digested,  and 
quickens  instead  of  impedes  his  own  independent 
thought-power.  We  welcome  his  work  as  a 
valuable  and  permanent  addition  to  American 
philosophical  thought. 

Erom  the  political  discussions  of  the  daily 
press,  always  partisan  and  often  personal — from 
the  debates  of  astute  senators  rarely  able  to  rise 
above  a  discussion  of  party  platforms,  and  avow¬ 
edly  more  anxious  to  secure  or  to  retain  the  su¬ 


premacy  of  their  party  than  to  ascertain  sound 
political  principles  or  to  administer  the  affaii's 
of  government  upon  them — it  is  refreshing  to 
turn  to  such  a  book  as  The  Nation,  by  E.  Mul- 
FOED  (Hurd  and  Houghton),  which  resolutely 
leaves  unmentioned  the  transitory  political  issues 
of  the  day  for  a  thorough,  a  clear,  and  a  compre¬ 
hensive  discussion  of  the  great  principles  which 
underlie — or,  rather,  which  should  underlie — all 
national  life.  What  is  a  nation,  what  its  true 
origin,  what  the  source  of  its  authority,  what  the 
relation  of  the  people  to  the  territory  they  oc¬ 
cupy,  what  the  basis  of  individual  rights,  what 
the  gi-ound  of  national  sovereignty — these  are 
some  of  the  problems  to  which  the  author  has 
brought  a  rare  combination  of  talents,  wide  and 
varied  reading,  a  strong  and  acute  mind,  a  clear 
but  condensed  style,  and  a  warmth  of  earnest 
patriotism  foreign  to  most  treatises  on  political 
science.  The  nation,  according  to  Mi-.  Mulford, 
is  neither  a  necessary  evil,  nor  an  historical  acci¬ 
dent,  nor  a  jural  society,  nor  an  economic  socie¬ 
ty,  but  a  conscious  moral  organism  ;  its  origin  is 
not  in  the  might  of  the  strongest,  nor  in  the  so¬ 
cial  instincts  of  humanity,  nor  in  an  imaginary 
social  compact,  nor  in  the  false  motto  Vox  populi 
vox  Dei,  but  in  the  ordination  of  God,  who,  from 
the  beginning,  has  set  men  not  only  in  families 
but  in  governments ;  the  right  of  property  rests 
neither  on  immemorial  possession  nor  on  the  ac¬ 
quisitions  of  labor,  but  on  the  fact  that  it  is  an 
endowment  of  God  for  the  better  fulfillment  of 
the  individual  mission,  for  which  pui-pose  alone 
one  has  any  real  right  to  hold  any  property. 
Such  are  some  of  the  positions  which  the  author 
maintains  with  vigor — positions  which  may  serve 
to  illustrate  at  once  the  thoroughness  of  his  treat¬ 
ment  and  the  religiousness  of  his  spirit.  Avow¬ 
edly  a  birth  of  the  civil  war,  his  book  deserves, 
far  above  any  thing  in  our  literature,  to  be  ac¬ 
cepted  as  the  expression  of  the  American  idea 
of  nationality,  and  to  be  made  the  text-book  of 
instruction  in  the  fundamental  principles  of  po¬ 
litical  science  in  our  institutions  of  learning.  Its 
appearance  is  the  first  and  strongest  indication 
that  we  have  seen,  though  by  no  means  the  only 
one,  of  a  tendency  toward  a  reaction  from  the 
dominion  of  trading  politicians,  and  a  restoration 
of  something  like  statesmanship  founded  on  prin¬ 
ciple.  A  striking  illustration  of  the  author’s  in¬ 
dependence  of  all  partisan  relations  is  afforded 
by  his  twelfth  chapter,  in  which  he  maintains,  on 
the  one  hand,  that  the  right  of  suffrage  is  a  natu¬ 
ral  right,  inherent  in  every  member  of  the  nation 
who  is  a  person  (impliedly  male  or  female),  irre¬ 
spective  of  property  or  literary  qualifications; 
and  that,  on  the  other  hand,  while  “the  Repub¬ 
lic  is  indeed  to  welcome  the  stricken  and  op¬ 
pressed  for  conscience  sake  out  of  every  land, 
and  is  to  be  as  the  city  whose  gates  are  open  by 
night  and  by  day,  and  not  the  least  among  its 
titles  is  that  of  the  home  of  the  pilgrim,”  yet  to 
“admit  to  immediate  representation  whoever 
may  come  to  its  shores,  who  have  no  conscious¬ 
ness  of  the  aim  and  destination  of  the  nation, 
and  no  participation  in  its  political  spirit,”  is 
“no  more  just  than  to  refer  the  decision  as  to 
the  direction  of  a  house  or  the  disposal  of  an  in¬ 
heritance  to  some  transient  guest  who  may  come 
to  lodge  overnight  or  take  shelter  in  a  storm.” 
Mr.  Mulford’s  analogy  is  at  fault  as  regards  our 
adopted  citizens,  who  come  not  to  lodge  over- 
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night,  but  to  become  members  of  the  household ; 
but  we  admire  the  intellectual  independence  of 
the  man  who  wields  so  keen  a  sword  with  a  dou¬ 
ble  edge  that  strikes  against  all  parties  with  im¬ 
partiality  and  with  neither  fear  nor  favor,  except 
the  fear  of  being  false  to  his  own  principles  and 
his  own  convictions. 

We  have  now,  in  The  Forty  Days  after  Our 
Lord’s  Resurrection,  the  sixth  and  closing  vol¬ 
ume  of  Dr.  Hanna’s  “Life  of  Our  Lord”  (Rob¬ 
ert  Carter  and  Brothers).  The  life  of  Christ  has 
been  made  the  text  for  so  much  irreverent  criti¬ 
cism,  and  for  so  much  of  irrelevant  dogmatizing 
—it  has  been  so  customarily  written  with  a  con¬ 
troversial  purpose,  and  so  rarely  by  an  unpreju¬ 
diced  pen,  that  we  gladly  welcome  such  a  work 
as  this  for  the  spirit  which  imbues  it.  We  are 
not  surprised,  comparing  it  with  the  absurd  ro¬ 
mancing  of  Renan,  and  the  laborious  mysticism 
of  Lange,  and  the  ecclesiasticism  and  wordy  de¬ 
votion  of  Ellicott,  that  it  has  received  the  high¬ 
est  encomiums  from  the  English  press.  And  yet, 
despite  its  charmingly  simple,  though  never  brill¬ 
iant  style  —  despite  its  tender  and  reverentially 
affectionate  tone — despite  its  freedom  from  all 
parade  and  pedantry  of  learning,  and  its  rigid 
excision  of  all  critical  discussion — despite,  too, 
some  very  pleasant  and,  on  the  whole,  profitable 
homilies,  in  which  the  author  never  hesitates  to 
indulge  on  occasion — we  have  laid  down  with 
disappointment  the  work  which  we  took  up  with 
great  expectations. 

A  true  life  of  Christ  must  throw  some  light  on 
either  His  inner  or  His  outer  life — that  is,  it  must 
either  give  some  new  and  fresh  conception  of  His 
chai'acter  and  His  teaching,  as  did  the  author  of 
“Ecce  Homo,”  or  it  must  interpret  both,  by  giv¬ 
ing  the  reader  a  picture  of  the  manners  and 
customs  of  the  age  in  which  Christ  lived,  as  Mr. 
Abbott  has  done  in  his  “Jesus  of  Nazareth.” 
A  critical  defense  of  Christianity,  like  Neander’s 
work,  is  not  a  true  life,  though  it  may  be  in  form 
a  chronological  narrative ;  neither  is  a  series  of 
homilies,  however  admirable,  though  they  may 
be  based  on  a  harmony  of  the  Gospels.  Dr.  Han¬ 
na  has  not,  we  think,  written  either  the  inner  oi 
the  outer  life  of  Christ.  He  throws  very  httle 
light  on  the  latter.  We  turn  to  the  account  of 
the  trial.  There  is  little  or  no  information  con¬ 
cerning  the  forms  of  Jewish  procedure.  We  turn 
to  the  story  of  the  marriage  in  Cana.  There 
is  no  graphic  portraiture  of  the  Jewish  wedding 
ceremony.  There  is  very  little  of  history  in  the 
narrative  which  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  Gospels 
themselves — almost  nothing  which  is  not  to  be 
found  in  the  ordinary  commentaries.  Nor  is 
there  any  remarkable  subtilty  of  insight  display¬ 
ed  in  his  interpretation  of  doctrine  and  his  read¬ 
ing  of  character.  There  is  but  a  very  slight  at¬ 
tempt  to  portray  in  any  fullness  the  experience, 
of  either  the  temptation  or  the  agony  in  the  gar¬ 
den.  The  characterization  of  Judas  is  borrow¬ 
ed  almost  directly  from  the  commentary  of  Dr. 
Adam  Clarke,  and  is,  if  possible,  less  true  to  na¬ 
ture  and  the  facts  of  history  than  even  the  com¬ 
mon  and  superficial  estimate  of  the  traitor’s  sin¬ 
gularly  contradictory  and  enigmatical  conduct ; 
and  as  little  attempt  is  made  to  measure  the  al¬ 
most  equally  enigmatical  character  of  Pilate  as 
is  made  by  the  evangelists  themselves.  In  fact, 
the  title  of  Dr.  Hanna’s  work  is  misleading.  It 
is  not  a  life  of  Christ.  It  was  not  written  as  a 


book,  but  was  originally  composed  and  delivered 
as  a  course  of  lectures  to  the  author’s  congrega¬ 
tion.  As  a  history,  it  is  entitled  to  no  very  high 
rank.  As  a  series  of  practical  discourses  on  the 
life  of  Christ,  it  affords  an  admirable  illustration 
of  homiletical  preaching. 

President  M'Cosh,  in  his  text-book  of  logic, 
The  Laws  of  Discursive  Thought  (Robert  Carter 
and  Brothers),  has  undertaken  to  fulfill  the  wish 
he  expressed  in  1868  for  an  “  improved  logic, 
founded  on  that  of  Aristotle,  of  the  scholastics, 
and  the  various  technical  works  of  the  seven¬ 
teenth  century,  embracing  all  that  is  valuable  in 
the  Kantian  and  Hamiltonian  reformation,  but 
with  a  freshness  and  adaptation  to  the  thought 
of  the  age,  like  the  ‘  Logic’  of  Whately.  ”  Tlie 
task  of  mediating  between  the  old  and  the  new 
peculiarly  fits  both  his  learning  and  his  general 
tendencies  of  thought.  Nothing  delights  him  so 
well  as  to  construct  one  perfect  fabric  out  of  the 
materials  of  two  imperfect  ones ;  or  to  defeat  an 
enemy,  not  by  destroying  utterly  his  stores  and 
magazines,  but  by  stealing  away  what  is  really 
valuable  in  them  and  filling  therewith  the  vacant 
chambers  of  his  own  citadel.  This  habit  of 
thought  brings  some  personal  disadvantages. 
He  who  learns  from  the  enemy  exposes  himself 
'to  being  called  a  traitor  by  the  warriors  of  his 
party.  Instead  of  seeing  both  sides  lay  down 
their  arms  and  flock  to  his  standard,  he  is  likely 
to  find  himself  between  two  fires.  But  by  this 
method  only  can  any  branch  of  philosophy  be¬ 
come  complete  and  symmetrical.  Nearly  half 
the  book  is  devoted  to  “The  Notion.”  From 
the  thorough  investigation  of  this  preliminary 
jjart  of  logic  arise  most  of  the  pecuharities  as 
well  as  the  chief  value  of  the  treatise.  Some¬ 
times  there  is  confusion  of  thought,  but  in  gen¬ 
eral  the  author  is  very  clear,  and  some  of  his 
distinctions  and  suggestions  are  valuable  addi¬ 
tions  to  the  science  of  which  he  writes.  He  is 
occasionally  drawn  too  far  one  side  by  extrane¬ 
ous  metaphysics.  Wide  awake  to  the  questions 
of  the  hour,  as  witness  the  implied  plea  for  civil 
service  reform,  he  somewhat  too  abundantly  im¬ 
proves  the  opportunities  which  such  a  work  af¬ 
fords  for  ethical  and  theological  suggestions, 
though  in  the  main  to  a  wholesome  purpose. 
His  book  abounds  with  practical  illustrations, 
which  relieve  the  subject  from  its  proverbial 
dryness,  though  they  do  not  always  throw  any 
light  upon  the  topic  under  discussion  ;  and  a 
certain  lack  of  orderly  arrangement  leaves  upon 
our  mind  the  suspicion  that  while  the  idea  of  the 
book  is  the  result  of  long  investigation  in  a  favor¬ 
ite  field,  its  execution  has  been  the  work  either  of 
impatient  haste  or  of  odd  moments  snatched  from 
more  engrossing  cares. 

TRAVELS. 

Dr.  Speer’s  work.  The  Oldest  and  the  New¬ 
est  Empire:  China  and  the  United  Slates  (S.  S. 
Scranton  and  Co.,  Hartford),  can  hardly  be  call¬ 
ed  a  book  of  travels,  though  it  is  written  by  one 
who,  as  a  missionary  of  the  Presbyterian  Church 
both  to  China  and  to  the  Chinese  in  California, 
has  had  peculiar  personal  facilities  for  studying 
his  theme,  and  has  improved  them.  It  is,  how¬ 
ever,  in  no  sense  a  record  of  personal  experiences, 
but  a  clear,  comprehensive,  and  systematic  treat¬ 
ise  concerning  a  people  whose  influence  on  the 
destinies  of  this  continent  promises  to  be  vastly 
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greater  than  that  of  the  African  himself.  Dr. 
Speer  gives,  first,  an  account  of  China  and  Chi¬ 
nese  life ;  next,  a  history  of  China  from  the  pa¬ 
triarchal  age  to  the  present  day;  next,  some 
chapters  devoted  to  an  account  of  the  character 
of  the  Chinese  as  immigrants  and  laborers,  with 
a  somewhat  too  eulogistic  description  of  their 
government ;  and,  finally,  a  discussion  of  certain 
aspects  of  the  Chinese  question,  and  a  prophecy 
of  the  Chinese  future.  There  are  few  writers 
who  have  had  better  facilities  for  studying  the 
character  and  institutions  of  the  Chinese  than 
Dr.  Speer.  His  work  may  be  regarded  as  an 
authority.  In  style  it  is  rather  bald  and  ency¬ 
clopedic,  but  in  real  information  it  is  both  rich 
and  reliable.  To  steer  between  wholesale  con¬ 
demnation  and  wholesale  eulogy  of  John  China¬ 
man  seems  just  now  a  pretty  difficult  matter — 
a  literary  navigation  which,  on  the  whole.  Dr. 
Speer  has  succeeded  in  accomplishing.  He  has 
fallen,  however,  into  the  common  error  of  meas¬ 
uring  the  government  of  the  Celestial  Empire  by 
its  paper  constitution.  Is  the  municipal  charac¬ 
ter  of  New  York  city  to  be  judged  by  a  perusal 
of  its  charter  ?  It  is  far  from  being  practically 
true  that  “the  people  are  not  subjects  to  be  ruled 
by  fear,  but  children  to  be  inspired  and  controlled 
by  affection  and  gratitude.”  This  pleasant  pa-- 
ternal  fiction  is,  indeed,  the  “theory  of  imperial 
power”  in  China,  as  it  is  in  Europe.  But  there 
is,  perhaps,  no  despotism  in  any  civilized  coun¬ 
try  administered  more  remorselessly,  no  country 
where  there  are  so  many  petty  and  irresponsible 
tyrants.  As  little  is  it' true  that  “the  founda¬ 
tion  of  all  prefei-ment  is  planted  upon  educa¬ 
tion;”  quite  as  little  as  that,  in  America,  it  is 
founded  upon  virtue  and  recognized  capacity. 

A  government  nominally  of  schoolmasters  and 
pedagogues,  its  offices  are  really  farmed  out  to 
the  highest  bidder.  The  competitive  examina¬ 
tion  is  one  of  purses.  And  as  there  is  no  gov¬ 
ernment  more  locally  despotic,  so  there  are  few 
or  none,  except,  perhaps,  that  of  Eussia,  more 
personally  corrupt.  To  sell  justice  is  at  least 
regarded  as  disreputable  in  America.  In  China, 
on  the  contrary,  public  opinion  only  condemns 
that  mandarin  who  does  not  adhere  to  his  bar¬ 
gain.  ^  In  short,  a  nation  w  ithout  faith  in  God  or 
hope  in  a  future  is  a  nation  without  a  conscience ; 
and  the  intelligence  of  China  is  atheistic.  If, 
however,  Dr.  Speer  falls  into  the  charitable  error 
of  a  too  lenient  judgment,  it  is  a  kindly  one,  and 
nations,  as  well  as  individuals,  can  better  afford 
to  think  too  well  than  too  ill  of  their  neighbors. 
We  cordially  recommend  his  treatise  as  of  real  ^ 
value  to  all  students  of  the  Chinese  problem. 

A  thoroughly  genial,  kindly,  pleasant,  reada¬ 
ble  book  is  Han.s  Christian  Andersen’s  Spain 
and  Portugal,  the  fourth  volume  in  Hurd  and  : 
Houghton’s  very  neat  and  tasteful  edition  of  his  • 
works.  There  is  just  that  flavor  of  romance  and  * 
chivalry  in  Spanish  history  and  Spanish  charac-  ' 
ter  to  awaken  the  quiet  enthusiasm  of  this  kind¬ 
liest  of  writers,  just  that  poetic  element  in  his  i 
character  which  seizes  and  portrays  the  bright  : 
side  of  that  land  of  chivalry  and  dreams.  That  i 
he  hardly  sees  its  darker  side,  or,  seeing,  passes  ' 
it  by  in  silence,  is  little  ground  of  criticism.  One 
would  hardly  go  to  Hans  Christian  Andersen  to  : 
get  a  complete  analysis  of  the  most  contradict¬ 
ory  character  in  history,  as  the  character  of  the  : 
Spaniard  is.  And  one  could,  perhaps,  find  no¬ 


where  in  literature  so  appreciatingly  portrayed 
■  that  side  of  it  w'hich  we  practical  Americans 
rarely  perceive,  which,  indeed,  we  are  hardly  ca¬ 
pable  of  appreciating,  except  as  it  is  intei-preted 
to  us. 

Hepworth  Dixon  is  not  altogether  a  trust¬ 
worthy  writer,  and,  on  any  disputed  point  in  his¬ 
tory  or  geography,  there  are  a  good  many  writ¬ 
ers  whose  testimony  we  would  rather  take  than 
his.  But  there  are  not  a  great  many  tourists, 
if  there  are  any,  who  write  a  more  genial  and 
entertaining  book  of  travels ;  and  there  is  nothing 
of  that  kind  of  literature  more  agreeable  for  sum¬ 
mer  reading  than  Hepworth  Dixon’s  Free  Eus¬ 
sia  (Harper  and  Brothers).  Professional  book¬ 
maker  as  he  is,  he  has  at  least  the  conscience  to 
visit  the  lands  he  writes  about.  His  visits  are 
flying  visits.  He  sees  the  surface  of  things ;  and 
neither  has  the  intellect  nor  the  time  to  study 
deeply  the  social  problems  on  which  he  some¬ 
times  writes  fluently,  but  never  profoundly.  If 
any  one,  therefore,  takes  up  a  work  from  his  pen 
under  the  expectation  of  finding  in  it  what  one 
poor  misguided  critic  seems  to  have  anticipa¬ 
ted,  a  more  careful  study  of  Eussian  civilization 
than  in  a  parliamentary  blue-book,  which  it  is 
safe  to  say  no  other  American  reader  but  the 
"  critic  has  read  or  will  care  to  read,  he  will  be, 
like  the  critic,  disappointed.  But  if  he  fancies 
a  summer  trip  of  three  months  through  Eussia — 
if  he  wants  to  see  what  can  be  seen  by  a  keen 
pair  of  eyes  from  railroad  cars  and  steamboat 
decks  and  hotel  window's,  and  in  convents  and 
churches,  and  on  farms  and  in  villages,  by  such 
a  tourist — he  will  have  to  go  far  to  find  a  more 
genial,  agreeable,  entertaining  traveling  compan¬ 
ion  than  Hepworth  Dixon.  The  reader  who 
wants  to  study  Eussia  will  have  to  look  to  some 
other  teacher.  The  man  who  wants  to  read  an 
entertaining  book  about  Eussia,  with  the  assur¬ 
ance  that  he  will  get  quite  as  good  and  true  an 
idea  of  Eussian  life  as  he  could  get  by  a  three 
months’  personal  visit,  can  find  no  better  book 
than  this  gossipy  series  of  sketches  of  travel ;  as 
entertaining  as  a  story,  and  as  trust-W'orthy  as 
most  books  of  travel. 

We  have  already  given  our  readers,  in  the  Juno 
number  of  the  Magazine,  a  fuller  account  of  the 
Rob  Roy  on  the  Jordan  (Harper  and  Brothers), 
and  a  better  idea  of  the  most  fascinating  book  of 
travels  of  the  season,  than  we  can  do  in  a  brief 
critique  here.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  it  is  a 
book  of  wild  and  singular  adventure.  Through 
countries  where  men  travel  only  in  caravans  and 
companies,  and  then  not  too  safely,  Mr.  JIac- 
GREGOR  goes  alone.  Through  w'aters  w'hich  no 
boat  ever  touched  before  Mr.  Macgregor  takes 
his  inseparable  compagnon  de  voyage,  his  pet  ca¬ 
noe.  He  plunges  through  boiling  torrents  choked 
,with  stones  and  fallen  trees.  He  watches  on  the 
Ateibeh  Marsh  and  the  Hijaneh  Lake  against 
wild-boars,  one  crunch  of  whose  jaws  would  have 
finished  both  the  sailor  and  his  fragile  boat.  He 
defies  the  Arabs,  who  chase  him  more  than  once 
in  vain,  and  escapes  them  by  an  ingenious  strat¬ 
agem  when  made  a  prisoner.  To-day  he  runs  a 
blockade  of  Arab  swimmers ;  to-morrow  he  runs 
through  a  group  of  buffaloes ;  one  day  finds  him 
navigating  in  gorges  where  a  single  misjudgment 
W'ould  dash  his  boat  in  a  hundred  pieces  on  the 
rocks  through  which  the  angry  torrent  hastens 
toward  its  outlet ;  another  sees  him  entangled 


EDITOE’'S  LITEEAEY  EECOED. 


4G3 


amidst  an  almost  impenetrable  net-work  of  papy¬ 
rus  ;  now  he  courts  the  dangers  of  a  morass 
whose  solitude  has  terrors  even  for  the  invincible 
Arab ;  now  he  confronts  the  greater  dangers  of 
an  Arab  mob.  His  courage  is  dauntless,  his  love 
of  adventure  a  passion,  and  his  book,  or  books 
(for  this  is  his  fourth,  but,  in  all  respects,  most 
remarkable  tour),  constitute  a  novelty  in  the  lit¬ 
erature  of  travel. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Professoe  March’s  Grammar  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  Language  (Harper  and  Brothers)  is  a  val¬ 
uable  addition  to  the  science  of  philology.  In  it 
he  illustrates  the  forms  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  by 
those  of  the  Sanscrit,  Greek,  Latin,  Gothic,  Old 
Saxon,  Old  Friesic,  Old  Norse,  and  Old  High 
German.  Beyond  all  question  the  terse  forms 
of  the  Anglo-Saxon  element*  afford  the  most  po¬ 
tent  words  and  phrases  for  popular  address.  In 
the  increasing  demand  for  compression  in  speech 
and  article  the  sonorous  eloquence  of  a  Pitt  would 
find  far  smaller  audiences  than  in  his  own  day. 
We  should  be  glad  to  see  other  colleges  follow¬ 
ing  the  example  of  Lafayette,  which  has  endow¬ 
ed  a  professorship  of  the  English  Language,  and 
other  professors  following  the  example  of  Pro¬ 
fessor  March,  who,  in  teaching  the  English  lan¬ 
guage,  exhibits  it  in  its  root  forms.  Mr.  March’s 
book  has  rendered  comparatively  simple  what 
was  before  really  an  impossibility — the  study  of 
the  most  important  element  in  our  native  tongue. 
In  its  department  his  treatise  is  not  only  without 
a  peer  ;  it  is  without  a  competitor. 

Dante  Gabriel  Eosetti  is,  as  his  name  in¬ 
dicates,  an  Italian  by  descent,  though  an  English¬ 
man  hy  birth.  He  is  known  chiefly  to  the  En¬ 
glish  public  by  his  brush,  and  yet  even  as  an  art¬ 
ist  he  has  painted  only  for  the  select  few.  In 
the  pre-Eaphaelite  movement  he  took  an  active, 
though  not  a  prominent  part,  and  outside  of  art¬ 
istic  circles  is  less  known  than  either  of  his  com¬ 
panions,  Millais  and  Holman  Hunt.  In  litera¬ 
ture  he  has  hitherto  been  chiefly  known  by  a 
book  of  translations,  and  some  fugitive  pieces. 
For  a  long  time  he  has  promised  what  at  length 
he  has  issued,  a  volume  of  Poems,  republished  in 
this  country  by  Eoberts  Brothers.  They  are,  in 
a  word,  Italian  love-songs  in  English  verse.  As 
such  we  can  neither  award  them  a  warm  wel¬ 
come  nor  accord  them  a  high  place.  That  both 
are  given  to  him  we  do  not  wonder,  for  Eosetti 
is  emphatically  a  “poet  of  the  period.”  His 
very  vices  enhance  his  popularity.  The  sensual¬ 
ism  of  Lord  Byron  no  longer  finds  purchasers  in 
open  market.  Eosetti,  who  is  at  once  the  poet 
of  passion  and  of  mysticism,  veils  the  one  be¬ 
neath  the  other,  and  so  adds  to  the  dangerous  in¬ 
citements  of  his  verse  by  the  seeming  purity  of 
his  diction.  As  there  are  pictures  more  shame¬ 
ful  by  far  than  the  nude  statues  of  the  an¬ 
cients,  so  there  are  veiled  hints  and  suggestions 
of  passion  more  dangerous  than  open  sensuali¬ 
ty.  Eosetti,  as  the  poet  of  passion,  possesses 
power ;  but  power  unconsciously  used  to  debase 
the  imagination,  not  to  purify  it ;  not  always, 
but  so  far  thus  used  as  to  flavor  the  whole 
book.  Thei'e  are  some  beautiful  verses,  some 
touching  and  tender  ones,  some  pure  and  true ; 
but,  even  in  his  best,  the  ardency  of  love — and  he 
sings  of  little  else — burns  into  a  flame  of  pas¬ 
sion  dangerously  hot,  and  the  more  dangerous 


from  the  dramatic  power  with  which  he  por¬ 
trays  it. 

It  is  now  considerably  over  thirty  years  since 
Mr.  Jacob  Abbott  first  appeared  before  the’ 
American  public  in  what  have  proved  the  most 
popular  religious  works  of  the  century,  the 
“Young  Christian  Series.”  At  that  time  the 
use  of  fiction  in  any  form  for  a  religious  purpose 
was  looked  on  with  disfavor,  and  his  first  preface 
contained  a  sentence  forestalling  criticism  by  a 
quotation  of  the  example  of  the  Master.  The 
philosophy  which  underlaid  the  “Young  Chris¬ 
tian  Series,  ”  and  which  has  underlaid  every  thing 
else  Mr.  Abbott  has  ever  written,  was  this,  that 
for  moral  influence  sympathy  was  far  more  im¬ 
portant  than  instruction,  and  that  a  right  de¬ 
picting  of  a  noble  life  or  a  noble  deed  was  more 
influential  than  either  exhortation  or  doctrine. 
This  theory,  which  pervades  not  only  the  ‘  ‘  Eollo 
Books,”  and  the  “Franconia  Stories,”  and  the 
“Harper’s  Story  Books,”  and  the  various  other 
series  of  juveniles  which  have  made  Mr.  Abbott’s 
name  a  household  word  in  America,  but  which 
also  interprets  the  meaning  of  the  “Eed  Histo¬ 
ries,”  which  are  truly  “philosophy  teaching  by 
example,”  receives  a  new  and  in  some  respect 
more  striking  illustration  in  the  Juno  Series 
(Dodd  and  Mead),  two  volumes  of  which  come 
before  us  in  a  style  which  does  credit  to  the  young 
and  enterprising  house,  who,  if  this  be  a  fair  sam¬ 
ple  of  their  work,  pi-omise  to  raise  the  standard 
of  Sunday-school  literature  very  much  above  its 
present  low  level.  The  object  of  these  books  is 
to  show  how  parents  and  teachers  may  by  gentle 
measures  obtain  a  sympathetic  influence  over 
the  hardest  and  most  rebellious  natures ;  and  the 
books  will  be  a  boon  particularly  to  the  parents 
who  are  perplexed  and  worried  by  children  that 
they  can  do  nothing  with  ;  and  no  less  a  boon  to 
the  children,  if  the  example  of  Juno  is  fairly  ap¬ 
preciated  and  honestly  followed  by  their  elders. 

It  is  about  ten  years  since  a  young  man,  visit¬ 
ing  by  chance  the  home  of  Washington  Irving, 
and  writing  a  very  lively  and  genial  description 
of  his  visit,  found  greatness  thrust  upon  liim  by 
the  fact  that  almost  simultaneously  with  the  pub¬ 
lication  of  his  article  came  the  news  of  the  geni¬ 
al  old  man’s  death — that  man  whose  nature  fit¬ 
ted  so  well  the  name  of  his  home — Sunnyside. 
This  was  Mr.  Theodore  Tilton’s  first  consid¬ 
erable  appearance  before  the  public,  since  which 
time  he  has  steadily  and  industriously,  but  cer¬ 
tainly  with  fleet  feet,  climbed  the  literary  ladder, 
till  he  now  stands  among  the  leading  editors  in 
the  United  States,  more  admired  and  more  hated, 
more  followed  and  more  abused,  than  pei’haps 
any  other  writer  for  the  American  press,  except 
Horace  Greeley  and  Henry  WardBeecher.  Most 
men  find  the  editorial  charge  of  one  successful 
newspaper  enough  for  their  energies  and  ambi¬ 
tions.  Nothing  less  than  two  suffices  for  Mr.  Til¬ 
ton’s.  Every  morning  from  eight  till  eleven  he 
is  to  be  found  in  the  editorial  rooms  of  the  Brook¬ 
lyn  Union  driving  a  busy  pen,  and  between  whiles 
discoursing  with  and  dismissing  visitors  with  brisk 
but  easy  editorial  urbanity.  An  hour  or  more 
for  a  late  breakfast  or  an  early  dinner,  or  rather 
that  un-English  meal  which  the  French  call  de¬ 
jeuner,  and  he  is  to  be  found  again  driving  his 
pen  as  busily  as  before  at  home,  or  quite  as  often 
in  the  editorial  sauctum  of  the  New  York  Inde¬ 
pendent,  which  never  misses  from  one  to  three 
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columns  of  his  personal  work,  and  which  every 
week  receives  sometliing  of  his  personal  super¬ 
vision.  We  are  glad  to  receive  some  permanent 
'record  of  this  busy  man’s  editorial  work  in  this 
series  of  winged  editorials  caught  in  their  flight 
and  caged  in  a  book  which  their  author  and  edi¬ 
tor  calls  Sanctuiti  and  Sanctorum  (Sheldon  and 
Co.).  That  Mr.  Tilton  is  a  sharp  and  trenchant 
writer  all  the  world,  i,  e.,  all  the  American  ivorld, 
knows.  That  he  has  covered  so  wide  a  range 
of  subjects,  and  proved  himself  capable  of  treat¬ 
ing  so  happily,  if  not  always  profoundly,  so  many 
varied  themes — art,  literature,  biography,  poli¬ 
tics,  and  theology — we  had  not  realized  till  we 
sat  dow'n  to  glance  over  these  reminiscences  of 
his  work  during  the  last  ten  years. 

When  a  wife,  drawing  aside  the  veil  which 
hides  the  inner  life  of  most  men  from  public  gaze, 
suft’ers  the  outer  world  to  enter  the  private  sanc¬ 
tum  of  a  great  writer,  as  Mrs.  H.vwthorne  has 
done  by  the  publication  of  Hawthorne's  Notes 
(Fields,  Osgood,  and  Co.),  that  all  the  world  may 
see  the  unfinished  thoughts  and  suggestive  jot¬ 


tings  of  one  who  never  ^vrote  for  the  public  eye 
except  with  punctilious  care,  it  W'ould  be  but  a 
sorry  return  to  criticise  what  w'as  not  written  and 
is  not  offered  for  criticism.  This  fragmentary 
collection  of  obsemitions  and  hints,  jotted  down 
by  Mr.  Hawthorne  during  his  four  years’  resi¬ 
dence  in  England,  is  a  delightful  book  for  a  half 
hour  of  summer  desultory  reading,  when,  in 
truth,  you  want  not  really  to  read,  but  rather  to 
chat  with  your  author  on  all  sorts  of  themes,  as 
chance  may  suggest  them. — The  same  sort  of 
quiet  summer  reading  is  furnished  by  Sir  Hum¬ 
phrey  Davy’s  Salmonia  and  his  Consolations  in 
Travel,  first  published  in  1830,  and  now  repub¬ 
lished  by  Roberts  Brothers.  The  first  of  these 
books,  on  trout  fishing,  is  very  like  in  style  and 
spirit  to  Izaak  Walton’s  incomparable  work, 
which,  doubtless,  suggested  it ;  the  second  is  a 
curious  combination  of  philosophy  and  fancy,  in 
which,  however,  it  must  be  confessed  the  scientist 
has  got  the  better  of  the  poet,  and  the  imagina¬ 
tion  goes  so  heavily  freighted  with  facts  and  phi¬ 
losophies  as  never  to  soar  very  high. 
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UNBOLTED  FLOUR. 

EW  of  our  readers  are  aw'are  of  the  extent  to 
which  meal  loses  its  nutritive  qualities  by  the 
ordinary  processes  employed  to  render  it  white 
and  light.  W ith  every  increasing  degree  of  fine¬ 
ness  or  whiteness  something  more  is  lost,  until 
what  are  called  the  best  family  flours  consist  of 
little  more  than  pure  starch.  After  the  removal 
of  the  thin  outer  husk  of  the  grain  (amounting  to 
about  five  per  cent.),  which  resembles  fine  straw, 
and  is  of  no  value  for  food,  what  is  left  is  in  ex¬ 
actly  the  proper  proportion  for  nutriment.  If, 
how'ever,  as  is  frequently  the  case,  twenty  per  cent, 
of  the  hull  is  taken  away,  instead  of  eighty  per 
cent,  of  nutriment  left,  we  actually  have  not  more 
than  sixty  or  seventy. 

GOiVLA.  OIL.’ 

_  The  Japanese  colony,  at  Placerville,  Califor¬ 
nia,  has  lately  engaged  in  the  cultivation  of  an 
oil-plant,  of  the  nettle  family,  called  goma.  The 
seeds  of  this  plant  are  said  to  be  so  rich  in  oil 
that  one  hundred  and  thirty-six  pounds  of  oil 
can  be  obtained  from  the  product  of  an  acre. 
The  plant  itself  needs  a  great  deal  of  moisture, 
which  is  to  be  supplied  by  means  of  irrigation. 
The  young  shoots  form  an  excellent  salad ;  the 
flowers  are  much  sought  after  by  bees  ;  and  the 
stems  furnish  a  large  amount  of  fibre.  It  is 
asserted  that  this  goma  oil,  well  prepared  is 
equal  to  the  best  olive  oil,  and  does  not  become 
rancid  so  quickly,  replacing  the  olive  oil  in  all 
its  technical  applications.  The  price  is  expected 
to  be  considerably  less  than  that  of  olive  oil. 

SAFETY  PETROLEUM  LAMP. 

A  new  lamp  for  burning  petroleum  has  re¬ 
cently  been  introduced  in  Germany,  which  is 
said  to  have  many  important  peculiarities.  The 
essential  feature  of  the  lamp  consists  in  a  reser¬ 
voir  of  water  in  the  upper  portion  nearest  the 
flame,  so  that  the  body  of  the  oil  is  not  exposed 
to  the  danger  of  being  heated  by  proximity  to 


the  burning  wick.  The  petroleum  is  in  a  reser¬ 
voir  below',  and  the  pressure  of  the  w'ater  forces 
it,  drop  by  drop,  up  through  a  tube  to  the  wick, 
supplying  it  exactly  in  proportion  to  the  rapidity 
of  combustion.  The  arrangement  of  the  lamp 
is  such  that,  if  overtunied  by  any  accident,  the 
water  overflows  the  burning  wick  and  puts  out 
the  flame  immediately.  It  is  claimed  that  when 
filled  with  tw'o  pounds  of  petroleum,  and  having 
a  wick  three-fourths  of  an  inch  in  width,  it  will 
burn  from  sixty  to  eighty  hours ;  consequently, 
needing  to  be  filled  only  once  in  from  ten  to 
fourteen  days.  Another  alleged  advantage  is 
that  the  wick  can  be  turned  down  very  low  with¬ 
out  emitting  any  of  that  offensive  smell  which 
always  characterizes  the  ordinary  petroleum 
lamps  under  similar  circumstances. 

PLESIOSAURUS  IN  AUSTRALIA. 

Many  of  our  readers  are  familiar  with  the  pe¬ 
culiarities  of  the  Plesiosaurus  and  Ichthyosaurus, 
gigantic  fossil  lizards,  which  characterized  the 
Jura  formation  of  Europe,  and  of  which  allies 
have  lately  been  detected  in  the  strata  of  our 
own  country.  According  to  a  recent  announce¬ 
ment,  W'e  are  informed  that  one  of  these  genera. 
Plesiosaurus  was  not  long  since  found  in  New 
Zealand ;  but  it  occurs  in  the  tertiary  rocks  of 
that  continent,  and  not  in  a  much  older  fonna- 
tion,  as  in  Europe.  The  significance  of  this  fact 
is  one  that  will  present  itself  to  every  geologist, 
as  bearing  upon  the  comparative  age  of  Austra¬ 
lia  and  other  parts  of  the  globe,  and  tending  to 
prove  the  much  later  date  of  the  emergence  of 
Australia  above  the  level  of  tlie  sea.  For  the 
benefit  of  those  to  whom  the  name  of  this  fossil 
may  not  convey  a  very  definite  idea,  we  may 
state,  in  popular  phrase,  that  the  Plesiosaurus 
united  the  head  of  a  lizard  w'ith  teeth  like  a 
crocodile,  a  neck  of  enormous  length  (far  ex¬ 
ceeding  that  of  the  swan  in  its  proportions),  the 
body  of  an  ordinary  mammal,  the  ribs  of  a  cha¬ 
meleon,  and  the  swimming  paddles  of  a  cetacean. 
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It  also  had  a  bony  ring  around  the  eyes.  It 
probably  swam  like  the  swan,  with  the  neck  bent 
in  an  S  shape,  and  lived,  as  is  well  knomi,  upon 
fishes. 

As  the  Ictliyosaurus,  a  veiy  differently  shaped 
animal,  is  generally  found  associated  in  England 
with  the  Plesiosaurus,  it  will  be  interesting  to 
learn  whether  it  also  occurs  in  the  same  connec¬ 
tion  in  New  Zealand. 

EASY  METHOD  OF  BREAKING  LARGE  MASSES 
OF  CAST  IRON. 

The  following  method  is  given  for  breaking  up 
large  masses  of  cast  iron,  as,  for  instance,  those 
of  two  feet  in  diameter.  A  hole  is  to  be  bored 
into  the  mass  about  one  inch  in  diameter  and 
three  or  four  inches  deep,  which  is  then  filled 
with  water,  and  a  w'rought  iron  plug  inserted. 
If  now  the  heavy  hammer  of  a  pile-driver  is  al¬ 
lowed  to  fall  upon  the  plug,  the  water  has  no 
time  to  escape,  and  the  mass  is  split  asunder. 

TEST  FOR  PURITY  OF  WATER. 

A  glass  tube  of  about  a  yard  in  length,  closed 
at  the  end  by  a  cork,  and  resting  upon  a  white 
dish  of  porcelain,  is  recommended  for  determin¬ 
ing  the  purity  of  water,  as  the  slightest  tint  is 
seen  against  the  white  ground,  and  the  different 
shades  indicate  different  ingredients.  A  green 
tinge  is  produced  by  minute  algse ;  a  white  opac¬ 
ity  often  by  fungoid  growths,  iron  salts  by  a  pe¬ 
culiar  ochry  color.  The  apparatus  is  teiTued  the 
chromiometer. 

SONOROUS  CHARCOAL. 

By  immersing  charcoal  in  sulphuret  of  carbon, 
or  cavburetted  gases  of  any  kind,  it  is  converted 
into  a  new  form  of  carbon,  which  has  the  prop¬ 
erty  of  excessive  metallic  resonance,  resembling 
the  most  sonorous  metals,  such  as  steel,  silver, 
aluminium,  etc.,  in  giving  a  perfectly  pure,  me¬ 
lodious  tone.  The  same  substance  constitutes 
a  great  improvement  over  the  ordinary  pencils 
used  with  the  electric  light,  becoming  heated 
and  gradually  incandescent  throughout  the  en¬ 
tire  mass,  like  the  metals,  and  cooling  like  them 
when  the  heat  is  withdrawn.  It  is  stated  also, 
in  this  same  connection,  that  when  tlie  vapor 
of  methylated  alcohol  is  passed  over  this  carbon, 
heated  ,to  a  red  heat  in  a  porcelain  tube,  the  v'a- 
por  becomes  decomposed,  and  the  walls  of  the 
tube  are  lined  with  a  curious  form  of  carbon, 
consisting  of  filaments  about  one-fourth  of  an 
inch  in  length,  constituting  a  species  of  silky, 
mossy  coke,  of  a  silver-white  color. 

ARTIFICIAL  GOLD. 

This  material  is  manufactured  largely  in  the 
United  States,  into  imitation  jewelry  and  other 
articles,  scarcely  distinguishable  from  gold,  ex¬ 
cept  by  the  inferior  gravity ;  and  it  is  a  matter 
of  surprise  to  almost  any  one  to  learn  that  it 
does  not  contain  a  single  grain  of  the  precious 
metal.  It  is  made  by  taking  100  parts  of  pure 
copper,  17  of  pure  tin,  G  of  magnesia,  9  of  tar¬ 
tar  of  commerce,  3.6  of  sal  ammoniac,  and  1.6 
of  unslacked  lime.  The  copper  is  first  melted, 
and  the  other  substances  (excepting  the  tin) 
added,  a  little  at  a  time,  and  the  whole  well 
stirred  for  half  an  hour,  so  as  to  produce  a  per¬ 
fect  mixture,  when  the  tin  is  thrown  in  and 
stirred  round  until  melted.  The  crucible  is  then 
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covered,  and  the  fusion  kept  up  for  twenty-five 
minutes,  and  the  scum  taken  off,  when  the  sub¬ 
stance  is  ready  for  use.  It  is  malleable  and  duc¬ 
tile,  and  can  be  worked  in  any  form,  even  into 
leaves  like  gold. 

IMPARTING  AN  ARTIFICIAL  FLAVOR  TO 
FRUIT. 

The  French  are  in  the  habit  of  imparting  an 
artificial  flavor  and  fragrance  to  apples  and  pears 
by  the  following  process  :  The  fruit  is  plucked 
before  being  quite  ripe,  and  is  pricked  all  over 
with  a  fine  needle ;  after  which  it  is  placed  in  a 
vessel,  with  essence  of  any  kind  desired.  The 
exhalations  of  the  latter  are  absorbed  in  a  few 
'seconds  by  the  fruit,  and  the  operation  is  repeat¬ 
ed  several  times,  until  the  fruit  is  ripe,  when  it 
will  be  found  to  have  acquired  the  desired  taste. 

METHYLATED  ETHER  AS  AN  INTOXICANT. 

It  is  stated  that  methylated  ether  is  used  very 
largely  as  an  intoxicant,  in  the  place  of  alcohol, 
in  the  counties  of  Londonderry,  Antrim,  and  Ty¬ 
rone,  Ireland.  The  quantity  taken  at  one  time 
is  from  two  to  four  drachms  to  the  dose,  which  is 
repeated  twice,  thrice,  or  even  four  or  five  times 
daily.  This  practice  is  said  to  have  afl'ected  the 
inland  revenue  to  such  an  extent  as  to  have  di¬ 
minished  it  nearly  $30,000  per  annum.  The 
attention  of  the  insurance  companies  has  been 
directed  to  the  subject,  as  much  risk  of  fire  is 
incurred  by  the  keeping  of  so  inflammable  a  sub¬ 
stance  among  persons  ignorant  of  its  properties. 

CHANGE  OF  HABIT  IN  SWALLOWS. 

It  is  stated  by  M.  Fouchet  that  the  window 
swallows  in  France  have  entirely  changed  their 
method  of  building  their  nests  within  the  last 
forty  years.  Formerly  the  nest  was  in  the  form 
of  a  section  of  a  sphere,  with  a  circular  entrance, 
concealed  in  a  corner  of  a  window.  At  the  pres¬ 
ent  time  the  nest  is  oblong  and  open  at  the  top. 
Formerly  the  young  could  only  re-enter  the  nest 
one  by  one ;  now  they  can  all  go  hi  together. 

HARD  WATER  FOR  DRINKING  PURPOSES. 

Dr.  Letheby,  in  an  article  on  the  water  supply  of 
London,,  states  that  water  of  moderate  hardness, 
like  that  used  in  London,  Paris,  Vienna,  and 
some  other  European  cities,  is  always  to  be  pre¬ 
ferred  to  that  which  is  entirely  soft,  as  being  best 
suited  for  domestic  purposes,  on  account  of  be¬ 
ing  brighter  to  the  eye  and  more  agreeable  to  the 
taste.  He  also  makes  the  singular  announce¬ 
ment  that  the  French  authorities  are  so  well  sat¬ 
isfied  of  the  superiority  of  hard  water  that  they 
pass  by  that  of  the  sandy  plains,  near  Paris,  and 
go  far  away  to  the  chalk  hills  of  Champagne, 
where  they  find  water  even  harder  than  that  of 
London ;  giving  as  a  reason  for  the  preference 
that  more  of  the  conscripts  from  the  soft-water 
districts  are  rejected,  on  account  of  the  want  of 
strength  of  muscle,  than  from  the  hard-water 
districts,  from  which  they  conclude  that  the  cal¬ 
careous  matter  is  favorable  to  the  formation  of 
the  tissues. 

Dr.  Letheby  further  states  that  the  mortality 
in  England  is  greater,  on  an  average,  in  places 
where  soft  water  is  used,  other  circumstances 
being  equal,  than  where  the  water  is  hard  ;  and 
it  is  suggested  that  the  sparkling  hard  waters  of 
the  limestone  districts  are  relished,  not  <!)nly  be- 
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cause  they  are  pleasant  to  the  eye,  but  on  ac¬ 
count  of  some  hygienic  properties  in  the  excess 
of  carbonic  acid  tliey  contain,  and  possibly  be¬ 
cause  the  percentage  of  lime  acts  medicinally 
upon  the  system.  Tlie  Doctor  concludes  by  ex- 
jn-essing  his  preference  for  the  verj'  slightly  hard 
water  of  London  over  a  softer  quality,  although 
re])rehending  the  use  of  water  containing  an  ex¬ 
cess  of  mineral  matters. 

SIGNIFICANCE  OF  WIDE  DISTRIBUTION  OP 
SPECIES. 

Much  diversity  of  opinion  has  been  manifested 
among  naturalists  in  regard  to  the  significance 
of  the  simultaneous  occurrence  of  forms  of  an¬ 
imals  and  plants,  apparently  identical,  in  two  or' 
more  regions  supposed  to  have  no  connection 
with  each  other ;  one  party  maintaining  the 
identity  of  such  objects,  no  matter  what  the  ex¬ 
tent  of  their  distribution,  providing  no  differences 
can  be  appreciated ;  the  other  insisting  that  the 
mere  fact  of  such  separation,  without  interme¬ 
diate  connection,  is  of  itself  sufficient  to  warrant 
their  being  considered  as  distinct  species.  The 
general  feeling,  however,  at  the  present  day, 
tends  toward  the  identification  of  specimens,  from 
widely  remote  localities,  as  being  of  the  same  spe¬ 
cies  when  no  positive  differences  are  appreciable; 
and  even  if  some  differences  can  be  proved  to 
exist,  to  ascribe  them  rather  to  the  influence  of 
physical  causes  in  modifying  one  primitive  spe¬ 
cies  than  to  allow  us  to  consider  them  as  dis¬ 
tinct.  In  many  cases,  too,  the  evidences  of 
probable  geological  action  lias  been  invoked  to 
show,  for  instance,  why  the  fishes  and  some  other 
marine  animals  of  the  western  coast  of  Central 
America  are,  to  a  certain  extent,  identical  with 
those  of  the  eastern,  by  the  fact  that  during  the 
tertiary  period  North  and  South  America  were 
separated  by  water,  bearing  an  archipelago  of 
islands  on  its  surface. 

Dr.  Caqienter  has  lately  called  attention  to 
tlie  fact  that  shells,  recently  collected  by  Mr. 
M ‘Andrew  at  the  head  of  the  Red  Sea,  are  for 
the  most  part  identical  with  species  from  the 
shores  of  Japan,  and  that  other  Japanese  shells 
were  the  same  as  those  of  Teneriffe.  Still  other 
parallel  instances  were  drawn  between  shells  of 
the  Mediterranean  and  of  the  North  Pacific ; 
and  these  identifications  seem  to  point  toward 
important  connections  by  water,  at  a  former  pe¬ 
riod,  very  different  from  those  existing  at  the 
present  day.  The  fact,  also,  of  the  occurrence 
of  species,  as  pleistocene  fossils  on  the  Atlantic 
slope  of  Central  America,  identical  with  living 
shells  from  the  waters  of  the  Paciflc  coast,  has  a 
further  bearing  upon  the  same  question. 

DREDGINGS  OP  THE  “PORCUPINE.” 

IVe  have  already  referred  to  the  results  of  the 
dredging  expedition  of  the  British  ship  Porcu¬ 
pine  during  the  past  summer,  especially  those 
made  at  the  maximum  depth  reached,  of  about 
twenty -four  hundred  fathoms.  The  scientific 
world  is  looking  forward  with  great  interest  to 
the  publication  of  the  report  of  this  exploration, 
which  we  are  now  promised  in  a  reasonably  short 
time.  Meanwhile  various  articles  have  appeared 
from  Dr.  Carpenter  and  Dr.  Jeffreys,  giving  some 
general  statements  of  the  observations.  From  a 
lecture  given  by  the  former  gentleman,  we  learn 
that  these  observations  show  conclusively  that, 


contrary  to  a  time -honored  opinion,  there  is 
probably  no  depth  at  w'hich  animal  life  ceases  to 
exist  on  the  ocean  bed  ;  and  that  especially,  as 
suggested  by  Professor  Agassiz,  wherever  a  rocky 
bottom  occurs,  there  we  shall  find  animal  life  in 
great  profusion,  while  on  the  softer  ooze  it  exists 
also,  but  perhaps  in  a  lesser  degree  of  develop¬ 
ment  in  point  of  number  of  individuals  and  of 
variety. 

Another  conclusion  arrived  at  by  the  natural¬ 
ists  of  the  Porcupine  is,  that  temperature  exerts 
a  much  greater  influence  than  pressure  on  the 
distribution  of  animal  life,  and  that  the  same 
forms  may  occur  through  an  enormous  vertical 
range,  so  that  the  question  no  longer  need  be 
asked  as  to  tlie  depth  at  which  a  particular  spe¬ 
cies  is  dredged,  but  what  is  the  temperature  of 
the  water  in  which  it  occurs.  It  is  found  tliat 
when,  as  in  certain  cases,  cold  areas  and  hot 
occur  side  by  side,  at  the  same  depth,  the  species 
are  very  distinct,  but  that  the  differences  are 
more  in  the  Crustacea,  echinoderms,  sponges, 
and  foraminifera,  than  in  the  mollusks,  a  large 
proportion  of  which  are  common  to  both  areas. 
The  fact  that  many  of  these  forms  of  animal  life 
exist  in  abundance  on  a  sea  bottom  the  temper¬ 
ature  of  which  is  at  least  two  degrees  below  the 
freezing-point  of  fresh  water,  is  one  of  striking 
interest,  and  equally  so  is  the  precise  limitation 
of  the  globigerine  mud  and  the  vitreous  sponges 
to  the  warm  area. 

Another  fact  developed  by  the  surveys  to  which 
we  have  already  called  attention  is  the  number 
of  cases  in  which  forms  both  generic  and  specific, 
heretofore  known  only  as  tertiary  or  cretaceous 
fossils,  were  brought  up  in  a  living  state;  and  the 
inference  is  drawn  that  many  more  such  species 
remain  to  be  discovered.  According  to  Professor 
Agassiz,  while  one  plateau  shows  a  preponderance 
of  tertiary  forms,  a  deeper  one  will  lead  us  among 
those  more  cretaceous  in  character.  All  the  ob¬ 
servations  made  by  this  expedition,  and  those  of 
the  United  States  Coast  Survey,  tend  to  show 
that  the  cretaceous  formation,  so  well  known  in 
its  exhibition  on  the  different  parts  of  the  earth’s 
surface,  is  still  in  progress  of  deposition  at  the 
bottom  of  the  ocean. 

The  hint  of  an  improvement  of  the  dredge 
during  this  expedition  may  not  be  without  its 
importance  to  the  marine  zoologists  in  our  own 
country;  namely,  that  by  attaching  to  its  cir¬ 
cumference  a  number  of  hempen  tangles,  the  sea 
bed  is  swept  as  well  as  scraped  ;  and  many  spe¬ 
cies,  especially  those  having  spines  or  prickles, 
are  brought  up  entangled  in  the  threads,  that  are 
not  taken  inside  of  the  dredge  at  all. 

EXTRACTION  OP  VEGETABLE  ALKALOIDS. 

It  is  well  known  to  perfumers  that  ether  and 
sulphide  of  carbon  will  take  up  the  perfume  of  cer¬ 
tain  flowers,  such  as  the  jasmine,  heliotrope,  etc. ; 
and  that  after  evaporation  of  the  solvent  an  ex¬ 
tract  is  obtained  which  possesses  all  the  odor  of 
the  original  plant.  This  discovery;  ascribed  to 
Dr.  Millon,  has  been  applied  to  very  general  use 
for  the  purpose  referred  to,  and  its  employment 
has  lately  been  suggested  for  obtaining,  in  an  iso¬ 
lated  form,  more  convenient  than  otherwise,  the 
medicinal  principles  of  certain  plants.  The  ex¬ 
periment  has  been  tried  with  alleged  success  in 
the  cases  of  digitaline,  belladona,  stramonia,  aco¬ 
nite,  and  other  substances. 
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Among  the  phenomena  noticed  during  the  re¬ 
cent  total  eclipse  of  the  sun  in  the  United  States, 
by  one  or  more  observers,  was  the  occurrence  of 
small  particles  crossing  the  field  of  view  of  the 
telescope,  and  in  a  determinate  direction,  and 
supposed  by  some  to  indicate  the  passage  of  a 
stream  of  meteoric  bodies.  As  bearing  possibly 
upon  this  appearance,  it  may  be  stated  that  dur¬ 
ing  the  observations  of  the  eclipse  of  October  1 7 
and  18,  1869,  in  India,  Lieutenant  Herschell,  of 
the  British  service,  had  his  attention  attracted  to 
certain  shadows  traversing  the  disk  of  the  sun, 
which  became  bright  streaks  when  they  had 
passed  beyond  it.  The  meteoric  hypothesis  sug¬ 
gested  itself  to  him,  and  he  proceeded  to  inves¬ 
tigate  the  subject  more  carefully,  when  he  ulti¬ 
mately  discovered  that  the  whole  was  due  to  a 
flight  of  locusts,  in  vast  numbers,  and  at  a  dis¬ 
tance  inappreciable  to  the  naked  eye.  Should 
any  such  phenomena  be  observed  'hereafter  it 
would  be  well  to  bear  in  mind  the  propriety  of 
examining,  as  Lieutenant  Herschell  did,  whether 
the  objects  seen  require  the  same  focus  as  the 
sun,  as,  if  this  were  the  case,  their  presence 
within  the  earth’s  atmosphere  would  be,  of 
course,  impossible. 

FOSSIL  BIRDS. 

American  geologists  have  been  aware  of  the 
researches  of  Professor  Marsh  among  the  re¬ 
mains  of  fossil  birds  in  the  United  States;  in 
this  following  the  example  of  Professor  Alfred 
Milne  Edwards,  of  Paris,  in  regard  to  the  spe¬ 
cies  of  France.  A  paper  recently  published  by 
Professor  Marsh  describes  various  species  of  ex¬ 
tinct  birds,  among  them  five  belonging  to  the 
cretaceous,  a  formation  which  in  Europe  has  fur¬ 
nished  only  one  or  two.  Now  that  attention  has 
been  called  to  this  subject,  it  is  probable  that 
numerous  species  will  hereafter  be  brought  to 
light ;  so  that  we  may  before  long  have  materials 
at  our  command  for  a  work  equal  in  extent  to 
that  in  the  course  of  publication  by  Professor 
Edwards. 

VARIEGATED  LEAVES. 

Among  favorite  objects  of  cultivation  in  green¬ 
houses  and  ornamental  gardens,  of  late  years, 
are  plants  having  variegated  leaves ;  and  no  ef¬ 
fort  has  been  spared  to  secure  the  greatest  pos¬ 
sible  variety.  Any  plant  may,  it  is  said,  be  va¬ 
riegated  by  innoculating  into  it  the  sap  of  one 
already  variegated  by  means  of  ingrafting.  The 
cause  of  this  phenomenon,  according  to  Mr.  Mor- 
ren,  consists  in  the  existence  of  minute  corpus¬ 
cles  which  have  no  green  color  like  the  ordinary 
corpuscles,  presenting  an  analogy  to  albinism  in 
the  animal  kingdom. 

AFRICAN  METEORITE. 

It  is  stated  that  about  the  25th  of  December 
last  an  immense  globe  of  fire,  measuring  a  yard 
in  diameter,  fell  to  the  earth  in  the  vicinity  of 
Fezzan,  and  in  striking  emitted  a  shower  of 
sparks,  which  exploded  like  the  firing  of  pistols, 
exhaling  a  peculiar  odor.  This  aerolite  fell  but 
a  short  distance  from  a  crowd  of  Arabs,  who 
were  so  much  terrified  that  they  immediately 
discharged  their  guns  against  the  incomprehen¬ 
sible  monster.  The  authorities  of  the  country, 
on  hearing  of  the  facts,  immediately  sent  orders 


to  their  representatives  at  Eezzan  to  gather  up 
the  fragments  and  send  them  to  Tripoli.  This, 
it  is  now  said,  has  been  done,  and  the  weight  of 
the  meteorite  given  at  over  three  thousand  pounds, 
although  the  statement  requires  confirmation. 

CHLOROPHTL  GRAINS. 

We  have  already  referred  to  the  influence  of 
solar  light  in  causing  the  grains  of  chlorophyl 
to  change  their  position  in  the  cells  of  certain 
plants.  This  phenomenon,  according  to  Rose, 
is  not  caused  by  the  influence  of  the  light  upon 
the  corpuscles  themselves,  but  results  from  its 
acting  upon  the  material  surrounding  the  cor¬ 
puscles  in  such  a  manner  as  to  induce  the  motion 
in  the  corpuscles. 

DELAUNAY’S  TABLES  OF  THE  MOON. 

The  present  head  of  the  French  Observatory, 
M.  Delaunay,  was  occupied  for  many  year's  in 
the  preparation  of  a  new  series  of  the  tables  of 
the  moon,  so  much  used  in  determining  longi¬ 
tudes  ;  and  we  are  now  informed  that  the  Bu¬ 
reau  of  Longitudes  has  received  a  grant  from  the 
government  of  $2400  a  year  for  five  years  to 
meet  the  expense  of  publication.  These  tables, 
it  is  expected,  will  supplement  and  improve  upon 
those  made  by  Hansen,  and  published  in  1857  at 
the  expense  of  the  English  government. 

FOSSIL  BIRDS  OF  FRANCE. 

A  recent  examination  of  the  remains  of  birds 
in  the  tertiary  deposits  of  Bourbonnais  in  France 
has  shown,  in  a  more  striking  manner  than  had 
previously  been  appreciated,  the  tropical  charac¬ 
ter  of  the  country  during  the  period  of  that  form¬ 
ation.  These  remains  belong  to  genera  totally 
distinct  from  those  inhabiting  France  at  the  pres¬ 
ent  day,  resembling  in  many  respects  those  of 
the  tropical  portions  of  modern  Africa.  The 
most  remarkable  of  these  fossils  consist  of 
species  of  parrots,  of  trogons,  of  swifts  (such 
as  those  that  construct  the  edible  birds’-nests 
of  the  East),  of  the  sand  grouse,  the  marabout 
stork,  and  the  secretary  vulture,  or  serpent-bird. 
This  serpent-bird,  as  is  well  known  to  ornithol¬ 
ogists,  is  a  species  belonging  to  the  rapacious  or¬ 
der,  but  characterized  by  the  extreme  length  of 
the  legs ;  in  this  respect  resembling  the  herons 
and  storks,  and  constructed  in  all  its  details  with 
special  reference  to  attacking  poisonous  serpents 
and  destroying  them.  The  part  played  by  the 
single  living  species,  in  this  respect,  is  very  import¬ 
ant,  and  the  discovery  of  a  second  miocene  species 
would  also  indicate  the  existence  at  that  period 
of  poisonous  reptiles  in  an  abundance  at  present 
unknown  in  any  part  of  Europe.  The  occurrence 
of  flamingoes,  of  the  ibis,  and  of  pelicans,  in  the 
same  formations  had  previously  been  established 
by  M.  Edwards  ;  but  these  forms  are  less  indica¬ 
tive  of  the  peculiar  paleontological  conditions  re¬ 
ferred  to  than  those  fii'st  mentioned. 

ANIMAL  SUBSTANCES  OF  THE  MATERIA 
MEDICA. 

A  late  writer,  in  discussing  articles  of  the  mod¬ 
ern  materia  medica  derived  especially  from  the 
animal  kingdom,  enumerates,  among  others,  the 
sponge,  the  use  of  which  is  mainly  confined  to 
cleaning  purposes,  or  in  the  application  of  sub¬ 
stances  to  interior  cavities  ;  the  red  coral,  which, 
however,  has  lately  disappeared  from  the  shelves 
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of  the  druggists  ;  various  forms  of  insects,  first 
among  them  the  Spanish  fly  and  tlie  cochineal 
insect ;  leeches,  used  in  great  quantity ;  the 
isinglass  of  fish ;  the  oil  from  the  liver  of  tlie 
cod  and  of  some  other  sjjecies  ;  the  albumen  of 
birds’  eggs,  used  especially  as  an  antidote  to  cor¬ 
rosive  sublimate ;  the  spermaceti  of  tlie  whale, 
v/hich  furnishes  stearine  and  other  preparations  ; 
the  ambergris  of  this  same  whale,  due  to  the  con¬ 
cretions  formed  in  its  intestines  around  the  re¬ 
mains  of  cuttle-fish  ;  the  oil  of  the  dugong,  a 
marine  mammal;  the  musk  of  the  musk-deer; 
the  civet  of  the  civet-cat ;  the  castoreum  of  the 
beaver;  and  the  hyraceum  of  the  Cape  cony. 
In  addition  to  these,  the  druggists  of  earlier  days 
used  frequently  dried  snakes  and  lizards ;  the  cal- 
cular  concretions  from  the  stomach  of  a  craw¬ 
fish;  calculi  of  the  ibex  and  of  the  goat;  the  scales 
of  the  crocodile,  and  many  other  substances. 

ASPARAGUS  SEEDS  AS  A  SUBSTITUTE  FOR 
COFFEE. 

The  extensive  itse  of  coffee  and  the  expense 
of  the  better  qualities,  as  also  the  occasional  dif¬ 
ficulty  of  obtaining  all  the  varieties,  owing  to  the 
interruption  of  commerce  by  war,  etc.,  has  in¬ 
duced  the  employment  of  a  great  many  substi¬ 
tutes,  such  as  roasted  turnips,  chiccory  roots, 
burned  corn,  pease,  and  other  substances.  But 
these,  apart  from  giving  a  color  resembling  that 
of  coffee  and  occasionally  an  odor  similar  to  it, 
have  no  relationship  to  the  original  material, 
owing  to  the  entire  absence  of  the  principle  of 
coffee  itself — the  caffein.  A  German  author, 
having  found  that  asparagus  seed  contains  caf¬ 
fein  in  very  large  proportion,  now  presents  it  to 
the  public  as  the  true  substitute  for  coffee.  He 
prepares  it  by  crushing  the  red  bemes  in  a  mor¬ 
tar,  and  allowing  the  mass  to  ferment  for  some 
days  in  a  tub,  and  afterward  turning  out  the 
solid  portion  upon  a  sieve  with  holes  a  little 
larger  than  the  asparagus  seeds.  These  seeds, 
after  passing  through  the  sieve,  are  again  washed 
and  dried.  They  have  a  dark  brown  appearance, 
and  are  horny  externally  like  coffee,  having  a 
greenish  tint  inside  and  a  peculiar  aroma,  simi¬ 
lar  to  that  of  coffee,  a  fatty  oil,  and  a  nitrogenous 
alkaloid.  On  being  i-oasted  these  seeds  give  out 
an  aroma  astonishingly  like  that  of  coffee  ;  and 
when  ground  and  prepared,  the  result  can  scarce¬ 
ly  be  distinguished  from  that  of  coffee  of  the 
finest  quality. 

USE  OP  CHARCOAL  IIT  FATTENING  TURRETS. 

Eour  turkeys  were  cooped  up  and  fed  with 
meal,  boiled  potatoes,  and  oats ;  four  otliers  of 
the  same  brood  were  treated  in  a  similar  manner 
in  another  pen,  but  with  a  pint  daily  of  finely 
pulverized  charcoal  added  to  the  food,  and  an 
abundant  supply  of  the  lumps  of  the  coal.  All 
eight  were  killed  the  same  day,  and  those  fed 
with  charcoal  were  found  to  weigh  about  a  pound 
and  a  half  each  more  than  the  others,  and  to  be 
of  much  better  quality. 

DECAY  OF  STONE  BUILDINGS  IN  CITIES. 

It  has  frequently  been  obseiwed  that  the  sur¬ 
faces  of  various  kinds  of  stones,  especially  the 
limestones,  when  used  for  building  purposes  in 
cities,  in  a  short  time  become  dimmed  and  dis¬ 
colored,  and  at  no  distant  period  show  unmis¬ 
takable  signs  of  decay.  This  is  more  especial¬ 


ly  the  case  where  coal  is  used  in  the  largest  quan¬ 
tity  ;  and  a  careful  examination  has  shown  that 
it  is  due  mainly  to  the  quantity  of  sulphuric  acid 
liberated  by  the  combustion  of  this  substance, 
amounting  to  seventy  pounds  or  more  for  eacli 
ton  6f  even  the  purest  quality.  This  acid  forms 
sulphates,  and  it  is  on  magnesian  limestones,  or 
dolomites,  that  the  effects  are  most  marked,  the 
resulting  sulphate  of  magnesia  being  very  evident 
in  the  scrapings  of  the  surface.  The  carved  por¬ 
tions  of  the  stone,  and  those  which  arrest  the  dirt 
and  dust,  suffer  most,  from  holding  longer  in  con¬ 
tact  with  the  stone  the  acidulated  moisture  of  the 
air.  The  resulting  disintegration  of  the  stone  is 
also  facilitated  by  the  crystallization  of  the  sul¬ 
phates  within  its  pores. 

A  careful  consideration  of  the  chemical  proc¬ 
esses  involved  has  led  to  the  use  of  certain  sub¬ 
stances  for  the  purpose  of  preventing  the  com¬ 
bination  mentioned,  and,  as  it  would  seem,  with 
much  success.  An  aqueous  solution  of  super¬ 
phosphate  of  lime  was  applied  to  the  surface  of 
the  cleaned  stone,  either  by  brushing  or  immer¬ 
sion,  and  produced  an  insoluble  exterior.  The 
cost  of  the  material  is  but  trifling,  a  gallon  of 
the  solution  furnishing  tw'o  coats  to  about  three 
hundred  square  feet  of  Caen  or  Portland  stone. 
It  should  not  contain  any  appreciable  quantity 
of  sulphuric  acid.  For  treatment  of  dolomites 
or  magnesian  limestones  baryta  is  added  to  the 
hardening  salt,  for  the  purpose  of  destroying  any 
sulphate  of  magnesia  already  formed,  giving  rise 
to  the  very  insoluble  sulphate  of  baryta.  When 
tlie  superphosphate  of  lime  is  applied  to  the 
fresh  surface  of  limestone,  it  has  been  found  to 
add  nearly  fifty  per  cent,  to  the  strength ;  at 
least,  this  w'as  the  case  with  the  cubes  of  stone 
on  which  the  experiment  was  conducted. 

SINKING  OF  THE  CHANNEL  ISLANDS. 

It  is  stated  by  a  recent  French  writer  that  the 
i.slands  of  Jersey  and  Guernsey,  in  the  English 
Channel,  have  sunk  about  forty-three  feet  in  the 
past  five  hundred  years. 

PREPARATION  OF  CARBONIC  ACID. 

Carbonic  acid,  now  extensively  used  for  va¬ 
rious  purposes,  besides  the  preparation  of  soda- 
ivater,  is  made  cheaply  on  a  large  scale  by  the 
following  process :  A  number  of  retorts  are 
placed  in  a  furnace,  precisely  as  for  the  produc¬ 
tion  of  coal  gas,  and  filled  with  a  mixtm-e  of  sul¬ 
phate  of  lime  or  plaster  of  Paris  and  charcoal, 
the  latter  in  a  quantity  sufficient  to  absorb  all  the 
oxygen  of  the  sulphate  of  lime.  The  plaster  of 
Paris  is  converted  into  sulphide  of  calcium,  and 
carbonic  acid  gas  escapes,  and  after  purification 
by  passing  through  water,  is  conducted  into  gas¬ 
ometers.  A  current  of  air  passed  over  the  hot 
suljfiiide  of  calcium  reconverts  it  into  sulphate  of 
lime,  and  the  process  may  thus  bo  repeated  in¬ 
definitely. 

A  HARMLESS  GREEN  FOR  PICKLES,  ETC. 

We  extract  from  a  German  journal  the  fol¬ 
lowing  recipe  for  a  beautiful  green  color,  to  be 
used  for  sweetmeats,  candies,  and  pickles,  which, 
it  is  asserted,  is  entirely  destitute  of  any  poison¬ 
ous  qualities.  It  is  made  by  dissolving  five  grains 
of  saffron  in  a  quarter  of  an  ounce  of  distilled 
water,  and  in  another  vessel  dissolving  four  grains 
of  indigo  carmine  in  half  an  ounce  of  .  distilled 
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water.  After  shaking  each  up  thoroughly  they 
are  allowed  to  stand  for  twent3'-four  hours,  and 
on  being  mixed  together  at  the  expiration  of 
that  time,  a  fine  green  solution  is  obtained,  ca¬ 
pable  of  coloring  five  pounds  of  sugar. 

APPLICATIONS  OP  INPUSOKIAL  EAETU. 

Infusorial  earth  (of  which  immense  quanti¬ 
ties  exist  in  Maryland,  Virginia,  and  elsewhere) 
is  now  used  for  many  purposes  in  the  arts,  in 
addition  to  its  furnishing  an  interesting  field  of 
investigation  to  the  microscopist  and  naturalist. 
Sculptors’  models,  made  of  the  usual  clay,  mixed 
with  this  earth,  do  not  crack  or  spring,  either  in 
drying  or  baking.  Added  to  sealing-wax  it  pre¬ 
vents  the  too  rapid  dropping  when  melted,  and 
does  not  affect  the  color.  The  substances  usu¬ 
ally  employed  for  the  purpose,  gypsum  and  ba¬ 
rytes,  are  open  to  many  objections  that  do  not 
apply  to  this  earth.  It  is  used  to  great  advant¬ 
age  in  polishing  metals,  and  is  an  excellent  arti¬ 
cle  for  cleaning  glass,  either  windows  or  mirrors. 
Eor  this  latter  purpose  it  is  mixed  with  w'ater 
and  smeared  over  the  surface,  and  afterward 
rubbed  off  with  a  piece  of  chamois  leather.  It  is 
said  to  be  superior  to  all  other  substances  as  a 
moulding  sand,  taking  the  finest  and  most  deli¬ 
cate  impressions.  United  with  nitro-glycerine, 
it  forms  the  new  blasting  powder,  dynamite,  so 
much  safer  than  the  explosive  liquid  in  use. 

OKNITHOPSIS-A  POSSIL  LINK  BETWEEN 
BIRDS  AND  REPTILES. 

Among  other  interesting  novelties  recently 
brought  to  our  notice  by  the  paleontologists  is  a 
pterodactyl-like  animal  from  the  Wealden  of 
England,  and  named  Ornithopsis  by  Mr.  Seeley, 
of  Cambridge.  According  to  this  gentleman  the 
animal  in  question  belongs  to  a  new  order,  inter¬ 
mediate  between  birds  and  the  ordinary  ptero¬ 
dactyl  reptiles,  and  of  gigantic  dimensions.  The 
reconstruction  is  based  upon  two  large  vertebra, 
from  which  it  is  inferred  that  the  anifnal  W'as  at 
least  ten  to  twelve  feet  high,  possibly  several 
times  that  size,  with  a  long  neck,  arranged  like 
that  of  a  bird.  The  vertebrse  are  constructed  on 
the  lightest  and  airiest  pattern,  and  the  pneu¬ 
matic  foramina  are  of  enormous  dimensions.  It 
is  probable  that  when  further  details  of  the  entire 
skeleton  of  this  genus  are  obtained  it  will  be  found 
that  it  does  much  toward  bridging  the  gap  be¬ 
tween  the  knowm  species  of  birds  and  reptiles, 
which  most  naturalists  now  consider  so  closely 
related. 

POISONOUS  NATURE  OP  PHENYL 
SUBSTANCES. 

In  consequence  of  the  many  inquiries  on  the 
subject,  a  recent  writer  gives  the  following  state¬ 
ment  of  the  nature  of  the  poisonous  effects  of  va¬ 
rious  chemical  productions  of  the  phenyl  group  : 
Eirst,  carbolic,  or  phenic  acid  acts  upon  the  skin, 
turning  it  white,  and  producing  inflammation  and 
swelling.  Second,  phenol  acts  slightly  at  a  low 
temperature,  but  more  quickly  and  actively  as 
the  temperature  increases.  Third,  pure  rosolic 
acid  and  pure  coralline  are  not  poisonous,  and 
produce  no  effect  upon  the  sldn.  In  an  impure 
condition  both  substances  may,  however,  act  like 
poisons.  Fourth,  rosolic  acid  may  act  upon  the 
skin,  either  by  means  of  a  percentage  of  sulphuric 
acid,  or  of  rosol,  according /o  the  mode  of  its 


preparation.  Fifth,  coralline  prepared  by  means 
of  impure  rosolic  acid  and  a  superabundance  of 
ammonia  is  poisonous  when  introduced  into  the 
animal  economy,  acting  by  means  of  the  aniline 
combined  in  it.  It  has,  however,  no  effect  upon 
the  skin.  Sixth,  when  coralline  acts  at  all  u])on 
the  skin  it  is  in  consequence  of  containing  phe¬ 
nol.  Seventh,  the  impure  and  injurious  rosolic 
acid  can  be  purified  by  means  of  benzole. 

EXTINCTION  OP  SMALL  BIRDS  IN  NEW 
ZEALAND. 

A  curious  cause  is  assigned  for  the  gradual 
reduction  in  the  number  of  the  small  native  birds 
of  New  Zealand.  Many  are  destroyed  by  cats, 
which,  after  having  been  introduced  into  the 
country,  have  run  wild  and  become  foirmidablo 
beasts  of  prey.  The  European  honey-bee  is, 
however,  to  be  looked  upon  as  the  principal  cul¬ 
prit.  A  considerable  proportion  of  the  birds 
live  upon  the  honey  of  the  native  flowers,  which 
they  obtain  by  protruding  their  long,  fringed 
tongues  into  the  corolla  of  the  blossom.  The 
bee,  introduced  some  time  ago  into  that  country, 
has  become  very  abundant,  and  of  course  feeds 
at  the  same  time  with  the  birds,  and  resents  their 
intrasion  by  stinging  the  extended  tongue  when¬ 
ever  an  opportunity  presents  itself,  causing  more 
or  less  distress,  and  very  frequently  death.  This 
curious  fact  was  first  noticed  by  the  aborigines, 
and  has  been  verified,  it  is  said,  by  accurate  ob¬ 
servers  among  the  European  colonists. 

ANCIENT  SHELL-HEAPS  IN  WALES. 

Among  objects  of  great  interest  to  the  ethnol¬ 
ogist  are  the  heaps  of  refuse  shells  found  at  va¬ 
rious  points  along  the  sea-coast  and  interior  iva- 
ters  of  various  countries,  especially  as  the  period 
of  the  formation  usually  dates  back  to  a  remote 
antiquity,  far  beyond  the  earliest  historical  rec¬ 
ords.  Attention  was  first  called  to  these  shell- 
heaps  on  the  coast  of  Denmai'k,  where  they  re¬ 
ceived  the  name  of  kjoekken'modding ;  and  a 
thorough  exploration  of  them  was  made  in  that 
country  by  a  commission  of  scientific  men  ap¬ 
pointed  for  the  purpose.  They  found  evidence  of 
very  great  antiquity  in  them,  and  considered  them 
to  be  the  offal  of  ancient  villages,  discovering  in 
them,  besides  the  shells  themselves — always  of 
the  edible  species  abounding  in  the  vicinity — 
bones  of  vertebrata,  impilements  of  stone  or  bone, 
fragments  of  pottery,  etc.  Many  speculations 
have  been  entered  into  in  regard  to  the  date  of 
these  heaps,  which,  since  their  discovery  in  Den¬ 
mark,  have  been  detected  in  almost  all  other 
parts  of  the  world ;  and  although  an  absolute 
date  could  not  be  established  for  any  of  them, 
those  of  the  country  in  question  are  supposed 
to  precede  the  period  of  the  lake  dwellings  of 
Switzerland,  and  probably  to  possess  an  antiq¬ 
uity  of  not  less  than  three  thousand  years.  A 
recent  examination  of  heaps  of  this  character  in 
AVales  developed  the  existence  of  the  shells  of 
the  limpet,  the  purpura,  and  littorina,  mixed 
with  which  were  the  bones  of  the  ancient  horned 
sheep,  the  short-horned  cow,  the  horse,  and  the 
dog.  From  various  circumstances  connected 
\vith  this  heap,  and  some  considerations  in  re¬ 
gard  to  geological  and  other  changes  on  the 
coast,  it  was  concluded  that  the  probable  period 
of  its  construction  is  to  be  found  in  the  seventh 
and  eighth^  centuries' — an  antiquity  thus  consid- 
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erably  less  than  that  ascribed  to  the  kjoekken - 
modding  of  Denmark. 

These  heaps  are  more  abundant,  perhaps,  in 
North  America  than  in  any  other  part  of  the 
world,  having  been  found  along  our  entire  coast, 
from  the  Gulf  of  St.  Lawrence  to  Florida,  and 
throughout  many  points  of  the  interior,  as  well 
as  on  the  coast  of  the  Pacific.  The  examination 
of  a  considerable  number  of  these  has  furnished 
no  positive  data  as  to  their  antiquity;  but  from 
the  universal  absence  of  articles  of  European  or¬ 
igin  in  them,  except  as  introduced  at  a  subse¬ 
quent  period,  we  are  entitled  to  consider  them 
as  antedating  the  settlement  of  the  country  by 
the  whites.  How  far  beyond  this  period  they 
originated  it  is  impossible  now  to  tell ;  although, 
perhaps,  when  more  extended  researches  have 
been  made  and  compared  together,  some  clew 
may  present  itself  to  such  skillful  ethnologists  as 
Professor  Wyman,  Dr.  Eau,  Mr.  George  Gibbs, 
and  others. 

PHOSPHATE  BEDS  IN  SOUTH  CAROLINA. 

Much  interest  has  been  excited  within  a  few 
years  past  by  the  discovery  of  extensive  beds  of 
phosphate  of  lime  at  the  mouth  of  the  Ashley 
and  Cooper  rivers,  near  Charleston,  these  cov¬ 
ering  from  three  to  four  hundred  square  miles 
to  a  depth  of  from  six  inches  to  three  feet,  and 
resting  immediately  above  a  deposit  of  eocene 
marl.  The  phosphate  consists  mainly  of  nodules 
formed  around  eocene  shells  as  a  nucleus,  and 
furnishing  about  sixty  per  cent,  of  phosphate  of 
lime.  Among  the  nodules  in  question  are  found 
sharks’  teeth  and  eocene  shells  like  those  of  the 
marl  beneath,  and,  according  to  Professor  Shaler, 
resembling  the  species  found  at  Gay  Head,  on 
Martha’s  Vineyard.  In  the  upper  layer  of  this 
bed  occur  bones  of  the  mastodon,  of  extinct 
horses  and  sheep,  and  bits  of  potteiy.  Although 
some  geologists  consider  these  as  belonging  to 
the  same  period  as  that  of  the  phosphate  beds 
themselves,  in  Professor  Shaler’s  opinion  they 
were  introduced  at  a  later  period  by  the  agency 
of  water.  Professor  Shaler  thinks  that  these 
beds  were  formed,  after  their  upheaval,  from  the 
marls  beneath  them ;  that  the  drainage  of  sur¬ 
face  water  charged  with  cai'bonic  acid  acted  upon 
the  upper  layer  of  the  marl  and  removed  the  car¬ 
bonate  of  lime,  leaving  the  phosphate  to  accumu¬ 
late  in  the  nodules  around  the  shells.  He  does 
not  pretend  to  account  for  the  original  appear¬ 
ance  of  the  phosphoric  acid,  which  he  thinks  too 
great  in  quantity  to  have  been  derived  from  the 
bones  of  vertebrate  animals.  He  suggests,  how¬ 
ever,  that  it  might  have  been  derived  from  sea¬ 
weeds,  some  kinds  of  which  are  known  to  con¬ 
tain  it  in  appreciable  quantity,  and  possibly  from 
some  pteropod  mollusks.  Professor  Shaler  looks 
upon  the  phosphate  beds  in  question  as  in  the 
main  much  like  that  of  the  sea  bottom  off  the 
southern  coast,  the  recent  dredgings  and  sound¬ 
ings  from  which  have  been  found  to  contain  an 
appreciable  percentage  of  phosphoric  acid. 

GUARANA— A  NEW  STIMULANT. 

Attention  has  been  called  of  late  years  to  the 
virtues  of  a  drug  known  as  guarana,  which  is 
used  in  Brazil  as  a  stimulant  and  a  remedy  in 
m.any  forms  of  neiwous  affection.  It  is  said  to 
be  prepared  from  the  seeds  of  a  sapindaceous 
plant  known  as  PauUinia  sorbilis,  which  ripen  in 


October  or  November,  and  are  then  removed 
from  their  capsules  and  dried  in  the  sun.  Aft¬ 
erward  they  are  placed  in  stone  mortars  over  a 
charcoal  fire,  first  slightly  roasted,  and  then 
rubbed  to  a  fine  powder,  which  is  moistened 
with  water  or  exposed  to  the  dew  by  night,  and 
assumes  the  consistency  of  a  paste.  This  is 
worked  up  into  cylinders  or  balls,  weighing  from 
twelve  to  sixteen  ounces,  then  dried  in  the  sun 
or  the  smoke  of  the  hut  until  they  become  dry  and 
of  a  stony  hardness,  requiring  the  blow  of  an  axe 
or  hammer  to  break  them.  For  use  this  prep¬ 
aration  is  rubbed  on  a  grater  or  file,  so  as  to  be 
reduced  to  a  powder,  and  then  mixed  with  sugar 
and  steeped  in  water. 

A  chemical  examination  of  the  substance 
proves  its  value  as  a  drink,  since  it  embraces  the 
same  principle  as  coffee  or  tea,  and,  in  fact,  con¬ 
tains  four  or  five  per  cent,  of  the  alkaloid  caffein, 
a  proportion  vastly  greater  than  that  of  the  cof¬ 
fee  bean,  which  has  but  two  per  cent,  of  the  same 
ingredient,  or  of  tea,  which  has  from  six-tenths 
of  one  per  cent,  to  two  per  cent,  of  the  same.  It 
is  not  at  all  improbable  that  in  time  this  substance 
will  come  much  more  generally  into  use,  espe¬ 
cially  for  travelers,  and  for  regions  where  trans¬ 
portation  is  expensive,  and  where  concentration 
is  an  object,  since  so  much  larger  a  percentage 
of  an  important  stimulant  can  be  obtained  by  its 
use  in  a  given  weight  than  in  any  other  way.  It 
is  said  that  at  the  present  time  about  6,000,000 
pounds  are  prepared  annually  in  Brazil,  nearly 
the  whole  of  which  is  used  in  that  country.  The 
plant  from  which  it  is  derived  is  very  abundant ; 
and  should  a  demand  arise  for  it,  it  can  be  fur¬ 
nished  in  almost  any  reasonable  quantity. 

FOSSIL  FEATHER. 

The  discovery  of  a  fossil  feather  has  recently 
been  announced  by  Professor  Marsh.  It  was 
obtained  by  Dr.  Hayden  during  his  geological 
explorations  in  Wyoming  Territory  during  the 
past  year,  and  is  stated  to  be  the  first  specimen 
of  the  kind  on  record.  Whether  it  belonged  to 
a  true  bird,  or  to  some  link  between  the  bird 
and  reptile,  like  the  Archceopteryx,  has  not  yet 
been  determined ;  and  additional  collections  from 
the  same  region  will  be  looked  forward  to  with 
much  interest,  as  possibly  likely  to  embrace  such 
portions  of  the  skeleton  of  the  animal  as  may 
sen'e  to  settle  its  true  character. 

OZONE. 

The  result  of  some  recent  investigations  upon 
ozone  by  Mr.  Houzeau  may  be  expressed  in  the 
following  summary.  As  now  understood  by 
most  authors,  ozone  is  simply  an  allotropic  con¬ 
dition  of  oxygen,  but  of  considerably  greater 
density,  the  ratio  between  the  two  being  as  1.65 
to  1.  At  the  same  meteorological  station  the 
chemical  activity  of  the  air  due  to  the  presence 
of  ozone  varies  from  one  day  to  the  next.  In 
three  meteorological  stations,  as  at  Paris,  Rouen, 
and  an  adjacent  locality,  observations  made  at 
the  same  time  of  day,  and  with  the  same  tests, 
showed  very  different  indications  as  to  the  man¬ 
ifestations  of  ozone,  from  which  it  is  inferred 
that  locality  exercises  a  very  decided  influence 
upon  the  chemical  properties  of  the  .atmosphere. 
The  seasons  exercise  the  greatest  influence  iqmn 
the  manifestations  of  atmospheric  ozone,  this  be¬ 
ing  most  decided  ii^  the  spring  and  summer,  and 
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comparatively  feeble  in  autumn  and  winter,  the 
greatest  percentage  being  attained  in  the  month 
of  May.  This  result  is  established  by  eight  years’ 
successive  observations.  There  is  an  intimate  re¬ 
lation  between  the  appearance  of  ozone,  or  its  in¬ 
creased  manifestation,  and  the  great  perturba¬ 
tions  of  the  atmosphere,  such  as  water-spouts, 
hurricanes,  tempests,  etc.  The  influence  of  the 
grander  movements  of  the  atmosphere  upon  the 
production  or  transportation  of  ozone  extends 
sometimes  to  very  great  distances,  even  into  re¬ 
gions  where  the  existence  of  the  substance  is 
otherwise  scarcely  perceptible,  showing  that  these 
commotions,  which  so  frequently  involve  ruin  and 
devastation,  so  far  as  the  material  works  of  hu¬ 
manity  are  concerned,  nevertheless  fulfill  an  im¬ 
portant  part  in  the  economy  of  nature,  as  modi¬ 
fying  and  improving  the  condition  of  the  atmos¬ 
phere. 

CHANGE  OF  CLIMATE  OP  FKANCE. 

It  is  asserted  by  a  French  meteorologist,  who 
has  made  careful  investigations  of  the  subject, 
that  the  climate  of  France,  instead  of  becoming 
milder  since  the  Middle  Ages,  has  actually  be¬ 
come  more  severe.  This  conclusion  is  based 
upon  the  record  of  observations  in  regard  to  the 
growth  of  the  vine,  the  migration  of  storks,  the 
period  of  spring  vegetation,  etc.,  and  would  seem 
to  indicate  a  chronological  coincidence,  if  not  a 
relationship  of  cause  and  effect,  between  the  va¬ 
riations  of  climate  and  the  precession  of  the 
equinoxes. 

FREEZING  OP  PLANTS. 

Mr.  Prillieux  has  shown  that  when  plants  are 
frozen  icicles  are  developed  in  their  interior,  form¬ 
ing  small  columns  perpendicular  to  the  surface, 
and  often  penetrating  the  epidermis,  being  derived 
from  the  liquid  contents  of  the  cells.  The  cells 
themselves  remain  unaffected,  so  that  there  is  no 
destruction,  but  simply  a  separation  of  the  or¬ 
gans  ;  and  consequently  the  asserted  death  of  the 
plant  by  freezing  does  not  really  take  place  to 
any  considerable  extent. 

PRESERVATION  OF  LIME  JUICE. 

The  virtues  of  lime  or  lemon  juice  as  an  an¬ 
tagonist  to  scurvy  on  ship-board  are  well  known 
and  officially  recognized  by  the  passage  of  laws 
in  most  nations  requiring  a  certain  proportion  to 
each  person  on  board  as  part  of  the  ship-stores — 
this  in  Great  Rritain,  for  foreign-bound  craft, 
amounting  to  one  ounce  a  day  per  head,  after 
the  vessel  shall  have  been  ten  days  at  sea.  Much 
attention  has  therefore  been  directed  toward  se¬ 
curing  so  important  an  article  from  adulteration, 
as  well  as  against  its  spoiling  on  the  voyage,  or 
while  in  store.  The  foreign  substances  fraudu¬ 
lently  added  are  water,  tartaric  acid,  bitartrate 
of  potash,  common  salt,  vinegar,  and  sometimes 
even  sulphuric  acid.  Occasionally  it  is  a  solution 
of  citric  acid  in  water.  These  ingredients,  if  not 
all  positively  injurious,  are  yet  without  the  de¬ 
sired  medicinal  effect,  even  the  citric  acid  want¬ 
ing  the  bicitrate  of  ethyl,  one  of  the  important 
constituents  of  the  natural  juice. 

Various  methods  have  been  adopted  for  pre¬ 
serving  the  juice,  one  being  the  addition,  as  au¬ 
thorized  by  law,  of  not  more  than  fifteen  per 
cent,  of  proof  spirit — an  expensive,  and  not  al¬ 
ways  satisfactory  remedy.  Quite  lately,  how¬ 


ever,  a  Mr.  Rose  has  suggested  an  application 
which  promises  to  be  of  very  great  practical  im¬ 
portance.  This  consists  in  the  use  of  a  small 
quantity  of  sulphurous  acid,  or  rather,  about  two 
per  cent,  of  bisulphite  of  lime — a  well-known 
antiseptic.  The  contents  of  vessels  closely  seal¬ 
ed  up  after  the  addition  of  this  substance  seem 
to  experience  no  change  whatever — the  oxygen 
developed  in  the  liquid,  and  which  would  other¬ 
wise  produce  fermentation,  being  taken  up  as 
formed  by  the  sulphurous  acid  of  the  lime,  and 
gradually  converted  into  sul])huric  acid,  which, 
combining  with  the  lime  of  the  salt  and  that  ex¬ 
isting  naturally  in  the  juice,  forms  sulphate  of 
lime,  which  is  precipitated  to  the  bottom  as  an 
inert  substance.  One  advantage  of  the  use  of  bi¬ 
sulphite  of  lime  over  spirits  as  a  preservative  of 
lime  juice,  besides  the  greater  cheapness,  is  the 
fact  that,  in  its  importation  from  foreign  coun¬ 
tries,  no  question  can  arise  as  to  the  duty  charge¬ 
able  on  its  alcoholic  admixture. 

CONDUCTIBILITT  OF  BODIES  FOR  HEAT  AND 
FOR  ELECTRICITY. 

According  to  Von  Lenz,  the  conductibility  of 
different  bodies  for  heat  and  electricity  is  propor¬ 
tional,  one  to  the  other,  with  the  same  tempera¬ 
ture — the  influence  of  temperature  upon  couduct- 
ibility  for  heat  and  conductibility  for  electricity 
being  the  same. 

CRUISE  OF  THE  “PORCUPINE”  IN  18T0. 

Our  readers  will  doubtless  remember  the  ac¬ 
counts,  published  in  previous  pages,  of  the  very 
striking  and  important  results  obtained  by  the 
scientific  corps  on  board  the  British  steamer 
Porcupine,  in  the  explorations  of  last  summer 
made  with  reference  to  the  fauna  and  tempera¬ 
ture  of  the  deep  seas,  a  depth  of  15,000  feet 
having  been  successfvdly  explored.  We  are  norv 
informed  that  these  experiments  are  to  be  re¬ 
peated  during  the  present  summer,  from  the 
same  vessel,  which  has  been  placed  at  the  com¬ 
mand  of  the  Royal  Society.  It  is  understood 
that  the  first  cruise  will  be  along  the  Biiy  of 
Biscay  and  the  coasts  of  Spain  and  Portugal, 
to  the  Straits  of  Gibraltar.  In  the  beginning  of 
August  Dr.  Carpenter  will  proceed  into  the  Med¬ 
iterranean,  and  endeavor  to  trace  the  direction 
of  the  currents  at  the  straits.  A  photometric 
appai’atus  has  been  contrived  by  Mr.  Siemens, 
for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  the  depth  to  which 
solar  light  penetrates  the  sea ;  and  other  ques¬ 
tions  of  considerable  interest  are  to  be  investi¬ 
gated  by  the  gentlemen  of  the  expedition. 

An  improved  method  of  registering  the  deep- 
sea  temperature  will  probably  be  made  use  of 
during  this  new  expedition,  the  results  of  which 
will  tend  to  rectify  and  correct  any  errors  of  the 
previous  season,  thermometers  having  been  pre¬ 
pared  by  inclosing  the  full  bulb  in  glass,  the 
space  between  the  case  and  the  bulb  being  nearly 
filled  with  alcohol.  The  effect  of  this  arrange¬ 
ment  is  to  prevent  action  in  the  way  of  com¬ 
pression  upon  the  bulb  at  great  depths,  and  thus 
avoid  the  erroneous  indications  that  would  result 
therefrom.  Experiments  have  been  made  by  Mr. 
Casella  with  this  new  form  of  apparatus  under 
hydraulic  pressure,  and  an  equivalent  to  the 
greatest  depth  of  the  Porcupine' s  work  of  last 
season  produced  no  perceptible  effect  upon  the 
thermometer. 
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united  states. 

UE  Eecorcl  closes  on  the  30th  of  June. — In 
the  Senate,  May  28,  Mr.  Sumner  reported 
the  Cyrus  W.  Eield  bill  to  aid  in  establishing 
interoceanic  telegraph  communication  between 
California,  the  Sandwich  Islands,  Japan,  and 
China ;  the  line  to  be  completed  in  five  years. 
Among  the  incorporators  are  Peter  Cooper,  Pro¬ 
fessor  Morse,  Wilson  G.  Hunt,  and  Moses  Taylor. 

On  May  31,  a  bill  was  introduced  into  the 
Senate  by  Mr.  Chandler  for  the  encouragement 
of  ship-building.  It  provides  for  the  refunding, 
by  the  government,  to  builders  of  iron  vessels  of 
duties  paid  on  materials  used  in  their  construc¬ 
tion  ;  also,  for  the  American  registration  of  ves¬ 
sels  purchased  abroad  for  three  years  after  the 
passage  of  the  hill.  The  same  day,  in  the  House, 
Mr.  Lynch’s  bill  for  the  revival  of  American 
commerce  was  virtually  defeated  for  this  session, 
it  being  recommitted  with  its  amendments. 

The  Senate  in  executive  session,  June  1,  re¬ 
jected,  by  a  vote  of  20  to  19,  the  reciprocity 
treaty  negotiated  with  the  Sandwich  Islands  at 
San  Prancisco,  May,  1807.  The  treaty  was  to 
have  continued  in  force  for  seven  years  from  its 
negotiation. 

The  income  tax  was  debated  in  the  House  on 
June  2.  The  next  day  amendments  were  adopt¬ 
ed  reducing  the  tax  to  3  per  cent.,  increasing 
the  exemption  to  $2000,  limiting  the  allow¬ 
ance  for  house-rent  to  $500,  and  prohibiting  the 
publication  of  the  income  returns. — In  the  Sen¬ 
ate,  on  the  24th,  the  income  tax  was  utterly 
abolished  by  a  vote  of  34  to  23. 

A  Naturalization  bill  was  reported  by  the  House 
Judiciary  Committee  on  the  9  th.  It  reduces  the 
period  of  residence  to  three  years,  and  provides 
for  proceedings  for  naturalization  to  be  taken  in 
the  United  States  courts.  The  bill  was  recom¬ 
mitted  on  the  10th,  and  again  presented  on  the 
13th,  when  it  was  passed.  As  amended,  it  leaves 
the  naturalization  system  in  the  State  courts,  but 
gives  the  Federal  courts  jurisdiction  over  all  par¬ 
ties  charged  with  fraud. 

The  Senate  amendment  to  the  Appropriation 
bill,  placing  female  clerks  in  the  departments, 
as  regards  pay,  on  the  same  footing  with  male 
clerks,  was  adopted  June  1 1. 

In  the  Senate,  a  bill  fixing  the  apportionment 
for  the  next  Congress,  and  increasing  the  num¬ 
ber  of  Eepresentatives  to  300,  was  passed  June  13. 

The  bill  to  provide  a  national  currency  of  bank¬ 
notes,  and  to  equalize  the  distribution  of  circula¬ 
ting  notes,  was  debated  in  the  House  June  8. 
Pending  the  discussion,  a  motion  to  adjourn  was 
carried,  which  had  the  effect  to  place  the  bill  at 
the  bottom  of  the  list  on  the  Speaker’s  table. 
The  bill  was,  however,  subsequently  recovered 
from  this  position  and  passed.  But  a  Confer¬ 
ence  Committee  had  to  be  appointed,  which,  on 
the  27th,  presented  its  report  in  the  House.  The 
bill  reported  by  the  Conference  Committee  is  es¬ 
sentially  the  same  as  the  one  originally  presented, 
and  of  which  we  have  given  a  synopsis  in  a  pre¬ 
vious  Kecord.  The  bill  was  rejected  on  the  29th. 

In  the  Senate,  on  the  ICth,  the  House  bill  cre¬ 
ating  a  Department  of  Justice,  with  the  Attorn¬ 
ey-General  at  its  head,  was  passed. 


The  bill  abolishing  the  franking  privilege, 
which  several  weeks  before  had  passed  the  House 
almost  unanimously,  was  rejected  by  the  Senate, 
June  21 — yeas  26,  nays  28. 

In  the  House,  June  24,  the  Georgia  bill  was 
adopted.  It  declares  the  State  entitled  to  rep¬ 
resentation,  a  legal  Legislature  having  ratified 
the  Fourteenth  and  Fifteenth  Amendments. 

On  June  13  President  Grant,  anticipating  the 
action  of  the  House  on  Mr.  Banks’s  resolutions, 
transmitted  to  Congress  a  special  message  on  the 
Cuban  question.  After  alluding  to  the  state¬ 
ment  made  in  his  annual  message  at  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  the  session,  the  President  says : 

“  During  the  six  months  which  have  passed  since  the 
date  of  the  message,  the  condition  of  the  insurgents 
has  not  improved ;  and  the  insurrection  itself,  although 
not  subdued,  exhibits  no  signs  of  advance,  hut  seems 
to  he  confined  to  an  irregular  system  of  hostilities,  car¬ 
ried  on  by  small  and  ilTy-armed  bands  of  men,  roam¬ 
ing  without  concentration  through  the  vs’ood  and  the 
sparsely  populated  regions  of  the  island,  attacking  from 
ambush  convoys  and  small  hands  of  troops,  burning 
plantations  and  the  estates  of  those  not  sympathizing 
with  their  cause.  But,  if  the  insurrection  has  not  gain¬ 
ed  ground,  it  is  equally  true  that  Spain  has  not  sup¬ 
pressed  it.  Climate,  disease,  and  the  occasional  bullet, 
have  w'orked  destruction  among  the  soldiers  of  Spain ; 
and  although  the  Spanish  authorities  have  possession 
of  every  sea-port  and  every  town  on  the  island,  they 
have  not  been  able  to  subdue  the  hostile  feeling  which 
has  driven  a  considerable  number  of  the  native  inhab¬ 
itants  of  the  island  to  armed  resistance  against  Spain, 
and  still  leads  them  to  endure  the  dangers  and  priva¬ 
tions  of  a  roaming  life  of  a  guerrilla.  On  either  side 
the  contest  has  been  conducted,  and  is  still  carried  on, 
with  a  lamentahle  disregard  of  human  life,  and  of  the 
usages  and  practices  wliich  modem  civilization  has 
prescribed  in  mitigation  of  the  necessary  horrors  of 
war.  The  torch  of  Spaniard  and  Cuban  are  alike  busy 
in  carrying  devastation  over  fertile  regions.  Murder¬ 
ous  and  revengeful  decrees  are  issued  and  executed  by 
both  parties.  Count  Valmaseda  and  Colonel  Bolt,  on 
the  part  of  Spain,  have  each  startled  humanity  and 
aroused  the  indignation  of  the  civilized  world  by  the 
execution  each  of  a  score  of  prisoners  at  a  time ;  while 
General  Quesada,  the  Cuban  chief,  coolly,  and  with 
apparent  unconsciousness  of  aught  else  than  a  proper 
act,  has  admitted  the  slaughter,  by  his  own  deliber¬ 
ate  order,  in  one  day,  of  upward  of  650  prisoners  of 
war.  _  A  summary  trial,  with  few,  if  any,  escapes  from 
conviction,  followed  by  immediate  execution,  is  the 
fate  of  those  arrested  on  either  side  on  suspicion  of 
infidelity  to  the  cause  of  the  party  making  the  arrest. 
Whatever  may  be  the  sympathies  of  the  people  or  of 
the  government  of  the  United  States  for  the  cause  or 
objects  for  which  a  part  of  the  people  of  Cuba  are  un¬ 
derstood  to  have  put  themselves  in  armed  resistance 
to  the  government  of  Spain,  there  can  be  no  just  sym¬ 
pathy  in  a  conflict  carried  on  by  both  parties  alike  in 
such  barbarous  violation  of  the  rules  of  civilized  na¬ 
tions,  and  with  such  continued  outrage  upon  the  plain¬ 
est  principles  of  humanity.” 

In  regard  to  outrages  perpetrated  upon  Amer¬ 
ican  citizens,  he  says  : 

“  We  can  not  discriminate,  in  our  censure  of  their 
mode  of  conducting  their  contest,  between  the  Span¬ 
iards  and  the  Cub^s.  Each  commits  the  same  atroci¬ 
ties,  and  outrages  alike  the  established  rules  of  war. 
The  properties  of  many  of  our  citizens  have  been  de¬ 
stroyed  or  embargoed.  The  lives  of  several  have  been 
sacrificed,  and  the  liberty  of  others  has  been  restrained 
In  every  case  that  has  come  to  the  knowledge  of  the 
government  an  early  and  earnest  demand  for  repara¬ 
tion  and  indemnity  has  been  made ;  and  most  emphatic 
remonstrance  has  been  presented  against  the  manner 
in  which  the  strife  is  conducted,  and  against  the  reck¬ 
less  disregard  of  human  life,  the  wanton  destruction 
of  material  wealth,  and  the  cruel  disregard  of  the  es¬ 
tablished  rules  of  civilized  warfare.  I  have,  since  the 
beginning  of  the  present  session  of  Congress,  com¬ 
municated  to  the  House  of  Kepresentalives,  upon  their 
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request,  an  account  of  the  steps  which  I  had  taken  in 
the  hope  of  bringing  this  sad  conflict  to  an  end,  and 
for  securing  to  the  people  of  Cuba  the  blessings  and 
the  right  of  independent  self-government  The  efforts 
then  made  failed,  but  not  without  an  assurance  from 
Spain  that  the  good  offices  of  this  government  might 
still  avail  for  the  objects  to  which  they  had  been  ad¬ 
dressed.” 

In  regard  to  neutrality,  and  the  recognition 
of  belligerent  rights,  he  says  : 

“  The  duty  of  opposition  to  filibustering  has  been  ad¬ 
mitted  by  every  President  Washington  encountered 
the  efforts  of  Genet  and  the  P’rench  revolutionists; 
John  Adams  the  project  of  Mieranda;  Jefferson  the 
schemes  of  Aaron  Burr;  Madison,  and  subsequent 
Presidents,  had  to  deal  with  the  question  of  foreign 
enlistment  or  equipment  in  the  United  States ;  and 
since  the  days  of  John  Quincy  Adams  it  has  been  one 
of  the  constant  cares  of  the  government  in  the  United 
States  to  prevent  piratical  expeditions  against  the  fee¬ 
ble  South  American  republics  from  leaving  our  shores. 
In  no  country  are  men  wanting  for  any  enterprise  that 
holds  out  promise  of  adventure  and  gain.  In  the  ear¬ 
ly  days  of  our  national  existence,  the  whole  continent 
of  Ahierica,  outside  of  the  United  States  and  aU  its 
islands,  were  colonial  dependencies  upon  European 
powers.  The  revolutions  which,  from  1810,  spread  al¬ 
most  simultaneously  throughout  the  Spanish  Ameri¬ 
can  continental  colonies,  resulted  in  the  establishment 
of  new  states,  like  ourselves,  of  European  origm,  and 
interested  in  excluding  European  politics  and  the 
question  of  dynasty  and  of  balances  of  power  from 
further  influence  in  the  New  World.  The  American 
policy  of  neutrality,  important  before,  became  doubly 
so  from  the  fact  that  it  became  applicable  to  the  new 
republics  as  well  as  to  the  mother  country.  It  then 
devolved  upon  us  to  determine  the  great  international 
question,  at  what  time  and  under  what  circumstances 
to  recognize  a  new  power  as  entitled  to  a  place  among 
the  family  of  nations,  as  well  as  the  preliminary  ques¬ 
tion  of  the  attitude  to  be  observed  by  this  government 
toward  the  insurrectionary  party  pending  the  contest. 
Mr.  Monroe  concisely  expressed  the  rule  which  has 
controlled  the  action  of  this  government  with  refer¬ 
ence  to  a  revolting  country,  pending  its  struggle,  by 
saying : 

“  ‘  As  soon  as  the  movement  assumed  such  a  steady 
and  consistent  form  as  to  make  the  success  of  the 
provinces  probable,  the  rights  to  which  they  were  en¬ 
titled  by  the  laws  of  nations  as  equal  parties  to  a  civil 
war  were  extended  to  them.’ 

“The  question  of  belligerency  is  one  of  fact,  not  to 
be  decided  by  sympathies  for,  or  prejudice  against, 
either  party.  The  relations  between  the  combatants  in 
their  present  state  must  amount,  in  fact,  to  war  in  the 
sense  of  international  law.  Fighting,  though  fierce 
and  protracted,  does  not  alone  constitute  war.  There 
must  be  military  forces  acting  in  accordance  with  the 
rules  of  war,  flags  of  truce,  cartels,  exchange  of  pris¬ 
oners,  etc.,  etc.  And  to  justify  a  recognition  of  bellig¬ 
erency  there  must  be  above  all  a  de/octo  political  or¬ 
ganization  of  the  insurgents,  sufficient  in  character 
and  resources  to  constitute,  if  left  to  itself,  a  state 
among  nations,  capable  of  discharging  the  duties  of  a 
state,  and  of  meeting  the  just  responsibilities  it  may 
incur  as  such  toward  other  powers  in  the  discharge 
of  its  national  duties.  Applymg  the  best  information 
which  I  have  been  able  to  gather — whether  from  offi¬ 
cial  or  unofficial  sources,  including^  the  very  exagger¬ 
ated  statements  which  each  party  gives  to  aU  that  may 
prejudice  the  opposite  or  give  credit  to  its  own  side  of 
the  question — I  am  unable  to  see  in  the  present  condi¬ 
tion  of  the  contest  in  Cuba  those  elements  which  are 
requisite  to  constitute  war  in  the  sense  of  international 
law.  The  insurgents  hold  no  town  or  city,  have  no 
established  seat  of  government;  they  have  no  prize 
courts,  no  organization  for  the  receiving  or  coUeoting 
of  revenue ;  no  sea-port  to  which  a  prize  may  be  car¬ 
ried,  or  through  which  access  can  be  had  by  a  foreign 
power  to  the  limited  interior  territory  and  mountain 
fastnesses  which  they  occupy.  The  existence  of  a 
legislature  representing  any  popular  constituency  is 
more  than  doubtful.  In  the  uncertainty  that  hangs 
around  the  entire  insurrection  there  is  no  probable 
evidence  of  an  election  of  any  delegated  authority,  or 
of  any  government  outside  the  limits  of  the  camps  oc¬ 
cupied  from  day  to  day  by  the  moving  companies  of 
insurgent  troops.  There  is  no  commerce,  no  trade — 
either  internal  or  foreign — no  manufactures.  The  late 
commander-in-chief  of  the  insurgents,  having  recent¬ 
ly  come  to  the  United  States,  publicly  declared  that 
‘  all  commercial  intercourse  or  trade  with  the  exterior 


world  has  been  utterly  cut  off ;’  and  he  further  added, 
‘to-day  we  have  not  ten  thousand  arms  in  Cuba.’  It 
is  a  well-established  principle  of  public  law  that  a  rec¬ 
ognition  by  a  foreign  state  of  belligerent  rights  of  in¬ 
surgents  under  circumstances  such  as  now  exist  in 
Cuba,  if  not  justified  by  necessity,  is  a  gratuitous  dem¬ 
onstration  of  moral  support  to  the  rebellion.” 

On  the  14tli  the  joint  resolutions  which  had 
been  reported  by  the  majority  of  the  Committee 
on  Foreign  Affairs  were  considered.  These  reso¬ 
lutions  authorized  and  instructed  the  President  to 
maintain  a  strictly  impartial  neutrality,  and  re¬ 
quested  him  to  remonstrate  against  the  barbarous 
manner  in  which  the  war  in  Cuba  has  been  con¬ 
ducted.  On  the  16th  a  substitute  offered  by  Mr. 
Bingham  was  adopted,  103  to  86,  authorizing  the 
President  to  remonstrate  against  the  barbarous 
manner  in  which  the  contest  is  being  conducted, 
“  and,  if  he  shall  deem  it  expedient,  to  solicit  the 
co-operation  of  other  governments  in  such  meas¬ 
ures  as  he  may  deem  necessary  to  secure  from 
both  contending  parties  an  observance  of  the  laws 
of  war  recognized  by  all  civilized  nations.  ”  Ev¬ 
ery  Democrat,  save  one,  voted  in  the  negative. 

As  a  preparation  for  the  ensuing  political 
campaign,  an  address  to  the  people  of  the  Unit¬ 
ed  States  was  signed  and  issued  by  the  Demo¬ 
cratic  members  of  Congress,  assembled  in  caucus 
for  that  purpose  on  the  evening  of  June  23.  It 
is  an  appeal  to  the  people  to  elect  members  of  the 
next  Congress  who  shall  favor  a  constitutional, 
economical,  and  honest  government,  and  oppose 
a  continuance  of  revolutionary,  e.xtravagant, 
wasteful,  and  partisan  rule. 

The  State  election  in  Oregon,  June  6,  for  a 
Congressman,  State  officers,  and  members  of  the 
Legislature,  resulted  in  a  Democratic  victory. 
This  result  insures  the  election  of  a  Democratic 
Senator  in  place  of  Hon.  G.  H.  Williams,  whose 
term  expires  in  1871. 

The  Ohio  Democratic  State  Convention  met  in 
Columbus  June  1,  and  nominated  a  ticket  for 
State  officers,  to  be  chosen  in  the  October  elec¬ 
tion,  headed  with  the  name  of  William  Heisly, 
of  Cleveland,  for  Secretary  of  State.  The  plat¬ 
form  adopted  denounces  the  present  odious  tariff, 
calls  for  the  repeal  of  the  income  tax  and  other 
oppressive  taxes,  deplores  the  profligacy  of  Grant’s 
administration,  declares  against  land  monopolies 
and  the  national  bank  system,  calls  for  the  tax¬ 
ing  of  the  bonds,  and  condemns  the  truckling  of 
the  administration  to  Great  Britain  and  Spain. 

The  Vermont  Constitutional  Convention,  June 
11,  rejected  the  proposition  for  female  suffrage. 
Only  one  member  voted  in  its  favor,  against  231. 

The  President  accepted  the  resignation  of  At¬ 
torney-General  Hoar  June  1.5,  and  the  next  day 
nominated  Amos  T.  Ackerman,  of  Georgia,  as  his 
successor.  The  nomination  was  confirmed  by 
the  Senate  June  23. 

United  States  Senators  whose  terms  will  begin 
March  4,  1871,  were  elected  in  two  States  June 
14.  Senator  Henry  B.  Anthony  was  re-elected 
from  Rhode  Island,  and  Senator  Aaron  H.  Cragin 
from  New  Hampshire.  Four  Senators  of  the 
same  class  have  already  been  chosen :  Steven¬ 
son,  of  Kentucky;  Morrill,  of  Maine;  Cooper, 
of  Tennessee ;  and  Alcorn,  of  Mississippi. 

On  the  1st  of  June  a  delegation  of  Indians, 
the  principal  men  of  which  were  Red  Cloud, 
Spotted  Tail,  and  Swift  Bear,  waited  on  Com¬ 
missioner  Parker,  at  Washington,  to  confer  with 
him  in  regard  to  Indian  affairs  in  the  Territories 
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of  the  Northwest.  Ked  Cloud  is  the  chief  of  the 
Sioux  Nation.  Spotted  Tail  complained  that  the 
government  had  not  fulfilled  its  treaty  obliga¬ 
tions.  The  object  of  the  delegation  was  to  pro¬ 
cure  redress  and  protection.  While  these  strange 
visitors  were  being  entertained  at  Washington 
their  brethren  in  the  West  were  threatening  war 
in  the  vicinity  of  Fort  Buford,  Dakota  Territory. 

The  Cuban  privateer  Hornet,  seized  by  the 
government  at  Wilmington,  North  Carolina,  last 
fall,  has  been  released  to  the  original  purchaser 
from  the  United  States,  Mr.  Fernando  Macia, 
who  gave  bonds  amounting  to  $50,000  that  she 
shall  not  engage  in  hostilities  against  Spain,  or 
otherwise  violate  the  neutrality  laws  of  the  United 
States. 

M^illiam  Gilmore  Simms,  the  Southern  novel¬ 
ist,  died  in  Charleston,  South  Carolina,  June  11, 
aged  64,  years. 

EUROPE. 

In  the  British  House  of  Lords,  on  the  17th, 
the  High  Court  of  Justice  bill,  by  which  import¬ 
ant  reforms  are  introduced  into  the  suiierior 
courts  of  law  and  equity  in  England,  was  passed. 
In  the  same  House  the  Irish  Land  bill  passed  to 
a  second  reading.  On  the  24th  an  amendment 
to  the  Education  bill,  favoring  purely  secular 
education,  was  rejected  by  the  House  of  Com¬ 
mons,  60  to  421. 

Sir  Charles  Mordaunt,  of  England,  has  been 
defeated  in  his  suit  for  a  divorce  from  his  wife, 
the  decision  against  him  resting  on  the  ground 
that,  owing  to  the  continued  insanity  of  Lady 
Mordaunt,  she  was  in  no  condition  to  make  le¬ 
gal  reply.  The  case  may  be  reopened  whenever 
it  shall  appear  that  her  recovery  is  hopeless. — 
Mr.  Shirley  Brooks,  the  novelist,  succeeds  Mark 
Lemon  as  editor  of  Punch. 

Charles  Dickens  died  at  Gadshill,  near  Eoch- 
ester,  in  Kent,  England,  on  the  S)th  of  June. 
The  day  before  his  death  he  W'as  dining  with  his 
sister-in-law.  Miss  Hogarth,  who,  observing  an 
unusual  appearance  in  his  face,  became  alarmed ; 
but  he  said  it  was  only  a  toothache,  and  that  he 
should  be  better  presently.  He  then  asked  that 
the  window  might  be  shut,  and  almost  immedi¬ 
ately  relapsed  into  unconsciousness,  from  which 
state  he  never  recovered  before  death.  Mr.  Dick¬ 
ens  was  58  years  old  when  he  died.  The  remains 
of  the  deceased  were,  on  the  morning  of  the  14th, 
conveyed  to  Westminster  Abbey,  where  they  were 
received  by  Dean  Stanley  and  other  officials,  and 
placed  in  the  Poet’s  Corner,  at  the  foot  of  Han¬ 
del,  and  at  the  head  of  Sheridan,  with  Macaulay 
and  Cumberland  on  either  side.  The  usual  flow¬ 
ers  were  strewn  upon  the  bier.  Dean  Stanley  read 
the  burial-service,  the  coffin  was  deposited  in  its 
final  resting-place,  and  the  funeral  of  Dickens 
was  ended.  Upon  the  coffin-plate  were  inscribed 
the  words : 

Charles  Dickens, 

Born  February  7,  1S12, 

Died  June  9,  1870. 

On  Sunday,  the  19th,  Dean  Stanley  preached  a 
commemorative  funeral  discourse. 

The  Eight  Honorable  George  Frederick  Will¬ 
iam  Villiers,  Earl  of  Clarendon,  the  British  Sec¬ 
retary  of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs,  died  June  26, 
aged  70  years. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  month  the  Spanish 
Cortes  entered  upon  a  discussion  to  determine 
the  future  ruler  of  Spain.  On  the  4th  a  propo- 1 


sition  was  made  that  no  candidate  for  king 
should  be  considered  fairly  elected  unless  he 
should  receive  a  majority  equal  to  one-half  of  the 
full  number  of  deputies  in  the  Cortes.  It  was 
voted  to  consider  this  proposition,  106  to  98. 
The  proposition  was  carried  on  the  8th,  138  to 
124.  The  successful  candidate  must  therefore 
receive  179  votes. — A  telegram  from  Madrid, 
dated  J une  5,  states  that  Espartero  had  written 
a  letter  declining  to  become  a  candidate  for  the 
throne. — Isabella  II.  has  signed  her  formal  abdi¬ 
cation  of  the  throne  in  favor  of  her  son,  the 
Prince  of  Asturias. — Previous  to  the  adjourn¬ 
ment  of  the  Cortes,  June  22,  a  bill  was  passed  by 
that  body  differing  from  Senor  Moret’s  project 
in  several  particulars.  All  slaves  over  60,  in¬ 
stead  of  65,  years  of  age,  are  immediately  liber¬ 
ated.  Children  under  14  years  of  age  are  to  go 
with  their  mothers.  Married  couples  shall  not 
be  separated,  and  punishment  by  the  lash  is  ab¬ 
solutely  prohibited. 

A  terrible  conflagration  broke  out  in  Constan¬ 
tinople  June  6,  in  the  course  of  which  over  7000 
buildings  were  consumed.  A  number  of  families 
perished,  being  unable  to  escape  from  the  net¬ 
work  of  flames  in  which  they  were  immersed.  A 
Turkish  paper  says  that  2000  lives  were  lost. 
The  residences  of  the  American  and  British  min¬ 
isters,  and  the  consulates  of  several  nations,  to¬ 
gether  with  theatres,  mosques,  churches,  and 
stores,  were  destroyed. 

The  French  Chamber  of  Accusation  of  the 
High  Court  of  Justice  in  France,  on  June  4,  re¬ 
turned  indictments  against  seventy-eight  persons 
for  conspiracy  against  the  life  of  the  Emperor 
and  kindred  crimes.  The  trials  were  to  com¬ 
mence  at  Blois  June  30. 

A  telegram  from  Vienna,  dated  June  5,  an¬ 
nounced  that  the  Austrian  Emperor  had  pro¬ 
mulgated  a  decree  inviting  the  world  to  a  uni¬ 
versal  exposition  to  be  held  in  that  capital  in  1873. 

The  Oecumenical  Council  has  been  during  the 
month  of  June  principally  occupied  with  the  dis¬ 
cussion  of  the  infallibility  dogma.  Seventy-two 
fathers — fifteen  of  them  French  prelates — signi¬ 
fied  their  intention  to  speak  against  it.  Bishop 
Dupanloup,  in  the  course  of  the  debate,  made  a 
very  forcible  speech  against  the  dogma. 

CUBA. 

Oscar  Cespedes,  the  young  son  of  President 
Cespedes,  who  had  been  captured  by  the  Span¬ 
iards,  was,  on  May  29,  executed  at  Puerto  Prin¬ 
cipe. — A  telegram  from  Havana,  dated  June  5, 
announced  the  capture  by  the  Spaniards  of  the 
filibustering  expedition  which  had  sailed  from 
New  York  in  the  George  B.  Upton  to  the  aid  of 
the  Cuban  insurgents.  The  Upton  landed  the 
men,  arms,  etc.,  at  Punta  Brava,  a  few  miles 
east  of  Nuevitas.  The  Americans  left  in  charge 
of  the  stores  were  attacked  by  the  Spaniards  and 
dispersed,  losing  ten  killed,  including  Captain 
Harrison.  Two  were  drowned,  and  three  taken 
prisoners.  A  steam  launch,  six  tons  of  gun¬ 
powder,  2000  rifles,  100,000  cartridges,  and  a 
large  quantity  of  medicines,  fell  into  the  hands 
of'the  Spaniards.  The  prisoners  were  summa¬ 
rily  executed.  The  Upton,  on  the  12th,  in  a 
second  expedition,  succeeded  in  landing  men  and 
military  stores  ;  but  late  advices  from  Havana 
announce  the  capture  of  the  expedition,  with  its 
materials  of  war. 


(EMtnr’s  Smnier. 


From  every  quarter  of  the  country,  and  from 
many  parts  foreign,  come  monthly  to  the 
Drawer  some  hundreds  of  communications,  con¬ 
taining  things  pleasant  and  witty  jotted  down 
for  the  delectation  of  our  readers.  Before  us, 
for  example,  are  letters  from  Marysville,  Cali¬ 
fornia;  Middlehury  College,  Vermont ;  Annapo¬ 
lis,  Maryland;  Chillicothe,  Ohio;  Honolulu, 
Hawaiian  Islands  ;  Buffalo,  New  York ;  North- 
field,  Minnesota ;  Austin,  Texas ;  Lindsay, 
Canada  West ;  Galveston,  Texas ;  NorthBranch, 
Michigan ;  Oregon  City,  Oregon ;  St.  Louis, 
Missouri;  Jordan,  New  York;  Washington, 
District  of  Columbia;  Waterbury,  Vermont; 
New  Orleans,  Louisiana ;  Sandusky,  Ohio ; 
Ottumwa,  Iowa ;  Dale  City,  Iowa ;  Saco, 
Maine ;  Oskaloosa,  Iowa ;  Thorndike,  Massa¬ 
chusetts  ;  Portland,  Oregon ;  Chicago,  Illinois ; 
Ravenna,  Ohio ;  St.  Mary’s  Mission,  Kansas ; 
Port  Wayne,  Indiana;  Oakland,  California; 
Piqua,  Ohio ;  Moberly,  Missouri ;  Petaluma, 
California ;  Bourbon,  Indiana ;  Fort  Klamath, 
Oregon;  South  Bend,  Indiana,  etc.,  etc. 

The  briefer  pleasantries,  and  occasionally  oth¬ 
ers,  that  are  not  exactly  adapted  to  the  Drawer, 
find  their  way  to  appropriate  columns  in  Harper  s 
Weekly  or  in  Harper  s  Bazar.  Scarce  a  letter 
comes  bearing  these  funniments  that  does  not 
contain  a  few  introductory  words  expressing  the 
delight  which  is  felt  in  reading  the  Drawer,  and 
the  fine  moral  and  physical  results  produced  by 
its  honest,  hearty,  laughter-provoking  “  quiddets 
and  quillets.” 

So,  brethren,  continue  to  send  on  your  anec¬ 
dotes,  and  thus  administer  to  “the  general  joy 
of  the  whole  company.  ” 


We  copy  from  a  Number  of  Buckingham’s 
Boston  Weekly  Magazine,  published  in  Febru¬ 
ary,  1805,  the  following  epitaph,  which,  now  that 
slavery  is  abolished,  has  an  interest  that  it  scarce¬ 
ly  had  when  originally  cut  upon  the  stone : 

EPITAPH 

Upon  an  African,  inscribed  upon  a  Grave  Stone  in  a 
Grave  Yard  in  Concord,  Mass. 

GOD 

Wills  us  free ; 

Man 

Wills  us  slaves, 

I  wUl  as  God  wills, 

God’s  will  be  done. 

Here  lies  the  body  of  John  Jack, 

A  native  of  Africa,  who  died  March,  17T3, 

Aged  about  sixty  years. 

Tho’  horn  in  a  land  of  slavery, 

He  was  bom/ree  ; 

Tho’  he  lived  in  a  land  of  liberty. 

He  lived  a  slave. 

Till  by  his  honest,  tho’  stolen  labours. 

He  acquired  the  source  of  slavery, 

Which  gave  him.  his /re«dom. 

Tho’  not  long  before 
Death,  the  grand  Tyrant, 

Gave  him  his  final  emancipation, 

And  set  him  on  a  footing  with  kings. 

Tho’  a  slave  to  vice, 

He  practised  those  virtues. 

Without  which,  Kings  are  but  Slaves. 

Our  eldest,  a  little  fellow,  six  years  of  age,  is 
critical  in  the  matter  of  “trotting  buggies”  and 
horse-flesh.  His  father’s  residence  is  suburban, 


and  beyond  it  lies  the  cemeteiy,  “Forest  Home;” 
the  funeral  trains  passing  to  and  fro  being  dis¬ 
tinctly  visible  from  the  house.  One  day,  after 
watching  a  funeral  procession  pass.  Master  Frank, 
lifting  his  little  face,  preternaturally  grave,  sol¬ 
emnly  announced : 

“  Aunty  Bell,  I  alius  know  when  any  body  is 
dead.” 

“How  do  you  know  that,  Frank ?” 

“  ’Cause,  whenever  I  see  a  buggy  with  a  door 
behind,  then  I  alius  knows  it’s  a  funeral.” 


Alas  that  there  should  be  so  many  poor 
souls  who  in  this  world  and  that  which  is  to 
come  look  forward  to  nothing  that  is  substan¬ 
tially  comfortable  and  satisfying !  Here,  for  in¬ 
stance,  is  a  veritable  descendant  of  Saint  Martha, 
who  came  into  a  neighbor’s  house  in  Buffalo  a 
few  days  since,  downcast,  wearying  with  many 
cares  and  cumbered  with  much  serving :  “So 
much  to  do !  cleaning,  working,  cooking,  wash¬ 
ing,  sewing,  and  every  thing  else!  No  rest! 
never  was,  never  will  be,  for  me !” 

“Oh  yes,”  said  the  good  woman  she  ad¬ 
dressed,  “  there  will  be  a  rest  one  day  for  us  aU 
— a  long  rest.  ” 

“Not  for  me!  not  for  me!”  w'as  the  reply. 
‘  ‘  Whenever  I  do  die,  there  will  be  certain  to  be 
resurrection  the  very  next  day!  It  would  be 
just  my  luck !” 

Poor  old  dear !  Too  bad ! 


A  CORRESPONDENT  in  Idaho  incloses  to  the 
Drawer  copies  of  some  of  the  old  district  laws 
of  that  region.  From  the  early  settlement  of  the 
Pike’s  Peak  region,  in  ’58  and  ’59,  until  the  au¬ 
tumn  of  ’62,  it  was  divided  into  mining  districts, 
each  district  electing  its  own  officers  and  enact¬ 
ing  and  enforcing  its  own  laws.  A  few  of  these 
are  as  follows : 

Loweb  Union  Dibtbiot. — ^Passed  June  8,  1860. — Sec. 
8 :  If  any  person  or  persons  shall  be  guilty  of  stealing, 
the  injured  party  may  take  sufficient  property  of  de¬ 
fendant  to  satisfy  all  damage,  and  the  defendant  shall 
be  banished  from  the  district,  and,  failing  to  leave  the 
district  immediately  on  notice,  shall  receive  tnot  less 
than  five,  nor  more  than  twenty-nine  lashes.  And  in 
case  the  value  of  the  property  stolen  be  over  $100,  he 
shall  he  hanged  by  the  neck  until  he  is  dead.  The  in¬ 
jured  party  may  proceed  to  retake  his  property  and  re¬ 
munerate  himself. 

Revision  of  March,  1861,  See.  9. — Sesolved:  That 
any  person  who  shall  be  tried  for  stealing  before  the 
Miners’  Court,  if  found  guilty,  shall  receive  not  less 
than  twenty,  nor  more  than  one  hundred  lashes.  And 
for  stealing  a  yoke  of  oxen,  horse,  mule,  or  pony,  he 
shall  he  hung  by  the  neck  until  he  is  dead ;  and  in  all 
cases  the  party  having  had  property  stolen  shall  be 
made  good  by  the  party  guilty  of  stealing,  if  in  his 
power.  The  president  will  in  all  cases  appoint  the 
person  to  whip,  and  the  whipped  person  shall  be  ban¬ 
ished  from  the  mountains  forever,  and  not  complying 
within  two  hours,  the  whipping  to  be  repeated. 

_  Resolved ;  That  no  lawyer  shall  be  permitted  to  prac¬ 
tice  law  in  any  court  in  this  district,  under  penalty  of 
not  more  than  fifty,  nor  less  than  twenty  lashes,  and 
he  banished  from  tho  district. 

_  Banneb  Dibtbiot,  March  8, 1861. — ^No  lawyer  or  pet¬ 
tifogger  shall  be  allowed  to  plead  in  any  court  in  this 
district. 

Tkaii.  Ceeek  Dibtbiot,  Aug.  20,  1860. — ^No  lawyer, 
attorney,  counselor,  or  pettifogger  shall  be  allowed  to 
plead  in  any  case  or  before  any  judge  or  jury  in  this 
district. 

That  seems  to  be  more  comprehensive  and 
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specific.  But  what  an  absurd  prejudice  against 
lawyers ! 

The  crime  of  perjury  seems  to  iiave  been  re¬ 
garded  as  a  venial  offense  compared  with  the 
irregular  appropriation  of  a  mule.  Thus  : 

Any  person  convicted  of  perjury  sliall  receive  twen- 
ty-iive  lashes  on  the  bare  back,  and  the  sherilf  shall 
perforin  said  duty. 

This  is  somewhat  in  the  style  of  the  rhymed 
advice  of  the  noble  Bushrod  to  his  son,  G. 
W ashington : 

“’Tis  better  to  tell  ten  thousand  lies 
Than  cut  down  one  appuel  tree.” 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  the  Territorial  Legis¬ 
lature,  at  its  first  session,  ratified  and  confirmed 
all  the  old  district  laws.  It  is  also  curious,  in 
reference  to  the  summary  code  quoted  above, 
that  very  few  persons,  perhaps  not  one,  is  known 
to  have  suffered  its  penalties. 


A  Noeth  Carolina  friend  notes  down  the 
following,  that  occurred  at  “our  mess”  during 
1864:  Our  “contraband,”  Jim,  is  a  genuine 
descendant  of  Africa  in  color,  somewhat  Chris¬ 
tianized  and  ambitious,  but  a  favorite  waiter. 
We  had  been  discussing  the  proposed  celebra¬ 
tion  of  the  emancipation  proclamation  by  the 
“  John  Brown,”  “Lincoln,”  and  other  leagues, 
when  I  asked  Jim  to  which  he  belonged,  how 
large  it  was,  etc.  He  replied,  “  Oh,  I’s  mem¬ 
ber  of  de  Linkum  League.  Dar’s  a  right  smart 
lot  of  dem,  too.” 

“Well,”  said  I,  “  Ctesar  [another  contraband] 
came  around  yesterday  with  the  subscription  pa¬ 
per,  and  I  felt  interested  to  know  how  you  are 
all  progressing.” 

“D’yer  see,”  replied  Jim,  “dey  hel’  a  meet- 
in’  las’  night  round  yer  t’  Dick’s,  an’  Caasar 
p’inted  de  kermittee  of  de  hul  ter  git  de  money, 
’cause  ter  night  dey’s  gwine  to  hwj  de.r  laws!" 

Evidently  James  had  got  confused  about  the 
passage  of  by-laws  and  the  raising  of  money. 

A  LADY  teacher,  who  writes  from  “  Near  Dix¬ 
ie,’  sends  the  following  highly  intellectual  essay 
by  one  of  her  pupils  : 

_  Dogs.  Dogs  aire  very  usefull  things  thaire 
aire  several  diferent  sorts  of  Dogs  thaire  is  the 
Newfound  Land  Bind  Hown  and  the  Pinter 
which  is  a  very  scillful  dog  in  catching  birds  sum 
dogs  aire  very  good  for  watchdogs  while  others 
are  good  for  nuth  in  but  to  liabout  and  doo  nu- 
thing  sum  of  them  bite  those  aire  the  best  of  all 
those  are  the  best  watch  dog  of  all  Ow  how 
plesent  it  would  be  to  be  at  home  an  see  Bnither 
an  his  pet  dogs  to  see  them  play  an  scip  a  bout 
the  yarde  I  am  fare  from  home  an  cant  see 
Bnither  and  his  pet  dogs  but  of  all  the  dogs  the 
Eat  Tairerier  is  the  best  of  all  a  dog  bite  is  very 
danjerous  sum  foalkes  have  bin  bit  by  them  it 
makes  sum  foalkes  sic  that  has  bin  bit  I  can  just 
remember  when  a  dog  bit  Pap  it  has  bin  a  bout 
fore  yeares  ago  The  end. 


The  player-folk  may  be  interested  in  a  para¬ 
graph  in  Hawthorne’s  recently  published  “En¬ 
glish  Note  Books,”  which  states  that  at  a  dinner¬ 
party  which  he  attended  (1855)  at  Mr.  William 
Brown’s,  M.P.  for  Livei-pool,  a  gentleman  re¬ 
marked  that  the  Duke  of  Somerset,  who  was  then 
nearly  fourscore,  told  him  that  the  father  of  John 
and  Charles  Kemble  had  made  all  possible  re¬ 


search  into  the  events  of  Shakspeare’s  life,  and 
that  he  had  reason  to  believe  that  Shakspeare  at¬ 
tended  a  certain  revel  at  Stratford,  and,  indulging 
too  much  in  the  conviviality  of  the  occasion,  he 
tumbled  into  a  ditch  on  his  way  home,  and  died 
there !  The  Kemble  patriarch  was  an  aged  man 
when  he  communicated  this  to  the  Duke,  and 
their  ages,  linked  to  each  other,  would  extend 
back  a  good  way.  Kemble  is  said  to  have 
learned  it  from  the  traditions  of  Stratford. 


An  anecdote  in  a  former  Number  of  the 
Drawer,  attributing  to  an  Indiana  lawyer  the 
miss-spelling  of  f  r  o  a  d,  reminds  us  of  the  indi¬ 
vidual  who  was  always  charged  with  that  little 
error.  But  he,  by-the-way,  was  an  Illinois  law¬ 
yer,  and,  at  the  time  of  the  “froad,”  prosecut¬ 
ing  attorney  of  the  - - circuit.  Ben  F - 

was  well  known  throughout  Northern  Illinois, 
and  thougli  his  early  education  was  defective, 
few  shrewder  or  more  dangerous  antagonists 
could  be  found  at  the  bar  of  that  region.  While 
acting  as  prosecuting  attorney  in  the  Circuit 

Court  of  P -  County,  Ben  had  procured  the 

indictment  of  an  old  scamp  for  theft.  The 
amount  charged  to  have  been  stolen  was  five 
dollars,  and  at  that  time  the  penalty  for  stealing 
that  sum,  or  upward,  was  imprisonment  at  hard 
labor  in  the  penitentiary.  For  stealing  less  than 
five  dollars  the  lighter  punishment  was  confine¬ 
ment  in  the  county  jail  and  no  labor.  The  evi¬ 
dence  showed  the  stealing  of  a  five-dollar  bill  of 
the  State  Bank  of  Illinois,  and  as  every  thing 
required  for  conviction  was  clearly  proi  ed,  the 
effort  of  the  prisoner’s  counsel  was  solely  directed 
to  proving  that  the  bill  was  not  at  par — was  not 
worth  five  dollars  in  coin.  On  this  point  several 
business  men  swore  that  the  bill  was  not  worth 
its  face  in  gold,  but  all  agreed  that  in  ordinaiy 
transactions  it  would  pass  for  five  dollars.  Upon 
this  testimony  the  defense  was  energetic  and 
protracted.  Two  young  men  talked  three  hours 
and  nearly  exhausted  themselves.  Ben  took  it 
very  patiently.  When  the  end  of  the  defense 
came,  and  the  counsel  for  the  defense  sat  down 
perspiring,  and  with  evident  hope,  from  the  look 
of  the  jury,  that  their  point  was  gained,  Ben 
arose  quietly,  and  in  his  nasal,  snuffling  tones 
said:  “Gentlemen,  I  hope  the  learned  counsel 
won’t  get  offended  if  I  don’t  talk  but  just  one 
minute.  All  I’ve  got  to  say  is  just  this :  the 
prisoner  don’t  pretend  to  deny  that  he  stole  our 
money,  and  all  he  asks  of  you  is  just  to  give  him 
the  privilege  of  stealing  on’t  at  a  discount !  ”  The 
jury  sent  the  fellow  to  the  penitentiary  without 
leaving  their  box. 


Old  “Daddy”  Mingo  Pinckney  was  one  of 
the  colored  deacons  of  the  May  Eiver  Baptist 
Church,  near  Bluffton,  South  Carolina.  One  sul¬ 
try  Sunday  in  August,  the  church  being  crowded 
to  hear  a  thrilling  preacher,  the  intense  heat  of 
tlie  weather  proved  too  strong  for  Mingo’s  strict 
religious  principles,  and  he  fell  without  a  groan 
into  the  arms  of  Morpheus.  The  preacher  was 
thundering  away  from  the  text,  “Plow  up  your 
fallow  ground,  and  sow  good  seed.”  For  some 
length  of  time  the  happy  deacon  merely  nodded 
an  unconscious  assent  to  whatever  the  pulpit 
said,  but  at  last,  suddenly  springing  out  of  his 
slee^,  Jie  3'elled  out  before  the  frightened  assem¬ 
bly,  “Look  yeah,  mass’  preacher!  You  white 
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bucra  always  da  holler  out  to  we  culkid  folks, 
‘Plow  up  !  hoe  up  !  plant  up  !’  as  if  liberty  was 
all  a  cuss  and  a  delusion  !  Now  I  tell  you  not 
a  nigger  in  dis  church  shall  hit  a  lick  on  de  Lord’s 
day !”  That  ended  that. 


Medical  certificates  of  physical  disability  are 
so  frequently  introduced  into  courts  by  lawyers 
that  it  may  be  pardonable  to  reproduce  the  fol¬ 
lowing,  written  by  an  army  surgeon  during  our 
late  unpleasantness : 

“Major  William  Watson; 

“  Deak  Sib, — Private  Wilkins  a  member  of  your  reg¬ 
iment  is  very  unwell.  He  has  been  Sick  for  four  weeks 
or  more,  and  is  stil  in  bed,  and  I  do  Honestly  believe 
that  his  life  will  bee  endangered  for  I  have  been  his  at¬ 
tending  Physician.  Verry  resp, 

“Felix  Jones  M.D” 


The  “glorious  uncertainty  of  the  law”  is  an 
old  proverb.  I  recently  had  a  new  rendering 
from  ex-United  States  Senator  Nesmith,  of  Or¬ 
egon,  who  said,  speaking  of  the  Supreme  Court 
of  the  United  States,  “  They  have  the  last  guess 
at  the  case.” 


A  CITY  correspondent  contributes  this  to  our 
juvenalia : 

My  little  boy,  six  years  old,  and  my  little  girl, 
eight,  were  looking  at  the  clouds  one  beautiful 
summer  evening,  watching  their  fantastic  shapes, 
when  the  boy  exclaimed,  “  Oh,  Minnie !  I  see  a 
dog  in  the  sky!”  “Well,  Willie,”  replied  the 
sister,  “it  must  be  a  sky-terrier!” 


A  YOUNG  Minnesotian  was  recently  made  the 
proud  father  of  a  bouncing,  handsome  baby  boy. 
The  little  fellow’s  tongue  was  slightly  tied,  and 
needed  a  little  cutting.  The  fond  “pap”  re¬ 
marked,  “If  it  had  been  a  girl  I  wouldn’t  have 
had  it  cut,  in  these  times  V 


A  GENIAL  rector  of  a  village  parish  in  Minne¬ 
sota  found  it  diflicult  to  get  his  salary  promptly. 
Latterly'  it  was  much  behind.  Going  to  one  of 
his  delinquent  parishioners  in  the  hardware  trade, 
he  looked  over  all  his  stock  of  cork-screws  very 
fastidiously,  seeking  a  large  one  of  peculiar 
strength  and  size.  To  the  inquiry,  “What  do 
you  want  of  such  a  thing,  any  how  ?”  the  answer 
came,  “My  dear  Sir,  I  want  a  cork-screw  that 
can  draw  my  salary !” 

The  payments  are  coming  more  promptly. 


In  one  of  the  towns  of  Michigan  resides  a  legal 
gentleman  of  fine  abilities,  an  eloquent  talker,  a 
thorough  lawyer,  and  good  fellow'  generally ;  but 
he  tippleth  too  frequently,  and  this  habit  has  re¬ 
tarded  his  advancement.  His  party  had  fre¬ 
quently  promised  him  position,  but  the  poor 
man’s  failing  had  as  frequently  rendered  it  inex¬ 
pedient  just  at  that  time.  Finally  the  time  came 
when  the  Congressional  nomination  was  within 
his  grasp.  He  had  a  wife.  She,  too,  wished  to 
go  to  Washington.  Other  representatives  took 
their  spouses  to  the  capital.  She  mentioned  that 
fact  to  Robert. 

“You  expect  to  go,  dear,  don’t  you?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  do  as  other  Congressmen  do?” 

“  Yes,”  gruffly. 

“Well,  as  other  Congressmen  take  their  wives, 
you’ll  take  me  ?” 


“I  don’t  care;  you  may  go.” 

‘  ‘  But,  dear,  you  know  I’ve  never  been  there, 
nor  never  been  out  much.  How  do  you  think 
I’ll  appear  among  other  great  men’s  wives  ?” 

“  ’Pear  well  enough !  ’pear  well  enough  I”  re¬ 
plied  Robert,  beginning  to  get  a  little  riled.  ‘  ‘  All 
great  men  have  confounded  fools  for  wives.” 

Unfortunately  for  Robert,  the  people  did  not 
see  in  Robert  the  representative  the  exigencies 
of  the  time  demanded,  and  elected  the  other 
man.  But  what  an  atrocious  sentiment  Robert 
uttered ! 


An  editorial  friend  in  Indiana  mentions  the 
following :  Peter  J.  Sullivan,  Esq.,  late  Minister 
to  Bogota,  was  recently  employed  to  defend  a 
rascal  before  the  Police  Court  in  Cincinnati.  The 
prosecution  was  very  bitter.  After  the  city  at¬ 
torney  had  closed,  Mr.  Sullivan  rose  and  said : 
“May  it  jilaze  the  Coort,  I  have  but  one  w'oru 
to  say  in  reply  to  the  gintleman,  and  that  is, 
that  when  his  Maker  sent  him  into  the  world  he 
indorsed  him  ‘  widout  racoorse.’  ” 

Peter  J.  S.  gained  his  suit. 


A  EEiEND  in  Wooster,  Ohio,  sends  the  follow¬ 
ing  amusing  instance  of  the  simplicity  of  the 
African  lad,  as  evinced  in  his  first  efforts  to  at¬ 
tain  a  knowledge  of  the  English  vocabulary. 
The  boy,  some  seven  or  eight  years  old,  Dan  by 
name,  w'as  set  to  learn  words  in  an  old  spelhng- 
book  that  had  been  tossed  about  the  house.  He 
soon  became  interested  in  ivatching  a  race  be¬ 
tween  a  small  boy  and  Time,  as  represented  by 
an  engraving  in  the  book,  and  every  spare  mo¬ 
ment  of  the  day  that  he  could  find  w'as  devoted 
to  the  contemplation  of  the  (to  him)  exciting 
chase.  Night  finally  compelled  the  young  Afri¬ 
can  to  lay  aside  the  book  which  his  race  at  the 
present  day  manifest  so  much  pleasure  in  study¬ 
ing,  and  to  retreat  to  his  pallet,  where,  no  doubt, 
he  dreamed  of  ‘  ‘  dat  big  fellow  wid  de  mowin’ 
scyve,”  as  he  called  him,  in  pursuit  of  the  poor 
frightened  boy.  Dan  was  up  with  the  lark  next 
morning,  and  the  first  thing  he  did  was  to  get 
the  Speller  and  look  for  his  heroes  of  the  race. 
He  gazed  intently  for  an  instant  at  the  picture, 
and  then,  with  a  wild  scream  of  delight,  ex¬ 
claimed,  as  he  danced  all  about  the  old  kitchen, 
“He  ain’t  cotched  ’im  yit!  he  ain’t  cotched  ’im 
yit! — Golly !  he  ain’t  cotched  ’im  yit!” 

We  are  desirous  of  aiding  a  young  gentleman 
who  wishes  employment  in  the  tobacco  way,  and 
therefore  append  a  letter  from  him,  in  which  he 
very  perspicuously  sets  forth  his  want : 

“  Masslon,  Ohio,  Sep  17.  69 

“Sab,— I  vors  in  formt  a  few  days  sens  that  you 
vors  in  net  of  bans,  i  am  a  topaknest.  haf  resitet  in 
Cantpn  duren  the  Somar  bott  mi  boss  has  ron  oiitt  Of 
stok  ant  dos  notheng  at  the  bisnas,  ant  I  am  dueng 
notheng  at  presant.  ef  you  haf  a  set  for  me  rit  to  me 
sou  ant  a  plitb  yours,  i  vork  on  inesheng, 

“Yours  re  Spektfonl,  Hans  Sohleibee.” 


It  is  only  in  entirely  new  and  free  countries 
that  the  half-and-half  style  of  justice  is  seen  at 
its  best.  The  best  specimens  originate  in  Cali¬ 
fornia,  of  which  Yuba  contributes  this  : 

A  fellow  named  Donks  was  lately  tried  there 
for  entering  a  miner’s  tent  and  stealing  a  bag  of 
gold  dust  valued  at  $84.  The  testimony  showed 
that  he  had  been  once  employed  there,  and  knew 
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exactly  where  the  owner  kept  his  dust ;  that  on 
the  night  specified  he  cut  a  slit  in  the  tent, 
reached  in,  took  the  bag,  and  then  ran  off.  Jim 
Buller,  the  principal  witness,  testified  that  he 
saw  the  hole  cut,  saw  the  man  reach  in,  and 
heard  him  run  awat'.  “I  rushed  after  him  at 
once,”  continued  the  witness,  “but  when  I 
cotched  him  I  didn’t  find  Bill's  bag,  but  it  was 
found  afterward  where  he  had  throwed  it.” 

“  How  far  did  he  get  when  he  took  the  dust  ?” 
inquired  the  counsel. 

“Well,  he  was  stoopin’  over  half-way  in,  I 
should  say,”  replied  the  witness. 

“May  it  please  your  Honor,”  interposed  the 
counsel,  “  the  indictment  isn’t  sustained,  and  I 
shall  demand  an  acquittal  on  direction  of  the 
Court.  The  prisoner  is  on  trial  for  entering  a 
dwelling  in  the  night  time  with  intent  to  steal. 
The  testimony  is  clear  that  he  made  an  opening 
through  which  lie  protruded  himself  about  half¬ 
way,  and  stretched  out  his  arms  and  committed 
the  theft.  But  the  indictment  charges  that  he 
actually  entered  the  tent,  or  dwelling.  Now, 
your  Honor,  can  a  man  enter  a  house  when  only 
one  half  of  his  body  is  in,  and  the  other  half  out  ?” 

“I  shall  leave  the  whole  matter  to  the  jury. 
They  must  judge  of  the  law  and  the  fact  as 
proved,”  replied  the  judge. 

The  jury  brought  in  a  verdict  of  “  Guilty  as  to 
one  half  of  his  body,  and  not  guilty  as  to  the  oth¬ 
er  half.” 

The  judge  sentenced  the  guilty  part  to  two 
years’  imprisonment,  leaving  it  to  the  prisoner’s 
option  to  have  the  innocent  part  cut  off,  or  take 
it  along  with  him. 


Our  recent  anecdote  in  reference  to  the  mem¬ 
ber  of  a  New  England  State  Legislature,  who 
wanted  to  know  if  he  “  drew  boots  and  shoes,” 
reminds  an  Ohio  coiTespondent,  who  mentions 
the  case  of  a  gentleman  elected  to  the  Legislature 
of  that  State  who  promptly  reported  to  the  Court 
of  Common  Pleas  of  his  county,  and  asked  to  be 
sworn  in  and  give  bond  for  the  faithful  perform¬ 
ance  of  his  duty.  The  same  member  reported  a 
hill  to  compel  farmers  to  cut  down  and  destroy 
the  elders  in  their  fence-corners,  upon  which  an 
unconverted  member  proposed  to  amend  by  in¬ 
serting  the  word  “  Presbyterian”  before  the  word 
“ elders.” — “Progress,”  etc. 


To  understand  fully  the  following  it  is  well 
enough  to  know  that  in  Vermont,  as  in  some 
other  States,  the  office  of  assistant  judge  is  some¬ 
times  filled  by  men  of  limited  capacity  and  less 
legal  attainments,  the  duties  of  the  office  being 
nominal.  Some  years  since  the  Orleans  County 
Court  had  closed  a  long  and  laborious  session, 
presided  over  by  Judge  Poland,  a  gentleman  of 
the  highest  legal  attainments,  and  at  the  present 
writing  a  member  of  Congress  from  that  State. 
On  the  trial  of  a  lengthy  and  intricate  case  one 
of  the  side-judges  was  heard  to  remark  to  a 
friend,  “The  Chief  Justice  agrees  with  me  in 
my  opinion  of  the  law  in  this  case,  and  will  charge 
the  jury  just  as  I  should.”  Judge  P.  heard  the 
remark  and  smiled. 

This  reminds  the  Drawer  of  a  remark  made 
recently  by  a  couple  of  lawyers  as  to  the  various 
points  to  be  made  in  a  certain  case  where  the  re¬ 
sult  was  quite  doubtful,  and  where  great  import¬ 
ance  was  attached  to  the  rulings  of  the  Court. 


“At  all  events,”  said  the  younger  and  more  en¬ 
thusiastic  lawyer,  “we  h&yQ  justice  on  our  side.” 
To  which  the  older  and  warier  counsel  rejfiied, 
“Quite  true,  but  what  we  want  is  the  Chief 
Justice  on  our  side.” 


■We  give  the  following  story  from  “  where 
rolls  the  Oregon,  and  hears  no  sound  save  its 
own  dashing,”  verbatim  et  literativi: 

“Mr  Bra  we — In  this  neighbourhood  we  have  an  old 
Yanky  that  hunts  partly  for  a  living  he  was  in  the 
Store  at  this  place  a  few  days  ago  telling  about  his 
Killing  a  Bear  it  Seems  he  was  in  the  woods  Some 
distance  from  home  and  Killed  a  deer  between  Sun¬ 
down  and  dark  feeling  tiard  he  concluded  to  hang  his 
deer  up  in  a  tree  and  come  after  it  in  the  morning  but 
when  he  Got  back  in  the  morning  there  had  been  a 
bear  there  a  eat  most  of  the  deer  and  the  Ballance  he 
buried  and  when  the  yanky  went  Slashing  around 
the  bush  awhile  he  come  to  an  Open  Space  there  he 
meets  Mr.  Bear,  the  Bear  Gave  two  or  three  leaps  to¬ 
wards  him  which  brought  the  bear  and  yankey  with  in 
a  few  feet  of  each  other,  then  the  Bear  Reared  up 
Ready  to  Grab  the  yankey — the  yankey  Girked  his 
Gun  from  his  Shoulder  and  by  a  lucky  Shot  drove  a 
Bullet  through  the  Bears  Brane — One  of  the  men  that 
was  listening  to  the  old  Yankeys  adventure  asked 
him  what  his  thoughts  was  Just  as  the  Bear  reared 
up  Ready  to  Grab  him  he  Said  he  thought  old  Mr.  Bear 
you  are  in  a  bout  as  tight  a  place  as  you  was  ever  in 
if  you  only  knowed  it.’’ 


The  Drawer,  in  recent  numbers,  has  given  two 
or  three  specimens  of  original  American  preach¬ 
ing  that  might,  perhaps,  be  open  to  the  charge 
of  being  jocose.  As  an  offset,  tve  quote  from  a 
work  published  in  England  a  few  years  since  on 
“Post-Medieval  Preachers,”  “many  of  whom 
did  not  make  long  extracts,  but  with  one  light 
stveep  brushed  up  a  whole  bright  string  of  spark¬ 
ling  Scripture  instances.  ”  As  an  illustration,  we 
quote  the  following  beautiful  jJassage  from  a  ser¬ 
mon  on  the  text : 

Many  are  called,  but  few  are  chosen." 

“  Noah  preached  to  the  Old  World  for  a  hun¬ 
dred  years  the  coming  in  of  the  flood ;  and  how 
many  were  saved  when  the  world  was  destroyed  ? 
Eight  souls,  and  among  them  was  the  reprobate 
Ham.  Many  were  called,  but  only  eight  were 
chosen. 

“  When  God  would  rain  fire  and  brimstone  on 
the  cities  of  the  plain  were  ten  saved  ?  No,  only 
four ;  and  of  these  four  one  looked  back.  Many 
were  called,  but  three  were  chosen. 

“Six  hundred  thousand  men,  besides  women 
and  children,  went  through  the  Red  Sea;  the 
host  of  Pharaoh  and  the  Egyptians  went  in  after 
them,  and  of  them  not  one  reached  the  fiirther 
shore.  And  of  these  Israelites,  who  passed 
through  the  sea  out  of  Egypt,  how  many  en¬ 
tered  the  promised  land?  Two  only — Caleb 
and  Joshua.  Many — six  hundred  thousand — 
were  called ;  few,  even  tioo  were  chosen. 

“How  many  multitudes  teemed  in  Jericho? 
and  of  them  how  many  escaped  when  Joshua  en¬ 
camped  against  the  city?  The  walls  fell,  men 
and  women  perished.  Gne  house  alone  escaped, 
known  by  the  scarlet  thread,  type  of  the  blood 
of  Jesus,  and  that  was  the  house  of  a  harlot. 

“  Gideon  went  against  the  Midianites  with 
thirty-two  thousand  men.  The  host  of  the  Mid¬ 
ianites  was  without  number,  as  the  sand  of  the 
sea- side  for  multitude.  How  many  of  these 
thirty-two  thousand  men  did  God  suffer  Gideon 
to  lead  into  victory  ?  Three  hundred  only. 
Man}^  even  thirty  -  two  thousand  men,  were 
called  ;  three  hundred  chosen. 
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Of  the  tribes  of  Israel  twelve,  men  only  were 
chosen  ;  and  of  these  twelve  one  was  a  traitor, 
one  doubtful,  one  denied  his  Master,  all  forsook 
Him. 

“How  many  rulers  were  there  among  the 
Jews  when  Christ  came?  but  one  only  went  to 
Him,  and  he  by  night ! 

“How  many  rich  men  were  there  when  our 
blessed  Lord  walked  the  earth?  but  one  only 
ministered  unto  Him,  and  he  only  in  His  burial. 

“How  many  peasants  were  there  in  the  coun¬ 
try  when  Christ  went  to  die?  but  one  only  was 
deemed  worthy  to  hear  His  cross,  and  he  bore  it 
by  constraint. 

“  How  7Hany  thieves  were  then  in  Judea  when 
Christ  was  there  ?  but  one  only  entered  Paradise, 
and  he  was  converted  in  his  last  hour. 

“How  many  centurions  were  there  scattered 
over  the  province  ?  and  one  only  saw  and  be¬ 
lieved,  and  he  by  cruelly  piercing  the  Saviour’s 
side.  Truly,  ‘Many  are  called,  but  few  are 
chosen.'  ” 


thigh.  He  had  been  greatly  interested  in  the  in¬ 
troductory  remarks  to  the  hymn,  and  when  they 
finished  the  attempt  at  singing  he  turned  his  head 
to  his  comrade  in  the  next  bed,  and,  with  sadness 
of  tone,  said,  “  Well,  I  don’t  wonder  he  died,  If 
his  wife  sung  it  in  that  style.” 


This  from  a  clerical  friend  at  the  “Hub.” 
At  a  dinner-party  recently  given  in  that  city  one 
gentleman  was  late.  The  host  said,  “When  the 
reverend  gentleman  comes  in  and  is  seated  I  will 
ask  him  a  question,  and  his  answer  will  be,  as  it 
invariably  is,  ‘  I  make  a  distinction.  Sir.’  ”  The 
gentleman  came  in  and  was  seated.  The  host 
said,  “Your  Reverence,  is  it  ever  lawful  or  ex¬ 
pedient  to  baptize  a  child  in  soup?”  “I  make 
a  distinction.  Sir,”  was  the  reply.  “  If  you  mean 
soup  in  general,  I  should  say,  decidedly  not! 
decidedly  not !  !  but  if  you  mean  this  soup  in 
particular,  I  should  say  that  it  would  make  but 
little  difference.” 


That  was  not  an  inapt  reply  of  the  country 
clergyman  who,  on  being  asked  if  he  studied  the 
fathers  before  he  began  to  write  his  sermons, 
said,  “No,  I  rather  study  the  mothers ;  for  they 
have  the  greater  need  of  comfort  and  encourage¬ 
ment.  ” 


“Names  are  things,”  was  the  trisyllabic  re¬ 
mark  of  a  celebrated  British  statesman.  Even 

so  in  Maryland.  Lawyer  - - was  a  candidate 

for  the  Legislature.  On  an  election  tour  through 
the  northern  portion  of  Harford  County  he  stopped 
at  the  house  of  an  old  farmer,  who  asked  him 
what  he  was.  The  lawj'er,  not  knowing  the 
farmer’s  politics,  and  wishing  to  be  on  the  safe 
side,  answered,  after  a  moment’s  hesitation,  that 
he  wasa  “Democratic Republican.”  “A what?” 
“  A  Democratic  Republican,”  repeated  the  legal 
gentleman.  “Well,  Sir,”  said  the  man  of  the 
soil,  slowly,  “I  am  very  fond  of  turkey,  very ; 
but  I  don't  like  turkey-buzzard.” 

.  • 

An  Alabama  friend  sends  the  following  “rec¬ 
ommend”  of  a  steamboat,  by  an  indignant  pas¬ 
senger  : 

Steamboat  Spink. — ^Persons  having  business  up  the 
river  will  do  well  to  patronize  this  fine,  staunch  steam¬ 
boat.  I  only  had  to  pay  four  dollars  (!)  to  go  up  to 
Peters’s  Ferry,  12  miles.  The  South  lost  an  iinmeuse 
sight  of  stock  during  the  war,  but  the  hogs  are  not  all 
dead  yet.  D.  S.  M - . 


We  have  an  army  reminiscence  showing  what 
odd  conceits  arise  under  circumstances  of  the 
gravest  character.  During  the  ‘  ‘  disturbance” 
divine  service  was  one  evening  held  in  front  of  the 
row  of  tents  constituting  a  hospital  ward.  The 
chaplain,  before  giving  out  the  hymn,  stated  that 
an  eminent  clergyman,  while  on  his  death-bed, 
called  his  wife  to  his  bedside  and  asked  her  to 
sing  to  him  that  grand  old  hymn  commencing, 

“Rock  of  ages, 

Cleft  for  me,” 

and  that  as  she  sang  its  closing  line  he  gently 
closed  his  eyes  in  death. 

The  hymn  was  then  given  out ;  but  singers  were 
scarce,  and  after  three  or  four  break-downs  one 
verse  was  gotten  through  with. 

One  of  the  Eleventh  Massachusetts  lay  close 
to  the  end  of  one  of  the  tents,  with  a  fractured 


It  seems  to  us  that  the  following,  from  a  coun- 
try  journal,  is  about  the  thing  for  an  obituary : 

“On  the  morning  of  the  14th  of  April,  1857,  the 

angel  of  death  entered  the  dwelling  of  H.  J.  C _ ,  of 

J - 1  Maine,  aud  bore  away  upon  his  pinions  the  hap¬ 
py  spirit  of  N.  C - ,  aged  29  years.  Brother  C - 

was  a  member  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church  of 

-  some  five  years  previous  to  his  death.  Was  a 

good  Christian,  a  young  man  of  amiable  cast  of  mind, 
easy  and  happy  in  his  addresses.  The  lustre  of  his 
character  gave  happiness  in  conversation,  aud  com¬ 
manded  respect  from  distant  acquaintance.  His  dis¬ 
ease  was  pulmonary  consumption.  His  sufierings  were 
severe,  which  were  borne  with  Christian  patience; 
was  happy  even  to  the  last ;  and  while  standing  in  the 
midst  of  the  w'aters  of  death,  ‘shouted  victory.’  Our 
deceased  brother  was  a  temperance  and  a  Republican 
Christian,  and  leaves  a  large  circle  of  friends,  and  one, 
to  whom  he  was  engaged,  dearer  than  all  the  rest,  to 
mourn  his  loss.  James  Haktfokd, 

“  Pastor  of  the  M.  E.  Church  of  Diamont  Circuit.” 


Doubtless  one  of  the  best-known  men  in  En¬ 
gland  is  Mr.  Vernon  Harcourt,  whose  contribu¬ 
tions  to  the  London  Times,  over  the  signature 
of  “Historicus,”  are  notably  able  and  brilliant; 
but,  like  many  very  clever  writers,  “  Historicus” 
is  not  a  very  clever  or  companionable  talker. 
There  is  a  little  story  about  him  to  tlie  effect  that 
four  gentlemen  w'ere  discussing  the  subject  of 
bores,  each  declaring  that  he  knetv  the  most  dis¬ 
agreeable  man  in  the  world,  and,  the  dispute 
growing  animated,  it  was  agreed  that  the  four 
bores  should  be  brought  together  at  dinner.  Ac¬ 
cordingly  the  day  was  appointed,  and  each  gen¬ 
tleman  agreed  to  bring  his  bore  to  the  Star  and 
Garter  at  Richmond,  where  covers  W'ere  to  be  laid 
for  eight.  The  hour  arrived,  and  three  car¬ 
riages  drove  up  to  the  door  of  tlie  famous  inn, 
each  with  but  one  occupant.  Three  of  the  four 
gentlemen  had  been  disappointed  in  their  man, 
through  a  previous  engagement.  At  length  the 
fourth  carriage  came,  and  out  of  it  stepped  Mr. 
Vernon  Harcourt.  “Hang  the  fellow !”  said  the 
other  three  in  chorus,  as  the  fourth  gentleman 
followed,  “he  has  brought  my  bore!” 

The  Hon.  Thomas  W.  Thomas,  of  Georgia, 
Judge  of  the  Superior  Court  (now  dead),  was  an 
eccentric  genius,  who  told  many  stories  of  him¬ 
self.  and  had  more  told  of  him.  His  favorite 
method  of  getting  rid  of  worthless  characters 
from  the  town  where  he  lived  was  to  get  them 
into  mock  duels,  and,  if  they  stood  fire,  to  let 
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the  opponent  fall  as  if  dead,  and  alarm  the  shoot- 
ist  by  the  terrors  of  the  law.  One  summer  a  fel¬ 
low  was  served  in  this  way,  and  the  last  seen  of 
him  was  at  Craft’s  Ferry,  on  the  Savannah  River, 
saying,  “For  the  Lord’s  sake,  let  me  over — I’ve 
jiist  killed  a  man  in  a  duel,  and  all  of  his  kin  are 
after  me !  ”  And  once  over,  he  was  seen  no  niore. 
A  few  weeks  later  it  was  desirable  to  get  rid  of  a 
drunken  tailor,  and  the  field  of  honor  was  again 
tried.  This  time  the  fellow  coolly  tried  his  pis¬ 
tol-barrel  with  a  twig,  and  said,  “Thar  ain’t  no 
hall  in  here,  and  I  come  to  hill  meat,  I  did.  Put 
in  one.”  And  it  cost  Thomas  five  dollars  in 
corn-whisky  to  get  the  duel  out  of  the  tailor’s 
head. 


We  have  been  waiting  for  some  time  for  Mr. 
Bonner  or  Mr.  Wilkes  to  reproduce  an  old-time 
Bowery  lyric,  which,  in  its  closing  line,  shows 
what  can  be  got  out  of  “that  noble  animal,  the 
boss :  ” 

“I  seen  her  on  the  sidewiilk, 

When  I  run  with  No.  9 ; 

My  eyes  spontaneous  sought  out  hern, 

And  hern  was  fixed  on  mine. 

She  waved  her  pocket-handkerchief 
As  we  went  rushin’  hy — 

No  boss  that  ever  killed  in  York 
Was  happier  than  I. 

I  felt  that  I  had  done  it; 

And  what  had  won  her  smile? — 

’Twas  them  embroidered  braces 
And  that  ’ere  immortal  tile. 

“I  sought  her  at  Wauxhall, 

Afore  that  place  was  shet — 

Oh  !  that  happy,  happy  evenin', 

I  recollex  it  yet. 

I  gin  her  cords  of  pea-nuts. 

And  a  apple  and  a  ‘wet’ — 

Oh !  that  happy,  happy  evenin’, 

I  recollex  it  yet. 

“I  took  her  out  to  Harlem, 

On  the  road  we  cut  a  swell. 

And  the  nag  we  had  afore  us 
Went  twelve  mile  afore  he  fell. 

And  though  ven  he  struck  the  pavement 
The  ‘  Crab’  began  to  fail, 

I  got  another  mile  out 
By  twisting  of  his  tail  /” 


An  elderly  lady  writes  to  us  that,  in  a  village 
of  Western  New  York,  in  the  year  1823,  there 
was  a  youth  who  sadly  wished  to  learn  to  dance, 
but  had  no  fiddle  to  dance  to.  Nor  did  he  know 
any  tune  but  sacred  ones.  One  day  as  she  (then 
a  young  girl)  was  passing  the  barn  she  heard  his 
voice,  and  looked  in  at  the  half-open  door.  Jer¬ 
emiah  was  standing  before  a  sheaf  of  wheat  for 
a  partner,  and  singing  in  a  loud  key  : 

“Lord,  in  the  morning  Thou  shalt,  Thou  shalt. 
Lord,  in  the  morning  Thou  shalt  h-e-a-r-e  /" 

and  at  the  prolonged  hear  danced  “hands  around 
and  down  the  middle.” 

Of  course  he  learned  to  dance,  and  had  a  live 
partner  to  a  fiddle  at  last. 


In  Tamaqua,  the  “Mountain  City”  of  Penn¬ 
sylvania,  has  resided  for  many  years  an  old  col¬ 
ored  individual,  by  occupation  a  barber,  who  was 
one  day  complaining  of  his  sufferings  from  dys¬ 
pepsia,  and  attributed  his  ailment  to  the  fact  of 
having  no  teeth,  by  which  he  was  unable  properly 
to  masticate  his  food. 

“Well,  Simon,”  said  a  by-stander,  “why 
don’t  you  get  a  set  of  false  teeth  ?  They  wouldn’t 
cost  you  much.” 

“False  teef!”  exclaimed  Simon;  “oh  no, 


Sah !  no  you  don’t !  I’se  had  jest  all  de  teef  I 
want  in  my  mouf!  I’se  suffered  more  wid  de 
toofache  den  I  ever  did  wid  de  ’spepsy,  an’  I  was 
glad  enuf  for  to  git  shet  of  my  teef!  You  don’t 
git  no  mo’  teef  into  7ny  mouf— no,  Sah !  ” 

We  notice  in  the  English  journals  that  Sir 
David  Baxter  has  recently  presented  to  the  So¬ 
ciety  of  Antiquaries  of  Scotland  the  sea-chest 
and  drinking-cup  which  belonged  to  Alexander 
Selkirk  (Robinson  Crusoe),  and  were  in  his  use 
during  his  sojourn  on  the  island  of  Juan. 

With  these  treasures,  it  seems  to  us  that  it 
would  not  be  inappropriate  to  file  a  copy  of 
Phoebe  Caiy’s  conundram:  Why  was  Robinson 
Crusoe’s  man  Friday  like  a  rooster? — Because 
he  scratched  for  himself  and  crew  so  (Crusoe) ! 


By  no  means  let  it  be  supposed  that  the  cus¬ 
tom  of  making  bridal  presents  is  an  institution  of 
modern  date,  or  that  it  is  confined  mainly  to 
those  possessed  of  wealth.  A  legal  friend  in  the 
interior  of  Pennsylvania  communicates  to  the 
Drawer  a  curious  form  of  wedding  invitation, 
composed  by  an  affianced  pair  in  Wales,  in  which 
the  style  of  entertainment  they  propose  to  give  is 
not  only  set  forth,  but  whatever  wedding  presents 
their  friends  might  “grant,  out  of  their  charita¬ 
ble  hearts,”  would  be  “accepted  with  congratu¬ 
lation  and  most  lovely  acknowledgment 

Cakmarthenshire,  SepU  8,  1835. 

We  take  the  convenience  to  inform  yon  that  we  con¬ 
federate  to  such  a  design  as  to  enter  under  the  saiic- 
tioii  of  Matrimony  on  the  9  th  day  of  October  next ;  and 
as  we  feel  our  hearts  inclining  to  regard  the  ancient 
custom  of  our  ancestors,  we  intend  to  make  a  Wed¬ 
ding  Feast  the  same  day,  at  our  habitation,  called 
Ysgwynfach,  in  the  parish  of  Llangathen ;  at  which 
place  we  hereby  most  humbly  invite  your  pleasing  and 
most  comfortable  fellowship.  And  whatever  kindness 
your  charitable  hearts  should  then  grant  will  be  ac¬ 
cepted  with  congratulation  and  most  lovely  acknowl¬ 
edgment,  carefully  recorded,  and  returned  with  pre¬ 
paredness  and  joy,  whenever  a  similar  occasion  over¬ 
takes  you,  by  Your  affectionate  servants, 

Stephen  Stephens. 
Maey  Rees. 

P.S. — The  young  couple,  with  the  young  man’s  fa¬ 
ther  and  mother  (Thomas  and  Mary  Stephens),  and  his 
brother  (John  Stephens),  desire  that  all  debts  of  the 
above  nature  due  to  them  should  be  returned  to  the 
young  man  on  the  said  day,  and  will  be  thankful  to¬ 
gether  for  all  additional  favors. 

Gold  Wedding  Rings  Sold  by 
T.  AND  H.  Williams,  Pkintees,  Llandeilo. 


Reconstruction  has  done  much  for  our 
Southei’n  countries.  Verily  is  the  bottom  rail 
on  top!  “Here  in  Galveston,”  writes  an  old 
correspondent  of  the  Drawer,  “the  metropolis 
of  Texas,  we  are  seiwed  with  negro  juries,  negro 
constables,  negro  policemen,  negro  justices,  and 
negro  legislators.  The  country  progresses,  how¬ 
ever,  as  the  people  raise  cotton  and  sugar,  and 
talk  ‘craps’  instead  of  politics.  In  one  of  our 
reconstructed  justices’  courts  a  jury  was  recently 
impanneled  to  try  a  case  of  abusive  and  insult¬ 
ing  language,  in  which  a  negro  had  only  called  a 

white  man  a  - - white,  etc.,  etc.  [language  fit 

for  a  police  report,  but  not  for  the  Editor’s 
Drawer].  The  following  is  a  verbatim  et  litera¬ 
tim  copy  of  the  verdict : 

“  ‘  Wy  de  jury  findet  noht  gilte. 

“  ‘  Tuomas  M'Donald,  Foreman.’  ” 

That  Fifteenth  Amendment  citizen  received 
his  early  education  in  a  German  family,  and  his 
master  lost  $1500  by  the  result  of  the  war. 
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PORT  TOWK8END. 


IT  is  only  a  few  years  ago  since  the  “  Great 
Northwest”  indicated  the  States  of  Minne¬ 
sota,  Illinois,  Michigan,  and  the  States  between 
New  England  and  the  Rocky  Mountains.  Since 
that  time  the  cry  of  gold  has  led  thousands  of 
our  population  across  the  Rocky  Mountains  and 
the  glistening  peaks  of  the  Nevada  range,  to  the 
sunny  slopes  and  verdant  valleys  of  the  Pacific. 
Thriving  cities  have  arisen  on  the  plains  where 
roamedhuge  herds  of  buffalo.  The.  regions  where 
half- savage  Indians  reared  cattle,  and  whei-e 
the  traders  and  trappers  of  the  Hudson  Bay  held 
almost  undisputed  sway,  are  now  organized  por¬ 
tions  of  the  republic,  with  recognized  laws  and 
promising  institutions.  Califoimia  is  now  a  rich 
and  settled  State  of  the  Union,  with  a  future 
the  greatness  of  which  we  can  only  conjecture. 
The  river  banks  of  Idaho  and  Montana  are  dot¬ 


ted  with  camps  of  gold  and  silver  miners — the 
hardy  pioneers  of  a  great  and  prosperous  coun¬ 
try.  The  broad  prairies  and  the  beautiful  val¬ 
leys  of  Oregon  are  filled  with  a  sturdy  race  of 
agriculturists  ;  the  cars  creep  along  the  fast¬ 
nesses  where  the  Indian  could  scarce  find  a 
trail ;  and  the  steamers  ply  for  nearly  a  thou¬ 
sand  miles  from  the  mouth  of  the  Columbia— 
that  Achilles  of  rivers.  In  Washington  Terri¬ 
tory,  so  long  the  debatable  ground,  and  the 
scene  of  Indian  massacres,  the  lumbermen  are 
cutting  their  way  into  the  old  forests ;  and  fleets 
of  trading  vessels  are  lying  at  anchor  in  its  har¬ 
bors.  Nay,  far  north,  beyond  where  the  Nootka 
savage  strings  his  shells,  and  the  hardy  Hydah 
shapes  his  canoe,  Alask.a  is  heard  knocking  at 
the  gate  of  the  republic,  seeking  entrance  where 
so  many  others  have  entered  in.  “Westward 
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breasted  the  breakers  on  the  bar  of  the  Colum¬ 
bia  ;  of  Captain  Bonneville,  who  made  his  way 
to  them  by  land ;  of  Sutter,  who  found  a  bank 
of  gold  in  his  millrace  ;  of  old  Downie,  ycleped 
“Major,”  who  always  “struck  it”  where  he 
slept — these  regions  have  all  been  brought  near 
by  the  railway.  Thousands  have  left  their 
homes  in  the  East  for  a  month’s  vacation  and 
a  trip  to  California  during  the  last  summer. 
They  have  been  to  see  us  and  gone  away  again, 
to  tell  of  our  snow-tipped  mountains,  and  giant 
forests,  and  rocky  gulches,  with  the  glittering 
gold,  and  pleasant  corn-covered  valleys  and 
vine-clad  hills.  To  us  in  the  West  it  seemed 
as  if  New  York  and  Philadelphia  and  Chicago 
had  gone  out  “on  the  tramp.”  In  August  the 
writer  met  an  authoress  from  New  York  in  the 
Willamette  Valley,  a  professor  from  Iowa  aw'ay 
up  at  the  Cascade  Palls  of  the  Columbia,  a 
couple  of  Senators  from  Washington  staging  it 
through  an  Oregon  forest,  the  Governor  of  Il¬ 
linois  at  a  social  gathering  in  Portland,  dined 
with  the  Vice-President  on  board  one  of  the 
Oregon  Steamship  Company’s  vessels,  near  to 
the  49th  parallel,  had  a  drink  with  an  Eastern 
editor  in  one  of  the 
ice-caves  of  Wash¬ 
ington  Territory,  and 
spent  three  of  the 
happiest  days  of  his 
existence  with  Sew¬ 
ard  and  his  party,  on 
the  pleasant  waters 
of  the  Puget  Sound. 

And  no  sooner  has 
one  railway  been 
opened  than  another 
is  proposed.  The  en¬ 
gineers  have  already 
been  out  and  made 
the  survey.  The 
Northern  Pacific  is 
spoken  of  as  a  rival 
to  the  Central  Pa¬ 
cific,  and  the  land¬ 
holders  and  lot-hold¬ 
ers  of  the  Puget 
Sound  are  discussing 
the  location  of  the 
great  terminal  city. 
The  eyes  of  all  are 
turned  to  a  spot  which 
is  destined  to  play 
no  mean  part  in  the 
history  of  our  nation¬ 
al  progress  and  civil¬ 
ization.  Bills  maybe 
proposed  and  defeat- 
ed,particular  schemes 
may  be  discussed  and 
delayed ;  but  let  any^ 
one  take  a  look  at  the 
position  and  contour 
of  the  northwestern 
corner  of  our  coun¬ 
try,  and  he  will  be 
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the  star  of  empire  takes  its  way.”  Illinois  is 
no  longer  in  the  far  West.  Minnesota  and 
Nebraska  are  only  frontier  States  on  the  way 
to  the  “true  Northwest.” 

The  railway  linking  the  far  West  to  the  far  East 
was  opened  in  J  uly  last.  The  full  significance  of 
that  important  announcement  can  scarcely  be 
estimated.  It  will  change  the  aspect  of  a  great 
and  productive  region.  The  Indian  already 
stands  aghast  as  he  sees  the  line  of  cars — that 
greatest  of  all  great  “medicines” — rattling  along 
the  plains  where  he  limited  the  buffalo,  and  with¬ 
draws  to  the  northward.  He  hears  in  the  whis¬ 
tle  of  the  engine  the  death-knell  of  all  his  race. 
The  trapper  hears  it,  and  hurriedly  gathers  up 
his  traps  and  little  “  fixins,”  and,  with  his  squaw 
and  half-breed  brood,  retreats  before  the  surg¬ 
ing  flood  of  immigration.  They  hear,  not  afar 
off,  “  the  rush  of  waves  where  soon  shall  roll  a 
human  sea” — a  sea  that  shall  sweep  them  be¬ 
fore  it. 

These  regions,  of  which  many  knew  little, 
save  by  the  tales  that  came  floating  back  of  the 
exploits  of  Jed  Smith  and  Kit  Carson,  the 
hardy  pioneers;  of  Skipper  Gray,  who  first 
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convinced  of  its  importance,  and  foresee  its 
manifest  destiny.  There  is  a  great  inland  sea 
stretching  up  200  miles  from  Cape  Flattery, 
studded  with  fertile  islands,  surrounded  by 
pine-covered  heights,  and  nearer,  by  800  miles, 
to  China  than  San  Francisco — and  nearer,  also, 
to  New  York.  Instead  of  sage-bush  desert  and 
salt  plains,  there  is  a  fertile  belt,  under  which 
lies  a  bed  of  miocene  coal,  stretching  all  the 
way  from  Illinois  to  Washington  Territory.  Let 
any  one  consider  the  increasing  commerce  with 
China,  of  which  we  have  merely  tasted  the  first- 
fruits,  and  acquaint  himself  with  the  character 
of  the  country  behind  it,  and  he  will  perceive 
why  so  much  attention  has  been  directed  to  this 
part  of  the  republic  ;  he  will  be  satisfied  of  the 
wisdom  manifested  in  preserving  intact  the 
boundary  line  which  terminates  so  near  it,  and 
discern  a  reason  for  the  present  anxiety  to  push 
through  the  Northern  Pacific  Railway. 

If  ocean  steam  is  ever  to  become  on  the  Pa¬ 
cific  what  it  has  been  on  the  Atlantic — if  our  re¬ 
lations  with  Eastern  Asia  are  ever  to  be  what 
they  have  been  with  Western  Europe  (and  why 
should  they  not?) — the  Puget  Sound  must  be¬ 
come  one  of  the  centres  of  the  world’s  com¬ 
merce.  Ship-building  lags  in  the  East,  through 
the  difficulty  and  expense  of  importing  lumber. 
The  United  States  have  never  taken  the  proper 
position  of  a  great  commercial  country  in  this 
industry.  Survey  all  their  coasts,  and  say  where 
is  its  natural  home.  Where  can  safe  harbors 
be  most  easily  found  ?  Whei'e  is  timber  the 
most  abundant  and  of  easiest  access  ?  The  eye 
will  at  once  rest  upon  the  Puget  Sound,  with  its 
endless  windings  and  openings  into  the  land — 
with  its  sheltering  islands,  and  numerous  natu¬ 
ral  harbors,  where  land,  covered  by  the  finest 
spars  of  the  world,  can  still  be  had  for  the  mere 
pre-emption.  The  writer  has  often  passed  up 
and  down  on  its  unruffled  surface,  and  never 
did  his  eye  sweep  along  its  bays  and  pine- clad 
hills  without  his  feeling  something  of  its  coming 
glory,  and  wishing  to  be  spared  for  ten  or  twen¬ 
ty  years  to  perceive  the  ships  at  anchor  where 
now  the  whir  of  the  duck  alone  breaks  in  upon 
the  silence  of  the  bay — to  see  the  wretched 
“rancheree,”  where  these  Indians  wallow  in 
filth  and  lust,  transformed  into  a  smiling  village 
— to  realize  that  these  shanties  of  the  lumber¬ 
men  and  whisky  saloons  have  become  large  cit¬ 
ies.  This  impression  was  greatly  confirmed 
last  summer,  when  he  accompanied  the  Hon. 
Mr.  Seward  and  his  family  along  the  sound. 
The  citizens  at  all  the  lumbering  -  mills  and 
small  cities  gave  right  royal  welcome  to  the 
“  old  man  eloquent,”  and  called  for  an  address. 
He  appeared  to  have  looked  through  the  pres¬ 
ent,  and  seized  only  upon  the  future.  His  mind 
was  filled  with  that — the  issue  of  what  he  saw ; 
for  he  never  addressed  them  as  lumbermen  or 
saw-drivers — he  addressed  them  uniformly  as 
ship  -  builders.  He  saw  in  their  saw  -  dust 
streets  and  rude  cabins  the  beginnings  of  the 
things  that  were  to  be.  For  as  yet  but  few 
vessels  have  been  built  on  the  sound,  and,  at 


the  time,  there  was  not  one  on  the  stocks  any 
where. 

That  there  will  be  a  Northern  Pacific  Rail¬ 
way  terminating  somewhere  at  or  near  the  Pu¬ 
get  Sound  is  certain.  The  only  question  is, 
whether  it  will  be  on  American  or  British  Ter¬ 
ritory.  The  English  are  not  blind  to  the  ad¬ 
vantages  of  the  northern  route,  and  are  anx¬ 
ious  to  gain  them  for  themselves.  The  im¬ 
perial  policy  is  to  unite  the  North  British  pos¬ 
sessions  into  one  confederation  before  the  feel¬ 
ing  of  annexation  becomes  stronger.  British 
Columbia,  the  colony  on  the  Pacific,  insists 
upon  a  railway  as  one  of  the  conditions.  Al¬ 
ready  a  company  has  been  formed,  and  appli¬ 
cation  made  at  Ottawa  for  a  grant  of  alternate 
sections  ofland  along  the  route  proposed.  There 
can  be  but  one  northern  railway :  which  shall 
it  be?  One  that  will  stretch  through  the  more 
fertile  northern  belt,  leading  up  a  population 
to  settle  on  the  boundaries,  and  consolidating 
American  interests,  or  a  railway  supported  by 
British  capital,  and  managed  in  British  inter- 
.ests,  building  up  a  rival  domain  on  the  con¬ 
tinent  ? 

On  the  supposition  that  it  will  be  American, 
we  give  this  sketch  of  the  region  around  the 
terminal  point.  We  do  not  propose  to  discuss 
the  merits  of  rival  claimants,  and  having  nei¬ 
ther  lot  nor  plot  in  any  of  the  proposed  loca¬ 
tions  for  the  “  big  cities  of  the  future,”  give  the 
result  of  observations  during  four  years’  resi¬ 
dence  near  this  Mediterranean  of  the  Pacific, 
but  more  particularly  during  a  holiday  trip  last 
summer  with  the  “  Seward  party.” 

In  July  last  Allan  Francis,  Esq.,  United 
States  Consul  at  Victoria,  Vancouver  Island,  a 
beautiful  little  British  city  that  looks  across  to 
the  Puget  Sound,  gave  out  that  “  Seward  will 
be  here  on  his  way  to  Alaska.”  We  hurried 
up,  and  prepared  a  suit  of  rooms  and  a  re¬ 
ception  for  him.  British  and  American  citi¬ 
zens  vied  with  each  other  in  doing  him  honor. 
At  last  the  big  ship  made  its  appearance  in 
Esquimaux  Harbor,  near  the  city,  having  on 
board  the  Hon.  W.  H.  Seward,  F.  W.  Seward, 
Esq.,  and  Mrs.  Seward;  A.  Fitch,  Esq.,  Will¬ 
iam  Von  Smythe,  and  Judge  S.  C.  Hastings. 
This  harbor  is  reckoned  the  third  best  in  the 
world,  the  first  being  Rio  Janeiro,  and  the  sec¬ 
ond  San  Francisco.  To  greet  him  there  was  a 
good  Western  rush.  If  he  could  have  eaten  a 
hundred  dinners,  or  drank  a  thousand  drinks, 
they  were  ready  for  him.  As  it  was,  in  the 
evening  he  spoke  a  few  words  on  the  recent 
“  ice  purchase,”  which  he  was  going  up  to  look 
at  and  lay  quietly  by.  Captain  Blinn  and  a 
feAV  other  proprietors  of  the  lumber-mills  on  the 
sound  were  in  Victoria,  and  proposed  a  “trip 
up  the  sound.”  They  chartered  the  steamer 
Wilson  G.  Hunt,  and  we  started  from  Victoria 
on  one  of  the  loveliest  July  mornings.  For 
you  must  understand  that  the  climate  of  this 
region  is  equaled  only  by  the  richness  and 
beauty  of  the  scenery.  From  April  till  Octo¬ 
ber  there  are  clear  skies  and  sunny  days.  The 
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earth  is  preserved  soft  and  ver¬ 
dant  by  occasional  showers  that 
fall  during  the  night,  and  the 
heat  of  summer  tempered  by 
the  gentle  breezes  that  arc 
cooled  as  they  pass  across  the 
snowy  summits  of  the  neighbor¬ 
ing  range,  and  play  perpetually 
around  the  brow  and  cheeks. 
The  winter  is  mild  as  an  East¬ 
ern  spring.  Snow  seldom  vis¬ 
its,  and  never  lies  long  on  the 
ground.  The  rose-buds  may 
be  plucked  in  the  open  air  at 
Christmas,  and  geraniums  gath¬ 
ered  at  the  New-Year.  A  sin¬ 
gularly  healthy  and  delightful 
climate  has  been  reserved  for 
the  outlying  corner  of  our  land. 
No  sweltering  heats  of  summer 
cause  sleepless  nights.  No  sav¬ 
age  w'inter  frosts  pinch  and 
cramp  the  feeble  frame.  Nev¬ 
er  any  where  have  we  seen 
children  so  healthy  and  beauti¬ 
ful  as  within  the  limits  of  Wash¬ 
ington  Territory. 

This  morning,  on  which  the 
Hunt  started  from  Victoria,  was 
a  fair  specimen — rich  in  suf¬ 
fused  light,  a  feeling  of  refresh¬ 
ing  softness  in  the  air — the  wa¬ 
ters  beaming  as  a  silver  sea. 
In  the  run  across  the  Strait 
of  Fuca  the  scenery  disclosed 
was  worth  a  journey  from 
Washington  to  behold.  Be¬ 
hind  us  were  the  blue  heights 
of  Vancouver  Island;  on  our 
left  numerous  green  islands ; 
and  behind  them  the  snowy 
ridges  of  the  Cascade  range, 
tojjped  by  Mount  Baker  rising  in 
solitary  grandeur,  and  spread¬ 
ing  his  white  breast  to  the  sun¬ 
light.  We  had  some  pleasure 
in  reflecting  that  the  Stars 
and  Stripes  now  floated  from 
his  highest  peak,  having  been 
placed  there  by  three  advent¬ 
urous  mountaineers  the  sum¬ 
mer  before,  who  ascertained 
his  height  to  be  10,781  feet. 
But  to  what  are  we  forcing  our 
way  ?  There  rises  up  before  us 
a  huge  wall  of  rock  and  ice — 
a  solid,  snowy  ridge  stretching 
away  down  to  Cape  Flattery. 
The  waters  seem  to  flow  into 
its  very  base.  Apparently  it 
would  take  a  myriad  giants  to 
force  a  passage  for  us. 

We  sail  on,  and  in  time 
discover  several  little  harbors 
amidst  the  clefts  in  its  huge 
side,  and  an  opening  at  its 
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eastern  extl'eInit3^  The  nearest  of  these  har¬ 
bors,  called  Port  Discovery  by  'Vancouver,  be¬ 
cause  it  was  the  first  in  these  parts  he  en¬ 
tered  in  the  Discovery.  It  is  guarded  by  a 
small  island,  called  also  by  him  Protection 
Island,  because  of  its  position.  Our  thoughts 
reverted  to  that  Sabbath  morning  in  May, 
1792,  when  he  cast  anchor  there,  and  land¬ 
ed  with  his  officers  on  the  island,  surprised 
and  delighted  with  its  scenery.  “  On  land¬ 
ing,”  he  wrote  in  his  journal,  “on  the  island, 
and  ascending  its  eminence,  which  was  nearly 
a  perpendicular  cliff,  our  attention  was  imme¬ 
diately  called  to  a  landscape  almost  as  enchant- 
ingly  beautiful  as  the  most  elegantly  finished 
pleasure-grounds  in  Europe.  There  was  an  ex¬ 
tensive  lawn  covered  with  luxuriant  grass  and 
diversified  with  an  abundance  of  flowers.  To 
the  northwestward  was  a  coppice  of  pine-trees 
and  shrubs  of  various  sorts  that  seemed  as  if  it 
had  been  planted  for  the  sole  purpose  of  pro¬ 
tecting  from  the  northwest  winds  this  delight¬ 
ful  meadow,  over  which  were  promiscuously 
scattered  a  few  clumps  of  trees  that  would  have 
puzzled  the  most  ingenious  designers  of  pleas¬ 
ure-grounds  to  have  arranged  more  agreeabl3^ 
While  we  stopped  to  contemplate  these  several 
beauties  of  nature  in  a  prospect  no  less  pleas¬ 
ing  than  unexpected,  we  gathered  some  goose¬ 
berries  and  roses  in  a  state  of  considerable  for¬ 
wardness.”  While  the  features  of  the  scenery 
are  still  the  same  as  when  Vancouver  wrote, 
the  scene  has  so  far  changed  that  where  there 
was  silence  is  now  the  hum  of  driving  machin¬ 
ery.  Man  has  been  here  “  wi’  his  kittle  o’ 
steam  and  when  we  passed,  the  lumber-mills 
of  C.  E.  P.  Wood  and  Co.  were  giving  employ¬ 
ment  to  300  hands,  and  turning  out  70,000  feet 
of  lumber  per  daj^. 
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Port  Discovery  is  one  of  the  expectants  for 
■  the  big  city,  so  we  mark  its  position  and  keep 
it  in  mind.  The  eastern  end  of  the  Coast 
-  range  runs  out  into  a  long  spit  termed  Point 
Wilson.  We  round  this,  and  come  in  sight  of 
Port  Townsend.  “What  flag  is  that?”  asks 
one.  Mr.  Seward  was  within  hearing,  and 
sharply  answered  :  “  That  flag.  Sir,  is  the  cus¬ 
tom-house  flag  of  the  United  States.  This  must 
be  the  port  of  entry.”  And  he  was  right. 

Port  Townsend  is  a  city  of  two  parts,  differ¬ 
ing  widely  from  each  other.  One  part  is  on  the 
sands,  and  the  other  on  the  bluff  that  overlooks 
them.  We  may  regard  these  as  Port  Town¬ 
send  the  Ancient  and  Port  Townsend  the  Mod¬ 
ern.  Port  Townsend  the  Ancient  mav  again 
be  divided  into  the  East  and  the  West.  The 
East  contains  the  “  rancheree”  of  the  Duke  ot 
York  and  his  vassals.  The  West  includes  the 
Custom-house,  the  Masonic  Hall,  the  Good 
Templars’  Hall,  the  hotel,  several  whisky  sa¬ 
loons,  and  other  places  of  business.  In  Port 
Townsend  the  Modern  are  the  Marine  Hospi¬ 
tal,  the  school-house,  the  church,  and  neat  resi¬ 
dences  of  the  more  prominent  citizens.  As  we 
approached,  the  big  cannon  which  they  have 
lately  secured  vigorously  blazed  away,  and  the 
wharf  was  covered  with  the  citizens,  old  and 
young,  white  and  red.  The  boys  called  lustily 
for  a  speech  from  the  old  man.  He  did  not  see 
it  at  first ;  but,  with  a  little  coaxing,  at  last 
mounted  the  rostrum— the  deck  of  the  steamer— 
and  said  something  like  this  :  “You  have  got  a 
splendid  country  here.  What  you  need  is  pop¬ 
ulation.  How  don’t  be  foolish  and  send  any 
from  your  gate.  Take  all  you  can  get — Boston 
man  and  Irishman,  white  man  and  black  man, 
and  John  Chinaman,  if  he  will  come.  You  have 
room  for  all.  You  can  make  something  of  them. 
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and  they  will  help  you 
to  cut  down  the  forest, 
and  enable  this  to  be¬ 
come  a  great  and  pros¬ 
perous  place.  God  bless 
you,  my  hoys,  and  keep 
you  all  honest  and  loy¬ 
al!” 

Port  Townsend  has 
hitherto  enjoyed  no  envi¬ 
able  notoriety  for  smug¬ 
gling  and  whisky  drink¬ 
ing  through  the  humor¬ 
ous  descriptions  of  Ross 
Browne,  and  T.  Win- 
throp.  If  they  wore 
here  now  they  would 
find  occasion  to  change 
their  opinions.  No  bet¬ 
ter  society  can  be  found 
any  where  than  here  in  the  Ultima  Thule  of 
Uncle  Sam’s  dominion,  and  no  more  enterpris¬ 
ing  band  of  citizens. 

We  saAV  amidst  the  throng  an  old  friend  of 
theirs  formerly  sketched  in  this  Magazine — the 
Duke  of  York — the  chief  of  the  Clallam  In¬ 
dians.  The  Duke  appeared  also  to  have  mended 
his  ways,  and  to  have  renounced  “potlum.” 
Not  drunk,  he  was  out  with  the  earliest  to  give 
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welcome  to  one  of  Uncle  Sam’s  “  Tyas  Tayees,” 
or  big  chiefs.  Instead  of  having  his  feet  dan¬ 
gling  from  under  the  “  pississy”  or  blankets,  he 
was  rigged  in  veritable  pants,  and  sported  a 
TjTolese  hat  with  a  red  feather.  “  Halo  tenas 
Tayee”  (no  small  chief  is  he),  and  he  lords  it 
over  his  fishy  vassals  with  despotic  sway.  No 
canoe  can  here  be  secured  without  a  reference 
to  the  Duke  of  York  and  arrangement  of  terms 
with  him.  We  pres¬ 
ent  the  portrait  of  him 
and  family  in  their 
last  stage  of  develop¬ 
ment.  It  is  gratify¬ 
ing  to  know  that  his 
wives.  Queen  Victo¬ 
ria  and  Jenny  Lind, 
still  survive  and  are 
well.  Queen  Victoria 
does  washing  for  the 
lieges,  and  is  deem¬ 
ed  honest  and  careful 
by  her  patrons.  J en- 
ny  Lind,  though  long 
the  court  favorite,  is 
both  drunken  and 
lazy. 

Here,  as  elsewhere 
on  this  coast,  we  per¬ 
ceive  the  last  of  the 
red  man  side  by  side 
with  the  first  of  the 
white  men — the  dy¬ 
ing  race  and  the  grow¬ 
ing  race  strangely  in¬ 
termingled.  At  Vic¬ 
toria  we  saw  the  res¬ 
idence  of  the  Govern¬ 
or  and  officials  on  one 
side  of  the  harbor, 
and  the  “  rancheree” 
of  King  Erisi  and  the 
dilapidated  remnant 
of  the  Songhish  tribe 
on  the  other.  As  we 
look  over  the  side  of 


CHINOOK  WOMAN  AND  CHILD. 


THE  MEDITEREANEAN  OF  THE  PACIFIC. 


487 


our  vessel  at  Port  Townsend  we  see  two  Clallam 
girls  in  their  Chinook  canoe  sitting  at  ease. 
Thus  have  the  Duke  of  York  and  such  as  he  sat 
at  ease  for  centuries  in  their  salmon-scented 
halls.  In  the  midst  of  good  opportunities,  in  one 
of  the  best  fields  of  the  world,  they  have  lived  out 
their  time  in  idleness  and  sensuality,  their  in¬ 
dustries  never  rising  higher  than  skulking  round 
the  forest  and  shooting  the  elk,  or  sleepily  doz¬ 
ing  in  their  canoes,  and  spearing  the  salmon  as 
he  darted  along ;  their  pleasures  never  ranging 
beyond  the  hideous  “potlatch,’’  when,  with  wild 
screams  and  savage  joy,  the  tribal  crew  mounted 
the  roof  of  their  “  rancheree,”  and  flung  their 
long-stored  blankets  to  maddened  “  tilicums” 
(companions)  beneath.  Their  time  has  come, 
and  their  portion  is  another’s.  Even  now  they 
have  lost  the  enthusiasm  of  the  savage,  without 
gaining  the  wisdom  of  the  white  man.  They 
are  letting  their  time-cherished  customs  drop 
as  things  of  death.  In  this  country  of  the 
Flatheads,  where  for  centuries  the  Clallam  belle 
has  been  rated  according  to  the  taper  of  Ker 
“  caput,  ”  we  find  comparatively  few  mothers 
thus  preparing  their  offspring  for  social  posi¬ 
tion.  Occasionally  we  see  a  Clallam  conserva¬ 
tive,  some  frowsy  old  crone  from  the  Chehalis 
or  the  Querquelin,  sitting  with  the  instruments 
of  torture  applied  to  the  hope  of  the  family. 
Down  at  Cape  Flattery,  where  they  hunt  the 
seal  and  gather  the  dog-fish  oil,  they  preserve 
this  ancient  feature  of  their  race.  Our  sketch 
shows  the  means  applied.  Some  of  them  boast 
that  the  chignon  is  only  an  attempt  on  the  part 
of  other  belles  to  copy  their  native  graces. 
More  than  one  have  we  seen  with  a  piece  of 
solid  bark  rolled  up  in  their  hair  in  imitation 
of  the  fashionable  chignon. 

On  the  whole,  these  dusky  mothers  take  but 
little  trouble  with  their  offspring.  The  “  tenas 
man”  (small  man),  when  born,  is  wi'apped  in  a 
piece  of  old  four-point  blanket,  covered  over 
with  the  soft  bark  of  the  willow  or  dog-wood, 
laced  up  tightly  in  his  cradle  of  wicker-work, 
and  left  to  take  care  of  himself.  Kick  or 
sprawl  he  can  not,  and  his  bawling  pleases  him¬ 
self  and  hurts  no  one.  Generally  he  is  a  con¬ 
tented  little  animal  as  he  is  tossed  around  in 
his  basket,  or  swings  from  his  pole  or  the 
branch  of  a  tree  in  the  great  forest. 

Port  Townsend  is  another  of  the  aspirants 
for  future  greatness.  Its  claims  are  :  1.  Easy 
access  from  the  sea.  2.  The  possession  of  a 
commodious  and  well-sheltered  harbor.  3. 
The  proposal  by  the  Federal  Government  to 
erect  fortifications  around  on  Port  Marrow- 
stone,  Port  Wilson,  Admiralty  Head,  and  Port 
Partridge  on  Whidby  Island. 

Here  we  received  on  board  an  addition  to 
our  party,  and  steamed  further  up  the  sound 
between  high  sand -clay  bluffs  that  rise  on 
either  side.  Nine  miles  up  we  came  to  a  city 
built  on  saw-dust  foundations.  Out  here  we 
name  every  place  a  city  from  a  log  shanty  and 
an  old  horse  upward.  This  city  is  named  Port 
Ludlow.  At  the  lumber-mill  there  are  one 


hundred  hands  employed,  and  they  can  turn 
out  40,000  feet  of  lumber  per  day.  After 
other  nine  miles  we  touched  at  another  city — 
the  fac-simile  of  the  former,  named  Port  Gam¬ 
ble.  What  a  pity  they  did  not  keep  the  old 
Indian  name  Teekalet !  Here  they  have  from 
300  to  400  hands  employed,  and  can  turn  out 
100,000  feet  in  twelve  hours.*  The  “boys” 
had  no  cannon ;  but  they  had  loaded  up  a 
couple  of  anvils,  and  made  them  do  duty  in¬ 
stead.  They  also  brought  out  their  pet  to 
show  to  “  the  Governor” — said  pet  being  a  two- 
year-old  elk  which  they  had  caught  and  famed. 
The  pet  is  already  a  lusty  animal  weighing  400 
pounds,  and  it  took  four  men  to  bring  him  down 
— ^two  at  his  head  and  two  at  his  heels. 

Near  to  the  mills  is  the  real  Teekalet,  a  lodge 
of  Indians  who  are  fast  dying  out.  Indeed,  all 
the  race  are  fast  dying  out  except  those  collect¬ 
ed  on  the  reservations.  After  all  the  talk  that 
has  been  made  about  the  Indian  policy,  it  is 
the  only  humane  policy  with  these  helpless 
creatures.  It  may  not  save  them,  but  it  pro¬ 
tects  them  for  a  time  from  ills  with  which  they 
are  ill-fitted  to  cope.  For  instance,  there  are 
about  3000  Indians,  representing  twenty -five 
tribes,  gathered  on  the  Tulalip  Reservations 
across  the  country,  forty  miles  from  this. 
There  they  are  under  the  constraint  of  the  Su¬ 
perintendent.  The  youths  are  taught  to  be 
useful  by  resident  carpenters,  blacksmiths,  etc. 
The  girls  are  gathered  into  schools,  and  taught 
the  arts  of  reading,  writing,  and  arithmetic,  as 
well  as  the  common  processes  of  the  household. 
Some  of  them  can  even  play  the  piano  and  the 
melodeon.  Among  them  there  labors  Father 
Chirouse,  a  missionary  of  the  Roman  Catholic 

*  This  mill,  owned  by  Pope,  Talbot,  and  Co.,  has 
recently  been  greatly  enlarged.  They  have  a  fleet  of 
twenty-two  vessels  in  constant  service. 
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Church,  who  for  twenty  years  has  been  their 
great  “Sacra  Tayee,”  and  whose  influence  has 
been  powerful  for  good.  Even  there  they  are 
decreasing  at  the  rate  of  ten  per  cent.,  while 
here  they  are  perishing  speedily  by  disease  and 
drunkenness.  It  is  all  very  well  to  say  that 
these  scattered  tribes,  such  as  the  Teekalet, 
preserve  their  ancient  liberty.  It  is  no  blessing 
to  them,  and  they  are  a  bane  to  the  white  set¬ 
tlers  around.  Better  drive  them  off  to  the  res¬ 
ervations.  These  squalid  creatures  have  little 
of  the  spirit  of  the  old  braves.  They  are  sin¬ 
gularly  dull  and  uninteresting.  Few  of  their 
customs  have  any  romance  about  them,  and  all 
their  arts  are  of  the  rudest  kind.  Their  high¬ 
est  efforts  are  exhibited  in  their  ranch  -  poles 
and  grave-yards— the  “Memoloose,”  or  dead- 
houses,  as  they  call  them.  We  present  a  sketch 
of  one  near  to  this. 

Leaving  Port  Gamble,  or  Teekalet,  as  we 
prefer  to  call  it,  we  continue  a  winding  course 
for  sixteen  miles,  and  reach  a  beautiful  settle¬ 
ment  named  Port  Madison,  in  the  forest  around 
the  mills  of  Meigs  and  Co.  This  is  a  model 
establishment.  The  men,  instead  of  burrow¬ 
ing  in  mean  shanties,  Avith  their  squaws  hanging 
around,  appear  to  have  settled  down  in  decent 
homes.  There  are  all  the  pleasing  manifesta¬ 
tions  of  family  life,  and  by  the  stringent  regula¬ 
tion  of  the  proprietors,  not  a  drop  of  liquor  can 
be  sold  in  the  place.  Consequently  all  the  drunk 
and  disorderlies  soon  clear  out,  and  those  Avho 
remain  call  it  the  mint,  as  they  can  save  mon¬ 
ey.  The  ordinary  wages  are  from  $40  to  $100 
per  month,  tvith  board  and  house  rent,  here 
and  elsetvhere  on  the  sound.  At  Port  Madi¬ 
son  there  are  two  hundred  hands  employed, 
and  they  can  turn  out  40,000  feet  of  lumber 
per  day. 

“Lumbering  on  the  sound”  is  the  staple 


employment  of  the 
floating  population. 
There  have  drifted 
hither  men  of  all 
kinds,  from  all  parts. 
Some  from  the  shores 
of  Maine  and  Netv 
BrunsAvick,  able  to 
build  a  ship  and  sail 
her;  and  hardy  Avood- 
choppers  from  Cana¬ 
da  and  Nova  Scotia 
generally  make  some 
of  the  mills  their  rest¬ 
ing-place.  The  ma- 
j  ori  ty,  hoAve  ver,m  ere- 
ly  seek  in  them  the 
opportunity  of  re¬ 
cruiting  for  other 
schemes.  “Big  Lar¬ 
ry”  OAA'ns  an  interest 
in  a  claim  in  Cari¬ 
boo,  and  Avinters  here 
to  prepare  himself  for 
future  assessments. 
“Chlpps”  has  failed 
in  some  more  ambitious  attempt,  and  settled 
doAvn  at  a  saAv  till  he  has  money  enough  to  try 
another.  “California  Peter”  has  been  roA’ing 
over  the  land,  fluming  a  gulch  at  one  time  and 
trapping  furs  at  another,  and  has  turned  in  among 
“  the  boys  but  six  months  hence  will  turn  up 
on  board  a  cruiser  on  the  coast  of  Mexico.  In 
a  feAv  months  the  hands  Avill  be  increased  by  an 
influx  from  Montana  and  the  Blackfoot  country, 
from  British  Columbia  and  the  SaskatcheAvan. 
A  roving,  restless  race,  they  are  gathered  only 
to  be  scattered.  At  each  station  there  are  tAvo 
bands — those  engaged  atlumbering  in  theAvoods 
and  those  at  the  mills.  The  lumbering  is  usu¬ 
ally  done  by  contract.  The  leader,  or  “boss”  of 
the  band,  makes  an  arrangement  to  deliver  logs 
at  so  much  per  thousand  feet.  FortliAvith  he 
leads  his  men  to  a  spot  in  the  forest  where  the 
best  logs  may  be  found.  This  is  not  difficult 
to  find,  Avhere  the  trees  (the  Abies  douglasii) 
are  from  tAvo  hundred  and  fifty  to  three  hun¬ 
dred  and  fifty  feet  high.  The  giant  tree  hav¬ 
ing  been  felled,  is  then  cut  into  lengths,  which 
are  hauled  by  oxen  to  the  Avater’s  edge,  and 
piled  together  to  form  a  boom.  In  course  of 
time  a  tug  comes  along  and  bears  aAA'ay  the 
booms  to  the  saw-mill,  where  they  are  soon  cut 
up  into  boards,  and  dispatched  to  San  Fran¬ 
cisco,  Valparaiso,  Honolulu,  China,  and  Aus¬ 
tralia.  The  demand  for  the  Puget  Sound  lum¬ 
ber  has  been  steady,  and  is  annually  increasing. 
Several  vessels  may  be  descried  at  any  time  in 
the  strait,  either  entering  for  or  leaving  with 
lumber. 

We  noAv  have  a  longer  stretch  to  Seattle,  the 
next  stopping-place.  The  conversation  sus¬ 
tained  made  the  way  seem  short.  Men  from 
Washington  and  men  of  the  West  regaled 
each  other  AA’ith  their  “experiences.”  Judge 
Hastings  gave  stories  of  early  California  days. 
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and  the  last  from  Romej  which  he  recently 
visited.  We  had  received  on  board,  at  Port 
Townsend,  J.  G.  Swan,  Esq.,  long  identified 
with  Washington  Territory,  and  one  of  the  best 
informed  in  regard  to  its  history.  For  several 
years  he  resided  on  the  Querquelin  River,  near 
Shoalwater  Bay,  and  thus  described 

“  OtJE,  FIRST  ELECTION. 

“We  had  reached  that  point  in  the  history 
of  the  Territory  when  we  were  called  upon  to 
elect  our  officers  for  the  Territory  and  the  coun¬ 
tv.  This  was  looked  upon  by  the  boys  as  a 
farce  (what  did  we  want  of  laws?  we  were  a 
law  unto  ourselves) ;  so  among  other  officers 


they  elected  John  W.  Champ  justice  of  the 
peace,  and  Charles  W.  Denter  constable.  Now 
Champ  was  a  character  to  serve  as  justice — 
sixty-five  years  of  age,  tall,  wiry,  and  muscu¬ 
lar,  with  an  iron  constitution  that  had  with¬ 
stood  the  rough  and  tumble  of  a  long  border 
life.  He  was  fond  of  old  rye,  and  was  occa¬ 
sionally  noisy  and  rough,  though  generally 
kindly  and  sensible.  The  constable,  or  ‘Big 
Charley,’  was  a  good-natured,  lazy  fellow,  who 
had  begun  life  as  a  lumberman  in  Maine,  had 
then  shipped  on  board  a  whaler,  and  like  some 
old  spar  had  been  washed  up  into  the  bay  with¬ 
out  exactly  knowing  when,  where,  or  how. 
Clever  and  handy,  he  yet  preferred  his  ease  and 
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a  bottle  of  whisky  to  any  thing  else.  W  e  thought 
justice  and  constable  would  do  very  well.  Eor- 
merly  we  had  been  very  peaceable,  any  little 
‘  trouble’  that  arose  being  easily  settled  with  a 
fist  fight.  But  now  that  we  had  a  Squire,  every 
one  seemed  anxious  to  bring  him  some  busi¬ 
ness,  and  it  was  not  long  before  the  justice 
held  his  first  court. 

“A  man  left  in  charge  of  a  store  was  found 
to  have  stolen  a  small  sum  of  money.  Charley 
was  ordered  to  proceed  at  once  and  arrest  him. 
Charley  started ;  but,  afraid  of  resistance,  did  it 
in  his  own  way.  Walking  in  where  the  chap 
was  sitting  he  asked  him  for  a  drink.  Bow¬ 
man  said  he  had  nothing.  ■  ‘Well,’  said  Char¬ 
ley,  ‘  old  Champ  has  just  got  a  demijohn  of 
first-rate  whisky.  S’pose  we  walk  down  there 
and  get  some.’  The  other  at  once  consented, 
and  the  pair  went  down  to  the  Squire’s.  The 
boys  began  to  collect,  and  at  last  the  Squire, 
who  had  been  out  feeding  his  chickens  and 
wetting  his  whistle,  came  in  and  took  a  seat. 

“  ‘  Order  in  the  court !’  said  he  ;  then,  facing 
the  prisoner,  he  addressed  him  thus : 

“‘Well,  this  is  a  pretty  how-d’ye-do;  what 
have  you  been  about,  hey  ?’ 

“  ‘  What  have  I  been  about  ?’  asked  Bow¬ 
man,  with  surprise ;  ‘  nothing  in  particular  that 
I  know  of.  Where’s  your  whisky,  Squire  ?’ 

“‘Where’s  my  whisky?’  said  the  Squire, 
now  getting  into  a  rage — ‘  where’s  my  whisky  ? 
Don’t  you  know  you’re  ’rested?  And  do  you 
think  to  throw  contempt  on  my  court  by  asking 
for  whisky  ?’ 

“  ‘  I  did  not  know  I  was  ’rested  ;  pray,  what 
is  the  charge  ?’ 

“  ‘  Why,  you  big  loafer,’  said  Champ  to  the 
constable,  ‘  didn’t  you  show  that  paper  to  Bow¬ 
man?’ 

“  ‘Yes,  I  did,’  said  Charley. 

“  ‘I  never  saw  it,’  said  Bowman. 

“Champ  then,  expressing  his  disgust  at 
Charley,  ordered  him  to  arrest  Bowman  forth¬ 
with,  which  he  did,  and  produced  the  paper 
(which  after  all  was  simply  a  notice  to  quit,  sup¬ 
plied  by  the  sheriff  by  way  of  a  ruse). 

“Bowman  read  it,  and  remarked  that  it  was 
not  a  warrant,  and  then  inquired  of  what  he 
was  accused. 

“  ‘  What  are  you  ’cused  of?’  said  the  Squire  ; 
‘why,  you’re  ’cused  of  stealing  money.’ 

“  ‘  I  should  like  to  know  who  accuses  me, 
and  who  are  the  witnesses  against  me  ?’ 

“‘See  here.  Bowman,’  says  the  Squire,  ‘I 
don’t  want  any  witnesses  ;  and  as  for  who  ac¬ 
cuses  you,  why,  I  accuse  you,  and  every  body 
on  the  beach  accuses  you,  and  you  know  you 
are  guilty  as  well  as  I  do.  There  is  no  use  of 
wasting  time  over  the  matter.  I  am  bound  to 
sentence  you,  and  my  sentence  is,  that  you 
leave  the  bay  in  twenty-four  hours,  or  receive 
fifty  lashes  if  you  are  here  after  that  time.’ 

“  He  started  for  Astoria  and  was  seen  no 
more.  The  ends  of  justice  were  fully  satisfied. 

“Joe’s  case  was  the  next.  He  was  accused 
of  setting  a  boat  adrift.  He  protested  that  he 


was  innocent.  It  was  suggested  that  it  might 
have  been  taken  by  Jake  for  a  day’s  fishing, 
and  better  confine  the  prisoner  till  Jake  re¬ 
turned.  This  was  agreed  to,  but  where  were 
they  to  confine  him  ?  Champ’s  hen-house  was 
proposed,  and  into  it  Joe  was  thrust.  Now 
Champ’s  hen-house  was  no  slim  affair,  but  a 
solid  log-house  as  strong  as  a  fort.  In  the  aft- 
ernooii  Jake  and  the  boat  returned,  so  they 
went  to  liberate  Joe.  But  here  another  case 
was  presented,  for  they  found  him  very  quietly 
engaged  in  sucking  eggs.  This  new  felony  en¬ 
raged  Champ  more  than  the  other.  He  was 
for  flogging  him  immediately,  but  the  boys  put 
him  on  board  a  boat  going  out.  Thus  we  rid 
ourselves  of  two  thieves.”  Mr.  Swan’s  descrip¬ 
tion  is  true  to  the  life  of  our  Territorial  begin¬ 
nings. 

Thus  pleasantly  the  time  passed,  and  we 
reach  Seattle,  sixty  miles  from  Port  Townsend. 
Seattle,  the  seat  of  a  former  tribe  called  by  that 
name,  has  been  a  place  of  some  importance 
since  1853.  It  acquired  additional  vitality 
through  the  discovery  of  coal  a  few  years  ago, 
and  still  more  during  the  last  few  months  by 
the  popular  belief  that  it  is  the  place — the  great 
terminus.  The  lands  for  miles  around  have 
been  bought  by  speculators,  divided  into  lots, 
and  auctioned  off  in  Victoria,  through  the  Wil¬ 
lamette  Valley,  and  even  in  San  Francisco. 
Nine  months  ago  there  were  not  more  than 
600  people  in  it,  now  there  are  1000.  The  in¬ 
habitants  had  scarcely  got  over  the  excitement 
of  a  visit  from  the  directors  and  officials  of  the 
North  Pacific  Railway,  accompanied  by  George 
Francis  Train,  who  had  been  with  them  a  few 
days  before.  The  two  combined  had  been  evi¬ 
dently  too  much  for  them.  Train  had  given  a 
lecture.  Subject — George  Francis  Train.  He 
described  his  orphanage  in  the  city  of  New 
Orleans,  his  pious  education  by  a  Puritan  aunt, 
his  labors  in  the  house  of  his  uncle,  Enoch 
Train  and  Co.,  Boston  ;  his  speculation  in  Mel¬ 
bourne,  by  wlrich  he  cleared  $140,000 ;  his 
wife’s  speculation  in  Omaha,  which  gives  her 
half  of  all  the  lots  in  that  city  ;  and  his  palatial 
mansion  in  Rhode  Island.  He  also  spoke  very 
freely  of  his  election  to  the  Presidency  in  1872, 
and  gave  an  invitation  to  come  and  see  him  at 
the  White  House.  I  do  not  know  what  else 
he  can  do,  but  assuredly  he  can  lecture.  The 
visit  of  the  directors,  much  as  the  lieges  were 
interested  in  the  railway,  was  nothing  to  that 
of  Train.  His  lecture  was  the  theme  of  the 
day.  They  had  just  bade  him  good-by  en 
masse,  when  they  were  called  upon  to  welcome 
Seward.  This  they  also  did  with  a  will.  Hav¬ 
ing  had  one  lecture,  they  were  sure  of  another 
from  Seward.  The  evening  had  come,  and 
they  pressed  him  hard  to  stay  over.  He  would 
not  do  it,  and  got  off  from  the  speech  by  prom¬ 
ising  to  shake  hands  all  round.  This  was  done 
in  returning,  and  every  man,  woman,  and  child 
had  been  prepared  for  the  ceremony.  As  the 
apparently  endless  circle  swept  past,  his  affa¬ 
bility  and  gracefulness  to  each  were  very  no- 
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ticeable.  He  told  the  writer 
afterward  that  he  always  cal¬ 
culated  on  doing  this  at  the 
rate  of  ten  in  a  minute.  As  it 
took  him  nearly  an  hour  to  do 
Seattle,  he  must  have  seen 
nearly  the  entire  population. 

The  most  prominent  build¬ 
ing  in  Seattle  is  the  Territorial 
University,  which  occupies  a 
commanding  site  upon  the  hill. 
Its  site  here  was  secured  by 
the  politic  management  of  a 
few  citizens,  and  the  subject 
is  rather  a  sore  one  to  their 
brethren  in  some  of  the  other 
towns,  especially  in  Olympia, 
the  capital.  The  University 
is  a  pretentious  edifice,  but 
boasts  at  present  of  only  one 
professor  and  a  limited  num¬ 
ber  of  pupils.  They  have  dis¬ 
covered  coal  of  good  quality 
about  ten  miles  from  the  city, 
near  Washington  Lake.  It  is 
a  tertiary  lignite  of  the  mio- 
cene  age.  The  analysis  gives  : 
carbon,  47.63  ;  bitumen, 
50.22;  ash,  2.16.  It  is  part 
of  the  great  tertiary  bed  which 
extends  from  California  north¬ 
ward  through  Oregon,  Wash¬ 
ington  Territory,  to  the  south¬ 
ern  end  ofBritish  Columbia  and 
Vancouver  Island,  and  which 
has  already  been  wrought  at 
Monte  Diabolo  in  California, 
Coose  Bay  in  Oregon,  and  Bel¬ 
lingham  Bay  in  Washington 
Territory.  The  seam,  which 
pitches atanangle  of  46°,  crops 
out  in  several  places  around 
Washington  Lake,  and  is  about 
two  feet  thick.  A  company 
has  already  made  two  tunnels 
into  it — one  170  feet  long,  and* 
the  other  about  50  feet.  Cer¬ 
tainly,  if  Seattle  were  made  the 
terminus  of  the  proposed  rail¬ 
way,  King  County  could  sup¬ 
ply  plenty  of  good  coal  and 
fresh  water ;  but  we  shall  see. 
The  harbor  is  not  quite  so 
large  as  it  seems,  the  half  of 
it  being  a  mud-flat ;  but  this 
could  be  built  over,  and  be¬ 
yond  there  is  good  anchorage. 
Seattle  has  the  invariablg, saw¬ 
dust  wharf  and  lumber-mill  of 
the  sound  cities.  They  can 
turn  out  at  the  mill  30,000  feet 
of  lumber  per  day.  At  Free¬ 
port,  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  harbor,  there  is  a  mill  of 
equal  capacity.  Seattle  has 
considerably  exercised  the 
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land  speculators  in  these  parts.  “  Seattle  lots” 
are  offered  for  sale  all  the  way  to  San  Fran¬ 
cisco  at  prices  varying  from  $50  to  $600. 
From  this  to  Olympia,  at  the  head  of  the  sound, 
all  the  eligible  lands  have  been  taken  up.  This 
has  been  occasioned  in  great  part  by  the  fact 
that  the  “  Snowqualmie  Pass”  is  comparatively 
near — about  eighty  miles  from  Seattle.  The 
old  military  road  from  Walla  Walla  (such  as  it 
was)  came  over  the  Natchez  Pass  further  north  ; 
but  it  is  now  generally  abandoned  for  that  by 
the  Snowqualmie.  To  reach  the  sound  from 
the  east  the  railway  must  cross  the  Cascade 
range,  which  is  from  6000  to  10,000  feet  high, 
and  very  steep.  Much  depends  upon  the  pass. 
Although  there  had  long  been  an  Indian  trail 
over  the  Snowqualmie,  yet  it  was  not  thought 
much  of  till  recently.  A  few  years  ago  an  en¬ 
terprising  band  from  Seattle  went  up  and  dis¬ 
covered  that  it  was  gentler  in  ascent,  and  the 
summit  lower,  than  any  of  the  passes  previous¬ 
ly  in  use.  More  recent  explorations  have  es¬ 
tablished  the  fact  that  it  is  only  3700  feet  high  ; 
and  already  the  immigrant  wagons — the  prairie 
schooners — make  their  way  through  it  in  pref¬ 
erence  to  the  Natchez,  which  is  5000  feet  high. 
The  “Yakima,”  the  long,  rich  valley  of  the 
Klickatats,  leads  up  to  it  from  Walla  Walla,  to 
which  the  line  will  probably  come  on  the  other 
side.  This  is  also  in  favor  of  the  Snowqualmie 
Pass  being  chosen  ;  for  it  is  in  the  region  around 
the  Cascades,  and  not  at  the  Rocky  Mountains 
that  engineering  difficulties  will  be  encountered. 
Great  interest  has  thus  been  attached  to  the 
Snowqualmie,  and  the  people  of  Seattle  regard 
it  as  their  hope  and  boast.  There  is  an  inter¬ 
esting  waterfall  270  feet  high  on  the  river  about 
sixty  miles  from  town,  and  with  great  enthusi¬ 
asm  they  treat  their  friends  with  a  trip  to  the 
“  Snowqualmie  Falls.”  The  trip  is  worth  stay¬ 
ing  even  a  week  to  make. 

We  left  Seattle  late  in  the  evening.  The 
sound  now  presented  the  grandest  of  her  scen¬ 
ery.  The  forests  were  on  fire,  and  the  flames 
glimmered  and  danced  on  the  hills  around. 


The  clear  moonlight  fell 
upon  the  waters  and  lent 
an  air  of  witchery  to  the 
picture.  We  had  now 
turned  the  corner  of  the 
Olympic  range,  which 
rises  up  in  bold  outline 
behind  us.  An  opening 
in  the  woods  here  reveals 
Mount  Rainier,  ninety 
miles  off  on  our  left. 
This  is  the  queen  of  the 
Cascade  range,  the  fair¬ 
est,  stateliest,  and  purest 
of  all  its  peaks.  It  has 
no  rugged  shoulders  like 
Mount  Baker,  but  rises 
up  in  a  clean-cut  sugar- 
loaf  shape  to  a  height  of 
14,000  feet.  In  its  si¬ 
lence  and  solitariness  it 
speaks  to  the  innermost  depths  of  our  nature. 
But,  my  reader, 

“If  you  would  see  Rainier  aright, 

Go  view  it  by  the  witching  moonlight.” 

This  was  otir  good  fortune,  when  all  its  trans¬ 
cendent  loveliness  was  full  disclosed.  The 
impression  created  by  its  snowy  gracefulness, 
its  calm  majesty,  can  never  be  effaced.  We 
may  wander  to  the  farthest  corner  of  the  earth, 
but  the  image,  the  look,  of  that  mountain  in  the 
moonlight  will  not  wear  away.  All  eyes  were 
spell-bound  by  its  beauty  until  the  woods  in¬ 
tervened  and  shut  it  out  from  sight. 

Now  another  and  different  object  becomes 
the  centre  of  attraction.  We  are  called  out 
from  the  cabin  to  view  a  Western  city  in  its 
infancy — the  fledgeling  of  a  summer,  that  is  to 
rise  and  spread  its  wings  with  railway  speed. 
It  is  well  that  the  world  should  know  the  name 
of  this  future  New  York  of  the  West.  “Ta- 
c6m-ah”  they  call  it  now,  though,  before  Gov¬ 
ernor  Stevens  and  his  “  Memoloose”  men 
came  along,  the  Indians  said  Tac'-o-mah'.  The 
Tacomites  argue  in  this  way:  “It  is  almost 
certain  that  the  rhilway  must  cross  the  Cascade 
I’ange  by  the  Snowqualmie  Pass  —  now  if,” 
and  on  this  hang  the  fortunes  of  the  Taco¬ 
mites — •“  if  the  railway  come  through  this  pass, 
Tacoma  is  the  nearest  point  on  the  sea. 
From  the  pass  to  the  water’s  edge  there  is  much 
level  prairie  land ;  the  grades  would  be  easy  on 
either  side;  the  country  is  open,  fertile,  and 
full  of  coal ;  the  line  will  be  twelve  miles  short¬ 
er  than  the  Seattle.”  The  difficulty  of  ships 
going  further  up  the  sound  is  very  much  in¬ 
creased  by  the  “Narrows”  immediately  be¬ 
yond.  The  tides  ru:^  very  rapidly  through 
these,  and  impede  the  navigation.  The  har¬ 
bor  is  spacious,  and  the  anchorage,  though  deep, 
is  good.  The  land  is  taken  up  all  around.  Ta¬ 
coma  on  paper  boasts  of  streets,  and  squares, 
and  wharves,  yet  one  sees  merely  a  clearing  in 
the  forest— a  few  piles  of  lumber,  one  hotel, 
one  store,  two  whisky  saloons,  and  several  un- 
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finished  buildings.  The  hotel  has  been  estab¬ 
lished  by  a  Cariboo  miner,  H.  N.  Steele,  one 
of  the  first  that  “struck  it  rich.”  He  lost  his 
luck  there,  hut  believes  that  here  fortune  will 
smile  upon  him,  and  that  the  “  Steele  Claim” 
in  Tacomah  will  rival  the  old  “  Steele  Claim” 
of  Cariboo.  Another  enthusiast  has  estab¬ 
lished  a  saw-mill,  which  is  driving  awav,  and 
turning  out  plenty  of  lumber  for  the  buildings 
that  arc  to  be. 

After  midnight  we  arrive  at  Steilacoom  and 
cast  anchor.  The  good  folks  have  evidently 
given  up  hope  of  our  arrival,  and  have  all  re¬ 
tired.  Fort  Steilacoom  may  be  termed  the 
modern  ancient  among  the  settlements.  It 
formerly  enjoyed  some  importance,  being  near 
to  the  fort  of  the  Hudson  Bay  Company  at 
Nisqually,  and  finally  as  a  military  post  of  the 
United  States.  The  Hudson  Bay  fort  at  Nis¬ 
qually,  six  miles  from  the  city,  was  built  by 
Dr.  Johnil  in  1846,  and  is  still  represented  by 
a  chief-trader  and  his  staff — some  old  Scotch¬ 
men,  a  retinue  of  half-breeds,  and  an  ex¬ 
tensive  vassalage  of  “Siwashes.”  It  is  an  in¬ 
closure  240  feet  square,  surmounted  by  the  or¬ 
dinary  bastions  at  the  four  corners,  and  boasts 
of  three  guns,  a  blacksmith’s  shop,  a  store,  etc. 
The  troops  were  removed  from  this  post  in 
1866,  and  taken  to  Sitka,  so  the  inhabitants 
are  left  to  dream  of  future  prosperity  through 
the  coming  railway.  Dots  are  going  up. 

We  get  away  in  the  morning  before  the  lieges 
are  aroused.  As  we  near  a  spot  half-way  be¬ 
tween  Steilacoom  and  Olympia,  we  hear  a  voice 
saying,  “There  it  is— that’s  the  place.  ”  “What 
place?’  we  ask.  ^^The place — New  Jerusalem 
the  site  of  the  big  city.”  We  gaze,  but  we  can 
discern  nothing  but  wood  and  water.  “  That’s 
it,  reiterate  several  who  appear  particularly 
interested,  and  forthwith  the  captain  of  the  sur- 
veying  vessel  takes  out  of  his  pocket  the  neat¬ 
ly  engrossed  plan  of  a  large  city,  with  wharves, 
squares,  and  streets  marked  on  it — “New  Jeru¬ 
salem”  being  printed  in  luminous  letters  over 
it.  And  this  will  be  the  place,  if  eloquence 
and  interest  can  make  it.  “  New  Jerusalem” 
is  the  nest-egg  laid  by  several  of  the  govern¬ 
ment  officials  and  other  knowing  ones.  They 
will  have  it  here  if  they  can.  The  view  of  New 
Jerusalem  is  not,  however,  very  interesting  at 
present,  except  on  the  map.  Not  even  a  hunt¬ 
er’s  shanty  breaks  its  monotony. 

Before  breakfast  we  approach  Olympia.  The 
name  may  seem  ambitious,  but  it  is  in  no  way 
inappropriate.  Nestling  among  the  hills,  it 
looks  out  upon  the  snowy  Olympus — the  high¬ 
est  and  most  beautiful  peak  of  the  Olympic 
range.  The  harbor  is  peculiar.  The  tides 
rise  and  fall  twenty  feet ;  so  that  every  day  an 
extensive  mud-fiat  is  disclosed.  While  at  cer¬ 
tain  periods  some  of  the  streets  are  under  wa¬ 
ter,  at  others  ocean  steamers  can  not  approach 
within  four  miles  of  the  city.  Still,  the  Olym¬ 
pians  are  calmly  confident,  and  look  with  con¬ 
tempt  on  the  claims  of  the  other  bantling  cities 
to  rival  it.  They  think  in  this  wise:  “Olym¬ 


pia  fuit,”  ergo  “  Olympia  fuerit.”  It  has  been 
the  capital,  the  seat  of  government ;  it  is  the 
head  of  navigation ;  it  is  nearest  to  Portland, 
to  or  from  which  there  must  be  a  branch ;  it  is 
the  readiest  opening  to  the  sea  ;  it  has  an  extens¬ 
ive  agricultural  country  behind  it;  therefore, 
“Floreat  Olympia.”  These  mud-fiats  where 
the  Klootchmen  gather  clams  shall  yet  be  built 
up  into  spacious  streets ;  these  quiet  waters  in 
which  the  Clallam  darts  his  fish-spcar  shall  yet 
be  covered  with  fleets  from  “  Cathay,  Cipango, 
and  the  Indies.”  If  the  directors  can  be  won 
by  beauty,  they  will  plant  here  the  mighty  city. 
Already  they  have  made  the  most  of  their  site. 
The  streets  are  delightfully  shaded  by  rows  of 
poplar  and  maple,  and  the  trim  dwellings  look 
out  fi  om  teeming  orchards.  Old  Horace  speaks 
about  cutting  off  a  pleasant  half  of  the  day  in 
a  shady  place.  Commend  me  to  Olymifia  for 
this  operation.  Sitting  in  front  of  the  “  Taco¬ 
mah,”  under  the  cooling  shade  of  the  trees, 
with  a  sherry-cobbler  in  hand,  looking  out  upon 
the  bay  between  the  rising  hills,  one  is  “  king 
o  er  a’  the  ills  o’  life.”  Its  attractions  have  se¬ 
cured  better  society  than  can  be  found  in  towns 
of  its  size  any  where.  Houses  are  at  a  premium, 
and  sleeping-room  scarcely  to  be  had.  Bless¬ 
ings  on  thee,  gem  of  the  West .'  When  w'e  get 
old  we  shall  seek  in  thee  a  resting-place ! 

If  Athens  had  its  Mars’  Hill,  Olympia  has  its 
equal  in  the  shoulder  that  stretches  two  miles 
beyond,  overlooking  the  extension  of  the  bay, 
and  filled  with  all  goodly  groves,  and  sheltering 
shady  pools,  wdiere  the  silvery  salmon  grab  the 
flies  on  the  summer  day.  At  the  end  of  this 
shoulder  the  lively  Tumwater  leaps  in  with  a 
sort  of  hop,  skip,  and  jump,  forming  a  series  of 
three  beautiful  waterfalls,  as  a  final  efibrt  be¬ 
fore  losing  itself  forever  in  the  sea. 

“A  speech— a  speech!”  cries  the  deputation 
of  citizens — said  deputation  backed  by  the  citi¬ 
zens  themselves.  ‘  ‘  To  Tumwater !  ”  roars  Sew¬ 
ard.  A  compromise  was  made:  Tumwater 
Falls  first,  a  speech  after.”  We  made  for  the 
falls.  No  great  roaring,  brawling  avalanche 
of  waters  are  these.  They  are  comely,  pictur¬ 
esque,  unique.  From  pool  to  pool  they  flow, 
their  spray  dancing  on  the  sentinel  pines 
around.  The  road  passes  down  by  a  bridge 
beneath  them,  from  which  you  can  look  up 
and  see  them  all  at  once  above  you.  But  no 
time  for  poetry  now ;  lunch  and  the  speech  are 
before  us.  The  lunch  was  like  other  lunches — 
rather  better ;  the  speech  an  easy,  kindly  flow 
of  good  feeling,  as  from  a  father  speaking  to  his 
children  ;  and  then  the  shaking  of  hands — hard 
hands  and  soft  ones,  hard  ones  preponderating. 

When  evening  comes  we  return  to  the  steam¬ 
er,  and  start  back.'  As  morning  breaks  we  are 
again  at  Port  Townsend.  We  now  sail  north¬ 
ward,  and  all  at  once  pass  Muckleteo — also  a 
candidate  for  future  greatness— and  next  Whid- 
by  Island,  another  candidate.  The  harbor  on 
the  inside  of  the  island  has  been  strongly  rec¬ 
ommended  in  former  surveys  made  by  Gener¬ 
al  M'Clellan  and  Governor  Stevens  for  the 


494 


HAEPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE, 


STREET  IN  OLYMPIA.,  WASHINGTON  TEERITOBY. 


Nortt  Pacific  Railway.  It  is  separated  from 
the  main  land— but  only  by  the  Swinomish 
Slough,  a  broad  marshy  tract,  which  settlers 
are  now  dyking  and  draining,  and  turning  into 
fertile  land — and  by  a  narrow  channel,  which 
can  be  easily  bridged. 

The  island,  fifty  miles  in  length,  is  fertile, 
and,  in  great  part,  cultivated  by  a  hardy,  happy 
race  of  Good  Templars,  who  deserve  all  the 
good  fortune  that  may  come  to  them.  Further 
on  we  pass  Fidalgo  Island,  having  similar 
claims.  It  is  right  in  the  teeth  of  vessels  com¬ 
ing  up  the  strait.  Away  on  our  right  is  Bel¬ 
lingham  Bay,  another  candidate,  and  the  last. 
The  bay  is  a  semicircle,  six  miles  in  length. 
Here  there  is  a  large  coal-mine,  skillfully  work¬ 
ed,  and  already  a  small  railway  from  the  mine 
to  the  harbor.  According  to  the  Superintend¬ 
ent,  and  to  others  also,  this  railway  is  the  ex¬ 
treme  end  of  “The  Great  Northern.”  Belling¬ 
ham  Bay  is  the  Liverpool  of  the  West,  and  its 
proprietors  the  luckiest  men  of  the  continent. 
Before  making  up  among  the  numerous  islands, 
and  over  the  line  to  the  British  possessions,  let 
us  settle  the  question  of  the  city’s  site.  We 
have  had  with  us  Von  Smythe,  one  of  the  great 
engineers  of  the  coast ;  at  each  stopping-place 
we  have  received  on  board  interested  advocates 
of  the  several  sites  ;  so  surely  we  will  be  able  to 
make  it  out.  Port  Discovery,  Port  Townsend, 
Seattle,  Tacoma,  Steilacoom,  New  Jerusalem, 
Olympia,  Muckleteo,  Whidby  Island,  Fidalgo 
Island,  Bellingham  Bay — which  shall  it  be  ? 

In  scanning  the  line  of  the  proposed  route, 
we  are  sure  of  several  points  far  eastward.  It 
will  cross  the  Rocky  Mountains  at  Cadott’s 
Pass,  and  run  thence  to  Pend-O-Reille.  By 
recent  legislation  in  Congress,  it  is  brought  to 


a  point  on  the  Columbia  River,  where  it  Avill 
connect  with  the  line  of  river  and  railway  com¬ 
munication  already  established  by  the  Oregon 
Steamship  CompanJ^  But  this  can  be  only  a 
temporary,  not  the  final  termination.  The 
route  by  Portland  is  circuitous,  and,  what  is  of 
more  importance,  no  harbor  can  be  found  on 
that  part  of  the  coast  unattended  by  serious  ob¬ 
stacles  to  navigation.  The  mouth  of  the  Co¬ 
lumbia  is  barred  by  dreadful  breakers.  Shoal- 
water  Bay  and  Gray’s  Harbor  can  not  be  entered 
by  vessels  of  ordinary  tonnage.  It  is  therefore 
a  necessity  that  the  line  of  railway  be  com¬ 
pleted  to  some  point  on  the  Puget  Sound,  where 
many  desirable  sites  and  harbors  are  presented, 
combining  the  varied  advantages  of  good  anch¬ 
orage  and  shelter,  easy  access  and  defense, 
and  plenty  of  wood,  coal,  and  water.  Where 
all  are  so  good,  it  may  be  difficult  to  make  the 
best  possible  selection.  All  the  places  within 
Port  Wilson — Port  Townsend,  Seattle,  Taco¬ 
ma,  Steilacoom,  New  Jerusalem,  and  Olym¬ 
pia — will  be  well  defended  by  the  proposed  for¬ 
tifications  around  that  point.  Of  these,  Port 
Townsend  and  Seattle  have  the  best  anchorage 
— from  fifteen  to  twenty  fathoms.  From  the 
fact  that  there  must  be  a  branch  to  Portland, 
Olympia,  at  the  head  of  this  inland  sea,  would 
appear  to  be  the  nearest  and  most  convenient 
de'pot ;  but  this  advantage  is  bali^ced  by  the 
consideration  that  it  is  beyond  the  “Narrows,” 
which  adds  to  the  difficulty  and  expense  of 
bringing  vessels  to  its  harbor.  Seattle,  Taco¬ 
ma,  and  Port  Townsend  have  an  advantage  in 
this  respect.  If  we  look  at  the  harbors  beyond 
Port  Wilson,  we  see,  that  while  Whidby  Isl¬ 
and,  Fidalgo  Island,  and  Bellingham  Bay  can 
not  be  so  thoroughly  defended,  they  are  of 
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easier  access  from  the  sea.  This  whole  matter 
— the  selection  of  the  city’s  site  and  railway 
depot — ^  depends  really  upon  the  pass  chosen 
through  the  Cascade  range.  In  these  northern 
parts  the  passage  through  the  Rocky  Mount¬ 
ains  is  comparatively  easy  to  that  through  the 
range  nearer  the  coast.  This  range,  as  stated, 
rises  steeply  to  from  6000  to  10,000  feet,  and 
is  a  dividing  wall.  It  seems  decided  that  the 
route  will  be  through  -Cadott’s  Pass,  in  the 
Rocky  Mountains,  near  the  Kostanie  country, 
close  to  the  49th  parallel.  But  whither  after 
that  ?  This  depends  upon  the  pass  up  the  Cas¬ 
cades  deemed  most  practicable.  Now  there 
are  five  to  choose  from :  1.  The  Cowlitz  Pass, 
supposed  to  be  5000  feet  high.  2.  The  Snow- 
qualmie  Pass,  known  to  be  3700  feet  high.  8. 
The  Natchez  Pass,  5000  feet  high.  4.  Cady’s 
Pass,  6000  feet  high.  6.  The  Skatchet  Pass, 
near  Mount  Baker,  supposed  to  be  3000  feet 
high.  Now,  if  the  railway  be  brought  direct 
from  the  Kostanie,  through  the  Spokane  coun¬ 
try,  and  over  the  Skatchet  Pass  (both  deemed 
practicable,  though  not  thoroughly  explored 
and  surveyed),  then  assuredly  it  must  termin¬ 
ate  at  or  near  Bellingham  Bay ;  and  if  brought 
through  the  Snowqualmie  Pass  (the  best  so  far 
as  surely  ascertained),  Tacoma  is  the  nearest 
point  on  the  sound,  distant  about  sixty -five 
miles — Seattle,  about  seventy-five  miles,  being 
next. 

And  if  it  be  determined  to  put  the  main  line 
to  Olympia,  in  order  to  let  the  branch  to  Port¬ 
land  strike  off  there,  then  in  course  of  time  an 
extension  will  be  made  up  the  west  side  of  the 
sound  along  Hood’s  Canal  to  Port  Townsend 
or  Port  Discovery. 

This,  my  reader,  is  all  that  is  known  about 
either  the  passes  or  ports,  and  the  probabili¬ 
ties  soon  to  be  realities,  on  this  Mediterranean 
of  the  Pacific.  And  with  this  we  dismiss  a 
question  that  is  exercising  all  the  inhabitapts 
of  the  Territory,  and  all  the  land  speculators  on 
the  coast.  Pity  to  spoil  such  a  summer  day 
with  so  much  that  savors  of  dollars  and  cents. 
We  leave  the  railway  and  the  city  to  come 
along  when  and  where  they  like  best,  and 
plunge  in  amidst  the  numerous  islands  before 
us  on  our  way  to  Nanaimo,  where  the  good 
ship  Active  has  taken  in  coal,  and  is  waiting 
for  Seward  and  his  party  era  ?-oute  for  Alaska. 
We  are  threading  our  way  through  the  Western 
Cyclades  —  islands  every  where,  and  yonder 
San  Juan  itself. 

What  is  the  San  Juan  question?  This,  my 
reader,  is  a  red  flag,  w'hich,  with  another  called 
“the  Alabama  claims,”  is  shaken  occasionally 
in  the  face  of  John  Bull  to  rouse  his  choler. 
Serious  enough,  for  more  than  once  it  has  been 
nearly  the  occasion  of  war  between  two  great 
countries.  In  1859,  General  Harney,  on  the 
part  of  the  United  States,  planted  on  the  island 
Captain  George  Pickett  and  a  company  of  in¬ 
fantry.  Governor  Douglas,  who  resided  in  “Vic¬ 
toria,  and  represented  her  Britannic  Majesty, 
dispatched  the  Satellite  and  the  Tnbune,  with 


instructions  to  drive  them  from  the  island.  The 
Americans  in  British  Columbia  threatened  to 
organize  as  volunteers  for  the  assistance  of 
Captain  Pickett,  and  to  hoist  the  Stars  and 
Stripes  over  the  town  of  “Victoria.  Then  there 
would  have  been  war  to  the  knife.  Strange  to 
say,  just  as  the  Tribune  had  left  the  hai’bor  of 
Esquimaux,  the  commander.  Captain  Hornby, 
discovered  in  the  Strait  of  Fuca  the  flag  of 
Admiral  Baynes,  arriving  to  command  the  Brit¬ 
ish  fleet  in  the  Pacific.  He  therefore  waited 
for  the  instructions  of  his  superior  officer.  The 
Admiral,  seeing  that  the  policy  of  Governor 
Douglas  would  bring  about  a  collision  which 
might  result  in  war,  at  once  countermanded  the 
orders,  stating  that  it  was  a  question  to  be  set¬ 
tled  by  the  home  governments. 

After  all — would  the  reader  believe  it  ? — the 
“  San  Juan  Difficulty,”  as  it  is  gracefully  term¬ 
ed  in  these  parts,  has  arisen  from  the  mere 
scrape  of  a  pen.  Great  Britain  claimed  Ore¬ 
gon  north  of  the  Columbia  River ;  the  United 
States  claimed  all  south  of  latitude  64“^  40'.  In 
1846  that  grand  compromise  called  the  Ashbur¬ 
ton  Treaty  accepted  the  49th  parallel  as  the 
boundary  line.  But  this  line,  if  drawn  across, 
would  have  cut  off  the  tail  end  of  Vancouver 
Island.  It  was  therefore  stated  in  the  treaty 
that,  after  leaving  the  main  land,  it  shall  go 
southward,  through  the  middle  of  the  channel,  to 
the  Strait  of  Fuca.  The  treaty  appears  to  have 
been  made  under  the  erroneous  impression  that 
there  wa?.  only  one  channel  between  the  main 
land  and  Vancouver  Island.  At  the  time,  the 
Rosario  Strait  was  the  best  known,  and  the 
most  commonlj'-  used  ;  the  Haro  Strait  has  since 
been  surveyed,  and  is  the  most  direct  and  best 
channel.  Now  the  island,  or  rather  the  isl¬ 
ands,  for  there  are  thirty  of  them,  lie  between 
these  two  straits  ;  so,  if  the  line  passing  through 
the  middle  of  the  channel  means  the  Rosario  Strait, 
they  belong  to  Britain  ;  but  if  through  the  Haro 
Strait,  they  belong  to  the  United  States.  The 
channel?  Are  we  to  understand  the  channel 
best  known  in  1846-46,  while  they  were  dis¬ 
cussing  terms,  or  the  main  channel,  as  now  as- 
cei-tained  by  survey?  The  mere  insertion  of 
the  four  letters  HARO  would  have  prevented 
the  “difficulty.”  More  has  been  made  of  the 
question  than  it  really  deserves.  San  Juan, 
Orcas,  and  Lopez  islands  (each  about  ten  miles 
long,  and  from  one  to  three  miles  wide)  are  fer¬ 
tile  ;  but,  where  land  is  so  plentiful,  we  need 
not  take  their  gain  or  loss  as  a  matter  of  life 
and  death ;  and  we  beg  very  respectfully  to  set¬ 
tle  the  whole  difficulty,  and  submit  the  follow¬ 
ing  proposal  to  all  concerned  :  During  the  sur¬ 
vey  in  1868  a  middle  channel  was  discovered, 
called  the  Douglas  Channel.  If  it  were  taken 
as  the  boundary,  San  Juan  and  a  few  islands 
would  fall  to  the  English ;  Orcas,  Lopez,  and 
all  the  others  to  the  United  States.  San  Juan 
is  of  more  importance  to  the  English  than  to 
the  United  States  ;  for,  though  it  does  not  com¬ 
mand  the  harbor  of  Victoria,  as‘was  ignorantly 
stated  by  the  British  Foreign  Secretary,  yet  it 
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maae  our  way  up  tnrougn 
scenery  which  rivals  that 
of  the  Hudson  River  for 
beauty.  The  islands  come 
so  quickly  after  each  other,  and  so  close  to 


is  distant  only  six 
miles  from  Vancou¬ 
ver  Island,  and  com¬ 
mands  the  strait  by  which  ships  would  pass 
from  Victoria  into  British  Columbia.  At  pres¬ 
ent  the  Americans  have  a  garrison  at  one  end, 
and  the  English  at  the  other.  Tliere  they  are, 
ready  to  blow  each  other  off  at  a  signal  from 
their  chiefs,  yet  enjoying  the  most  friendly  in¬ 
tercourse-assisting  each  other  to  hunt  the  deer 
and  fish  the  salmon. 

“San  Juan  in  sight.  Sir,”  says  the  pilot, 
touching  his  cap  to  Mr.  Seward;  “shall  I  take 
the  Haro  or  the  Rosario  channel  ?”  “  Take 

the  English  channel — I  know  all  about  our 
own.”  So  we  enter  the  Rosario  Strait. 

Anxious  to  get  his  opinion  about  the  matter, 
I  say,  “  What  should  be  done  with  the  San  Juan 
question?”  “Nothing  should  be  done  with  it. 
Sir.  Let  it  stand  by.  Our  men  will  settle  up 
the  place,  and  the  question  will  settle  itself.” 
“Cute  old  man !”  I  observe  ;  and  adjourn  to  the 
pilot-box  to  see  how  the  pilot — a  great  brawny 
Kentuckian — would  dispose  of  it.  “  How  would 
you  settle  the  San  Juan  question?”  “That 
tliere  island  is  ours — no  doubt  about  it.  Sir; 
and  if  the  Britishers  won’t  keep  to  the  bound¬ 
ary  line  that  they  agreed  on,  I  would  just  begin 
where  we  left  off,  and  bring  up  the  old  one. 

‘  Fifty-four  forty,  or  fight !’  Them’s  my  terms.” 


each  other,  that  it  seems  as  if  we  were  sail¬ 
ing  on  some  magnificent  inland  river.  Galiano, 
in  particular,  impressed  us.  It  rises  like  a  high 
perpendicular  wall,  280  feet  high,  its  basaltic 
columns  cut  and  carved  in  every  variety  of 
form.  At  4  o’clock  we  reach  Nanaimo,  and 
find  the  Active  in  waiting.  This  place  has  ac¬ 
quired  some  importance  as  the  head-quarters  of 
the  Vancouver  Coal  Company.  It  is  a  village 
of  five  hundred  inhabitants,  including  seventy 
or  eiglity  miners.  Last  year  the  Company  ex¬ 
ported  50,000  tons,  and  declared  a  dividend  of 
fifteen  per  cent.  It  is  used  all  over  the  coast 
for  steaming  and  domestic  purposes.  An  an¬ 
alysis  gives:  carbon,  63.93;  hydrogen,  5.32; 
nitrogen,  1.02;  sulphur,  2.20;  oxygen,  8.70; 
ash,  15.83.  It  was  discovered  in  early  days, 
by  an  old  Indian,  who  has  since  budded  into 
wonderful  respectability,  and  been  made  a 
“Tayee,”  or  big  chief  of  his  tribe.  It  was 
wrought  for  many  years  by  the  Hudson  Bay 
Company,  who  transferred  it,  ten  years  ago,  to 
the  present  Company.  We  took  a  stroll  round 
the  place,  visited  the  mine,  the  school  for  In¬ 
dians,  and  gathered  a  few  fossils,  which  are 
very  plentiful  around. 

In  the  preceding  part  of  our  journey  we  had 
seen  the  native  tribes  in  their  hovels  near  to 
the  abodes  of  the  white  man.  Although  we 
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had  heard  of  the  re,servations,  and  the  schools 
in  more  inland  places,  we  had  not  seen  the  In¬ 
dian  under  the  guiding  influence  of  the  Saxon 
until  we  reached  Nanaimo.  The  tribe  is  only 
a  ragged  fragment  of  the  Cowichans,  destined 
to  fade  away  like  all  their  fellows ;  but  the 
camp  is  preserved  in  excellent  order.  Every 
man  has  his  post  and  something  to  do. 

At  this  place  we  saw,  over  the  camp  of  the 
chief,  the  enormous  roof-trees  noticed  on  the 
west  coast  by  Vancouver  with  much  surprise. 
We  can  not  understand  how  they  managed  to 
hoist  these  huge  spars  into  their  jilaces.  Two 
of  the  largest  pines  are  felled  for  the  uprights, 
and  the  roof-tree  is  stretched  on  them.  The 
chiefs  camp  is  also  distinguished  by  the  carved 
pole  in  front.  This  is  sometimes  nearly  150 
feet  high,  and  marked  with  many  a  strange 
device.  The  entrance  to  the  “  rancheree”  is 
usually  an  elliptic  circle  burned  or  cut  in  the 
lower  end  of  the  pole.  In  the  sketch  given  of 
the  camp  of  the  Cape  Midge  Indians — the  tribe 
next  to  the  Nanaimoes — these  roof-trees  and 
poles  are  conspicuous. 

After  an  afternoon  thus  spent,  we  returned  on 
board  the  Wilson  G.  Hunt  for  our  last  dinner  in 
her  spacious  saloon.  Our  San  Francisco  friends 
were  to  return  from  this  point,  so  Mr.  Seward 
determined  to  make  an  occasion  of  the  dinner. 
Traveling  in  the  West  exhilarates  the  spirits 
and  sharpens  the  appetite,  so  we  were  thoroughly 
prepared.  There  were  dispensed  soups  made 
of  the  clams  from  the  shores  of  the  Territory, 
where  they  can  be  raked  out  at  any  season, 
VoL.  XLL— No.  244.-33 


and  of  oysters  from  Olympia,  where  they  can 
be  shoveled  out  like  potatoes  from  a  heap  ; 
salmon,  clear,  bright,  sparkling,  which  Von 
Smythe  had  engineered  from  their  briny  homes 
on  the  journey ;  mutton — the  mutton  of  Van¬ 
couver  Island,  richest  and  best  of  all  we  know ; 
venison  from  Juan,  almost  worth  fighting  for ; 
peaches,  luscious  and  fresh,  from  California  the 
golden,  and  Champagne  all  the  way  from  Au¬ 
burn,  the  home  of  our  gallant  leader.  The 
company,  now  scattered,  will  be  ever  worth  re¬ 
membering.  The  old  Governor  at  the  head  ; 
Frederick  Seward  at  the  foot,  flanked  by  Judge 
Hastings,  a  pioneer  and  millionaire  of  Cali¬ 
fornia  ;  Dr.  Franklin,  one  of  her  Majesty’s  of¬ 
ficers,  who  had  fallen  into  the  rank  at  Salt 
Lake ;  Consul  Francis,  the  representative  of 
his  Majesty  Uncle  Sam  in  these  parts  ;  Dodge, 
Mayor  of  Sitka,  who  had  come  down  to  escort 
his  chief  to  the  field  ;  Fitz,  of  Auburn,  a  friend 
of  sixty  years’  standing  ;  Von  Smythe,  of  San 
Francisco  ;  some  officers  of  the  Federal  army ; 
several  ladies,  blooming  and  beautiful ;  and  the 
writer.  What  a  “  good  time”  we  had  away  in 
this  remote  harbor ! 

“The  Queen  !”  said  the  Governor,  “in  whose 
dominions  we  now  are.  Of  all  the  queens  I 
know,  Isabella  of  Spain,  Emma  of  Sandwich 
Islands,  or  her  of  Madagascar,  the  noblest  and 
the  best !” 

“The  President,  and  his  representative  Con¬ 
sul  Francis.” 

Others  followed;  the  “Star-spangled  Ban¬ 
ner”  was  not  omitted ;  and  each  gave  some  an- 
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ecdote  of  former  life.  The  Governor’s  was 
called  for. 

“I  remember  in  old  times,  when  a  Univers- 
alist  preacher  first  came  to  Auburn,  there  was 
some  commotion  among  the  evangelicals.  The 
ministers  met,  and  agreed  to  preach  strongly 
on  the  subject  on  the  following  Sunday.  The 
Presbyterian,  being  minister  of  a  leading  de¬ 
nomination,  prepared  himself  accordingly.  ‘  My 
friends,’  said  he,  ‘one  has  entered  our  midst 
with  heresy.  An  enemy  is  scattering  tares,  by 
teaching  that  all  will  he  saved.  But,  my  friends, 
we  of  this  congregation  hope  for  better  things.' 
So,  ’  continued  the  Governor,  “we  have  seen 
that  magnificent  sheet  of  water,  the  Puget 


Sound,  we  have  seen  the  little  clearings  in  the 
great  forest,  and  I  think  this  must  be  the  senti¬ 
ment  formed  by  all  we  have  seen  and  heard  : 
We  hope  for  better  things.  We  feel  the  shadow 
of  the  great  future  that  is  coming  along  to  our 
people  out  here.” 

Vale !  Vale !  old  chief.  May  you  live  to 
see  it!  The  time  came  for  parting;  and  the 
Governor,  when  we  last  saw  him,  wrapped  in  a 
huge  camel’s-hair  robe,  fur  gloves  reaching  to 
the  elbow,  surmounted  by  a  shaggy  bear-skin 
cap,  from  under  which  peeped  and  glowed  an 
enormous  Havana,  was  stretched  at  his  ease 
on  the  stern  of  the  Active — 

On  the  way  to  Alaska. 


A  SUNSET  MEMORY. 


Onob,  as  fell  the  shades  of  evening, 

At  the  close  of  the  long  day,  ^ 

Sat  we,  in  the  lengthening  shadows 
In  the  old  time,  far  away —  ’ 

Sat  we,  till  the  stars  came  gleaming 
Through  the  twilight  soft  and  gray.* 

We  had  watched  the  golden  sunset 
Fading  in  the  crimson  west. 

While  upon  the  glowing  hill-tops 
Clouds  of  amber  seemed  to  rest. 

Till  the  twilight  closed  around  them, 
In  her  hazy  mantle  dressed. 

Then  I  listened  to  the  story 
That  his  lips  so  fondly  told; 

Words  of  passionate  devotion, 

Words  of  love  that  ne’er  grow  cold- 
Pilling  all  my  heart  with  lightness. 
Threading  all  my  life  with  gold. 


Always,  when  the  sunset  glory 
Trails  above  the  western  hills, 

All  the  music  of  that  story 
Through  my  inmost  being  thrills— 
Tunes  my  sad  heart  to  rejoicing. 

And  with  peace  my  spirit  fills. 

Since  I  first  Love’s  nectar  tasted 
Years  have  swept  to  Time’s  abyss— 
All  Life’s  choicest  hopes  been  wasted; 

But  my  visions  now  of  bliss 
In  that  other  Life  are  founded 
On  the  one  glad  hour  in  this. 

Years  may  roll  and  tempests  gather. 
Storms  may  cloud  youth’s  azure  sky, 
Brightest  locks  may  blanch  to  silver, 
Frosts  of  Time  may  dim  the  eye. 
But  a  pure  heart’s  first  devotion 
Always  lives— it  can  not  die. 
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DANE  JOHN,  CANTEEBUET. 


CANTERBUKT.— II. 

|tATHATEVEE  may  be  thought  of  the  cathe- 
*  T  deals,  here  is  the  chief  of  them,  which 
has,  in  its  time,  given  a  support  and  retreat, 
with  ample  resources  for  investigation,  to  some 
of  the  best  scholars  of  our  time.  But  it  must 
be  add^  that  few  cathedrals  can  show  such 
goodjbdasons  for  their  existence.  Under  the 
influence  of  Protestantism  their  history  has  heen 
one  ongradual  decline.  Pour  hundred  years 
ago  England  was  divided  into  twenty-one  sees, 
including  the  two  archiepiscopal  ones  of  Can¬ 
terbury  and  York.  At  the  Reformation  six 
were  added  ;  but  of  these  two  (Bristol  and 
Gloucester)  were  united,  and  one  (Westmin¬ 
ster)  suppressed,  so  that  the  addition  amounted 
to  four.  How  the  system  had  shrunk  may  be 
gathered  when  this  number  among  thirty  mill¬ 
ions  is  compared  with  the  forty-five  archbishops 
and  one  hundred  and  ninety-eight  bishops  who 
supervise  the  religious  affairs  of  two-thirds  as 
many  people  in  Italy.  Under  one  of  the  En¬ 
glish  bishops  there  are  nine  hundred  clergy¬ 
men.  Their  salaries  are  all  more  than  that  of 
the  President  of  the  United  States,  while  the 
mass  of  the  clergy  are  wretchedly  paid,  some 
livings  in  Scotland  amounting  to  but  two  pounds 
annually  !  The  most  significant  thing  just  now 
is  the  demonstration  which  has  recently  heen 
given  of  the  practical  inutility  of  the  episcopal 


office.  In  1868  four  sees  had  been  for  some  years 
practically  vacant.  The  Bishop  of  Winchester, 
at  eighty,  was  paralyzed ;  the  Bishop  of  Salisbury 
was  broken  down  in  mind  and  body ;  the  Bishop 
of  Bath  and  Wells  was  the  same  ;  the  Bishop  of 
Exeter,  aged  ninety,  had  not  been  able  to  leave 
his  house  for  twelve  years.  Yet  it  is  shown 
that  the  diocese  of  either  of  them  got  along 
just  as  well  as  when  they  were  in  full  activity. 
The  bishops  feel  that  this  is  a  dangerous  les¬ 
son  for  the  clergy  and  laity  to  have  learned. 
That  they  have  learned  it  was  shown  when 
Lord  Lyttleton  proposed,  in  the  House  of 
Lords,  to  increase  the  number  of  bishops.  It 
was  estimated  thafeit  would  cost  £150,000  to  es¬ 
tablish  a  new  see ;  and  the  bishops  themselves 
declared  that  there  was  no  hope  of  raising  the 
money  aniong  the  laity.  The  press  declared 
that  the  country  was  too  glad  at  the  pros¬ 
pect  of  getting  ecclesiastics  out  of  the  House 
of  Lords  to  put  new  ones  in.  So  Lord  Lyttle- 
ton’s  bill  was  voted  down  by  the  Lords  and 
laughed  down  outside.  The  tendency  seems 
to  me  far  more  in  the  direction  of  cutting  down 
the  salaries  of  bishops,  and  virtually  superseding 
them  with  a  large  number  of  superintendents 
of  districts,  somewhat  resembling  the  presiding 
elders  whom  the  Methodists  find  so  efficient — 
men  whose  offices  shall  imply  work  rather  than 
the  dignity  of  peerage  and  palaces. 


500 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


It  is  hardly  an  abrupt  transition  from  the 
bishops  to  the  tombs  in  Canterbury,  concerning 
which  I  gathered  much  interesting  matter  from 
the  venerable  Canon.  Among  them  is  that  of 
Henry  IV.  (1113),  and  of  his. second  wife,  Joan 
of  Navarre,  who  outlived  him  by  twenty-four 
years.  Here  he  was  brought  from  France  at 
his  dying  request.  The  old  Yorkist  story,  that 
only  the  cofiin  was  entombed  here — the  king’s 
body  having  been  thrown  in  the  sea,  as  a  kind 
of  Jonah,  to  produce  a  calm  (which,  of  course, 
followed) — led  to  a  curious  scene  here  some 
thirty  years  ago.  It  was  resolved  to  open  the 
tomb.  The  result  is  given  in  the  notes  of  one 
of  the  church  dignitaries  present  on  the  occa¬ 
sion,  which  are  so  curious  that  I  reproduce  them 
here ; 

“On  removing  a  portion  of  the  marble  pavement  at 
the  western  end  of  the  monument,  it  was  found  to 
have  been  laid  on  rubbish  composed  of  lime -dust, 
small  pieces  of  Caen  stone,  and  a  few  flints,  among 
which  were  found  two  or  three  pieces  of  decayed  stuff, 
or  sUk  (perhaps  portions  of  the  cloth  of  gold  which 
covered  the  coffin),  and  also  a  piece  of  leather.  When 
the  rubbish  was  cleared  away,  we  came  to  what  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  the  lid  of  a  wooden  case,  of  very  rude 
form  and  construction,  which  the  surveyor  at  once 
pronounced  to  be  a  coffin.  It  lay  east  and  west,  pro¬ 
jecting  beyond  the  monument  toward  the  west  for 
about  one-third  of  its  length.  Upon  it,  to  the  east, 
and  entirely  within  the  monument,  lay  a  leaden  cof¬ 
fin  without  any  wooden  case,  of  much  smaller  size 
and  very  singular  shape,  being  formed  by  bending 
one  sheet  of  lead  over  another,  and  soldering  them  at 
the  junctions.  This  coffin  was  supposed  to  contain 
the  remains  of  Queen  Joan,  and  was  not  disturbed. 
Not  being  able  to  take  oft'  the  lid  of  the  large  coffin,  as 
a  great  portion  of  its  length  was  under  the  tomb,  and 
being  unwilling  to  move  the  alabaster  monument  for 
the  purpose  of  getting  at  it,  it  was  decided  to  saw 
through  the  lid  about  three  feet  from  what  was  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  the  head  of  the  coffin.  And  this  being 
done,  the  piece  of  wood  was  carefully  removed,  and 
found  to  be  elm,  very  coarsely  worked,  about  one  inch 
and  a  half  thick,  and  perfectly  sound.  Immediately 
under  this  elm  board  was  a  quantity  of  hay  bands  fill¬ 
ing  the  coffin,  and  upon  the  surface  of  them  lay  a  very 
rude  small  cross,  formed  by  merely  tying  two  twigs 
together,  thus  -|-.  This  fell  to  pieces  on  being  moved. 
When  the  hay  bands,  which  were  very  sound  and  per¬ 
fect,  were  removed,  w-e  found  a  leaden  case  or  coffin, 
moulded  in  some  degree  to  the  shape  of  a  human  fig¬ 
ure  ;  and  it  was  at  once  evident  that  this  had  never 
been  disturbed,  but  lay  as  it  was  originally  deposited, 
though  it  may  he  difficult  to  conjecture  why  it  was 
placed  in  a  case  so  rude  and  unsightly,  and  so  much 
too  large  for  it  that  the  hay  bauds  appeared  to  have 
beeuiused  to  keep  it  steady.  In  order  to  ascertain 
what  was  contained  in  this  leaden  case,  it  became 
necessary  to  saw  through  a  portion  of  it ;  and  in  this 
manner  an  oval  piece  of  the  lead,  about  seven  inches 
long  and  four  inches  over  at  the  widest  part  of  it,  was 
carefully  removed.  Under  this  we  found  wrappers 
which  seemed  to  be  of  leather,  and  afterward  proved 
to  have  been  folded  five  times  round  the  body.  The 
material  was  firm  in  its  textnre,  very  moist,  of  a  deep 
brown  color,  and  earthy  smell.  These  wrappers  were 
cut  through  and  lifted  off,  when,  to  the  astonishment 
of  all  present,  the  face  of  the  deceased  king  was  seen 
in  complefte  preservation — the  nose  elevated,  the  car¬ 
tilage  even  remaining,  though,  on  the  admission  of 
the  air,  it  sunk  rapidly  away,  and  had  entirely  disap¬ 
peared  before  the  examination  was  finished.  The  skin 
of  the  chin  was  entire,  of  the  consistence  and  thick¬ 
ness  of  the  upper  leather  of  a  shoe,  brown  and  moist ; 
the  beard  thick  and  matted,  of  a  deep  russet  color. 
The  jaws  were  perfect,  and  all  the  teeth  in  them  ex¬ 
cept  one  fore-tooth,  which  had'  probably  been  lost  dur¬ 


ing  the  king’s  life.  The  opening  of  the  lead  was  not 
large  enough  to  expose  the  whole  of  the  features,  and 
we  did  not  examine  the  eyes  or  forehead.  But  the 
surveyor  stated  that,  when  he  introduced  his  finger 
under  the  wrappers  to  remove  them,  he  distinctly  felt 
the  orbits  of  the  eyes  prominent  in  their  sockets. 
The  flesh  upon  the  nose  was  moist,  clammy,  and  of 
the  same  brown  color  as  every  other  part  of  the  face. 
Having  thus  ascertained  that  the  body  of  the  king 
was  actually  deposited  in  the  tomb,  and  that  it  had 
never  been  disturbed,  the  wrappers  were  laid  again 
upon  the  face,  the  lead  drawn  back  over  them,  the  lid 
of  the  coffin  put  on,  the  rubbish  filled  in,  and  the 
marble  pavement  replaced  immediately.  It  should 
be  observed  that  about  three  feet  from  the  head  of  the 
figure  was  a  remarkable  projection  in  the  lead,  as  if  to 
make  room  for  the  hands,  that  they  might  be  elevated 
as  in  prayer." 

It  is  very  remarkable  that  while  there  has 
never  been  any  hesitation  in  England  to  open 
any  distinguished  tomb  over  which  a  mystery 
has  hung — as  those  of  Henry  IV.  here  and 
William  II.  at  Winchester — the  curse  of  Shaks- 
peare  on  any  disturber  of  his  bones  has  pre¬ 
vailed  to  prevent  the  exploration  of  the  most 
mysterious  grave  of  all.  A  gentleman  of  Strat¬ 
ford  told  me  that  the  superstition  of  that  neigh¬ 
borhood  about  the  doggerel  lines  is  so  great 
that  he  thought  even  that  peaceful  village  could 
get  up  a  riot  if  an  attempt  were  made  to  open 
the  grave  of  Shakspeare. 

One  may  think  of  the  old  memorial  stones  of 
Canterbury  as  boulders  of  history,  each  brought 
and  deposited  by  some  epochal  glacier;  and  of 
all  these  the  most  interesting  is  that  which 
passed  by  Cressy  and  Poitiers,  by  Nejara  and 
Roncesvalles,  bearing  the  “Prince  Noir” — Ed¬ 
ward  Plantagenet — through  all  the  zones  of 
glory  and  bleakness,  to  the  day  when  his  body 
was  laid  here  amidst  a  mourning  never  equaled 
in  the  history  of  England.  Here  lies  buried 
England’s  long  dream  of  ruling  Prance !  His 
effigy  has  the  strong  and  handsome  features  of 
the  Plantagenets.  The  figure  lies  in  full  armor, 
which  still  bears 
traces  of  the  gild¬ 
ing  which  once 
made  the  tomb 
shine  like  gold. 

Above  him  hang 
his  brazen  gaunt¬ 
lets,  helmet,  shield 
and  velvet  coat 
embroidered  with 
the  arms  of  France 
and  England — all 
now  rusty,  tat¬ 
tered,  and  claim¬ 
ing  their  part  in 
the  French  in¬ 
scription,  written 
by  the  Black 
Prince  himself, 
contrasting  his 
former  splendor 
with  his  form  as 
wasted  by  death. 

The  most  interest¬ 
ing  relic  is  the 
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empty  scabbard  of  the  sword  wielded  in  three 
great  battles,  which  Oliver  Cromwell  carried 
away.  I  was  reminded  by  it  of  the  curious  cir¬ 
cumstance  of  John  Brown’s  taking  away  from 
Colonel  Washington’s  house  at  Harper’s  Eerry 
a  sword  which  there  is  reason  to  believe  was 
the  sword  of  George  Washington.*  The  motto 
and  arms  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  appear  here 
in  their  original  form — Houmout  Ich  diene,  and 
three  entirely  separated  ostrich  feathers.  It  is 
possible  that  doubts  about  the  meaning  of  the 
first  word  led  to  its  being  discarded  ;  though  it 
is  nearly  certain  that  it  is  Hocli  muth — the  whole 
motto  meaning,  “With  high  spirit,  I  serve.” 
Whether  derived  from  it  or  not,  the  words  re¬ 
call  at  once  the  best  story  about  the  Prince—- 
how,  after  conquering  the  French  king  at  Poi¬ 
tiers,  he  invited  the  captive  to  his  table,  ana 
waited  upon  him  personally.  Nevertheless  the 
abbreviation  seems  to  me  happy,  and  Ich  dien 
the  right  royal  motto.  The  Black  Prince  used 
the  words  as  a  signature,  as  may  be  seen  in  va- 
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rious  documents  yet  preserved.  He  sometimes 
used  one,  sometimes  three  ostrich  feathers.  The 
tradition  that  he  won  this  coat  of  arms,  with  his 
spurs,  in  his  sixteenth  year,  from  the  King  of 
Bohemia,  at  Cressy,  is  certainly  untrue.  The 
Bohemian  king’s  badge  was  a  vulture.  The 
ostrich  feathers  are  traceable  on  the  plate  of 
Philippa,  1369,  and  were  used  by  all  the  kings 
after  Edward  II.  until  the  seventh  Henry,  when 

*  The  same  which  a  story,  regarded  by  Mr.  Carlyle 
as  very  mythical,  says  was  sent  him  by  Frederick  the 
Great,  inscribed  “From  the  oldest  general  to  the 
greatest.” 


they  were  appropriated,  with  bis  son  Arthur,  to 
the  Prince  of  Wales.  The  old  explanation  of 
them  is  that  they  signify  fleetness  in  war,  but  it 
is  more  likely  to  have  been  hat-plumes.  In 
their  ancient  form  the  feathers  seem  to  me  to 
bear  an  intentional  resemblance  to  certain  an¬ 
cient  broadswords,  and  I  can  not  help  thinking 
that  the  present  fashion  of  binding  their  quills 
together  with  a  fillet  is  an  improvement. 

The  finest  thing  to  be  seen  in  the  architect¬ 
ure  external  to  the  cathedral  is  an  old  Nor¬ 
man  staircase,  the  most  beautiful  specimen  of 
ancient  Norman  work  in  England. 

There  are  other  old  churches  in  the  city  well 
worth  visiting.  In  the  “Church  of  the  Holy 
Cross,”  built  in  1480,  are  some  queer  old  carv¬ 
ings  on  wooden  benches,  one  of  which  repre¬ 
sents  two  men  fighting,  with  a  rose  between 
them — an  allusion  to  the  famous  struggle  be¬ 
tween  the  houses  of  York  and  Lancaster.  In 
the  church-yard  of  St.  Alfege  the  tomb  of 
Agnes  Halke  (1502)  has  these  noticeable  lines  ; 

“In  this  church-yard,  so  was  her  chance. 

First  after  the  hallowing  of  the  same, 

Afore  all  others  here  to  begin  the  dance. 

Which  to  all  creatures  is  the  loth  game.” 

Summerley,  the  antiquarian,  refers  this  to  the 
old  habit  of  holding  village  dances  in  church¬ 
yards,  still  prevalent  in  parts  of  Wales.  But 
undoubtedly  the  dance  mentioned  in  the  epi¬ 
taph  is  the  “dance  of  death,”  which  was  al¬ 
ready  a  popular  idea,  and  soon,  after  Agnes’s 
death  employed  the  pencil  of  Holbein.  It  was 
probably  based  upon  the  Teutonic  superstition 
of  the  magic  pipe  which  made  all  dance  who 
heard  it — the  call  of  Death  being  one  that  none 
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could  fail  to  heed.  In  St.  Andrew’s  Church  is 
the  monument  of  Thomas  Swift,  rector  (1592), 
ancestor  of  the  famous  Dean  Swift.  In  St. 
Dunstan’s  Church  is  the  vault  of  the  Ropers, 
which  contains  the  head  of  Sir  Thomas  More, 
who  married  one  of  that  family.  A  gentleman 
who  went  down  into  the  vault  in  1835  saw  the 
head  in  a  leaden  box  open  in  front.  In  St. 
Mary’s  Church  is  the  tomb  of  Ralph  Brown, 
Mayor  of  Canterbury  in  1507,  who  is  repre¬ 
sented  kneeling  at  a  desk,  with  the  following 
inscription  (which  an  alderman  or  mayor  might 
think  equivocal)  underneath : 

*‘AI1  ye  that  stand  op  pon  mi.  corse 
Remember  but  Raflf  Brown  I  was, 

All  dyr  man  and  mayur  of  thys  cite— 

Jesu  upon  mi  sowll  have  pite." 

Just  beyond  the  ancient  walls  of  the  city,  on 
the  northeast,  is  to  be  found  all  that  remains  of 
the  Monastery  of  St.  Augustine— to  wit  the 
ruin  (it  fell  in  1822)  of  the  tower  of  St.  Pan- 
eras  Chapel,  which  belonged  to  it.  “The  next 
thing,”  writes  Somner,  “is  the  chapel  of  St. 
Pancrace,  built  before  Augustine  came,  and 
used  by  the  king  (Ethelbert),  before  his  con¬ 
version  to  Christianity,  for  the  place  of  his  idol- 
worship  ;  but  after  it,  the  first  that  Augustine, 
after  he  had  purged  it  from  the  worship  of  the 
false,  consecrated  to  the  service  of  the  true  God 
and  dedicated  to  St.  Pancrace.  Wherewith  the 
devil,  all  enraged,  and  not  brooking  his  ejection 
from  the  place  he  had  so  long  enjoyed,  the  first 
time  that  Augustine  celebrates  mass  there,  fu¬ 
riously  assaults  the  chapel  to  overturn  it.  But 


having  more  of  will  than  power 
to  actuate  his  intended  mis¬ 
chief,  all  he  could  do  was  to 
leave  the  ensigns  of  his  malice 
— the  print  of  his  talons  on  the 
south  porch  of  the  walls  of  the 
chapel,  where  they  are  visible 
to  this  day.  ”  It  would  gladden 
the  heart  of  that  devil  to  see 
that  chapel,  so  solemnly  dedi¬ 
cated  to  the  boy-martyr  of 
Rome,  in  its  present  condition 
— all  that  remains  of  it  occu¬ 
pied  by  his  own  friends,  the 
swine!  The  spot  was  origin¬ 
ally  a  Saxon  cemetery.  Ac¬ 
cording  to  the  law  of  the  Twelve 
Tables  it  was  not  permitted 
“to  bury  or  burn  a  dead  body 
within  the  city.”  This  old 
custom — to  which  we  are  now 
returning — was  first,  and  aft¬ 
er  a  long  struggle,  abolished  by 
the  Canterbury  bishops,  who 
desired  to  have  grand  tombs 
in  the  cathedral,  where  they 
might 

“lie  through  centuries 
And  hear  the  blessed  mutter  of  the 
mass.” 

The  seal  of  the  monastery, 
still  preserved,  represents  St. 
Peter  and  St.  Paul  seated  under  canopies, 
and  St.  Augustine  baptizing  Ethelbert  in  a 
font  like  that  in  St.  Martin’s  Church.  It  was 
attacked  by  the  Danes  in  1011.  “When,”  re¬ 
lates  Thorn,  “the  Danes  destroyed  the  city  of 
Canterbury  with  fire  and  sword,  some  of  those 
sacrilegious  wretches  entered  the  monastery,  not 
to  say  their  prayers,  but  to  carry  away  what 
they  could  lay  their  hands  upon.  One  of  them, 
more  desperately  wicked  than  the  rest  of  his 
comrades,  came  boldly  to  the  sepulchre  of  our 
apostle  St.  Augustine,  where  he  lay  entombed, 
and  stole  away  the  pall  with  which  the  tomb  of 
the  saint  was  covered,  and  hid  it  under  his  arm. 
But  Divine  vengeance  immediately  seized  upon 
the  sacrilegious  person,  and  the  pall  which  was 
hid  under  his  arm  stuck  to  the  arm  of  the  thief 
and  grew  to  it,  as  if  it  had  been  new  natural 
flesh,  inasmuch  as  it  could  not  be  taken  away 
by  force  or  art  until  the  thief  himself  came  and 
discovered  what  he  had  done,  and  confessed 
his  fault  before  the  saint  and  the  monks,  and 
then  begged  their  pardon.  This  example  of 
Divine  vengeance  so  affrighted  the  rest  of  the 
Danes  that  they  not  only  offered  no  violence 
to  this  monastery  afterward,  but  became  the 
chief  defenders  of  the  same.” 

But  the  power  o'f  the  saint  could  not  prevail 
against  Henry  VIII.,  who  seized  the  monastery 
for  a  palace  for  himself.  In  1573,  Queen  Eliz¬ 
abeth  kept  court  there.  There,  too,  Charles 
I.  was  married  to  the  Princess  Henrietta  of 
i ranee.  Charles  II.,  on  his  passage  to  Lon¬ 
don  after  restoration,  lodged  there.  It  passed 
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to  tlie  W ottons,  and  by  the  marriage  of  one  of 
them  to  Sir  Edward  Hales,  to  the  latter  family. 
In  1844,  Mr.  Beresford  Hope,  now  M.P.,  pur¬ 
chased  the  site  for  £2100.  The  monastery  was 
in  ruins,  and  the  place  was  occupied  by  an  old 
court,  a  public  house,  a  skittles-ground,  and  a 
brewery.  Mr.  Hope  devoted  his  purchase — 
adding  a  considerable  endowment — -to  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  the  great  Missionary  College  now  there. 
It  was  incorporated  in  1848,  by  act  of  Parlia¬ 
ment,  as  a  College  for  Missionaries  of  the  Church 
of  England  to  the  various  dependencies  of  the 
British  empire.  The  young  men  are  admitted 
between  the  ages  of  eighteen  and  twenty-two, 
and  study  three  years,  at  an  annual  charge  of 
£35  each,  which  includes  education  and  main¬ 
tenance.  There  are  forty-five  dormitories, 
which  seemed  to  be  all  filled,  the  furniture  in 
them  being  comfortable,  and  the  walls  covered 
with  texts  in  old  English  characters.  It  was 
easy  to  see  by  the  character  of  the  texts  in  any 
room,  or  perhaps  the  presence  of  a  crucifix,  the 
“wing”  of  the  Church  to  which  its  occupant 
belonged.  The  buildings  are  new — the  style 
following  that  of  the  old  monastery — and  very 
beautiful.  The  chapel  is  a  gem,  and  repre¬ 
sents  the  extreme  of  Low-Church  plainness. 
The  students  assemble  in  it  to  hear  prayers 
every  day,  and  for  Sunday  services;  and  “the 
altar”  is  so  little  thought  of  that  the  officiating 
clergyman  stands  at  either  end  of  the  room 
where  the  light  happens  to  be  best.  It  would 
be  difficult  to  find  a  more  exquisite  retreat 
for  study,  and  it  is  probable  the  teaching  is 
very  good.  Dr.  Eeinhold  Rost,  of  Jena,  has 
recently  been  appointed  Oriental  lecturer  and 
teacher  of  Sanscrit.  But  the  teaching  is  not 
only  linguistic  or  theological.  What  was  once 
the  crypt  is  now  a  large  room  where  the  stu¬ 
dents  are  carefully  taught  carpentering,  etc., 
so  that  they  may  help  the  natives,  or,  on  a 
pinch,  build  their  own  houses.  Nay,  more, 
each  student  is  taught  something  of  medicine, 
and  must  serve  a  year  as  an  attendant  in  the 
neighboring  hospital.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
these  various  accomplishments  will  not  bring 
them  to  grief,  as  they  did  the  poor  missionary 
in  New  Zealand  who  was  eaten  the  other  day, 
out  of  sheer  admiration  for  his  talents — the  be¬ 
lief  of  that  region  being,  that  he  who  eats  a 
man  appropriates  his  qualities.  It  certainly 
was  pleasant  to  see  these  young  gentlemen  ac¬ 
quiring  such  serviceable  arts  on  a  spot  once  de¬ 
voted  to  penances.  On  the  inside  facings  of 
what  may  be  called  the  cloisters,  the  names  of 
the  students  are  inscrihed  opposite  the  doors  of 
their  dormitories,  as  they  leave,  with  the  coun¬ 
try  whither  they  have  gone ;  and  under  the  lit¬ 
tle  chapel  is  a  crypt  where  tablets  are  raised  to 
all  graduates  who  have  died.  There  is  a  very 
fine  room  which  is  at  once  a  library,  a  museum, 
and,  to  some  extent,  a  picture-gallery.  In  it 
there  is  the  only  authentic  portrait  of  Arch¬ 
bishop  Laud — a  fat-faced  fanatic  he  was,  too— 
and,  at  the  other  end,  the  portrait  of  the  patri¬ 
arch  of  Hindu  missions,  whose  face  expresses 


the  beauty  of  his  life  and  of  his  poetiy — Bishop 
Heber.  There  is  a  pleasant  picture  of  Greg- 
oi-y  the  Great,  admiring  the  fair-haired  chil¬ 
dren  about  to  be  sold  in  the  market-place  at 
Rome — the  Angli  who  so  reminded  him  of  An- 
geli  that  he  established  this  English  mission, 
which  is  now  engaged  in  multiplying  itself  in 
all  parts  of  the  world.  The  pictures  of  life  in 
foreign  parts  seemed  to  me  too  pleasant  to  be 
true,  and  I  could  not  help  thinking  of  the  se¬ 
ductive  illustrations  in  the  French  papers,  put 
forth  when  it  was  desired  to  attract  soldiers  for 
the  late  invasion  of  Mexico.  The  young  mis¬ 
sionaries  will  find  something  other  than  pictur¬ 
esque  converts  eager  for  baptism.  A  less  pleas¬ 
ing,  but  probably  truer,  story  is  presented  by 
the  collection  of  ugly  idols  and  horrible  weap¬ 
ons  on  the  shelves  of  the  museum,  returned  by 
missionaries  from  various  lands.  On  the  whole, 
the  impression  one  receives  from  the  college  is 
pleasant.  The  young  men  I  saw  were  fine- 
looking,  and  I  can  only  hope  they  will  depend 
for  their  success  upon  the  spirit  of  Heber  and 
their  ability  to  help  and  heal,  rather  than  on 
the  English  gun-boats,  for  whose  last  furious 
propagation  of  the  Gospel  in  China  England 
has  just  had  to  apologize. 

Canterbury  rejoices  in  a  pleasant  little  park, 
which  surrounds  a  mound  called  Dane  John, 
generally  regarded  as  the  old  fortress  from 
which  the  Danes  besieged  the  city.  I  went 
there  to  call  upon  the  most  learned  antiquarian 
of  Canterbury,  Mr.  John  Brent,  who  resides 
where  his  ancestors  did  six  hundred  years  ago, 
and,  like  several  of  them,  is  connected  with  the 
civic  government.  It  used  to  be  a  place  where 
heretics  and  witches  were  burned  among  ap¬ 
propriate  barbarian  remains.  These  have  now 
disappeared,  and  the  beautiful  lawn,  bordered 
with  quick-thorn,  is  ornamented  with  a  sun-dial 
on  a  pillar,  with  sculptured  “Seasons” — the 
work  of  Weekes,  who  was  a  native  of  Canter- 
bury — a  fountain  with  basin  covered  with  mer¬ 
men  and  dolphins,  and  a  Russian  gun  captured 
at  Sebastopol.  Considerable  numbers  of  cop¬ 
per  weapons  (“celts”),  and  some  Roman  re¬ 
mains,  have  been  found  here.  The  spot  has 
witnessed  scenes  as  terrible  as  any  in  this  part 
of  the  country ;  nor  need  one  go  hack  as  far  as 
the  martyrdom  of  Alfege  or  Mildred  to  find 
them.  It  is  odd  to  find  in  the  old  city  records 
such  quiet  and  brief  mention  of  events  which 
shook  the  kingdom  :  e.  g. — “  1449.  Citizens 
take  Blucherd,  a  hermit,  and  head  of  an  in¬ 
surrection.  His  head  was  placed  over  the 
Westgate.”  “  1536.  Pay  14s.  8c?.  for  bringing 
a  heretic  from  London.  For  a  load  of  wood  to 
burn  him,  2s.  ;  for  gunpowder.  Id. ;  for  a  stake 
and  staple,  3o?.”  “  1560.  Paid  23s.  for  the 

burning  of  Arden,  and  for  the  execution  of 
Bradshaw.”  “  1660.  Arrival  of  Charles  11. 
Several  witches  executed.” 

Through  the  city  records  we  get  peeps  into 
several  quaint  old  customs.  Thus  between 
1273  and  1836  we  find  that  the  corporation 
were  always  assembled  by  the  sound  of  a  horn, 
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which  is  a  plain  importation  from  Germany, 
where  the  watchmen  still  use  the  horn  in  many 
places.  Here  are  some  curious  entries  :  1434. 
The  city  gives  a  present  to  the  Romish  cardinal, 
passing  through  on  his  road  to  France,  of  two 
dozen  capons,  value  .£1  4s.  8c?.  — 1445.  The 
Queen  of  King  Henry  VI.,  being  at  her  devo¬ 
tions  at  the  tomb  of  the  Martyr,  is  received  by 
the  bailiffs  at  the  hall  in  the  Blean,  at  Harble- 
down,  and  by  them  is  presented  with  a  gift  of 
£21. — 1494.  The  corporation  presents  a  purse 
of  gold  to  Lady  Elizabeth,  wife  of  Henry  VII. 
—1502.  Jeremy  Oxenbregge,  the  first  person 
who  obtained  the  freedom  of  the  city  by  ap¬ 
prenticeship. — 1516.  A  payment  of  4s.  for  “one 
gallon  of  ypocras,”  given  to  the  Embassador 
who  brings  over  the  Cardinal's  hat  from  Rome 
for  Wolsey.— 1520.  Henry  VIII.,  Charles  V., 
and  Cardinal  Wolsey  are  entertained  by  the 
Archbishop.  All  the  city  officers  have  new 
gaberdines  on  the  occasion.  A  ducking-stool* 
is  provided.  A  post  is  set  up  before  the  Court 
Hall  to  hang  up  letters  referring  to  the  board 
and  lodging  of  pilgrims.— 1536.  No  person  al¬ 
lowed  to  sell  less  than  six  eggs  for  a  penny,  on 
pain  of  12c?. — 1539.  The  Grand  Jury  present 
W.  Sandford,  parson  of  St.  Peter’s,  for  mali¬ 
ciously  tolling  the  aive-bell  after  even -song, 
with  a  view  to  set  up  the  Pope  again. — 1656. 
The  Mayor  is  to  provide  for  his  wife,  yearly, 
before  Christmas,  one  scarlet  gown  and  bonnet 
of  velvet,  under  penalty  of  £10.-1558.  Queen 
Mary  arrives,  and  is  presented  by  the  corpora¬ 
tion  with  twenty  angels  (£10). — 1564.  As  many 
of  the  inhabitants  as  the  Mayor  shall  think  fit 
shall  keep  one  armed  pike,  to  be  used  in  time 
of  need. — 1570.  Assizes  held  in  Canterbury. 
The  Grand  Jury  present  that  they  know  of  no 
one  but  behaveth  himself  according  to  the 
Queen’s  proceeding  in  that  behalf,  saving  that 
within  the  cathedral  and  cloisters,  during  ser¬ 
mon  time,  there  are  divers  that  walk  and  keep 
prattle  and  talk  there  to  the  offense  of  good 
people. 

There  is  a  little  museum  here  whose  curiosi- 


*  The  ducking-stool  was  provided  exclusively  for 
noisy  or  scolding  women.  It  remained  until  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  the  eighteenth  century,  when  it  was  abolished, 
probably  through  the  occasional  drownings  or  deaths 
resulting  from  it.  (Though  I  see  from  the  Sing  Sing 
reports  that  it  survives  in  another  form  in  New  York.) 
It  was  a  seat  depending  from  a  cross-tree  over  a  pool 
or  water-trough,  into  which  the  patient  was  let  down 
thrice.  Cole,  the  antiquary,  writing  in  1789,  says: 
“  In  my  time,  when  I  was  a  hoy,  and  lived  with  my 
grandfather  in  the  great  corner  house  at  the  brido'e- 
foot,  next  to  Magdalen  College,  Cambridge,  and  re¬ 
built  since  by  my  uncle,  Joseph  Cock,  I  remember  to 
have  seen  a  woman  ducked  for  scolding.  The  chair 
hung  by  a  pulley  fastened  to  a  beam  about  the  middle 
of  the  bridge  ;  and  the  woman  having  been  fastened 
iu  the  chair,  she  was  let  under  water  three  times  suc¬ 
cessively,  and  then  taken  out.  The  bridge  was  then 
of  timber,  before  the  present  stone  bridge  of  one  arch 
was  built.  The  ducking-stool  was  constantly  hang¬ 
ing  in  its  place,  and  on  the  back  panel  of  it  was  an 
engraving  representing  devils  laying  hold  of  scolds. 
Some  time  after  a  new  chair  was  erected  in  the  place 
of  the  old  one,  having  the  same  device  carved  oji  it, 
and  well  painted  and  ornamented.” 


ties  present  a  singular  illustration  of  the  ten¬ 
dencies  which  the  English  have  had,  up  to  this 
generation,  to  explore  all  countries  more  than 
their  own.  There  were  hardly  twenty  antiqui¬ 
ties  from  the  locality  of  Canterbury,  and  not  a 
great  many  from  other  parts  of  England,  where¬ 
as  the  red  Indian  and  Oriental  specimens  were 
numerous.  The  latter  were  chiefly  contributed 
by  the  late  “Viscount  Strangford,”  according 
to  their  labels ;  though  whether  by  the  cele¬ 
brated  poet,  diplomatist,  antiquarian,  and  schol¬ 
ar — a  descendant,  too,  of  the  Sidneys — who  died 
in  1856,  or  by  his  son,  who  died  a  year  ago,  I 
could  not  tell.  This  last  viscount,  though  a 
young  man,  was  the  finest  English  Oriental 
scholar.  So  rich  and  vast  were  his  stores  of 
information  concerning  Hindostan,  Persia,  Chi¬ 
na,  and  Japan,  that  when  he  died  so  prema¬ 
turely  those  who  knew  him  felt  as  if  some  ship 
freighted  with  incomparable  treasures  had  sunk. 
His  studies  of  Oriental  poetry  led  him  to  take 
a  deep  interest  in  Walt  Whitman,  whose  writ¬ 
ings  he  conceived  to  resemble  them  ;  and  of  the 
many  papers  he  wrote  for  the  Pall  Mall  Ga¬ 
zette,  one  or  two  were  on  Whitman.  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  conversing  with  him  occasion¬ 
ally,  and  was  struck  with  the  fact  that  his  recog¬ 
nition  of  the  tendencies  of  Occidental  thought 
was  almost  as  acute  as  his  knowledge  of  those 
of  the  East.  It  is  probable  that  he  was  inter¬ 
ested  to  add  to  the  Canterbury  collection  which 
his  father  began.  The  most  interesting  British 
feature  of  the  museum  is  a  collection  of  ancient 
Saxon  ornaments — highly  ornamented  hair-pins 
and  rings — which  testified  that  our  barbarian 
foremothers  were  not  very  unlike  the  Girl  of 
the  Period  in  the  present  day  in  their  love  of 
fine  things.  The  collection  contained  some 
sham  antiques,  bronzes,  etc.,  made  by  Flemish 
and  French  artists  to  sell  as  works  of  ancient 
art.  That  trade  paid  the  rascals  so  well  that 
they  took  rope  enough  to  hang  themselves. 
There  was  hardly  a  museum  in  Europe  which 
was  not  cheated ;  and  the  vigilance  became  so 
universal  that  the  trade  died  out.  But  it  is 
wonderful  how  much  genius  was  employed  to 
make  these  things,  wliicli  are  not  only  often  in¬ 
trinsically  beautiful,  but  made  to  look  old  or 
broken  so  ingeniously  that  their  fraudulent 
character  could  only  have  been  discovered,  one 
would  say,  by  tracking  their  evidences.  The 
disposition  to  discover  false  fossils,  when  the 
bone  caves  began  to  be  found,  became  so  con¬ 
tagious  among  working-men  that  all  geological 
diggings  have  now  to  be  carried  on  under  the 
eyes  of  men  of  science,  lest  some  fellow  should 
for  a  shilling  alter  the  cosmogonies,  and  bring 
on  new  battles  between  Faith  and  Science. 

I  found,  also,  in  the  Canterbury  Museum  a 
curious  picture  and  account  of  the  Biddenden 
Sisters,  who  were  the  most  famous  twins  before 
Chang  and  Eng.  The  account  relates  that  they 
were  named  Eliza  and  Mary  Chulkhurst,  and 
were  born  joined  together  by  the  hips  and 
shoulders,  a.d.  1 100,  at  Biddenden,  Kent  Coun¬ 
ty.  They  were  called  “The  Biddenden  Maids.” 


SOUTH-COAST  SAUNTEKINGS  IN  ENGLAND. 


506 


They  lived  together  thirty-four  years,  when  one 
of  them  died.  The  surviving  sister  was  ad¬ 
vised  to  be  severed  from  the  dead  body;  but 
she  said,  “As  we  came  together,  we  will  also 
go  together,”  and  so  she  died  six  hours  after 
her  sister.  By  their  will  they  bequeathed  to 
the  church-wardens  of  the  parish  of  Biddenden, 
and  their  successors,  forever,  certain  pieces  or 
parcels  of  land  in  the  same  parish,  twenty  acres 
in  extent,  for  the  poor.  In  accordance  with 
this  bequest,  there  are  still  made  annually  a 
large  number  of  loaves  of  bread  which  are 
distributed  on  Easter-Sunday  in  that  parish. 
Each  of  these  loaves — of  which  I  saw  one  in 
the  museum — bears  the  print  of  the  twin  - sis¬ 
ters. 

As  the  time  for  the  enthronement  of  the  new 
archbishop  drew  near  there  were  increased  signs 
of  the  same  in  the  streets.  The  clergy  began 
to  pour  into  our  hotel  with  their  wives  and 
daughters.  There  was  the  evening  before  a 
number  of  gentlemen  belonging  to  the  city  who 
also  met  there  to  consult  concerning  the  arrange¬ 
ments  and  prospects  of  the  forthcoming  day. 
Each  of  them  assisted  his  meditations  with  a 
glass  of  hot  spirits  and  a  pipe  or  cigar,  “liquor¬ 
ing  up”  being  a  normal  part  of  all  such  meetings 
in  England.  When  the  American  clergymen 
came  to  England  at  the  time  of  the  formation 
of  the  Evangelical  Alliance,  they  were,  I  have 
been  told,  so  scandalized  by  the  large  quantities 
of  wine  provided  at  every  dinner-table  that  some 


of  them  could  hardly  eat,  and  broke  out  with 
protests.  How  speechless  must  have  been  their 
horror  to  find  the  occasional  decanter  provided 
even  in  the  vestries  of  churches !  But  the  En¬ 
glish  and  Scotch  parson  interprets  the  motto  in 
vino  Veritas  literally,  though  not  often  excessive¬ 
ly,  and  the  layman  follows  his  example.  Next 
day  I  saw  several  of  the  jolly  folk  who  had  told 
good  stories,  especially  about  the  clergy,  over 
their  toddy,  engaged  in  the  solemn  functions  of 
the  enthronement.  On  the  morning  of  the  great 
day  special  trains  came  pouring  in  their  clerical 
contributions  until  hotels  and  streets  were  fairly 
filled.  Our  hotel  at  breakfast  time  was  a  sight. 
All  Parsondom  and  its  wife  were  present.  And, 
if  the  truth  must  be  told,  there  is  hardly  any 
class  in  England  which  could  furnish  the  Sat¬ 
urday  Review  with  better  sitters  for  the  Girl  of 
the  Period  than  that  of  the  wives  of  the  youn¬ 
ger  English  clergy.  That  girl  with  a  very  low 
body  and  big  chignon  is  almost  certain  to  be  the 
rector’s  or  curate’s  wife.  The  young  graduate 
of  Oxford  or  Cambridge,  who  has  been  pre¬ 
sented  with  a  good  living  in  some  country  par¬ 
ish  or  village,  attracts  the  young  daughter  of  the 
wealthy  squire — or  even  nobleman,  it  may  be — 
by  his  superiority,  both  in  scholarship  and  fam¬ 
ily,  to  other  young  men  in  the  neighborhood. 
On  his  part  he  wishes  to  have  a  merry  help¬ 
mate  to  make  him  forget  his  cares.  And  the 
result  is  that  any  ecclesiastical  occasion  like 
this  brings  ladies  together,  as  in  our  break¬ 
fast-room,  with  all  the  gay  plumage  and  mirth¬ 
ful  chatter  of  a  flock  of  birds  in  spring.  So 
the  young  clergyman  who,  as  I  happen  to 
know,  wrote  those  famous  papers  about  wo¬ 
men  in  the  Saturday  Review  (eiToneously  as¬ 
cribed  by  some  to  Mrs.  Linton),  had  probably 
only  to  look  around  him  for  his  originals.  It 
will  not  be  wondered  at,  therefore,  that  when 
the  cathedral  doors  were  opened  the  building 
immediately  swarmed. with  these  magnificently 
dressed  ladies.  Had-  it  been  an  opera  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  the  ladies,  except  for  their  bon¬ 
nets,  could  hardly  have  been  different. 

The  late  Archbishop  of  Canterbury — Charles 
Thomas  Longley — who  died  in  the  autumn  of 
1868,  in  his  75th  year,  was  the  son  of  the  Re¬ 
corder  of  Rochester,  and  had  reached  the  sum¬ 
mit  of  ecclesiastical  preferment  by  adhering  to 
the  beaten  path  of  service  to  the  Church.  From 
Westminster  School  to  Christchurch  College, 
Oxford;  thence  to  the  curacy  of  Cowley;  on 
to  the  rectory  of  West  Tytherly ;  thence  to 
the  head-mastership  of  Harrow ;  and  next, 
through  the  Episcopal  chairs  of  Ripon,  Dur¬ 
ham,  and  York,  to  Canterbury,  where  he  ar¬ 
rives  in  his  68th  year.  He  was  a  man  of  the 
middle  path ;  neither  High-Church  nor  Low- 
Church  ;  without  eccentricities,  without  immo¬ 
bility  ;  of  no  marked  ability  ;  without  notable 
defects  ;  not  pliant,  not  stubborn.  He  was 
meant  to  do  for  the  Church  what  Palmerston, 
who  appointed  him,  was  doing  in  the  govern¬ 
ment — hold  all  parties  together,  and  keep  oft' 
the  inevitable  deluge  as  long  as  j^ossible.  This 
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he  did ;  and  perhaps  I  should  award  him  some 
marked  ability  for  his  success.  There  never 
was  a  man  whose  success  was  more  the  result 
of  the  commonest  faculties  perfectly  utilized 
than  Lord  Palmerston’s ;  and,  similarly,  though 
Dr.  Longley  had  only  the  most  ordinary  gifts, 
his  complete  use  of  them  availed  for  his  task 
better  than  genius.  He  was  Primate  of  all  En¬ 
gland  ;  Visitor  of  All  Souls  and  Merton  col¬ 
leges,  Oxford  ;  of  Harrow  School,  Dulwich  Col¬ 
lege,  King’s  College,  London;  Visitor  and 
Elector  of  St.  Augustine’s  College,  Canterbury; 
Patron  of  King’s  College,  Nova  Scotia;  Gov¬ 
ernor  of  the  Charter-house ;  and  principal  trustee 
of  the  British  Museum.  Besides  the  enor¬ 
mous  patronage  implied  in  these  offices,  he 
owned  the  patronage  of  177  clergymen’s  liv¬ 
ings.  The  see  of  Canterbury  itself  brings  an 
annual  income  to  the  archbishop  of  ^15,000.* 
With  all  this,  he  died  almost  without  enemies 
in  any  division  of  the  Church.  In  one  respect 
he  made  an  advance  step — one  in  which  the 
sympathy  of  all  parties  in  the  Church  would  in¬ 
deed  have  to  go  with  him,  but  nevertheless  one 
implying  an  utter  absence  from  his  heart  of  all 
those  conventional  ideas  of  archiepiscopal  dig¬ 
nity  which  had  for  so  many  years  rendered  his 
office  barren.  Up  to  his  time  it  had  been  the 
custom,  not  often  departed  from,  for  bishops, 
much  more  archbishops,  to  leave  parish  work 
to  their  subordinates ;  but  three  years  ago  Dr. 
Longley  personally  addressed  the  working-men 
assembled  at  the  Northgate  in  Canterbury.  In 
a  discourse  preached  in  the  Cathedral  after  the 
Archbishop’s  death.  Dean  Alford  said  his  con¬ 
gregation  on  that  occasion  little  knew  what  it 
had  cost  the  aged  prelate  to  appear  among 
them.  “It  did  not  consist,”  he  said,  “in  the 
physical  effort,  though  that  was  great,  and  cer¬ 
tainly  not  in  the  words  which  came  warm  from 


*  The  value  of  the  principal  sees  in  Great  Britain 
is  as  follows:  Canterbury,  X15,000  a  year;  York 
X’lO.OOO;  London,  iClO, 000 ;  Durham,  ^8000 ;  Winches¬ 
ter,  £7000 ;  Ely,  £5000.  These  are  the  salaries  of  the 
bishops.  The  other  bishoprics  are  worth  £4500  and 
£6000  per  annum. 


his  heart ;  but  that  which  deserved  especial 
honor  was  the  breaking  through  the  iron  fet¬ 
ters  of  conventional  precedent,  and  doing  that 
which  was  not  expected  of  an  archbishop  in 
fashionable  society,  but  which  was  the  chief 
duty  of  a  pastor  in  the  eyes  of  the  Shepherd 
of  Souls.  ”  Eor  many  generations  those  work¬ 
ing-men  have  helped  to  give  the  archbishop  his 
seventy-five  thousand  golden  dollars  per  an¬ 
num.  When  one  looks  upon  the  history  of 
bishops  there  arises  a  vague  impression  that 
these  shepherds  have  Bibles  in  which  a  cer¬ 
tain  admonition  reads,  “Eeed  on  my  sheep.” 
But  if  it  is  pleasant  to  hear  of  an  archbishop 
addressing  the  working-men,  in  the  sweat  of 
whose  brows  he  enjoys  his  palace,  it  is  a  re¬ 
ligious  landmark  that  he  could,  in  the  year  of 
Christ  1868,  be  seriously,  and  not  at  all  iron¬ 
ically,  praised  for  it  1  It  is  now  nearly  thirteen 
centuries  since  England  became  a  Christian 
state — naming  its  first  church  after  a  saint  who 
divided  his  cloak  with  a  beggar — and  with  all 
these  ages  of  faith  thus  far  we  have  got — an 
archbishop  is  awarded  “especial  honor”  for  pub¬ 
licly  exhorting  laboring  men  and  women  1  That 
is  archiepiscopal  heroism  in  the  noon  of  the 
nineteenth  century  1 

There  was  something  touching  in  the  long 
efforts  of  the  old  man  to  assuage  the  troubled 
waters  of  his  Church  to-day  with  the  oil  of  a 
past  generation.  But  though  he  could  not  con¬ 
ceive  the  forces  at  work  in  the  Colenso  or  Mack- 
onochie  controversies,  his  eyes  perceived  with 
increasing  clearness,  as  his  end  drew  near,  that 
the  Church  must  do  more  for  the  poor ;  so,  as 
nearly  as  an  archbishop  could,  he  washed  their 
feet  in  the  presence  of  his  clergy.  Nay,  it  is 
much  also  that  he  requested,  when  dying,  that 
his  funeral  should  be  “without  ostentation,” 
just  before  he  uttered  his  last  words,  which 
were  the  Gloria  in  Kxcelsis.  On  a  November 
afternoon  four  bishops  and  many  deans  and  no¬ 
blemen  gathered  around  his  plain  oak  coffin  in 
his  palace  at  Addington.  It  bore  only  a  sim¬ 
ple  cross  of  raised  oak,  and  the  inscription  : 
“Charles  Thomas  Longley — born  July  28, 
1794  ;  died  October  27,  1868.”  There  were  no 
trappings  of  any  kind ;  but  there  were  violets, 
roses,  and  some  white  blossoms  upon  it.  The 
coffin  was  borne  across  the  lawn  and  through 
the  field  by  his  own  servants  to  the  church,  the 
procession  following  on  foot.  They  were  great 
people  following  the  Primate  of  all  England  to 
his  final  rest;  and  they  followed  him  through 
heather  and  ferns— a  little  wood  just  tinted  with 
the  smile  of  autumnal  change — through  a  wick¬ 
et  gate — across  a  park  carpeted  with  eddying 
leaves — through  a  kitchen-garden  lined  with 
violets — across  a  little  church-yard,  into  a  tiny 
church.  Eew  could  enter  to  hear  the  burial- 
service  read  by  the  country  rector,  but  a  large 
number  awaited  under  an  old  yew-tree,  then 
followed  to  the  grave,  where  he  was  laid  by  the 
side  of  his  daughter,  since  whose  deathj  the 
year  before,  the  old  man  had  steadily  declined. 
Theie  were  certain  touches  about  the  scene 
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■whose  beauty  could  best  be  seen  against  the 
back-ground  furnished  by  the  tombs  of  a  long 
line  of  cardinals  and  archbishops  in  Canterbury 
Cathedral. 

But  who  was  to  be  the  next  archbishop  ? 
Erom  the  lowest  hodman  to  the  primate,  nobody 
in  England  can  fall  at  any  post  but  enough  start 
forward  to  step  into  his  shoes.  The  appoint¬ 
ment  of  the  next  archbishop  rested  with  Mr. 
Disraeli ;  but  the  critical  state  of  Church  par¬ 
ties,  added  to  the  knowledge  that  Disraeli  is 
full  of  surprises,  led  to  great  anxiety  among 
Churchmen.  It  was  hopeless  for  him  to  try 
and  please  both  Low  and  High  Church  parties. 
As  for  the  Broad-Church,  they  are  confirmed 
optimists  in  such  things,  and  will  stand  any¬ 
thing,  in  their  certainty  that  the  stars  in  their 
courses  are  fighting  for  their  cause.  Mr.  Dis¬ 
raeli  chose  the  man  whose  appointment  was 
most  certain  to  be  popular  in  London  ;  the 
man  to  appoint  whom  meant  an  abyss  never 
again  to  be  bridged  between  him  and  the  High- 
Church.  Dr.  Archibald  Campbell  Tait  had,  as 
Bishop  of  London,  exceeded  all  other  bishops  in 
his  unconventional  and  practical  labors.  He 
had  visited  cholera  patients  in  hospitals  with 
his  wife  ;  he  had  done  much  toward  the  raising 
of  the  million  pounds  in  ten  years  to  supply 
church  accommodation  to  the  poor,  known  as 
“the  Bishop  of  London’s  Eund.”  No  bishop 
had  ever  preached  so  much — and  few  so  well — 
to  the  people.  He  was  born  in  Edinburgh 
(1811),  and  went  to  Oxford  with  a  good  train¬ 
ing  in  the  Scotch  schools ;  he  had  fought  Dr. 
Newman  successfully  off  of  the  position  he  had 
taken  in  Tract  No.  90,  that  the  Thirty-nine 
Articles  could  be  honestly  subscribed  by  Roman 
Catholics ;  he  had  succeeded  Dr.  Arnold  at  Rug¬ 
by ;  had  been  dean  of  the  very  “Low”  cathedral 
at  Carlisle ;  had  written  articles  for  the  Edin¬ 
burgh  and  North  British  Reviews  ;  and  was  alto¬ 
gether  as  objectionable  a  man  to  the  Ritualists  as 
could  have  been  chosen.  The  fact  that  he  was  a 
Scotchman  was  in  itself  startling.  This  was  so 
novel  that  the  newspapers  fished  up  from  re¬ 
mote  antiquity  an  old  versified  prophecy  that 
when  a  Scotchman  should  be  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury  men  would  burrow  underground — 
a  prophecy  which  the  Underground  Railway  ful¬ 
fills.  Dr.  Tait’s  preaching  always  drew  crowds 
to  St.  Paul’s,  where  I  have  several  times  heard 
him.  While  he  was  not  eloquent,  his  sermons 
were  always  interesting  and  simple,  and  they 
were  uttered  in  a  good  round  voice  which  all 
could  hear.  He  is  a  somewhat  peculiar  man  in 
appearance.  His  hair  is  brown,  his  face  fair  and 
beardless  as  a  boy’s ;  and  though  he  is  some¬ 
what  wrinkled,  his  mouth  has  a  youthful  ex¬ 
pression.  He  has  an  almost  studied  plainness 
— not  to  say  bluntness — of  manner,  though  em¬ 
inently  genial.  In  his  Church  politics  he  is  a 
Low- Churchman,  with  a  friendly  leaning  to¬ 
ward  the  Broad-Churchmen.  The  fact  that 
an  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  should  be  person¬ 
ally  intimate  with  such  men  as  Stanley,  Mau¬ 
rice,  Alford,  and  Kingsley,  is  one  too  pregnant  | 


DU.  TAIT,  THE  ABOHI5IBHOP  OF  OANTEKBUEY. 

with  significance  to  be  overlooked  by  any  party 
in  the  Church.  The  fact  that  the  oldest  and 
most  authoritative  see  in  England  had  steadily 
set  its  face  toward  the  Broad-Church  was  so 
certain  to  alarm  the  other  parties,  that  the  lib¬ 
eral  clergy  were  resolved  to  celebrate  Dr.  Tait’s 
enthronement  with  an  unusual  strictness  of  ob¬ 
servance  of  the  ancient  forms  and  customs, 
though  they  found  the  machinery  therefor  some¬ 
what  rusty.  They  succeeded  so  far  as  to  bring 
out  in  very  startling  distinctness  the  distance 
England  has  traveled  from  the  era  when'  the 
throne  of  Canterbury  meant  something,  and  the 
impossibility  of  piecing  up  a  bona  fide  archbish¬ 
op,  in  the  old  sense,  in  this  age. 

Soon  after  ten  o’clock  the  gates  were  opened, 
and  we  all  rushed  in — not  in  a  very  orderly 
style — to  get  the  best  seats.  In  a  very  short 
time  there  was  no  unoccupied  seat  in  the  vast 
building,*  save  those  reserved  for  the  clergy. 
I  was  fortunate  enough  to  get  a  seat  in  the 
choir  immediately  opposite  the  throne,  and 
within  sight  of  the  old  chair  of  Augustine.  We 
had  nearly  two  hours  to  wait  before  tjie  cere¬ 
monies  should  begin.  And  there  were  things 
enough  to  employ  one’s  thoughts.  Ear  away, 
stacked  in  a  dusty  corner,  were  old  worn  out 
pulpits  and  stools  and  benches  for  knees.  What 
voices  had  proceeded  from  those  desks  when 
their  crimson  was  yet  fresh  ?  What  were  the 
thoughts  of  those  who  listened  from  the  now 
disarrayed  seats,  or  what  aspRations  in  the 
hearts  of  those  who  knelt  ?  Their  human  spirits 
seemed  to  say  through  the  silence:  “A  little 


*  The  following  are  the  dimensions  of  each  portion 
of  the  Cathedral,  with  the  year  to  which  each  in  its 
present  condition  belongs : 

Length.  Breadth.  Height. 
Feet.  Feet.  Feet. 


Nave  (1420) .  214....  94....  80 

Choir  (11T4)  including  aisles..  150  -  40  -  71 

Transepts — (1174)  eastern -  - 164 

“  (1379)  western _  _ 124 

Chapter-house  (1420) .  92  -  37  -  52 


The  cloisters  are  184  feet  square ;  the  central  tower, 
234  feet  high,  84  feet  diameter ;  the  western  towers, 
130  feet  high. 
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while  and  your  voices  too  shall  be  hushed.” 
Time 

“will  leave  no  more 

Of  things  to  come  than  of  the  things  before." 

The  beautiful  windows  clothed  the  throng  in 
varied  and  gentle  hues.  When  Henry  VIII. 
cleared  the  Cathedral  of  other  traces  of  Becket 
he  had  not  the  heart  to  l)reak  the  windows  which 
represented  him ;  but  Cromwell’s  men  had  no 
such  scruple;  they  smashed  whatever  their 
pikes  could  reach.  Nevertheless,  many  bits  of 
the  old  glass  were  found  and  pieced  together 
as  neatly  as  possible.  There  was  one  old  win¬ 
dow  where  a  green  devil  was  very  conspicuous, 
though  his  long  tail  had  been  abbreviated  by 
Puritanic  violence.  Near  him  were  two  saints 
holding  up  what  seems  at  first  to  be  a  bag  of 
money,  but  on  closer  inspection  proves  to  be  a 
sheet  full  of  the  heads  of  saints,  who  are  being 
borne  aloft,  while  beneath  them  yellow  and  blue 
sinners  are  being  thrust  by  the  green  devil  into 
a  monstrous  animal  mouth — the  mouth  of  hell. 

I  found  more  entertainment  in  examining  the 
oldest  window,  through  which  is  distributed 
the  fragments  of  Becket,  whom  I  found  great 
difficulty  in  putting  together  again.  His  face 
was  discernible,  but  one  of  his  legs  seemed  to 
be  doing  service  as  a  horse’s  tail. 

The  waiting  crowd  begin  to  give  signs  of 
their  respective  sensations  and  objects.  There 
is  the  London  Illustrated  News  man  making 
his  sketches,  and  the  reporters  generally  hard 
at  their  notes.  Two  of  them  are  conversing 
about  the  admirable  statues  far  away,  near  the 
roof;  the  statues  presently  move  and  whisper 
to  each  other,  and  the  architectural  criticisms 
are  revised.  A  stranger  asked  his  neighbor, 

“  What  are  the  Archbishop’s  opinions  ?”  The 
questioned  man  looked  astonished,  as  if  he  had 
.  been  asked  what  was  the  color  of  a  triangle. 
“Of  course,”  he  replied,  “as  an  archbishop  he 
must  represent  all  parties.”  Here  a  third  put 
in— “It  would  be  rather  a  row,  I  think,  if  the 
Archbishop  should  come  out  with  some  new 
views.  Think  of  Colenso  being  Primate  of 
all  England!  By  Jove,  Bill,  that’s  an  idea! 
When  tliey  make  me  Archbishop  of  Canter¬ 
bury,  I  shall  rise  up  in  that  throne,  as  soon  as 
the  ceremony  is  over,  and  announce  that  I  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  there  is  no  God, 
and  that  none  but  atheists  shall  have  any  of 
ray  patronage.”  The  fellow  and  his  comrade 
put  their  faces  doAvn,  red  with  laughter ;  but  I 
remember  that  their  responses  were  particular¬ 
ly  vigorous  when  the  services  began.  The  gen¬ 
eral  whispering  was  like  the  gentle  roar  of  wind 
through  a  pine  forest. 

At  last  the  first  faint  sound  of  distant  sing¬ 
ing  is  heard.  A  deep  breath  of  silence  falls 
softly  over  all.  From  far  outside  the  Cathedral, 
floating  in  as  on  sinking  and  falling  waves,  come 
the  voices  of  the  little  boy-choristers,  chanting 
the  Gregorian  chant  by  which  Augustine  and 
his  monks  first  marched  from  the  sea-shore  to 
this  spot  in  the  far  centuries  back.  It  seemed 
almost  a  ghostly  procession  of  ages,  marching 


on  through  darkness  and  light,  through  danger 
and  victory,  the  aged  sinking  in  the  rear,  the 
young  taking  up  the  burden  and  the  song. 
Nearer  and  nearer  they  come  ;  the  vague  tones 
gather  to  w'ords : 

“Behold,  he  that  keepeth  Israel  shall  neither  slum¬ 
ber  nor  sleep. 

“The  Lord  himself  is  thy  keeper;  the  Lord  is  thy 
defense  upon  thy  right  hand; 

“  So  that  the  sun  shall  not  burn  thee  by  day,  neither 
the  moon  by  night. 

“  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  from  all  evil ;  yea, 
it  is  even  he  that  shall  keep  thy  soul. 

“The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  going  out  and  thy 
coming  in,  from  this  time  forth  for  evermore." 

It  were  impossible  to  describe  the  effect  of 
these  notes  of  the  yet  invisible  choir.  The  or¬ 
gan  was  yet  silent,  the  throng  breathless  ;  only 
these  tender  voices,  subtly  pervading  the  air, 
sweetly  blending  with  the  hues  of  flaming  win¬ 
dows,  descending  upon  all  hearts,  and  stirring 
the  fountain  of  painless  tears.  Might  it  only 
never  end,  but  go  on  with  the  blessed  monoto¬ 
ny  of  the  sky !  As  it  approaches,  it  seems  to 
have  touched  the  organ  also,  and,  Memnon-like, 
there  steal  from  its  invisible  recess  responsive 
notes  of  exceeding  softness.  And  at  last  the 
hither  end  of  the  procession  enter*  the  choir — 
and,  alas  !  the  spell  is  broken.  The  first  thing 
seen  is  the  ancient  city  mace,  the  manifest  fel¬ 
low,  with  its  gilt  and  jewels,  of  that  which 
Cromwell  called  a  “bauble;”  then  the  Mayor, 
with  his  huge  gold  chain,  suggesting  a  cost  of  five 
hundred  pounds  ;  then  legal  functionaries  with 
their  gaudy  crimson  robes  and  hideous  wigs 
and  queues,  just  as  one  sees  them  in  a  masquer¬ 
ade  ;  then  curious  officialSTn  ermines  and  gar¬ 
ter  collars,  glorified  beadles  come  for  the  nonce 
out  of  their  old  wardrobes,  where  they  have 
been  sleeping  since  the  last  enthronement.  At 
length  flutters  among  the  ribbons  and  stretch¬ 
ings  of  necks  announce  that  one  end  of  the 
Bench  has  been  caught  sight  of ;  and  sure 
enough  there  steps  in  the  entirely  magnificent 
Bishop  of  Oxford,  a  steeple  in  canonicals,  whose 
stately  ecclesiastical  movement  would  hardly 
tell  that  he  bears  the  name  of  Wilberforce. 
“How  handsome  he  is!”  suggests  an  enthusi¬ 
astic  lady  near  me.  And,  indeed,  so  far  as  a 
proud  bishop  can  be,  he  is ;  but  my  own  eyes 
find  increasing  pleasure  in  following  the  gray¬ 
haired  line  behind  him — the  bishops  of  Lon¬ 
don,  Ely,  Peterborough,  Hereford,  St.  David’s, 
and  Honolulu — until  they  rest  at  last  upon  the 
best  face  of  them  all— that  of  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury. 

“Dr.  Tait  looks  very  uncomfortable,”  was 
the  cement  of  several.  He  did  ;  and  well  he 
might.  It  were  hard  to  imagine  a  severer  or¬ 
deal  for  a  plain,  simple  man.  He  has  on  a 
gown  whose  train  stretches  several  yards  be¬ 
hind  him.  Two  young  men  in  the  finest  even¬ 
ing  dress,  with  rosettes  stuck  in  their  coats — 
looking  as  if  they  had  just  popped  out  of  a  ball¬ 
room — walked  behind  him,  holding  up  the  train. 
The  Archbishop,  generally  tall  and  erect,  is  now 
bent ;  his  face  is  pale,  his  step  nervous  ;  and  I 
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felt  assured  that  if  he  had  obeyed  his  instincts 
he  would  have  made  the  fops  go  about  their 
business,  and  take  the  gown  and  train  with 
them.  But  if  that  train  should  be  omitted, 
some  part  of  the  cathedral  estates  might  go 
with  it.  There  are  men  in  England  who  have 
to  cut  up  various  unseemly  antics,  at  their  silly 
ancestors’  graves,  every  year,  in  order  to  hold 
on  to  their  estates ;  and  the  revenues  of  Can¬ 
terbury  follow  on  the  fulfillment  of  certain 
forms  and  conditions,  which  once  seemed  vital, 
albeit  very  frivolous  now,  if  taken  apart  from 
their  value  in  pounds. 

And  now  the  clergy  file  in  to  their  seats, 
where  they  form  a  parterre  of  not  unpleasing 
colors.  They  are  all  clothed  in  white,  and 
each  wears,  falling  on  his  shoulders,  the  hood, 
whose  lining,  denoting  by  its  color  the  college 
where  he  graduated,  is  turned  out.  The  Ox¬ 
ford  M.A.  hood  is  deep  red;  Cambridge  is 
white  and  black  ;  Dublin,  blue  ;  and  there  are 
many  shades  denoting  M.A.’s,  Eellows,  and 
other  university  positions  and  degrees.  Among 
any  large  number  of  Englishmen  there  will  al¬ 
ways  be  some  odd  characters.  A  smile  passed 
over  every  fa^ce  when,  after  all  had  been  seated, 
a  tall  clergyman,  evidently  “  from  the  country,” 
entered  in  his  ordinary  dress  and  strolled  up 
and  down  for  some  time,  vainly  seeking  a  seat. 
He  must  have  been  near  seven  feet  in  height, 
and  was  slender  as  a  pole  ;  his  face  was  young 
and  queer,  his  coat  seedy,  and  he  bore  in  his 
hand  a  strange  portmanteau,  nearly  a  yard 
long.  He  seemed  so  likely  to  produce  a  mer¬ 
riment  like  that  of  the  dog  on  the  Derby  race¬ 
course  when  all  have  left  it,  that  the  beadles 
were  compelled  to  secure  him  a  seat.  But  no 
sooner  had  his  case 'been  settled  than  a  suc¬ 
cessor  appeared  in  the  shape  of  a  dwarfish  little 
vicar  with  a  huge  wife,  whose  antediluvian  bon¬ 
net  and  rustic  finery  came  near  producing  an 
explosion  among  her  aristocratic  sisters.  The 
clergy  were  more  generally  bearded  than  the 
laymen,  though  it  is  hardly  twenty-five  years 
since  a  beard  was  regarded  in  England  as  the 
sign  either  of  a  fast  man  or  a  socialist. 

At  length  all  wandering  thoughts  are  re¬ 
called  :  the  Hallelujah  Chorus  breaks  with  its 
Atlantic  roll  over  us.  One  could  hardly  help 
pitying  the  poor  choristers  who,  for  the  first 
time  in  their  lives,  had  to  sing  under  such  ex¬ 
citing  circumstances.  Their  little  faces  were 
flushed,  their  eyes  shone,  and  the  leader  of  the 
tenors  had  at  last  to  leave  with  his  nose  bleed¬ 
ing.  When  the  chorus  was  ended  Dean  Al¬ 
ford  read  the  morning  service  in  a  sonorous 
voice  which  all  could  hear,  and  with  an  expres¬ 
sion  that  all  could  feel.  When  it  was  finished 
the  Archbishop  was  led  by  the  Dean  and  Vice- 
Dean  to  the  throne,  which  consisted  of  a  seat 
arranged  something  like  a  small  private  box  at 
a  theatre,  with  a  roof  with  Gothic  turrets,  ri.sing 
to  a  spire.  A  civil  officer,  an  auditor,  with  an 
aggressive  wig,  was  most  prominent  next  to 
the  Archbishop :  he  listened  to  the  mandate 
for  enthronement,  and  gave  orders  that  it  should 


proceed.  The  Archdeacon  could  not  attend 
on  account  of  extreme  age,  so  his  proxy  stepped 
forward  and  repeated  in  a  distinct  voice  the 
form  of  ind  action  : 

“  I,  Harrison,  acting  as  proxy  for  James  Croft,  Mas¬ 
ter  of  Arts,  Archdeacon  of  Canterl)ury,  do  induct,  in¬ 
stall,  and  enthrone  you,  the  most  reverend  father  in 
God,  Archibald  Campbell  Talt,  Doctor  in  Civil  Law, 
Lord  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  into  the  archbishop¬ 
ric  and  archieplscopal  dignity  of  the  .see  of  Canter- 
bury,  into  the  real,  actual,  and  corporal  possession  of 
the  same,  with  all  and  singular  the  rights,  dignities, 
honors,  pre-eminences,  and  appurtenances  thereof; 
and  the  Lord  preserve  your  going  out  and  your  com- 
ing  in,  from  this  time  forth  for  evermore.  Amen.” 

The  Archbishop,  evidently  affected,  arose 
and  bowed  silently.  Then  the  Benedicite  was 
sung,  and  the  morning  service  proceeded  with. 
But  Dr.  Tait  was  as  yet  only  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury ;  to  become  Primate  of  all  England 
he  must  leave  that  fine  throne  of  white  and  red, 
and  pass  to  another.  This  other  is  a  cold  hard 
stone  chair,  made  of  three  or  four  unadorned 
blocks,  once  white,  but  now  stained  dark  with 


age.  That  is  the  real  cathedral  after  all ;  for 
cathedra  means  a  seat.  That  old  stone  chair 
is  the  seat  from  which  Augustine  and  Becket 
gave  laws  to  England.  There  were  ages  when 
the  path  to  it  was  liable  to  be  marked  by  such 
pools  of  blood  as  once  stained  the  floor,  over 
which  Dr.  Tait  now  passes  with  no  greater 
trouble  than  the  train  and  the  young  men  in 
evening  dress.  A  numbp-  of  the  most  venera¬ 
ble  prelates  accompanied,  him  to  this  hard  and 
dismal  seat,  which  represented  supremacy  over 
them  all ;  and  the  same  form  of  induction  was 
used,  except  that  the  word  “  metropolitical” 
was  substituted  for  “  archiqpiscopal.”  After¬ 
ward  he  was  conducted! to  the  Dean’s  stall, 
where  he  remained  while  the  Te  Deum  was 
sung,  and  the  Dean  saic|  the  “suifrages,”  to 
which  the  choir  chanted  the  responses : 

“  O  Lord,  save  Thy  Serv  int  our  Bishop, 

Ans.  Who  putteth  his  trus;  in  Thee. 

Send  him  help  from  TJiy  Holy  Place, 

Ans.  And  evermore  mightily  defend  him. 

Let  the  enemy  have  no  advantage  against  him, 
Ans.  Nor  the  wicked  approach  to  hurt  him. 

Be  unto  him,  O  Lord,  a  strong  tower, 

Ans.  Prom  the  face  of  the  enemy. 

O  Lord,  hear  our  prayer, 

Ans.  And  let  our  cry  come  unto  Thee." 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  suffrages  a  prayer 
was  offered  up  by  the  Dean. 

The  procession  of  dignitaries,  clergymen,  and 
officials  then  left  the  Cathedral  for  the  Chapter- 
house,  where  the  Archdeacon  placed  the  Arch¬ 
bishop  in  the  chief  seat,  and  said : 


“I,  Harrison,  acting  as  proxy  for  James  Croft,  Arch¬ 
deacon  of  Canterbury,  assign  and  appoint  this  seat  to 
you  as  Lord  Archbishop  of  Canterbury.” 

The  Archdeacon  then  administered  the  fol¬ 
lowing  affirmation : 


“My  Lord  Archbishop, — You  declare  that  you  will 
maintain  the  rights  and  liberties  of  this  church,  and 
will  observe  the  approved  customs  thereof,  and,  as 
far  as  it  concerns  your  Grace,  will  cause  the  same  to 
be  observed  by  others,  so  far  as  such  customs  are  not 
repugnant  to  God’s  Word,  the  laws,  statutes,  provi¬ 
sions,  and  ordinances  of  the  realm,  or  to  her  Majesty’s 
prerogatives,  and  not  otherwise.” 
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The  Archbishop  having  said,  dryly,  “  I  so  de¬ 
clare,”  the  Archdeacon  said : 

“  I,  Harrison,  acting  as  proxy  for  James  Croft,  Arch¬ 
deacon  and  Canon  of  this  church,  do  promise  to  pay 
canonical  obedience  to  your  Grace,  Lord  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury,  as  my  diocesan  and  archbishop.” 

Then  the  dean,  the  canons,  the  honorary 
canons,  the  six  preachers,  the  schoolmasters, 
the  auditor,  the  minor  canons,  the  grammar 
master  of  the  choristers,  the  surveyor,  the  or¬ 
ganist,  and  lay  clerks  promised  canonical  obe¬ 
dience  in  like  manner.  After  which  the  as¬ 
sembly  was  dismissed  by  the  Dean  ;  and  after¬ 
ward,  in  the  audit  room,  an  act  of  the  proceed¬ 
ings  was  produced  and  signed,  in  the  presence 
of,  and  attested  by,  a  notary  public. 

When  one  reflects  upon  what  that  stone  ca¬ 
thedra  meant  in  times  past,  upon  what  grandeur 
and  incense  and  genuflections  this  old  building 
had  witnessed  on  great  occasions  in  the  past, 
upon  the  tremendous  power  which  once  weight¬ 
ed  the  words  “dignities,  honors,  pre-emi¬ 
nences”  for  Englishmen,  it  were  about  as 
hard  to  gather  up  again  from  these  simple 
and  almost  bald  forms  a  genuine  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury  as  to  piece  together  again  St. 
Thomas  a  Becket  as  scattered  through  yon 
Cromwell-smashed  window. 

Augustine’s  throne  is  now  no  throne  at  all. 
No  layman  in  Great  Britain  would  alter  any 
transaction  to  the  extent  of  sixpence  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  any  order  from  it.  The  legal  title 
remains ;  the  moral  title  is  gone.  The  English 
Church  received  the  vast  revenues  in  a  day 
when  it  could  fulflll  the  moral  conditions  they 
represented.  Those  possessions  were  accumu¬ 
lated  from  the  hard  earnings  of  generations  of 
toiling  men  and  women,  who  lavished  them 
freely  as  a  means  of  salvation  for  themselves 
and  their  children,  through  masses,  interces¬ 
sions,  prayers ;  or  to  build  and  preserve  gor¬ 
geous  shrines,  now  vanished,  at  which  their 
physical  diseases,  as  well  as  their  sins,  might 
be  healed.  The  ancient  archbishop  was  made 
rich  because  he  was  a  representative  of  God  in 
England,  on  whose  words  eternal  life  and  death 
depended.  The  whole  was  a  contribution,  not 
to  Dr.  Tait,  hut  to  God.  By  what  right  do 
men  enjoy  these  things  who  despise  the  super¬ 
stitions  from  which  they  are  derived  ?  Surelv 
justice  would  devote  every  endowment  of  Cath¬ 
olic  times  to  objects  in  which  peoj>le  believe 
now  as  implicitly  as  they  once  did  in  the  shrine 
of  Becket.  To  the  people,  now,  schools,  hospi¬ 
tals,  and  all  institutions  of  charity  and  human¬ 
ity  are  the  only  shrines  at  which  they  hope  to 
he  healed. 

About  the  same  time  that  Dr.  Tait  (and 
a  kindlier  man  never  sat  there)  entered  on 
his  throne  and  his  ^16,000  income,  Catherine 
Spence  was  found  starved  to  death  in  London, 
and  by  her  side  a  tract,  “  On  the  Goodness  of 
God!” 

I  left  Canterbury  more  than  ever  convinced 
that  an  English  cathedral  can  be  little  more 
than  a  vast  pile  of  marl  or  lime  in  the  centre  of 


a  barren  field.  The  best  feature  of  the  case  is 
that  the  ablest  men  in  the  Church  recognize  the 
fact  perfectly  well.  At  a  luncheon  after  the  en¬ 
thronement,  given  by  Dean  Alford,  the  new 
Archbishop  made  a  speech,  in  which  he  spoke 
with  much  feeling  of  the  earnestness  and  life 
which  remained  in  the  Church  of  England,  and 
the  good  it  could  still  hope  to  achieve ;  but  he 
passed  over  in  silence  the  conventional  tributes 
to  “  our  noble  cathedrals,”  and  the  like.  When 
that  was  over,  a  considerable  number  of  the 
clergy  visited  old  St.  Martin’s  Church.  There 
I  saw  Dr.  Stanley  and  others  gazing  upon  the 
beautiful  window  which  represented  the  prince¬ 
ly  saint,  on  his  richly  caparisoned  steed,  dhud- 
ing  with  his  sword  his  splendid  cloak,  that  he 
might  bestow  the  half  of  it  on  the  naked  beggar 
kneeling  near  his  horse’s  head  ;  and  I  fancy  that 
it  must  have  inspired  in  some  of  them  the  hope 
of  a  time  when  the  Church  of  England  would 
be  great  enough  to  give  at  least  so  much  of  its 
magnificent  vesture  to  the  intellectually,  spirit¬ 
ually,  and  physically  starving. 


THE  DAISIES.. 

When  the  good  year  is  old. 

And  somewhat  weary, 

Yet  has  enough  of  gold 
To  keep  him  cheery — 

When  earth,  clad  in  her  best, 
Sits  by  her  neighbor 
The  sun,  and  has  a  rest 
From  summer  labor — 

When  prudent  skies  array 
The  world  in  hazes. 

There  comes  the  holiday 
Of  all  the  daisies. 

They  are  the  folk  that  won 
September’s  grades, 

And  charmed  the  jovial  sun 
With  their  bright  faces. 

He  let  them  linger  late; 

When  they  grew  sober 
He  gave  them  leave  to  wait 
And  see  October; 

For  all  the  quiet  laud 
(Ere  days  were  duller) 

Would  haste  to  make  it  grand 
With  dear-bought  color. 

So  all,  in  fields  and  towns. 

And  each  new-comer. 

Dressed  in  old-fashioned  gowns 
They  wore  in  summer. 

Stay  yet  a  while,  behind 
Blooms  that  were  stronger. 
And  play  with  sun  and  wind 
A  little  longer. 

Still  happy,  still  alert, 

Still  merrj'-hearted — 

Dropped  from  September’s  skirt 
When  she  departeds 

Till  winter  comes  so  near 
His  shadow  chills  them, 

And  they  lose  half  the  cheer 
September  wills  them ; 

Till  their  old  friend  the  sun 
Becomes  forgetful, 

And  autumn  has  begun 
To  grow  regretful ; 

Then  they  make  haste  to  hide 
Their  altered  faces. 

And  lie  down  side  by  side 
In  grassy  places. 
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GATHEEING  THE  FRPIT. 


WHO  has  not  heard  of  Delaware  peaches  ? 

Ay,  and  tasted  of  their  nectarine  sweet¬ 
ness?  What  summer  or  autumn  traveler,  by- 
railroad  or  steamboat,  is  not  familiar  with  the 
fruit  peddler’s  cry,  “  Here’s  your  nice  peaches, 
Delaware  peaches!” 

In  the  months  of  September  and  October, 
we  find  the  beautiful  fruit  in  almost  every  city, 
town,  and  village  throughout  our  own  country, 
and  in  the  towns  far  up  in  Canada.  In  the 
confectionery  and  fruit  stores  of  European  cities 
this  delicious  fruit  is  offered  for  sale  in  sealed 
cans,  almost  as  perfect  in  fiavor  as  though  just 
taken  from  the  trees :  and  peach  brandy,  with 
its  rich,  fruity  aroma,  is  now  taking  the  place 
of  the  more  expensive  foreign  brandies. 

Peaches  grow  in  the  Middle,  Western,  and 
Southern  States,  but  attain  perfection  in  fla¬ 
vor,  size,  and  color  nowhere  as  in  the  penin¬ 
sula  composed  of  the  Maryland  counties  on  the 
eastern  shore  of  the  Chesapeake  Bay  and  the 
State  of  Delaware — a  tract  of  land  in  the  em¬ 
brace  of  three  great  bodies  of  salt-water,  and 
consequently  subject  to  peculiar  climatic  influ¬ 
ences.  The  middle  and  southern  portions  of 
this  peninsula  constitute  the  great  orchard  of 
this  country,  and  may  be  said  to  supply  with 
peaches  the  principal  markets  of  the  world. 
By  reference  to  the  map  we  will  see  that  this 
favored  locality  is  in  a  latitude  a  little  higher 
than  that  of  the  fruitful  land  of  Persia,  of  which 


the  peach  is  said  to  be  a  native  ;  but  the  modi- 
fyi'ig  influence  of  the  Atlantic,  in  conjunction 
with  the  Delaware  and  Chesapeake  bays,  tem¬ 
pers  the  extremes  of  both  heat  and  cold  to  such 
a  degree  that  all  semi-tropical  fruits  and  plants 
flourish  luxuriantly.  Every  breeze,  from  the 
gentle  zephyr  to  the  sea-born  hurricane,  is 
laden  with  saline  particles  that  carry  destruc¬ 
tion  to  all  the  pestilent  insect  tribes  that  prey 
upon  the  fruit  and  the  trees. 

A  general  description  of  the  peach  region 
will  fail  to  give  the  uninitiated  a  clear  idea  of 
the  fruit,  in  its  almost  boundless  profusion. 
We  may  see,  from  the  highlands  of  the  Dela¬ 
ware,  steamer  after  steamer  passing  with  their 
burden  of  peaches.  Winding  along  the  river 
banks,  ^he  railroad  is  ever  noisy,  during  the 
season,  with  its  long  trains  of  peach  cars,  that 
keep  the  atmosphere  redolent  with  fruity  odors 
suggestive  of  the  Edens  whence  they  came. 

This  is,  however,  but  a  hint  of  the  magni¬ 
tude  of  the  peach  interest.  To  realize  it  we 
must  see  it  with  our  own  eyes,  and  become,  as 
it  were,  a  part  of  it.  Therefore,  declining  to 
take  passage  in  either  cars  or  steamer,  we  tvill 
drive  down  in  our  own  carriage,  so  that  we  may 
visit  those  interesting  portions  of  the  country 
remote  from  the  highways  of  travel. 

You  are  an  old  traveler,  and  therefore  not 
unmindful  of  the  comforts  by  the  way.  Hotels  ? 
Yes,  there  are  comfortable  hotels  in  the  more 
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important  towns  throughout  the  district,  but 
as  we  may  not  pass  through  the  large  towns  we 
shall  find  only  a  few  taverns,  scattered  here  and 
there  at  long  intervals.  But  we  shall  not  want 
accommodations  where  the  planters,  and  more 
important  citizens,  keep  up  the  old-fashioned 
hospitality  that  opens  the  front-door  to  the  re¬ 
spectable  stranger,  and  makes  him  feel  that  he 
is  welcome  to  the  best  the  house  affords. 

We  leave  the  city  of  Wilmington  enveloped 
in  the  smoke  of  her  factories  and  machine- 
shops,  take  a  last  look  at  the  distant  blue  hills 
of  the  Brandywine  and  the  Delaware  high¬ 
lands,  marking  the  course  of  those  rivers,  and 
bowl  along  the  charming  river  road  to  New 
Castle — the  old  New  Castle  of  the  original 
Swedish  settlers,  that  has  fallen  so  far  short  of 
their  expectations  of  a  great  commercial  centre 
— the  metropolis  of  the  New  World.  Through 
the  old  town  we  pass,  without  stopping  to  ex¬ 
amine  its  venerable  institutions,  its  court-house, 
its  ancient  church,  its  jail,  with  the  whipping¬ 
posts  lifting  their  cruel  heads  above  the  wall  of 
the  jail-yard,  and  proceed  directly  to  Delaware 
City,  twenty  miles  south  of  the  Pennsylvania 
line. 

Here  we  enter  the  peach  region,  and  find  a 
light,  loamy  soil,  free  from  field -s!one  and 
gravel. 

We  first  call  at  the  mansion  of  the  late  Peach 
King,  Major  Philip  Eeybold.  The  good  old 
gentleman  has  been  gathered  to  his  fathers,  but 
his  courteous  son  will  welcome  ns,  and  show  us 
the  magnificent  plantation  of  a  thousand  or 
more  acres,  now  in  the  highest  condition  of  fer¬ 
tility,  and  abounding  in  wealth  of  fruits  and 
grains. 

From  the  observatory  on  the  mansion  we 
overlook  the  Delaware  Eiver  and  the  bay  for 
many  miles  ;  see  the  old  Fort  Delaware,  with 
its  bristling  guns ;  look  across  to  Salem,  New 


Jersey,  and  many  other  towns  and  villages 
along  the  shores.  Turning  from  the  water, 
we  see,  clustering  around  the  mansion  farm,  the 
beautiful  homes  of  the  Major’s  several  sons  and 
daughters,  each  dwelling  an  architectural  mod¬ 
el,  and  every  farm  in  the  highest  state  of  cultiva¬ 
tion,  symmetrically  divided  into  fields  by  hand¬ 
some  fences,  and  bounded  by  green  hedges. 
Orchards  of  different  fruits  cover  a  large  pro¬ 
portion  of  the  surrounding  country,  and  a  vine¬ 
yard,  not  far  away,  is  loaded  with  purple  clus¬ 
ters. 

Half  a  century  since,  this  whole  neighbor¬ 
hood  was  an  uninclosed  wilderness,  deemed  un¬ 
fit  for  agricultural  purposes.  The  Major  pur¬ 
chased  a  large  tract,  at  a  price  almost  nominal, 
gathered  all  the  laboring  force  he  could  com¬ 
mand,  broke  up  the  ground,  fertilized  it  by  a 
clover  sward,  planted  peach-trees,  and  culti¬ 
vated  them  for  a  couple  of  years,  when  they 
commenced  bearing  their  great  crops. 

The  peaches  \^ere  first  sent  to  the  Philadel¬ 
phia  market  in  sail-boats,  but  all  the  small 
boats  that  could  be  procured  were  unequal  to 
the  transportation  in  the  second  year  of  bear¬ 
ing.  Steamers  were  chartered- — others  pur¬ 
chased  ;  new  and  more  distant  markets  were 
supplied,  including  New  York,  Albany,  Boston, 
and  the  principal  towns  of  New  England  and 
Canada. 

Yet  thousands  of  baskets  remained  unpicked 
in  the  orchards.  The  ruling  price  for  the  best, 
in  the  Philadelphia  market,  was  little  over  a 
quarter  of  a  dollar  the  basket.  They  became 
a  drug,  and  at  one  time  a  cargo  of  eight  thou¬ 
sand  baskets  could  not  be  sold  at  ten  cents  the 
basket.  As  a  measure  of  relief  the  whole  were 
thrown  into  the  river. 

Proceeding  to  Middletown,  we  pass  through  a 
continuous  orchard,  or  a  succession  of  orchards 
that  seem  to  be  one  vast  whole,  the  trees  every 
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where  bending  or  broken  with  their  loads  of 
high-colored  fruit.  Middletown  is  on  the  Del¬ 
aware  Railroad,  and  is  the  central  station  in 
New  Castle  County.  On  the  track  there  is  a 
train  of  fifteen  cars  waiting  for  the  day’s  pick¬ 
ings.  Each  car  carries  about  five  hundred 
baskets  ;  and  although  early  in  the  morning, 
the  peach  teams  are  already  coming  in  from  all 
directions.  This  fruit  is  destined  for  the  New 
York  and  Boston  markets.  But  a  small  por¬ 
tion  of  the  Delaware  peach  crop  is  sent  to  Phil¬ 
adelphia,  or  the  inferior  markets  in  the  vicinity. 

Erom  Middletown  to  Townsend,  where  an¬ 
other  peach  train  is  waiting,  the  whole  avail¬ 
able  country  is  planted  with  peach-trees.  The 
ordinary  farm  crops  appear  to  be  neglected, 
W'hile  the  labor  is  wholly  devoted  to  gather¬ 
ing  and  marketing  the  fruit.  In  the  alluvial 
table-lands  of  this  neighborhood  the  peach-tree 
finds  all  the  elements  for  the  production  of  fruit. 
It  is  new  soil,  and  the  trees  are  exempt  from 
disease,  and  from  such  insects  as  render  peach 
growing  so  precarious  in  other  sections  equally 
favored  by  climate. 

The  orchardist  is  generally  satisfied  with  a 
yield  of  three  or  four  baskets  of  marketable 
fruit  from  each  tree ;  but  here  the  average  is 
seven  to  eight  baskets  from  mature  trees,  and 
many  orchards  give  even  more. 

The  vineyards  of  France  and  the  orange 
groves  of  Southern  Italy  are  associated  in  our 
minds  with  pictures  of  natural  beauty  of  the 
most  pleasing  character,  and  with  all  the  ro¬ 
mance  incident  to  a  voluptuous  climate.  But 
neither  vineyard  nor  orange  grove  can  compare 
in  grace  of  foliage  or  brilliancy  of  fruit  with  a 
Delaware  peach  orchard,  its  massed  fruit  in  the 
last  condition  of  maturity.  And  the  pickers ! 
It  is  contrast  of  gay  colors  that  gives  the  dress 
of  the  European  peasant  its  picturesque  beauty. 
Here,  in  the  motley  crowd  of  peach  pickers,  we 
have  all  colors  in  dress,  and  every  shade  of  com¬ 
plexion,  from  the  Caucasian  red  and  white  to 
the  African  ebony.  Every  style  of  dress,  from 
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fashionable  garments  to  the  simplest  coverings 
of  nakedness.  The  dress  most  common  with 
the  men  is  a  red  flannel  shirt  and  pantaloons 
tied  around  the  waist  by  a  twine  string.  A 
few  have  hats  or  skull-caps,  and  others  have  no 
head-covering  but  the  mats  of  w'oolly  hair. 
Shoes  are  luxuries  reserved  for  full-dress  oc¬ 
casions,  or  only  worn  on  week-days  when  the 
sand-burs  are  so  plentiful  as  to  render  bare-feet 
walking  uncomfortable.  The  women  are  attired 
in  short  gown  and  petticoat,  with  a  bandana 
handkerchief  tied  about  the  head. 

The  orchards  increase  in  size  as  we  proceed 
southward.  Here  they  are  composed  of  from 
ten  thousand  to  one  hundred  thousand ,  trees 
each,  and  cover  from  fifty  to  one  thousand 
acres.  Parties  of  pickers,  called  “gangs,”  are 
placed  in  different  sections  of  the  large  orchards, 
and  though  completely  hidden  from  each  other 
by  the  low  branches,  their  whereabouts  may  be 
readily  ascertained  by  the  laughter  and  negro 
melodies  that  are  the  inseparable  belongings  to 
negro  parties. 

By  a  slight  detour  we  strike  the  Delaware 
and  Chesapeake  Canal,  the  northern  outlet  for 
the  products  of  the  Eastern  Shore  counties  of 
Maryland,  as  well  as  for  the  farms  along  its 
course  through  Delaware.  The  plantations 
along  the  canal,  and  those  extending  several 
tiers  back,  are  devoted  to  peaches.  There 
is  a  landing  on  every  farm,  besides  the  public 
landings  where  the  roads  cross  the  canal.  The 
boats  that  carry  the  fruit  are  drawn  by  four 
horses  or  mules,  and  have  capacities  for  from 
five  to  seven  thousand  baskets. 

A  boat  is  now  taking  on  its  freight,  W'hile 
thirty  or  more  wagons  are  waiting  their  turns 
to  unload.  The  whole  planked  platform  is 
crowded  with  tier  upon  tier  of  baskets  and 
boxes,  built  up  like  a  brick  waU.  An  unman¬ 
ageable  ox  team,  whose  driver  is  a  little  too 
anxious  to  await  his  turn,  has  pressed  close  up 
to  the  platform.  A  shout  intended  for  an¬ 
other  team  starts  this  one,  and  it  goes  crash- 
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ing  through  tlie  fnht,  breaking  and  trampling 
the  boxes  and  baskets.  Here  is  confusion !  A 
quarrel  and  a  free  fight,  settled  for  the  moment 
by  the  captain  calling  to  them  to  “  Quit  foolin’, 
and  give  a  han’  at  the  peaches.” 

All  the  pickers,  except  a  few  of  the  old  wo¬ 
men,  come  down  to  the  landing  with  the  last 
loads,  to  assist  in  the  culling  and  putting  the 
baskets  on  board  the  boat.  The  party  here, 
consisting  of  over  a  hundred  men,  women,  and 
children,  are  of  the  piebald  order;  but  the 
darkey  element  is  greatly  in  excess.  The  dark¬ 
eys  never  weary  so  long  as  there  is  exciting 
business  on  hand.  They  are  always  ready  for 
the  “fun  of  the  thing.”  Their  ceaseless  chat¬ 
ter,  witty  sallies,  loud  guffaws,  and  their  more 
melodious  camp-mee.ting  ditties,  give  a  liveli¬ 
ness  to  the  scene  quite  charming  to  the  stran¬ 
ger.  Long  before  a  wagon  comes  in  sight  it  is 
heralded  by  the  song  of  the  driver,  interlarded 
plentifully  with  “gee  wo”  and  “haw  buck” 
interludes. 

In  the  crowd  of  barefooted  darkeys  there  is 
one  merry  fellow  who  prides  himself  upon  his 
“home-made  smocksins,”  each  composed  of  a 
half  side  of  leather  tied  about  his  feet  and  an¬ 
kles  with  leather  thongs.  He  is  regarded  with 
much  favor  by  the  “cullud  ladies,”  to  whom 
he  addresses  many  complimentary  observations, 
set  with  high-sounding  words. 

About  twenty-five  thousand  baskets  are  daily 
carried  by  the  canal-boats  in  the  fiush  of  the 
season.  In  consequence  of  the  easy  motion 
and  free  ventilation  the  fruit  may  be  sent  from 


the  orchards  almost  perfectly  ripe,  and  conse¬ 
quently  commands  a  higher  price  than  that  sent 
by  ^■r'y  other  conveyance.  In  case,  however, 
of  stormy  weather,  they  may  be  so  long  detained 
on  the  passage  as  to  greatly  affect  the  value  of 
the  cargoes. 

All  along  the  tow-path,  in  our  drive  of  half 
a  dozen  miles,  we  notice  that  the  landings  are 
covered  with  peaches  and  the  attendant  teams, 
with  the  parties  waiting  to  put  the  fruit  on 
board.  This  is  the  universal  harvest,  and 
brings  money  to  the  purse  of  every  one  willing 
to  work,  plenty  to  every  home,  and  good  cheer 
to  every  board.  To  the  family  of  the  planter 
it  means  many  luxuries,  in  the  shape  of  pianos, 
new  carriages,  fast  horses,  and,  perhaps,  an  ad¬ 
ditional  farm  or  two. 

Kenton,  in  Kent  County,  is  the  next  point 
of  particular  interest,  as  we  are  invited  to  in¬ 
spect  the  fine  orchard  of  Mr.  Gercker  in  that 
vicinity.  We  drive  through  Smyrna,  renowned 
for  its  peaches  rather  than  its  figs.  Blackbird, 
and  a  number  of  places  that  have  names  sug¬ 
gestive  of  importance,  but  are,  in  reality,  most¬ 
ly  cross-roads,  with  the  never-failing  blacksmith- 
shop,  or  the  combined  store  and  groggery. 

We  pass  orchard  after  orchard,  wailed  in 
from  the  road  by  the  impenetrable  osage  orange 
hedge  that  here  grows  luxuriantlJ^  The  coun¬ 
try  is  nearly  level,  and  the  roads  so  straight 
that  we  look  before  us  away  to  where  the  lines 
of  green  converge  to  a  point.  A  level  road  is 
monotonous,  and  the  miles  seem  to  stretch  to 
greater  lengths  than  when  the  country  is  diversi- 
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fied  with  hill  and  dale,  and  rendered  lifelike 
and  cheerful  by  dancing  streams. 

But  here  is  “  Gercker’s  and  the  first  sight 
shows  that  it  is  a  model  peach  farm.  We  take 
a  hird’s-eye  view  of  the  thousand  acres,  and 
note  the  order  and  neatness  of  the  plantation, 
laid  out  in  square  fields  of  one  hundred  acres 
each.  The  buildings  are  located  in  the  central 
part  of  the  only  field  not  planted  with  peach- 
trees.  A  silver  thread  of  water  winds  around 
the  southern  boundary,  toward  which  the  ground 
inclines.  All  other  parts  appear  to  be  as  level 
as  a  floor.  The  Delaware  Railroad  is  within 
sight,  and  the  station  whence  the  fruit  is  shipped 
is  marked  by  two  large  white  tents,  used  by  the 
employes  while  attending  to  the  shipment  of 
the  peaches. 

The  trees  are  planted  in  parallel  rows  about 
eight  paces  apart,  and  from  our  perch  upon  the 
top  of  a  high  gate-post  we  look  down  upon  a 
section  of  the  orchard  in  full  hearing,  extend¬ 
ing  from  near  the  house  to  the  distance  of  over 
a  mile.  The  branches  of  the  trees  are  inter¬ 
woven  like  intricate  lace-work,  yet  preserving 
the  distinct  outlines  by  the  color  of  the  fruit. 
Here  is  a  row  of  deep  red  fruit  nestled  amidst 
the  green  foliage  that  discloses  the  beauty  it 
seems  striving  to  hide.  There,  side  by  side, 
run  a  couple  of  rows  of  creamy  white  fruit, 
and  still  another  with  a  wealth  of  golden-col¬ 
ored  specimens,  all  ripe  and  tempting.  We  go 
down  into  the  orchards  for  a  closer  view  and  a 
taste  of  the  lavish  abundance  of  delicious  fruit. 
Standing  at  the  entrance  gate  we  look  down 
the  green  aisles,  arched  by  the  laden  boughs 
and  carpeted  by  fallen  fruit.  Is  not  the  appe¬ 
tite  appalled  by  such  superfluities  of  the  richest 
fruit?  Such  a  mass  of  wasting  sweetness  as 
would  suffice  the  uses  of  a  city !  Does  not  the 
eye  weary  of  contrasts  of  bright  colors,  and  ap¬ 
petizing  suggestions  indefinitely  multiplied  ? 

Passing  down  the  rows  we  pluck  a  white 
peach  from  the  tree  ;  it  is  large  and  round,- 
with  a  delicate  blush  just  perceptible  on  on^ 


downy  cheek.  We  bite  into  the  mellow  flesh, 
and  find  it  a  perfumed  confection  !  Can  the 
taste  be  more  completely  satisfied?  We  step 
across  to  where  the  trees  display,  as  though  on 
exhibition,  specimens  of  monstrous  size,  each  a 
“blotch  of  red  upon  a  cloth  of  gold.”  We 
pick  one  of  the  largest  from  the  ground ;  it  had 
fallen  from  a  topmost  branch,  where  the  sun 
painted  it  in  brighter  colors,  and  the  free  at¬ 
mosphere  invested  it  with  all  the  perfect  fruit 
essentials.  The  flesh  is  plethoric  with  honeyed 
juices  more  refined  than  the  sugared  specimen 
plucked  from  the  tree.  We  realize  that  “the 
perfect  fruit  grows  on  the  topmost  branch;” 
and  growing  epicurean,  hereafter  select  only 
such  as  occupy  the  most  favorable  positions  on 
the  tree.  W e  gather  a  dozen  such,  and  sit  down 
to  enjoy  them  at  our  leisure.  We  inquire  of  a 
sleek  -  looking  darkey  near  if  the  fruit  will 
make  us  sick.  His  reply  is  assuring.  “Lord, 
marster,  the  more  you  eat  the  better ;  we  gets 
fat  on  ’em.” 

Eurther  on  we  meet  a  gang  of  pickers.  Each 
gang  is  composed  of  fifteen  men  and  a  captain. 
No  women  are  employed  on  this  plantation. 
The  average  number  of  baskets  picked  to  the 
hand  is  about  seventy ;  where  the  women  are 
employed  they  pick  about  fifty  baskets  each 
day. 

Eew  of  the  pickers  in  the  large  orchards  are 
residents  of  the  neighborhood.  They  come 
down  to  the  orchards  in  the  beginning  of  the 
season,  in  parties  large  and  small,  from  the  un¬ 
known  resorts  to  which  the  homeless  congre¬ 
gate  to  pass  the  winter,  from  the  back  lanes  of 
the  cities,  and  from  the  hospitals  and  alms¬ 
houses,  generally  presenting  the  lean,  ragged 
appearance  of  semi-starvation.  They  engage 
to  pick  by  the  day,  with  hoard  or  half  board 
considered  as  a  part  of  the  wages.  The  ex- 
pei'ienced  prefer  half  board,  which  consists  of  a 
single  meal — a  dinner  of  unlimited  salt  pork 
and  johnny-cake,  peaches  being  substituted  for 
’the  other  meals.  The  healthful  qualities  of  a 
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fruit  diet  are  evidenced  in  the  improved  phys¬ 
ical  condition  of  the  pickers,  who  gain  near  a 
pound  in  weight  each  day.  An  excursion  to 
the  orchards,  and  a  residence  there  of  from 
four  to  six  weeks,  is,  to  this  class  of  persons, 
equivalent  to  a  summer  at  a  fashionable  water¬ 
ing-place  for  the  bon  ton.  Each  gang  is  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  wagon  drawn  by  four  horses  or 
mules,  and  attended  by  three  men,  who  load 
up  the  baskets  and  unload  them  at  the  station. 
The  wagons  carry  from  ninety  to  one  hundred 
and  ten  baskets  to  the  load,  and  the  teams  are 
kept  on  the  trot.  Eleven  such  teams  are  used 
on  this  plantation. 

Wandering  at  our  own  sweet  will  through 
ihe  orchard,  our  olfactory  nerves  were  saluted 
by  strong  alcoholic  odors,  whereby  we  inferred 
the  neighborhood  of  a  peach  brandy  still.  We 
found  it  in  a  secluded  spot  on  the  margin  of 
the  livulet.  Here,  in  the  midst  of  great  piles 
of  iieaches  in  all  conditions,  from  uncolored 
immaturity  to  rottenness,  was  a  fellow  who 
“  did  not  Uke  peaches.”  The  sour  smells,  the 
swarms  of  wasps  and  flies  blackening  the  fer¬ 
menting  messes,  led  us  to  believe  he  spoke  the 
truth. 

The  distillery  is  a  building  of  modest  archi¬ 
tectural  pretensions,  being  extemporized  for 
the  purpose  from  an  old  negro  shanty.  Five 
hundred  gallons  of  brandy  are  daily  manufac¬ 
tured,  which  commands  ready  sale  at  a  good 
price. 

A  number  of  loafers  are  gathered  about  the 
still,  presenting  a  scene,  if  picturesque,  not  at 


all  ornamental  nor  useful.  .  They  are  without 
business  here,  and  hang  around  as  though 
charmed  by  the  smell  of  the  liquor,  practically 
caricaturing  Tom  Moore’s  beautiful  story  of 
the  Peri  watching  for  glimpses  of  the  glory  be¬ 
yond  the  golden  gates  of  Paradise,  and  listen¬ 
ing  enchanted  to  the  heavenly  music. 

The  great  bell  at  the  mansion  announces  the 
dinner  hour,  and  we  hasten  to  the  main  en¬ 
trance  to  see  the  gangs,  commanded  by  their 

Stains,  file  past  in  military  order.  The  white 
rders  take  their  places  around  stationary 
tables,  while  the  darkeys  find  accommodations 
on  boxes  and  baskets  outside.  The  system  of 
social  equality  is  not  yet  in  perfect  working  or¬ 
der,  and,  strange  to  say,  the  objection  is  as 
strong  with  the  darkeys  as  with  the  whites. 

Sambo  takes  his  hunk  of  salt  pork  in  one 
hand  and  his  johnny-cake  in  the  other,  and  dis¬ 
patches  them  with  as  much  relish  as  though 
they  were  dainties,  enlivening  the  meal  by 
spicy  conversation,  the  jolliest  of  jokes,  and  the 
loudest  laughter,  while  his  white  compeers  get 
through  the  meal  in  silence.  Who  says  Nature 
has  been  niggardly  in  gifts  to  the  darkey?  He 
is  endowed  with  a  happy  disposition,  a  spirit 
of  contentment,  that  renders  his  life  a  continual 
pleasure  under  all  disadvantages  of  race  ,  and 
color. 

Among  the  pickers  are  two  fiddlers  and  a 
portion  of  a  brass  band.  The  instruments  are 
brought  out  after  supper  on  fair  evenings,  and 
the  resident  party  is  enlarged  by  acquisitions 
from  the  whole  neighborhood.  A  description 
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will  convey  to  the  reader  but  an  imperfect  idea 
of  one  of  the  extemporized  “  balls,”  as  they  are 
here  termed.  The  musicians,  with  six  pieces, 
occupy  seats  on  the  dining-table.  A  crowd  of 
some  hundred  persons  of  all  colors  gathers  in 
the  yard,  and  awaits  the  signal  for  the  dance. 
At  the  first  few  notes  the  figures  are  made  up 
with  cheerful  activity,  and  the  dancing  begins. 
The  excitement  grow'S  with  the  exercise,  the 
music  becomes  more  lively,  and  the  lithe  limbs, 
forgetful  of  the  day’s  toil,  move  with  ease  and 
natural  grace.  The  dancers,  hatless,  coatless, 
barefoot,  continue  in  silence  for  a  time.  Pres¬ 
ently  a  shout  is  heard  ;  another,  faster !  faster ! 
The  music  is  quickened,  they  leap  and  shout  as 
if  possessed,  the  spectators  catch  the  inspira¬ 
tion,  and  rush  in.  The  hours  fly  unheeded, 
and  the  revelers  are  startled  to  hear  the  horn 
sounding  the  hour  of  bedtime. 

In  the  early  morning,  just  as  the  birds  in  the 
green  hedges  begin  to  make  the  air  vocal,  we 
start  for  Dover,  the  State  capital,  and  the  cen¬ 
tre  of  the  finest  peach  district  in  the  world. 
The  air  is  balmy,  the  sky  serene,  and  the  little 
woman,  catching  inspiration  from  the  birds, 


bursts  forth  into  song,  to  which  the  darkeys  on 
the  I'oad  stop  to  listen  so  long  as  we  are  in 
sight.  We  are  continually  meeting  darkeys  on 
their  way  to  the  orchards.  Sometimes  the  wo¬ 
men  carry  their  young  babies,  while  other  chil¬ 
dren  toddle  on  behind.  We  inquired  what  they 
did  with  their  babies  while  they  were  picking 
peaches.  “  Oh,  we  take  the  other  chil’en  along 
to  nus  ’em.” 

The  rapid  advance  in  the  price  of  real  estate 
has,  within  a  few  years,  made  many  fortunes. 
Twenty  years  since  the  ruling  price  was  from 
five  to  ten  dollars  per  acre  in  the  “forest,” 
graded  according  to  the  value  of  the  cord-wood 
and  timber.  It  now  presents  no  signs  of  its 
former  wild  appearance,  but  is  highly  improved 
by  tillage  and  good  inclosures.  Handsome 
residences  and  tasteful  grounds  indicate  com¬ 
fort  and  culture,  and  the  fields  on  every  hand 
teem  with  luxuriant  crops.  The  land  is  gen¬ 
erally  now  valued  at  one  hundred  times  its 
original  cost,  and  the  profits  of  a  well-man¬ 
aged  peach  orchard  will  pay  the  advanced  price 
in  a  few  years. 

The  provident  little  woman  has  arranged 
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such  toothsome  fare  that  we  prefer  to  lunch 
picnic  fashion,  out  of  doors,  under  the  welcome 
shade  of  a  way-side  tree.  The  snowy  cloth  is 
spread  by  a  cool  spring  or  rivulet ;  Rena,  our 
trusty  little  horse,  released  from  harness  to 
pick  the  herbage,  never  strays  far  away.  Aft¬ 
er  lunch  we  read  or  sketch,  and  the  rustics  on 
the  road  frequently  stop  to  ask  if  we  are  ped¬ 
dlers  ! 

At  Dover  is  a  large  distillery  and  three 
canning  establishments,  capable  of  preparing 
twenty-five  thousand  cans  of  peaches  a  day. 
The  canning  houses  of  Richardson  and  Robins 
are  the  most  complete,  and  are  worked  by 
steam,  so  far  as  is  practicable. 

In  the  paring -room,  where  two  hundred 
hands  are  employed,  monster  fans  are  suspend¬ 
ed  from  the  ceiling  and  worked  by  steam,  keep¬ 
ing  the  air  always  pleasantly  cool.  The  cans 
are  made  by  steam,  the  fruit  distributed,  car¬ 
ried  to  the  boilers,  and  cooked  by  steam. 

This  firm  prepares  fruit  and  vegetables  most¬ 
ly  for  European  consumption,  and  have  more 
orders  from  abroad  than  they  are  able  to  fill. 


From  Dover  the  railroad  carries  a  daily  av¬ 
erage  of  ten  thousand  baskets,  while  three  large 
steamers  ply  between  its  port  at  Mahon  and 
New  York  city  during  the  season,  and  are 
unequal  to  the  freight.  To-day,  hundreds  of 
baskets  are  left  on  the  wharf  to  perish,  or  to 
be  sold  to  the  distillers  at  a  very  low  price. 
Yet  the  loaded  wagons  still  come  to  the  land¬ 
ing,  and  a  mile  away  we  see  clouds  of  dust  in¬ 
dicating  the  speed  by  which  the  driver  hopes 
to  get  on  board  his  last  load. 

The  trees  in  this  vicinity  are  large,  and  en¬ 
dure  to  a  great  age.  An  orchard  outside  the 
limits  of  the  town,  planted  upward  of  half  a 
century  since,  still  bears  fruit.  We  measured 
one  patriarchal  tree,  bending  under  its  load  of 
delicious  Early  Yorks,  that  was  forty-seven 
inches  around  the  trunk,  while  its  branches 
spread  over  a  diameter  of  forty-two  feet. 

At  some  future  time  we  will  be  pleased  to 
continue  our  pleasant  drive  down  through  the 
peninsula  to  the  ocean,  and  inspect  the  remain¬ 
ing  sources  of  the  great  fruit  supply  of  one  hun¬ 
dred  and  fifty  thousand  baskets  a  day. 


FKEDEEICK 

X.— THE  INVASION  OF  BOHEMIA,  AND 
THE  RETREAT. 

HE  correspondence  carried  on  between 
Frederick  and  Voltaire,  and  their  mutual 
comments,  very  clearly  reveal  the  relations  ex¬ 
isting  between  these  remarkable  men.  Frede¬ 
rick  was  well  aware  that  the  eloquent  pen  of 
the  great  dramatist  and  historian  could  give 
him  celebrity  throughout  Europe.  Voltaire 
was  keenly  alive  to  the  consideration  that  the 
friendship  of  a  monarch  could  secure  to  him  po¬ 
sition  and  opulence.  And  yet  each  privately 
spoke  of  the  other  very  contemptuously,  while 
in  the  correspondence  which  passed  between 
them  they  professed  for  each  other  the  highest 
esteem  and  afiection.  Frederick  wrote  from 
Berlin  as  follows  to  Voltaire : 

“  October  T,  1743. 

“My  dear  Voltaire, — France  has  been 
considered  thus  far  as  the  asylum  of  unfortu¬ 
nate  monarchs.  I  wish  that  my  capital  should 
become  the  temple  of  great  men.  Come  to 
it  then,  my  dear  Voltaire,  and  give  whatever 
orders  can  tend  to  render  a  residence  in  it 
agreeable  to  you.  My  wish  is  to  please  you,  and 
wishing  this,  my  intention  is  to  enter  entirely 
into  your  views. 

“Choose  whatever  apartment  in  our  house 
you  like.  Regulate  yourself  all  that  you  want, 
either  for  comfort  or  luxury.  Make  your  ar¬ 
rangements  in  such  a  way  as  that  you  may  be 
happy  and  comfortable,  and  leave  it  to  me  to 
provide  for  the  rest.  You  will  be  always  en¬ 
tirely  free,  and  master  to  choose  your  own 
way  of  life.  My  only  pretension  is,  to  enchain 
you  by  friendship  and  kindness. 

“You  will  have  passports  for  the  post-horses, 
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and  whatever  else  yon  may  ask.  I  hope  to  see 
you  on  Wednesday.  I  shall  then  profit  by  the 
few  moments  of  leisure  which  remain  to  me, 
to  enlighten  myself  by  the  blaze  of  your  power¬ 
ful  genius.  I  entreat  you  to  believe  I  shall  al¬ 
ways  be  the  same  toward  you.  Adieu.  ” 

Voltaire  has  given  a  detailed  account  of  the 
incidents  connected  with  this  visit  to  his  Prus¬ 
sian  majesty.  It  is  a  humiliating  exhibition 
of  the  intrigues  and  insincerity  which  animated 
the  prominent  actors  in  those  scenes. 

“The  public  affairs  in  France,”  writes  Vol¬ 
taire,  “continued  in  as  bad  a  state  after  the 
death  of  cardinal  de  Fleury  as  during  the  last 
two  years  of  his  administration.  The  house 
of  Austria  rose  again  from  its  ashes.  France 
was  cruelly  pressed  upon  by  that  power  and  by 
England.  No  other  resource  remained  to  us 
but  the  chance  of  regaining  the  king  of  Prus¬ 
sia,  who,  having  drawn  us  into  the  war,  had 
abandoned  us  as  soon  as  it  was  convenient  to 
himself  so  to  do.  It  was  thought  advisable 
under  these  circumstances  that  I  should  be 
sent  to  that  monarch  to  sound  his  intentions, 
and,  if  possible,  persuade  him  to  avert  the  storm 
which,  after  it  had  first  fallen  on  us,  would  be 
sure,  sooner  or  later,  to  fall  from  Vienna  upon 
him.  We  also  wished  to  secure  from  him  the 
loan  of  a  hundred  thousand  men,  with  the  as¬ 
surance  that  he  could  thus  better  secure  to 
himself  Silesia.  ^ 

“  The  minister  for  foreign  aflfairs  was  charged 
to  hasten  my  departure.  A  pretext,  however, 
was  necessary.  I  took  that  of  my  quarrel  with 
the  bishop  Mirepoix.  I  wrote  accordingly  to 
the  king  of  Prussia  that  I  could  no  longer  eu- 
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dure  the  persecutions  of  this  monk,  and  that 
■  I  should  take  refuge  under  the  protection  of  a 
philosophical  sovereign,  far  from  the  disputes 
of  this  bigot.  When  I  arrived  at  Berlin  the 
lung  lodged  me  in  his  palace,  as  he  had  done 
in  my  former  journeys.  He  then  led  the  same 
sort  of  life  which  he  had  always  done  since  he 
came  to  the  throne.  He  rose  at  five  in  summer 
and  six  in  winter.*  A  single  servant  came  to 
light  his  fire,  to  dress  and  shave  him.  Indeed, 
he  dressed  himself  almost  without  any  assist¬ 
ance.  His  bedroom  was  a  handsome  one.  A 
rich  and  highly  ornamented  balustrade  of  silver 
inclosed  apparently  a  bed  hung  with  curtains, 
but  behind  the  curtains,  instead  of  a  bed,  there 
was  a  library.  As  for  the  royal  couch,  it  was  a 
wretched  truckle-bed,  with  a  thin  mattress,  be¬ 
hind  a  screen,  in  one  corner  of  the  room. 
Marcus  Aurelius  and  Julian,  his  favorite  he¬ 
roes,  and  the  greatest  men  among  the  stoics, 
were  not  worse  lodged.  ” 

The  king  devoted  himself  very  energetically 

*  Voltaire  is  proverbially  inaccurate  in  details.  It 
was  the  king’s  invariable  custom  to  rise  at  four  in 
summer  and  six  in  winter. 


to  business  during  the  morning,  and  reviewed  his 
troops  at  eleven  o’clock.  He  dined  at  twelve. 

“After  dinner,”  writes  Voltaire,  “the  king 
retired  alone  into  his  cabinet,  and  made  verses 
till  five  or  six  o’clock.  A  concert  commenced 
at  seven,  in  which  the  king  performed  on  the 
flute  as  well  as  the  best  musician.  The  pieces 
of  music  executed  were  also  often  of  the  king’s 
composition.  On  the  days  of  public  ceremo¬ 
nies  he  exhibited  great  magnificence.  It  was 
a  fine  spectacle  to  see  him  at  table,  surrounded 
by  twenty  princes  of  the  empire,  served  on  the 
most  beautiful  gold  plate  in  Europe,  and  at¬ 
tended  by  thirty  handsome  pages,  and  as  many 
young  heyducs,  superbly  dressed,  and  carrying 
great  dishes  of  massive  gold.  After  these 
banquets  the  court  attended  the  opera  in  the 
great  theatre,  three  hundred  feet  long.  The 
most  admirable  singers,  and  the  best  dancers, 
were  at  this  time  in  the  pay  of  the  king  of 
Prussia.” 

Voltaire  seems  to  have  formed  a  very  differ¬ 
ent  estimate  of  his  own  diplomatic  abilites 
from  those  expressed  by  the  king  of  Prussia. 
V oltaire  writes : 
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“In  the  midst  of  fetes,  operas,  and  suppers, 
my  secret  negotiation  advanced.  The  king  al¬ 
lowed  me  to  speak  to  him  on  all  subjects.  I 
often  Intermingled  questions  respecting  France 
and  Austria,  in  conversations  relating  to  the 
.®neid  and  Livy.  The  discussion  was  some¬ 
times  very  animated.  At  length  the  king  said 
to  me:  ‘Let  France  declare  war  against  En¬ 
gland,  and  I  will  march.’  This  was  all  I  de¬ 
sired.  I  returned  as  quickly  as  possible  to 
the  court  of  France.  I  gave  them  the  same 
hopes  which  I  had  myself  been  led  to  enter¬ 
tain  at  Berlin,  and  which  did  not  prove  delu¬ 
sive.” 

The  fact  was,  that  the  diplomacy  of  Voltaire 
had  probably  not  the  slightest  influence  in  guid¬ 
ing  the  action  of  the  king.  Frederick  had  be¬ 
come  alarmed  in  view  of  the  signal  successes 
of  the  armies  of  Maria  Theresa,  under  her 
brother-in-law,  prince  Charles  of  Lorraine. 
Several  Austrian  generals,  conspicuous  among 
whom  was  marshal  Traun,  were  developing 
great  military  ability.  The  armies  of  Austria 
had  conquered  Bohemia  and  Bavaria.  The 
French  troops,  discomfited  in  many  battles,  had 
been  compelled  to  retreat  to  the  western  banks 
of  the  Rhine,  vigorously  pursued  by  prince 
Charles.  The  impotent  emperor  Charles  Al¬ 
bert,  upon  whom  France  had  placed  the  im¬ 
perial  crown  of  Germany,  was  driven  from  his 
hereditary  realm,  and  the  heart-broken  man,  in 
poverty  and  powerlessness,  was  an  emperor  but 
in  name.  It  was  evident  that  Maria  The¬ 
resa  was  gathering  her  strength  to  reconquer 
Silesia.  She  had  issued  a  decree  that  the 
elector  of  Bavaria  was  not  legitimately  chosen 
emperor.  It  was  very  manifest  that  her  rapid¬ 
ly  increasing  influence  would  soon  enable  her 
to  dethrone  the  unfortunate  Charles  Albert, 
and  to  place  the  imperial  crown  upon  the  brow 
of  her  husband. 

Under  these  circumstances  it  was  evidently 
impossible  for  Frederick  to  retain  Silesia,  un¬ 
less  he  could  again  rally  France  and  other  pow¬ 
ers  to  his  aid.  It  was  always  easv  to  rouse 
France  against  England,  its  hereditary  foe. 
Thus  influenced,  Frederick,  early  in  the  spring 
of  1744,  entered  into  a  new  alliance  with  France 
and  the  emperor  Charles  Albert  against  Ma¬ 
ria  Theresa.  The  two  marriages  which  he 
had  so  adroitly  consummated  constrained  Rus¬ 
sia  and  Sweden  to  neutrality.  While  France 
by  the  new  treaty,  was  engaged  to  assail  with 
the  utmost  energy,  under  the  leadership  of  Louis 
NV.  himself,  the  triumphant  Austrian  columns 
upon  the  Rhine,  Frederick,  at  the  head  of  one 
hundred  thousand  troops,  was  to  drive  the  Aus¬ 
trians  out  of  Bohemia,  and  reseat  Charles  Al¬ 
bert  upon  his  hereditary  throne.  For  this 
service  Frederick  was  to  receive  from  the  Bo¬ 
hemian  king  three  important  principalities  with 
their  central  fortresses,  near  upon  the  borders 
of  Silesia. 

The  shrewd  foresight  of  Frederick,  and  his 
rapidly  developing  military  ability,  had  kept 
his  army  in  the  highest  state  of  discipline,  while 


his  magazines  were  abundantly  stored  with  all 
needful  supplies.  It  W'as  written  at  the  time : 

“Some  countries  take  six  months,  some 
twelve,  to  get  in  motion  for  war.  But  in  three 
weeks  Prussia  can  be  across  the  frontiers  and 
upon  the  throats  of  its  enemy.  Some  eoun- 
tries  have  a  longer  sword  than  Prussia.  But 
none  can  unsheath  it  so  soon.” 

Public  opinion  was  then  much  less  potent 
than  now  ;  still  it  was  a  power.  Frederick  had 
two  objects  in  view  in  again  drawing  the  sword. 
One  was  to  maintain  possession  of  Silesia,  which 
was  seriously  menaced ;  the  other  was  to  enlarge 
his  territory,  and  thus  to  strengthen  his  hold 
upon  his  new  conquest,  by  adding  to  Prussia  the 
three  important  Bohemian  principalities  of  Kb- 
niggratz,  Bunzlau,  and  Leitmeritz.  By  a  se¬ 
cret  treaty  he  had  seeured  the  surrender  of 
these  provinces  in  payment  for  the  assistance 
his  armies  might  furnish  the  allies ;  but  policy 
required  that  he  should  not  avow  his  real 
motives.  He  therefore  issued  a  manifesto,  in 
which  he  falsely  stated : 

“His  Prussian  majesty  requires  nothing  for 
himself.  He  has  taken  up  arms  simply  and 
solely  with  the  view  of  restoring  to  the  empire 
its  freedom,  to  the  emperor  his  imperial  crown, 
and  to  all  Europe  the  peace  which  is  so  desira¬ 
ble.” 

Frederick  published  his  manifesto  on  the 
10th  of  August,  1744.  Early  in  the  morning 
of  the  16th  he  set  out  from  Potsdam  upon  this 
new  military  expedition.  His  two  eldest  broth¬ 
ers,  Augustus  William,  prinee  of  Prussia,  and 
prince  Henry,  accompanied  him.  The  army 
entered  Bohemia  in  three  columns,  whose  con¬ 
centrated  force  amounted  to  nearly  one  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  men.  Frederick  in  person  led 
the  first  column,  the  old  prince  Leopold  the  sec¬ 
ond,  and  marshal  Schwerin  the  third.  March¬ 
ing  by  different  routes,  they  swept  all  opposi¬ 
tion  before  them.  On  the  4th  of  September  the 
eombined  army  appeared  before  the  walls  of 
Prague.  Here,  as  in  every  act  of  Frederick's 
life,  his  marvelous  energy  was  conspicuous. 

The  works  were  pushed  wdth  the  utmost  vig¬ 
or.  On  the  8th  the  siege  eannon  arrived ;  late 
in  the_  night  of  Wednesday,  the  9th,  they  w^ere 
in  position.  Immediately  they  opened  their  rap¬ 
id,  well-aimed,  deadly  fire  of  solid  shot  and 
shell  from  three  quarters — the  north,  the  west, 
and  the  east.  Frederick,  watching  the  bom¬ 
bardment  from  an  eminence,  was  much  exposed 
to  the  return  fire  of  the  Austrians.  He  called 
upon  others  to  take  eare  of  themselves,  but 
seemed  regardless  of  his  own  personal  safety. 
His  cousin,  prince  William,  and  a  page,  were 
both  struck  down  at  his  side  by  a  cannon-ball. 

On  the  16th  the  battered,  smouldering,  blood¬ 
stained  city  was  surrendered,  with  its  garrison 
of  sixteen  thousand  men.  The  prisoners  of 
war  were  marched  off  to  Frederick’s  strong 
places  in  the  north.  Prague  was  compelled  to 
take  the  oath  of  allegiance  to  the  emperor,  and 
to  pay  a  ransom  of  a  million  of  dollars.  Abund¬ 
ant  stores  of  provision  and  ammunition  were 
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found  in  the  city.  It  was  a  brilliant  opening 
of  the  campaign. 

The  impetnous  Erederick  made  no  delay  at 
Prague.  The  day  after  the  capture,  leaving 
five  thousand  men,  under  general  Einsiedel,  to 
garrison  the  city,  he  put  his  troops  in  motion, 
ascending  the  right  hank  of  the  Moldan.  It 
would  seem  that  he  was  about  to  march  boldly 
upon  Vienna.  Wagons  of  meal,  drawn  by  oxen, 
followed  the  army.  The  heavy  artillery  was  left 
behind.  The  troops  were  forced  along  as  rapid¬ 
ly  as  possible.  They  advanced  in  two  columns. 
One  was  led  by  Erederick,  and  the  other  by 
young  Leopold.  The  country  through  which 
they  passed  was  dreary,  desolate,  barren  in  the 
extreme — a  wild  waste  of  precipitous  rocks 
and  bogs  and  tangled  forest.  The  roads  were 
wretched.  No  forage  could  be  obtained.  The 
starved  oxen  wmre  continually  dropping,  ex¬ 
hausted,  by  the  way ;  the  path  of  the  army  was 
marked  by  their  carcasses. 

It  was  but  sixty  miles  from  Prague  to  Tabor. 
The  march  of  Frederick’s  division  led  through 
Kunraditz,  across  the  Sazawa  Eiver,  through 
Bistritz  and  Miltchin.  It  was  not  until  the 


ninth  day  of  their  toilsome  march  that  the 
steeples  of  Tahor  were  descried,  in  the  distant 
horizon,  on  its  high,  scarped  rock.  Here  both 
columns  united.  Half  of  the  draught  cattle  had 
perished  by  the  way,  and  half  of  the  wagons  had 
been  abandoned. 

The  prospects  of  Frederick  were  now  gloomy. 
The  bright  morning  of  the  campaign  had  dark¬ 
ened  into  a  stormy  day.  The  barren  region 
around  afforded  no  supplies.  The  inhabitants 
were  all  Catholics  ;  they  hated  the  heretics.  In¬ 
spired  by  their  priests,  they  fled  from  their  dwell¬ 
ings,  taking  with  them  or  destroying  every  thing 
which  could  aid  the  Prussian  army.  But  most 
annoying  of  all,  the  bold,  sagacious  chieftain, 
general  Bathyani,  with  hordes  of  Pandours 
which  could  not  be  counted — horsemen  who 
seemed  to  have  the  vitality  and  endurance  of 
centaurs — was  making  deadly  assaults  upon  ev¬ 
ery  exposed  point. 

“Such  a  swarm  of  hornets  as  darkens  the  very 
daylight!”  writes  Carlyle.  “Vain  to  scourge 
them  down,  to  burn  them  off  by  blaze  of  gun¬ 
powder  ;  they  fly  fast,  but  are  straightway  back 
again.  They  lurk  in  these  bushy  wildernesses. 
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scraggy  woods ;  no  foraging  possible,  unless 
whole  regiments  are  sent  out  to  do  it ;  you  can 
not  get  a  letter  safely  carried,  for  them.  ” 

Thus  Frederick  found  himself  in  a  barren, 
hostile  country,  with  a  starving  army,  inces¬ 
santly  assailed  by  a  determined  foe,  groping  his 
way  in  absolute  darkness,  and  with  the  great¬ 
est  difficulty  communicating  even  with  his  own 
divisions,  at  the  distance  of  but  a  few  leagues. 
He  knew  not  from  what  direction  to  anticipate 
attack,  or  how  formidable  might  be  his  assail¬ 
ants.  He  knew  not  whether  the  French,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Rhine,  had  abandoned  him  to 
his  own  resources,  or  were  marching  to  his  res¬ 
cue.  He  knew  that  they  were  as  supremely  de¬ 
voted  to  their  own  interests  as  he  was  to  his, 
and  that  they  would  do  nothing  to  aid  him,  un¬ 
less  by  so  doing  they  could  efficiently  benefit 
themselves. 

As  is  usual  under  such  circumstances,  a  quar¬ 
rel  arose  among  his  officers.  Young  Leopold 
proposed  one  plan,  marshal  Schwerin  another. 
They  were  both  bold,  determined  men.  Fred¬ 
erick  found  it  difficult  to'  keep  the  peace  be¬ 
tween  them.  It  was  now  October.  Winter, 
with  its  piercing  gales  and  ice  and  snow,  was 
fast  approaching.  It  was  necessary  to  seek  win¬ 
ter-quarters.  Frederick,  with  the  main  body  of 
his  army,  took  possession  of  Budweis,  on  the  up¬ 
per  Moldau.  A  detachment  was  stationed  at 
Neuhaus,  about  thirty  miles  northeast  of  Bud¬ 
weis. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  prince  Charles 
was  at  the  head  of  a  strong  Austrian  army,  on 
tlie  western  banks  of  the  Rhine.  It  numbered 
over  fifty  thousand  combatants.  The  king  of 
France  had  pledged  himself  to  press  them 
closely,  so  that  they  could  not  recross  the 
Rhine  and  rush  into  Bohemia  to  thwart  the  op¬ 
erations  of  Frederick  ;  but,  unfortunately,  Louis 
XV.  was  seized  with  a  malignant  fever,  which 
brought  him  near  to  the  grave.  Taking  advant¬ 
age  of  this,  prince  Charles,  on  the  night  of  the 
23d  of  August,  crossed  the  Rhine  with  his 
whole  army.  It  was  bright  moonlight,  so  that 
every  movement  was  as  visible  as  if  it  had  been 
made  by  day.  But  the  French  officers,  glad 
thus  to  be  rid  of  the  Austrian  army,  preferring 
much  that  Frederick  should  encounter  it  in  Bo¬ 
hemia  than  that  they  should  struggle  against  it 
on  the  Rhine,  went  quietly  to  their  beds,  even 
forbidding  the  more  zealous  subalterns’  from 
harassing  prince  Charles  in  his  passage  of  the 
river.  It  was  then  the  great  object  of  the 
French  to  take  Freyburg.  The  withdrawal  of 
prince  Charles,  with  his  fifty  thousand  men,  was 
a  great  relief  to  them. 

While  Frederick  was  involved  in  all  these 
difficulties,  he  was  cheered  by  tbe  hope  that  the 
French  would  soon  come  to  his  rescue.  Unut¬ 
terable  was  his  chagrin  when  he  learned,  early 
in  October,  that  the  French  had  done  exactly 
as  he  would  have  done  in  their  circumstances. 
Appalling  indeed  were  the  tidings  soon  brought 
to  him,  that  prince  Charles,  with  his  army,  had 
marched  unmolested  into  Bohemia ;  that  he  had 


already  effected  a  junction  with  general  Bath- 
yani  and  his  countless  swarm  of  Pandours ;  and, 
moreover,  that  a  Saxon  army,  twenty  thousand 
strong,  in  alliance  with  the  queen  of  Hungary, 
was  on  the  way  to  join  his  already  overwhelm¬ 
ing  foes.  It  was  reported,  at  the  same  time, 
that  prince  Charles  was  advancing  upon  Bud¬ 
weis,  and  that  his  advance-guard  had  been  seen, 
but  a  few  miles  oft',  on  the  western  side  of  the 
Moldau. 

The  exigency  demanded  the  most'decisive 
action.  Frederick  promptly  gathered  his  army 
and  dashed  across  the  Moldau,  resolved,  with 
the  energies  of  despair,  to  smite  down  the  troops 
of  prince  Charles.  But  no  foe  could  be  found. 
For  four  days  he  sought  for  them  in  vain.  He 
then  learned  that  the  Austrian  army  had  cross¬ 
ed  the  Moldau  several  miles  north  of  him,  thus 
cutting  off  his  communications  with  Prague. 

Though  prince  Charles  was  nominally  com¬ 
mander-in-chief  of  the  Austrian  forces,  marshal 
Traun,  as  we  have  mentioned,  was  its  military 
head.  He  was,  at  that  time,  far  Frederick’s  su¬ 
perior  in  the  art  of  war.  Frederick  had  suffi¬ 
cient  intelligence  and  candor  to  recognize  that 
superiority.  When  he  heard  of  this  adroit  move¬ 
ment  of  his  foes,  he  exclaimed,  “Old  Traun  un¬ 
derstands  his  trade.” 

Prince  Charles  was  now  forming  magazines 
at  Beneschau,  just  south  of  the  Sazawa  River, 
about  seventy  miles  north  of  Frederick’s  en¬ 
campment  at  Budweis.  Frederick  hastily  re- 
crossed  the  Moldau,  and,  marching  through 
Bechin,  concentrated  nearly  all  his  forces  at 
Tabor.  He  hoped  by  forced  marches  to  take 
the  Austrians  by  surprise,  and  capture  their 
magazines  at  Beneschau.  Thousands,  rumor 
said  fourteen  thousand,  of  the  wild  Pandours, 
riding  furiously,  hovered  around  his  line  of 
march.  They  were  in  his  front,  on  his  rear, 
and  upon  his  flanks.  Ever  refusing  battle,  they 
attacked  every  exposed  point  with  the  utmost 
ferocity.  The  Prussian  king  thus  found  him¬ 
self  cut  off  from  Prague,  with  exhausted  maga¬ 
zines,  and  forage  impossible.  He  had  three 
hundred  sick  in  his  hospitals.  He  could  not 
think  of  abandoning  them.  And  yet  he  had  no 
means  for  their  transportation. 

The  salvation  of  the  army  seemed  to  depend 
upon  capturing  the  Austrian  magazines  at 
Beneschau.  Marshal  Schwerin  was  sent  for¬ 
ward  with  all  speed,  at  the  head  of  a  strong 
detachment,  and  was  so  lucky  as  to  take  Bene¬ 
schau.  Here  he  intrenched  himself.  Frederick, 
uponhearing  the  glad  tidings,  immediately  start¬ 
ed  from  Tabor  to  join  him.  His  sick  were  at 
Fraunberg,  Budweis,  and  Neuhaus,  some  dozen 
miles  south  of  Tabor.  Garrisons,  amounting  to 
three  thousand  men,  had  been  left  to  protect 
them  from  the  Pandours.  As  Frederick  was 
about  to  abandon  that  whole  region  it  was  man¬ 
ifest  that  these  garrisons  could  not  maintain 
themselves.  He  dispatched  eight  messengers 
in  succession,  to  summon  the  troops  immediately 
to  join  him.  The  sick  were  to  be  left  to  their 
fate.  It  was  one  of  the  cruel  necessities  of 
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war.  But  not  one  of  these  messengers  escaped 
capture  by  the  Pandours.  Frederick  com¬ 
menced  his  march  without  these  garrisons. 
The  three  thousand  fighting  men,  with  the 
three  hundred  sick,  aU  fell  into  the  hands  of 
the  Pandours. 

Frederick  concentrated  his  army  at  Kono- 
pischt,  very  near  Beneschau.  He  could  bring 
into  the  field  sixty  thousand  men.  Prince 
Charles  was  at  the  head  of  seventy  thousand. 
In  vain  the  Prussian  king  strove  to  bring  his  foes 
to  a  pitched  battle.  Adroitly  prince  Charles 
avoided  any  decisive  engagement.  Frederick 
was  fifty  miles  from  Prague.  The  roads  were 
quagmires.  November  gales  swept  his  camp. 
A  foe,  superior  in  numbers,  equal  in  bravery, 
surrounded  him  on  all  sides.  The  hostile  army 
was  led  by  a  general  whose  greater  military 
ability  Frederick  acknowledged. 

A  council  of  war  was  held.  It  was  decided 
to  commence  an  immediate  and  rapid  retreat  to 
Silesia.  Prague,  with  its  garrison  of  five  thou¬ 
sand  men,  and  its  siege  artillery,  was  to  be 
abandoned  to  its  fate.  Word  was  sent  to  gen¬ 
eral  Einsiedel  to  spike  his  guns,  blow  up  his 
bastions,  throw  his  ammunition  into  the  river, 
and  to  escape,  if  possible,  down  the  valley  of 
the  Moldau,  to  Leitmeritz. 

Frederick  divided  his  retreating  army  into 
two  columns.  One,  led  by  the  young  Leopold, 
was  to  retire  through  Glatz.  The  other,  led  by 
Frederick,  traversed  a  road  a  few  leagues  to  the 
west,  passing  through  Koniggratz.  It  was  an 
awful  retreat  for  both  these  divisions — through 
snow  and  sleet  and  mud,  hungry,  weary,  freez¬ 
ing,  with  swarms  -of  Pandours  hanging  upon 
their  rear.  Thousands  perished  by  the  Way. 
The  horrors  of  such  a  retreat  no  pen  can  de¬ 
scribe.  Their  very  guides  deserted  them,  and 
became  spies,  to  report  their  movements  to 
the  foe. 

On  one  occasion  the  king  himself  narrowly 
escaped  being  taken  prisoner.  One  of  his  offi¬ 
cers,  general  Trenck,  gives  the  following  graphic 
narrative  of  the  incident : 

“  One  day  the  king  entered  the  town  of  Col¬ 
lin,  with  his  horse  and  foot  guard  and  the  whole 
of  the  baggage.  We  had  but  four  small  field- 
pieces  with  us.  The  sqxiadron  to  which  I  be¬ 
longed  was  placed  in  the  suburb.  In  the  even¬ 
ing  our  advanced  posts  were  driven  back  into 
the  town ;  and  the  huzzas  of  the  enemy  followed 
them  pell-mell.  All  the  country  around  was 
covered  with  the  light  troops  of  the  Austrians. 
My  commandant  sent  me  to  the  king  to  take 
his  orders. 

“After  a  long  search,  I  at  length  found  him 
in  a  tower  of  a  church,  with  a  telescope  in  his 
hand.  Never  had  I  seen  him  in  so  much  per¬ 
plexity  and  anxiety  as  at  this  moment.  The 
order  he  gave  me  was  :  ‘  You  must  get  out  of 
this  scrape  as  well  as  you  can.’  I  had  hardly 
got  back  to  my  post  when  his  adjutant  followed 
me  with  a  new  order  to  cross  the  town,  and  to 
remain  on  horseback  with  my  squadron  in  the 
opposite  suburb. 


“  We  had  just  arrived  there  when  it  began 
to  rain  heavily,  and  the  night  became  exceed¬ 
ingly  dark.  About  nine  o’clock  one  of  the 
Austrian  generals  approached  us  with  his  light 
troops,  and  set  fire  to  the  houses  close  to  which 
we  were  posted.  By  the  blaze  of  the  conflagra¬ 
tion  he  soon  discovered  us,  and  began  firing  at 
us  from  the  windows.  The  town  was  so  full 
that  it  was  impossible  for  us  to  find  a  place  in 
it.  Besides,  the  gate  was  barricaded,  and  from 
the  top  they  were  firing  at  us  with  our  small 
field-pieces,  which  they  had  captured. 

“In  the  mean  time  the  Austrians  had  turned 
in  upon  us  a  rivulet ;  and  by  midnight  we  found 
our  horses  in  the  water  up  to  their  bellies.  We 
were  really  incapable  of  defending  ourselves.” 

Just  at  that  time,  when  all  hope  seemed  lost, 
it  so  happened  that  a  cannon-ball  crushed  the 
foot  of  the  Austrian  commander.  This  disas¬ 
ter,  together  with  the  darkness  and  the  torrents 
of  rain,  caused  the  fire  of  the  enemy  to  cease. 
The  next  morning  some  Prussian  reinforce¬ 
ments  came  to  the  rescue  of  the  king,  and  he 
escaped. 

It  was  on  the  night  of  the  25th  of  Novem¬ 
ber,  cold  and  dreary,  that  general  Einsiedel 
commenced  his  retreat  from  Prague.  He  push¬ 
ed  his  wagon  trains  out  before  him,  and  fol¬ 
lowed  with  his  horse  and  foot.  The  Austri¬ 
ans  were  on  the  alert.  Their  light  horsemen 
came  clattering  into  the  city  ere  the  rear-guard 
had  left.  The  Catholic  populace  of  the  city, 
being  in  sympathy  with  the  Austrians,  imme¬ 
diately  joined  the  Pandours  in  a  fierce  attack 
upon  the  Prussians.  The  retreating  columns 
were  torn  by  a  terrific  fire  from  the  windows 
of  the  houses,  from  bridges,  from  boats,  from 
every  point  whence  a  bullet  could  reach  them. 
But  the  well-driUed  Prussians  met  the  shock 
with  the  stern  composure  of  machines,  leaving 
their  path  strewn  with  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

The  heroic  general  Einsiedel  struggled  along 
through  the  snow,  and  over  the  pathless  hills, 
pursued  and  pelted  every  hour  by  the  indomi¬ 
table  foe.  He  was  often  compelled  to  abandon 
baggage  wagons  and  ambulances  containing 
the  sick,  while  the  wounded  and  the  exhaust¬ 
ed  sank  freezing  by  the  way.  At  one  time  he 
was  so  crowded  by  the  enemy  that  he  was  com¬ 
pelled  to  continue  his  march  through  the  long 
hours  of  a  wintry  night,  by  the  light  of  pitch- 
pine  torches.  After  this  awful  retreat  of  twen¬ 
ty  days,  an  emaciate,  ragged,  frost-bitten  band 
crossed  the  frontier  into  Silesia,  near  Friedland. 
They  were  soon  united  with  the  other  columns 
of  the  discomfited  and  almost  ruined  army. 

It  will  generally  be  admitted  by  military  men 
that  Frederick  did  not  display  much  ability  of 
generalship  in  this  campaign.  He  was  fear¬ 
less,  indomitable  in  energy,  and  tireless  in  the 
endurance  of  fatigue.  But  in  generalship  he 
was  entirely  eclipsed  by  his  formidable  rival. 
Indeed,  Frederick  could  not  be  blind  to  this, 
and  he  had  sufficient  candor  to  confess  it. 
Subsequently,  giving  an  account  of  these  trans¬ 
actions  in  his  “  Works,”  he  writes  : 
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“  No  general  has  committed  more  faults  than 
did  the  king  in  this  campaign.  The  conduct 
of  marshal  Traun  is  a  model  of  perfection,  which 
every  soldier  who  loves  his  business  ought  to 
study,  and  try  to  imitate  if  he  have  the  talent. 
The  king  has  himself  admitted  that  he  himself 
regarded  this  campaign  as  his  school  in  the  art 
of  war,  and  marshal  Traun  as  his  teacher.  ” 

He  then  adds  the  philosophical  reflection : 
“Bad  is  often  better  for  princes  than  good. 
Instead  of  intoxicating  them  with  presumption, 
it  renders  them  circumspect  and  modest.”' 

Frederick,  leaving  his  army  safe  for  a  short 
time,  quartered,  as  he  supposed,  for  the  winter, 
in  his  strong  fortresses  of  Silesia,  returned  hast¬ 
ily  to  Berlin.  It  was  necessary  for  him  to  make 
immediate  preparation  for  another  campaign. 
“From  December  13,  1744,”  writes  Carlyle, 
“  when  he  hastened  home  to  Berlin,  under  such 
aspects,  to  June  4,  1745,  when  aspects  suddenly 
changed,  are  probably  the  worst  six  months 
Frederick  had  yet  had  in  the  world. 

His  wintry  ride,  a  defeated  monarch  leaving 
a  shattered  army  behind  him,  must  have  been 
dark  and  dreary.  He  had  already  exhausted 
nearly  all  the  resources  which  his  father,  Fred¬ 
erick  William,  had  accumulated.  His  army 
was  demoralized,  weakened,  and  his  materiel 
of  war  greatly  impaired.  His  subjects  were 
already  heavily  taxed.  Though  practicing  the 
most  rigid  economy,  with  his  eye  upon  every 
expenditure,  his  disastrous  Bohemian  campaign 
had  cost  him  three  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
dollars  a  month.  The  least  sura  with  which 
he  could  commence  a  new  campaign  for  the 
protection  of  Silesia  was  four  million  five  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  dollars.  He  had  already  melted 
up  the  sumptuous  plate,  and  the  massive  silver 
balustrades  and  balconies  where  his  father  had 
deposited  so  much  solid  treasure. 

“It  was  in  these  hours  of  apparently  insur¬ 
mountable  difficulty  that  the  marvelous  ad¬ 
ministrative  genius  of  Frederick  was  displayed.. 
No  modern  reader  can  imagine  the  difficulties 
of  Frederick  at  this  time  as  they  already  lay 
disclosed,  and  kept  gradually  disclosing  them¬ 
selves,  for  months  coming ;  nor  will  ever  know 
what  perspicacity,  what  patience  of  scanning, 
sharpness  of  discernment,  dexterity  of  manage¬ 
ment,  were  required  at  Frederick’s  hands ;  and 
under  what  imminency  of  peril  too— victorious 
deliverance  or  ruin  and  annihilation,  wavering 
fearfully  in  the  balance,  for  him  more  than 
once,  or  rather  all  along. 

To  add  to  the  embarrassments  of  Frederick 
the  king  of  Poland,  entirely  under  the  control 
of  his  minister  Briihl,  who  hated  Frederick 
entered  into  an  alliance  with  Maria  Theresa' 
and  engaged  to  furnish  her  with  thirty  thou¬ 
sand  troops,  who  were  to  be  supported  by  the 


'  “In  his  retreat  Frederick  is  reported  to  have  lost 
above  thirty  thousand  men,  together  with  most  of  his 
heavy  baggage  and  artillery,  and  many  wagons  lad¬ 
en  with  provisions  and  plunder.”— Towee’b  Life  and 
Reign  of  Frederick,  vol.  i.  p.  209. 
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sea  powers  England  and  Holland,  who  were 
also  in  close  alliance  with  Austria. 

Maria  Theresa,  greatly  elated  by  her  suc¬ 
cess  in  driving  the  Prussians  out  of  Bohemia, 
resolved  immediately,  notwithstanding  the  se- 
'verity  of  the  season,  to  push  her  armies  through 
the  “Giant  Mountains”  for  the  reconqnering 
of  Silesia.  She  ordered  her  generals  to  press 
on  with  the  utmost  energy  and  overrun  the 
whole  country.  At  the  same  time  she  issued 
a  manifesto,  declaring  that  the  treaty  of  Bres¬ 
lau  was  a  treaty  no  longer — that  the  Silesians 
were  absolved  from  all  oaths  of  allegiance  to 
the  king  of  Prussia,  and  that  they  were  to  hold 
themselves  in  readiness  to  take  the  oath  anew 
to  the  queen  of  Hungary. 

On  the  18th  of  December  a  strong  Austrian 
army  entered  Silesia  and  took  possession  of 
the  country  of  Glatz.  The  Prussian  troops 
were  withdrawn  in  good  order  to  their  strong 
fortresses  on  the  Oder.  The  old  prince  Leo¬ 
pold,  the  cast  iron  man,  called  the  old  Des- 
sauer,  the  most  inflexible  of  mortals,  was  left 
in  command  of  the  Prussian  troops.  He  was, 
however,  quite  seriously  alienated  from  Fred¬ 
erick.  A  veteran  soldier,  having  spent  his 
lifetime  on  fields  of  blood,  and  having  served 
the  monarchs  of  Prussia  when  Frederick  was 
but  a  child,  and  who  had  been  the  military  in¬ 
structor  of  the  young  prince,  he  deemed  him¬ 
self  entitled  to  consideration  W'hich  an  inexpe¬ 
rienced  officer  might  not  command.  In  one  of 
the  marches  to  which  we  have  referred,  Leopold 
ventured  to  take  a  route  different  from  that 
which  Frederick  had  prescribed  to  him.  In 
the  following  terms  the  Prussian  king  repri¬ 
manded  him  for  his  disobedience. 

“I  am  greatly  surprised  that  your  excel¬ 
lency  does  not  more  accurately  follow  my  or¬ 
ders.  If  you  were  more  skillful  than  Csesar, 
and  did  not  with  strict  fidelity  obey  my  direc¬ 
tions,  all  else  were  of  no  help  to  me.  I  hope 
this  notice,  once  for  all,  ■will  be  enough,  and 
that  in  future  you  will  give  no  cause  for  com¬ 
plaint.” 

Prince  Leopold  was  keenly  wounded  by  this 
reproof.  Though  he  uttered  not  a  word  in 
self-defense,  he  was  ever  after,  in  the  presence 
of  his  majesty,  very  silent,  distant,  and  re¬ 
served.  Though  scrupulously  faithful  in  every 
duty,  he  compelled  the  king  to  feel  that  an  im¬ 
passable  wall  of  separation  had  risen  up  be¬ 
tween  them.  He  was  seeking  for  an  honora¬ 
ble  pretext  to  withdraw  from  his  majesty’s 
service. 

Frederick  had  hardly  reached  Berlin  ere 
he  was  astonished  to  learn,  from  dispatches 
from  the  old  Dessauer,  that  the  Austrians,  not 
content  with  driving  him  out  of  Bohemia,  had 
actually  invaded  Silesia.  Amazed,  or  affect¬ 
ing  amazement,  at  such  audacity,  he  sent  reit¬ 
erated  and  impatient  orders  to  his  veteran  gen¬ 
eral  to  fall  immediately  upon  the  insolent  foe 
and  crush  him. 

“  Hurl  them  out,”  he  wrote.  “  Gather  twen¬ 
ty,  thirty  thousand  men,  if  need  be.  Let  there 
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lie  no  delay.  I  will  as  soon  be  pitched  out  of 
Brandenburg  as  out  of  Silesia.” 

But  it  was  much  easier  for  Frederick  to  issue 
these  orders  than  for  Leopold  to  execute  them. 
As  Leopold  could  not,  in  a  day,  gather  suffi¬ 
cient  force  to  warrant  an  attack  upon  the  Aus¬ 
trians,  the  king  was  greatly  irritated,  and  al¬ 
lowed  himself  to  write  to  Leopold  in  a  strain 
of  which  he  must  afterward  have  been  much 
ashamed.  On  the  19th  he  addressed  a  note  to 
the  veteran  officer  couched  in  the  following 
terms : 

“  On  the  21st  I  leave  Berlin,  and  mean  to 
be  at  Neisse  on  the  24th  at  least.  Your  excel¬ 
lency  will,  in  the  mean  time,  make  out  the  or¬ 
der  of  battle  for  the  regiments  which  have 
come  in.  For  I  will,  on  the  25th,  without 
delay,  cross  the  Neisse,  and  attack  those  peo- 
j)le,  cost  what  it  may,  and  chase  them  out  of 
Silesia,  and  follow  them  as  far  as  possible.  You 
will,  therefore,  take  measure  and  provide  every 
thing,  that  the  project  may  be  executed  the  mo¬ 
ment  I  arrive.” 

In  this  fiery  humor  the  king  leaped  upon  his 
horse  and  galloped  to  Schweidnitz.  Here  he 
met  the  old  Dessauer.  He  must  have  been  not 
a  little  mortified  to  learn  that  his  veteran  gen¬ 
eral  was  right,  and  he  utterly  in  the  wrong. 
Prince  Charles  had  returned  home.  Marshal 
Traun  was  in  command  of  the  Austrians.  He 
had  a  compact  army  of  20,000  men,  flushed 
with  victory  and  surrounded  by  countless  thou¬ 
sands  of  Pandours,  who  veiled  every  movement 
from  view.  He  had  established  himself  in  an 
impregnable  position  on  the  south  side  of  the 
Neisse,  where  he  could  not  be  assailed,  with  any 
l)rospect  of  success,  by  the  force  which  Leopold 
could  then  summon  to  his  aid. 

Frederick  was  silenced,  humiliated.  He  re¬ 
turned  to  Berlin,  having  accomplished  nothing, 
and  having  lost  four  days  in  his  fruitless  adven¬ 
ture.  Leopold  was  left  to  accumulate  his  re¬ 
sources  as  rapidly  as  he  could,  and  to  attack  the 
Austrians  at  his  discretion. 

Prince  Charles  had  married  the  only  sister 
of  Maria  Theresa.  She  was  young,  beautiful, 
and  amiable.  While  the  prince  was  conducting 
his  arduous  campaign  on  the  Moldau,  his  wife, 
grief-stricken,  consigned  her  new-born  babe  to 
the  tomb.  The  little  stranger,  born  in  the  ab¬ 
sence  of  his  father,  had  but  opened  his  eyes 
upon  this  sad  world  when  he  closed  them  for¬ 
ever.  The  princess  sank  rapidly  into  a  decline. 

Charles,  feeling  keenly  the  bereavement,  and 
alarmed  for  the  health  of  his  wife,  whom  he 
loved  most  tenderly,  hastened  to  his  home  in 
Brussels.  The  prince  and  princess  were  vice¬ 
regents,  or  “joint  governors”  of  the  Nether¬ 
lands.  The  decline  of  the  princess  was  very 
rapid.  On  the  16th  of  December  the  young 
prince,  with  flooded  eyes,  a  broken-hearted 
man,  followed  the  remains  of  his  beloved  com¬ 
panion  to  their  burial.  Charles  never  recovered 
from  the  blow.  He  had  been  the  happiest  of 
husbands.  He  sank  into  a  state  of  deep  de¬ 
spondency,  and  could  never  be  induced  to  wed 


again.  Though  in  April  he  resumed,  for  a 
time,  the  command  of  the  army,  his  energies 
were  wilted,  his  spirit  saddened,  and  he  soon 
passed  into  oblivion.  This  is  but  one  among 
the  countless  millions  of  the  unwritten  tragedies 
of  human  life. 

On  the  9th  of  January  Leopold,  having  gath¬ 
ered  a  well  -  furnished  army  of  25,000  men, 
crossed  the  Neisse  to  attack  marshal  Traun. 
The  marshal  did  not  deem  it  prudent  to  hazard 
a  battle.  Large  bodies  of  troops  were  soon  to 
be  sent  to  reinforce  him.  He  therefore  retired 
by  night  toward  the  south,  breaking  the  bridges 
behind  him.  Though  Silesia  w'as  thus  deliver¬ 
ed  from  the  main  body  of  the  Austrian  army, 
the  fleet-footed  Pandours  remained,  scouring 
the  country  on  their  shaggy  horses,  plunder¬ 
ing  and  destroying.  The  energetic,  tireless  old 
Dessauer  could  seldom  get  a  shot  at  them.  But 
they  harassed  his  army,  keeping  the  troops  con¬ 
stantly  on  the  march  amidst  the  storms  and  the 
freezing  cold. 

“  The  old  serene  highness  himself,  face  the 
color  of  gunpowder,  and  bluer  in  the  winter 
frost,  went  rushing  far  and  wide  in  an  open 
vehicle  which  he  called  his  ‘  cart,’  pushing 
out  his  detachments  ;  supervising  every  thing ; 
wheeling  hither  and  thither  as  needful ;  sweep¬ 
ing  out  the  Pandour  world,  and  keeping  it  out ; 
not  much  fighting  needed,  but  ‘  a  great  deal  of 
marching,’  murmurs  Frederick,  ‘  which  in  win¬ 
ter  is  as  bad,  and  wears  down  the  force  of  bat¬ 
talions.’ 

We  seldom  hear  from  Frederick  any  recog¬ 
nition  of  God.  But  on  this  occasion,  perhaps 
out  of  regard  to  the  feelings  of  his  subjects,  he 
ordered  the  Te  Deuw.  to  be  sung  in  the  churches 
of  Berlin,  “For  the  deliverance  of  Silesia  from 
invasion.” 

On  the  20th  of  January,  1745,  Charles  Albert, 
the  unhappy  and  ever-unfortunate  emperor  of 
Germany,  died  at  Munich  in  the  forty-eighth 
year  of  his  age.  'Tortured  by  a  complication 
of  the  most  painful  disorders,  he  had  seldom, 
for  weary  years,  enjoyed  an  hour  of  freedom 
from  acute  pain.  An  incessant  series  of  disas¬ 
ters  crushed  all  his  hopes.  He  was  inextrica¬ 
bly  involved  in  debt.  Triumphant  foes  drove 
him  from  his  realms.  He  wandered  a  fugitive 
in  foreign  courts,  exposed  to  humiliation  and 
the  most  cutting  indignities.  Thus  the  victim 
of  bodily  and  mental  anguish,  it  is  said  that  one 
day  some  new  tidings  of  disaster  prostrated  him 
upon  the  bed  of  death.  He  was  patient  and 
mild,  but  the  saddest  of  mortals.  Gladly  he 
sought  refuge  in  the  tomb  from  the  storms  of 
his  drear  and  joyless  life.  An  eye-witness 
writes,  “  Charles  Albert’s  pious  and  affection¬ 
ate  demeanor  drew  tears  from  all  eyes.  The 
manner  in  which  he  took  leave  of  his  empress 
would  have  melted  a  heart  of  stone.” 

“  'The  death  of  the  emperor,”  says  Frederick, 
“was  the  only  event  wanting  to  complete  the 
confusion  and  embroilment  which  already  ex- 
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isted  in  the  political  relations  of  the  European 
powers.” 

Maximilian  Joseph,  son  of  the  emperor,  was 
at  the  time  of  his  father’s  death  hut  seventeen 
years  of  age.  He  was  titular  elector  of  Bava¬ 
ria.  But  Austrian  armies  had  overrun  the  elect¬ 
orate,  and  he  was  a  fugitive  from  his  dominions. 
At  the  entreaty  of  his  mother  he  entered  into  a 
treaty  of  alliance  with  the  queen  of  Hungary. 
She  agreed  to  restore  to  him  his  realms,  and  to 
recognize  his  mother  as  empress  dowager.  He, 
on  the  other  hand,  agreed  to  support  the  Prag¬ 
matic  Sanction,  and  to  give  his  vote  for  the 
grand  duke  Prancis  as  emperor  of  Germany. 

Thus  Bavaria  turned  against  Frederick.  It 
was  manifest  to  all  that  Maria  Theresa,  aided 
by  the  alliances  into  which  she  had  entered,  and 
sustained  by  the  gold  which  the  English  cabinet 
so  generously  lavished  upon  her,  would  be  able 
to  place  the  imperial  crown  upon  her  husband’s 
brow.  It  was  equally  evident  that  the  sceptre 
of  power,  of  which  that  crown  was  the  emblem, 
would  be  entirely  in  her  own  hands. 

Frederick  had  now  France  only  for  an  ally. 
But  France  was  seeking  her  own  private  inter¬ 
ests  on  the  Ehine,  as  Frederick  was  aiming  at 
the  aggrandizement  of  Prussia  on  his  Austrian 
frontiers.  Neither  party  was  disposed  to  make 
any  sacrifice  for  the  benefit  of  the  other.  Frede¬ 
rick,  thus  thrown  mainly  upon  his  own  resources, 
with  an  impoverished  treasury,  and  a  weakened 
and  baffled  army,  made  indirect  application  to 
both  England  and  Austria  for  peace.  But  both 
of  these  courts,  flushed  with  success,  were  in¬ 


disposed  to  listen  to  any  terms  which  Frederick 
would  propose. 

There  was  nothing  left  for  his  Prussian  ma¬ 
jesty  but  to  abandon  Silesia,  and  retire  within 
his  own  original  borders,  defeated  and  humili¬ 
ated,  the  object  of  the  contempt  and  ridicule  of 
Europe ;  or  to  press  forward  in  the  conflict, 
summoning  to  his  aid  all  the  energies  of  de¬ 
spair. 

Old  prince  Leopold  of  Dessau,  whom  he  had 
left  in  command  of  the  army  in  Silesia,  was  one 
of  the  most  extraordinary  men  of  any  age.  He 
invented  the  iron  ramrod,  and  also  all  modern 
military  tactics.  “The  soldiery  of  every  civil¬ 
ized  country  still  receives  from  this  man,  on  the 
parade-fields  and  battle-fields,  its  word  of  com- 
mand.  Out  of  his  rough  head  proceeded  the 
essential  of  all  that  the  innumerable  drill-ser¬ 
geants  in  various  languages  repeat  and  en¬ 
force. 

Dessau  was  a  little  independent  principality 
embracing  a  few  square  miles,  about  eighty 
miles  southwest  of  Prussia.  The  prince  had 
a  Lilliputian  army,  and  a  revenue  of  about  fifty 
thousand  dollars.  Leopold’s  mother  was  the 
sister  of  the  great  elector  of  Brandenburg’s  first 
wife.  The  little  principality  was  thus,  by  mat¬ 
rimonial  alliance  as  well  as  location,  in  affinity 
with  Prussia. 

Leopold,  in  early  youth,  fell  deeply  in  love 
with  a  beautiful  young  lady.  Mademoiselle  Fos. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  an  apothecary.  His 


>  Cabltle,  vol.  i.  p.  302. 


FREDERICK  THE  GREAT. 


527 


aristocratic  friends  were  shocked  at  the  idea 
of  so  unequal  a  marriage.  The  sturdy  will 
of  Leopold  was  unyielding.  They  sent  him 
away  under  a  French  tutor,  to  take  the  grand 
tour  of  Europe.  After  an  absence  of  four¬ 
teen  months  he  returned.  The  first  thing  he 
did  was  to  call  upon  Mademoiselle  Fos.  After 
that,  he  called  upon  his  widowed  mother.  It 
was  in  vain  to  resist  the  will  of  such  a  man. 
In  1698  he  married  her,  and  soon,  by  his  splen¬ 
did  military  services,  so  ennobled  his  bride 
that  all  were  ready  to  do  her  homage.  For 
half  a  century  she  was  his  loved  and  honored 
spouse,  attending  him  in  all  his  campaigns. 

With  a  tender  heart,  Leopold  was  one  of  the 
most  stern  and  rugged  of  men.  Spending  his 
whole  life  amidst  the  storms  of  battle,  he  seemed 
ever  insensible  to  fatigue,  and  regardless  of  all 
physical  comforts.  And  yet  there  was  a  vein 
of  truly  feminine  gentleness  and  tenderness  in 
his  heart,  which  made  him  one  of  the  most  lov¬ 
ing  of  husbands  and  fathers. 

His  young  daughter  Louisa,  bride  of  Victor 
Leopold,  reigning  prince  of  Anhalt-Bernburg, 
lay  dying  of  a  decline.  A  few  days  before  her 
death  she  said,  “  I  wish  I  could  see  my  father 
at  the  head  of  his  regiment,  once  again,  before 
I  die.”  The  remark  was  reported  to  Leopold. 
He  was  then  with  his  regiment  at  Halle,  thir¬ 
ty  miles  distant.  Immediately  the  troops  were 
called  out,  and  marched  at  rapid  pace  to  Bern- 
burg.  With  banners  flying,  music  playing,  and 
all  customary  display  of  military  pomp,  they 
entered  the  court-yard  of  the  palace.  The 
dying  daughter,  pale  and  emaciate,  sat  at  the 
window.  The  war-worn  father  rose  in  his  stir¬ 
rups  to  salute  his  child,  and  then  put  his  regi¬ 
ment  through  all  its  most  interesting  manoeu- 
vrings.  The  soldiers  were  then  marched  to  the 
orphan -house,  where  the  common  men  were 
treated  with  bread  and  beer ;  all  the  ofScers 
dining  at  the  prince’s  table.  “All  the  ofiicers 
except  Leopold  alone,  who  stole  away  out  of 
the  crowd,  sat  himself  upon  the  Saale  bridge, 
and  wept  into  the  river.”  * 

Leopold  was  now  seventy  years  of  age.  On 
the  6th  of  February  his  much-loved  wife  died 
at  Dessau.  Leopold,  infirm  in  health,  and 
broken  with  grief,  entreated  the  king  to  allow 
him  to  go  home.  He  could  not,  of  course,  be 
immediately  spared. 

On  the  15th  of  March  Frederick  left  Berlin 
for  Silesia.  Stopping  to  examine  some  of  his 
works  at  Glogau  and  Breslau,  he  reached 
Neisse  on  the  23d.  On  the  29th  he  dismissed 
the  old  Dessauer,  with  many  expressions  of 
kindness  and  sympathy,  to  go  home  to  recover 
his  health. 

“Old  Leopold  is  hardly  at  home  at  Des¬ 
sau,”  writes  Carlyle  “when  the  new  Pandour 
tempests,  tides  of  ravaging  wai’,  again  come 
beating  against  the  Giant  Mountains,  pouring 
through  all  passes,  huge  influx  of  wild  riding 
hordes,  each  with  some  support  of  Austrian 
grenadiers,  cannoniers,  threatening  to  sub¬ 
merge  Silesia.  Precursors,  Frederick  need  not  | 


doubt,  of  a  strenuous,  regular  attempt  that  way. 
Hungarian  majesty’s  fixed  intention,  hope,  and 
determination  is,  to  expel  him  straightway  from 
Silesia.”* 

The  latter  part  of  April  prince  Charles  had 
gathered  a  large  force  of  Austrian  regulars  at 
Olmiitz,  with  the  manifest  intention  of  again 
invading  Silesia.  The  king  of  Poland  had 
entered  into  cordial  alliance  with  Austria,  and 
was  sending  a  large  army  of  Saxon  troops  to 
co-operate  in  the  enterprise.  Frederick’s  in¬ 
dignation  was  great,  and  his  peril  still  greater. 
Encamped  in  the  valley  of  the  Neisse,  assailed 
on  every  side,  and  menaced  with  still  more  for¬ 
midable  foes,  he  dispatched  orders  to  the  old 
Dessauer  immediately  to  establish  an  army  of 
observation  (thirty  thousand  strong)  upon  the 
frontiers  of  Saxony.  He  was  to  be  prepared 
instantly,  upon  the  Saxon  troops  leaving  Sax¬ 
ony,  to  ravage  the  country  with  the  most  mer¬ 
ciless  plunderings  of  war. 

The  queen  of  Hungary  had  purchased  the 
co-operation  of  the  Polish  king  by  offering  to 
surrender  to  him  a  generous  portion  of  Silesia, 
after  the  province  should  have  been  reconquer¬ 
ed.  Indeed,  there  was  great  cause  of  appre¬ 
hension  that  the  allied  army  would  make  a 
rush  upon  Berlin  itself.  The  aspect  of  his 
Prussian  majesty’s  affairs  was  now  gloomy  in 
the  extreme. 

Frederick  wrote  to  his  minister  Podewils  in 
Berlin,  under  date  of  Neisse,  March  29,  1745, 
as  follows:  “We  find  ourselves  in  a  great  cri¬ 
sis.  If  we  don’t  by  mediation  of  England  get 
peace,  our  enemies  from  different  sides  will 
come  plunging  in  against  me.  Peace  I  can 
not  force  them  to.  But  if  we  must  have  war, 
we  will  either  beat  them,  or  none  of  us  will 
ever  see  Berlin  again.” 

On  the  17th  of  April  again  he  wrote,  still 
from  Neisse:  “I  toil  day  and  night  to  improve 
our  situation.  The  soldiers  will  do  their  duty. 
There  is  none  among  us  who  will  not  rather 
have  his  back-bone  broken  than  give  up  one 
foot-breadth  of  ground.  They  must  either 
grant  us  a  good  peace,  or  we  will  surpass  our¬ 
selves  by  miracles  of  daring,  and  force  the  ene¬ 
my  to  accept  it  from  us.” 

On  the  20th  of  April  he  wrote  :  “  Our  situa¬ 
tion  is  disagreeable  ;  but  my  determination  is 
taken.  If  we  needs  must  fight,  we  will  do  it 
like  men  driven  desperate.  Never  was  there  a 
greater  peril  than  that  I  am  now  in.  Time, 
at  its  own  pleasure,  will  untie  this  knot,  or 
destiny,  if  there  is  one,  determine  the  event. 
The  game  I  play  is  so  high,  one  can  not  con¬ 
template  the  issue  with  cold  blood.  Pray  for 
the  return  of  my  good  luck.” 

The  alarm  in  Berlin  was  very  great.  The 
citizens  were  awake  to  the  consciousness  that 
there  was  danger ;  that  the  city  itself  would  be 
assaulted.  Great  was  the  consternation  in  the 
capital  when  minute  directions  came  from  Fred¬ 
erick  respecting  the  course  to  be  pursued  in  the 
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event  of  such  a  calamity,  and  the  places  of  ref¬ 
uge  to  which  the  royal  family  should  retreat. 

On  the  26th  of  April  Frederick  again  wrote 
to  M.  Podewils :  “  I  can  understand  how  you 
are  getting  uneasy  at  Berlin.  I  have  the  most 
to  lose  of  yon  all ;  but  I  am  quiet  and  prepared 
for  events.  If  the  Saxons  take  part  in  the  in¬ 
vasion  of  Silesia,  and  we  beat  them,  I  am  de¬ 
termined  to  plunge  into  Saxony.  For  great 
maladies  there  need  great  remedies.  Either  I 
will  maintain  my  all  or  else  lose  my  all.  To 
me  remains  only  to  possess  myself  in  patience. 
If  all  alliances,  resources,  and  negotiations  fail, 
and  all  conjunctures  go  against  me,  I  prefer 
to  perish  with  honor  rather  than  lead  an  in¬ 


glorious  life,  deprived  of  all  dignity.  My  am¬ 
bition  whispers  me  that  I  have  done  more  than 
another  to  the  building  up  of  my  house,  and 
have  played  a  distinguished  part  among  the 
crowned  heads  of  Europe.  To  maintain  my¬ 
self  there  has  become,  as  it  were,  a  personal 
duty,  which  I  will  fulfill  at  the  expense  of  my 
happiness  and  my  life.  I  have  no  choice  left.  I 
will  maintain  my  power,  or  it  may  go  to  ruin, 
and  the  Prussian  name  be  buried  under  it.  If 
the  enemy  attempt  any  thing  upon  us,  we  will 
either  beat  them  or  will  all  be  hewed  to  pieces 
for  the  sake  of  our  country  and  the  renown  of 
Brandenburg.  No  other  counsel  can  I  listen 
to.  Perform  faithfully  the  given  work  on  your 
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side,  as  I  on  mine.  Por  flie  rest,  let  what  yoir 
call  Providence  decide  as  it  likes.  I  prepare 
myself  for  every  event.  Portnne  may  be  kind 
or  he  unkind,  it  shall  neither  dishearten  me  nor 
uplift  me.  If  I  am  to  perish,  let  it  he  with 
honor,  and  sword  in  Ijand.” 

Prederick  was,  with  great  energy,  gathering 
all  his  resources  for  a  decisive  conflict  in  his 
fortresses  along  the  hanks  of  the  Neisse.  By 
almost  superhuman  exertions  he  had  collected 
an  army  there  of  about  seventy  thousand  men. 
The  united  army  of  Austria  and  Saxony  march¬ 
ing  upon  him  amounted  to  one  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  regulars,  together  with  uncounted  swarms 
of  Pandours  sweeping  around  him  in  all  direc¬ 
tions,  interrupting  his  communications  and  cut¬ 
ting  otf  his  supplies. 

The  mountain  range  upon  the  south,  which 
separated  Silesia  from  the  realms  of  the  queen 
of  Hungary,  was  three  or  four  hundred  miles 
long,  with  some  twenty  defiles,  practicable  for 
the  passage  of  troops.  The  Prench  •minister 
Valori  urged  Prederick  to  guard  these  passes. 
This  was  impossible  ;  and  the  self-confidence 
of  the  Prussian  king  is  revealed  in  his  reply : 
“My  friend,  if  you  wish  to  catch  the  mouse, 
you  must  not  shut  the  trap,  but  leave  it  open.” 

The  latter  part  of  May,  Prederick,  in  his  head¬ 
quarters  at  Prankenstein,  learned  that  an  Aus¬ 
trian  army  under  prince  Charles,  and  a  Saxon 
army  under  the  duke  of  Weisenfels,  in  columns, 
by  strict  count  seventy-five  thousand  strong, 
had  defiled  through  the  passes  of  the  Giant 
Mountains,  and  entered  Silesia  near  Landsliut.  ■ 
Day  after  day  he  ascended  an  eminence,  and, 
with  his  glass,  anxiously  scanned  the  horizon, 
to  detect  signs  of  the  approach  of  the  foe.  On 
Thursday  morning,  June  3,  an  immense  cloud 
of  dust  in  the  distance  indicated  that  the  de¬ 
cisive  hour  was  at  hand. 

As  this  magnificent  army  entered  upon  the 
smooth  and  beautiful  fields  of  Southern  Silesia 
they  shook  out  their  banners,  and  with  peals  of 
music  gave  expression  to  their  confidence  of 
victory.  The  Austrian  officers  pitched  their 
tents  on  a  hill  near  Hohenfriedberg,  where  they 
feasted  and  drank  their  wine  while,  during  the 
long  and  beautiful  June  afternoon,  they  watched 
the  onward  sweep  of  their  glittering  host.  “  The 
Austrian  and  Saxon  array,”  writes  an  eye-wit¬ 
ness,  “  streamed  out  all  the  afternoon,  each  reg¬ 
iment  or  division  taking  the  place  appointed  it ; 
all  the  afternoon,  till  late  in  the  night,  sub¬ 
merging  the  country  as  in  a  deluge.” 

Par  away  in  the  east,  the  Austrian  officers 
discerned  a  Prussian  column  of  observation, 
consisting  of  about  twelve  thousand  horse  and 
foot,  wending  along  from  hollow  to  height,  their 
polished  weapons  flashing  back  the  rays  of  the 
afternoon  sun.  Prederick,  carefully  examin¬ 
ing  the  ground,  immediately  made  arrange¬ 
ments  to  bring  forward  his  troops  under  cur¬ 
tain  of  the  night  for  a  decisive  battle.  His  or¬ 
derlies  were  silently  dispatched  in  all  directions. 
At  eight  o’clock  the  whole  army  was  in  motion. 
His  troops  were  so  concentrated  that  the  farthest 
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divisions  had  a  march  of  only  nine  miles.  Si¬ 
lently,  not  a  word  being  spoken,  not  a  pipe  be¬ 
ing  lighted,  and  all  the  baggage  being  left  behind, 
they  crossed  the  bridge  of  the  Striegau  River, 
and,  deploying  to  the  right  and  the  left,  took 
position  in  front  of  the  slumbering  allied  troops. 

With  the  first  dawn  of  the  morning  the  two 
armies,  in  close  contact,  rushed  furiously  upon 
each  other.  There  were  seventy  thousand  on 
the  one  side,  seventy-five  thousand  on  the  oth¬ 
er.  They  faced  each  other  in  lines  over  an 
undulating  plain  nearly  ten  miles  in  extent.  It 
is  in  vain  to  attempt  to  give  the  reader  an  ade¬ 
quate  idea  of  the  terrible  battle  which  ensued. 
’With  musketry,  artillery,  gleaming  sabres,  and 
rushing  horsemen,  the  infuriate  hosts  dashed 
upon  each  other.  Por  fifteen  hours  the  blood- 
red  surges  of  battle  swept  to  and  fro  over  the 
plain.  At  length  prince  Charles,  having  lost 
nine  thousand  in  dead  and  wounded,  seven 
thousand  prisoners,  sixteen  thousand  in  all,  six¬ 
ty-six  cannon,  seventy-three  flags  and  standards, 
beat  a  retreat.  Rapidly  his  bleeding  and  ex¬ 
hausted  troops  marched  back  through  Hohen¬ 
friedberg,  entered  the  mountain  defiles,  and 
sought  refuge,  a  thoroughly  beaten  army,  aniong 
the  fortresses  of  Bohemia.  Prederick  remained 
the  undisputed  victor  of  the  field.  Pive  thou¬ 
sand  of  his  brave  soldiers  lay  dead  or  wounded 
upon  the  plain.  Pven  his  stoical  heart  was 
moved  by  the  greatness  of  the  victory.  As  he 
first  caught  sight  of  M.  Valori  after  the  battle 
he  threw  his  arms  around  him,  exclaiming, 
“My  friend,  God  has  helped  me  wonderfully 
this  day.” 

“There  was,  after  all,”  says  Valori,  “at 
times  a  kind  of  devout  feeling  in  this  prince, 
who  possessed  such  a  combination  of  qualities, 
good  and  bad,  that  I  know  not  which  prepon¬ 
derates.” 

The  Prussian  army  was  so  exhausted  by  its 
midnight  march  and  its  long  day  of  battle  that 
his  majesty  did  not  deem  it  wise  to  attempt  to 
pursue  the  retreating  foe.  Por  this  he  has  been 
severely,  we  think  unjustly,  censured  by  some 
military  men.  He  immediately,  that  evening, 
wrote  to  his  mother,  saying,  “  So  decisive  a  de¬ 
feat  has  not  been  since  Blenheim,”  and  assur¬ 
ing  her  that  the  two  princes,  her  sons,  who  had 
accompanied  him  to  the  battle,  were  safe.  Such 
was  the  battle  of  Hohenfriedberg,  once  of  world¬ 
wide  renown,  now  almost  forgotten. 


UP  AND  DOWN. 

T  was  high  noon  of  a  warm,  balmy  spring 
day,  and  Boston  Common  was  full  of  fresh 
young  life  and  verdure.  The  beautiful  trees 
which  adorn  this  fair  spot  of  earth  had  just 
been  crowned  with  their  new  leafy  honors,  and 
were  beginning  to  cast  a  thin,  misty,  dream¬ 
like  shadow  over  the  tender  green  of  the  young 
grass,  which  rolled  its  soft,  velvety  mantle  over 
bank  and  level ;  the  newly  expanded  leaves  and 
buds  gave  out  a  sweet,  spicy  odor,  and  the  soft 
air  was  fragrant  with  that  fresh,  moist,  earthy 


530 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


smell  which  is  so  welcome  in  the  days  of  early 
spring,  and  so  suggestive  of  the  coming  glories 
of  the  vegetable  kingdom  that  it  seems  ever  to 
remind  one  of  the  first  days  of  earth’s  creation, 
when  Adam  and  Eve,  sinless  and  happy,  walk¬ 
ed  lovingly  and  admiringly,  hand  in  hand, 
through  a  pure  world,  all  light  and  joy  and 
beauty,  unconscious  that  there  could  ever  come 
a  time  of  sin,  decay,  winter,  woe,  and  death ! 

The  brimming  little  pond  (which,  tiny  as  it 
is,  has  a  hold  upon  the  affections  of  the  Bosto¬ 
nians  powerful  as  the  clasp  of  infant  weakness 
upon  a  giant’s  strength)  was  flashing  and  spark¬ 
ling  in  its  blue,  diamond  brightness ;  for  the  sun¬ 
ny  sky  which  smiled  down  upon  it  was  cloud¬ 
less  and  blue.  A  cluster  of  “Boston  boys,” 
frank  and  manly,  were  now  hovering  around  its 
dimpling  surface,  with  laugh  and  shout,  launch¬ 
ing  their  trim,  white-sailed  boats ;  and  then, 
while  the  fairy  skiffs  held  their  somewhat  un¬ 
certain  course  over  the  water,  just  rippled  by 
the  soft  breeze,  the  miniature  ship-owners  would 
run  round  to  the  other  side,  to  be  in  readiness 
to  receive  them,  long  before  they  neared  their 
doubtful  port.  Ah !  well  would  it  be  for  older 
merchants  if  they  could  do  so  too !  Eor  then 
the  enterprise  and  sagacity  which  plan  the  voy¬ 
age  would  not  so  often  be  frustrated  by  the  stu¬ 
pidity,  obstinacy,  or  dishonesty  of  some  agent 
“on  the  other  side  of  the  water.” 

Upon  the  upper,  or  Beacon-street  mall — 
which  seemed,  for  the  time,  almost  given  up  to 
their  exclusive  use — were  multitudes  of  youn¬ 
ger  children,  sent  out  for  health  and  recreation 
in  the  sweet  open  air.  Richly  dressed  little 
ones,  arrived  at  the  dignity  of  locomotion,  were 
trundling  hoops,  or  running  races,  or  sporting 
like  summer  butterflies  on  the  edge  of  the  new 
grass  ;  while  their  rosy-cheeked  Irish  nurses,  in 
shining  hair,  huge  barrel  hoops,  and  sun-shades, 
followed  them,  or,  seated  on  the  benches,  gos¬ 
siping  with  others  of  their  class  and  country, 
affected  to  be  still  zealously  watching  their  lit¬ 
tle  charges. 

Solemn-looking  babies,  half  crushed  under 
the  weighty  magnificence  of  white  satin  hats 
and  drooping  feathers,  drawn  forth  in  fair  ar¬ 
ray  of  pomp  and  circumstance,  sat  in  state, 
holding  on  with  both  dimpled  hands  to  the 
sides  of  their  baby- carriages,  or  lolled  idly 
among  their  downy  cushions  and  gorgeous  Af¬ 
ghans,  in  drowsy  abstraction  or  listless  indif¬ 
ference ;  while  a  class  still  younger — an  “in¬ 
fantry  up  in  arms” — enveloped  in  their  elonga¬ 
ted  and  embroidered  robes,  with  dainty  caps, 
and  delicate  laces,  and  satin  rosettes,  were  car¬ 
ried  backward  through  the  world,  glaring  and 
staring  over  the  broad  shoulders  of  their  nurses 
with  round,  shining,  unspeculating  eyes,  in 
which  the  light  of  thought,  feeling,  and  observ¬ 
ation  had  never  yet  been  kindled. 

Along  Beacon  Street,  down  Park  Street, 
through  Tremont  Street,  passed  a  continuous 
throng  of  richly  dressed  and  beautiful  women ; 
for  it  had  been  a  week  of  storm  and  chill,  and 
the  “east  wind,”  that  scourge  and  terror  of 


Bostonians,  had  ruled  with  no  very  “brief  au¬ 
thority and  numbers,  who  had  been  pining  in 
restless  inactivity  within  doors,  now  availed 
themselves  of  the  balmy  spring  day  for  a  health¬ 
restoring  walk  or  drive. 

Invalids  were  sunning  themselves  on  the 
broad  gravel- walks,  slowly  pacing  to  and  fro, 
with  feeble  steps  and  languid  air;  loungers 
and  pleasure-seekers  were  idling  on  the  way, 
curiously  scanning,  criticising,  or  admiring  the 
female  passers  ;  and  business  men  were  hurry¬ 
ing  by,  exchanging  rapid  or.silent  greetings. 

Belonging  to  this  latter  class  were  two  young 
men  who,  standing  where  they  met,  stopped  to 
exchange  a  few  salutations,  and  then,  imper¬ 
ceptibly,  fell  into  more  earnest  conversation. 

You  may  see  with  a  glance  that  one  is  a  Bos¬ 
tonian,  the  other  is  from  New  York;  for  while 
the  difference  would  be  difficult  to  explain,  yet 
French  and  English  are  not  more  distinctly  dif¬ 
ferent. 

They  are  gentlemen,  both,  and  both  have 
that  air  of  refinement  and  polish  which  only 
society  can  give,  and  which  would  indicate  a  life 
of  leisure  beyond  the  need  of  business  drudg¬ 
ery.  Yet,  listen  to  their  conversation  —  the 
oft-repeated  words,  “stock,  shares,  dividends, 
investment,  coupons,  dollars,”  betray  the  mer¬ 
chant  and  the  money-maker.  Ah!  will  the 
blessed  time  ever  come  when  the  American  mer¬ 
chant  will  have  reached  the  ultimate  goal  of 
his  ambition,  and  sit  calmly  down  to  enjoy  the 
wealth  which  he  has  toiled  to  make?  Or  is 
the  love  of  money  of  necessity  so  insatiable 
that  it  must  ever  outrun  its  successes,  and  grow 
with  the  very  accomplishment  of  its  own  de¬ 
sires  ? 

But  as  the  gentlemen  stand,  still  deep  in 
conversation,  a  handsome  carriage  is  driven 
down  Park  Street,  and,  as  it  turns  into  Tremont 
Street,  the  more  stylish-looking  man  of  the  two 
smiles  and  bows  familiarly. 

Ah !  a  quick  eye  has  caught  the  movement. 
The  coach  is  checked,  and  a  sweet,  childish 
voice  calls  out : 

“Papa!  papa!  May  I— may  I  come  to 
you  ?” 

The  gentleman  smiled,  and  nodded  in  assent ; 
and  the  servant,  dismounting,  opened  the  car¬ 
riage  door,  and  lifted  out  a  fairy  little  creature 
of  six  years  old,  dressed  with  extreme  richness, 
but  with  exquisite  good  taste — nothing  over¬ 
done,  nothing  wanting. 

The  man  placed  the  child  upon  the  sidewalk 
surrounding  the  Common,  and  returned  to  the 
carriage.  And  the  little  thing,  first  gracefully 
kissing  her  dimpled  white  hand  to  her  mother 
in  the  departing  carriage,  entered  the  inclos¬ 
ure,  and  advanced  with  a  bright  smile  and 
eager  steps  tov.fard  her  father-,  who  held  out 
his  hand  to  receive  her. 

“Your  daughter,  I  presume,  Mr.  Forrester  ?” 
questioned  his  companion. 

“Yes,”  said  the  father,  proudly.  “My  only 
child.  Miss  Lilian  Forrester.  Look  up,  my  dear 
Lily,  and  speak  to  this  gentleman.  This  is 
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Mr.  Cabot,  Lily,  one  of  my  friends.  Speak  to 
him,  my  little  daughter.”  And  as  the  fond  fa¬ 
ther  spoke  he  raised  the  child’s  hat,  and  dis¬ 
played  a  face  of  sweet  childish  loveliness.  A 
fair,  fresh  complexion,  of  true  Saxon  clearness 
and  brilliancy,  where  the  pure  white  and  red 
were  blended  together  as  finely  as  on  the  petals 
of  a  flower;  soft,  dovelike  eyes,  bright  and 
blue  as  the  spring  heavens  above  them ;  and 
long,  dropping  ringlets  of  soft,  shining,  golden 
hair. 

The  gentleman  thus  introduced  looked  upon 
the  beautiful  little  girl  in  evident  admiration. 
“She  is  very  like  her  mother,”  he  said,  while 
an  expressive  look  conveyed  to  the  father  the 
admiration  he  was  too  prudent  to  clothe  in 
words. 

“I  used  to  know  your  mamma.  Miss  Lily, 
when  she  was  a  little  girl,  not  a  great  deal  older 
than  you  are  now.  Will  yon  shake  hands  with 
me  for  her  sake  ?” 

The  little  hand,  small  and  delicate  as  a  white 
rose  leaf,  was  at  once  confidingly  laid  in  his  ex¬ 
tended  palm. 

“Thank  you,”  said  the  gentleman,  kindly, 
as  he  held  the  little  hand  in  his.  “I  think  I 
should  like  to  keep  this  in  trust  for  my  little 
Arthur*.  When  yon  meet  him.  Miss  Lily,  will 
you  give  it  to  him  ?” 

“No !”  said  Miss  Lily,  very  decidedly ;  “ I 
don’t  like  boy  babies  at  all.” 

“  Oh !  but  my  son  Arthur  is  not  a  baby,  I 
assure  you,”  said  Mr.  Cabot,  laughing.  “  He  is 
quite  a  young  gentleman.  Let  me  see — he  has 
arrived  at  the  mature  and  venerable  age  of  ten 
years.  Nay,  I  am  not  sure  that  he  is  not  eleven. 
Why,  bless  your  heart,  he  skates  and  takes  a 
newspaper !  What  more  could  you  ask  ?  Will 
not  that  do?” 

But  Miss  Lily  did  not  commit  herself  by  any 
reply. 

“  Why  did  not  you  stay  with  mamma,  Lily  ?” 
inquired  her  father.  “I  thought  you  were 
going  out  for  a  drive  this  morning.” 

“Yes;  but  mamma  had  visits  to  pay,  and  I 
w*as  tired,”  said  the  little  girl,  with  a  wearied 
air.  “And,  besides,  I  wanted  to  walk  with 
you.  You  will  take  me  for  a  W'alk,  papa,  won’t 
you?” 

“Oh  yes  !  by-and-by,  Birdie  ;  but  not  just 
yet,”  said  Mr.  Porrester,  smoothing  the  golden 
curls  caressingly.  “You  see  that  I  am  en¬ 
gaged  just  now,  and  you  must  rvait  a  while.” 
And  lifting  her  up  on  to  a  bench,  he  passed  his 
arm  around  her  waist,  and  resumed  the  conver¬ 
sation  with  his  friend  which  her  arrival  had  in¬ 
terrupted. 

Por  a  few  moments  Miss  Lily  rested  patiently 
within  her  father’s  fondly  encircling  arm,  watch¬ 
ing  with  interest  the  passers-by ;  then  she  began 
to  grow  restless,  and  manifested  her  impatience 
by  various  little  lady-like  but  unmistakable  signs 
of  weariness. 

“Papa!”  she  said  at  length,  “may  I  get 
down,  please,  and  walk  about  alone  ?” 

“No,  no,  Lily!  I  am  afraid  I  should  lose 


you,  among  all  these  people  ;  and  I  can  not 
afford  to  do  that.” 

Another  interval,  and  then  she  spoke  again  : 

“Papa !  if  you  please,  may  I  just  go  to  that 
pond,  and  see  what  the  little  children  are  doing 
there  ?” 

“Why,  Miss  Lily!”  said  Mr.  Cahot,  “I  am 
surprised  at  you !  Do  you  not  see  that  they 
are  all  little  boys  ?  I  thought  you  did  not  like 
boy  babies!” 

Miss  Lilian  pouted  and  blushed,  and  then  re¬ 
marked  that  she  did  not  want  to  see  the  boys  ; 
it  was  only  the  little  boats  she  wanted  to  see. 

“In  a  few  moments,  little  daughter,”  said 
her  father. 

Presently  came  the  notes  of  street  music, 
borne  on  the  soft  air,  and  the  child  could  en¬ 
dure  the  restraint  no  longer. 

“Papa!  papa!”  she  said,  while  her  little 
sandaled  feet  were  keeping  time  to  the  distant 
music.  “Papa — dear  papa!  have  not  you  most 
done  talking  ?  There  is  the  most  lovely  music  ! 
Oh,  do  please  be  quick,  papa  !” 

“Do  not  let  me  detain  you  from  your  walk 
any  longer,  ”  said  Mr.  Cabot,  laughing.  ‘  ‘  ‘  Mu¬ 
sic  has  charms,’  we  know.  I  will  call  and  see 
you.  You  are  at  the  Tremont  House,  I  be¬ 
lieve  ?” 

“For  a  day  or  two  longer— yes,”  said  Mr. 
Forrester;  “but  we  are  here  only  for  a  very 
limited  time,  and  shall  leave  Boston  on  Friday. 
I  must  be  in  New  York  by  the  22d.  But  if 
you  call  on  me  before  I  leave  town,  I  shall  be 
happy  to  see  you,  and  we  will  talk  over  this 
matter  again.  The  speculation  strikes  me  fa¬ 
vorably.  It  certainly  seems  feasible,  and  I 
think  it  might  prove  a  good  investment ;”  and 
then,  bidding  his  friend  good-morning,  the  New 
York  merchant  took  the  eager  hand  of  his  little 
daughter,  and  walked  down  the  Mall  in  the  di¬ 
rection  of  the  music. 

They  soon  came  up  with  the  itinerants,  whose 
distant  melody  had  attracted  the  notice  of  little 
Lilian ;  and,  as  the  instrument  was  of  a  sweeter 
tone  than  common,  and  the  air,  which  was 
then  a  popular  one,  was  played  wdth  more  taste 
and  judgment  than  usual,  little  Lily,  who  real¬ 
ly  loved  music,  begged  her  father  to  allow  her 
to  stop  and  listen  to  it — a  request  with  which 
he  readily  complied.  And  as  they  drew  nearer, 
the  little  group  which  had  gathered  about  the 
music  made  way  for  them,  until  they  could 
see  the  performers  —  a  dark,  foreign-looking, 
middle-aged  man,  who  was  playing,  and  a  sad¬ 
ly  wearied-looking  little  girl,  a  few  years  old¬ 
er  than  Lily,  brown  and  sun-burnt,  who,  dressed 
in  a  tawdry  pink  silk  frock,  trimmed  with  beads 
and  spangles,  and  with  a  crushed  wreath  of 
roses  on  her  disheveled  hair,  was  dancing,  not 
ungracefully,  to  the  familiar  tune. 

When  the  dance  was  ended,  the  child  ran 
around  the  circle  of  spectators,  much  as  a  little 
monkey  might  have  done,  and,  holding  out  her 
bare  and  dusky  little  hand,  collected  eagerly  the 
small  coin  scantily  bestowed  upon  her. 

1  Mr.  Forrester,  having  tossed  the  little  girl  a 
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quarter  of  a  dollar,  was  about  to  resume  his 
walk  with  his  child.  But  at  this  moment  the 
musician  rang  a  small  hand-bell  as  the  signal 
for  another  dance,  and  commenced  playing  the 
“  Cracovienne.” 

“Oh,  I  can  not,  I  can  not!”  cried  the  poor 
overheated  and  weary  child,  flinging  herself 
down  at  the  foot  of  the  tree,  beneath  whose 
shade  Mr.  Forrester  and  Lily  were  standing. 
“  Oh !  I  am  so  hot — and  so  tired — and  my  head 
aches — and  my  feet  are  so  lame !  ”  and  as  she 
spoke  she  held  up  her  poor  little  swollen  and 
blistered  foot. 

“  Oh,  papa !  she  is  so  tired,  and  so  lame,” 
said  little  Lilian,  with  impulsive  kindness, 
“May  I  help  her,  papa — may  I ?”  And  before 
her  father  could  even  comprehend  the  question, 
or  conjecture  the  purpose,  Lily  had  thrown  off 
her  hat,  sprung  into  the  circle,  and  nodding  to 
the  man  to  go  on,  she  began  the  fancy  dance, 
which  was  perfectly  familiar  to  her. 

Inspired  alike  by  the  music  and  the  glorious 
weather,  wholly  unabashed  by  the  many  strange 
eyes  bent  upon  her  (or,  rather,  so  entirely  ab¬ 
sorbed  in  pity  for  the  poor  crouching  and  aston¬ 
ished  child,  whose  substitute  she  had  so  sud¬ 
denly  become,  as  to  be  wholly  unconscious  of  the 
observation  she  had  attracted),  Lilian  danced  on 
in  perfect  time  to  the  music — her  sweet,  inno¬ 
cent  face  glowing  with  exercise,  and  radiant  with 
the  loving  impulse  of  her  warm  young  heart. 

Her  beauty  and  grace,  together  with  the  un¬ 
usual  circumstance,  of  a  child  so  richly  and 
fashionably  dressed  dancing  in  the  open  air, 
at  noonday,  to  a  common  street  musician,  had 
gradually  attracted  an  audience  of  a  higher 
class  than  had  witnessed  the  performances  of 
her  dusky  little  predecessor ;  and  when,  having 
finished  the  dance,  Lily  quietly  picked  up  her 
broad  hat,  with  its  floating  ribbons,  and  with  a 
sweet  gravity  on  her  young  face,  held  it  first 
to  her  father,  with  the  words,  “A  little  money, 
please,  dear  papa!”  Mr.  Forrester  could  not 
resist  the  wish  to  aid  her  sweet,  impulsive  char¬ 
ity,  and  as  the  golden  coin  he  tossed  her  fell 
into  the  soft  blue  satin  lining  of  the  hat,  his 
example  was  readily  followed  by  those  around 
him,  who  seemed  to  comprehend  the  whole  af¬ 
fair  at  a  glance.  Dainty  white  fingers,  and 
delicate  kid-covered  palms  shed  their  glittering 
tribute,  until  the  frail  hat,  and  the  tiny  hands 
which  held  it,  bent  beneath  their  burden. 

Springing  with  sparkling  eyes  and  glowing 
cheeks  to  the  still  crouching  child,  whose  wide 
and  glittering  eyes  had  followed  her  motions 
with  a  sort  of  sullen,  jealous  wonderment,  Lily 
poured  into  her  bespangled  lap  the  shining 
treasure  she  had  won  for  her,  with  the  simple 
words,  “  Now,  little  girl,  you  can  go  home  and 
rest.”  And  then,  without  waiting  for  one  word 
of  thanks  from  the  evidently  amazed  little  for¬ 
eigner,  she  replaced  her  hat,  quietly  slipped 
her  hand  into  her  father’s,  and  resumed  her 
walk  as  if  nothing  unusual  had  occurred. 

“  That  was  a  nice  little  girl,  papa ;  only  so 
veiy  tired.” 


“Yes,  my  darling,”  said  the  father,  who  had 
not  the  heart  to  blame  what  he  could  not  quite 
approve,  “  I  dare  say  she  w'as  ;  and  it  was  very 
kind  in  you  to  wish  to  help  her,  my  dear  Lily ; 
but  I  rather  doubt  if  mamma  would  quite  like 
to  have  you  dance  in  the  street  without  your 
hat.  What  do  you  think  ?” 

“Oh!  indeed  I  did  not  think  of  that,”  said 
Lily.  “I  suppose  she  would  not.  I  will  not 
do  it  again.  But  the  poor  little  girl  has  to  do 
it,  and  she  was  so  very  tired.  Did  I  do  wrong 
to  help  her?  Oh,  I  am  sorry  if  you  think  I 
did  what  mamma  would  not  like.” 

“No,  no,  Lily!  not  wrong,  certainly,”  said 
the  father,  who  instinctively  shrunk  from  teach¬ 
ing  lessons  of  worldly  wisdom  to  his  pure  and 
warm-hearted  child  ;  “  it  was  not  wrong,  Lily ; 
only — you  know — you  understand — I  would 
rather  not  have  you  do  it  again.” 

More  than  a  dozen  years  had  passed  since 
that  bright  and  beautiful  spring  day.  It  was 
night,  and  one  of  the  largest  and  most  splendid 
opera-houses  in  Europe  was  crowded  with  an 
assemblage  of  rank,  beauty,  and  fashion. 

It  was  a  benefit  night,  and  the  young  bene¬ 
ficiary  was  a  star  which  had  suddenly  shot  up 
into  the  very  zenith  of  theatrical  and  musical 
popularity. 

This  renowned  personage  was  the  Signorina 

L - ,  a  young  Italian  girl,  said  to  be  of  noble 

birth,  whose  wonderful  musical  talents  had  led 
her  to  the  rank  of  prima  donna ;  while  her  in¬ 
imitable  grace  as  a  tragedienne,  aided  by  her 
dark  but  splendid  beauty,  won  her  the  admira¬ 
tion  of  hundreds  who  were  incapable  of  a  full 
appreciation  of  her  rare  musical  powers. 

Her  unsullied  reputation,  defying  alike  the 
adulation  of  rank  and  wealth  and  the  vitiated 
atmosphere  of  the  green-room,  had  inspired 
general  respect,  and  had  thrown  around  her 
private  character  a  dignity  and  perfect  respecta¬ 
bility  not  often  accorded  to,  or  even  claimed 
by,  females  of  her  then  somewhat  doubtful  avo¬ 
cation.  She  had  just  appeared  in  one  of  her 
most  celebrated  7'6les,  in  which  she  had  carried 
her  audience  along  with  her,  sustaining  the  in¬ 
tense  interest  to  the  very  last.  But  it  was  over 
now,  the  last  note  was  ended,  and  there  was 
— silence ;  but  a  silence  which  seemed  even  yet 
to  be  palpably  throbbing  with  the  last  vibra¬ 
tions  of  that  glorious  voice. 

Silence — through  all  that  crowded  and  brill¬ 
iant  assembly.  Silence — breathless  silence, 
even  in  the  gorgeous  dress-circle,  with  its  iris 
hues  and  sparkling  radiance,  where  proud  and 
graceful  heads,  as  by  common  consent,  were 
bent  toward  her  like  a  wind-tossed  praiiue  of 
living  flowers ! 

And  she  stood  in  silence  before  them.  The 
young  prima  donna,  the  spell  of  whose  beauty 
and  genius  thus  held  them  bound  and  mute, 
stood  in  silence  before  that  myriad  gaze,  unawed, 
unmoved,  unshaken  ;  still  keeping  unchanged 
her  Pythoness  attitude,  her  wild,  statue-like 
arms  upraised,  her  resplendent  eyes  all  ablaze 
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with  passion,  her  superb  figure  towering  in 
scorn  and  wrath,  her  pale,  finely  cut  features 
stony  and  rigid,  as  if  she  were  in  very  deed  the 
embodiment  of  the  fierce  passion  she  typified. 

Por  one  moment ;  and  then  there  was  a  rus¬ 
tling  of  silken  robes,  a  light  stir  of  glittering 
fans  and  wavy  feathers,  and  a  changing  light  in 
the  many-hued  audience,  as  if  a  soft  wind  had 
STvept  over  that  sea  of  flowers  ;  and,  low  at  first, 
but  gradually  swelling  upward,  came  a  heart¬ 
felt  burst  of  emotion  ;  louder,  deeper,  and  more 
and  more  vehement,  until  the  crowded  house 
seemed  literally  to  rock  with  the  thunders  of 
applause. 

She  heard  it,  she  felt  it,  for  a  warm  glow 
stole  into  the  marble  cheeks;  the  white,  rigid 
lips  relaxed,  and  trembled  to  a  smile  ;  the  fierce 
eyes  sunk  softening  beneath  their  long-fringed 
lashes ;  the  imperious  attitude  grew  into  wo¬ 
manly  gentleness ;  the  wild,  uptossed  arms, 
drooped  into  meekness  across  her  bosom;  and 
then,  gathering  her  velvet  robes  about  her,  she 
bent  to  the  audience  in  one  long,  low,  graceful 
obeisance,  and  fled  from  the  stage- — fled  as  if 
for  shelter  from  the  tempest  of  applause  which 
threatened  literally  “  to  bring  down  the  house.” 

Then  louder  and  louder  rolled  the  whirlwind 
of  enthusiastic  voices  ;  but  the  fair  prima  donna 
heeded  them  not.  Passing  at  once  into  her  pri¬ 
vate  room,  unmoved  by  the  tumultuous  “bra¬ 
vos”  and  “  encores  ;”  deaf  alike  to  the  compli¬ 
ments  and  the  entreaties  of  the  stage-manager 
that  she  would  return  to  the  stage,  if  only  for 
one  moment,  to  acknowledge  her  triumph,  and 
satisfy  the  demands  of  an  audience  so  recherche, 
so  distingue — the  very  elite — she  w'ent  quietly 
forward  and  met  her  own  attendants,  who  were 
always  in  waiting  for  her — a  tall,  powerful,  but 
quiet-looking  man,  old  enough  to  be  her  father, 
whose  swarthy  complexion  and  gleaming  black 
eyes  denoted  his  Italian  birth ,  and  a  middle- 
aged  woman,  whose  high  cheek-bones,  high 
shoulders,  high  hips,  and  high  voice,  spoke  the 
Prench  servant,  half  dressing-maid,  half  bonne. 

As  the  young  prima  donna  approached  them, 
Luigi  took  from  the  arm  of  the  Prenchwoman 
a  cloak,  lined  and  trimmed  with  costly  fur,  and 
carefully  w'rapping  it  around  the  fair  Italian’s 
shoulders,  he  led  the  way  to  a  private  door, 
where  her  carriage  was  in  waiting ;  and  help¬ 
ing  his  young  mistress  and  Gabrielle  into  the 
coach,  he  mounted  outside,  and  gave  the  order, 
“Home !” 

We  will  leave  the  stage-manager  bowing  his 
perfumed  ambrosial  curls,  and  w'armly  gesticu¬ 
lating  to  an  excited  audience,  with  his  white, 
jeweled  fingers  pressed  upon  that  particular 
portion  of  his  comely  person  which  is  consider¬ 
ed  (according  to  the  laws  of  theatrical  usage) 
to  denote  the  locale  of  a  heart  full  to  overflow¬ 
ing  ;  and  while  he  assures  his  distinguished  au¬ 
ditory  that  the  “  prima  donna  is  unfortunately 
unable  to  comply  with  their  most  flattering  re¬ 
quest,  that  she  is  obliged  to  leave — has,  in  fact, 
already  left  the  house”  —  we  will  follow  the 
young  Italian  to  her  lodgings ;  where,  pre¬ 


ceded  by  one  of  the  English  waiters  of  the  ho¬ 
tel,  and  followed  by  her  own  two  attendants, 
she  mounted  the  lofty  staircase,  and  walked 
slowly  and  gracefully  through  the  long  corridor 
toward  her  own  suit  of  apartments ;  her  eyes 
bent  thoughtfully  upon  the  bouquet  of  mag¬ 
nificent  roses  she  had  brought  with  her  from 
the  opera-house,  and  humming,  half  audibly, 
and  quite  unconsciously,  the  music  of  one  of  her 
favorite  operas. 

Suddenly  the  light  step  was  arrested,  the  mur¬ 
mured  music  ceased,  and  the  signorina  stood 
with  head  thrown  back  and  hand  upraised,  as 
if  to  command  silence.  Instantly  the  little  cor¬ 
tege  stood  still. 

“AVhat  was  it?”  she  said,  turning  to  her  at¬ 
tendants  ;  “  that  noise — what  w-as  it  ?” 

“Niente,  signorina!”  answered  the  Italian 
Luigi,  with  a  deprecatory  shrug  of  his  shoul¬ 
ders. 

“Nothing,  my  lady,”  said  the  English  waiter. 

“  Ce  n’est  rein,  n’importe,  mademoiselle,” 
said  the  Prench  Gabrielle. 

“It  was  something;  I  heard  it,”  said  the 
prima  donna,  her  fine,  pale  features  growing 
paler  with  excitement.  “  Listen  !” 

There  was  another  pause,  unbroken  by  a 
sound,  while  the  young  Italian  still  maintained 
her  attitude  of  fixed  and  painful  attention; 
and  then  again  Luigi  declai'ed  his  conviction 
that  it  was  ‘  ‘  Niente.  ”  The  Englishman  suggest¬ 
ed  it  was  but  the  creaking  of  a  door-hiugeljiand 
Gabrielle  intimated  her  opinion  that  it  was  only 
“  une  bouffee  de  vent,”  and  that  it  was  too  cold 
for  mam’selle  to  be  standing  thus  in  the  corri¬ 
dor— -would  mam’selle  please  to  proceed  to  her 
own  apartments  ? 

But  mademoiselle  did  not  please;  she  si¬ 
lenced  them  all  with  one  wave  of  that  impe¬ 
rious  hand. 

“  It  w'as  not  a  puff  of  wind — it  w'as  not  the 
creaking  of  a  door.  I  heard  it ;  it  was  a  wo¬ 
man’s  voice ;  a  cry  of  distress  ;  a  long,  low  wail 
of  pitiful  anguish.  It  curdled  my  very  blood. 
I  must  know  what  it  was— tell  me  who  occu¬ 
pies  that  chamber,”  she  said,  addressing  the 
English  waiter.  But  the  man  thus  questioned 
either  w'as  or  affected  to  bo  profoundly  ignorant 
upon  the  subject ;  and  again  the  signorina’s  two 
attendants  urged  her  to  proceed  ;  but  she  heed¬ 
ed  them  as  little  as  the  “  deaf  adder”  heeds  the 
voice  of  its  victim. 

“  Go  !  callup  your  master  ;  bid  him  come  to 
me  at  once!”  she  said,  turning  to  the  English 
servant,  with  white  lips  and  flashing  eyes,  which 
would  be  obeyed,  and  brooked  no  delay ;  and 
in  a  few  moments  the  head  of  the  establish¬ 
ment  was  bowing  obsequiously  before  her  (for 
the  prima  donna  was  a  celebrity  that  brought 
honor  to  his  house,  and  was  lavish  to  a  fault 
with  the  wealth  which  flowed  in  upon  her  like 
a  spring-tide). 

“  Who  occupies  this  room  ? — this  one?”  she 
asked  him,  abruptly,  indicating  as  she  spoke, 
Avith  a  quick  sweep  of  her  hand,  the  door  of  the 
chamber  near  which  they  Avere  standing. 
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“  It  is  at  your  service,  madam,”  said  the  pro¬ 
prietor,  bowing  low. 

“Who  occupies  it?”  was  the  earnestly  re¬ 
iterated  question. 

“No  one  after  to-night,  madam.  I  will  place 
it  at  your  disposal  to-morrow.” 

“  I  ask  who  occupies  it  now  ?”  said  the  prima 
donna,  with  an  earnestness  which  could  not  be 
mistaken,  and  a  directness  which  would  not  be 
evaded. 

“  Only  a  young  American  girl,”  said  the  pro¬ 
prietor,  with  a  gesture  of  contempt.  “But  she 
will  leave  the  room  immediately,  and  I  will 
have  the  honor  to  arrange  it  for  madam  early 
to-morrow.” 

“I  do  not  need  the  room  ;  but  this  person — 
an  American — a  young  girl,  did  you  say  ?”  asked 
the  prima  donna,  earnestly.  “And  she  is  in 
distress  ?” 

“I  dare  say;  I  should  think  so,”  said  the 
master  of  the  establishment ;  and  he  added 
something  in  an  under-tone,  which  the  fair 
Italian  did  not  quite  comprehend ;  only  she 
noticed  that  the  two  words  “  American”  and 
“cheats”  were  in  rather  close  and  disagreeable 
juxtaposition. 

“  Silence !”  she  said,  in  a  tone  of  command, 
and  with  a  gesture  which  would  have  done 
credit  to  a  Siddons. 

“  I  know  the  Americans,  and  you  do  not ! 
The  Americans  are  no  cheats !  the  Americans 
are  my  friends — I  love  them  all;  I  owe  all  I 
am  and  all  I  have  to  an  American ;  I  honor 
them.  Tell  me  the  history  of  this  young  girl.” 

With  views  of  the  American  character  con¬ 
siderably  modified  (at  least  in  expression)  by 
the  timely  discovery  of  this  amiable  weakness 
on  the  part  of  his  distinguished  inmate,  the 
master  of  the  hotel  gave  the  required  inform¬ 
ation.  The  father  of  the  young  girl  was  an 
American,  who  had  been  traveling  with  this 
his  only  child ;  he  was  said  to  be  immensely 
rich ;  he  came  to  him  with  the  reputation  of 
being  a  millionaire  at  the  very  least ;  engaged 
his  best  rooms  regardless  of  terms ;  paid  like  a 
prince  ;  lived  in  luxury  there  for  a  week  or  two  ; 
then  there  came  letters — a  great  crash  in  New 
York  (the  time  of  the  money  panic),  his  house 
had  gone  down  with  the  rest— -a  total  wreck ! 
nothing  saved !  they  were  ruined — they  were 
beggars ! 

The  sudden  shock  threw  the  father  into  a 
brain -fever;  he  died;  the  daughter  had  no 
friends,  no  money ;  she  was  unable  to  pay  up 
his  bill ;  she  was  a  beggar !  Madam  must  see 
his  house  was  no  home  for  beggars ;  she  must 
go ;  she  should  leave  the  room  the  next  morn¬ 
ing  ;  he  had  lost  enough  by  them  already  ;  the 
law  ought  to  protect  him  from  such  imposition ! 

“La  poverth  non  vuol  le'ggi,”  murmured  the 
young  Italian,  bitterly ;  then  she  added  in  En¬ 
glish,  “  I  must  see  this  young  person ;  show  me 
into  her  room.” 

“  The  room  is  in  disorder  now,  madam,”  said 
the  proprietor.  “  I  have  had  much  of  the  fur¬ 
niture  removed ;  but  to-morrow,  if  you  please.” 


“Now!”  said  the  prima  donna,  advancing. 

“  To-night  1” 

“  My  lady !”  remonstrated  the  Englishman. 

“  Signorina !”  expostulated  the  Italian  Luigi. 

“Mademoiselle!”  pleaded  the  French  Ga- 
brielle. 

Carelessly  putting  them  all  aside  with  one 
wave  of  her  hand,  the  prima  donna  approached 
the  door,  while  her  two  attendants  exchanged 
anxious  glances. 

“Parbleu!  aussitot  dit,  aussitot  fait,”  whis¬ 
pered  Gabrielle. 

“Parole  assai;  che  sara  sara!”  murmured 
Luigi. 

The  signorina  knocked  with  a  light  but  de¬ 
termined  hand.  No  answer. 

“  It  is  a  friend ;  will  you  not  admit  me  ?”  she 
said,  in  those  clear,  golden  tones  which  a  de¬ 
lighted  public  coined  into  actual  gold  for  her. 
Still  no  answer. 

The  prima  donna  turned  to  Luigi.  “Open 
the  door  for  me— I  would  enter.” 

“Signorina!”  said  the  more  cautious  and 
worldly-wise  attendant.  “  Signorina,  in  un — ” 

How  Luigi  would  have  terminated  his  sen¬ 
tence  must  remain  forever  a  mere  matter  of 
conjecture,  for,  glancing  as  he  spoke  at  the 
face  of  his  resolute  mistress,  he  probably  read 
something  in  her  set  mouth  and  flashing  eyes 
which  reminded  him  that  delays  were  danger¬ 
ous,  and  hastily  substituting  the  words,  “  In  un 
batter  d’occhio,  signorina !”  which  was  as  far  as 
possible  from  his  original  intention,  he  flung 
open  the  door. 

The  room  thus  suddenly  displayed  was,  as 
the  Englishman  had  asserted,  one  of  the  best 
in  the  house ;  it  was  high  and  spacious,  but 
being  nearly  divested  of  furniture,  its  very  size 
and  loftiness  added  to  its  bare  and  desolate  as¬ 
pect. 

It  was  wholly  unlighted,  save  where  the  ra¬ 
diance  of  the  full  moon,  streaming  in  at  the 
curtainless  window,  traced  a  clear  outline  of 
the  casement  upon  the  bare,  uncarpeted  floor. 

Within  this  radiant  portion  of  the  room,  as 
if  some  mysterious  and  undefinable  influence 
drew  her  near  the  only  visible  thing  that  looked 
lovingly  and  pityingly  upon  her,  crouched  the 
desolate  American  girl,  her  crossed  arms  rest¬ 
ing  upon  a  chair,  her  head  bent  down  upon 
them,  and  her  face  wholly  concealed,  while  her 
disordered  hair,  all  unbound  and  gleaming  in 
the  spectral  moonlight,  feU  ripj)ling  in  loose 
golden  waves  to  the  floor. 

Stepping  hastily  to  the  side  of  the  kneeling 
girl,  the  signorina  laid  her  hand  lightly  upon 
her  shoulder,  and  said,  in  the  softest  tones  of 
that  wonderfully  flexible  voice,  and  in  her  low, 
sweet,  Italianized  English : 

“  It  is  a  friend — listen !  I  would  speak  with 
you.”  But  there  was  no  motion,  no  answer. 
The  signorina  drew  back  in  sudden  terror. 

“  It  is  death  !”  she  said,  with  white,  quiver¬ 
ing  lips.  “  She  has  perished  here  alone,  and 
of  want !”  and  she  looked  shudderingly  round 
the  desolate  room. 
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“Non!  non!  mademoiselle,”  said  the  more 
practical  Gabrielle,  who,  as  lady’s-maid,  had 
had  experience  in  such  cases. 

“Cette  n’est  pas  la  mort;  elle  s’evanouit. 
Help  thou  me,  Luigi ;  doucement,  doucement !” 
And  between  them  they  raised  the  poor  girl, 
and  bore  her  tenderly  out  into  the  lighted  cor¬ 
ridor. 

“Bello!  hello!  oh,  signorina!  che  hello!” 
said  Luigi,  admiringly,  as,  the  long  golden  ring¬ 
lets  streaming  in  a  shower  over  his  arm,  the 
gas-light  revealed  the  pale  marble  face,  with 
its  pure,  statue-like  features. 

The  prima  donna  stooped,  looked  for  one 
moment  full  and  fixedly  into  that  deathlike 
countenance,  and  then,  with  a  cry  of  joy  almost 
fierce  in  its  expression,  she  snatched  the  furred 
mantle  from  her  own  shoulders,  and  wrapped 
it  with  tender  care  around  the  unconscious 
form  which  Luigi  supported. 

“Bear  the  young  lady  into  my  apartment  at 
once — quick!”  she  said. 

In  vain  were  the  “  parbleu  !”  of  Gabrielle,  or 
the  “  basta !  ”  of  Luigi. 

“Am  I  to  be  obeyed  or  not?”  she  asked. 
Luigi  glanced  at  her  face,  met  the  quick,  impa¬ 
tient  gaze  of  her  fiashing  eyes,  and  with  an 
obedient  “  Ora  e  sempre,  signorina  !”  he  lifted 
his  pale  burden  and  walked  onward. 

“It  is  my  sister,”  said  the  prima  donna, 
turning  back  in  explanation  to  the  W'ondering 
proprietor.  The  Englishman  glanced  from  the 
proud,  dark,  haughty  beauty  of  the  young  Ital¬ 
ian,  with  her  Juno  figure,  her  meteor  eyes,  and 
midnight  hair,  to  the  pale,  pure,  finely  grained 
complexion,  willowy  form,  and  long  golden 
tresses  of  the  unconscious  American,  and  an 
incredulous  smile  half  curled  his  lip ;  but  his 
interest  was  concerned,  and  if  the  signorina  had 
asserted  that  the  pale  stranger  maiden  and  her¬ 
self  were  twin  brothers,  he  would  not  have  ven¬ 
tured  to  contradict  her,  or  openly  avow  his 
doubt ;  and  when  the  Italian,  added,  briefly, 
“Let  all  the  young  lady’s  things  be  conveyed 
into  my  apartments,  and  call  me  a  physician 
immediately,  and  I  will  be  answerable  for  the 
amount  of  your  bill,  ”  he  felt  that  he  had  reaped 
the  reward  of  his  forbearance,  the  smile  changed 
its  expression,  he  bowed  with  obsequious  grat¬ 
itude,  and  in  ten  minutes  the  poor  desolate  girl, 
who  half  an  hour  before  had  not  one  friend  in 
that  wide  city,  was  the  unconscious  object  of 
the  tenderest  care  and  the  most  watchful  med¬ 
ical  skill. 

Gabrielle  was  right ;  it  was  not  death,  but  a 
deathly  swoon.  Probably  the  girl  had  fainted 
at  the  very  moment  when  there  broke  from  her 
pale  lips  the  wild  wail  of  desolate  anguish  which 
had  so  fortunately  found  its  way  at  once  to  the 
ear  and  to  the  heart  of  the  pitying  Italian. 

A  long  illness  was  the  consequence  of  the 
sad  events  which  had  so  tried  the  feelings  of  the 
young  American,  and  during  two  or  three  weeks 
she  lay  unconscious,  while  her  Italian  benefac¬ 
tress  watched  over  her  in  devoted  and  un¬ 
wearied  love,  aided  by  Gabrielle,  whose  heart 


had  gradually  melted,  and  warmed  to  the  beau¬ 
tiful  and  helpless  sufferer. 

But  youth  and  a  good  constitution,  aided  by 
skill  and  kindness,  triumphed  at  length ;  and 
the  delighted  prima  donna  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  the  object  of  her  compassionate  devotion 
rapidly  recruiting  in  health  and  strength ;  and 
she  hung  over  her  with  sweet  and  joyful  ca¬ 
resses. 

“You  have  told  me  that  we  have  met  be¬ 
fore,”  said  the  invalid  one  day,  languidly 
stretching  out  her  thin,  trembling,  white  hand, 
in  answer  to  the  affectionate  inquiries  of  the 
young  Italian  ;  “but  I  can  not  recall  our  meet¬ 
ing  ;  tell  me,  if  you  please,  where  and  how  we 
met.” 

“Not  yet,  caro,”  said  the  Italian  girl,  smil¬ 
ing.  “You  are  not  strong  enough  to  talk  or 
be  talked  to  yet.  Wait  a  little  longer,  and  you 
shall  know  all  about  it ;  but  not  yet.  You  must 
trust  to  me  a  little  longer.” 

In  the  mean  time  the  signorina,  now  that 
her  fair  patient’s  improvement  had  released  her 
from  her  anxious  attendance  in  the  sick-room, 
held  long  and  confidential  interviews  with  her 
man  of  business,  and  one  fine  day  she  entered 
her  apartment  with  some  papers  in  her  hand. 

“Are  you  quite  w'ell  enough,  do  you  think, 
to  talk  a  little  upon  business  now,  caro  ?”  she 
said,  caressingly  lifting  the  heavy  waves  of 
golden  hair,  and  fondly  pressing  her  lips  to  the 
fair,  pure  brow  beneath. 

“Quite,  quite  well  enough,  dear  friend.  I 
am  impatient  to  talk  to  you,”  said  the  sick  girl. 
“  I  have  much  that  ought  to  be  said,  much  that 
you  ought  to  know.  I — ” 

“Stop,  stop,”  said  the  signorina,  smiling 
kindly  into  the  sweet,  earnest  blue  eyes;  “it 
is  I  who  am  to  talk,  and  you,  dearest,  may  do 
the  listening.  First,  then,  I  believe  that  you 
have  friends  in  America.  Is  it  not  so  ?” 

“I  had  many,” said  the  young  stranger,  sad¬ 
ly;  “but  having  lost  every  thing  else,  I  dare 
not  count  upon  having  them  still.” 

“Adversity  is  the  fire  which  tries  the  mixed 
metal,”  said  the  Italian,  curtly.  “Let  the  dross 
go  ;  the  pure  gold  will  remain  to  you  purer  than 
before  ;  have  faith  in  this.  You  'would  wish  to 
return  to  your  country — to  your  friends?” 

“Wish!”  said  the  poor  girl,  her  soft  ej'es 
filling  with  tears.  “Yes;  but  what  are  my 
wishes  worth  now?  I  am  penniless.” 

“Not  so!”  said  the  Italian,  quickly.  “In 
'this  libretto  you  will  find  there  is  provision  for 
your  future  wants.  Nay,  start  not,  caro,  nor 
blush.  It  was  but  a  debt  fairly  due  to  you, 
which  circumstances  have  enabled  me  to  recov¬ 
er  just  when  you  most  needed  it.  I  do  not  ask 
you  to  remain  with  me  and  unite  your  fate  with 
mine” — but  as  she  spoke  her  rich  voice  trem¬ 
bled,  and  her  dark  eyes  grew  humid  and  shone 
luminous  through  tears — “  for  I  know  that  your 
heart  is  pining  for  your  home  and  your  early 
friends ;  and,  more  than  that,  I  know  that  our 
lives  are  unfitted  to  run  on  side  by  side.  My 
career  would  be  as  painfully  irksome  to  you  as 
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the  repose  of  yours  would  be  monotonous  to 
me.  The  quiet  you  would  covet  would  be  stag¬ 
nation.  to  me.  I  should  die  deprived  of  the  ex¬ 
citement  which  is  my  daily  life.  I  do  not  ask 
vou  to  sympathize  with  me  in  this  you  can  not ; 
but  I  ask  you  to  remember  it  has  been  my  life 
from  childhood ;  the  shrinking  delicacy  of  char¬ 
acter  which  I  can  admire  in  you  was  crushed 
out  of  me  as  a  little  child ;  and  I  have  lived  ever 
before  the  public  eye,  sustained  by  the  breath 
of  the  popular  admiration,  from  which  you,  my 
gentle  one,  would  shrink  in  dismay.  Yet  hear 
mo;”  and  as  she  spoke  she  drew  up  her  glo¬ 
rious  figure  to  its  full  height,  and  raising  her 
head  proudly,  she  fixed  her  clear,  luminous, 
truthful  eyes  full  on  the  face  of  her  young  com¬ 
panion. 

“  Hear  me !  In  all  that  relates  to  pure  wo¬ 
manly  virtue,  true  womanly  honor,  my  life  has 
been  as  unsullied  as  your  own !  There  is  no 
stain  upon  the  hand  I  offer  you  in  friendship, 
no  taint  of  dishonor  in  the  wealth  I  have  con¬ 
veyed  to  you  ;  you  believe  this  ?”  she  said,  still 
keeping  her  searching  glance  full  upon  the  face 
of  the  listening  American. 

“I  do — I  do,”  said  her  companion,  fondly 
clasping  in  her  thin  white  fingers  the  hand  held 
out  to  her  so  proudly. 

“I  thank  you,”  said  the  Italian,  tenderly; 
“  and  1  believe  you!  Your  generous  faith  in 
me  you  shall  never  have  cause  to  repent.  But 
listen  farther — your  passage  home  I  have  en¬ 
gaged  ;  in  one  week  more  you  will  leave  for 
America,  your  glorious  fatherland,  the  birth¬ 
place  and  the  home  of  freedom !  And  if  there 
the  breath  of  fame  should  ever  chance  to  waft 
my  name  to  your  ear,  you  will  remember  that 
I  was  not  forgetful  or  ungrateful!” 

“Ungrateful!”  said  the  wondering  girl. 
“What  claim  have  I  upon  your  gratitude — I, 
the  object  of  your  generous  charity  ?  You  have 
spoken  thus  before ;  this  debt,  too ;  what  was 
it  ?  Tell  me  then,  dear  friend  ;  where  have  we 
met  before,  and  when  ?” 

“  Look !”  said  the  prima  donna  ;  and  spring¬ 
ing  up,  and  humming  the  formerly  popular  tune 
of  the  “  Cracovienne,”  she  danced  that  once  fa¬ 
miliar  but  now  half-forgotten  fancy  dance,  while 
the  sweet  blue  eyes  of  the  American  girl  opened 
wide  in  bewildered  recollections. 

Gradually  it  came  back  to  her,  like  portions 
of  a  recovered  dream  :  Boston — the  Mall^ — the 
street  musician — the  little,  tired,  bespangled 
child — the  very  feeling  of  the  air  on  that  sweet 
spring  day,  so  long  ago — the  smell  of  the  leaves, 
the  warmth  of  the  sun ;  and,  as  the  Italian  at 
the  close  of  the  dance  flung  herself  down,  and 
crouching,  held  out  her  hand  as  did  the  over¬ 
wearied  child,  Lilian  Forrester  burst  into  tears 
of  surprise  and  awakened  memory. 

“Yes,  caro,”  said  the  prima  donna,  again 
springing  up,  and  approaching  the  weeping 
American,  “I  was  that  little,  miserable,  mo¬ 
therless,  neglected  child ;  your  bounty  gave  my 


poor  but  talented  father  the  means  of  beginning 
my  musical  education,  and  it  was  by  your  child¬ 
ish  hand  that  I  was  led  into  the  path  which 
has  brought  me  to  distinction  and  opulence! 
You  will  not  pain  me  by  refusing  to  share  a  por¬ 
tion  of  the  wealth  which,  but  for  you,  I  should 
never  have  won.  You  were  generous  as  a  child, 
surely  you  will  not  be  less  generous  as  a  wo¬ 
man  !  Years  have  passed  over  me,  and  I  am 
so  changed  that  I  have  almost  lost  my  own  iden¬ 
tity  ;  but  your  face,  though  unseen  from  that 
day,  was  never  forgotten ;  your  childish  image 
haunted  me.  We  met,  and  I  knew  you  in¬ 
stantly.  Surely  it  was  God’s  owm  providence 
which  brought  me  to  you  in  your  hour  of  need, 
as  you  had  come  to  me  in  mine!  And  now 
when  He  thus  sends  back  to  you,  by  my  hands, 
the  bread  which  you  in  your  sweet  young  char¬ 
ity  cast  upon  the  waters,  will  you  turn  awmy  and 
perish  in  your  proud  hunger?  They  call  me 
proud  and  cold,  caro  ;  and  so  I  am,  for  the  blood 
and  the  pride  of  the  old  nobility  are  both  in 
my  veins,  and  the  two  generations  of  poverty 
through  which  they  descended  to  me  have  weak¬ 
ened  neither.  Yet  see,  dearest,  I  am  kneeling 
before  you' — do  not,  oh,  do  not  deprive  me  of  the 
sweetest  pleasure  my  wealth  has  ever  brought 
me !” 

Who  could  resist  those  tender,  pleading 
w'ords,  rendered  doubly  tender  by  the  sweet 
intonations  of  that  matchless  voice,  and  height¬ 
ened  by  all  the  charm  and  witchery  of  her  rare 
and  exquisite  grace  of  manner  ?  Certainly  not 
the  poor  lonely  girl  whose  life  she  had  just 
saved — who,  having  been  engulfed  and  swept 
away  by  that  mighty  flood-tide  of  commercial 
ruin,  had  been  snatched  from  the  seething 
waters  on  the  very  brink  of  doom,  and  restored 
to  life  and  hope  by  her  generous  compassion. 
Ah,  no !  she  could  only  throw  herself  into  those 
fondly  extended  arms  and  weep  out  her  full 
heart’s  gratitude  and  love. 

In  a  week  more  the  two  young  beings,  whose 
life  paths,  so  widely  different  in  their  commence¬ 
ment,  had  yet  met  and  crossed  each  other  at 
such  strange  angles,  stood  together  upon  the 
deck  of  one  of  our  ocean  steamers. 

“  Adieu !  caro,”  said  the  Italian,  as  she  re¬ 
turned  the  clinging  embrace  of  her  friend ; 
“we  shall  meet  again  somewhere,  I  am  sure 
of  it.  And  see,  dearest!  this  is  my  parting 
gift,  my  ‘ buona-mano ;’  take  it;  it  is  for  you. 
And  now,  caro !  adieu  until  we  meet  again — 
'if  not  on  earth,  then  surely — ”  And  with  an 
attitude  more  expressive  than  words,  she  raised 
her  hand  slowly  and  pointed  heavenward. 

The  “  buona-mano,”  as  the  signorina  termed 
it,  was  a  transfer  into  safe  hands  of  a  handsome 
competency  for  life  in  trust  for  Lilian  Forrester ; 
and  when,  a  few  years  later,  Lily  became  the 
wife  of  Arthur  Cabot,  if  she  did  not  bring 
him  the  dower  of  a  millionaire’s  daughter,  still, 
thanks  to  the  prima  donna,  she  was  not  a  por¬ 
tionless  bride. 
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A  DAY  AMONG  THE  QUAKERS. 

LONG  a  portion  of  Lake  Erie’s  southern 
shore,  where  an  enchanting  variety  of  ce¬ 
dar  groves,  rocky  bluffs,  a  shell-dotted  beach, 
and  houses  rich  in  architectural  beauty  offer  a 
long  succession  of  enjoyment  to  both  the  heart 
and  eyes  of  a  tourist,  there  rises  above  all  else  a 
land  light-house,  founded  upon  a  rock  and  built 
of  purest  granite.  Near  by,  it  looks  a  tower 
of  strength  ;  afar  off,  it  seems  like  a  huge  white 
finger  pointing  upward  ;  yet,  near  or  far,  it 
stands  out  from  amidst  all  surroundings  with  a 
distinctness,  or  an  individuality,  that  makes  it 
a  nucleus  around  which  all  other  associations 
of  the  shore  scenery  gather.  The  following,  in 
bold  relief,  from  the  adventures  of  a  few  weeks’ 
summer  wandering,  is  a  single  episode,  whose 
details  I  give  with  careful  truthfulness  : 

The  time  was  July,  1868  ;  the  day,  a  Sab¬ 
bath  ;  and  the  place,  an  out-of-the-way  settle¬ 
ment  in  Central  Ohio. 

Grace  Newton,  whom  Ruth  Clifford  and  I 
were  visiting,  had  told  us  of  a  little  colony 
of  Quakers,  not  very  far  off— anti-progressive 
ones — who  hold  on  tenaciously  to  the  faith  of 
their  fathers,  and  had  no  companionship  with 
the  villagers  who  worshiped  once  a  month  in 
the  Methodist  chapel,  “down  the  road;”  and 
when  she  proposed  to  have  Dick  harnessed  in 
the  spring  wagon,  and  drive  us  to  Oakhill  Meet¬ 
ing-house,  four  miles  distant,  we  offered  no 
opposition.  The  wagon  had  no  top.  The  sun’s 
rays  were  almost  scorching.  A  portable  seat, 
in  the  middle  of  the  wagon,  accommodated  Ruth 
and  me,  under  shelter  of  an  umbrella,  while 
Grace,  in  her  character  of  Jehu,  occupied  a  low- 
backed  chair  in  front. 

That  ride  was  guiltless  of  any  monotony. 
Bouncing,  jolting,  half  shaken  to  pieces,  now 
down  in  a  rut,  then  heaved  over  a  stump,  now 
plashing  through  a  stream  which  ran  across  the 
road,  then  rolling  through  a  foot  in  depth  of 
soft  clay,  down  a  steep  hill,  with  a  cry  from 
Grace,  “Hold  my  chair,  girls,  or  I’ll  slide  out !” 
Thence  up  one,  with  another  call,  “Push  me 
front,  girls,  or  I’ll  slide  back !”  And  every  few 
minutes,  as  the  low-hanging  tree  boughs  brushed 
against  us,  dodging  our  heads  to  escape  the 
fate  of  Absalom,  we  might  well  be  thankful 
when  the  last  long  graveled  hill  was  ascended, 
and  the  low,  weather-beaten,  board  meeting¬ 
house  stood  before  us.  Its  surroundings  re¬ 
minded  me  of  a  Southern  camp-meeting ;  for 
every  tree  near  by  sheltered  a  carriage  of 
some  kind,  while  a  corral  of  horses  switched 
otF  flies  in  a  long  shed,  built  for  their  accom¬ 
modation. 

“How  long  has  meeting  set,  boys?”  asked 
Grace  of  two  little  urchins,  who  were  slyly  creep¬ 
ing  around  a  rock  with  their  Sunday  hats  full 
of  dead-ripe  blackberries. 

“  Jes  half  ’n  hour,”  said  one. 

“Then  we  will  disturb  the  preacher,”  said 
Ruth. 

“  Blissful  ignorance !  ”  exclaimed  Grace.  “  It 


is  easy  to  see  you  were  never  in  a  Quaker  meet¬ 
ing.  Eollow  me,  doing  just  as  I  do.” 

The  interior  of  the  building  was  separated 
in  half  by  a  partition  containing  numerous 
holes  a  foot  square,  which  divided  the  sexes. 
The  pews  were  elevated  like  those  in  a  theatre, 
the  very  young  people  being  packed  near  the 
ceiling,  and  the  elders  occupying  those  near¬ 
est  the  floor.  It  may  seem  strange  that  Ruth 
and  I  had  never  seen  Quakers  at  worship ;  but 
this  was  realty  our  first  opportunity ;  nor  had 
we  any  but  the  crudest  idea  of  their  formula. 
Nothing  human  could  have  looked  more  sanc¬ 
timonious  than  the  brethren  and  sisters,  each 
with  folded  hands  and  downcast  eyes,  as  they 
sat  in  a  silence  so  profound  I  grew  nervous 
with  hearing  my  own  heart  beat. 

“For  what  are  they  waiting,  Grace?  I  can 
not  endure  this  another  quarter  of  an  hour,”  I 
said. 

“Oh,  do  be  still!”  she  replied,  in  the  faint¬ 
est  of  whispers.  “They  are  waiting  on  the 
Spirit;  it  will  soon  move  some  one,  I  hope.” 

Waiting  on  the  Spirit!  Why,  its  presence 
was  visible  to  me  wherever  I  looked  through 
the  opened  door.  A  voice  from  out  the  ripen¬ 
ing  grain  seemed  crying,  “  Lo !  ’tis  here.”  The 
birds  that  soared  toward  the  sun  half  warbled, 
“There,  up  there.”  The  soft  wind  caught  the 
sweet  refrain,  and  murmured,  “Everywhere.” 
Only  man  was  silent. 

The  church  took  its  name  from  a  gigantic 
oak  which  stood  just  in  front  of  the  door, 
stretching  out  its  “hundred  arms  so  strong”  so 
near  at  some  points  that  the  leaves  lay  against 
the  whitewashed  boards.  Its  trunk  was  hol¬ 
low,  and  an  old  ram,  panting  from  the  excess¬ 
ive  heat,  had  thrust  his  head  and  shoulders  in 
it  for  relief  in  the  cool  darkness.  I  studied  the 
hind-quarters  of  this  venerable  mutton  until  I 
had  counted  every  knot  upon  its  woolly  back ; 
then,  by  way  of  diversion,  again  sought  the 
faces  of  the  elderly  sisterhood.  Than  some 
few,  nothing  in  the  ripe  maturity  of  modest  wo¬ 
manhood  was  lovelier.  With  downcast  eyes, 
hands  folded  quietly  in  their  laps,  and  scarcely 
any  perceptible  hearings  of  the  motherly  bo¬ 
soms  beneath  their  spotlessly  white  neckerchiefs, 
they  looked,  each  one,  an  impersonation  of  that 
peace  which  “passeth  understanding;”  but  stat¬ 
ues  were  scarcely  quieter.  Presently  I  espied 
a  middle-aged  man,  whose  broad  brim  covered 
his  eyebrows,  move  his  hands  once  or  twice,  as 
though  washing  them  in  an  invisible  basin; 
then  he  crossed  and  uncrossed  his  feet,  sighed 
heavily  three  times  with  inspiration  deep  enough 
to  fill  the  lungs  of  a  blacksmith’s  bellows,  finally 
rose,  opened  his  mouth,  and  spoke.  Written 
words  can  not  describe  his  nasal  intonations, 
nor  the  peculiar  inflections  of  his  unpleasant 
voice.  His  theme  was  the  uselessness  of  mere 
learning  as  a  means  of  spiritual  advancement 
and  his  .abuse  of  the  rules  of  rhetoric  and  gram¬ 
mar  the  strongest  argument  in  proof  of  the  sin¬ 
cerity  of  his  belief.  How  he  sweated  as  his  ex¬ 
citement  increased  !  How  he  sawed  the  air  with 
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his  long  arms,  and  see-sawed  from  heel-tip  to 
toe!  “Yes,  my  brethren— ah— and  you,  my 
sisters— ah— labor  not  for  the  meat  which  per- 
;shes— ah — take  no  scrip  in  your  hand— ah— 
nor  money  in  your  purse — ah  (ironically  speak¬ 
ing — ah)— and  then  may  be,  like  St.  Paul — ah 

_ you’ll  be  gifted  with  an  un — n — n — n — atural 

eloquence.” 

Such  was  the  peroration  of  his  half  hour’s 
discourse,  when  he  resumed  his  seat  under  a 
silence  which  would  have  been  most  flattering 
to  the  orator  of  any  but  a  Quaker  meeting. 
Whose  voice  would  be  the  next  to  arouse  the 
attention  of  that  waiting  and  undemonstrative 
audience  ?  The  query  was  answered  by  the  old 
ram,  who,  walking  straight  up  to  the  front-door, 
put  his  head  in  it,  made  a  brief  but  deliberate 
survey  of  the  congregation,  and  then,  uttering  a 
loud,  prolonged  baa-a,  returned  to  the  shelter 
of  the  oak.  Oh,  the  laughs  that  were  choked 
back,  and  the  rosy  lips  that  were  bitten  into  a 
deeper  carmine  the  few  next  minutes!  But 
the  elder  who  had  spoken  suddenly  ended  the 
restraint  by  shaking  hands  with  the  neighbor 
next  liim,  which  was  the  signal  for  the  univers¬ 
al  hand-shaking  that  closes  every  meeting.  It 
may  have  been  an  outside  show — I  know  not ; 
but  the  show,  as  such,  was  the  most  suggest¬ 
ive  of  that  Christian  fellowship  which  should 
unite  those  who  cherish  the  same  faith  I  ever 
saw. 

“  How  is  thee,  Grace  Norton?” 

The  voice  was  that  of  the  elder  who  had 
spoken  in  the  meeting. 

“I  am  well.  This  is  my  friend  Ruth  Clif¬ 
ford,  Nathaniel  Grubb,  of  whose  coming  I  told 
thee.  How  is  Aunt  Betsey  ?” 

“She  took  cold  last  Lord’s-day  when  it  rain¬ 
ed  on  us.  If  this  was  not  another  Lord’s-day, 
I  would  like  to  tell  thee  what  she  says  about  that 
honey  thee  is  wanting  to  buy.  Thee  can  have 
six  pounds  of  it  at  forty  cents  a  pound,  and  that 
is  dead  cheap.” 

“Ah,  Eriend  Grubb!”  I  thought,  “  ‘ye  pay 
tithe  of  mint  and  anise  and  cummin,  and  have 
omitted  the  weightier  matters  of  the  law.’”  I 
turned  to  watch  the  approach  of  a  fair  old  lady 
in  drab  silk  bonnet  and  spectacles,  who  was 
nearing  us  with  a  face  radiant  in  kindness. 
Ruth,  who  also  saw  her,  with  her  usual  impuls¬ 
iveness,  sprang  forward  and  grasped  her  ex¬ 
tended  hand. 

“Are  you  not  Aunt  Phcebe  Haddam?”  she 
said.  “You  must  excuse  my  boldness,  but 
my  friend  Grace  Norton  has  written  to  me  so 
often  of  your  kindness  to  her,  when  she  was 
sick  and  a  stranger,  I  felt  I  would  know  you  if 
I  ever  saw  your  face.” 

“Thee  is  right.  That  is  my  name ;  but  thee 
overrates  a  simple  act  of  duty,  my  child.” 

They  were  acquainted  already,  which  re¬ 
sulted  in  an  invitation  to  us  three  to  come 
home  and  dine  with  her,  adding,  “I  know  fa¬ 
ther  w'ill  be  glad  to  converse  with  thee.” 

Grace  and  Ruth  eagerly  accepted  it,  allow¬ 
ing  me,  at  my  request,  to  return  to  Snowden 


with  a  Quaker  family  and  be  entertained  by 
little  Gay,  the  daughter  of  Grace. 

What  Ruth  saw  and  heard,  and  what  I 
missed  in  not  sharing  her  eventful  visit,  I 
w'ill  tell  as  it  was  told  to  me.  Grace  and  she 
followed  in  the  spring  wagon  close  behind  the 
barouche  which  contained  Aunt  Phcebe,  her 
daughter  Rebecca,  and  son  Simon,  who  was 
driving.  The  distance  was  two  miles,  through 
a  long  strip  of  woodland  and  most  delicious 
shade. 

“These  Haddams  are  the  most  interesting 
Quakers  I  know,”  said  Grace;  “  but  the  folks 
around  here  think  Uncle  Samuel,  the  husband, 
a  little  queer,  and  not  quite  sound  of  mind. 
He  rarely  goes  from  home  now,  having  a  dis¬ 
ease  in  his  eyes  which  makes  him  almost  blind 
— but  you  must  not  allow  me  to  prejudice  you 
against  him,  for  his  character  is  irreproach¬ 
able.  Indeed,  I  know  very  little  of  him  but 
from  hearsay.” 

This  explanation,  kindly  as  it  Avas  given, 
dampened  Ruth’s  ardor,  and  made  her  rather 
shrink  from  the  visit  now  so  near.  They  en¬ 
tered  a  lane,  and  soon  reined  up  before  a  small 
white  cottage,  whose  yard  was  encircled  by  a 
thick  hedge  of  Osage  orange.  Not  another 
house  was  any  where  visible.  The  spot  could 
scarcely  have  been  more  isolated  had  it  been 
in  the  centre  of  the  Great  Sahara,  but  there 
the  resemblance  ended,  for  whatever  of  beauty 
there  is  in  undulating  hills  covered  with  verd¬ 
ure,  patches  of  woods,  running  water,  and 
browsing  kine,  were  there  in  profusion. 

“Don’t  wait  here  in  the  sun,  Ruth ;  just  fol¬ 
low  the  path  to  the  house,”  said  Aunt  Phoebe. 

Grace  stopped  to  help  Simon  tie  up  “old 
Dick,”  and  Ruth  walked  on  up  an  avenue  of 
blooming  hollyhocks  to  where  a  door  stood 
wide  open.  How  white  was  the  sanded  sill, 
and  how  neat  the  home-made  rug  which  lay 
just  at  the  entrance!  Seeing  no  one,  she 
stepped  in,  when  suddenly  from  an  arm-chair 
there  arose  a  tall,  slender  old  man,  who  con¬ 
fronted  her.  His  appearance  was  remarkable. 
His  dress  was  of  fine  white  linen,  without  spot 
or  color,  except  that  of  the  narrow  black  rib¬ 
bon  knotted  under  his  broad,  unstarched  shirt- 
collar.  His  thin  hair  was  white  and  fine  as 
spun  glass,  and  his  face — the  skin  of  which 
was  fair  as  a  girl’s — of  most  benignant  and  in¬ 
tellectual  expression.  His  eyes  alone  were  not 
visible,  being  protected  by  large  green  goggles. 
Ruth  stood  an  instant  motionless.  Such  a  vi¬ 
sion  of  majestic  old  age,  in  such  a  place,  she 
had  never  dreamed  of  seeing. 

‘  ‘  Thy  footsteps  are  those  of  a  stranger.  En¬ 
ter.  Thou  art  welcome,”  was  his  salutation. 

Ruth  advanced,  laying  her  hand  in  his  large, 
soft  palm,  with  a  few  simple  words  of  greeting. 

“Thy  hand  is  that  of  a  gentlewoman,  and 
thy  voice  is  low  and  pleasant.  Who  art  thou  ?” 
said  he. 

“My  name  is  Ruth  Clifford.  I  have  come 
from  the  capital  of  Pennsylvania  to  visit  my 
1  friend  Grace  Norton.  I  accompanied  her  to 
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meeting  this  morning,  and  was  invited  home 
to  dinner  by  Aunt  Phoebe  Haddam.” 

“Thou  hast  come,  then,  from  the  great 
world  of  which  I  know  so  little.  God — ever 
blessed  be  His  holy  name — has  seen  fit  to  take 
away  my  sight ;  but  I  have  witnessed  the  com¬ 
ing  of  the  Lord,  and  mine  eyes  have  seen  the 
salvation  of  His  people,  so  I  am  content,  ”  and 
clasping  his  hands,  his  lips  moved  as  if  in 
prayer. 

Ruth’s  emotions  were  those  of  awe,  rever¬ 
ence,  and  admiration  commingled.  She  re¬ 
called  Grace’s  language,  that  Uncle  Samuel — 
for  of  course  this  was  he — was  “  a  little  queer,” 
and  wondered  whether  he  might  not  only  be  that, 
to  some  minds,  incomprehensible  thing — a  re¬ 
ligious  enthusiast.  His  articulation  was  very 
distinct,  every  word  having  a  purity  of  finish 
which  would  have  been  marked  in  the  diction 
of  a  professed  elocutionist.  How  much  more 
astonishing,  then,  from  the  lips  of  this  unas¬ 
suming,  humble  Quaker  farmer,  who  had  doubt¬ 
less  never  been  beyond  the  limits  of  his  native 
State. 

Before  he  again  spoke,  his  old  wife,  with 
her  daughter  and  Grace,  came  in. 

“Now,  dear,  thee  must  feel  at  home,”  said 
Aunt  Phoebe,  taking  Ruth’s  hat.  “We  are 
plain  people ;  but  thee  and  Grace  are  truly  wel¬ 
come.  Has  thee  felt  lonely  this  morning,  fa¬ 
ther?”  she  asked,  pushing  aside  a  stray  lock  of 
his  silvery  hair  with  which  a  breeze  was  toying. 
“Did  thy  poor  eyes  pain  thee  much?” 

His  smile  was  perfect,  as  he  replied : 

“Oh  no,  mother;  I  forgot  my  eyes.  His 
words  came  to  me  very  clear:  ‘Eor  our  light 
affliction,  which  is  but  for  a  moment,  worketh 
for  us  a  far  more  exceeding  and  eternal  weight 
of  glory  ;  while  we  look  not  at  the  things  which 
are  seen,  but  at  the  things  which  are  not  seen ; 
for  the  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal ;  but 
the  things  which  are  not  seen  are  eternal.’  I 
thank  thee  for  bringing  the  young  woman  home. 
I  will  enjoy  her  speech.” 

“  I  am  the  one  to  feel  grateful.  Sir.  May  I 
call  you  Uncle  Samuel?” 

“Yes,  if  it  pleaseth  thee.  ”  ‘ 

“Well,  Uncle  Samuel,  I  have  traveled  over 
several  thousand  miles  since  I  left  home,  but 
never  before  got  into  a  place  like  this.  Every 
thing  charms  me,  and  I  am  glad  of  the  privi¬ 
lege  to  just  sit  still  and  hear  you  talk.” 

“Hush,  hush!  Thou  must  not  flatter  !”  Yet 
the  old  man’s  tones  expressed  pleasure  withal, 
for  Ruth’s  were  full  of  earnestness. 

Aunt  Phcebe’s  kind  heart  was  gratified. 

“I  see  thee  can  entertain  each  other,”  she 
said,  “so  I  will  get  the  dinner.” 

Rebekah  and  Grace  went  to  assist  her,  and 
Ruth  and  the  old  man  were  left  alone. 

He  broke  the  silence  first,  saying  : 

“Hast  thou  seen  General  Grant,  and  dost 
thou  think  him  a  good  man?  I  have  longed 
to  hear  his  voice,  and  daily  pray  to  God  that  he 
will  strengthen  his  hands,  and  make  him  wor¬ 
thy  of  the  great  work  to  which  he  is  called.” 


Ruth  said  she  knew  him  only  through  his 
works,  but  felt  that  he,  perhaps  more  than 
any  living  American,  would  perfect  the  grand 
schemes  left  unfinished  by  the  death  of  Lincoln. 

At  that  name  the  old  man’s  face  lighted  up 
■with  a  beauty  almost  angelic.  Turning  toward 
Ruth,  who  sat  near  his  chair,  and  laying  his 
hand  lightly  on  hers,  he  said,  eagerly : 

“  Hast  thou  seen  Mr.  Lincoln?” 

“Yes,  Sir,”  replied  Ruth.  “  Once,  when  liv¬ 
ing,  I  stood  so  near  him  that  every  line  of  his 
face  was  as  visible  to  me  as  yours  now.  It  was 
the  last  time  he  ever  addressed  an  audience  as 
Abraham  Lincoln,  the  citizen ;  for  a  few  days 
afterward  he  was  inaugurated  President  of  these 
United  States.  Once  again  I  stood  very  near 
him  ;  but  it  was  to  look  upon  his  coffined  form 
lying  in  state  in  our  Capitol.  Did  you  ever  see 
him  ?” 

“Ah!  yes,  yes;  and  a  sadder  face  than  his 
was  t/ien  I  never  looked  upon.” 

Ruth’s  face  was  luminant  with  curiosity. 

“Why,  Uncle  Samuel!  Where  was  he? 
What  were  the  circumstances  ?  Do  tell  me !” 

“Perhaps  thou  wilt  not  sympathize  with  me. 
I  rarely  speak  of  these  things  save  among  my 
own  people.  In  what  light  dost  thou  view  the 
colored  race  ?” 

Now  the  freeing  of  the  slaves  and  the  edu¬ 
cation  of  the  freedmen  had  long  been  among 
Ruth’s  hobbies;  so  when  called  upon  to  “re¬ 
hearse  the  articles  of  her  belief,”  she  did  it  so 
promptly  and  forcibly  that  no  one  could  doubt 
her  philanthropy  nor  ardent  desire  for  justice  to 
that  long-suffering  and  terribly  wronged  people. 

Uncle  Samuel  was  now  in  his  element.  Cut 
off  by  old  age,  blindness,  and  his  isolated  home 
from  the  busy  world,  only  echoes  of  the  mighty 
questions  which  were  agitating  the  greatest 
minds  of  our  country  had  reached  him  ;  and  to 
have  unexpectedly  a  companion,  young,  full  of 
ardor  and  enthusiasm,  dropping  down,  as  it 
were,  upon  his  very  hearth-stone,  was  a  pleas¬ 
ure  such  as  rarely  occurred  in  his  quiet  life. 

“Now  tell  me.  Uncle  Samuel.  When  and 
where  did  you  meet  Mr.  Lincoln  ?” 

“  I  scarcely  ever  speak  of  it  now,  my  child,” 
he  said,  folding  his  thin  hands,  his  fiice  becom¬ 
ing  sweetly  grave  and  his  words  falling  very 
slowly. 

“  My  quiet  life  has  known  few  storms.  I 
have  loved  God  as  my  first,  best,  and  dearest 
friend,  and  he  has  ever  dealt  most  tenderly 
with  me.  I  always  abhorred  slavery.  During 
the  first  years  of  the  great  rebellion,  when  I 
read  and  heard  what  was  the  condition  of  the 
poor  enslaved  negroes,  I  tried  to  think  it  was 
a  cunning  device  of  bad  men  to  create  greater 
enmity  between  the  North  and  South ;  but  when 
I  read  Mr.  Lincoln’s  speeches  I  thought  so 
good  a  man  as  I  believed  him  to  be  could  not 
lie,  and  then  I  resolved  to  go  and  see  for  my¬ 
self.  At  one  of  our  Eirst-day  meetings  I  spoke 
my  intention  to  the  brethren,  but  although  feel¬ 
ing  as  I  did  upon  the  subject,  they  said  it  was 
rash  for  me  to  expose  my  life,  for  I  could  do 
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no  good  by  such  means.  Nevertheless  I  went, 
traveling  on  horseback  through  most  of  the 
Southern  States.  My  life  was  often  in  great 
danger,  but  there  was  an  invisible  arm  ever 
betw'een  me  and  the  actual  foe,  and  after  some 
weeks  I  returned,  saying  the  half  had  not  been 
told  me  of  the  sufferings  of  those  poor,  poor, 
despised,  yet  God-trusting  and  God-fearing, 
people.  ” 

Here  his  voice  expressed  a  fullness  of  pity 
which  could  come  from  no  source  but  the 
depths  of  a  loving  and  large  heart. 

“That  summer  (it  was  in  ’C2)  I  plowed  and 
reaped  and  gathered  in  iny  little  harvest  as 
usual.  Day  by  day  I  prayed  at  home  and  in 
the  field  that  God  would  show  his  delivering 
power  as  he  had  to  the  children  of  Israel ;  but 
nothing  seemed  to  come  in  answer. 

“Now  and  then,  during  the  beginning  of 
the  w'ar,  news  reached  us  of  a  battle  having 
been  fought  by  our  men,  and  a  victory  gained, 
but  still  the  poor  colored  people  were  not  let 
go.  Then  one  night  I  had  a  singular  dream, 
and  I  said,  ‘Yea,  Lord!  thy  servant  heareth.’ 
I  soon  made  ready  and  said  to  mother: 

“  ‘Wilt  thou  go  with  me  to  Washington  to 
see  the  President  ?' 

“  ‘  Where  thou  goest,  I  will  go,’  she  answered. 

“My  good  friends  called  me  insane.  Some 
said  this  trip  was  even  more  foolish  than  the 
last ;  that  I  knew  no  one  in  Washington,  and 
would  never  gain  access  to  the  great  President. 

“  The  good  Lord  knew  I  did  not  mean  to 
be  fool-hardy,  but  I  had  that  on  my  mind 
Avhich  I  was  to  tell  him,  and  I  had  faith  to 
believe  that  He  who  feeds  the  sparrows  would 
watch  over  me. 

“Art  thou  tired,  child?” 

“No,  no.  Sir.  Please  go  on.” 

“We  left  here  on  a  pleasant  September 
morning — the  first  time  that  mother  had  been 
from  home  thirty  miles  in  fifty  years,  and  now 
hundreds  lay  before  us.  Before  we  went  out 
of  the  door  we  praj^ed  that  God  would  guide 
our  wanderings,  or,  if  He  saw  best,  direct  us 
back  again.  Every  one  looked  at  and  spoke 
to  us  kindly  on  our  journey  from  near  Cincin¬ 
nati  to  Harrisburg,  and,  when  we  got  out  there 
to  change  cars  and  rest  a  while,  we  felt  that  so 
far  the  Lord  had  prospered  us.  It  was  re¬ 
markable  that  a  man  who  was  at  the  depot 
(and  a  pleasant  manner  he  had,  too)  said  : 

“  ‘Friend,  do  you  stop  here?’ 

“I  answered,  ‘Yes.  We  are  weary,  and 
will  rest  to-night.  ’ 

“  ‘  Come  home  with  me,  then,’  he  said.  ‘  My 
wife  was  born  a  Quaker,  and  will  be  glad  to 
entertain  you.’ 

“We  went.  His  home  was  beautiful.  The 
Lord  had  abundantly  blessed  him,  and  that 
night  I  was  calm  and  happy.  We  got  to 
Washington  the  next  evening.  It  was  early 
candle-light,  and  there  was  so  much  confu¬ 
sion  mother  clung  to  my  arm,  exclaiming : 

“  ‘Oh,  Samuel,  we  ought  not  to  have  come 
here.  It  is  like  Babel.’ 


“  ‘Have  faith,  mother,’  I  said.  ‘  The  Lord 
will  send  help  if  we  are  doing  right;’  and  we 
walked  away  from  the  cars. 

“  Under  a  gas-post  a  man  was  standing, 
reading  a  small  letter.  I  stepped  before  him 
and  said : 

“‘Good  friend,  wilt  thou  tell  us  where  to 
find  President  Lincoln  ?’ 

“He.  looked  us  all  over  before  he  spoke. 
We  were  neat  and  clean.  Soon  his  face  got 
bright  and  smiling,  and  he  asked  us  a  few 
plain  questions.  I  told  him  we  were  Friends 
from  Ohio,  who  had  come  all  these  miles  to 
say  a  few  words  to  Mr.  Lincoln. 

“  He  bade  us  come  with  him,  and,  taking  us 
to  a  great  house  called  Willard’s  Hotel,  put  us 
in  a  little  room  away  off  from  the  noise. 

“  ‘  Stay  here,’  said  he,  ‘  and  I  will  see  when 
the  President  can  admit  you.’ 

“  He  staid  a  long  time.  Meanwhile  a 
young  man  brought  us  a  nice  supper,  which 
was  very  kind  and  thoughtful  in  him,  and 
when  the  gentleman  came  back  he  handed  me 
a  slip  of  paper  which  read  :  ‘  Admit  the  bearer 
to  the  chamber  of  the  President  at  nine  o’clock 
to-morrow  morning.’ 

“  My  heart  was  so  full  of  gratitude  I  could 
not  speak  my  thankfulness.  That  night  was 
as  peaceful  as  those  in  our  little  home  in  the 
meadow. 

“  The  next  morning  the  kind  gentleman  came 
and  conducted  us  to  the  house  in  which  the  Presi¬ 
dent  was.  Every  body  whom  we  met  seemed  to 
know  our  new'  friend,  and  touched  their  hats  to 
him.  I  was  glad  so  many  people  seemed  to 
like  him.  At  the  door  he  left  us,  promising 
to  return  in  an  hour.  The  room  in  which  we 
were  now  show'n  was  full  of  persons,  all  wait¬ 
ing  to  see  Mr.  Lincoln.  Mother  said,  ‘  Ah, 
Samuel !  we  will  not  get  near  him  to-day.  See 
these  anxious  faces  who  came  before  us.’ 

“  ‘  As  God  wills,’  said  1. 

“  It  was  a  sad  place  tve  were  in.  There  tvere 
soldiers’  wdves  and  mothers  sitting  about,  and 
not  a  soul  from  which  joy  and  pleasure  did  not 
seem  to  have  fled.  Some  were  even  weeping, 
and  I  tliought  w'hat  a  fearfully  solemn  thing  it 
was  to  hold  much  power.  They  found  in  some 
W'ay  that  I  would  soon  see  the  President ;  then 
how  they  begged  me  to  intercede  for  them  with 
him  !  One  poor  mother  whose  only  boy  was  dy- 
ing  with  home-sickness — ”  here  Uncle  Samuel’s 
voice  got  husky  wdth  the  sad  memory,  and  tears 
fell  from  his  sightless  eyes  upon  his  withered 
hands. 

Kuth  reverently  brushed  them  off,  and  in  a 
few  minutes  he  proceeded  : 

“When  the  summons  came  for  us  to  enter 
(it  was  in  advance  of  the  rest)  my  knees  smote 
together,  and  for  an  instant  I  tottered.  ‘  Keep 
heart,  Samuel,’  said  mother,  and  we  went  for¬ 
ward.  I  fear  thou  wilt  think  me  vain  if  I  tell 
what  followed.” 

“No  fear.  Sir.  Please  proceed.” 

“It  seemed  so  wonderful;  for  a  minute  I 
could  not  realize  that  such  humble  people  as 
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we  were  should  be  there  in  the  actual  presence 
of  the  greatest  man  in  the  world.  Then  he  re¬ 
ceived  us  so  kindly.  I  can  not  express  his  man¬ 
ner.  ■  He  shook  hands  with  us,  and  placed  his 
chair  between  us.  Oh,  how  I  honored  the  good 
man  !  But  I  said : 

“‘Mr.  Lmcoln,  wilt  thou  pardon  me  that  I 
do  not  remove  my  hat?’  He  smiled,  and  his 
face  all  lit  up  as  he  replied : 

“  ‘  Certainly ;  I  understand  about  it.’ 

“The  deal',  deat'  man,”  and  again  Uncle 
Samuel  stopped,  as  though  to  revel  in  the 
memory  of  that  interview. 

“What  then.  Sir?”  Ruth  was  impatient. 

The  answer  came  with  a  solemnity  indescrib¬ 
able. 

“  Of  that  half-hour’s  conversation  it  does  not 
become  me  to  speak;  I  will  think  of  it  through 
eternity.  At  last  we  had  to  go.  He  took  a 
hand  of  each  of  us  in  his,  and  said,  looking 
straight  in  our  eyes,  ‘Father,  mother,  I  thank 
you  for  this  visit ;  God  bless  you !’ 

“Was  there  ever  greater  condescension  than 
that  ?  At  the  last  moment  I  asked  him  if  he 
would  object  to  just  writing  a  line,  certifying 
that  we  had  fulfilled  our  mission,  so  we  could 
show  it  in  council.  He  sat  down  at  his  table — 
Wilt  thou  open  the  upper  drawer  of  that  old 
secretary  and  hand  me  a  little  tin  box  therein  ?” 

Ruth  obeyed,  placing  in  his  now  trembling 
fingers  a  small  square  box,  bright  as  silver. 
Taking  from  it  a  folded  paper  he  bade  Ruth 
read.  The  words  were  litercdly  as  follows  : 

“I  take  pleasure  in  asserting  that  I  have  had  a 
pleasant  and  profitable  intercourse  with  Friend  Sam¬ 
uel  Haddam  and  his  wife,  Phcebe  Haddam.  May  the 
Lord  comfort  them  as  they  have  comforted  me. 

“  Abeaham  Likooln. 

“Septcmier  20,  1SG2.” 

“  Oh,  Uncle  Samuel !”  exclaimed  Ruth.  “  I 
can  scarcely  realize  it,  that  I  should,  away  out 
here  in  this  almost  backwoods,  read  words  traced 
by  our  beloved  Mr.  Lincoln’s  own  hands.  How 
very  singular!” 

“Not  more  than  the  whole  event  was  to 
us,  dear  child,  from  first  to  last.  The  follow¬ 
ing  Monday,  the  preliminary  Proclamation  of 
Emancipation  was  issued.  Thank  God  !  Thank 
God!” 

It  is  impossible  to  depict  the  devout  fervor 
of  the  old  patriarch’s  thanksgiving. 

“We  found  our  friend,”  he  continued,  “wait¬ 
ing  for  ns.  When  we  showed  him  the  testi¬ 
monial,  he  nodded  his  head  in  affirmation,  and 
said, 

“It  is  well.” 

“  We  soon  left  Washington,  for  our  work 
was  done,  and  I  was  satisfied  now  to  go  home 
again.  Our  good  friend  escorted  us  to  the  om¬ 
nibus  which  took  us  to  the  cars,  having  treated 
us  throughout  with  a  hospitality  I  can  never 
forget.  May  God  care  for  him  as  he  did  for 
us.” 

“Did  you  learn  his  name.  Sir?” 

“He  is  high  in  the  estimation  of  men,  and 
his  name  is  Salmon  P.  Chase.” 


The  dinner  in  that  peaceful  Quaker  house 
was  like  all  else  about  it — real  and  informal. 
Simon  proved  himself  worthy  of  his  noble  pa¬ 
rentage,  and  Rebecca,  who  was  engaged  in 
teaching  a  Freedman’s  school,  some  miles  from 
home,  was  as  companionable  as  earnest  in  her 
philanthropic  work.  Uncle  Samuel  was  happy. 
He  had  revived  once  more  the  event  of  his  life, 
and  electric  currents  of  an  awakened  vitality 
were  flashing  through  his  sluggish  veins.  He 
sought  to  amuse  Ruth,  by  having  Simon  open 
a  cupboard  and  place  in  her  hands,  one  by  one, 
curious  fossils,  shells,  minerals,  and  other  arti¬ 
cles  of  vertu,  the  gleanings  of  his  leisure  hours. 
His  knowledge  of  geology  was  astonishing,  and 
in  each  mineral  he  read  a  record  of  God’s  un¬ 
erring  wisdom.' 

But  evening  was  approaching,  and  old  Dick 
having  been  reharnessed,  the  parting  from  so 
much  that  was  endearing  had  to  come.  Ruth 
felt  it  was  no  mere  hand-shake  of  courtesy  which 
grasped  her  so  firmly,  when  Aunt  Phcebe,  in 
her  motherly  way,  thanked  her  for  the  pleas¬ 
ure  their  visit  had  afforded  them.  The  last 
“good-by”  was  for  Uncle  Samuel.  As  Ruth 
approached  the  venerable  saint  he  arose. 

“My  child!  I  thank  thee  for  thy  sympathy, 
which  will  ever  he  to  me  a  sweet  memory.  We 
will  not  meet  again  here ;  I  am  very  near  home, 
and  only  wait  my  Father’s  summons.  Live  near 
to  Christ.  There  alone  is  the  Way,  the  Truth, 
and  the  Life.”  Then  laying  his  hand  upon 
her  head,  he  added  :  “  The  Lord  bless  thee  and 
keep  thee ;  The  Lord  make  His  face  to  shine 
upon  thee  and  be  gracious  to  thee :  The  Lord 
lift  up  His  countenance  upon  thee  and  give 
thee  peace  forever.  Amen.”  And  stooping, 
he  kissed  her  forehead. 

“  I  can  not  possibly  describe  to  you  the  grand 
simplicity  of  that  pure  old  man,”  added  Ruth, 
when  her  recital  was  ended.  “I  have  quoted 
our  conversation,  word  for  word  ;  but  could  no 
more  give  you  his  pathetic  tones  than  I  could 
arrange  in  bars  and  notes  the  song  of  a  lark. 
God  alone  knows  to  what  extent  Mr.  Lincoln 
was  influenced  by  that  half-hour’s  conversation 
to  the  performance  of  that  great  deed  which 
set  a  nation  free ;  hut  I  can  not  help  feeling  I 
have  read  a  page  in  that  wonderful  man’s  his¬ 
tory  which  would  have  been  sealed  to  me  but 
for  my  unexpected  meeting  with  that  precious 
old  Quaker.” 


THE  MESSAGE. 

Oh,  bear  a  message,  gentle  wind — 

And  linger  not  upon  thy  way — 

To  one  who  longs  for  me  to-day; 

Her  ear,  by  city  noise  undinned. 

Will  hear  thy  gentle  whisper,  hear 
And  understand  thy  fairy  tone. 

Which  speaks  of  one  who  sits  alone. 
Whom  thoughts  of  her  alone  can  cheer. 

I  will  not  give  thee  words  to  bear; 

In  passing  thou  hast  read  my  heart; 
Bear  that  to  her,  who  has  the  art 
To  spell  the  utterance  of  the  air. 
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SE-QUO-YAH. 

N  the  year  17G8  a  German  peddler,  named 
George  Gist,  left  the  settlement  of  Ebenezer, 
on  the  lower  Savannah,  and  entered  the  Chero¬ 
kee  Nation  by  the  northern  mountains  of  Geor¬ 
gia.  He  had  two  pack-horses  laden  with  the 
petty  merchandise  known  to  the  Indian  trade. 
At  that  time  Captain  Stewart  was  the  British 
Superintendent  of  the  Indians  in  that  region. 
Besides  his  other  duties,  he  claimed  the  right 
to  regulate  and  license  such  traffic.  It  was  an 
old  bone  of  contention.  A  few  years  before,  the 
Governor  and  Council  of  the  colony  of  Georgia 
claimed  the  sole  power  of  such  privilege  and 
jurisdiction.  Still  earlier,  the  colonial  author¬ 
ities  of  South  Carolina  assumed  it.  Traders 
from  Virginia,  even,  found  it  necessary  to  go 
round  by  Carolina  and  Georgia,  and  to  procure 
licenses.  Augusta  was  the  great  centre  of  this 
commerce,  which  in  those  days  was  more  ex¬ 
tensive  than  would  be  now  believed.  Flat- 
boats,  barges,  and  pirogues  floated  the  bales  of 
pelts  to  tide-water.  Above  Augusta,  trains  of 
pack-horses,  sometimes  numbering  one  hun¬ 
dred,  gathered  in  the  furs,  and  carried  goods 
to  and  from  remote  regions.  The  trader  im¬ 
mediately  in  connection  with  the  Indian  hunt¬ 
er  expected  to  make  one  thousand  per  cent. 
The  wholesale  dealer  made  several  hundred. 
The  governors,  councilors,  and  superintendents 
made  all  they  could.  It  could  scarcely  be  call¬ 
ed  legitimate  commerce.  It  was  a  grab  game. 

Our  Dutch  friend  Gist  was,  correctly  speak¬ 
ing,  a  contrabandist.  He  had  too  little  influ¬ 
ence  or  money  to  procure  a  license,  and  too 
much  enterprise  to  refrain  because  he  lacked 
it.  He  belonged  to  a  class  more  numerous 
than  respectable,  although  it  would  be  a  good 
deal  to  say  that  there  was  any  virtue  in  yield¬ 
ing  to  these  petty  exactions.  It  was  a  mere 
question  of  confiscation,  or  robbery,  without  re¬ 
dress,  by  the  Indians.  He  risked  it.  With 
traders,  at  that  time,  it  was  customary  to  take 
an  Indian  wife.  She  was  expected  to  furnish 
the  eatables,  as  well  as  cook  them.  By  the 
law  of  many  Indian  tribes  property  and  the 
control  of  the  family  go  with  the  mother.  The 
husband  never  belongs  to  the  same  family  con¬ 
nection,  rarely  to  the  same  community  or  town 
even,  and  often  not  even  to  the  tribe.  He  is  a 
sort  of  barnacle,  taken  in  on  his  wife’s  account. 
To  the  adventurer,  like  a  trader,  this  adoption 
gave  a  sort  of  legal  status  or  protection.  Gist 
either  understood  this  before  he  started  on  his 
enterprise,  or  learned  it  very  speedily  after. 
Of  the  Cherokee  tongue  he  knew  positively  no¬ 
thing.  He  had  a  smattering  of  very  broken 
English.  Somehow  or  other  he  managed  to 
induce  a  Cherokee  girl  to  become  his  wife. 

This  woman  belonged  to  a  family  long  re¬ 
spectable  in  the  Cherokee  Nation.  It  is  cus¬ 
tomary  for  those  ignorant  of  the  Indian  social 
polity  to  speak  of  all  prominent  Indians  as 
“chiefs.”  Her  family  had  no  pretension  to 
chieftaincy,  but  was  prominent  and  influential ; 


some  of  her  brothers  were  afterward  members 
of  the  Council.  She  could  not  speak  English ; 
but,  in  common  with  many  Cherokees  of  even 
that  early  date,  had  a  small  proportion  of  En¬ 
glish  blood  in  her  veins.  The  Cherokee  woman, 
married  or  single,  owns  her  property,  consisting 
chiefly  of  cattle,  in  her  own  right.||^  A  wealthy 
Cherokee  or  Creek,  when  a  son  or  daughter  is 
born  to  him,  marks  so  many  young  cattle  in  a 
new  brand,  and  these  become,  with  their  in¬ 
crease,  the  child’s  property.  Whether  her  cat¬ 
tle  constituted  any  portion  of  the  temptation,  I 
can  not  say.  At  any  rate,  the  girl,  who  had 
much  of  the  beauty  of  her  race,  became  the  wife 
of  the  German  peddler. 

Of  George  Gist’s  married  life  we  have  little 
recorded.  It  was  of  very  short  duration.  He 
converted  his  merchandise  into  furs,  and  did 
not  make  more  than  one  or  two  trips.  With 
him  it  had  merely  been  cheap  protection  and 
board.  We  might  denounce  him  as  a  low  ad¬ 
venturer  if  we  did  not  remember  that  he  was 
the  father  of  one  of  the  most  remarkable  men 
who  ever  appeared  on  the  continent.  Long 
before  that  son  was  born  he  gathered  together 
his  eflfects,  went  the  way  of  all  peddlers,  and 
never  was  heard  of  more. 

He  left  behind  him  in  the  Cherokee  Nation 
a  woman  of  no  common  energy,  who  through 
a  long  life  was  true  to  him  she  still  believed  to 
be  her  husband.  The  deserted  mother  called 
her  babe  “  Se-quo-yah,”  in  the  poetical  language 
of  her  race.  His  fellow-clansmen  as  he  grew 
up  gave  him,  as  an  English  one,  the  name  of 
his  father,  or  something  sounding  like  it.  No 
truer  mother  ever  lived  and  cared  for  her  child. 
She  reared  him  with  the  most  watchful  tender¬ 
ness.  With  her  own  hands  she  cleared  a  little 
field  and  cultivated  it,  and  carried  her  babe 
while  she  drove  up  her  cows  ai)d  milked  them. 

His  early  boyhood  was  laid  in  the  troublous 
times  of  the  war  of  the  Revolution,  yet  its  havoc 
cast  no  deeper  shadows  in  the  widow’s  cabin. 

As  he  grew  older  he  showed  a  different  tem¬ 
per  from  most  Indian  children.  He  lived  alone 
with  his  mother,  and  had  no  old  man  to  teach 
him  the  use  of  the  bow,  or  indoctrinate  him  in 
the  religion  and  morals  of  an  ancient  but  per¬ 
ishing  people.  He  would  wander  alone  in  the 
forest,  and  showed  an  early  mechanical  genius 
in  carving  with  his  knife  many  objects  from 
pieces  of  wood.  He  employed  his  boyish  leis¬ 
ure  in  building  houses  in  the  forest.  As  he 
grew  older  these  mechanical  pursuits  took  a 
more  useful  shape.  The  average  native  Ameri¬ 
can  is  taught  as  a  question  of  self-respect  to 
despise  female  pursuits.  To  be  made  a  “  wo¬ 
man”  is  the  greatest  degradation  of  a  warrior. 

Se-quo-yah  first  exercised  his  genius  in  mak¬ 
ing  an  improved  kind  of  wooden  milk-pans  and 
skimmers  for  his  mother.  Then  he  built  her  a 
milk-house,  with  all  suitable  conveniences,  on 
one  of  those  grand  springs  that  gurgle  from  the 
mountains  of  the  old  Cherokee  Nation.  As  a 
climax,  he  even  helped  her  to  milk  her  cows ; 
and  he  cleared  additions  to  her  fields,  and  work- 
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ed  on  them  with  her.  She  contrived  to  get  a 
petty  stock  of  goods,  and  traded  with  her  coun¬ 
trymen.  She  taught  Se-quo-yah  to  be  a  good 
judge  of  furs.  He  would  go  on  expeditions 
with  the  hunters,  and  would  select  such  skins 
as  he  wanted  for  his  mother  before  they  re¬ 
turned.  In  his  boyish  days  the  buffalo  still  lin¬ 
gered  in  the  valleys  of  the  Ohio  and  Tennessee. 
On  the  one  side  the  French  sought  them.  On 
the  other  were  the  English  and  Spaniards. 
These  he  visited  with  small  pack-horse  trains 
for  his  mother'. 

For  the  first  hundred  years  the  European 
colonies  were  of  traders  rather  than  agricul¬ 
turists.  Besides  the  fur  trade,  rearing  horses 
and  cattle  occupied  their  attention.  The  Indi¬ 
ans  east-  of  the  Mississippi,  and  lying  between 
the  Appallachian  Mountains  and  the  Gulf,  had 
been  agriculturists  and  fishermen.  Buccaneers, 
pirates,  and  even  the  regular  navies  or  merchant 
ships  of  Europe,  drove  the  natives  from  the 
haunted  coast.  As  they  fell  back,  fur  traders 
and  merchants  followed  them  with  professions 
of  regard  and  extortionate  prices.  Articles  of 
European  manufacture — knives,  hatchets,  nee¬ 
dles,  bright  cloths,  paints,  guns,  powder — could 
only  be  bought  with  furs.  The  Indian  mother 
sighed  in  her  hut  for  the  beautiful  things 
brought  by  the  Europeans.  The  warrior  of 
the  Southwest  saw  with  terror  the  conquering 
Iroquois,  armed  with  the  dreaded  fire-arms  of 
the  stranger.  When  the  bow  was  laid  aside, 
or  handed  to  the  boys  of  the  tribe,  the  warriors 
became  the  abject  slaves  of  traders.  Guns 
meant  gunpowder  and  lead.  These  could  only 
come  from  the  white  man.  His  avarice  guard¬ 
ed  the  steps  alike  to  bear-meat  and  beaver- 
skins.  Thus  the  Indian  became  a  wandering 
hunter,  helpless  and  dependent.  These  hunters 
traveled  great  distances,  sometimes  with  a  pack 
on  their  backs  weighing  from  thirty  to  fifty 
pounds.  Until  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  cen¬ 
tury  horses  had  not  become  very  common  among 
them,  and  the  old  Indian  used  to  laugh  at  the 
white  man,  so  lazy  that  he  could  not  walk.  A 
consuming  fire  was  preying  on  the  vitals  of  an 
ancient  simple  people.  Unscrupulous  traders, 
who  boasted  that  they  made  a  thousand  per 
cent.,  held  them  in  the  most  abject  thrall.  It 
has  been  carefully  computed  that  these  hunters 
worked,  on  an  average,  for  ten  cents  a  day. 
The  pow'er  of  their  old  village  chiefs  grew 
■weaker.  No  longer  the  old  men  taught  the 
boys  their  traditions,  morals,  or  religion.  They 
had  ceased  to  be  pagans,  without  becoming 
Christians. 

The  wearied  hunter  had  fire-water  given  him 
as  an  excitement  to  drown  the  cares  common 
to  white  and  red.  Slowly  the  polity,  customs, 
industries,  morals,  religion,  and  character  of  the 
red  race  were  consumed  in  this  terrible  furnace 
of  avarice.  The  foundations  of  our  early  aris¬ 
tocracies  were  laid.  Byrd,  in  his  “History  of 
the  Dividing  Line,”  tells  us  that  a  school  of 
seventy-seven  Indian  children  existed  in  1720, 
and  that  they  could  all  read  and  write  English  ;  | 


but  adds,  that  the  jealousy  of  traders  and  land 
speculators,  who  feared  it  would  interfere  with 
their  business,  caused  it  to  be  closed.  Alas ! 
this  people  had  encountered  the  iron  nerve  of 
Christianity,  without  reaping  the  fruit  of  its  in¬ 
telligence  or  mercy. 

Silver,  although  occasionally  found  among 
the  North  American  Indians,  was  very  rare 
previous  to  the  European  conquest.  After¬ 
ward,  among  the  commodities  offered,  were 
the  broad  silver  pieces  of  the  Spaniards,  and 
the  old  French  and  English  silver  coins.  With 
the  most  mobile  spirit  the  Indian  at  onee  took 
them.  He  used  them  as  he  used  his  shell- 
beads,  for  money  and  ornament.  Native  arti¬ 
ficers  were  common  in  all  the  tribes.  The  sil¬ 
ver  was  beaten  into  rings,  and  broad  orna¬ 
mented  silver  bands  for  the  head.  Handsome 
breast-plates  were  made  of  it ;  necklaces,  bells 
for  the  ankles,  and  rings  for  the  toes. 

It  is  not  wonderful  that  Se-quo-yah’s  me¬ 
chanical  genius  led  him  into  the  highest  branch 
of  art  known  to  his  people,  and  that  he  became 
their  greatest  silversmith.  His  articles  of  silver¬ 
ware  excelled  all  similar  manufactures  among 
his  countrymen. 

He  next  conceived  the  idea  of  becoming  a 
blacksmith.  He  visited  the  shops  of  white  men 
from  time  to  time.  He  never  asked  to  be  taught 
the  trade.  He  had  eyes  in  his  head,  and  hands ; 
and  when  he  bought  the  necessai-y  material  and 
went  to  work,  it  is  characteristic  that  his  first 
performance  was  to  make  his  bellows  and  his 
tools ;  and  those  who  afterward  saw  them  told 
me  they  were  very  well  made. 

Se-quo-yah  was  now  in  comparatively  easy 
circumstances.  Besides  his  cattle,  his  store, 
and  his  farm,  he  was  a  blacksmith  and  a  silver¬ 
smith.  In  spite  of  all  that  has  been  alleged 
about  Indian  stupidity  and  barbarity,  his  coun¬ 
trymen  were  proud  of  him.  He  wa”s  in  danger 
of  shipwrecking  on  that  fatal  sunken  reef  to 
American  charactei',  popularity.  Hospitality 
is  the  ornament,  and  has  been  the  ruin,  of  the 
aborigine.  His  home,  his  store,  or  his  shop, 
became  the  resort  of  his  countrymen ;  there 
they  smoked  and  talked,  and  learned  to  drink 
together.  Among  the  Cherokees  those  who 
have  are  expected  to  be  liberal  to  those  who 
have  not ;  and  whatever  weaknesses  he  might 
possess,  niggardliness  or  meanness  was  not 
among  them. 

After  he  had  grown  to  man’s  estate  he  learned 
to  draw.  His  sketches,  at  first  rude,  at  last  ac¬ 
quired  considerable  merit.  He  had  been  taught 
no  rules  of  perspective ;  but  while  his  perspect¬ 
ive  differed  from  that  of  a  European,  he  did  not 
ignore  it,  like  the  Chinese.  He  had  now  a  very 
comfortable  hewed-log  residence,  well  furnished 
with  such  articles  as  were  common  with  the  bet¬ 
ter  class  of  white  settlers  at  that  time,  many  of 
them,  however,  made  by  himself. 

Before  he  reached  his  thirty-fifth  year  he  be¬ 
came  addicted  to  convivial  habits  to  an  extent 
that  injured  his  business,  and  began  to  cripple 
his  resources.  Unlike  most  of  his  race,  how- 
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ever,  he  did  not  become  wildly  excited  when 

irnder  tlie  influence  of  liquor. 

Se-quo-yali,  wbo  never  saw  liis  father,  and 
never  could  utter  a  word  of  the  German  tongue, 
still  carried,  deep  in  bis  nature,  an  odd  com¬ 
pound  of  Indian  and  German  transcendental¬ 
ism;  essentially  Indian  in  opinion  and  preju¬ 
dice,  but  German  in  instinct  and  thought.  A 
little  liquor  only  mellowed  him — it  thawed  away 
the  last  remnant  of  Indian  reticence.  He  talked 
with  his  associates  upon  all  the  knotty  ques¬ 
tions  of  law,  art,  and  religion.  Indian  Theism 
and  Pantheism  were  measured  against  the  Gos¬ 
pel  as  taught  by  the  land-seeking,  fur-buying 
adventurers.  A  good  class  of  missionaries  bad, 
indeed,  entered  the  Cherokee  Nation ;  but  the 
shrewd  Se-quo-yah,  and  the  disciples  this  stoic 
taught  among  his  mountains,  had  just  sense 
enough  to  weigh  the  good  and  the  bad  to¬ 
gether,  and  strike  an  impartial  balance  as  the 
footing  up  for  this  new  proselyting  race. 

It  has  been  erroneously  alleged  that  Se-quo- 
yali  was  a  believer  in,  or  practiced,  the  old  In¬ 
dian  religious  rites.  Christianity  had,  indeed, 
done  little  more  for  him  than  to  unsettle  the 
pagan  idea,  but  it  had  done  that. 

It  was  some  years  after  Se-quo-yah  had 
learned  to  present  the  bottle  to  his  friends  be¬ 
fore  he  degenerated  into  a  toper.  His  natural 
industry  shielded  him,  and  would  have  saved 
him  altogether  but  for  the  vicious  hospitality 
by  which  he  was  surrounded. 

With  the  acuteness  that  came  of  his  foreign 
stock,  he  learned  to  buy  his  liquor  by  the  keg. 
This  species  of  economy  is  as  dangerous  to  the 
red  as  to  the  white  race.  The  auditors  who 
flocked  to  see  and  hear  him  were  not  likely  to 
diminish  while  the  philosopher  furnished  both 
the  dogmas  and  the  whisky.  Long  and  deep 
debauches  were  often  the  consequence.  Still 
it  was  not  in  the  nature  of  George  Gist  to  be 
a  wild,  shouting  drunkard.  His  mild,  philo¬ 
sophic  face  was  kindled  to  deeper  thought  and 
warmer  enthusiasm  as  they  talked  about  the 
problem  of  their  race.  All  the  great  social 
questions  were  closely  anal3'zed  by  men  who 
were  fast  becoming  insensible  to  them.  When 
he  was  too  far  gone  to  play  the  mild,  sedate 
philosoj)her,  he  began  that  monotonous  singing 
whose  music  carried  him  back  to  the  days  when 
the  shadow  of  the  white  man  never  darkened 
the  forests,  and  the  Indian  canoe  alone  rippled 
the  tranquil  waters. 

Should  this  man  be  thus  lost?  Pie  was 
aroused  to  his  danger  by  the  relative  to  whom 
he  owed  so  much.  His  temper  was  eminently 
philosophic.  He  was,  as  he  proved,  capable  of 
great  effort  and  great  endurance.  By  an  effort 
which  few  red  or  white  men  can  or  do  make,  he 
shook  off  the  habit,  and  his  old  nerve  and  old 
prosperity  came  back  to  him.  It  was  during  the 
first  few  years  of  this  century  that  he  applied 
to  Charles  Hicks,  a  half-breed,  afterward  prin¬ 
cipal  chief  of  the  nation,  to  write  his  English 
name.  Hicks,  although  educated  after  a  fash¬ 
ion,  made  a  mistake  in  a  very  natural  way. 


The  real  name  of  Se-quo-yah’s  father  was 
George  Gist.  It  is  now  written  by  the  family, 
as  it  has  long  been  pronounced  in  the  tribe, 
when  his  English  name  is  used — “  Guest.” 
Hicks,  remembering  a  word  that  sounded  like 
it,  wrote  it— George  Guess.  It  was  a  “rough 
guess,”  but  answered  the  purpose.  The  silver¬ 
smith  was  as  ignorant  of  English  as  he  was  of 
any  written  language.  Being  a  fine  workman, 
he  made  a  steel  die,  a  fac-simile  of  the  name 
written  by  Hicks.  With  this  he  put  his  ‘  ‘  trade 
mark”  on  his  silver-ware,  and  it  is  borne  to 
this  day  on  many  of  these  ancient  pieces  in  the 
Cherokee  nation. 

Between  1809  and  1821,  which  latter  was  his 
fifty-second  year,  the  great  work  of  his  life  was 
accomplished.  The  die,  which  was  cut  before 
the  former  date,  probably  turned  his  active 
mind  in  the  proper  direction.  Schools  and 
missions  were  being  established.  The  power 
by  which  the  white  man  could  talk  on  paper 
had  been  carefully  noted  and  wondered  at  by 
many  savages,  and  was  far  too  important  a 
matter  to  have  been  overlooked  by  such  a  man 
as  Se-quo-yah.  The  rude  hieroglyphics  or  pic- 
toriographs  of  the  Indians  were  essentially  dif¬ 
ferent  from  all  written  language.  These  were 
rude  representations  of  events,  the  s3’mbols  be¬ 
ing  chiefly  the  totemic  devices  of  the  tribes.  A 
few  general  signs  for  war,  death,  travel,  or  other 
common  incidents,  and  strokes  for  numerals, 
represented  days  or  events  as  they  were  perpen¬ 
dicular  or  horizontal.  Even  the  wampum  belts 
were  little  more  than  helps  to  memory,  for  while 
they  undoubtedly  tied  up  the  knots  for  years, 
like  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  China  and  Japan, 
still  the  meagre  record  could  only,  be  read  by 
the  initiated,  for  the  Indians  only  intrusted 
their  history  and  religion  to  their  best  and 
ablest  men. 

The  general  theory  with  many  Indians  was, 
that  the  written  speech  of  the  white  man  was 
one  of  the  mysterious  gifts  of  the  Great  Spirit. 
Se-quo-yah  boldly  avowed  it  to  be  a  mere  in¬ 
genious  eontrivanco  that  the  red  man  could 
master,  if  he  would  try. 

Repeated  discussion  on  this  point  at  length 
fully  turned  his  thoughts  in  this  new  channel. 
He  seems  to  have  disdained  the  acquirement  of 
tlie  English  language.  Perhaps  he  suspected 
first  what  he  was  bound  to  know  before  he  com¬ 
pleted  his  task,  that  the  Cherokee  languap 
has  certain  necessities  and  peculiarities  of  its 
own.  It  is  almost  impossible  to  wiite  Indian 
words  and  names  correctly  in  English.  The 
English  alphabet  has  not  capacity  for  its  ex¬ 
pression.  If  ten  white  men  sat  down  to  write 
the  word  an  Indian  uttered,  the  probabilities 
are  that  one  half  of  them  would  write  them  dif¬ 
ferently  from  the  other  half.  It  is  this  which 
has  led  to  such' endless  confusion  in  Indian  dic¬ 
tionaries.  For  instance,  we  write  the  word  for 
the  tribe  Cherokee,  and  the  letter  r,  or  its 
sound,  is  scarcely  used  in  their  language.  To¬ 
day  a  Cherokee  always  pronounces  it  Chalaque, 
the  pronunciation  being  between  that  and  Shal- 
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akke.  On  these  peculiarities  it  is  not  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  this  article  to  enter,  but  hasten  to 
George  Gist,  brooding  over  a  written  language 
for  his  people. 

His  first  essay  was  natural  enough.  He  tried 
to  invent  symbols  to  represent  words.  These 
he  sometimes  cut  out  of  bark  with  his  knife, 
but  generally  wrote,  or  rather  drew.  With 
these  symbols  he  would  carry  on  a  conversation 
with  a  person  in  another  apartment.  As  may 
be  supposed,  his  symbols  multiplied  fearfully 
and  wonderf^ully.  The  Indian  languages  are 
rich  in  their  creative  power.  B_v  using  pieces 
of  well-known  words  that  contain  the  prominent 
idea,  double  or  compound  words  are  fi'eely 
made.  This  has  been  called  by  writers  treat¬ 
ing  this  subject,  the  polysynthetic.  It  is,  in 
fact,  a  jumbling  of  sentences  into  words,  by  | 
VoL.  XLI.— No.  244.-  35 


abbreviation,  the  omitted  parts  of  words  being 
implied  or  understood.  There  is  one  import¬ 
ant  fact  which  I  will  merel}’^  note  here  that 
is  generally  overlooked.  These  compounded 
words,  to  a  large  extent,  represent  the  intrusive 
or  European  idea.  The  names  the  Indians 
gave  many  of  the  European  things  were  mere 
definitions.  Such  as  “  Big  Knives,”  etc.  Occa¬ 
sionally  they  made  a  dash  at  theErench  or  En¬ 
glish  sounds,  as  in  the  word  “  Yengees”  for  En¬ 
glish,  which  has  finally  been  corrupted  in  our 
language  to  Yankees. 

Of  course  an  attempt  at  fixed  symbols  for 
words  was  an  unhappy  experiment  in  a  lan¬ 
guage  one  prominent  element  of  which  is,  the 
facility  of  making  words  out  of  pieces  of  words, 
or  compounded  words.  Besides  this  difficulty, 
no  language  can  be  taught  successfully  by  means 
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of  a  dictionary,  until  the  human  memory  ac- 
fluires  more  power.  Three  years  of  hopeless 
struggle  with  the  mighty  de'bris  of  his  sym¬ 
bols  left  him,  although  in  the  main  reticent, 
a  mighty  man  of  words,  Eut  his  labors  weie 
not  lost.  Through  that  heroic,  unaided  strug¬ 
gle  he  gained  the  first  true  glimpses  into  the 
elements  of  language.  It  is  a  startling  fact, 
that  an  uneducated  man,  of  a  race  we  are 
pleased  to  call  barbarians,  attained  in  a  few 
years,  without  hooks  or  tutors,  what  was  de¬ 
veloped  through  several  ages  of  Phcenician, 
Egyptian,  and  Greek  wisdom. 

Se-quo-yah  discovered  that  the  language 
possessed  certain  musical  sounds,  such  as  we 
call  vowels,  and  dividing  sounds,  styled  by  us 
consonants.  In  determining  his  vowels  he 
varied  during  the  progress  of  his  discoveries, 
but  finally  settled  on  the  six — a,  e,  i,  o,  u,  and  a 
guttural  vowel  sounding  like  u  in  ung. 

These  had  long  and  short  sounds,  with  the 
exception  of  the  guttural.  He  next  considered 
his  consonant,  or  dividing  sounds,  and  estima¬ 
ted  the  number  of  combinations  of  these  that 
would  give  all  the  sounds  required  to  make 
words  in  their  language.  He  first  adopted  fif¬ 
teen  for  the  dividing  sounds,  but  settled  on 
twelve  primary,  the  g  and  k  being  one,  and 
sounding  more  like  k  than  g,  and  d  like  t. 
These  may  be  represented  in  English  as  g,  h,  I, 
?/i,  ?2,  t,  dl  01  tlj  is^  zu,  y,  Zt 

It  will  be  seen  that  if  these  twelve  be  multi¬ 
plied  by  the  six  vowels,  the  number  of  possible 
combinations  or  syllables  would  be  seventy- 
two,  and  by  adding  the  vowel  sounds,  which 
may  be  syllables,  the  number  would  be  seventy- 
eight.  However,  the  guttural  v,  or  sound  of  u 
in  ung,  does  not  appear  as  among  the  combina¬ 
tions,  which  make  seventy-seven. 

Still  his  work  was  not  complete.  The  hiss¬ 
ing  sound  of  s  entered  into  the  ramifications  of 
so  many  sounds,  as  in  sta,  stu,  spa,  spe,  that  it 
would  have  required  a  large  addition  to  his  al¬ 
phabet  to  meet  this  demand.  This  he  simpli¬ 
fied  by  using  a  distinct  character  for  the  s  (oo), 
to  be  used  in  such  combinations.  To  provide 
for  the  varying  sound  g,  k,  he  added  a  symbol 
which  has  been  written  in  English  ka.  As  the 
syllable  na  is  liable  to  be  aspirated,  he  added 
symbols  written  nah,  and  kna.  To  have  dis¬ 
tinct  representatives  for  the  combinations  rising 
out  of  the  different  sounds  of  d  and  t,  he  add¬ 
ed  symbols  for  ta,  te,  ti,  and  another  for  dla, 
thus  tla.  These  completed  the  eighty-five  char¬ 
acters  of  his  alphabet,  which  was  thus  an  al¬ 
phabet  of  syllables,  and  not  of  letters. 

It  was  a  subject  of  astonishment  to  scientific 
men  that  a  language  so  copious  only  embraced 
eighty-five  syllables.  This  is  chiefly  accounted 
for  by  the  fact  that  every  Cherokee  syllable 
ends  in  a  vocal  or  nasal  sound,  and  that  there 
are  no  double  consonants  hut  those  provided 
for  the  tl  or  dl,  and  ts,  and  combinations  of 
the  hissing  s,  with  a  few  consonants. 

The  fact  is,  that  many  of  our  combinations 
of  consonants  in  the  English  written  language 


are  artificial,  and  worse  than  worthless.  To 
indicate  by  a  familiar  illustration  the  syllabic 
character  of  the  alphabet  of  Se-quo-yah,  I  will 
take  the  name  of  William  H.  Seward,  which 
was  appended  to  the  Emancipation  Proclama¬ 
tion  of  Mr.  Lincoln,  printed  in  Cherokee.  It 
was  written  thus :  “  0  [wi]  P[li]  4  [se]  G  [wa] 

6  [te],”  and  might  be  anglicized  Wili  Sewate. 
As  has  been  observed,  there  is  no  r  in  the  Cher¬ 
okee  language,  written  or  spoken,  and  as  for 
the  middle  initial  of  Mr.  Seward’s  name,  H., 
there  being,  of  course,  no  initial  in  a  syllabic 
alphabet,  the  translator,  who  probably  did  not 
know  what  it  stood  for,  was  compelled  to  omit 
it.  It  was  in  the  year  1821  that' the  American 
Cadmus  completed  his  alphabet. 

As  will  be  observed  by  examining  the  alpha¬ 
bet,  which  is  on  the  table  in  the  engraving,  he 
used  many  of  the  letters  of  the  English  alphabet, 
also  numerals.  The  fact  was,  that  he  came 
across  an  old  English  spelling-hook  during  his 
labors,  and  borrowed  a  great  many  of  the  sym¬ 
bols.  Some  he  reversed,  or  placed  upside 
down ;  others  he  modified,  or  added  to.  He 
had  no  idea  of  either  their  meaning  or  sound, 
in  English,  which  is  abundantly  evident  from 
the  use  he  made  of  them.  As  was  eminently 
fitting,  the  first  scholar  taught  in  the  language 
was  the  daughter  of  Se-quo-yah.  She,  like  all 
the  other  Cherokees  who  tried  it,  learned  it  im¬ 
mediately.  Having  completed  it  without  the 
white  man’s  hints  or  aid,  he  visited  the  agent. 
Colonel  Lowry,  a  gentleman  of  some  intelli¬ 
gence,  who  only  lived  three  miles  from  him, 
and  informed  that  gentleman  of  his  invention. 
It  is  not  wonderful  that  the  agent  was  skeptical, 
and  suggested  that  the  whole  was  a  mere  act 
of  memory,  and  that  the  symbols  bore  no  rela¬ 
tion  to  the  language,  or  its  necessities.  Like 
all  other  benefactors  of  the  race,  he  had  to  en¬ 
counter  a  little  of  the  ridicule  of  tfiose  who, 
being  too  ignorant  to  comprehend,  maintain 
their  credit  by  sneering.  The  rapid  progi^ess 
of  the  language  among  the  people  settled  the 
matter,  however.  The  astonishing  rapidity  with 
which  it  is  acquired  has  always  been  a  wonder, 
and  was  the  first  thing  about  it  that  struck  the 
writer  of  this  article.  In  my  omi  observation, 
Indian  children  will  take  one  or  two,  at  times 
several,  years  to  master  the  English  printed 
and  written  language,  but  in  a  few  days  can 
read  and  write  in  Cherokee.  They  do  the  lat¬ 
ter,  in  fact,  as  soon  as  they  learn  to  shape  let¬ 
ters.  As  soon  as  they  master  the  alphabet  they 
have  got  rid  of  all  the  perplexing  questions  in 
orthography  that  puzzle  the  brains  of  our  chil¬ 
dren.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  a  child 
will  learn  in  a  month,  by  the  same  effort,  as 
thoroughly,  in  the  language  of  Se-quo-yah,  that 
which  in  ours  consumes  the  time  of  our  chil¬ 
dren  for  at  least  two  years. 

There  has  been  a  great  clamor  for  a  uni¬ 
versal  language.  We  once  had  it,  in  our 
learned  world,  in  the  Latin,  in  which  books 
were  locked  up  for  the  scholars  and  dead  to 
the  world.  Language  is  the  handmaiden  of 
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thought,  and  to  be  useful  must  be  obedient  to 
its  changes  as  well  as  its  elemental  character¬ 
istics.  Eor  the  English  of  three  hundred  years 
ago  we  need  a  glossary,  and  to  carry  down 
his  immortal  thoughts  in  their  pristine  vigor, 
must  have,  every  two  hundred  years,  a  Johnson 
to  modernize  a  Shakspeare.  To  probe  the 
causes  of  the  change  of  language,  to  ascer¬ 
tain  why  even  a  written  language  is  mutable, 
to  pick  up  this  garment  of  thought  and  run  its 
threads  back  through  all  their  vagaries  to  their 
origin  and  points  of  divergence,  is  one  of  the 
grand  tasks  for  the  intellectual  historian.  He, 
indeed,  must  give  us  the  history  of  ideas,  of 
which  all  art,  including  language,  is  but  the 
fructification.  To  say,  therefore,  that  the  al¬ 
phabet  of  Se-quo-yah  is  better  adapted  for  his 
language  than  our  alphabet  is  for  the  English, 
would  be  to  pay  it  a  very  wretched  compli¬ 
ment. 

George  Gist  received  all  honor  from  his  coun¬ 
trymen.  A  short  time  after  his  invention  writ¬ 
ten  communication  was  opened  up  by  means 
of  It  with  that  portion  of  the  Cherokee  Nation 
then  in  their  new  home  west  of  the  Arkansas. 
Zealous  in  his  work,  he  traveled  many  hundred 
miles  to  teach  it  to  them ;  and  it  is  no  reproach 
to  their  intellect  to  say  that  they  received  it 
readily. 

It  has  been  said  the  Indians  are  besotted 
against  all  improvements.  The  cordiality  with 
which  this  was  received  is  worthy  of  attention. 

In  1823  the  General  Council  of  the  Cherokee 
Nation  voted  a  large  silver  medal  to  George 
Gist  as  a  mark  of  distinction  for  his  discov¬ 
ery.  On  one  side  were  two  pipes,  the  ancient 
symbol  of  Indian  religion  and  law ;  on  the 
other  a  man’s  head.  The  medal  had  the  fol¬ 
lowing  inscription  in  English,  also  in  Cherokee 
in  his  own  alphabet ; 

“Presented  to  George  Gist,  by  the  General  Council 
of  the  Cherokee  Nation,  for  his  ingenuity  in  the  inven¬ 
tion  of  the  Cherokee  alphabet.” 

• 

John  Ross,  acting  as  principal  chief  of  the 
Cherokee  Nation,  sent  it  West  to  Se-quo-yah, 
together  with  an  elaborate  address,  the  latter 
being  at  that  time  in  the  new  nation. 

In  1828  Gist  went  to  Washington  city  as 
a  delegate  from  the  Western  Cherokees.  He 
was  then  in  his  fifty-ninth  year.  At  that  time 
the  portrait  was  taken,  an  engraving  from  which 
we  present  to  our  readers.  He  is  represented 
with  a  table  containing  his  alphabet.  The  mis¬ 
sionaries  were  not  slow  to  employ  it.  It  was  ar¬ 
ranged  with  the  Cherokee,  and  English  sounds 
and  definitions.  Rev.  S.  A.  Worcester  endeav¬ 
ored  to  get  the  outlines  of  its  grammar,  and 
both  he  and  Mr.  Boudinot  prepared  vocabula¬ 
ries  of  it,  as  did  many  others.  In  this  way,  by 
having  more  and  better  observers,  we  know 
more  of  this  language  than  many  others,  and 
affinities  have  been  traced  between  it  and  some 
others,  supposed  to  be  radically  different,  which 
would  have  appeared  in  the  case  of  some  oth¬ 
ers,  had  they  been  as  fully  or  correctly  written. 

Besides  the  Scriptures,  a  very  considerable 


number  of  books  were  printed  in  it,  and  parts 
of  several  different  newspapers  existing  from 
time  to  time  ;  also  almanacs,  songs,  and  psalms. 

During  the  closing  portion  of  his  life,  the 
home  of  Se-quo-yah  was  near  Brainerd,  a  mis¬ 
sion  station  in  the  new  nation.  Like  his  coun¬ 
trymen,  he  was  driven  an  exile  from  his  old 
home,  from  his  fields,  work-shops,  and  orchards 
by  the  clear  streams  flowing  from  the  mount¬ 
ains  of  Georgia.  Is  it  wonderful  if  such  treat¬ 
ment  should  throw  a  sadder  tinge  on  a  disposi¬ 
tion  otherwise  mild,  hopeful,  and  philosophic  ? 

One  of  his  sofis  is  a  very  fair  artist,  using 
promiscuously  pencil,  pen,  chalk,  or  charcoal. 
He  served,  as  a  private  soldier,  in  the  Union 
army  in  the  late  war,  and  there,  in  his  quar¬ 
ters,  made  many  sketches.  His  power  of  cari¬ 
caturing  was  very  considerable.  If  a  humor¬ 
ous  picture  of  some  officer  who  had  rendered 
himself  obnoxious  was  found,  chalked  in  un¬ 
mistakable  but  grotesque  lineaments,  on  the 
commissary  door,  it  was  said,  “It  must  have 
been  by  the  son  of  Se-quo-j^ah.” 

In  his  mature  years,  at  Brainerd,  although 
approaching  seventy,  the  nerve  or  fire  of  the  old 
man  was  not  dead.  Some  narrow-minded  ec¬ 
clesiastics,  because  Gist  would  not  go  through 
the  routine  of  a  Christian  profession  after  the 
fashion  they  prescribed,  have  not  scrupled  to  in¬ 
timate  that  he  was  a  pagan,  and  grieved  that 
the  Bible  was  printed  in  the  language  he  gave. 
This  arose  simply  from  not  comprehending 
him.  They  persisted  in  considering  him  an 
ignorant  savage,  while  he  comprehended  him¬ 
self  and  measured  them. 

In  his  old  days  a  new  and  deeper  ambition 
seized  him.  He  was  not  in  the  habit  of  asking 
advice  or  assistance  in  his  projects.  In  his 
journey  to  the  West,  as  well  as  to  Washington, 
he  had  an  opportunity  of  examining  different 
languages,  of  which,  as  far  as  lay  in  his  power, 
he  carefully  availed  himself.  His  health  had 
been  somewhat  affected  by  rheumatism,  one 
of  the  few  inheritances  he  got  from  the  old 
fur  peddler  of  Ebenezer;  but  the  strong  spirit 
was  slow  to  break. 

He  formed  a  theory  of  certain  relations  in 
the  language  of  the  Indian  tribes,  and  con¬ 
ceived  the  idea  of  writing  a  book  on  the  points 
of  similarity  and  divergence.  Books  were,  to 
a  great  extent,  closed  to  him ;  but  as  of  old, 
when  he  began  his  career  as  a  blacksmith  by 
making  his  bellows,  so  he  now  fell  back  on  his 
own  resources.  This  brave  Indian  philosopher 
of  ours  was  not  the  man  to  be  stopped  by  ob¬ 
stacles.  He  procured  some  articles  for  the  In¬ 
dian  trade  he  had  learned  in  his  boyhood,  and 
putting  these  and  his  provisions  and  camping 
equipage  in  an  ox-cart^e  took  a  Cherokee 
boy  with  him  as  drivei^nd  companion,  and 
started  out  among  the  wild  Indians  of  the 
plain  and  mountain,  on  a  philological  crusade 
such  as  the  world  never  saw. 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  features  of  his 
experience  was  the  uniform  peace  and  kind¬ 
ness  with  which  his  brethren  of  the  prairie  re- 
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C6ived  him.  They  furnished  him  means,  too,  to 
prosecute  his  inquiries  in  each  tribe  or  clan. 
That  they  should  be  more  sullen  and  reticent 
to  white  men  is  not  wonderful  when  we  reflect 
that  they  have  a  suspicion  that  all  these  pre¬ 
tended  inquirers  in  science  or  religion  have  a 
lurking  eye  to  real  estate.  Several  journeys 
were  made.  The  task  was  so  vast  it  might 
have  discouraged  him.  He  started  on  his  lon¬ 
gest  and  his  last  journey.  There  was  among 
the  Cherokees  a  tradition  that  part  of  their  na¬ 
tion  was  somew'here  in  New  Mexico,  separated 
from  them  before  the  advent  of  the  whites. 
Se-quo-yah  knew  this,  and  expected  in  his 
rambles  to  meet  them.  He  had  camped  on  the 
spurs  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  ;  he  had  thread¬ 
ed  the  valleys  of  New  Mexico ;  looked  at  the 
adobe  villages  of  the  Pueblos,  and  among  the 
race,  neither  Indian  nor  Spaniard,  with  swarthy 
face  and  unkempt  hair.  He  had  occasion  to 
moralize  over  those  who  had  voluntarily  be¬ 
come  the  slaves  of  others  even  meaner  than 


themselves,  who  spoke  a  jargon  neither  Indian 
nor  Spanish.  Catholics  in  name,  who  ate  red 
pepper  pies,  gambled  like  the  fashionable  fre¬ 
quenters  of  Baden,  and  swore  like  troopers. 

It  was  late  in  the  year  1842  that  the  wan¬ 
derer,  sick  of  a  fever,  worn  and  weary,  halted 
his  ox-cart  near  San  Fernandino,  in  Northern 
Mexico.  Fate  had  willed  that  his  work  should 
die  with  him.  But  little  of  his  labor  was  saved, 
and  that  not  enough  to  aid  any  one  to  develop 
his  idea.  Bad  nursing,  exposure,  and  lack  of 
proper  medical  attendance  finished  the  work. 
He  sleeps,  not  far  from  the  Rio  Grande,  the 
greatest  of  his  race. 

At  one  time  Congress  contemplated  having 
his  remains  removed  and  a  monument  erected 
over  them  ;  it  was  postponed,  however. 

The  Legislature  of  the  Little  Cherokee  Na¬ 
tion  every  year  includes  in  its  general  appro¬ 
priations  a  pension  of  three  hundred  dollars  to 
his  w’idow — the  only  literary  pension  paid  in  the 
United  States. 


THE  OLD  LOVE  AGAIN. 

By  ANNIE  THOMAS. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

HOW  NINA  SAID  “no.” 

IR  ARTHUR  and  Lady  Delany  were  in  a 
bankrupt  brother  baronet’s  house  in  Eccles- 
ston  Square  for  the  season,  which  was  nearly 
over  now.  A  house  of  an  august  exterior  as 
to  frontage  and  door-step,  but  young  as  aris¬ 
tocratic  houses  go,  and  thin  as  regarded  its 
w'alls. 

In  this  house  Nina  found  them  domiciled 
when  she  went  up  to  them  from  Ardleigh  Vicar¬ 
age.  The  house  was  gaudily  furnished  wherev¬ 
er  it  was  liable  to  public  inspection,  hut  it  was 
meagerly,  not  to  say  miserably,  wanting  in  that 
portion  of  it  which  was  ceded  to  Nina.  The 
first  night  of  Nina’s  return  home  Lady  Delany 
had  delicately  alluded  to  this  fact. 

“Your  room  is  not  very  comfortable,  but  it 
is  only  for  a  short  time,  Nina,”  she  had  said ; 
and  Nina  had  replied : 

“My  room  is  very  uncomfortable,  but,  as 
you  have  put  me  there,  don’t  trouble  yourself 
to  apologize  about  it which  remark  repeated, 
made  things  pleasant  for  Lady  Delany  with  Sir 
Arthur,  when  he  remonstrated  about  his  only 
daughter  being  put  up  in  an  attic. 

“My  dear,  I  spoke  to  her  about  it,  and  she 
begged  me  not  to  trouble  about  it  at  all.  You 
see,  I  don’t  like  to  be  without  a  good  spare 
room  or  two,  in  case^  emergency.”  And  so 
Sir  Arthur  was  satislIaB. 

It  was  but  for  a  short  time  that  Nina  had  to 
endure  this  minor  evil.  At  the  end  of  a  fort¬ 
night  they  moved  away  to  the  secluded,  half- 
ruined,  ill-furnished  chateau  which  Sir  Arthur 
Delany  had  taken  near  Pont  de  Brigne.  But 
dm-ing  that  fortnight  strange  and  agitating  tid¬ 


ings  were  sent  to  Nina  from  Ardleigh.  A  hur¬ 
ried  letter  from  Mrs.  Eldon  one  day  told  of 
Mrs.  Barrington’s  having  given  birth  prema¬ 
turely  to  a  son.  The  following  morning’s  post 
brought  the  news  of  the  unfortunate  woman’s 
death,  from  some  untoward  neglect  in  the  at¬ 
tendance  that  was  being  given  to  her. 

“  It  is  all  very  distressing,”  Mrs.  Eldon 
wrote;  -“still,  dear  Nina,  I  must  remind  you, 
in  case  you  should  be  tempted  or  driven  into 
thinking  of  doing  any  thing  rash,  that  Mr. 
Barrington  is  free.”  Nina  did  remember  it, 
and  did  think  about  it  very  much,  as  she  crossed 
from  Folkestone  to  Boulogne  one  rough  morn¬ 
ing,  and  felt  herself  to  he  at  the  point  of  death 
very  often  through  much  tossinp  But  it  faded 
away  from  her  memory  a  good  deal  when  they 
got  to  their  new  home,  and  she  was  subjected 
to  the  combined  influences  of  change  of  air, 
scene,  food,  and  society. 

The  house  Sir  Arthur  Delany  had  taken  was 
a  grim  mansion  in  the  midst  of  once  beautiful 
but  now  grass-grown  and  dilapidated  grounds, 
in  which  terraces,  and  avenues,  and  weird 
pools,  and  balconies,  and  steps  that  led  to  no¬ 
where,  and  giant  tazzas  that  held  nothing  now, 
were  scattered  in  ghastly  profusion.  Ages  ago, 
when  Louis  the  Fourteenth  was  reigning,  to¬ 
gether  with  powder,  and  puff,  and  patch,  and 
hoop,  and  fantasy  generally,  this  old  place  must 
have  been  in  high  meretricious  esteem.  It  was 
devised  and  made  for  the  use  and  abuse  of 
pretty  creatures  in  blue  and  pink  silks  and  sat¬ 
ins,  with  unnaturally  whitened  hair  and  black¬ 
ened  faces.  Modern  ideas,  and  the  times  and 
the  drapery  of  four  years  ago,  were  all  out  of 
place  there.  But  somehow  the  very  incongrui¬ 
ty  grew  pleasing  to  Nina,  who  fashioned  out 
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many  a  tale  to  fit  the  silent,  black  pool,  over 
which  elms  and  willows  drooped,  as,  day  after 
day,  she  wandered  along  its  border  alone,  and 
laughed  to  herself  over  the  means  Lady  Delany 
had  taken  to  force  her  (Nina)  into  marriage. 

Pont  de  Brigne  was  so  pretty  in  its  seclu¬ 
sion,  its  stagnation  almost,  in  this  late  autumn 
weather !  Not  a  breath  ever  reached  it,  save  on 
Sundays,  from  the  busy  town,  Boulogne,  only 
three  miles  away.  As  the  life  in  it  went  on 
now,  so,  to  all  appearance,  it  must  have  gone 
on  for  many  generations.  A  lovely,  lazy  river 
wound  its  shining  course  through  meadows  and 
gardens  where,  on  old  time- embrowned  walls, 
big  pears  ripened  and  grew  fat,  and  fell  down 
upon  beds  of  flowers  and  onions — for  the  useful 
and  beautiful  were  in  close  communion.  The 
onl}'  noisy  things  in  the  village  were  the  plash¬ 
ing  mill-wheel  and  one  screaming  swan,  that 
floated  by  day  on  the  bosom  of  the  silent  pool, 
and  dozed  by  night  upon  its  banks.  This  swan 
was  Nina’s  sole  companion  down  in  the  solitude 
by  the  black  water — her  sole  companion  for  a 
week  or  two. 

At  the  expiration  of  that  time  Mr.  Manners 
came  to  join  their  quiet  party ;  came  without 
knowing  that  Nina  was  one  of  them  again,  and 
staid  with  a  fresh,  fond  pleasure  when  he  found 
that  she  was  there. 

His  was  rather  an  awkward  position,  too, 
when  all  the  circumstances  of  his  case  are  con¬ 
sidered.  Six  months  ago  he  had  asked  her  to 
be  his  wife,  and  she  had  refused  his  request. 
Then  he  had  asked  her  to  take  time  to  recon¬ 
sider  her  determination,  to  withdraw  her  defin¬ 
ite  refusal,  and  to  nullify  it  by  saying  “yes,” 
or  repeat  it  by  saying  “no,”  at  the  expiration 
of  a  certain  time.  That  time  had  expired 
now,  and  still  she  had  sent  him  no  word  as  to 
her  sentiment.  And  now,  while  he  was  half 
hopeful,  half  fearful,  while  he  thought  her  far 
away  in  English  Ardleigh,  he  came  upon  her 
suddenly  and  unexpectedly  in  Erench  Pont  de 
Brigne. 

It  was  all  owing  to  Lady  Delany’s  diplomatic 
talents  that  the  meeting  was  managed.  Nina 
was  very  much  in  her  young  ladyship’s  way  ; 
not  that  Nina  interfered  with  one  of  Lady  De- 
lany's  pursuits,  or  curtailed  one  of  Lady  Delany’s 
pleasures.  Still  Lady  Delany  wanted  to  get  rid 
of  her,  “  in  case,”  as  she  phrased  it,  “  we  should 
ever  get  so  tired  of  one  another  that  we  should 
take  to  quarreling ;  being  younger  than  Nina, 
you  know  she  may  get  jealous  of  me,  if  years 
roll  on  and  she  finds  herself  still  single  and 
slighted.”  So,  in  order  to  avoid  this  unpleasant 
contingency,  she  favored  Mr.  Manners’s  suit, 
and  furthered  his  wooing  both  with  zeal  and 
discretion. 

He  walked  in  upon  them  early  one  morning, 
having  crossed  the  night  before ;  and  as  soon 
as  he  saw  her,  he  read  in  Nina’s  face  that  she 
had  not  been  prepared  for  his  appearance.  Still 
he  gathered  hope  as  he  looked ;  there  was  no 
displeasure  mixed  with  the  surprise  she  could 
not  quite  conceal. 


Indeed,  it  would  have  been  hard  for  Nina, 
who  was  beginning  to  find  it  dull  in  this  mea- 
gerly  furnished  house,  where  she  had  neither 
society  nor  books,  to  look  or  feel  displeased  at 
the  advent  of  a  man  wlio  came  fresh  from  the 
world  of  both.  This  latter-day  lover  of  hers 
was  different  in  all  respects  from  the  idol  of  her 
youth.  He  was  about  thirty-six  or  seven  at 
this  time,  and  he  had  lived  an  active,  thought¬ 
ful  life  in  a  city  where  activity  and  thoughtful¬ 
ness  leave  their  traces  on  heart  and  brain — ay, 
and  on  hair  too.  He  was  a  little  bald  just  above 
his  forehead,  and  he  was  more  than  a  little  gray'. 
Still  his  face  was  unfurrowed,  and  his  eyes  were 
clear  and  bright,  and  his  figure  was  only  well- 
filled  out;  he  was  not  “stout”  yet.  He  spoke 
cleverly  and  curtly  about  all  the  topics  of  the 
day,  rarely,  if  ever,  using  an  unnecessary  word, 
and  never  by  any  chance  allowing  feeling  or 
prejudice  to  influence  judgment.  Altogether, 
he  offered  as  marked  a  contrast  to  unstable 
Gerald  Barrington  mentally  as  he  did  physically 
— and  physically  Gerald  Barrington  had  the  best 
of  it. 

About  twelve  o’clock  Lady  Delany  suggested 
that  they  should  all  walk  out  and  show  him  the 
place.  Nina  acquiesced  in  the  plan  readily 
enough.  She  knew  it  was  part  of  it  that  she 
should  be  left  alone  with  Mr.  Manners,  and  she 
was  willing  that  it  should  be  so ;  willing  to  get 
the  explanation  over  as  soon  as  possible.  So, 
when  Lady  Delany  made  some  transparent  ex¬ 
cuse  for  leaving  them,  Nina  felt  glad  that  her 
hour  had  come. 

“  I  saw  by  your  face  that  you  had  no  share 
in  the  ‘  general  wish’  for  my  presence  which 
Lady  Delany  expressed  when  she  invited  me 
here,”  he  said,  as  Nina  took  him  down  some 
terrace  steps,  and  proposed  that  they  should 
plant  on  a  broken  wall  by  the  dark  pool,  under 
a  w'eeping-willow. 

“No,  I  knew  nothing  of  the  invitation;  I 
dare  say  if  I  had  known  that  it  was  to  be  ex¬ 
pressed  I  should  have  shared  in  the  general 
wish.” 

“Even  though  you  would  have  felt  sure  that 
the  expression  would  justify  me  in  reminding 
you  that  you  are  my  debtor — you  owe  me  an 
answer.” 

She  could  not  doubt  as  she  heard  the  touch¬ 
ing,  deepening,  quiet  tone,  and  saw  the  wistful 
eagerness  in  his  face,  that  the  man,  composed 
as  he  w'as,  had  staked  much  of  his  happiness  on 
her  possible  answer.  She  could  have  made  it 
without  any  hesitation,  she  felt  sure,  if  only  she 
had  not  just  heard  that  Gerald  Barrington  was 
free.  For  after  that  concession  of  hers — that 
indiscreet  concession  which  she  had  made  to 
his  wish  that  she  should  meet  him,  and  hear 
what  he  had  to  say  for  himself — what  might  not 
Gerald  Barrington  expect  ?  “I  owe  him  some¬ 
thing  too,”  she  thought,  sorely,  as  she  reflected 
on  how  she  had  incurred  the  debt.  “It  would 
seem  heartless  to  grasp  now  at  what  would  pre¬ 
vent  my  ever  paying  the  debt ;  besides,  this 
wish  to  marry  Mr.  Manners  is  not  born  of  love.” 
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Still,  if  it  was  not  “born  of  love,”  it  was  very 
hard  to  kill  it,  and  to  say  “no,”  as  she  believed 
herself  in  honor  bound  to  say,  and  did  say. 

“  I  ought  to  have  given  it  long  ago,”  she  said, 
in  reply  to  his  statement  that  she  owed  him  an 
answer.  “  It  is  only  because  I  have  been  feel¬ 
ing  all  the  importance  to  my  own  happiness  of 
giving  great  thought  to  my  answer  that  I  have 
been  so  slow  and  so  full  of  hesitation.  Mr. 
Manners,  I  must  say  as  I  said  before — it  can’t 
be  as  you  do  me  the  honor  to  wish  it  to  be.  I 
must  stay  as  I  am — I  must,  indeed  ;  don’t  cease 
to  be  my  friend  ;  don’t  leave  ns  now,  and  leave 
us  disliking  me.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

MR.  MANNERS  BESPEAKS  NINA’s  INTEREST. 

Mr.  Manners  did  not  take  offense  and  his 
departure  after  that  second  refusal  from  Nina. 
He  was  much  too  calmly  sensible  and  thorough¬ 
ly  well  disposed  toward  the  young  lady  to  do 
any  thing  of  that  sort.  He  thoroughly  and 
sympathetically  understood  all  the  difficulties 
and  disagreeables  of  Nina's  position ;  and  he 
knew  well  that  if  he  went  away  hurriedly  Lady 
Delany  would  know  that  all  hopes  of  the  mar¬ 
riage  were  over,  and  that  Nina  would  suffer  for 
that  knowledge.  So  he  staid  on  even  longer 
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than  he  had  intended  staying  when  he  did  not 
know  that  Nina  was  there,  and  came  imper¬ 
ceptibly  to  be  regWed  and  treated  as  one  of 
the  family  by  them  all. 

The  long  autumn  days  would  have  been  long 
indeed,  and  the  dreary  evenings  in  the  raeager- 
ly  furnished  saloon  would  have  been  dreary  in¬ 
deed  to  Nina,  if  it  had  not  been  for  his  pres¬ 
ence.  The  long  walks  through  the  rather  flat 
surrounding  country,  and  the  long  hours  fish¬ 
ing  in  the  pretty  winding  river,  would  have  been 
robbed  of  half  their  quiet  charm  if  she  had  not 
had  his  companionship.  More  than  ever  she 
regretted,  as  he  became  more  and  more  essen¬ 
tial  to  her  comfort  daily,  that  she  had  com¬ 
promised  herself  by  giving  Gerald  Barrington 
that  meeting  at  Sedgwick.  Not  that  she  had 
compromised  herself  in  the  eyes  of  the  world 
that  she  refused  to  consider  she  had  done ;  but 
that  she  had  given  him  such  a  tacit  reassurance 
as  should  justify  him  in  thinking  that  the  old 
deep  interest  in  him  might  be  regenerated. 

It  came  about  very  gradually,  so  gradually 
that  somehow  it  seemed  quite  a  natural  thing, 
when  one  day,  as  they  were  walking  together. 
Ml-.  Manners  broached  the  subject  of  Gerald 
Barrington.  “You  have  seen  him  again  this 
summer,”  he  said  ;  and  Nina  asked,  quickly  : 

“  How  do  you  know  I  ever  saw  him  at  all — 
how  do  you  know  any  thing  about  him  ?” 

“  Oh  !  a  man  is  sure  to  hear  of  such  things 
in  connection  with  the  woman  he  loves,”  Mr. 
Manners  said,  quietly.  This  was  the  first  time 
he  had  spoken  of  his  feelings  concerning  her 
since  he  asked  for  her  definite  answer  down  by 
the  black  pool. 

“Yes,”  then  she  said,  laughing  confusedly; 
“I  saw  him  again  this  summer,  and  saw  his 
wife  too.” 

“She  is  dead  now?” 

“She  is,”  Miss  Delany  said,  briefly. 

“And  when  a  time  of  conventional  mourn¬ 
ing  has  expired  he  will  seek  you  again,”  he 
went  on ;  and  Nina  shook  her  head  and  said 
she  had  “no  right  to  think  that.” 

“  He  is  sure  to  do  it,”  Mr.  Manners  repeated. 
“I  wish  I  could  feel  equally  sure  that  you  would 
never  listen  to  his  proposals  again.  This  I  say 
quite  without  any  regard  to  my  own  feelings  to¬ 
ward  you,  which  nothing  can  alter ;  but  out  of 
a  conviction  I  have  that  he  would  not  make  you 
happy.” 

“  One  never  can  he  sure  of  being  happy  with 
any  person.  You  do  not  know  Mr.  Barrington. 
Why  do  you  say  such  things  of  him  ?” 

“  Not  out  of  empty  jealousy.  As  far  as  I  am 
concerned  myself,  it  would  be  a  bitter  trial  to 
me  to  see  you  married  to  any  man — even  to  the 
man  I  thought  most  highly  of;  but  that  would 
be  a  suffering  that  I  would  willingly  endure  to¬ 
day,  even  to  see  you  safe  from  Mr.  Barring¬ 
ton.” 

“You  have  heard  something  against  him,” 
Nina  said.  “What  is  it?  Not  that  I  am  likely 
to  see  him  again.  ” 

“Oh  yes,  you  are;  of  course  you  will  see 


him  again.  There  is  nothing  to  prevent  such 
a  catastrophe  now ;  and  I  should  not  regret  the 
probability  if  I  did  not  think  him  a  dangerously 
weak,  unstable  man — one  who  is  utterly  unfit 
to  direct  you.  I  have  never  heard  any  thing 
against  him,  save-  that  he  married  in  intemper¬ 
ate  anger  against  you,  and  then  had  not  suf¬ 
ficient  self-respect  to  behave  with  consideration 
toward  his  wife.  Probably  you  regard  this  lat¬ 
ter  as  a  venial  error;  but  I  don’t.” 

Nina  walked  on  in  silence,  and  presently  Mr. 
Manners  resumed : 

“I  have  ventured  to  say  this  to  you  to-day 
because  I  may  never  have  another  opportunity. 

I  am  going  to  leave  to-morrow.” 

“  Where  are  you  going  ?”  Nina  asked,  with  a 
half-offended  air. 

“To  Paris.” 

“  Oh !  to  Paris.  We  are  not  gay  enough  for 
you,  naturally.” 

“  Would  you  like  to  hear  my  real  reason  for 
leaving  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“  It  is  this :  Your  father  asked  me  this  morn¬ 
ing  if  you  and  I  had  made  it  all  right ;  and  I 
was  obliged  to  tell  him  that  you  had  very  de¬ 
cidedly  made  it  all  wrong.  He  then  seemed  to 
think  that  it  was  better  I  should  go.  It  rests 
with  you  to  indorse  or  reverse  his  opinion  by 
giving  me  your  own.” 

“  I  suppose  he  is  right,”  Nina  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  feeling  that  she  would  give  much  to  feel 
free  to  reverse  the  decree. 

It  was  not  pleasant  at  dull  little  Pont  de 
Brigne  after  Mr.  Manners  left.  Lady  Delany, 
who  had  borne  the  solitude  while  there  seemed 
to  be  a  probability  of  her  point  being  carried, 
sulked  now  that  the  probability  had  vanished. 
Heavy  rain  set  in.  Sir  Arthur  was  seized  with 
a  mild  attack  of  rheumatic  gout,  and,  sadder 
than  all  else,  there  came  mournful  tidings  from 
Ardleigh  Vicarage.  Poor  Prank  Eldon  had 
caught  typhus  fever  in  one  of  his  visits  to  a 
sick  parishioner,  and,  after  struggling  vainly 
against  it  for  a  few  days,  had.  died,  leaving 
Gertrude  desolate  indeed. 

“As  soon  as  I  can  think  and  act,”  the  poor 
young  widow  wrote  soon  after  her  husband’s 
funeral,  “I  shall  leave  this  place,  where  I  have 
known  my  greatest  happiness  and  greatest  mis¬ 
ery,  and  go  back  to  my  own  friends.  When  I 
am  settled  you  must  come  and  stay  with  me ; 
but  it  would  break  my  heart  to  see  you -here 
where  I  last  saw  you  With  my  own  dear  Frank.” 
Tliis  was  in  October,  just  as  the  Delanys  were 
about  to  migrate  farther  south  for  the  restora¬ 
tion  of  Sir  Arthur’s  health  ;  and  from  that  time 
until  their  return  to  London,  after  Christmas, 
they  heard  nothing  more  from  Ardleigh  or 
Gertrude. 

When  they  re-entered  London  one  January 
night,  Nina  felt  sure  that  now  it  must  all  soon 
culminate.  Before  long  she  would  be  called 
upon,  and  compelled  to  decide  her  own  fa,te, 
Gerald  Barrington  would  hear  of  their  being 
home,  and  he  would  come  and  claim  that  which 
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she  had  given  him  a  right  to  claim.  As  she 
thought  this  she  regretted  more  bitterly  than 
ever  those  hours  at  Sedgwick,  which  had  been 
so  sadly  misspent  in  strengthening  his  belief  in 
her  unchanged  love  for  him.  But  it  was  worse 
than  idle  to  indulge  in  these.regrets  now.  He 
would  surely  come,  and  she  would  surely  have 
to  marry  him,  and  make  the  best  of  her  mis¬ 
take.  While,  as  for  John  Manners,  she  did 
hope  fervently  that  he  would  never  marry  a 
woman  “  who  was  not  worthy  of  him,”  and  she 
took  some  comfort  from  the  thought  then  oc¬ 
curring  to  her  that  he  was  very  unlikely  to  find 
such  a  one. 

The  crisis  Nina  had  half  expected  and  half 
dreaded  did  not  come  just  yet.  She  was  not 
put  to  the  test  of  seeing  Gerald  Barrington,  or, 
indeed,  of  hearing  any  thing  about  him.  Mr. 
Manners  came  on  the  old  familiar  footing  of 
intimate  friend ;  but  he  never  mentioned  Mr. 
Barrington  or  his  own  former  hopes  and  wishes. 
Nina  could  not  help  feeling  disappointed  and 
neglected.  “They  neither  of  them  want  me 
now,”  she  thought,  bitterly,  as  she  remembered 
how  eager  each  of  these  men  had  been  for  her 
in  days  gone  by. 

She  could  not  help  speculating  curiously, 
sometimes,  about  Gerald  Barrington  and  what 
had  become  of  him.  Was  he  at  Ardleigh  End 
still?  There  was  no  one  of  whom  she  could 
ask  this  question,  for  the  vridow  Gertrude  El¬ 
don  had  left  Ardleigh  just  before  the  Delanys 
came  back  to  England.  Moreover,  if  Mrs.  El¬ 
don  had  still  been  resident  in  the  place,  Nina 
would  have  hesitated  about  asking  any  ques¬ 
tion  relative  to  Gerald  Barrington,  of  a  lady 
who  had  thought  so  little— not  to  say  so  ill  of 
him  as  Mrs.  Eldon  thought.  “  I  shall  see  her 
in  time,  when  the  sharp  edge  of  her  grief  has 
worn  off,”  Nina  thought;  “and  then,  in  speak¬ 
ing  of  poor  Erank’s  parish,  she  will  be  unable 
to  avoid  mentioning  that  one  parishioner.” 
Then  Nina  would  sighingly  wish  that  his  poor 
wife  had  lived — that  she  (Nina)  had  never  seen 
him  as  a  married  man — that,  in  fact,  a  good¬ 
ly  portion  of  the  past  could  be  erased  alto¬ 
gether. 

In  the  middle  of  the  winter  season  a  new 
element  was  introduced  into  her  life.  John 
Manners  s  mother  came  to  live  in  town,  bring¬ 
ing  with  her  a  pretty  young  niece,  whom  she 
had  almost  adopted.  As  a  friend,  John  Man¬ 
ners  asked  Nina  to  see  a  good  deal  of  his  fair 
young  cousin,  Edith  Graves.  “  I  think  you  are 
the  best  companion  a  young  girl  could  have  ” 
he  said  to  her,  frankly.  And  Nina  told  herself 
that  if  he  had  the  faintest  tinge  of  love  remain¬ 
ing  for  her,  he  could  not  judge  her  so  dispas¬ 
sionately  and  kindly,  after  her  having  refused 
him  twice.  “  He  is  quite  cured,”  she  thought 
bitterly;  “he  will  fall  back  on  that  blue-eyed 
nonentity  as  contentedly  as  if  I  had  never  ex¬ 
isted  for  him.”  And  thinking  this,  she  did  be¬ 
gin  to  long  for  some  sign  from  Gerald  Barring¬ 
ton.  A  couple  of  defections  in  one  year  is  sure¬ 
ly  too  much  for  any  woman  to  bear  placidly.’ 


CHAPTER  IX. 

TWO  MEETINGS. 

When  Mrs.  Manners  left  her  country  home, 
for  the  sake  of  giving  pretty  Edith  Graves  a 
sight  of  life  as  it  is  lived  in  London,  the  good 
old  lady  made  a  considerable  sacrifice.  She 
had  a  deep-rooted  dislike  to  small  rooms,  neigh¬ 
bors,  smoke,  German  bands,  tan-yards,  and  oth¬ 
er  minor  evils  to  which  flesh  is  heir  in  London. 
Nevertheless,  she  hurled  herself  into  the  midst 
of  the  possibility  of  all  these  things  for  the  sake 
of  the  girl  whom  she  loved  as  a  daughter  al¬ 
ready,  and  whom  she  hoped  to  see  bud  into  that 
relationship  in  law. 

“  You  ought  not  to  keep  Edith  mewed  up  all 
her  life  among  the  butter-cups  and  daisies,  mo¬ 
ther,”  John  Manners  had  said  on  the  occasion 
of  his  last  Christmas  visit  to  his  mother’s  house. 
And  on  that  hint  Mrs.  Manners  spoke,  begging 
him  to  find  her  a  comfortable  habitation  in  one 
of  the  least  offensive  suburbs  of  the  great  city, 
wherein,  she  never  doubted,  wary  women  were 
always  lurking  about  seeking  to  devour  him, 
and  where  Edith’s  sweet  presence  might  prove 
a  foil  to  their  meretricious  attractions. 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  a  house  was  taken 
for  Mrs.  Manners  in  the  Victoria  Road,  Ken¬ 
sington,  and  that  when  midwinter  w'as  past  she 
came  there  to  dwell  with  Edith ;  and  when  she 
had  been  settled  there  a  reasonable  time  Lady 
and  Miss  Delany  came  to  call  upon  her. 

Now  the  mother  had  never  heard  of  these 
friends  of  her  son’s ;  and  when  she  saw  them 
an  idea  came  into  her  head  that  they  were 
among  the  dangerous  ones  of  the  earth,  from 
whom  Edith’s  pure  little  presence  might  pre¬ 
serve  him.  They  knew  too  much  about  John 
altogether  to  be  pleasant  to  her.  So  she  made 
herself  rigid  at  them,  and  counseled  Edith  not 
“to  want  to  go  gadding  about  with  them;” 
and  intensely  aggravated  her  son  by  saying, 

“  One  couldn’t  wonder  at  a  girl  situated  as  Miss 
Delany  was  hunting  after  a  husband.” 

And  little  pale,  brown -haired,  blue -eyed 
Edith,  whose  mouth  and  mind  and  hands  were 
all  small  to  match — little  gristle-boned  Edith — 
lashed  out  her  little  weapon  of  flagellation  upon 
Miss  Delany,  and  said,  “Miss  Delany  seemed 
so  lazy,  never  seemed  to  care  to  read  any  thing 
good,  or  to  work  any  thing  useful;”  which  ac¬ 
cusation  was  true  in  a  measure,  for  poor  Nina 
was  out  of  gear  in  these  days,  and  found  her¬ 
self  incapable  of  settling  to  any  thing. 

But  as  time  wore  on,  and  the  lassitude  which 
is  nearly  every  one’s  portion  in  the  English 
spring  assailed  the  denizens  of  the  little  house 
in  the  Victoria  Road,  and  as  they  found  that 
acquaintances  are  not  speedily  picked  up  or 
friendships  formed  in  exclusive  suburbs,  Mrs. 
Manners  and  Edith  both  came  to  regard  Nina  as 
rather  a  welcome  presence.  Perhaps  this  change 
in  their  sentiments  was  due  to  the  fact  of  John’s 
having  always  discreetly  refrained  from  express- 
ing  pleasure  when  she  did  come  or  pain  when 
she  staid  away.  He  was,  in  fact,  apparently 
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utterly  indifferent  to  her,  and  this  indifference 


militated  hugely  in  her  favor  vyith  the  women 
of  his  own  house.  So  the  year  and  the  change 
rolled  on  slowly  and  surely  together,  and  spring 
was  merging  into  summer,  and  the  bedding-out 
plants  were  arranged  for  the  season  in  ribbon 
borders  in  Kensington  Gardens,  and  London 
was  getting  very  full  again ;  and  all  this  time 
Nina  heard  nothing  of  Gertrude  Eldon  or  (which 
was  far  more  annoying  and  puzzling  to  her)  of 
Gerald  Barrington. 

The  bright-faced  beauty  had  almost  resigned 
herself  to  the  painful  probability  of  being  an 
old  maid,  for,  as  it  would  have  been  her  will 
and  pleasure  now  to  marry  John  Manners,  and 
as  it  was  clearly  (to  her  mind)  her  honorable 
duty  to  marry  Gerald  Barrington  if  he  ever 
asked  her  again,  it  was  out  of  the  question 
that  she  should  give  her  hand  to  any  other 
man.  She  was  growing  resigned,  though  not 
reconciled,  to  the  prospect — to  the  prospect  of 
that  fate  for  herself,  and  also  to  the  prospect 
of  the  far  fairer  fate  which  seemed  to  be  loom¬ 
ing  before  Edith  Graves,  when  the  whole  of 
her  future  was  rudely  broken  up  and  disturbed. 

One  June  day  she  was  sitting  in  Mrs.  Man¬ 
ners’s  little  drawing-room  bay-window  waiting 
for  Edith,  who  was  up  stairs  preparing  for  a 
walk  in  Kensington  Gardens.  Nina  was  there 
in  obedience  to  a  request  of  John’s,  that  she 
would  get  his  mother  and  Edith  out  to  hear 
the  band  that  afternoon,  and  he  had  added 
weight  to  this  request  by  promising  to  join 
them  at  the  lower  end  of  the  “Eow,”  if  they 
would  walk  so  far.  While  she  was  waiting 
her  gaze  wandered  idly  over  to  the  opposite 
house,  which  had  been  unoccupied  for  a  long 
time.  She  saw  that  the  shutters  were  open, 
that  delicate  pale  green  French  chintz  curtains 
were  shrouding  the  windows,  that  bronze  rail¬ 
ings  had  been  put  up  to  form  little  window- 
gardens,  and  brightly  flowering  plants  were  al¬ 
ready  blooming  there.  In  fact,  that  there  was 
a  general  air  of  refined  occupation  about  the 
house. 

“  Oh  yes,”  Mrs.  Manners  said  in  answer  to 
some  question  Nina  asked  presently;  “it  is 
taken,  but  I  don’t  know  who  by.  I  haven’t 
heard  her  name,  but  I’ve  seen  her  passing  in 
and  out  while  the  house  was  preparing.  Ah ! 
they’re  a  precious  lot  about  here,  I  feel  pretty 
sure.  Ladies  living  alone  with  golden  hair 
and  little  broughams  I  never  feel  sure  of.” 

“Has  this  one  golden  hair  and  a  little  brough¬ 
am  ?”  Nina  asked,  laughing. 

“  She  has  the  golden  hair,  but  not  the  little 
brougham  yet,”  the  old  lady  said,  sententious- 
ly.  “  She  is  a  most  lovely  woman,  I  must  say 
— in  deep  mourning;  there  she  is  at  the  win¬ 
dow.” 

Nina  looked  across  hastily,  and  then  started 
to  her  feet,  crying  out,  “I  know  her — it’s  Mrs. 
Eldon  1”  and  then,  without  further  explanation, 
she  ran  out,  and  across  the  road,  and  knocked 
eagerly  for  admission  to  the  presence  of  her  old 
fi'iend. 


There  was  a  great  scene  of  gentle  recrimina¬ 
tion  and  involved  explanation  when  they  met. 
Gertrude  had  not  written  because  at  first  she 
had  been  broken-hearted,  and  latterly  too  busy. 
She  had  staid  a  long  time  at  Ardleigh,  for  the 
present  vicar  was  an  unmarried  man  who  didn’t 
want  the  house,  and  was  just  as  well  satisfied 
to  remain  in  lodgings,  while  it  had  suited  her 
convenience  to  stay  at  the  Vicarage.  Then  she 
had  gone  back  to  her  father’s  house.  But  her 
mother  was  dead,  and  it  was  unpleasant,  after 
being  the  mistress  of  a  house  of  her  own,  to 
submit  to  the  household  authority  of  a  younger 
sister.  So  she  had  resolved  upon  taking  a 
small  house  in  an  accessible  part  of  London, 
and  she  had  succeeded  in  getting  this,  and  wasn’t 
it  charming  ? 

It  was  very  charming ;  small,  but  exquisite. 
Brilliant,  as  women’s  rooms  ought  to  he,  with 
plate-glass  and  delicate-hued  chintzes  and  flow¬ 
ers.  A  perfect  little  temple  of  refinement  and 
beauty  it  appeared,  and  Gertrude  was  a  mis¬ 
tress  worthy  of  it.  In  her  deep  mourning — 
deep,  though  she  wore  no  widow’s  cap — ^she 
seemed  of  a  fairer  beauty  than  ever.  And  her 
youth  asserted  itself  so,  in  spite  of  the  traces  of 
mental  suffering  and  heart-sickness  that  were 
still  upon  her  face. 

And  at  last  she  asked  : 

“And  what  of  you,  Nina,  since  we  drifted 
away  from  each  other?  I  have  always  been 
half  expecting,  wholly  hoping,  that  I  should 
hear  of  your  marriage.  Am  I  to  hear  of  it 
now  ?” 

Nina  blushed  an  angry  blush,  and  shook  her 
head. 

“Let  us  speak  of  something  else,”  she  said. 
“Mr.  Manners  was  with  you  when  you  wrote 
to  me  from  Pont  de  Brigne,”  Mrs.  Eldon  per¬ 
sisted. 

“  He  is  with  us  constantly  now;  but  I  might 
as  well  hope  to — I  mean  wish  to — marry  a  star 
as  to  marry  him.”  Then,  for  a  moment,  she 
longed  and  feared  to  hear  something  of  Gerald 
Barrington.  But  the  word  was  not  spoken, 
and  she  fancied  that  Gertrude  had  forgotten 
him  and  his  folly,  and  her  (Nina’s)  share  in  it. 

They  talked  then  idly  for  a  time  of  what  had 
happened,  and  what  might  happen  ;  but  it  was 
all  spoken  in  a  vague  and  undefined  way  that 
left  Nina  with  a  feeling  of  uncertainty  upon  her 
as  to  what  Mrs.  Eldon  wished  to  do,  and  thought 
of  doing.  “It’s  a  dear  little  house,  isn’t  it?” 
she  had  said  to  Nina  when  the  latter  had  made 
the  tour  of  dining-room  and  double  drawing¬ 
room,  and  bed  and  dressing  room,  and  had  duly 
admired  the  arrangement  of  them  all. 

“Yes, ’’Nina  said,  “it  is  a  dear  little  house, 
and  I  think  a  particularly  nice  neighborhood  to 
settle  down  in.  I  think  you  very  wise  to  have 
come  here,  instead  of  burying  yourself  in  the 
country.” 

“I  dare  say  I  shall  like  the  country  again,” 
Mrs.  Eldon  said.  “I  did  enjoy  it  thoroughly 
while  I  was  happy,  you  know.” 

“  Like  it  again !  Why,  you  don’t  think  of 
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moving,  do  you,  after  so  completely  establishing 
yourself  here  ?”  Nina  asked,  in  some  surprise. 

“Oh!  one  never  knows  how  soon  changes 
may  take  place,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  drooping  her 
head,  and  half  averting  her  face  from  Nina’s  in¬ 
spection.  And  then  she  inquired  who  Nina’s 
friends  over  the  way  were  ;  and  when  she  heard 
that  they  were  “the  Mannerses,”  she  put  on 
that  look  of  quizzical  interrogation  which  is  so 
specially  hard  to  bear  when  the  interrogated 
one  has  nothing  to  tell. 

“  Then  I  shall  see  Mr.  Manners  at  last,”  Mrs. 
Eldon  said. 

“  Probably  you  will  if  you  watch  for  his  com¬ 
ing  and  going.” 

“But  you  will  introduce  him  to  me.” 

“  Indeed,  I  am  not  on  such  terms  as  to  prom¬ 
ise  to  introduce  him  to  any  one  specially,”  Nina 
said,  in  an  agony. 

“Do  you  remember  how  I  urged  you  to  do 
as  he  wanted  you  to  do  when  you  were  staying 
with  me  at  Ardleigh  ?”  Mrs.  Eldon  asked. 

“Yes,  I  do,”  Nina  answered;  “and  I  was 
infatuated  then  and  disregarded  your  advice. 
Well,  I’m  not  going  to  complain  now,  but  I 
will  tell  you,  for  your  satisfaction,  that  you 
were  very  right  in  saying  that  I  was  throwing 
away  the  worthy  substance  for  an  unworthy 
shadow.  I  was  an  unaccountable  goose,  all 
things  considered.”  Then  she  remembered 
that  Mrs.  Manners  and  Miss  Graves  were  wait¬ 
ing  for  her,  and  went  away  quickly  before  Ger¬ 
trude  could  reply  to  her  half  confession. 

The  last  strains  of  the  band  were  borne  to 
them  upon  the  still  hot  air  long  before  they 
reached  the  spot  where  John  had  appointed  to 
meet  them.  “  Of  course  he  will  have  given  us 
up  and  gone  back  to  town  long  before  this,”  his 
mother  said,  testily— for  Edith  was  looking  very 
pretty,  and  Mrs.  Manners  had  hoped  her  son 
would  have  been  impressed  with  that  pretti¬ 
ness.  Now  the  old  lady  felt  that  all  her  own 
trouble  and  Edith’s  toilet  had  been  thrown 
away. 

“I  am  sorry  that  I  should  have  caused  the 
delay,”  Nina  said,  apologetically;  “but  Mrs. 
Eldon  and  I  have  not  met  since  her  husband’s 
death.  I  was  bewildered  at  sight  of  her.” 

“  Humph !”  Mrs.  Manners  said.  .“  Her  hus¬ 
band’s  death?  How  long  ago  is  that,  may  I 
ask?” 

“  He  died  in  the  autumn  of  last  year.” 

“A  gentleman  calls  at  the  house  very  often,” 
Edith  struck  in ;  and  Mrs.  Manners  shook  her 
head,  and  remarked  that  in  her  day  widows  con¬ 
ducted  themselves  as  such,  and  wore  caps,  and 
didn’t  advertise  the  fact  of  being  solitary,  idle, 
and  well  off,  by  perpetually  attending  to  rare 
flowers  outside  their  windows. 

They  did  not  meet  Mr.  Manners.  Evident¬ 
ly  he  had  given  them  up,  as  evidently  he  did 
not  care  to  see  her,  Nina  thought.  As  for  his 
mother  and  cousin,  they  were  openly  aggrieved, 
not  at  his  not  being  there  then,  but  at  Nina’s 
having  prevented  their  being  on  the  spot  be¬ 
fore.  Altogether  Miss  Delany  was  not  sorry 


to  part  with  them,  and  to  make  the  best  of  her 
way  back  to  Eccleston  Square. 

She  was  walking  slowly  along  on  the  left-hand 
side  of  the  Row,  carelessly  watching  the  rapidly 
increasing  throng  of  equestrians  who  had  come 
in  for  the  afternoon  ride,  when  her  attention 
was  caught  by  a  gentleman  who  was  coming 
slowly  toward  her,  close  inside  the  railings. 
Almost -before  she  had  time  to  realize  who  it 
was,  she  found  herself  bowing  to  Gei'ald  Bar¬ 
rington,  who  had  raised  his  hat  and  passed  on 
without  pausing,  or  giving  the  slightest  indica¬ 
tion  of  a  desire  to  pause. 

It  was  coming  upon  her,  then,  this  crisis  in  her 
fate,  which  she  had  half  dreaded,  half  expected, 
for  |0  long  a  time.  The  old  love  was  to  the 
fore  again,  and  he  would  soon  find  her  out  and 
test  her  truth,  and — he  must  not  find  her  false. 

Hei'  knees  trembled  under  her  now  as  she 
walked  on,  feeling  that  he  would  surely  over¬ 
take  her  presently,  when  he  had  recovered  the 
senses  which  must  have  been  slightly  scattered 
at  sight  of  her.  He  would  overtake  her  again 
presently ;  and  she  was  vmry  glad,  after  all,  that 
she  was  so  faultlessly  dressed  this  day,  though 
the  dress  had  beent  designed  to  please  the  eyes 
of  John  Manners,  and  not  of  this  old  love  of 
hers,  who  had  been  so  strangely  fettered,  and 
was  now  so  strangely  free. 

She  went  on  and  on — now  faster,  now  slower 
—now  with  a  feeling  of  thanksgiving  that  no  one 
knew  and  could  remark  upon  her— now  with  a 
self-consciousness  that  she  w'as  concentrating 
the  attention  of  riding  and  sauntering  London 
upon  herself ;  and  still,  through  all  these  phases 
of  feeling,  she  walked  on  undisturbed,  for  that 
rider  did  not  draw  rein  by  her  side.  At  length 
she  found  herself  up  close  to  the  entrance  by 
Apsley  House,  and  there  she  did  pause  for  a 
moment  and  look  round. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  seen  of  Gerald 
Barrington,  and  with  her  heart  strangely  agi¬ 
tated,  but  still  a  little  lighter,  she  went  out 
through  the  gateway,  and  got  herself  home. 

She  was  going  to  a  party  that  night — a  cha¬ 
rade  party  that  was  to  merge  into  a  dance — and 
she  was  going  under  her  step-mother’s  auspices. 
Lady  Delany  was  always  good  enough  to  avmw 
herself  to  be  “  in  despair”  about  Nina  in  these 
,  days.  But  this  night  she  was  in  very  well- 
developed  and  special  despair.  “Nina  looks 
positively  old,”  Lady  Delany  said  mournfully 
to  her  husband.  “  She  has  got  a  set,  serious 
expression  on  that  is  absolutely  ruinous  to  her 
face ;  and  what  will  become  of  my  child  if 
Nina  stays  home,  costing  so  much?”  Then, 
finding  her  husband  grossly  insensible  to  his 
eldest  daughter’s  appearance  and  his  youngest 
daughter’s  prospects,  Lady  Delany  tried  the 
effect  of  her  eloquence  on  Nina  herself. 

“At  least,  take  a  little  eau-de-Cologne  for 
your  eyes,”  she  said;  but  Nina  preferred  go¬ 
ing  with  her  eyes  dark  with  thought  to  bright¬ 
ening  them  with  spurious  art. 

When  the  charades  were  over,  and  other 
girls  were  standing  about  after  the  manner  of 
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their  age  and  sex — standing  about  in  accessi¬ 
ble  places,  hopeful  of  the  right  men  asking 
them  for  the  first  ivaltz — Nina  got  herself  into 
a  small  ante-room  where  was  peace  and  quiet, 
and  a  comfortable  divan.  The  lamps  burned 
low  in  this  temple  of  flirtation,  thanks  to  the 
humanity  of  the  hostess,  and  Nina  leaned  there 
for  a  while,  fancying  herself  to  be  quite  unob¬ 
served.  Presently  the  seat  by  her  side  was 
taken  hy  Mr.  Manners.  “I  did  not  expect  to 
meet  you  here,”  she  said ;  and  then  he  apolo¬ 
gized  for  not  waiting  for  them  at  their  tryst- 
ing-place  in  the  park  ;  and  she  told  him  of  her 
meeting  with  Mrs.  Eldon. 


“  Life  is  ^0  full  of  upsetting  encounters,” 
she  said,  trying  to  smile. 

“It’s  not  an  upsetting  encounter  with  me 
to-night,  is  it?”  he  asked,  laughing.  “You’re 
looking  terribly  depressed,  or  is  it  merely  the 
dim  religious  light  that  gives  you  that  appear¬ 
ance?” 

“I  am  depressed.  Yon  would  pass  your 
evening  more  as  you  came  to  pass  it  if  you 
went  and  danced.” 

“But  not  so  pleasantly  as  if  I  stay  here  with 
you.”  Then  he  put  his  arm  along  on  the  back 
of  the  sofa  just  behind  her  shoulders,  and 
Nina  felt  many  shades  less  desolate,  and  a 
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strong  conviction  that  he  was  going  to  say 
something  important. 

“Another  old  friend  of  yours  is  in  town, 
too,  Nina.  Am  I  telling  you  news,  or  did  you 
know  it  already  ?” 

IN  WALL  STEEET. 

WELL  recollect  the  day  I  first  arrived  in 
New  York.  I  came  in  the  Camden  and 
Amboy  boat,  and  landed  early  in  the  morning. 
My  worldly  effects  were  packed — mother  did  it 
— in  a  long  hand-bag  made  of  bright  Venetian 
stair-carpet.  I  remember  I  also  had  a  blue 
cotton  umbrella,  quite  new,  with  a  yellow  brass 
tip.  Passengers  coming  from  the  boat  with 
me  regarded  me  with  interest,  and  I  was  mod¬ 
estly  pleased  with  this  silent  recognition  of  a 
promising  young  man  entering  upon  the  scene 
of  his  future  fortunes.  I  could  not  help  observ¬ 
ing,  too,  that  the  hackmen  paused  a  moment  in 
their  vociferations  as  I  passed.  They  knew 
better  than  to  offer  the  extortionate  luxury  of  a 
ride  to  a  sturdy  fellow  who  was  bound  to  make 
his  own  way.  These  were  my  emotions.  Of 
course  I  knew  very  well  that  the  best  men  in 
New  York  come  from  the  country,  and  I  was 
one  of  them.  I  supposed  that  the  reason  I  was 
regarded  with  distinction  was  my  manly  and 
business-like  appearance;  but  now  I  think  of 
it,  I  should  say  that  it  was  only  the  colors ;  for 
I  remember  that  a  suspicious -looking  urchin 
offered  on  the  pier  to  carry  my  things  for  me, 
and  indeed  undertook  to  take  them  from  me ; 
and  when  I  resisted  he  forbore,  and  raised 
a  great  laugh  by  saying,  “  Well,  go  it,  Rain¬ 
bow  !” 

A  few  years’  experience  of  city  life  modified 
my  ideas,  -and  my  appearance  too,  doubtless ; 
but  after  all,  on  the  day  I  entered  Wall  Street 
in  search  of  a  situation  in  a  bank,  I  felt  more 
trepidation  than  in  my  first  arrival,  or  in  all  my 
intermediate  vicissitudes.  That  day  stands  out 
in  my  memory,  with  a  few  others  I  shall  speak 
of,  like  two  or  three  bright  nickel  cents  in  a  tray 
of  old  coppers.  It  was  a  very  hot  day,  fifteen 
years  ago.  On  account  of  adverse  circumstances 
I  considered  myself  as  rather  “  under  the  weath¬ 
er;”  and  I  approached  the  great  Rhino  Bank, 
where  I  had  some  reason  to  believe  that  I  should 
be  at  once  engaged  to  fill  a  vacant  situation, 
with  the  anticipation  that  I  was  reaching  a 
haven  of  rest — that  I  was-  to  land  on  the  terra 
Jlrvia  of  a  good  salary  in  a  hard-money  busi¬ 
ness,  after  I  had  been  battling  with  the  waves 
and  tides  of  desultory  and  temporary  vocations. 

I  had  a  wholesome  awe  of  a  bank.  In  my  es¬ 
timation  the  president  was  the  incarnation  of 
cash.  The  directors  were  doubtless  all  philo¬ 
sophic  and  learned  political  economists,  wield¬ 
ing  the  laws  of  trade  so  adroitly  as  to  turn  ev¬ 
ery  thing  into  gold  for  their  stockholders’  ben¬ 
efit.  I  thought  the  business  was  the  embodi¬ 
ment  of  all  that  was  right,  correct,  unquestion¬ 
able  ;  that  the  most  honest  men,  the  most  intu¬ 
itive  financiers,  the  most  infallible  accountants. 


composed  its  officers  and  clerks  ;  that  the  ledg¬ 
ers  were  spotless  and  pure,  guiltless  of  scratch 
or  erasure  ;  and  as  to  mistakes,  if  one  of  the 
clerks  should  make  one,  he  would  cut  his  throat 
right  away  from  ear  to  ear,  as  the  only  way  of 
avoiding  the  consciousness  of  an  unutterable 
disgrace. 

But  this  was  before  I  had  been  inside  the 
bank  counters.  I  had  watched  the  tellers  and 
clerks  as  I  had  entered  a  bank  on  dealers’  er¬ 
rands.  I  had  seen  them  through  their  respect¬ 
ive  wickets,  wrapped  in  dignity  and  surround¬ 
ed  with  wealth.  I  had  enjoyed  the  distinction 
of  a  customaiy  nod  from  the  receiving  teller, 
and  had  been  on  speaking  acquaintance  with 
the  book-keeper  A  to  I.  The  bank  clerk  nat¬ 
urally  considers  himself  at  the  head  of  all  clerk- 
dom.  Have  you  not  observed  with  what  hau¬ 
teur  he  exchanges  recognition  with  an  acquaint¬ 
ance  outside  the  railing  who  daringly  ventures 
to  attract  his  attention  ?  Well,  I  had  been  such 
an  acquaintance,  recognized  to  the  envy  of 
others ;  and  now  I  expected  to  get  within  the 
rail,  and  stand  among  the  perfected  few  who 
dispense  money  for  the  outside  world. 

Crude  and  silly  as  this  feeling  was,  there  is 
some  foundation  for  it  in  fact ;  but  I  did  not 
then  know  how  exaggerated  it  is.  I  had  not 
then  seen  how  diverse  the  characters  of  the 
men  who  came  together  every  morning  to  make 
up  the  personnel  of  the  bank  ;  how  surely  there 
will  be  found  among  men  of  integrity  and 
fidelity  others  of  assurance  and  an  overbear¬ 
ing  demeanor,  which  enables  them  for  a  time 
to  conceal  the  want  of  those  qualities.  I  had 
not  seen  from  how  many  different  associations, 
and  with  how  many  different  purposes  or  no 
purposes,  these  men  came  together  for  the  day, 
h.eld  to  the  same  scene  of  labor  for  a  quarter  or 
a  third  of  their  time  by  a  common  paymaster, 
to  separate  again  and  scatter  to  their  own  lik¬ 
ings  after  a  few  hours.  I  had  not  seen  how 
the  keen  ambition  of  one  plays  upon  the  good¬ 
nature,  the  indolence,  or  the  blunder  of  anoth¬ 
er;  how  vicious  associations  outside  the  bank 
occasionally  reach  in,  and  claim  for  their  own 
one  who  had  not  before  shown  the  evil  side  of 
his  character  to  his  employers  ;  and  how  steady¬ 
going  old  stagers  drudge  on  with  the  routine 
of  their  work,  while  others  come  and  go.  The 
force  and  decision  evolved  by  the  intensity  of 
competing  labor  within  a  large  bank  make 
the  ordinary  chances  and  changes  “  as  good  as 
a  play”  to  witness.  Every  thing  is  done  with 
a  snap.  If  a  man  is  discharged,  he  is  shot  out 
into  the  street  like  a  load  of  coal.  He  doesn’t 
have  a  month  to  think  about  it.  If  a  man 
wishes  to  leave,  there  are  five  or  six  pushing 
for  his  stool,  and  it  is  touch  and  go. 

The  banking-room  in  which  I  was  engaged 
was  not  in  the  modern  style.  A  long,  narrow, 
dingy  entry  led  from  the  street  back  to  a  rear 
building,  whose  windows  were  shut  in  on  every 
side  by  gloomy  brick  walls.  The  air  was  close, 
and  savored  both  of  soiled  money  and  of  subter¬ 
ranean  odors  from  the  regions  beneath,  which 
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light  and  winds  never  penetrated.  The  count¬ 
ers  and  desks  were  in  old  mahogany,  present¬ 
ing  an  eminently  respectable  appearance  out¬ 
side.  Inside  were  homely  dusty  cupboards, 
dead  papers,  empty  ink-bottles,  old  ledgers, 
pieces  of  carpet,  ink-spots,  and  spittoons. 

Catching  a  glimpse  of  these  things,  with 
which  I  afterward  became  so  familiar,  I  passed 
into  the  directors’  room,  and  was  ushered  into 
the  presence  of  the  president. 

Let  me  give  you  the  portrait  of  this  singular 
man.  President  Borrowbie  was  a  portly  per¬ 
son  of  fine  presence.  His  hair,  long  and  silk¬ 
en,  was  growing  gray.  On  his  smooth  face 
the  absence  of  whiskers  was  set  off  by  the  pro¬ 
fusion  of  his  shaggy  eyebrows,  which  gave  a 
fierce  shade  to  his  soft,  mild  eyes.  He  was 
supposed  to  be  president  by  virtue  of  a  large 
family  interest  in  the  stock,  not  because  he  was 
like  any  other  bank  president  I  have  seen. 
His  manner  possessed  all  the  vigor  of  a  sharp, 
brusque  spirit,  but  was  modulated  into  court¬ 
eousness  by  a  native  grace,  and  by  a  benevo¬ 
lent  disposition.  All  his  relations  with  Wall 
Street  were  of  a  time  gone  by,  and  he  was  then 
beginning  to  feel  antiquated,  which  resulted  in 
his  taking  a  great  interest  in  young  men.  He 
prided  himself  on  his  knowledge  of  character ; 
and  though  he  sat  as  handsome,  and  almost  as 
silent,  as  a  ship’s  figure-head,  at  all  ordinary 
business,  judiciously  yielding  to  younger  men, 
he  came  out  strong  whenever  a  new  clerk  was 
to  be  employed  or  a  new  depositor  was  intro¬ 
duced. 

..  His  conversation  with  me  I  shall  never  for¬ 
get — it  was  so  characteristic  of  him.  After 
making  some  commonplace  inquiries  as  to  my 
capacities  and  references,  he  said  : 

“Well,  young  man,  please  be  seated.  I 
want  to  ask  you  some  questions.  I  do  this 
with  all  the  young  men  who  apply,  thougli  not 
many  of  them  tell  me  the  truth.  They  gener¬ 
ally  say  what  they  think  will  please  me.  You 
can  do  just  as  you  like.” 

To  this  I  made  no  reply,  because  I  did  not 
know  what  to  say.  He  looked  at  me  quizzical¬ 
ly,  and  seemed  to  enjoy  my  embarrassment.  I 
next  observed  him  looking  into  my  hat.  I  won¬ 
dered  what  there  was  in  it  to  attract  his  atten¬ 
tion.  I  afterward  learned  that  it  was  one  way 
he  had  of  forming  an  idea  of  the  cast  of  char¬ 
acter  by  comparing  the  diameters  of  the  head. 

“  Can  you  do  work  in  a  hurry?”  said  he. 

“I  have  not  been  accustomed  to,”  replied  I, 
cautiously. 

“  Hm !  Wall  Street  is  a  driving  place.” 

As  this  was  not  a  question,  I  made  no  reply. 

“  Can  you  make  good  excuses  ?” 

I  began  to  think  it  was  not  strange  that  some 
people  answered  his  questions  as  they  thought 
would  best  please  him.  Eor  myself  I  could  not 
tell  for  the  life  of  me  which  answer  would  please 
him. 

“Good  excuses?”  I  began,  inquiringly. 

“  Yes ;  when  you  make  a  blunder  can  you 
get  well  out  of  it  ?” 


I  reflected  that  if  I  should  claim  the  virtue, 
it  would  not  speak  well  for  my  accuracy ;  and 
if  I  should  disclaim  it,  it  would  not  speak  well 
for  my  shrewdness. 

So  I  laughed  at  this  ingenious  dilemma,  and 
said,  “  Well,  really.  Sir,  I  should  think  the  best 
way  of  getting  well  out  of  blunders  in  Wall 
Street  to  be  not  to  make  any.  That’s  my 
ambition.” 

He  looked  at  me  as  if  I  had  uttered  a  veiy 
Utopian  sentiment;  but  I  felt  the  elation  of 
having  succeeded  in  saying  that  which  pleased 
him,  notwithstanding  his  worrying. 

“Are  you  quick  at  figures?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,  Sir.” 

“  Tell  me  the  error  in  that,”  and  he  handed 
me  a  sheet.  “Take  your  time,”  he  added,  as 
if  it  were  a  sort  of  crucial  test  of  accuracy.  ■ 

Between  the  desire  to  prove  myself  quick  at 
figures  and  the  ambition  to  make  no  blunders, 
I  found  my  thoughts  wandering ;  I  went  astray 
on  the  column,  felt  he  was  looking  at  me,  blush¬ 
ed,  began  again,  and  finally  returned  him  the 
paper,  saying  I  thought  there  was  no  mistake. 

“Well,”  said  he,  quietly.  “  You  think  there 
is  none ;  perhaps  there  is  not.  I  will  get  some¬ 
body  else  to  look  over  it  who  will  know." 

I  felt  as  if  I  could  have  sunk  through  the 
floor. 

“And  now,”  said  he,  turning  the  conversa¬ 
tion,  “about  your  references.” 

Here  for  a  moment  I  hoped  to  make  up  my 
lost  ground  ;  but  I  was  disappointed. 

“We  don’t  care  any  thing  about  those,”  said 
he.  “  Connections,  and  all  that,  are  very  good 
in  some  places :  but  they  don’t  count  for  much 
in  Wall  Street.  A  recommendation  from  Bos¬ 
ton  or  Philadelphia  is  only  a  stamp  on  a  foreign 
coin.  What  we  want  is  the  bullion,  arid  we’ll  put 
our  own  stamp  on  it  here.  Do  you  see  ?  What 
we  want  is  the  pure  metal.  We  know  it  when 
we  see  it ;  and  we  have  our  own  dies  to  give  it 
currency.” 

He  looked  at  me  in  his  kindly  and  quizzical 
way,  and  I  felt  great  doubts  whether  I  was  bull¬ 
ion  or  brass.  After  my  weak  answer  as  to  the 
account,  I  was  inclined  to  think  it  must  be  the 
latter. 

At  this  juncture  the  cashier  came  in,  and  I 
at  once  saw  that  the  question  of  my  engage¬ 
ment  practically  depended  on  him,  though  he 
was  guided  more  than  he  would  acknowledge 
by  the  president’s  opinion.  After  some  further 
conversation  I  was  set  at  work. 

I  went  out  of  the  president’s  presence  im¬ 
pressed  more  deeply  than  ever  with  the  neces¬ 
sity  of  the  utmost  accuracy,  celerity,  and  cer¬ 
tainty  in  banking  business  ;  and  I  entered  on 
my  duties  with  a  most  intense  ambition. 

Although  the  clerks  laughed  among  them¬ 
selves  at  the  old  gentleman’s  notions,  the  bank 
under  his  administration  certainly  had  a  small¬ 
er  proportion  of  unfortunate  employes  than  any 
other  institution  I  have  known. 

In  the  intervals  of  the  first  few  days’  work 
the  clerks  asked  me  what  the  president  said  to 
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me.  “  Did  he  tell  you  his  teller  story  ?”  asked 
one. 

“No,”  interposed  the  note  teller ;  “he  never 
tells  that  story  except  to  a  new  teller.”  This 
book-keeper  was  one  of  the  queerest  specimens 
of  humanity  you  would  ipeet  in  a  long  journey. 
He  would  look  up  at  you  with  a  cynical  squint 
of  his  eye,  as  if  he  were  mentally  taking  your 
average  value,  and  then  give  you  a  short,  crusty 
answer. 

“What  is  his  teller’s  story?” 

“When  the  bank  was  first  started  the  pay¬ 
ing  teller  overpaid  a  man  five  hundred  dollars 
on  a  large  check,  and  the  man  came  back  in 
the  afternoon  to  return  the  money.  The  teller 
was  not  aware  of  his  mistake,  and  Borrowbie 
overheard  the  conversation,  and  came  out  to 
see  what  was  going  on.  He  interposed,  and 
made  the  depositor  take  back  the  money  which 
he  had  given  to  the  teller,  saying,  ‘  If  you  have 
five  hundred  too  much.  Sir,  you  must  have  got 
it  somewhere  else.’ 

“  ‘  No ;  I  am  sure  it  must  have  been  here  that 
I  received  it.’ 

“‘Impossible,  Sir;  impossible!  We  have 
made  no  mistake.  You  will  find  it  came  from 
somewhere  else.  We  can  not  take  it.’” 

“The  depositor  went  to  his  counting-house, 
and  in  the  course  of  the  next  few  days  adver¬ 
tised  the  aceuracy  and  honesty  of  the  new 
bank  to  a  good  deal  more  than  the  value  of 
five  hundred  dollars. 

“  Borrowbie  called  the  teller  to  his  own  desk, 
drew  his  own  check  for  $500,  and  handed  it  to 
him,  saying,  ‘  There,  young  man,  that  will 
square  your  account.  Now  remember!  This 
bank  makes  no  mistakes,  young  man.  This 
bank  nevee  makes  a  mistake.' 

“That’s  the  way  he  puts  it  to  the  tellers,” 
said  the  book-keeper.  “  He  says  ’twas  the 
making  of  the  bank.  ” 

“Not  exactly  honest,”  said  I,  timidly. 

“Well,  the  question  is,  whether  you're  guil¬ 
ty  of  deception  in  making  a  man  a  present  of 
a  thing  by  denying  that  it  belongs  to  you.  If 
you’ve  given  it  to  him,  it  don’t.” 

I  was  not  then  so  adept  in  the  casuistry  of 
banking,  and  did  not  see  through  the  fallacy. 

“  He  hasn’t  had  to  draw  his  check  often  for 
that  purpose,  has  he  ?” 

“What,  for  these  tellers?”  said  the  book¬ 
keeper,  with  a  roguish  sneer.  “I  can’t  say 
how  often  they  make  mistakes  ;  but  this  I  can 
tell  you,  they  never  thank  any  body  for  recti¬ 
fying  an  overpayment.  It  makes  ’em  cross  all 
day.” 

At  this  sally  at  the  proverbial  unthankful¬ 
ness  of  bank  clerks  when  mistakes  made  to 
their  own  disadvantage  are  corrected  by  oth¬ 
ers,  the  book-keeper  plunged  into  his  ledger. 

President  Borrowbie  was  very  methodical, 
precise,  and  punctual.  I  well  remember  the 
first  time  he  ever  missed  an  appointment.  It 
was  considered  a  sign  of  his  decadence.  The 
attorney  of  the  bank,  a  pert  fellow,  came  in  one 
afternoon  to  call  him  to  attend  a  reference  or 


trial  in  a  lawsuit.  '  He  found  him  reading  a 
newspaper.  “I  declare,”  said  he,  “I  forgot 
all  about  it.” 

“  Why,  Sir,”  said  the  attorney,  with  the  grat¬ 
ification  a  small  man  sometimes  shows  when 
he  finds  a  great  man  napping,  “  I  thought  you 
never  forgot  any  thing.” 

“Young  man !”  said  the  president,  “I  have 
forgotten  more  things  than  you  ever  knew." 

THE  KUNlSrER. 

My  first  regular  employment  in  the  bank 
was  that  of  runner.  The  runner’s  business 
is  to  present  drafts,  for  acceptance  and  col¬ 
lection,  to  merchants  and  other  men  of  busi¬ 
ness  in  all  parts  of  the  city.  He  has  to  travel 
the  city  through ;  from  egg-cellars  in  the  Erie 
Buildings  to  the  sail-lofts  in  the  fifth  stoiy  in 
South  Street — from  a  ship-chandler  in  Burling 
Slip  to  a  Senator  at  the  Astor  House.  He  has 
to  collect  school-bills,  rents,  dividends,  coupons, 
calls  for  installments  on  railroad  stock,  etc.  So 
behold  me  at  work — and  irksome  work  it  was ! 

The  runner  must  get  through  his  day’s  route 
and  be  back  to  the  bank  in  double  quick  time, 
so  as  to  make  his  returns  to  the  tellers,  who 
may  be  waiting  for  his  items  to  close  up  their 
day’s  work.  Consequently  he  has  sometimes 
to  stretch  his  legs  in  order  to  return  in  good 
season.  That  summer  I  thought  I  should  give 
out.  The  weather  was  very  hot,  and,  after 
having  gone  rapidly  through  my  route  and  re¬ 
turned  to  the  bank,  I  would  go  home,  drop  on 
a  lounge,  and  not  be  able  to  get  up  again  for 
the  rest  of  the  day,  so  exhausted  did  I  feel. 
How'ever,  in  a  few  months  I  conquered  this,  and 
became  somewhat  hardened  to  the  work.  After 
that  I  got  on  better.  Let  me  attempt  to  de¬ 
scribe  a  (lay’s  experience : 

After  entering  the  drafts  (to  be  presented  to 
firms  and  individuals  for  acceptance  or  pay¬ 
ment)  and  the  notes  (to  be  presented  at  the 
different  banks  for  certification  as  to  genuine¬ 
ness)  in  a  book  for  that  purpose,  and  then  ar¬ 
ranging  them  for  greater  convenience  in  passing 
over  the  route  (which  is  through  the  lower  part 
of  the  city,  and  then  up  town  as  far  as  the 
drafts  lay,  and  then  back  to  the  bank),  I  started 
out. 

Passing  from  the  bank  around  into  Broad 
Street,  I  would  leave  a  draft  for  acceptance, 
say  at  No.  30.  Then,  calling  at  13  New  Street, 
a  draft  would  have  to  be  presented  for  payment. 
Probably  there  w'ould  be  two  or  three  persons 
before  me,  so  I  would  have  to  wait  patiently 
until  I  could  be  waited  on.  Then  on  to  57 
Broadway,  to  get  a  draft  which  had  been  left 
the  previous  day  for  acceptance.  As  like  as 
not  the  person  who  had  charge  of  it  is  out,  or 
the  draft  has  not  been  attended  to,  and  then  I 
have  to  wait  until  it  is  attended  to ;  or,  if  I 
know  the  parties,  trust  to  their  promise  that  it 
will  be  sent  up  to  the  bank  before  3  o’clock,  as 
after  that  time  non-accepted  or  unpaid  drafts 
must  go  to  protest.  The  next  place  is  20  Bea  ver 
Street.  Here  the  parties  are  out;  so  I  must 
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leave  a  notice  for  them  to  come  up  to  the  bank 
and  pay  it,  say  at  2  o’clock,  at  which  time  I  ex¬ 
pect  to  be  back.  Then  on  to  No.  29  Whitehall 
Street.  Here  I  leave  a  notice  of  a  protest  of  a 
note  (left  for  collection)  not  paid.  The  next 
place  in  order  may  be  No.  18  South  Street,  a 
flour  house,  for  a  sight  draft  to  be  paid.  Thence 
into  Eront  Street,  and  call  at  one  of  the  provi¬ 
sion  dealers,  with  a  draft  for  acceptance.  Some¬ 
times  the  parties  are  obliging,  and  knowing  that 
the  draft  is  correct,  accept  it  at  once,  and  save 
me  the  trouble  of  calling  next  day.  Sometimes 
the  draft,  if  drawn  at  two  or  three  days’  sight, 
will  be  accepted,  and  dated  by  mistake  the  day 
after  it  has  been  left.  This  must  be  attended 
to,  for  if  not  seen  to  in  time  it  will  have  to  be 
taken  back  to  be  corrected.  From  this  place 
I  pass  on  to  Wall  Street,  and  get  a  sight  draft 
paid  by  one  of  the  auction  houses.  Lhen  to 
Water  Street,  to  leave  a  time  draft  for  accept¬ 
ance  on  one  of  the  large  hat  manufactories. 
Then  up  Burling  Slip  to  Pearl  Street,  to  get  a 
note  certified  at  the  Seventh  Ward  Bank,  and 
to  the  Fulton  Bank  for  a  like  purpose.  Here 
the  teller  gives  it  back  to  me  with  the  answer, 
“  No  funds.”  Sometimes  it  will  be  handed  back 
with  the  answer,  “No  account,”  or  that  he  has 
just  certified  a  check  to  take  it  up  with.  From 
there  it  is  likely  I  will  have  to  go  away  up  to 
the  head  of  Cherry  Street,  to  one  of  the  iron 
foundries,  with  a  draft  for  acceptance.  Thence 
my  route  will  take  me  to  the  ship-yards  up 
town,  to  collect  a  sight  draft.  Probably  I  shall 
have  to  hunt  all  over  the  yard  before  I  find  the 
proprietor,  and  then  as  like  as  not  he  will  give 
it  back,  saying,  “  I  sha’n’t  pay  it.”  I  now  jump 
into  a  stage  and  ride  across  to  the  Boweiy, 
corner  of  Grand  Street,  to  have  a  note  certified 
there. 

By  this  time  it  is  1  o’clock,  and  I  begin  to 
be  impatient  to  get  back,  as  it  is  becoming  late, 
and  I  am  still  some  distance  up  town.  By  the 
time  I  get  over  to  Broadway  I  have  become 
quite  short  and  crusty,  and  don’t  stand  on  much 
ceremony.  I  dash  into  a  place  and  out  again 
as  fast  as  possible,  taking  advantage,  whenever 
1  can,  of  a  ride  by  stage  or  car  to  get  ahead. 
So  I  pass  down  town  in  a  zigzag  course,  down 
one  street  and  through  another,  and  so  around 
to  Wall  Street  again,  and  am  back  as  near  2 
o’clock  as  possible. 

This  lasted  for  some  years.  Sometimes  I 
would  become  tired  out,  and  resolve  to  leaye. 
Then  I  would  recover  from  the  fatigue,  gird  up 
iny  loins,  and  at  it  again. 

The  runner  has  not  only  to  be  careful  out  of 
doors,  to  get  along  with  the  customers  so  as  to 
give  no  offense,  but  he  must  take  care  inside  to 
keep  on  good  terms  with  the  tellers,  that  there 
shall  be  no  blow-ups  between  them.  It  is  in 
the  power  of  the  teller  to  be  very  annoying,  if 
he  is  so  inclined. 

Outdoors,  the  runner  must  also,  in  order  to 
expedite  his  business,  be  acquainted  with  the 
short  turns,  the  ins  and  outs  of  the  streets,  etc. 

At  the  times  of  which  I  am  now  writing, 


there  was,  in  the  lower  part  of  Wall  Street,  the 
private  banking  house  of  an  English  firm,  where 
they  did  every  thing  in  true,  bluff,  dogged  En¬ 
glish  stylo.  I  went  there  one  day  to  get  a 
draft  cashed ;  it  was  near  the  end  of  a  long 
day’s  running,  and,  as  I  was  pressed  for  time, 

I  watched  the  teller  as  he  counted  over  gold 
pieces  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  dollars,  to  see 
that  he  counted  them  right,  and  then  I  dropped 
them  into  my  pocket  without  a  second  count¬ 
ing,  and  rushed  on.  When  I  got  back  to  the 
bank  my  funds  were  five  dollars  short.  I  was 
in  a  cold  perspiration  at  the  discovery ;  no 
counting  or  figuring  would  bring  me  out  right. 
Here  was  a  blundei-,  and  my  proud  ambition 
was  broken.  I  conjectured  that  the  mistake 
was  at  B.  and  Co.’s,  and  I  made  excuse  to  leave 
*the  bank  and  run  down  there ;  but  the  hour  of 
three  had  struck,  and  their  door  was  closed, 
and  rattling  at  it  for  admission  brought  no  an¬ 
swer.  I  went  back  in  a  condition  of  despair. 
It  was  only  five  dollars,  but  it  was  a  blunder. 
And  to  me  who  had  then  only  sixty-three  cents 
available  means,  five  dollars  looked  like  a  small 
fortune.  Being  both  proud  and  verdant,  I  was 
at  my  wits’  end.  As  I  walked  hopeless  into 
the  bank,  I  saw  a  glimpse  of  President  Bor- 
rowbie  alone  in  the  directors  room.  Lhe 
thought  struck  me,  and  I  marched  in  without 
a  moment’s  consideration,  and  pulling  out  my 
watch— a  silver  relic  of  time  gone  by— said  to 
him  :  “  Sir,  I  am  afraid  I  have  made  a  mis¬ 
take ;  and  if  I  have.  I’ve  no  excuse.  Will  you 
be  so  good  as  to  take  my  watch,  and  let  me 
have  five  dollars  until  Saturday  ?” 

Not  a  muscle  of  his  face  moved  as  he  looked 
at  me,  and  I  looked  at  him  watch  in  hand.  I 
have  often  laughed  since  at  the  ridiculousness 
of  my  position,  thus  endeavoring  to  get  my 
week’s  wages  discounted  in  the  directors’  room 
on  what  was  not  very  good  security  for  ten 
shillings. 

The  good  old  man  seemed  to  comprehend 
the  situation.  Without  a  word  he  took  the 
watch,  put  it  in  a  little  drawer  and  turned  the 
key,  and  then  laid  a  half  eagle  on  the  desk  be¬ 
fore  me.  I  went  out  in  silence,  and  made  my 
returns  to  the  teller,  where  I  was  scolded  for 
delay.  That  night  I  did  not  sleep  much, 
though  I  felt  a  sort  of  exultation  in  having 
squeezed  through.  Among  my  first  errands  in 
the  morning  I  went  to  B.  and  Co.'s. 

“Do  you  remember,”  I  said  to  the  teller, 
“paying  me  a  hundred  and  fifty  in  gold  yester¬ 
day — ” 

“Here’s  your  five  dollars,”  he  burst  out, 
tossing  it  out,  without  allowing  me  to  finish 
my  sentence.  “Now  be  off;  you  kept  us  here 
all  night  trying  to  find  your  mistake.” 

I  seized  it,  too  glad  to  retort,  and  disap¬ 
peared.  The  first  opportunity  of  finding  the 
president  alone  the  same  day,  I  tendered  him 
the  identical  gold  piece.  I  said  :  “  The  man 
who  made  the  mistake  has  rectified  it,  and  I 
thank  you.  Sir.” 

He  looked  around  to  see  that  no  one  saw  the 
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transaction,  produced  my  watch,  and  took  the 
mone3^ 

I  remember  that,  as  I  turned  to  go  out,  he 
said  I  might  shut  the  door;  and,  thinking  he 
wished  to  speak  with  me,  I  closed  it  and  re¬ 
turned  toward  him. 

“You  may  shut  it  from  the  other  side,  Mr. 
Tillmann,  if  you  please,”  said  the  courtly  old 
gentleman.  It  was  his  polite  way  of  piercing 
me  with  the  conviction  that  such  assistance 
would  not  be  open  to  me  a  second  time.  I 
could  have  worshiped  the  old  man  for  his  good¬ 
ness. 

INSIDE. 

Inside  the  bank  the  clerks  were  of  a  great 
number  of  nationalities — “  braw  Scots  fra  abune 
Abairdeen,”  American,  and  Irish;  and  among, 
others  a  bluff  Manxman,  a  subject  of  “  his  Ma¬ 
jesty  the  King  in  Man.” 

There  were  the  usual  number  of  petty  jeal¬ 
ousies,  and  attempts  to  rule  or  ride  one  over 
the  other,  and  as  usual  the  weakest  had  to  go 
to  the  wall. 

What  would  the  teller  care  for  the  comfort 
or  convenience  of  the  runner  ?  This  or  that 
thing  must  be  done  by  3  o’clock,  at  any  cost ; 
for  he  was  in  a  hurry  to  get  away.  The  very 
next  day,  likely,  the  same  thing  was  not  of  as 
much  consequence — so  arbitrary  and  overbear¬ 
ing  does  a  person  in  such  a  situation  become. 

After  getting  in  and  making  his  returns  to 
the  tellers,  the  runner  would  have  to  enter 
notes  that  had  been  left  during  his  absence,  in 
the  collection  pass-books,  and  then  prove  the 
third  or  note  teller’s  book. 

If  he  was  quite  smart  and  wished  to  push 
ahead,  he  would  count  money  for  the  second  or 
third  teller,  or  enter  the  deposits,  or  do  some 
other  work  by  which  to  ingratiate  himself  in 
the  good  opinion  of  those  above  him. 

One  of  the  smartest  clerks  was  the  general 
book-keeper.  He  would  fly  around  the  bank, 
picking  up  an  item  here,  another  one  there,  as 
he  went  around,  apparently  hardly  doing  any 
thing  at  all ;  then,  summing  these  figures  up,  he 
would  have  his  proof  all  correct. 

He  was  very  rapid  in  his  movements,  and 
would  dart  around  and  around  the  room  again 
before  he  settled  at  the  place  he  aimed  at. 

One  of  those  who  had  to  take  his  place  tem¬ 
porarily  complained  that  he  “  didn’t  see  how  the 
‘gen.  book.’  could  make  out  his  proof  with  a 
figure  here  and  another  there — hardly  any  thing 
at  all — on  a  sheet  of  paper !” 

Too  many  bank  clerks  have  not  enough  to 
do,  while  others  have  too  much  put  upon  them. 
Some,  who  ai-e  “  smart,”  soon  get  through  their 
work  ;  and  others,  who  are  “  shirks,”  are  much 
engaged  in  helping  their  superiors,  to  procure 
favor  with  them,  leaving  their  own  duty  to  take 
care  of  itself  until  it  is  thrust  by  those  superi¬ 
ors  on  the  less  ambitious  and  more  assiduous 
subordinates.  There  are  always  some  fags 
upon  whom  neglected  work  falls. 

Others  lay  their  plans  to  rise  by  prying  out 
the  weak  points  of  a  superior.  Woe  to  the  un¬ 


happy  fellow-clerk  who  stands  in  the  way  of 
such  a  one!  Our  friend  is  bound  to  “  rise”  or 
be  promoted  by  some  means — good  or  bad; 
and  if  the  pei’son  in  his  way  “gives  place”  to 
his  lordship,  well  and  good  ;  if  not,  he  had  bet¬ 
ter  go  at  once,  unless  it  should  happen,  as  it 
sometimes  does,  that  he  is  the  hardest  one  of 
the  two;  then,  indeed,  ensues  a  crafty  struggle 
for  “getting  ahead.” 

“When  Greek  meets  Greek,  then  comes  the  tug  of 
war.” 

One  thinks  nothing  of  dogging  the  other’s 
steps ;  listening  to  his  talk  while  pretending  to 
get  an  item  to  post ;  prying  into  his  desk,  to  get 
a  pen  or  rubber ;  looking  to  see  if  his  ledgers 
are  kept  added  up,  or  any  other  trick  by  which 
he  may  expect  to  catch  his  rival  tripping.  If 
our  friend  should  succeed  in  his  labor  of  love, 
he  walks  rough-shod  over  the  one  above  him. 

After  a  while  I  obtained  the  place  of  assist¬ 
ant  to  one  of  the  book-keepers. 

Here  the  duties  are  not  so  laborious,  but 
more  irksome.  The  checks  for  the  day,  of  the 
accounts  in  the  ledger,  have  to  be  entered  in  a 
book  prepared  for  the  purpose,  and  then  proved, 
to  see  if  the  morning  exchanges  are  right,  and 
likewise  the  afternoon  checks  for  the  same  pur¬ 
pose.  Then  the  dealers’  books  had  to  be  bal¬ 
anced  ;  and  sometimes  there  were  very  many 
checks.  Then,  if  there  was  a  difference,  it 
might  be  some  time  before  it  could  be  found. 
One  or  two  cents  sometimes  consumed  hours 
of  hard  work  in  looking  up.  After  that  the 
checks  had  to  be  sorted  away  in  a  place  pre¬ 
pared  for  that  purpose.  This  was  a  trouble¬ 
some  business  ;  but  if  one  of  the  checks  got  mis¬ 
laid,  it  was  like  hunting  a  needle  in  a  haystack 
to  find  it. 

One  day,  while  I  was  busily  writing  at  my 
desk,  the  quiet  that  reigned  was  rudely  inter¬ 
rupted  by  a  cry  of  “Stop  thief!  stop  thief! 
stop  him !” 

Every  one  sprung  up  in  astonishment  as  the 
sounds  reverberated  through  that  hollow  and 
lofty  chamber.  I  stood  up  at  my  desk,  and 
saw  streaming  from  the  cashier’s  desk,  along 
down  the  passage-way  by  the  wall,  a  long  line 
of  men  gallantly  headed  by  the  cashier  in  per¬ 
son — and,  presto  !  they  were  gone  before  I  could 
get  my  scattered  senses  together !  I  could  hear 
them  clattering  out  through  the  hall,  with  a 
“  vjew-halloa,”  and  then  the  noise  died  away  in 
the  distance.  One  of  the  first  to  join  in  the 

chase  was  young  M - ,  a  lazy,  idle  favorite. 

He  ran  around,  and  gave  a  spring  over  the 
counter,  passing  through  the  paying  teller’s  gate 
as  if  he  had  been  shot  from  a  cannon.  Would 
that  I  had  the  pencil  of  a  Hogarth  or  the  pen 
of  a  Walter  Scott  to  picture  or  chronicle  that 
ever-memorable  chase ! 

The  fugitive,  after  knocking  down  two  or 
three  of  his  pursuers,  was  obliged  to  surrender 
to  superior  numbers,  and  was  brought  back  in 
triumph.  But  the  triumph  was  brief.  The 
man  explained  that  he  had  picked  up  a  check 
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in  the  street,  and  had  merely  presented  it  to 
see  if  it  were  worth  any  thing  before  he  should 
take  the  trouble  to  search  for  the  owner;  that 
the  teller  seemed  to  regard  him  with  suspicion, 
and  sent  for  the  cashier;  so,  becoming  alarm¬ 
ed  at  the  turn  things  seemed  to  be  taking,  he 
abruptly  departed,  and  this  sudden  movement 
gave  rise  to  the  hue  and  cry. 

The  cashier  came  back  heartily  ashamed  of 
his  share  in  the  transaction ;  and  as  I  had  re¬ 
mained  quiet,  moralizing  on  the  propensity  of 
human  nature  to  follow  every  poor  hare  that 
runs,  I  enjoyed  my  own  complacent  reflections 
on  the  result. 

In  the  course  of  time  I  became  assistant  to  the 
second  (receiving)  teller.  This  was  a  very  hard 
and  trying  situation.  It  was  a  place  to  prove 
one’s  disposition,  with  nothing  but  steady  work 
the  best  part  of  the  day.  The  routine  of  this 
desk  was  as  follows  :  The  teller,  after  taking 
the  deposit,  handed  it  over  to  the  assistant,  to 
sort  the  checks  and  bank-notes  into  as  many 
different  pigeon-holes  or  boxes  as  there  were 
hanks  with  which  the  exchanges  were  made. 
The  bills  were  counted  and  made  up  into  pack¬ 
ages,  and  then,  with  the  checks,  were  put  down 
on  a  slip  of  paper  headed  with  the  name  of  the 
bank  to  which  the  exchange  was  to  be  sent. 
Sometimes  there  would  he  great  stacks  of  bills 
to  be  sorted  and  counted  ;  and  then,  again,  there 
would  be  no  end  to  the  checks  to  be  put  down 
on  the  slips.  Frequently  both  these  things 
would  occur  on  the  same  day,  and  then  there 
was  nothing  hut  drudgery  for  that  day.  I  have 
known  it  to  continue  thus  every  day  in  the 
week. 

The  w'orst  part  of  the  day  was  about  3  o’clock 
p.M.  Then  the  late  and  lazy  depositors,  with 
the  large  brokers,  would  come  thronging  in,  and 
form  a  long  line  at  the  receiving  teller’s  count¬ 
er.  Then  there  would  be  a  long  and  tedious 
half  hour  till  3,  when  the  teller  ceases  to  take 
in  the  deposits.  Sometimes  a  dealer’s  boy 
would  try  to  put  in  his  deposit  ahead  of  the  line. 
This  would  cause  a  heautiful  explosion. 

A  smart  teller,  with  his  assistant,  can  get 
through  his  work  by  half  past  4  to  6  o’clock. 
One  of  our  tellers  was  a  queer  customer. 
What  enormous  quantities  of  tobacco  he  did 
consume  in  different  ways — smoking,  chewing, 
and  snuffing  !  There  was  always  a  hecatomb  of 
Mrs.  Miller’s  boxes  under  his  desk.  What  a 
strange  being  that  man  was !  He  was  a  droll 
fellow,  with  all  his  faults  ;  and  he  made  himself 
apparently  very  important,  although  he  was  in¬ 
dolent. 

Any  one  would  suppose  that  the  business  of 
the  bank  would  come  to  an  end  without  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  B - -.  If  he  was  called  away  to  the 

paying  teller’s  desk,  a  customer  would  come  in, 
and  at  once  the  question  would  he  anxiously 

asked,  “Where’s  B - ?”  “There  he  is,  at 

the  paying  teller’s  desk.”  “Oh!”  the  dealer 
would  say,  as  if  much  relieved,  and  as  if  then  it 
was  all  right. 

He  was  very  free  with  his  money,  giving  it 
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right  and  left  with  great  profuseness.  He  would 
buy  every  thing  that  came  along,  and  his  desk 
was  always  crammed  with  as  heterogeneous  and 
nondescript  a  lot  of  things  as  one  would  often 
see  ;  all  pitched  in  any  how,  from  a  child’s  whis¬ 
tle  to  a  can  of  honey.  And  couldn’t  he  be  lazy ! 
Bless  you!  it  did  him  good  to  loaf  around,  read 
the  papers,  talk  politics,  and  chew  tobacco.  I 
verily  believe  that  he  came  into  the  world  pur¬ 
posely  for  this.  He  was  never  intended  to  work, 
not  he !  And  then,  if  he  had  forgotten  to  at¬ 
tend  to  something  that  should  have  been  done, 
and  was  scolded  about  it,  with  what  an  air  he 
would  button-hole  the  scolder,  and  accosting 
him  as  “Well,  party,”  would  tell  a  droll  story, 
and  would  send  him  off  laughing,  having  already 
forgotten  all  about  the  trouble. 

After  3  o’clock  there  would  be  a  little  cessa¬ 
tion  in  the  labor,  and  those  of  the  clerks  who  had 
not  finished  their  work  would  light  their  cigars 

and  puff  away  for  dear  life.  Again  B - -  would 

be  in  his  glory.  Such  droll  remarks,  such  ques¬ 
tionable  stories  he  could  tell.  He  would  keep 
the  rest  in  a  roar  of  laughter  all  the  time.  Pret¬ 
ty  soon  one  would  say  that  tobacco  did  not  agree 
with  him  ;  he  did  not  feel  well.  Another  would 
produce  a  white  handkerchief,  and,  blowing  the 
smoke  through  it,  would  laughingly  show  the 
black  mark  of  the  deadly  nicotine.  Then  they 
would  all  puff  away  with  renewed  zest. 

THE  TELLER. 

The  functions  of  the  paying  teller  are  per¬ 
haps  the  most  important  of  all  the  executive 
business  of  the  bank.  All  the  money  of  the 
bank  is  charged  to  him,  and  all  checks  are 
credited  to  him ;  and  in  this  sense  it  might  be 
said  that  all  the  business  of  the  hank  counters 
is  done  in  his  pame.  It  all  has  to  go  through 
his  head. 

Your  genuine  paying  teller  is  between  twen¬ 
ty-live  and  forty.  He  is  (in  business  hours) 
a  grave  fellow,  with  an  intense  look.  If  you 
did  not  see  him  through  his  wicket,  you  might 
take  him  for  an  active  young  lawyer  of  the  most 
serious  ambition.  He  is  never  corpulent.  We 
do  not  grow  fat  by  the  intense  mental  preoccu¬ 
pations  of  counting  all  the  money  of  a  thousand 
great  business  houses  with  accuracy  every  day. 
He  has  generally  dark  hair,  usually  fine,  and 
often  thin.  Imagine  a  fat,  rolling  perspn,  with 
a  tawny  or  yellowish  gray  head,  and  plump, 
heavy  hands,  trying  to  play  paying  teller !  He 
would  find  it  very  hard  to  get  his  mind  on  it. 
The  fine,  yet  strong,  nervous  organization  of 
the  genuine  paying  teller  goes  through  a  day’s 
work  as  a  racer  goes  over  the  course.  He  is 
bound  to  keep  neck-and-neck  with  all  Wall 
Street. 

Perhaps  some  of  my  readers  have  never  vis¬ 
ited  a  hank  except  on  the  rare  occasion  of  pre¬ 
senting  a  check  to  the  paying  teller.  Perhaps 
you  first  wandered  about,  not  knowing  who  was 
paymaster,  and  asked  the  wrong  person,  who 
pointed  with  his  pen-tip  to  a  little  wicket  in  the 
high  railing  opposite  the  very  door  where  you 
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entered.  Yoxi  handed  him  the  check,  he  looked 
at  it,  and  turned  it  over,  and  said,  after  look¬ 
ing  at  you  a  moment :  “Madam,  will  you  please 
indorse  it  ?”  In  that  moment  he  had  to  make 
np  his  mind  whether  he  would  disappoint  and 
inconvenience  you  by  refusing  to  pay  it  unless 
YOU  could  find  some  one  who  knew  both  him 
and  yourself,  and  could  prove  your  identity,  or 
whether  he  would  pay  it  and  run  the  risk  of 
losing  the  money  if  this  stranger  should  turn 
out  a  forger.  Your  prepossessing  appearance 
invited  confidence,  and  his  gallantry  accepted 
the  risk ;  yet  perhaps  you,  ignorant  of  what  was 
passing  in  his  mind,  contemned  him  for  a  curt, 
ungracious  fellow. 

“Indorse  it?”  you  responded,  inquiringly; 
“oh  yes ;  let  me  see,  how  do  you  do  it?  Cer¬ 
tainly.  Ah !  Would  you  be  so  kind  as  to  do 
it  for  me.  Sir  ?” 

How  provoking  that  the  gloves  would  not 
come  off,  and  the  parasol  would  tumble  down. 
By  this  time,  too,  there  were  other  people  wait¬ 
ing  their  turn. 

“Impossible,  madam,”  replies  the  teller, 
without  a  smile  at  the  ignorance  you  disclosed. 
“  It  is  to  your  order,  and  it  must  have  your 
signature  on  the  back.  You  will  find  a  pen  at 
that  desk.” 

Then  came  the  momentous  question  whether 
the  signature  should  be  lengthwise  or  across, 
and  which  way  was  right  side  up.  This  done, 
somehow  you  returned  to  the  wicket  and  tossed 
in  the  check,  saying,  “  There  it  is.” 

When  any  one  speaks  to  you  when  you  are 
counting  money  it  throws  you  all  out.  “There, 
I’ve  got  to  begin  again.”  The  teller  knows 
how  to  be  deaf.  He  is  counting  bills  so  fast 
that  his  'fingers  vibrate  like  the  spokes  of  a 
wheel  in  motion.  He  finishes  it^  knowing  that 
he  is  correct,  hands  the  pile  of  bills  to  the  cus¬ 
tomer  next  you,  and  then,  taking  up  your  check 
without  looking  at  you,  his  mind  hears  for  the 
first  time  the  words  that  his  ears  heard  some 
seconds  before.  The  teller  turns  to  the  book¬ 
keeper,  and  leams  that  the  gentleman  who 
drew  the  check  has  not  enough  funds  in  bank 
to  meet  it.  It  would  be  proper  for  him  to  de¬ 
cline  to  pay  you  any  thing.  The  bank  always 
pays  the  whole  or  none.  But  if  the  drawer  of 
the  check  is  a  good  customer  who  is  sure  to 
make  a. sufficient  deposit  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  it  would  not  do  to  mortify  him  by  a  refusal. 
But  he  may  have  been  a  good  customer  up  to 
to-day,  and  this  may  be  the  day  on  which  he 
is  to  fail ;  for  almost  every  body  in  commer¬ 
cial  business  fails  one  day  or  other,  and  it  is 
not  the  custom  to  give  any  previous  notice. 
The  teller  must  determine  his  action  on  the 
instant.  There  is  no  stopping  to  think.  He 
takes  the  risk.  You  are  already  impatient  that 
he  has  turned  away ;  and  when  he  returns  and 
counts  out  the  money,  you  think  it  is  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  for  a  very  small  matter;  and 
you  would  think  it  was  much  more  if  you  had 
appreciated  the  questions  the  teller  had  to  de¬ 
termine,  and  that  yours  was  but  one  of  a  long 


series  of  such  transactions  running  in  an  un¬ 
broken  course  through  the  day. 

Just  before  my  advent  at  the  Rhino  Bank  the 
great  Crupler,  who  was  then  well  known  as  a 
large  builder,  kept  an  account  with  us ;  and  get¬ 
ting  tired,  perhaps,  of  making  money  by  the  slow 
process  of  adding  brick  to  brick,  he  tried  his 
hand  on  our  teller. 

He  came  into  the  bank  one  day  at  the  busi¬ 
est  hour  of  the  day  (just  before  3  o’clock),  and, 
letting  the  paying  teller  see  him  at  the  re¬ 
ceiving  teller’s  desk  with  his  deposit-book  in 
his  hand,  to  induce  him  to  believe  that  he  was 
making  a  deposit,  he  then  came  around  to  the 
paying  teller’s  desk,  and  taking  his  place  in  the 
line,  when  his  turn  came  to  be  served  got  a  cou¬ 
ple  of  checks  for  a  considerable  amount  certified. 
This  was  the  easier  to  be  accomplished,  as  he 
had  heretofore  always  been  correct  in  his  bank 
account. 

This  over -draft  cost  the  paying  teller  his 
place  at  once,  and  almost  ruined  him.  The 
officers  had  no  mercy  on  him.  However,  he  is 
now  in  a  very  good  position  in  spite  of  the  petty 
behavior  of  the  officials. 

One  of  the  tellers  used  to  relate  this  story : 
“An  old  depositor  came  in  one  Monday  and 
complained  that  the  Saturday  previous,  in  cash¬ 
ing  his  check,  I  had  given  him  only  four  twenty- 
dollar  bills  for  a  hundred.  He  related  how  he 
put  the  bills  in  a  wallet,  and  took  nothing  out 
till  Monday  morning,  when  be  found  the  deficit. 
I  referred  him  to  the  cashier,  and  the  cashier, 
while  believing  my  statement  that  I  had  not 
made  such  a  mistake,  said  that  he  knew  him 
to  be  an  honest  man,  and  was  very  set  in  his 
opinions,  and  that  it  would  be  better  to  pay  him 
the  twenty  dollars  than  to  offend  him  by  dis¬ 
crediting  his  word.  So  I  paid  him,  and  he 
went  away  quite  complacent.  A  few  da3-s 
afterward  he  came  in  with  a  sheepish  smile, 
and  gave  me  back  the  money  as  he  passed 
through  the  room,  saying  he  would  explain 
it  to  the  cashier.  It  seems  that  his  wife, 
who  had,  as  he  said,  often  found  fault  with 
him  for  carrying  rolls  of  bills  about  him,  in¬ 
stead  of  keeping  his  money  ‘  skewered  up  at 
home  as  she  did,’  took  the  bill  out  of  his  wallet 
Saturday  night  unknown  to  him,  to  prove  to 
him,  as  she  said,  that  he  did  not  actually  know 
how  much  he  had,  and  might  lose  it  without 
knowing  it  was  gone.  Having,  as  she  supposed, 
made  out  her  demonstration,  she  gave  him  back 
the  lost  bill  in  triumph  on  Monday  night.” 

THE  PANIC. 

In  October,  1857,  occurred  the  suspension  of 
specie  payments.  Eor  some  time  there  had  been 
an  apprehensive  talk  of  trouble,  and  at  last  some 
of  the  smaller  and  weaker  banks  out  of  the 
‘  ‘  street”  began  to  totter,  and  then  to  fall  one  after 
the  other.  W e  first  heard  of  one  here  and  anoth¬ 
er  there.  Eirst  it  was  the  Banking  Association, 
then  the  Bowery,  then  the  People’s  Bank,  and 
so  on.  Although  it  was  fine  weather  and  sun¬ 
ny  mornings,  yet  every  man’s  face  wore  an  ex- 
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pression  of  gloom  and  fear,  and  trembling  spec¬ 
ulators  with  ashen  lips  whispered  to  each  other 
the  news  of  the  latest  disaster,  or  begged  of 
cautious  and  frightened  money-lenders  for  im¬ 
possible  accommodations,  based  on  securities 
which  a  few  days  previous  would  have  been 
considered  ample.  Values,  at  least  all  specu¬ 
lative  values,  disappeared  like  the  frost-work  on 
a  window-pane  on  a  winter’s  morning.  Kich 
men  suddenly  became  poor.  Credit  vanished. 
No  man  knew  whom  to  trust.  Crowds  of  anx¬ 
ious  depositors  gathered  in  front  of  the  banks, 
and  other  crowds  who  had  no  deposits  joined 
them  out  of  sympathy,  and  they  alt  groaned  in 
unison  as  one  institution  after  another  closed 
its  doors.  It  was  something  like  knocking  the 
underpinning  from  under  a  building — if  you 
struck  away  one  of  the  props,  the  house  would 
begin  to  shake  and  tremble,  and  then  one  part 
after  another  would  be  displaced,  until  the  whole 
mass  would  come  down  in  one  nndistinguishable 
ruin.  However,  one  or  two  stood  the  storm, 
and  loomed  up  like  some  grand  columns  amidst 
the  surrounding  crash. 

If  you  went  into  the  street  you  would  see 
that  something  strange  was  happening.  People 
in  business  who  knew  each  other  well  now  be¬ 
gan  to  be  suspicious,  and  to  glance  at  each  other 
with  apprehension. 

At  some  of  the  banks  you  saw  long  lines  of 
those  who  were  making  a  “run  on  the  bank,” 
and  were  drawing  specie  for  their  bills,  extend¬ 
ing  and  stretching  until  the  last  comer  would 
be  far  out  in  the  street. 

Some  of  the  customers,  fearing  ruin,  with¬ 
drew  their  accounts  from  the  banks,  and  when 
all  was  over  had  much  trouble  in  getting  them 
back  again. 

At  our  institution,  the  first  day,  Monday,  Oc¬ 
tober  12,  we  were  not  much  troubled.  But  on* 
the  second  day,  early  in  the  morning,  Tuesday, 
October  13,  it  commenced.  The  customers 
came  streaming  in,  one  after  another,  to  see 
if  they  could  get  their  change.  In  would  come 
a  pompous  individual,  with  more  money  than 
sense,  and  would  slap  down  his  bills : 

“I  want  the  gold  for  that!”  quite  shortly. 

“Certainly,”  said  the  paying  teller,  court¬ 
eously  (for  he  could  be  quite  pleasant  if  he 
chose). 

The  gold  was  taken  up,  put  into  his  pocket, 
and  he  departed. 

Next  came  a  laboring  man,  who  would  timid¬ 
ly  ask ; 

“Please,  Sir,  can  I  have  gold  for  that  ?” 

“Yes,”  said  the  teller ;  and  paid  him  in  gold. 

Then  came  along  an  unsophisticated  individ¬ 
ual  with  a  bewildered  air,  nervously  fumbling 
with  his  bills,  until  his  turn  came  to  be  paid, 
when  he  threw  down  his  money,  with  : 

“  Give  me  the  gold.” 

“Very  well,”  the  teller  said,  and  passed  over 
the  specie. 

It  was  comical  to  see  the  perplexed  look  of 
the  man  as  he  received  it.  He  gaped  at  the 
teller,  turning  the  money  over  in  his  hands, 


and,  looking  as  if  he  could  not  believe  the  evi¬ 
dence  of  his  senses,  he  departed,  as  if  he  was 
unable  to  fathom  the  mystery. 

Those  inside  stood  enjoying  the  scene,  for 
there  was  hardly  any  thing  done  except  at  the 
paying  teller’s  desk.  He  stood  paying  out  with 
much  rapidity  the  specie,  which  the  specie  clerk 
was  busily  counting,  and  the  assistant  teller 
was  bringing  to  him.  Never  was  there  a  more 
relieved  man  than  he  was  when  3  o’clock 
came  and  he  could  shut  his  gate,  though  I  be¬ 
lieve  he  paid  stray  customers  who  came  in  aft¬ 
erward.  He  was  well-nigh  used  up. 

Among  other  calls  we  had  one  from  that  con- 
traiy-minded  depositor  who,  I  believe,  always 
turns  up  at  every  bank  when  there  is  a  run — 
the  man  who  wants  his  money  if  he  can’t  have 
it,  and  don’t  want  it  if  he  can. 

He  was  a  little  old  man,  and  in  a  high  state 
of  nervous  excitement,  oscillating  between  fear 
and  hope.  He  threw  down  his  check.  “There,” 
said  he,  in  terror,  “give  me  that  balance  in 
gold.” 

By  the  time  it  was  counted  out  he  had  swung 
back  toward  reassurance,  and  he  said,  “So 
you’ve  got  it,  have  you  ?  If  it’s  all  safe,  I  don’t 
know  as  I  want  it.  I  thought  you  was  break¬ 
ing,  and  I  came  to  draw  my  money  because  I 
W'as  afraid  I  couldn’t  get  it.” 

The  teller  put  out  his  hand  as  if  to  receive 
it  back,  but  this  was  enough  to  throw  the  poor 
man  into  consternation  again.  “No,”  said  he, 
decidedly.  “  I  tell  you  what,  if  you  want  it,  I 
want  it;”  so  he  pocketed  his  money  and  went 
off.  He  was  seen  in  the  banking-room  again 
in  the  course  of  the  day,  and  I  have  no  doubt 
he  had  come  back  to  deposit  his  gold  again ;  but 
seeing  the  run  continue  at  the  paying  teller’s 
wicket,  he  was  seized  with  panic  again,  and  re¬ 
tired.  On  the  third  day,  Wednesday,  October 
14,  there  was  a  general  suspension  of  specie 
payments  by  all  the  banks. 

EXAMINATIONS. 

About  every  six  months  there  would  be  a 
vague  feeling  among  the  clerks  that  it  was  time 
for  an  examination  of  the  cash  of  the  bank. 
Once  a  3’’ear  there  was  an  examination  of  the 
effects  of  the  institution ;  and  then,  at  the  end 
of  six  months  from  that  time,  the  cash  of  the 
tellers  only  was  looked  over.  But  what  pass¬ 
ing  glances  were  bestowed  on  the  money !  You 
might  almost  as  well  attempt  to  tell  what  was 
the  matter  with  a  man  by  making  an  examina¬ 
tion  of  his  face.  How  could  the  few  moments 
given  to  this  purpose  effect  the  end  proposed  ? 
A  hop,  skip,  and  jump,  and  away  they  go.  Eor 
see  how  it  was  usually  done :  On  a  set  day, 
which  the  clerks  generally  found  out  before¬ 
hand,  the  officers  in  the  morning  let  the  tellers 
know  that  their  cash  will  be  examined.  Then 
there  is  a  hurry  through  the  day  to  get  through 
in  season,  so  that  the  directors  may  not  be  kept 
one  moment  (and,  as  a  matter  of  course,  they 
are  kept  waiting  the  longer). 

As  soon  after  8  o’clock  as  possible,  the  first 
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one  that  proves  sends  up  his  tray  with  his 
cash,  etc. ;  this  is  taken  charge  of  by,  say,  three 
of  the  directors  ;  then  the  next  teller  the  same; 
and  then  the  last  one,  if  there  are  three  tellers. 
After  they  had  been  examined,  a  sad  lot  of 
packages  was  returned  to  us.  We  usually  had 
to  set  to  work  to  rub  out  the  pencil  marks  all 
over  the  figures  before  we  could  go  on  to  prove 
the  exchanges.  Frequently  the  packages  of 
bills  had  all  to  be  restrapped  again  before  they 
were  in  presentable  order.  And  if  there  was  a 
difference  of  a  cent  or  two  found  (which  they 
had  not  given  us  time  to  look  for),  it  was  ac¬ 
counted  a  serious  result. 

Two  or  three  other  directors  took  hold  of 
the  gold  and  examined  that;  that  is,  they 
would  weigh  one  or  two  bags,  making  a  terri¬ 
ble  jingling  with  the  scales,  kick  two  or  three 
others,  and  probably  count  the  number  of  bags 
in  the  vault.  After  this  tedious  process,  which 
was  usually  done  with  cigars  in  their  mouths 
and  their  hands  in  their  pockets,  their  work  was 
about  done.  The  rest  of  the  unexamined  bags 
might  be  filled  with  sand  or  lead  for  aught  they 
knew.  While  this  was  going  on  the  porters 
and  clerks  stood  by  with  smiles  on  their  faces. 
How  can  a  couple  of  hours  of  investigation  as¬ 
certain  with  much  correctness  the  true  state  of 
the  tellers’  accounts  ?  If  they  were  overhauled 
unexpectedly  the  next  day,  it  might  have  been 
found  that  a  part  was  borrowed  for  the  occa¬ 
sion.  Such  borrowing  is  occasionally  practiced. 
If  two  or  three  days  were  devoted  to  the  subject, 
probably  then  some  approximate  idea  might  be 
obtained  of  the  state  of  the  case. 

DEFALCATIONS. 

There  are  many  varieties  of  tickets — tickets 
to  the  theatre,  opera  tickets,  and  pawn  tickets, 
tickets  to  concerts,  ball  tickets,  and  tickets  of 
leave,  railroad  tickets,  soup  tickets,  and  dis¬ 
charge  tickets.  And  when  I  entered  the  bank 
I  learned  of  another  sort  of  ticket.  I  allude 
feelingly  to  the  “charge  ticket,”  the  blessed 
means  by  which  a  foolish  clerk  anticipates  his 
pay,  and  consequently  finds  little  or  nothing 
due  him  at  the  end  of  the  month.  The  clerks 
were  suffered  to  take  small  sums  from  the 
drawer,  according  to  their  needs,  putting  a 
ticket  representing  the  amount  in  its  place. 
The  tellers  would  put  tickets  in  each  other’s 
drawers.  It  was  nothing  but  tickets,  tickets, 
tickets.  Frequently  a  clerk,  at  the  end  of  the 
month,  would  be  paid  by  his  tickets  instead  of 
money. 

The  improvidence  this  begets  is  a  bitter  mis¬ 
chief.  And  it  is  the  thin  end  of  the  wedge  of 
crime.  The  receiving  teller  at  one  time  seem¬ 
ed  to  take  the  money  out  of  the  drawer  for  his 
own  uses  as  if  it  were  his  own.  Very  rarely 
was  he  seen  to  take  any  out  of  his  own  pocket. 
The  clerks  get  so  accustomed  to  it  at  last  as 
to  consider  the  money  of  the  bank  a  common 
stock  to  be  dipped  into  at  pleasure.  When  this 
is  permitted  in  any  of  the.  servants  of  a  bank, 
who  can  wonder  at  their  contracting  loose  ways 


of  living  ?  When,  by  a  common  understanding, 
men  allow  each  other  to  overstep  the  boundary, 
it  would  be  strange  if  some  of  them  did  not 
wander  on  forbidden  ground  till  they  were  lost. 

At  one  time,  when  our  bank  was  under  a 
management  both  careless  and  partial,  one  of 
the  tellers  often  left  his  money  around  exposed 
on  the  counter.  One  package  disappeared,  and 
then  another.  He  was  reprimanded  by  the 
officers,  but  as  he  was  a  protege,  they  accepted 
his  explanation  that  one  of  the  parcels,  which 
an  express  porter  alleged  he  had  delivered 
to  him,  was  not  so  delivered  ;  and  a  suit  was 
brought  against  the  express  company  in  conse¬ 
quence.  But  the  teller  kept  his  place,  although 
the  contingent  fund  of  the  bank  had  to  suffer 
for  the  amount  in  the  end. 

At  another  time,  the  bank  porter,  after  the 
paying  teller  had  gone  for  the  dajq  found  a 
package  of  five  or  six  thousand  dollars  on  the 
floor  under  his  counter.  This  he  had  slung 
carelessly  at  his  tin  trunk,  without  troubling 
himself  to  see  whether  it  w'cnt  in,  or  over  be¬ 
hind.  The  second  teller,  who  was  still  in  the 
bank,  quietly  put  the  money  into  his  own  trunk 
till  morning,  and  then  good-naturedly  restored 
it  to  the  first  teller.  If  he  had  been  of  the  dis¬ 
position  of  some  of  our  clerks,  he  would  have 
made  such  representations  to  the  officers  that 
the  careless  teller  would  have  lost  his  place, 
and  the  other  might  probably  have  gained  it 
by  promotion. 

When  slack  management  offers  constant  op¬ 
portunity  for  peculation,  and  the  ticket  system 
offers  temptation,  there  is  sure  to  be  trouble. 
My  maxims  for  economy  and  success  in  the 
internal  administration  of  a  bank  are  :  pay  the 
best  salaries,  and  enforce  incessantly  a  thor¬ 
ough  accountability,  without  indulgence  or  ex¬ 
cuse.  Pay  well  and  watch  well,  will  make  the 
bank  go  well. 

We  had  our  defalcation  during  the  oil  fever. 
Then  every  one  was  getting  rich  ;  money  was 
lying  around  in  great  bales  two  feet  square. 
Three  of  us  went  to  the  Treasury  one  day  and 
brought  over  as  many  great  bundles  of  green¬ 
backs  as  we  could  carry.  The  bundles  lay 
around  the  place  like  bales  of  goods.  One  of 
our  dealers  brought  in  a  wheel-barrow  load  of 
it,  and  we  refused  to  take  it.  Quantities  got 
to  be  a  nuisance  at  last,  and  we  clerks  hated 
the  sight  of  it. 

Possibly  we  might  have  felt  differently  had 
it  belonged  to  us. 

But  to  return  to  the  defalcation.  Two  of 
our  fellows  took  advantage  of  the  flush  times 
to  “put  the  bank  through  pretty  handsomely,” 
as  we  say  in  Wall  Street. 

The  teller  was  a  dissipated  fellow,  but  he 
generally  managed  to  come  to  time  at  bank 
hours.  I  have,  however,  known  him  to  come 
down  in  the  morning  suffering  so  much  from 
the  effects  of  his  last  night’s  “  good  time”  that 
he  was  unable  to  do  any  thing  at  his  desk,  and 
I  would  have  to  attend  to  his  work  as  well  as 
my  own.  A  quiet  laugh  and  significant  winks 
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would  be  exchanged  among  the  clerks.  This 
was  well  known  to  the  president  and  cashier, 
I  think  ;  yet  very  little  notice  was  taken  of  it, 
except  “blowing  him  up”  sometimes. 

He  was  an  habitue  of  the  concert-saloons  and 
other  such  resorts,  where  he  was  very  popular 
as  a  valuable  patron.  He  would  frequently 
have  trouble  with  the  associates  he  thus  formed, 
the  point  of  the  difficulty  of  course  being  their 
unsatisfied  desires  for  money.  The  men  and 
the  “ladies”  he  consorted  with  lived  on  him. 

It  is  accounted  a  great  thing  by  these  car¬ 
rion  crows  of  New  York,  as  I  call  them,  when 
they  light  on  a  bank  clerk.  The  vultures  are 
always  on  the  watch.  I  was  taken  out  once 
by  a  casual  acquaintance  to  drive  into  the  coun¬ 
try,  and  was  treated  generously,  as  I  innocent¬ 
ly  supposed,  until  I  found  out  that  the  object 
of  the  excursion  was  to  entrap  me,  and  use  me 
as  a  siphon  to  discharge  the  contents  of  the 
bank  into  the  possession  of  these  harpies. 

“Pop,”  as  we  used  to  call  the  teller,  found 
that  his  boon  companions  began  to  black-mail 
him  in  the  street  and  at  the  bank.  One  I  well 
recollect,  who  used  to  come  in  of  an  afternoon, 
after  the  clerks  were  gone,  and  we  two  were 
getting  out  our  proof.  Pop  called  him  Tim, 
and  told  the  porter  and  myself  that  he  was  a 
great  fisherman.  Tim,  who  did  not  look  to 
me  as  if  he  were  very  fond  of  water,  sometimes 
brought  a  string  of  fish,  which  we  subsequently 
found  out  was  only  a  cover  for  the  money  that 
the  teller  paid  him. 

There  was  another  person,  a  woman  dressed 
in  black,  wearing  a  thick  veil,  who  frequently 
came  to  see  him.  They  had  a  sharp  contro¬ 
versy  at  one  time,  as  if  the  teller  was  resisting 
her  demands.  He  explained  it  to  us  afterward 
by  saying  that  he  had  hired  a  house  of  her,  but, 
in  consequence  of  want  of  repairs,  he  had  re¬ 
fused  to  take  it,  which  made  her  angry.  They 
disputed  “  hot  and  heavy”  for  some  time,  un¬ 
til,  as  I  supposed.  Pop  was  compelled  to  “come 
down.”  In  the  version  he  gave  us,  he  said  he 
had  compromised  the  rent. 

This  teller,  too,  was  shiftless.  He  was  con¬ 
tinually  removing  from  one  abode  to  another, 
changing  from  housekeeping  to  boarding,  and 
from  boarding  to  housekeeping.  Such  a  life 
costs  much  money. 

When,  beginning  with  tickets,  he  had  dipped 
into  the  funds  of  the  bank  as  far  as  one  hand 
could  reach,  he  needed  a  coadjutor,  and,  in 
looking  around,  he  found  him  where  I  never 
should  have  looked.  He  fixed  on  a  young 
man  who  was  the  smartest  in  the  bank' — a  mar¬ 
ried  man,  of  a  religious  family,  member  of  a 
church,  neat  and  careful  in  his  personal  ap¬ 
pearance — in  short,  the  very  opposite  of  the 
teller.  How  these  two  men  ever  came  together 
in  a  fraud  has  ahvays  been  a  mystery  to  me ; 

I  can  only  conjecture  that  Pop  gained  the  other 
through  first  infecting  his  mind  with  the  oil 
fever. 

However  it  began,  in  collusion  they  were. 
The  teller  gave  this  confederate  large  amounts 


of  money  to  invest  in  stocks,  expecting  to  real¬ 
ize  by  their  rise,  and  thus  retrieve  himself. 
The  time,  alas !  never  came.  Losses  followed 
losses,  till  more  than  a  hundred  thousand  dol¬ 
lars  were  gone.  This  went  on  season  after 
season,  in  spite  of  such  examinations  as  the 
officers  of  the  bank  made  every  half  year.  And 
every  morning  the  paying  teller  would  return 
him  his  money,  unexamined  and  not  un¬ 
strapped,  just  as  he  had  given  it  in  the  night 
before.  The  clerks,  however,  began  to  have 
suspicions.  Sometimes  they  would  ask  him  : 
“Well,  Pop,  who  was  that  scaly-looking  fellow 
to  w'hom  you  loaned  some  money?  Did  you 
make  him  give  you  a  ticket?”  Then  there 
would  be  a  laugh  all  around. 

All  things  must  have  an  end.  If  this  fraud 
had  not  come  to  an  end,  our  bank  would  soon 
have  done  so.  One  day,  in  consequence  of  the 
absence  of  several  clerks,  this  confederate  had 
to  take  the  paying  teller’s  place,  and  thus  could 
not  keep  his  own  affairs  in  trim  to  avoid  a  dis¬ 
closure.  The  poor  fellows  were  both  ruined. 

These  explosions  come  so  often  that  the  pub¬ 
lic  are  getting  used  to  them.  Newspaper  men 
don’t  think  a  defalcation  good  for  a  respectable 
sensation  unless  it  mounts  above  a  hundred 
thousand,  or  has  some  peculiar  romantic  cir¬ 
cumstances.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  there  is 
more  embezzlement  than  the  public  are  told  of. 
For  every  fraud  that  swells  to  the  proportions  of 
a  public  event,  and  agitates  the  surface  of  com¬ 
mercial  credit,  there  are  two  or  three  going  on 
in  silence,  sapping  the  foundations,  and,  when 
discovered  by  those  interested,  concealed  from 
the  public.  A  very  prosperous  man  in  Wall 
Street  was  asked  how  it  \vas  that  he  had  never 
made  any  mistakes  in  his  affairs,  but  every 
thing  with  him  succeeded.  “I  make  as  many 
mistakes  as  other  people,”  he  replied;  “but  I 
don’t  talk  about  them.”  The  more  careless  a 
bank  is  in  allowing  itself  to  be  defrauded,  the 
more  unwilling  it  is  to  have  its  suffering  known. 

W’’hen  will  employers  learn  that,  for  places  of 
trust,  it  is  better  economy  to  pay  liberal  sala¬ 
ries  to  secure  first-rate  men,  than  to  employ  un¬ 
sound  stuff  at  stipends  inadequate  for  reputable 
domestic  and  social  life,  and  that  give  no  mar¬ 
gin  for  better  luxuries  than  whisky  and  meer¬ 
schaums? 

I  affirm  that,  in  any  community,  if  the  faith¬ 
ful  services  of  intelligent  men  are  wanted  in 
a  permanent  employment,  in  the  nature  of  a 
trust,  they  must  be  paid  a  compensation  suf¬ 
ficient  to  enable  them  to  live  in  a  home  of 
their  own,  with  a  family  of  their  own,  in  a 
manner  agreeable  to  the  wholesome  tastes  and 
desires  of  men  of  such  a  degree  of  intelli¬ 
gence.  I  do  not  assert  that  it  is  unjust  to  pay 
less  if  the  employe  consents  to  serve  for  less. 

I  affirm  that,  in  the  long  run,  the  faithful  serv¬ 
ice  can  not  be  had  for  less.  It  is  a  vain  at¬ 
tempt  to  elude  inevitable  social  laws,  and  al¬ 
though  the  yearly  salaries  may  be  kept  down 
to  a  few  thousands,  the  occasional  penalty  of  a 
few  hundred  thousands  is  an  inevitable  offset.. 
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HAKPEE’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


WAS  IT  H,  OR  K  ? 

WAEM,  lazy,  summer  afternoon.  A  tall, 
handsome,  manly  looking  fellow  is  stretch¬ 
ed  on  the  grass  at  the  feet  of  a  bright,  pretty 
woman,  who  sometimes  crochets,  and  sometimes 
leaves  olF  to  watch  the  listless  figure  that  does 
nothing  but  pull  apart  the  clover  leaves.  She 
is  only  two  years  his  senior,  but  his  aunt,  and 
married ;  so  she  is  not  his  lady  love,  but  his 
best  woman  friend,  whom  he  loves  dearly,  and 
trusts  entirely.  She  has  just  returned  from  a 
three  years’  stay  in  Europe ;  so  now  they  are 
trving  to  “talk  up”  this  long  intervening  time 
that  has  separated  them. 

“  John,”  she  says,  after  there  has  been  along, 
quiet  pause,  “there’s  one  thing  you  haven’t 
spoken  about.  I’ve  been  studying  your  face 
ever  since  I  came  back.  There’s  a  pained, 
hard  look  often  in  it  now  that  I  am  sure  some 
woman  put  there.  And,  besides,  here  you  are 
at  thirty  not  married  yet,  though  there’s  no¬ 
thing  earthly  to  prevent,  and  you’ve  been  a  per¬ 
fect  devotee  of  the  sex  ever  since  you  were  a 
baby  in  petticoats !  So,  John  dear,  I  know 
there  is  a  romance  you  have  never  even  men¬ 
tioned  to  me.”  And  as  she  spoke  she  laid  her 
little  soft  hand  caressingly  on  his  hair. 

He  turned  his  head,  and  met  her  loving 
glance  with  a  softened  look  on  his  face ;  then 
he  said,  slowly,  “  Your  woman’s  instinct  has  hit 
the  mark,  as  usual,  Kate.  I  think  you  love  me, 
and  there’s  no  other  woman  in  the  world  that 
does”  (his  mother  was  dead) ;  “  so  I  will  tell  you 
about  it  now,  because  I’m  in  the  mood,  and  may 
never  be  again,  and,  besides,  I  trust  you,  Kate.” 
And  he  took  the  little  hand  and  kissed  it  rev¬ 
erently.  Then,  throwing  himself  hack  on  the 
grass,  leaning  on  his  elbow — such  a  becoming 
attitude  for  a  handsome  man  ! — he  began  : 

“It  isn’t  so  much  of  a  story,  after  all,  dear, 
and  it  all  hinges  on  just  the  being  able  to  tell  if 
a  single  letter  were  an  H  or  a  K.  The  one  ro¬ 
mance  of  my  whole  life  was  in  it,  though ;  and 
since  it  failed,  why,  all  the  real  brightness  of 
my  youth  has  gone  forever.  Strange  God 
should  let  such  trifles,  such  insignificant  mis¬ 
takes,  have  power  sometimes  to  wreck  a  whole 
life !  J ust  after  you  went  abroad,  you  know,  I 
went  to  California  on  some  professional  busi¬ 
ness.  The  first  day  out,  as  I  was  standing  on 
the  deck,  smoking,  I  put  my  hand  into  my 
pocket  for  my  cigar-case,  and  pulled  out  in¬ 
stead  a  small  parcel,  which,  on  opening,  I  found 
to  he  a  morocco  miniature-case.  ‘This  is  queer,’ 
I  said  to  myself,  ‘but  interesting !’  Then  I  re¬ 
membered  that  the  night  before,  when  I  was 
busy  packing — my  room  at  the  same  time  half 
full  of  fellows  who  had  come  in  to  say  good-by 
— that  a  servant  had  brought  me  this  package, 
just  left  at  the  door  for  me,  he  said.  Think¬ 
ing  it  was  the  new  cigar-case  I  had  ordered,  I 
thought  no  more  about  it  just  then,  but  tucked 
it  into  my  pocket,  and  had  forgotten  all  about 
it  till  now.  I  opened  eagerly  the  case,  and 
there  was  a  photograph,  a  vignette,  of  such  a 


lovely  woman !  I  certainly  never  saw  a  more 
charming  picture ;  and  you  will  admit  that,  in 
my  long  apprenticeship  to  the  sex,  I  have  grown 
critical,  and  am  by  no  means  easily  pleased. 

“The  shoulders  were  turned  away  coquet- 
tishly,  as  if  to  hide  their  lovely  outlines,  but  the 
face  looked  back  on  me  with  an  air  of  arch¬ 
ness  that  was  captivating.  The  mouth  was 
delicate,  but  full  of  character ;  the  eyes,  which 
met  mine  with  the  glimmer  of  a  far-off  smile  in 
them,  were  large  and  very  dark,  contrasting 
strongly  in  color  with  the  hair,  which  was  light, 
and  thrown  off  carelessly,  in  little  waves,  from 
a  wide,  low  forehead,  like  a  statue’s.  The  whole 
face  was  that  of  a  young,  beautiful,  spirited 
girl,  already  dangerous  in  her  consciousness  of 
womanly  power.” 

“Ah,  John!”  whispers  the  aunt,  coaxingly; 
“  your  description  fascinates  me.  Will  you  not 
show  me  the  picture  some  day?” 

“  No,”  answers  the  young  man,  with  a 
heavy  sigh;  “because  I  gave  it  back  to  her 
long  ago.  Well,  you  can  fancy  my  amazement 
at  thus  coming  into  possession  of  such  a  pic¬ 
ture,  the  original  of  which  I  had  never  seen  in 
my  life.  As  there  was  no  note  with  it,  I  turned 
with  keen  curiosity  to  the  wrapper,  which  I  had 
hastily  torn  off  without  looking  at.  Alas !  one 
half  only  was  lying  at  my  feet ;  the  other  had 
blown  into  the  water,  where  I  could  just  discern 
it  now,  a  little  brown  speck,  for  which  I  would 
have  given  almost  any  thing.  Eor  on  the  half 
I  held  was  written,  in  a  stylish,  feminine  hand, 
‘Mr.  John  H — there  the  wrapper  was  torn 
across  most  provokingly ;  for,  looking  at  it  nar¬ 
rowly  where  the  lower  part  of  the  H  was  torn, 
it  looked  almost  as  though  it  might  be  a  K,  after 
all.  How  I  pored  over  that  wretched  capital ! 
If  it  were  an  H,  in  spite  of  the  mystery — making 
it  all  the  more  charming — it  belonged  to  me  ; 
if  it  were  a  K,  then  some  unlucky  being  had, 
through  a  blunder  of  somebody,  lost  a  picture 
that  must  be  worth  the  world  to  him.  Einally, 
I  decided  that  it  must  be  an  H  ;  and  feeling  a 
presentiment  that  some  romance  for  me  was 
connected  with  it,  I  took  the  greatest  care  of  it, 
wearing  it  always  in  my  breast  pocket,  and 
spending  many  an  idle  moment  in  California  in 
studying  it.  I  had  to  be  for  many  months  among 
the  mines,  where  I  had  not  a  single  friend  ; 
and  when  I  grew  'almost  heart-sick  with  seeing 
only  the  hardened,  coarse,  even  brutalized  faces 
of  the  poor  women  one  finds  there,  it  -was  such 
a  blessed  relief  to  take  out  this  picture,  which 
carried  me  straight  back  to  civilization  and 
home,  with  its  soft,  refined  features,  and  its 
sweet,  pure  eyes !  Then  one  day,  by  a  strange 
chance — Providence,  I  ought  to  say — it  gained 
for  me  a  new  charm,  since  it  saved  my  life.  I 
was  riding  alone,  one  dark  night,  through  a 
gloomy  pass,  when  the  well- aimed  ball  of  some 
hidden  desperado  struck  directly  on  my  breast ; 
but  the  case  of  the  little  picture,  which  was 
there,  broke  its  force,  and  saved  me.  The  pho¬ 
tograph  itself  was  not  materially  hurt 'either, 
though  the  case  was  split  to  pieces.  After  that 
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the  feeling  I  had  for  it  amounted  almost  to  a 
superstition.  I  staid  in  California  a  year ; 
then,  my  business  being  successfully  accom¬ 
plished,  I  returned  home  to  New  York.  Of 
course  there  were  many  thoughts  crowding  into 
my  mind  as  we  steamed  up  the  harbor  the  morn¬ 
ing  I  arrived ;  but,  laugh  at  me  as  you  will, 
uppermost  among  them  was  the  feeling,  or  pre¬ 
sentiment,  or  whatever  you  choose  to  call  it, 
that  I  was  coming  home  to  find  the  original  of 
my  picture,  and  so  meet  my  fate.  I  wouldn’t 
for  the  w'orld,  though,  have  confessed  as  much 
to  any  one,  and  I  never  showed  the  picture. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  the  truth  that  I  took  the 
most  unheard-of  pains  to  discover  the  fair  un¬ 
known,  and  I  never  went  any  where  without  a 
faint  hope  of  seeing  her.  I  stared  at  every 
woman  I  met  with  light  hair  and  dark  eyes, 
hunted  through  photograph  saloons,  and  always 
looked  into  every  body’s  album — a  thing  that 
ordinarily  I  detest — but  all  my  efforts  were  in 
vain  ;  and  finally  I  gave  up  the  whole  thing  as 
a  mystery  it  was  useless  to  puzzle  my  brains 
over.  But  at  last,  one  day — •” 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Kate;  “now  she’s  com¬ 
ing,  I  know.  I  was  beginning  to  grow  im¬ 
patient  for  her.” 

“Yes,”  he  answered,  with  a  smile  at  her 
earnestness ;  “  now  she’s  coming,  Kate,  and 
this  was  the  way  she  came.  I  was  hurrying 
home  one  afternoon  in  a  sudden,  blinding  snow¬ 
storm  that  had  just  come  up.  In  front  of  me 
were  two  young  ladies  rushing  along  under  an 
umbrella,  evidently  overtaken,  like  me,  by  the 
tremendous  storm.  The  wdnd  was  blowing  their 
clothes  about  in  the  most  unceremonious  man¬ 
ner,  evidently  to  their  dismay  —  though  one 
of  them,  I  noticed,  had  the  prettiest  foot  and 
ankle  I  ever  saw  —  and  beneath  their  closely 
tied  blue  veils  they  were  laughing  heartily  as 
they  tried  to  hold  up  their  umbrella,  and  at  the 
same  time  keep  their  footing  on  the  icy  side¬ 
walk.  I  was  watching  them  with  much  amuse¬ 
ment  and  interest,  especially  the  taller  one, 
who  was  very  graceful  in  spite  of  her  difScul- 
ties,  when  a  sudden  gust  of  wind  came  sweep¬ 
ing  round  the  corner,  whirled  the  umbrella  out 
of  their  hands,  and  brought  them  both  down 
on  the  ice  at  my  feet  with  a  crash.  The  short 
one  laughed  and  bounced  up  before  I  could 
help  her,  hut  the  other  reached  out  and  took 
my  outstretched  hand  w'ith  a  little  moan.  ‘  I 
think  I  have  sprained  my  ankle,’  said  she, .in 
a  soft,  piteous  voice.  At  that  I  lifted  her 
gently  with  both  my  arms,  and,  as  I  did  so, 
her  friend  exclaimed,  joyfully,  ‘  Oh,  bless  you, 
Mr.  Haller!  I’m  so  glad  it's  you!'  and,  to 
my  surprise,  it  was  my  old  friend,  Mary  Allyn, 
the  jolliest,  drollest  creature,  too.” 

“  ‘Laura!  are  you  kilt  entirely  ?  Oh  dear, 
she  can  hardly  stand !  Mr.'  Haller,  just  hold 
her  up  long  enough  for  me  to  introduce  you  to 
her— Miss  Stanley.  Now  what  are  we  to  do  ?’  ” 

“You  don’t  mean  to  tell  me,”  exclaimed 
Kate,  with  animation,  “that  it  was  Laura 
Stanley  ?” 


“Yes,”  said  the  young  man,  quickly.  “Why, 
do  you  know  her?” 

“  Only  by  reputation,  before  I  went  abroad, 
as  a  great  beauty  and  a  most  fa.scinating  wo¬ 
man.  She  had  such  a  host  of  suitors !  So  it 
was  her  picture  you  had?  No  wonder  you 
were  bewitched,  John!  Now  go  on,  for  I  am 
ten  times  more  interested  than  ever.” 

“Well,  fortunately,  a  carriage  was  passing. 
So  I  hailed  it ;  and,  taking  the  half-fainting 
girl  in  my  arms,  put  her  into  it,  and  Mary  and 
I  took  her  home.  Just  as  we  had  seated  our¬ 
selves  in  it,  I  supporting  her  carefully  one  side, 
Maiy  tenderly  holding  up  the  poor  little  foot 
the  other,  her  veil  came  off,  and  there,  to  my 
utter  bewilderment  and  delight,  was  the  long- 
sought  original  of  ray  picture,  her  head  actu¬ 
ally  resting  on  my  shoulder !  There  were  the 
same  wonderful  dark  eyes,  the  same  light, 
wavy  hair  tossed  hack  from  the  low,  wide  fore¬ 
head,  even  the  same  brooch— an  odd,  foreign 
affair — at  her  throat !  It  was  lucky  for  me  that 
Mary  was  entirely  occupied  with  her  friend. 
Otherwise  I  don’t  know  what  she  would  have 
thought  of  my  perfectly  amazed  and  probably 
ludicrous  expression  as  we  drove  slowly  along. 
I  am  sure  I  couldn’t  have  told  whether  I  was 
in  heaven  or  earth.  She  did  utterly  bewitch 
me  that  day,  Kate,  not  only  with  her  beauty, 
but  her  brave  endurance  of  the  pain — which, 
as  soon  as  the  faintness  passed  off,  she  made 
light  of — and  her  naive,  sweet  ways,  the  frank¬ 
ness  with  which  she  accepted  my  aid,  and  then 
the  lovely  blush  with  which  she  thanked  me 
when,  having  carried  her  safely  into  her  home, 
I  left  her. 

“Of  course  I  went  home  in  a  state  of  ecstasy, 
sat  up  half  the  night  poring  over  her  picture, 
and  dreaming  glorious  dreams  of  the  future ; 
and  of  course,  the  very  next  morning,  I  pre¬ 
sented  myself  at  the  Allyn  mansion,  ostensibly 
to  inquire  after  Mary’s  health  and  condition, 
really  to  find  out  every  thing  possible  about 
Miss  Stanley.  Mary  was  overflowing  in  her 
expressions  of  gratitude,  both  for  herself  and 
her  friend ;  and  after  informing  me  that  the 
sprain  had  proved  very  slight,  raised  me  to  the 
seventh  heaven  by  rehearsing  the  thousand 
and  one  complimentary  things  that  she  insisted 
Miss  Stanley  had  said  about  me.  I  told  her  that, 
as  I  didn’t  believe  a  word  she  was  saying,  we 
would  change  the  subject,  and  asked  how  it  hap¬ 
pened  that  I  had  never  met  her  friend  before. 

“  ‘She  has  lived  in  Philadelphia  till  lately; 
has  been  a  great  belle  there ;  but  her  father, 
who  is  a  lawyer,  and  not  well  off,  has  moved 
now  with  his  family  to  New  York.’ 

“  ‘  She  is  very  beautiful,  and  will  find  no  lack 
of  admirers  here  too.’ 

“‘Ah!’  said  Mary,  quickly;  ‘but  she  is  al¬ 
ready  engaged.’ 

“Do  jmu  know,  Kate,  that  when  she  said 
that  I  honestly  felt  as  though  some  one  had 
suddenly  stabbed  me.  I  don’t  think  I  showed 
it,  though,  in  my  face,  and  I  said,  quietly, 

“  ‘And  who  is  the  fortunate  man?’ 
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‘“Mr.  John  Kuler,  a  Cuban  on  his  mother’s 
side— such  a  little,  dark  man  !  furiously  jeal¬ 
ous,  they  say,  if  she  but  smiles  on  any  one  else 

_ and  without  an  earthly  attraction,  that  ever 

I  could  see,  for  a  girl  like  Laura  Stanley,  un¬ 
less  it’s  his  immense  wealth,  and  his  old  fami- 
lj__one  of  the  best  in  the  city,  you  know.’ 

“  I  had  heard  enough,  as  you  may  suppose, 
Kate,  and  walked  home,  calling  myself  a  fool, 
and  vowing  never  to  look  at,  or  care  for  her 
picture  again.  ‘My  little  romance  is  over,’  I 
said  to  myself,  as  I  put  the  case  carefully  away. 

‘  I  might  have  known  it  would  be  so ;  so 
here’s  the  end  of  it  all  for  me.  Ah,  Kate  dear, 
it  would  have  been  well  for  me  if  that  had  been 
the  end  of  it. 

“In  August,  finding  the  city  hot,  and  needing 
a  rest  from  business,  I  went  for  my  vacation  to 
— never  mind  the  name — one  of  the  fashiona¬ 
ble  resorts  that  summer.  You  know  the  sort 
of  place — a  large  hotel  filled  with  gay  people, 
wide  piazzas  running  all  round  the  house,  de¬ 
lightful  for  promenades  in  the  morning,  dan¬ 
gerously  fascinating  for  the  same  in  the  even¬ 
ing  ;  romantic  pine  woods  (with  lovers’  walks 
in  them  every  where)  close  by,  charming  drives 
in  all  directions,  capital  opportunities  for  row¬ 
ing  and  sailing  on  the  lake.  In  short,  if  ever  a 
place  was  designed  by  Nature  for  every  sort  of 
good  times — specially  flirtations — that  was  the 
place.  However,  I  didn’t  feel  like  flirting.” 

“For  the  first  time  in  your  life,  then,”  sug¬ 
gests  the  aunt,  quietly. 

“Besides,  there  was  really  nobody  worth 
one’s  while ;  all  the  first-class  girls  were  dull 
and  homely ;  all  the  pretty  ones  dreadfully  sec¬ 
ond-class.  So  I  kept  by  myself,  and  enjoyed 
nature  outdoors  rather  than  art  in.” 

“‘Art,’  meaning  their  complexions,  I  sup¬ 
pose,”  says  Kate. 

“Certainly;  also  their  ‘tricks  and  manners.’ 
One  evening,  however,  there  was  an  unusual 
stir  in  the  house  at  a  party  of  arrivals ;  and, 
lounging  into  the  office  to  look  at  the  book  aft¬ 
er  they  had  registered  their  names,  I  will  ac¬ 
knowledge  that  my  heart  gave  a  thump  when  I 
read,  ‘  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stanley,  and  Miss  Laura 
Stanley,  of  New  York.’  The  next  morning  she 
appeared  at  breakfast,  looking  like  a  divinity, 
in  the  prettiest  white  morning  dress.  I  took 
one  rapid,  sweeping  glance,  as  she  came  in  with 
a  quiet,  unembarrassed  air,  though  there  wasn’t 
a  woman  in  the  room  whose  eyes  were  not  tak¬ 
ing  her  all  in  critically,  and  could  find  no  fault 
in  her,  from  the  top  of  her  head,  where  a  co¬ 
quettish  blue  bow  fastened  her  lovely  hair — ” 

“Wonder  where  she  bought  it?”  asks  Kate, 
wickedly. 

“Every  spire  of  it  was  her  own,  madam.  It 
all  came  down  once  when  we  were  riding  horse¬ 
back  together,  and  it  looked  like  a  mass  of  gold 
in  the  sunshine.  I  helped  her  put  it  up.” 

“  No  doubt  you  did,”  says  the  aunt. 

“As  I  was  saying,”  continued  the  young 
man,  not  deigning  to  notice  the  remark,  “she 
was  faultless  down  to  the  tips  of  her  little  bronze 


slippers.  The  table  at  which  I  sat  was  directly 
opposite  hers ;  and  when,  to  my  astonishment, 
during  the  meal,  she  happened  to  catch  me 
looking  at  her,  and  recognized  me  at  once  with 
a  sudden  lighting  up  of  her  splendid  eyes,  and  a 
charming  bow  and  smile,  I’m  free  to  confess, 
Kate,  that,  ‘scarred  old  veteran’  as  I  am,  I 
blushed  up  to  my  eyes  with  pleasure,  like  any 
boy  of  seventeen,  and  just  fell  head  over  ears  in 
love  with  her  there  and  then — Mr.  John  Kuler 
or  any  body  else  notwithstanding.  Oh,  what 
weeks  of  enchantment  those  were  that  follow¬ 
ed  !  Some  way  we  were  wonderfully  congenial, 
as  we  found,  in  all  our  ways  of  thinking,  in  our 
tastes,  and  in  our  likes  and  dislikes.  She  was 
cultivated  and  clever,  and  it  was  a  pleasure  to 
talk  over  my  favorite  books  with  her.  She  had, 
too,  as  keen  a  sense  of  the  ludicrous  as  I.  What 
a  bond  of  sympathy  that  is,  Kate !  I  couldn’t 
love  Venus  herself  if  she  had  no  sense  of  hu¬ 
mor.  And  whenever  any  thing  grotesque  or 
absurd  occurred,  my  eyes  instinctively  sought 
in  hers  the  quick  glance  of  amusement  that  was 
sure  to  respond.  I  am  sure  I  had  no  thought  of 
a  flirtation.  It  was  simply  that  I  could  not  keep 
away  from  her ;  and  I  never  came  without  meet¬ 
ing  a  welcoming  glance  or  a  reproachful  ‘  Where 
have  you  been  all  the  time  ?’ — said  time  being 
perhaps  from  breakfast  to  dinner,  when  I  had 
resolutely  kept  away,  lest  I  should  W'eary  her. 
So,  at  last,  we  were  almost  inseparable.  Oh,  the 
long,  merry  walks  we  used  to  take  in  the  fresh 
morning  air,  and  the  quiet,  dreamy  hours  we 
spent  sailing  on  the  lake  at  sunset — she  looking 
like  a  picture,  in  her  broad  straw  hat  and  w'hite 
dress,  leaning  over  the  side  to  dip  her  little 
hand  in  the  w'ater  while  she  talked,  and  her 
cousin — a  plump  little  chit  of  seven,  who  always 
went  with  us  for  propriety— lay  curled  up  asleep 
at  her  feet !  Then  there  were  sunny  afternoons 
in  the  pine  W'oods,  when  I  read  to  her,  and  glo¬ 
rious  moonlight  nights  on  the  piazza,  when  the 
mere  enjoyment  of  being  together  in  such  beau¬ 
ty  was  full  of  romance,  and  a  dangerous  luxury. 
Every  day  I  felt  more  and  more  that  for  me,  and 
perhaps  for  her,  it  was  growing  too  sweet — only 
a  sin  and  a  snare — and  I  would  resolve  to  break 
the  spell,  and  tear  myself  away;  but  I  could 
not.” 

“Did  you  never  say  a  word  about  her  pic¬ 
ture  ?” 

“  Not  a  word.  An  odd  thing  happened, 
though,  that  I  must  tell  you.  Her  mother, 
one  day,  was  showing  me  her  album — a  very 
fine  one — when  «ome  one  remarked  that  the 
photograph  of  Miss  Laura  was  very  poor. 
‘  Ah  !  ’  said  her  mother,  sighing ;  ‘  I  wish  you 
could  have  seen  the  one  she  had  taken  for  Mr. 
Kuler  once  !  It  was  superb !  He  never  got 
it,  though,  poor  man !  for  it  was  lost  in  the  most 
m3'sterious  manner.’ 

“  My  heart  beat  guiltily  under  the  picture,  at 
that  moment  reposing  in  my  breast  pocket — you 
see  it  had  resumed  its  old  California  place — and 
I  will  confess  that  I  felt  like  a  thief  and  a  pick¬ 
pocket  ;  but  I  calmly  scrutinized  the  photo- 
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graphs,  and  asked,  ‘What  could  have  become 
of  it  ?’ 

“  ‘  We  suppose  the  servant  must  have  left  it 
at  the  wrong  house  ;  but  though  Mr.  Kuler 
made  no  end  of  inquiries  and  fuss,  it  was  never 
found.  She  had  another  taken  for  him,  but  it 
was  not  half  so  good.  ’ 

“  ‘I  wonder  what  lucky  wretch  did  get  it?’ 
said  one  of  the  gentlemen,  laughing. 

“  ‘  Some  unprincipled  scamp,  probably,’  said 
I ;  and  there  tlie  matter  dropped.” 

“1  declare  !”  said  Kate,  laughing;  “I  think 
you  were  a  brazen-faced  villain  !  You  ought 
to  have  given  it  up  on  the  spot.  ” 

“Not  I,”  said  the  young  man.  “John  Kuler 
had  one,  and  that  was  enough  for  him,  since  he 
had  the  original  too.  This  was  mine  by  right 
of  possession,  and  I  was  highly  gratified  to  learn 
that  of  the  two  I  had  the  best,  and  I  meant  to 
keep  it.” 

Kate  shook  her  head  disapprovingly.  “John, 
you  are  incorrigible.  But  tell  me.  Where  was 
her  lover  all  this  time  ?  And  then  the  gossips, 
the  tabbies — did  they  let  you  alone  ?” 

“Her  lover  was  in  New  York,  I  suppose,  at¬ 
tending  to  his  business.  As  for  the  gossips — 
well,  they  were  busy  with  us,  that’s  a  fact,  but 
she  cared  not  one  whit  for  them.  I  think  her 
mother  used  to  remonstrate  with  her  some¬ 
times,  too  ;  but  she  was  headstrong  and  willful, 
and  as  long  as  she  was  happy  in  the  present — 
and  I  know  now  that  those  were  halcyon  days  for 
her  as  well  as  me — she  would  not  face  the  fu¬ 
ture.  All  at  once  there  came  the  end — as  there 
always  does  come  the  end,  I  find,  to  every  thing 
sweet  in  this  life.”  And  the  sigh  with  which 
John  spoke  the  words  was  long  and  deep. 

“We  had  just  returned  from  a  delightful 
walk,  and  were  resting  merrily  on  the  piazza 
together,  Laura  fonning  herself  with  her  straw 
hat,  when  her  little  cousin  ran  to  her  with  a  let¬ 
ter.  She  opened  it,  and  glanced  through  it ; 
then  I  saw  a  shade  pass  over  her  face,  and  she 
pressed  her  lips  closely  together,  turning  her 
face  away,  as  if  to  conceal  it. 

“When  she  spoke  again  it  was  in  a  con¬ 
strained  voice:  ‘Mr.  Kuler  comes  this  after¬ 
noon  ;  will  remain  till  we  go  hack  to  town.  I 
shall  not  be  able  to  ride  on  horseback  with 
you  to-day,  as  I  promised,  Mr.  Haller.’ 

“  Was  she  glad  or  sorry  that  her  lover  was 
coming?  I  could  only  guess  from  her  face, 
and  that  was  hard  and  set.  For  myself,  my 
heart  gave  a  sudden  hound,  as  I  thought,  ‘  She 
does  not  care  for  him  ;  she  loves  me.’ 

‘“Mr.  Kuler  comes  to-day,  and  I  go  to¬ 
morrow,  ’  I  said,  watching  her  face. 

“She  rose  to  go  in,  then  suddenly  turned 
and  gave  me  her  hand — the  softest,  prettiest 
little  hand  in  the  world,  I  think.  ‘Don’t  go 
to-morrow.  I  want  you  to  stay.  Will  you  ?’ 

“  What  could  I  answer,  Kate,  with  her  face 
looking  up  so  into  mine,  but  that  I  would  do 
any  thing  or  every  thing  in  the  world  that  she 
asked  me  ?  Another  minute,  and  I  should 
have  told  her  all — of  her  picture  I  had  cher¬ 


ished  so  long,  of  the  love  I  felt  for  her  now. 
I  am  sure  she  must  have  seen  from  my  face 
what  was  coming,  and  perhaps  was  frightened 
at  what  she  had  done ;  for  she  escaped  from 
me  without  another  word.  At  dinner  she  did 
not  make  her  appearance,  and  I  heard  her 
mother  tell  some  one  that  ‘Laura  had  a  fear¬ 
ful  headache !’ 

“All  the  afternoon  I  was  out  rowing  des¬ 
perately,  making  time  such  as  I  never  did  be¬ 
fore,  while  my  brain  was  in  a  whirl.  I  was 
sure  she  did  not  love  this  John  Kuler  whom 
she  had  promised  to  marry.  I  dared  to  hope, 
and  I  think  she  had  given  me  every  reason  to 
hope,  that  she  did  love  me.  Why  should  she 
keep  her  engagement,  and  be  miserable  ?  At 
the  first  opportunity  I  resolved  to  lay  myself  at 
her  feet,  and  run  my  chance  of  an  acceptance 
• — perhaps  of  a  refusal,  with  a  scathing  rebuke. 

“Coming  in  late  to  tea,  my  eye  glanced  at 
the  Stanleys’  table.  There  sat  Laura,  exqui¬ 
sitely  dressed,  and  brilliantly  beautiful  (thbugh 
with  a  little  heaviness  about  her  eyes,  and  an 
excited  flush  on  her  cheeks),  talking  and  laugh¬ 
ing  gayly  with  Mr.  Kuler,  who  sat  beside  her. 
As  Mary  Allyn  had  said,  he  was  a  little,  dark 
man,  with  a  fiery  eye  and  a  Cuban  face.  She 
looked  up,  and  just  nodded  at  me  with  an  air 
of  cool  indifference  that  almost  stunned  me, 
making  me  feel  all  at  once  that  I  had  been  all 
day  only  dreaming  the  wildest  dreams.  You 
see,  Kate,  she  was  so  deep ;  like  all  you  wo¬ 
men,  too,  ‘light  as  fair  weather.’  I  could  al¬ 
most  hate  myself  that,  in  spite  of  all,  I  could 
not  help  loving  her.  She  had  virtually  brought 
me  to  her  feet ;  she  was  sure  of  the  power  she 
had  over  me ;  she  even  acknowledged  to  her¬ 
self  my  power  over  her ;  but  for  all  that,  now 
that  her  lover  had  come,  a  better  parti  than  I, 
she  had  determined  to  go  back  to  her  alle¬ 
giance,  and  to  show  me  that  I  was  to  be  no¬ 
thing  to  her  any  more. 

“How  that  cool  little  nod  angered  me,  and 
roused  my  pride !  I  resolved,  as  I  quietly  drank 
my  tea,  that  now  I  would  not  go  to-morrow,  and 
so  beat  an  inglorious  retreat  before  this  victori¬ 
ous  rival.  All  the  evening  I  danced  and  flirt¬ 
ed  mildly  with  a  pretty  young  widow,  who  had 
just  come,  leaving  my  love,  unmolested,  to  her 
fate.  I  had  my  revenge,  however,  in  the  un¬ 
easy  glances  I  saw  her  throw  in  our  direction, 
and  especially  in  seeing  that  she  and  Mr.  Ku¬ 
ler,  who  sat  by  themselves  in  a  duly  engaged 
manner,  did  not  seem  to  be  enjoying  them¬ 
selves  supremely,  as  after  so  long  an  absence 
might  have  been  expected.  He  looked  moody, 
and  talked  little — he  had  a  high,  unpleasant 
voice — while  she,  instead  of  being  all  sparkle 
and  animation,  as  usual,  had  a  preoccupied 
air,  and  woi'e  a  forced  smile.  Once  or  twice  I 
saw  that  she  actually  looked  bored.  You  see, 
Kate,  I  had  not  been  studying  her  face  so  long 
in  vain,  and  I  could  read  it  now — or  thought  I 
could — like  an  open  book. 

“The  next  day  Mrs.  Stanley,  a  managing  old 
woman,  who  had  been  distressed  of  late  lest  I 
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was  interfering  with  her  cherished  plan,  intro¬ 
duced  me  complacently  to  her  future  son-in- 
law.  I  noticed,  by-the-way,  that  he  regarded 
me  with  no  benignant  expression ;  and  I  soon 
found — Kate,  don’t  think  me  a  conceited  fool 
for  saying  so;  it  was  the  simple  truth — that, 
barring  his  immense  wealth  and  aristocratic 
family,  he  was  a  man  I  should  have  nothing 
to  fear  from  as  a  rival  in  Laura  Stanley’s  heart. 
AVell-bred,  hut  narrow-minded  and  opinionated, 
without  one  particle  of  originality  or  enthusiasm, 
given  to  long,  pointless  stories  and  the  dreariest 
platitudes  in  conversation,  just  the  man  to  weary 
utterly  a  quick,  intellectual,  brilliant  girl  like 
Laura  Stanley.  Erom  my  heart  I  began  to 
pity  her.  I  felt  that  she  was  dooming  her¬ 
self  to  a  life  of  horrible  ennui,  or  else  one  of 
reckless  misery,  perhaps  of  sin. 

“We  had  nothing  but  the  most  ordinary  inter¬ 
course  for  several  days ;  there  was  no  chance 
for  a  tete-a-tete,  and  I  sought  none.  I  was 
wretched,  but  I  doubt  if  I  was  more  so  than 
she,  in  the  mask  of  happiness  she  was  forced 
continually  to  wear.  Wednesda}''  came — I  had 
made  my  plans  to  leave  Friday,  as  Laura  knew 
— a  sailing  party  was  gotten  up,  the  Stanleys 
were  going,  so  was  I.  Perhaps  she  was  des¬ 
perate,  ennuye  with  her  lover;  at  any  rate  I 
saw  that  she  had  one  of  her  reckless  days  on. 
When  the  party  were  assembling  on  the  piazza 
it  happened  that  I  was  a  little  late,  and  so  was 
she,  and  we  met  in  the  hall.  It  was  a  cool  day  ; 
she  had  on  a  short  dress  of  bright  ‘  navy  blue,’ 
fitting  her  closely,  and  showing  off  her  round, 
lovely  form  to  perfection,  and  a  little  black 
sailor  hat  trimmed  with  blue  set  jauntily  on 
her  light  hair;  nothing  could  have  been  nattier 
or  more  becoming  than  her  costume.  I  gave 
her  a  look  expressive  of  my  entire  approval ; 
she  answered  it  with  a  bright,  coquettish  laugh 
— how  she  loved  admiration,  that  girl! — and  a 
saucy  ‘  Glad  your  lordship’s  pleased,  I  am  sure.’ 
Then  all  at  once  her  tone  and  expression  changed 
and  grew  grave.  I  think  it  was  partly  in  her 
ever-varying  moods  and  ways  that  her  charm 
lay — you  never  knew  what  she  was  going  to  say 
or  do  next ;  and  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  re¬ 
proachful  and  tender : 

“  ‘  Why  have  you  been  so  cruel  to  me  ?  You 
have  hardly  spoken  to  me  for  days.  Shall  I 
save  a  place  for  you  by  me  in  the  boat  to-day, 
as  I  used  to  ?’ 

“Mr.  Kuler  scowled  when,  after  helping  the 
ladies  aboard,  I  jumped  lightly  into  the  boat,  on 
the  other  side  of  Laura.  But  I  cared  not  for  his 
scowls,  neither  apparently  did  she  ;  so  I  held  her 
parasoloverher,  and  beneath  its  protecting  shade 
we  laughed  and  talked  and  enjoyed  ourselves 
together  in  the  old  way,  till  the  sail  was  over, 
and  the  boat  was  returning  to  the  landing-place. 

“  ‘I  have  been  so  happy  and  so  wicked  all 
the  afternoon,’  she  said  to  me,  almost  in  a 
whisper,  bending  over  the  side  and  dipping 
her  hand  in  the  Avater  as  she  spoke  ;  ‘  and  this 
evening  I  must  be  good — and  miserable  !' — this 
last  in  an  almost  inaudible  voice,  full  of  sadness. 


“‘Miserable,  not  only  for  this  evening,  but 
for  all  the  days  of  your  life.  Is  it  not  so  ?’  I 
answered,  looking  at  her  steadily.  ‘Why  not 
free  yourself,  and  then  be  good  as  well  as 
happy  with  me  always  ?  You  know  I  love 
you!’ 

“  ‘  Hush !’  she  Avhispered,  without  raising  her 
head ;  and  I  saw  her  very  neck  grow  crimson 
beneath  her  hat.  ‘  You  must  not  say  that  to 
me  now.  It  is  too  late.  I  huA'e  not  the  cour¬ 
age  ;  I  fear  my  father  and  my  mother  and  the 
world.  Besides,  you  do  not  know  me.  I  am 
intensely  ambitious  and  worldly,  and  wealth  and 
position  give  power.  He  loves  me  too — and — 
and  after  a  while  I  dare  say  I  may  care  for  him. 
Promise  me  that  you  will  leave  me — that  you 
Avill  never  tempt  me  again.  I  am  not  so  strong 
in  myself  as  I  believed.  I  can  not  bear  it.’  And 
her  head  sank  still  lower,  and  I  saw  her  tears 
drop  into  the  Avater. 

“  There  was  a  choking  in  my  throat  that  pre¬ 
vented  my^ansAvering  at  once.  She  put  up  her 
hand  hastily  to  her  eyes  with  an  impatient  ges¬ 
ture,  as  though  angry  Avith  herself,  and  then 
gave  a  sudden  start  and  exclamation,  looking 
at  her  finger.  Her  engagement  ring  (a  mag¬ 
nificent  solitaire)  was  gone !  Mr.  Kuler,  Avho 
had  been  busy  collecting  the  Stanley  shaAvls, 
sprang  to  her  side  at  her  scream  of  dismay,  and 
there  ensued  a  general  scene  of  confusion,  in 
Avhich  every  body  was  occupied  in  looking  and 
lamenting.  But  the  ring  (which  must  have 
slipped  off  her  finger  in  the  water)  could  not 
be  found.  Mr.  Kuler  looked  darker  than  ever, 
poor  Laura  pale  and  distressed — the  loss  of  the 
ring  giving  her  an  apparent  reason — and  alto¬ 
gether  it  was  a  dreary  party  that  returned  to 
the  house.  For  myself,  I  simply  felt  that  love 
and  the  romance  of  life  for  me  Avere  over.  I 
loved  this  Avoman  profoundly — as  I  can  never 
loA^e  any  Avoman  again.  She  had  led  me  on  to 
declaring  myself,  and  then  had  rejected  me — 
not  because  she  did  not  return  my  love,  for  I 
felt  that  in  every  nerve  of  her  bodjq  in  every 
emotion  of  her  soul,  she  did;  but  she  Avas  not 
true  enough  to  herself,  not  noble  enough  to 
give  up  the  Avorld  for  love.  Noav  nothing  re¬ 
mained  for  me  but  to  go  away  and  try  and  live 
this  passion  down,  throAving  myself  heart  and 
soul  into  my  profession,  and  finding  in  that,  if 
I  could,  a  mistress,  an  absorbing  occupation. 

‘‘I  Avas  sitting  in  my  room  smoking  AA’hilc  I 
mused  gloomily  of  these  things  and  looked  at 
the  little  picture  which  had  so  strangely  been 
bound  up  Avith  my  life,  Avhen  I  Avas  startled  by 
a  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and,  turning,  saAv  Mr. 
Kuler,  Avho  was  saying ; 

‘  ‘  ‘  Mr.  Haller  must  have  been  very  deep  in 
thought  since  he  did  not  hear  me,  though  I 
knocked  tAvice.  I — ’ 

“Then  he  stopped  short.  I  had  closed  the 
case  quickly  Avhen  I  heard  his  voice,  but  not 
quickly  enough,  it  seemed.  His  A'oice  changed 
and  his  eyes  greAV  dangerous.  ‘You  are  for¬ 
tunate  in  being  the  possessor  of  a  picture  Miss 
Stanley  told  me  Avas  lost.’ 
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“  His  insolent  tone'  angered  me,  so  I  coolly 
put  the  picture  hack  in  my  pocket.  ‘  I  tvas  occu¬ 
pied,  and  did  not  hear  you.  Can  I  do  any  thing 
for  you  this  evening  ?’ 

“  He  looked  as  if  he  could  have  stabbed  me 
on  the  spot.  ‘For  me  nothing  noiv.  I  will  see 
you  later  in  the  evening,’  his  voice  quivering 
with  suppressed  passion.  ‘  The  ladies  sent  me 
to  tell  you  that  they  are  waiting  for  you  in  the 
little  parlor.’  And  he  strode  out  of  the  room. 

“  The  rehearsal  for  some  theatricals  we  were 
getting  up  was  to  be  that  evening,  and  I  had 
entirely  forgotten  it.  I  went  down  stairs  ;  but, 
as  nobody  seemed  to  be  prepared,  the  rehearsal 
did  not  come  off.  I  was  heartily  glad  of  it,  and 
taking  my  cigar  I  went  out  on  the  piazza.  It 
was  a  wild,  gloomy  night,  so  no  one  was  out 
there ;  and  I  paced  up  and  down  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  and  dreary  wind,  which  suited  my  mood  so 
well,  going  over  the  day’s  events  and  revolving 
what  I  must  now  do  about  the  picture,  since  it 
was  known  to  be  in  my  possession.  An  hour 
or  more  had  passed  in  this  way,  Avhen  I  heard 
low  but  excited  voices  at  the  further  end  of  the 
piazza.  Turning  in  that  direction  I  saw  Miss 
Stanley  leaning  against  a  pillar,  her  head  thrown 
haughtily  back ;  while  before  her  stood  Mr.  Kil¬ 
ler,  evidently  under  the  greatest  excitement, 
talking  in  angry,  reproachful  tones,  his  voice 
husky  with  rage.  I  caught  the  words  ‘  treach¬ 
ery,  revenge,  you  have  deceived  me.’ 

“  Then  Laura  answered,  indignantly,  ‘  Can 
you  not  believe  me  when  I  say  that  I  never  gave 
him  the  picture  ?’ 

“Instantly  I  walked  up  to  them,  and  placed 
myself  before  Mr.  Kuler.  ‘Your  opinion  of 
me,’  I  said,  with  all  the  calmness  I  could  com¬ 
mand,  ‘  is  a  matter  of  utter  indifference.  But 
I  wish  to  exculpate  Miss  Stanley  from  all  blame 
whatsoever  as  regards  her  picture,  which  you 
have  unfortunately  seen  in  my  hands.’  Then, 
in  the  simplest,  most  direct  way,  I  told  the  story 
of  the  picture,  and  what  it  had  been  to  me  in 
California,  and  ever  since,  and  how  it  saved  my 
life.  Laura  listened  with  intensity,  her  bosom 
heaving,  her  hands  clasped  closely  together,  as 
if  she  were  holding  herself  down.  'Then — it 
was  almost  like  wrenching  my  heart  out,  Kate 
— I  took  out  the  picture  and  gave  it  to  her. 

“‘Your  picture  can  never  be  any  thing  to 
me  now.  Miss  Stanley ;  and  I  have  no  right  or 
title  in  it — have  never  had ;  so  I  restore  it  to 
you.  Good-night!’ 

“She  felt,  for  my  voice  betrayed  it,  that  it 
was  also  ‘  farewell,’  and  that  all  was  over  be¬ 
tween  us. 

“  ‘  Good-night,’  she  said,  softly,  and  put  out 
her  hand. 

“As  I  held  it  for  one  passionate  moment  I 
saw  that  her  face  was  pale  with  repressed  emo¬ 
tion,  and  she  was  trembling  all  over.  As  I 
turned  and  left  them,  Mr.  Kuler  attempted  to 
stammer  out  something,  perhaps  an  apology ; 
but  I  did  not  wait  to  hear  it,  and  I  went  up  to 
my  room.  There  was  one  of  those  tall,  old- 
fashioned  clocks  at  the  head  of  my  stairs,  and 


all  night  long,  Kate,  as  I  lay  awake,  I  heard 
that  clock  tick,  and  I  thought  of  Longfellow’s 

“‘Forever — never!  Never — forever!’ 

‘  ‘  As  soon  as  it  was  daylight  I  got  uji,  packed 
my  things,  and  by  six  o’clock  was  rushing  on 
in  the  train  to  New  York.” 

Here  the  young  man  made  a  long  pause. 

“Well?”  said  Kate,  gently,  after  waiting  a 
while. 

“Well,” he  answered,  with  along  sigh,  “you 
must  be  tired,  and  there  is  not  much  more 
to  tell.  I  never  saw  her  but  once  more,  and 
that  was  after  she  was  married.  She  sent  me 
cards,  but  I  did  not  go  to  the  wedding,  which 
took  place  that  very  fall,  and  was  a  grand  af¬ 
fair.  There  was  a  long  description  of  it  in 
the  paper,  and  of  how  ‘  the  happy  pair’  had 
gone  to  Europe.  They  spent  the  winter  in 
Paris,  where  they  were  very  gay,  and  ‘  the 
beautiful  Mrs.  Kuler’  was  mentioned  in  all  the 
accounts  of  the  court  balls.  It  was  at  a  great 
party  after  she  returned  that  I  saw  her.  She 
was  the  most  distinguished-looking  woman  in 
the  room,  but  less  brilliantly  beautiful  than  she 
used  to  be,  I  thought.  She  seemed  a  little 
worn  and  weary,  and  there  was  a  look  about 
her  that  made  you  think  that  in  solitude  her 
face  would  be  very  sad.  They  say  that  her  mar¬ 
ried  life  is  very  unhappy,  that  she  is  recklessly 
extravagant,  and  her  husband  close  even  to 
meanness,  and  terribly  jealous.  I  was  stand¬ 
ing  behind  a  pedestal  of  flowers,  where  I  could 
watch  her  unseen,  as  I  thought.  Her  hair  was 
powdered,  and  without  a  single  ornament,  and 
heightened  wonderfully  the  brilliancy  of  her 
magnificent  eyes.  Her  neck,  which  was  round 
and  white  as  a  Juno’s,  was  flashing  with  dia¬ 
monds  ;  and  all  her  movements  had  a  sort  of 
haughty  grace.  Suddenly  she  glanced  in  my 
direction,  and  our  eyes  met.  She  started  and 
colored  ;  then  her  face  lighted  up  with  one  of 
her  old  sweet  smiles.  I  started  forward  to  go 
to  her,  but  at  that  moment  some  one  came  and 
claimed  her  hand  for  the  next  dance,  and  I 
went  home.  Just  that  one  look  she  gave  me 
had  set  all  my  pulses  to  beating  wildly.  I  felt 
that  she  had  not  lost  one  jot  of  her  old  power 
over  me  yet ;  and  I  did  not  dare  to  trust  my¬ 
self  within  the  range  of  her  influence  again, 
and  revive  the  misery  that  I  had  been  striving 
so  hard  to  forget.  But  I  can  not  forget  her, 
Kate,  and  I  never  shall.  ” 
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Though  but  one  blossomed  spray  I  bring, 
In  that  bright  hair  to  twine, 

I  would  that  every  budding  thing 
Of  June  and  summer  should  be  thine; 
A¥hile  heart’s-ease  all  her  purple  wine 
Should  press  for  thee,  wdld  roses  red 
All  their  cool,  fresh  spirit  shed 
Bound  thee,  and  forget  to  cease 
Long  as  sunbeams  in  the  fleece 
Of  heaven  w'eave  their  shining  strand ; 
And  at  last  a  heavenly  hand 
Give  thee,  give  thee 
Lilies  of  eternal  peace! 
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By  the  Author  op  “Mabel’s  Progress,”  “Aunt  Margaret’s  Trouble,” 

“Veronica,”  etc. 


CHAPTER  I. 

ALWAYS  liked  going  to  my  grandfather’s. 
His  house  had  an  atmosphere  of  stillness  and 
mystery  that  was  alluring  to  me.  No  doubt  my 
childish  imagination  magnified  and  distorted 
many  things  there,  as  the  eyes  of  an  infant  are 
not  able  to  see  objects  as  we  see  them  with  our 
adult  vision.  Neither  mind  nor  eyes  attain  their 
just  focus  at  once. 

In  my  own  home,  where  there  were  the  con¬ 
stant  movement  and  occupation  incident  to  a 
country  house  situated  on  a  large  and  well- 
stocked  farm,  the  servants  wondered  gi’eatly 
that  “Miss  Anne”  should  like  going  to  Mort- 
lands — Mortlands  was  the  name  of  my  grand¬ 
father’s  place  ;  and  I  have  more  than  once  over¬ 
heard  them  opining  to  each  other  that  it  was 
very  bad  for  a  child  to  be  moped  up  in  a  house 
like  that,  without  a  young  or  cheerful  face  for 
her  eyes  to  rest  on  from  sunrise  to  sunset ;  and 
a  queer  lot  that  lived  there,  too,  by  all  accounts ! 
Such  speeches  only  aroused  a  contemptuous  re¬ 
sentment  in  jne.  Perhaps,  too,  they  served  to 
put  Mortlands  in  a  more  alluring  light  than 
ever,  by  their  vague  hints  of  something  strange 
about  grandfather’s  household,  which  appealed 
to  my  inborn  love  of  the  marvelous. 

My  father  also  found  it  somewhat  singular 
that  his  little  girl  should  be  so  fond  of  staying 
at  a  dull  place  where  there  were  no  pets  or 
play-fellows.  But  my  mother  never  expressed 
any  surprise  on  the  subject.  Mother  and  I  had 
a  silent  sympathy  on  that,  as  on  many  another, 
point  of  feeling. 

Mortlands  was  situated  on  the  extreme  edge 
of  the  suburb  of  a  country  town  in  the  north  of 
England,  which  I  will  call  Horsingham.  Between 
it  and  the  nearest  house,  going  townward,  was 
a  space  we  called  the  Park,  which  was  simply  a 
large  meadow,  bounded  by  a  hedge,  with  an¬ 
cient  elms  growing  in  it  at  intervals  —  trees 
that  might  have  been  the  veritable  “hedge¬ 
row  elms  with  hillocks  green”  of  L’Allegro. 
In  the  other  direction  there  was  no  dwelling 
within  two  miles  of  Mortlands. 

The  house  had  once  stood  on  a  considerable 
estate  belonging  to  it ;  but  that  was  before  my 
time,  or  grandfather’s  time  either.  When  he 
first  inhabited  it,  it  htid  long  been  shorn  of  its 
territorial  glories.  The  only  land  still  attached 
to  it  was  a  large,  irregular,  rambling  garden  in¬ 
closed  within  high  stone  walls. 

This  garden  was  my  delight.  I  used  to 
spend  many  long  hours  in  it ;  sometimes  with 
a  stoiy-book,  curled  up  on  a  moss-grown  old 
seat  of  rustic  wood-work  ;  sometimes  wandering 
about  the  alleys,  enacting  imaginary  scenes  with 
imaginary  companions.  During  these  hours  I 
was  mostly  alone,  and  this  circumstance  had  a 


great  charm  for  me.  I  was  left  absolutely  to 
my  own  devices,  and  as  I  was  a  child  of  a  very 
active  and  vivid  fancy,  my  own  devices  amply 
sufficed  to  amuse  me. 

I  have  thought  sometimes  that  to  explore 
the  long-silent  haunts  of  memory  is  like  pry¬ 
ing  into  one  of  the  Etruscan  tombs  they  tell  of, 
whose  walls  were  once  covered  with  bright  pic¬ 
tures  of  the  busy  life  which  that  solemn,  rock- 
hewn  chamber  shut  out  forever. 

There  are  the  familiar  implements  of  house¬ 
hold  use — the  spent  lamp,  the  earthen  pitcher, 
the  moulded  vase.  There,  too,  is  found  the 
tarnished  ornament  of  Beauty,  or  the  diadem 
of  Command.  There,  from  the  fitfully  faded 
paintings  on  the  wall,  start  out  the  most  fa¬ 
miliar  scenes  in  strange  distinctness  ;  while,  not 
a  yard  apart,  some  great  event — a  king  sitting 
in  judgment,  a  battle  with  chariots  and  horses, 
or  a  nuptial  ceremony — is  barely  decipherable. 

The  pomps  and  vanities,  the  grave  alliances, 
the  cruel  combats — nay,  even  the  solemn  sym¬ 
bols  of  worship,  perish  and  disappear.  Be¬ 
sides,  kings,  heroes,  gods — all  are  fading.  We 
take  our  little  taper,  and  step  awe-stricken  into 
the  long-unbroken  darkness,  and  peer  and  gaze 
— Who  was  this?  What  was  that?  Here  sits 
a  royal  figure  on  his  throne,  whose  courtiers 
have  fallen  away  from  him.  Yonder  are  two 
pledging  their  troth  before  the  priest,  and  the 
clasp  of  their  outstretched  hands  is  interrupted 
by  a  crumbling  gap,  across  which  a  bloated 
spider  runs  swiftly.  But  lo!  as  we  shift  the 
dimly  burning  light,  some  coarse,  common  scene 
starts  into  life,  and  we  see  the  butcher’s  sham¬ 
bles,  or  the  slave  grinding  corn,  as  vividly  as 
the  day  they  were  painted  ! 

Thus,  out  of  the  hazy  past,  certain  days  and 
certain  things  reveal  themselves  with  capricious 
distinctness  to  my  memory.  For  example,  I 
was  accustomed  to  be  at  Mortlands  in  all  sea¬ 
sons  of  the  year ;  yet  the  place  is  indissolubly 
associated  in  my  mind  with  a  soft,  gray,  au¬ 
tumnal  sky,  the  smell  of  fallen  leaves,  and  the 
faint  chime  of  church  bells  wafted  from  a  dis¬ 
tance  through  the  moist  air. 

My  grandfather  was  called  Dr.  Hewson ;  my 
mother  w'as  his  only  surviving  child  out  of  a 
numerous  family;  and  his  wife  had  been  dead 
many  years  before  I  was  born.  He  was  con¬ 
sidered  a  very  skillful  physician,  and  had  a 
large  practice  in  Horsingham.  He  had  the 
reputation  of  being  very  eccentric  ;  and  the 
household  at  Mortlands  was  considered  “odd” 
and  “out  of  the  way.” 

The  accusation  of  eccentricity  was  chiefly 
founded,  I  believe,  on  grandfather’s  withdraw¬ 
al  from  society.  He  lived  a  very  retired  life. 
Except  in  his  quality  of  doctor,  the  Horsing¬ 
ham  world  knew  almost  nothing  of  him.  Now, 
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when  a  man  plainly  evinces  a  distaste  for  our 
company,  it  is  a  strong  presumption  of  some 
twist  in  his  mind ;  or  even,  it  may  be,  of  some 
cloud  on  his  conscience,  since  it  is  evident  to 
us  all  that  our  company  must  be  agreeable  to 
sane  and  respectable  persons.  Thus  reasoned 
Horsingham,  at  all  events. 

To  the  second  count — that  of  “  oddness”  in 
his  household — I  believe  grandfather  would 
have  had  to  plead  guilty.  The  inmates  of  his 
house  consisted,  besides  himself,  of  two  female 
servants,  and  a  person  whom  he  always  ad¬ 
dressed  as  “Judith,”  but  who  was  known  to 
the  rest  of  the  world  as  Mrs.  Abram.  She 
was  the  widow  of  a  long-deceased  younger 
brother  of  my  grandfather;  and  her  proper 
style  and  title  was,  therefore,  Mrs.  Abram 
Hewson.  But  no  one  ever  called  her  so.  She 
was  utterly  dependent  on  grandfather.  Her 
husband  had  ill-treated  her  during  his  life,  and 
— having  wasted  her  little  fortune — left  her 
destitute  at  his  death.  Grandfather  gave  her 
a  home  in  his  house.  It  was  an  act  of  disin¬ 
terested  benevolence,  for  Mrs.  Abram  could 
not  be  called  an  agreeable  inmate.  She  was 
subject  to  fits  of  gloomy  depression  on  account 
of  her  religious  views ;  and  I  believe  that  she 
had  at  one  time  been  so  terrified  by  a  zealous 
preacher  that  her  mind  became  disordered.  I 
remember,  as  a  child,  hearing  from  some  of  the 
servants  at  home  that  Mrs.  Abram  had  been 
“in  an  asylum.”  And  although  the  phrase 
conveyed  no  veiy  definite  idea  to  my  mind  at 
the  time,  it  served  to  invest  her  with  a  weird 
interest. 

She  was  of  so  singular  an  aspect  as  made  it 
difficult  to  guess  at  her  age.  Her  face  was  of 
a  dull  brick-red  color  all  over.  Her  skin  was 
singularly  coarse.  Once,  when  I  was  little, 
some  one  showed  me  the  palm  of  my  own 
hand  through  a  microscope,  and  I  have  ever 
since  associated  Mrs.  Abram’s  complexion  with 
that  scientific  experiment. 

She  had  a  high  Homan  nose  with  a  hump  on 
the  bridge  of  it,  a  high  narrow  forehead,  very 
scanty  eyebrows  and  eyelashes,  and  brown  eyes, 
with  queer  yellow  specks  in  them,  which  always 
reminded  me  of  the  coat  of  a  tortoise-shell  cat. 
Her  hair  had  been  cut  short,  she  said,  and  was 
entirely  concealed  by  a  black  net  cap  lined  with 
brown  silk,  save  two  loops  on  the  temples — 
flat  festoons  of  hay-colored  hair,  whereof  no 
man  saw  either  the  beginning  or  the  end. 
She  always  was  dressed  in  black,  and  1  never 
saw  any  point  of  brightness  about  her  person, 
but  the  casual  glitter  of  her  w'orn  wedding  ring. 

Perhaps  the  strangest  peculiarity  about  Mrs. 
Abram  was  her  voice.  It  was  a  muffled,  in¬ 
ward  voice,  whose  tone  I  vaguely  connected  in 
my  mind  with  the  lump  on  the  bridge  of  her 
nose.  When  she  spoke  she  dropped  her  lower 
jaw  and  kept  her  mouth  half  open,  moving  the 
lips  very  little,  so  that  her  articulation  was  in¬ 
distinct.  Also,  one  effect  which  her  conversa¬ 
tion  had  on  my  nervous  system  was  an  over-  ! 
powering  desire  to  make  her  clear  her  throat,  ' 


'  and  in  default  of  daring  to  suggest  such  an 
operation  to  her,  I  was  driven  to  dear  my  own, 
convulsively. 

Poor  Mrs.  Abram!  She  was  always  very 
kind  to  me,  and  I  believe  she  was  sincerely 
grateful  and  attached  to  grandfather,  and  had 
a  high  respect  for  him ;  but  that  did  not  pre¬ 
vent  her  from  being  very  despondent  about  his 
spiritual  condition. 

Then  there  was  Keturah,  grandfather’s  cook, 
housekeeper,  and  fiictotum.  She  was  a  wo¬ 
man  of  remarkably  low  stature,  with  a  large 
dwarfish  head,  and  short  arms  like  the  flappers 
of  a  seal.  Her  face  was  very  pale,  almost  livid, 
with  bright  dark  eyes,  deeply  sunken,  and  strong 
black  eyebrows,  and  black  hair.  Her  feat¬ 
ures,  though  disproportionately  massive  for  her 
height,  were  not  ngly.  And  when  she  smiled 
her  face  became  transfigured  into  something 
that,  if  it  were  not  beauty,  affected  me  with  a 
charm  like  that  of  beauty.  But  then  Keturah 
very  rarely  smiled. 

The  other  servant,  Eliza,  was  a  staid  young 
woman,  who  belonged  to  an  obscure  sect  of 
dissenters,  and  employed  her  leisure  in  reading 
tracts  and  hymns.  But,  unlike  Mrs.  Abram, 
she  was  very  cheerful  and  equable  in  a  mild, 
soft  way.  She  had  pale  reddish  hair,  and  a 
freckled  face,  and  was  slightly  deaf.  My  in¬ 
terest  in  her  was  strongly  aroused  by  being  told 
that  she  had  been  cruelly  treated  by  a  step¬ 
mother,  and  that  her  deafness  was  the  conse¬ 
quence  of  neglect  and  ill-usage  in  childhood. 

Such  was  the  household  at  Mortlands  ;  for 
Havilah,  the  man  who  groomed  grandfather’s 
horse,  and  did  whatever  was  done  in  the  way 
of  cultivating  the  garden,  did  not  live  in  the 
house. 

No  doubt  they  were  a  singular  set  of  people  ; 
and  no  doubt  it  was  not  unreasonable  that  my 
father’s  servants  should  wonder  what  amuse¬ 
ment  Miss  Anne  derived  from  staying  among 
them. 

I  loved  my  grandfather  dearly  ;  but  that  did 
not  altogether  explain  my  delight  in  Mortlands  ; 
for  I  also  loved  my  parents — especially  my  mo¬ 
ther — very  thoroughly,  and  I  was  treated  at 
home  with  the  fondest  indulgence. 

I  believe  the  truth  to  be  that  Mortlands 
afforded  a  freer  scope  than  Water-Eardley  (my 
father’s  house)  for  the  exercise  of  a  faculty  that 
is  active  in  most  children,  and  was  peculiarly 
so  in  me — I  mean  imagination. 

Por  example,  the  garden  at  home  w'as  trim, 
bright,  and  well  cultivated,  yet  I  cared  nothing 
for  it  in  comparison  with  Mortlands.  I  knew 
the  former  by  heart ;  its  red,  yellow,  or  blue 
beds  disposed  in  geometrical  patterns,  its  clipped 
box  borders,  and  smooth  gravel  paths.  No¬ 
thing  was  left  to  the  imagination.  There  were 
no  nooks  and  hiding-places,  no  moss-grown 
walks,  no  mouldering  walls  and  pleached  bow¬ 
ers,  no  tangled  thickets  of  heterogeneous  growth 
to  be  peopled  by  childish  fancies.  At  Mort¬ 
lands  the  very  air  wms  thick  with  dreams. 
They  swam  in  the  moted, sunbeam,  and  flut- 
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tered  about  the  ivy,  and  brooded  under  the  soft 
shadow  of  the  sycamore. 

My  own  home  was  a  comfortable,  modern 
country  house.  My  father  was  a  “  gentleman 
farmer.”  His  was  chiefly  grazing  land,  and  he 
prided  himself  on  his  breed  of  cattle.  He  was 
fond  of  horses,  too,  and  he  always  had  a  couple 
of  hunters  in  his  stable.  Some  of  his  friends 
considered  this  an  unwarranted  extravagance, 
and  were  kind  enough  to  suggest  (to  each  other, 
which  was  scarcely  quite  practical,  but  much 
safer  than  suggesting  it  to  my  father)  that  the 
money  spent  on  the  hunters  had  been  better  em¬ 
ployed  in  buying  a  neat  little  carriage  for  Mrs. 
Bell — say  one  of  those  new  park  phaetons — and 
keeping  a  pair  of  ponies  for  her  to  drive.  But 
I  believe  mother,  gentle  as  she  was,  would  have 
flamed  out  very  angrily  at  any  one  who  should 
have  said  such  a  thing  to  her. 

My  father  and  mother  made  a  love-match. 
But  it  was  also  a  quite  “  proper”  match  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world.  In  station  and  fortune  they 
were  quite  suited  to  each  other.  He  had  in¬ 
herited  a  flourishing  and  unencumbered  little 
estate ;  she  was  the  daughter  of  a  country  doc¬ 
tor,  and  brought  her  husband  a  good  dowry. 
She  very  much  desired,  I  have  learned  from  my 
grandfather,  to  bestow  her  little  fortune,  as  she 
bestowed  her  hand,  on  her  bridegroom  uncon¬ 
ditionally.  But  grandfather  would  not  hear  of 
this ;  neither  would  my  father.  Her  money 
was  settled  on  herself,  and  the  arrangements 
of  her  marriage  were  utterly  devoid  of  the  least 
spice  of  romance. 

Nevertheless,  it  was,  as  I  have  said,  a  love- 
match.  They  must  have  been  a  very  handsome 
couple.  I  liave  heard  people  say  that  when  they 
paid  and  received  their  bridal  visits,  George  Fur¬ 
ness  and  his  wife  looked  for  all  the  world  like  a 
prince  and  princess  in  a  fairy  picture-book. 

They  had  passed  out  of  the  picture-book  stage 
by  the  time  I  can  first  remember  them  distinct¬ 
ly.  Father  rode  nearly  a  stone  heavier  than  in 
his  fairy  prince  days,  and  mother’s  cheek  had 
less  rose-bloom  on  it ;  but  they  were  still  most 
delightful  to  look  upon.  Indeed,  I  think  that 
my  mother  must  have  been  more  really  beauti¬ 
ful  than  at  the  time  of  her  marriage ;  but  per¬ 
haps  most  people  would  not  agree  with  me. 

Grandfather  Hewson  had  handsome,  boldly 
cut  features — a  little  stern,  perhaps — and  mo¬ 
ther’s  face  was  a  softened  copy  of  his.  It  was  to 
his  as  a  cameo  is  to  a  marble  bust.  She  had 
beautiful  dark  eyes,  and  penciled  eyebrows, 
and  a  quantity  of  bright  chestnut  hair  that  fell 
in  tendrilly  ringlets  on  her  neck. 

When  I  was  a  little  child  mother  and  father 
saw  a  good  deal  of  company,  and  visited  much 
among  their  country  neighbors.  I  was  an  only 
child.  Two  boys  had  been  born  after  my  birth, 
hut  they  both  died  when  infants.  Thus,  when 
my  parents  were  absent,  I  had  no  society  at 
home  save  that  of  the  servants,  and  to  their  so¬ 
ciety  I  had  an  intense  repugnance. 

I  was  a  dainty  child  (“  more  nice  than  wise,” 
as  my  nurse-maid  contemptuously  expressed  it), 


and  I  shrank  from  our  coarse,  country-bred  serv¬ 
ants.  Their  boisterous  movements,  loud  voices, 
and  rough  hands  were  disagreeable  to  me.  The 
mingling  of  shyness  and  pride  with  which  I  re¬ 
garded  the  inmates  of  our  kitchen  would,  had  I 
had  no  refuge  from  their  company,  have  grown 
into  positive  hatred.  But  this  tendency  to  a 
morbid  tone  of  mind  was  greatly  counteracted 
by  my  visits  to  Mortlands.  At  home  the  seiw- 
ants  alternately  scolded  and  spoiled  me.  They  , 
were,  I  believe,  amused  with  my  little  disdain¬ 
ful  airs,  as  they  might  have  been  amused  at  the 
shrinking  of  some  delicate  little  animal  from 
their  rough  but  not  unkindly  touch.  I  had  not 
the  resource  of  solitude  at  will  (which  would 
have  been  far  less  injurious  to  a  character  like 
mine),  for  it  would  not  have  been  safe  to  let  a 
child  of  my  years  wander  alone  about  the  farm. 
There  were  perils  by  flood  and  field — the  rivei’, 
in  which  it  was  possible  for  me  to  drown  my¬ 
self,  and  the  meadows  full  of  cattle,  into  which 
it  was  not  always  safe  to  venture.  Then,  too, 
our  house  fronted  the  great  high-road,  and  was 
separated  from  it  only  by  a  narrow  sweep  of 
gravel  and  a  hedge.  This  dusty  highway  wound 
along,  over  hill  and  dale,  from  Horsingham  all 
the  way  to  London,  and  at  certain  seasons  of 
the  year  it  was  thronged  with  a  miscellaneous 
crowd,  including  tramps,  gipsies,  and  generally 
disreputable  characters,  in  whose  too  close 
neighborhood  my  parents  wmuld  have  trembled 
to  trust  their  little  girl.  My  nurse-maid,  there¬ 
fore,  had  orders  never  to  let  me  out  of  her  sight 
when  father  and  mother  were  away  from  home. 

Horsingham  possesses  a  fine  race-course,  and 
was,  and  is,  renowned  for  a  great  annual  race, 
to  which  people  flock  from  all  parts  of  England. 
There  is  a  spring  meeting,  too,  but  the  great 
race  is  in  the  autumn.  I  remember  Horsing¬ 
ham  before  there  was  a  railway  station  there, 
and  I  consequently  also  rememher  seeing  from 
my  nursery  window,  which  looked  on  to  the  road, 
the  smart  mail-coaches,  laden  with  passengers, 
that  dashed,  with  their  four  horses,  toward  the 
town  at  a  certain  hour  every  day.  And  then  at 
“  race  time”  the  number  and  variety  of  vehicles 
that  passed  were  endless.  Water-Eardley  was 
situated  about  five  miles  from  Horsingham,  and 
four  from  the  race-course,  which  lay  between  us 
and  the  town.  Mortlands  was  nearly  opposite 
to  the  race-course.  Only  from  grandfather’s 
house  all  signs  and  S3'mptoms  of  “The  Great 
Autumn  Meeting”  were  jealously  excluded. 
Grandfather  hated  the  very  name  of  horse¬ 
racing,  and  all  connected  with  it ;  and  the  ear¬ 
liest  occasion  when  I  remember,  as  a  child,  to 
have  heard  sharp  words  pass  between  him  and 
my  father  was  during  a  discussion  on  that  sub¬ 
ject. 

However,  Dr.  Hewson  and  his  son-in-law 
were  verj’  good  friends  in  general,  and  father 
was  never  unwilling  to  allow  me  to  go  to  Mort¬ 
lands,  although  he  might  be  puzzled  by  the 
oddity  of  my  taste  in  wishing  to  do  so.  He 
had  great  faith  in  grandfather’s  medical  .skill, 
and  believed  that  my  health  (which  was  rather 
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delicate  when  I  was  a  little  child)  was  bene¬ 
fited  by  Dr.  Hewson’s  supervision.  I  doubt 
not  he  was  right  in  so  believing ;  but  I  am  sure 
that  the  health  of  my  mind  benefited  even  more 
than  that  of  my  body  by  being  subject  to  grand¬ 
father’s  influence.  But  I  do  not  suppose  it 
ever  occurred  to  father  to  conceive  that  my 
mental  condition  needed  any  more  subtle  treat¬ 
ment  than  unlimited  indulgence,  so  long  as  I 
did  not  make  myself  actively  troublesome,  and 
an  occasional  whipping  (performed  in  a  rather 
perfunctory  manner)  when  I  became  a  nuisance 
to  my  elders. 

In  endeavoring  to  describe  the  course  of  my 
uneventful  childhood  I  shall  present  as  faith¬ 
fully  as  I  can  those  things  which  are  most 
strongly  impressed  on  my  memory,  without 
much  regard  to  the  relative  importance  I  should 
now  attach  to  them.  To  revert  to  my  former 
simile,  I  shall  take  at  random  those  pictures 
which  remain  the  most  vivid  in  certain  long- 
locked  chambers  of  my  brain. 

For,  although  I  be  not  skilled  to  analyze 
them,  I  doubt  not  that  the  causes  which  keep 
some  memories  fresh,  while  others  fade  and 
perish,  are  interwoven  with  the  whole  fabric  of 
my  nature. 


CHAPTEE  II. 

I  HAD  passed  my  seventh  birthday  at  home. 
Mother  had  asked  some  children  to  spend  the 
evening  with  me,  and  we  had  had  cake  and 
fruit  and  blind-man’s-buff  and  magic-lantern. 
All  this  I  know,  because  it  is  so  set  down  in 
the  chronicles  of  the  family;  but  real  remem¬ 
brance  of  these  festivities  I  have  none — or  a 
very  slight  one. 

I  remember  the  morning  better ;  when  I 
awoke  to  find  a  bright  red  doll’s  house,  with 
green  balconies,  and  a  story-book  by  my  bed¬ 
side.  The  doll’s  house  was  from  father ;  the 
story-book  was  mother’s  gift.  I  can  see  the 
book  now,  guiltless  of  illuminated  borders  or 
chromo-lithog-raphs,  but  a  treasure  to  me  be¬ 
yond  all  price.  I  could  read  it  fluently.  Mo¬ 
ther  had  taught  me  to  read  when  I  was  little 
more  than  a  baby,  by  throwing  bone  counters 
on  the  floor  for  me  to  scramble  for,  on  one  side 
of  which  counters  were  two  black,  portly  letters 
of  the  alphabet  (a  capital  and  a  small  letter), 
and  on'  the  other  a  colored  picture  of  some 
bird,  beast,  or  flower,  whose  name  began  with 
the  same  letter.  This,  too,  is  matter  of  faith 
with  me,  and  not  of  knowledge ;  for  although 
I  distinctly  remember  the  look  of  the  bone 
counters — one  especially,  bearing  the  image  of 
a  prancing  horse,  with  a  coat  of  the  color  called 
by  artists  burnt  sienna — that  is  because  some 
remnants  of  this  notable  company  of  worthies 
lingered  on  in  my  nursery  until  I  was  at  least 
nine  or  ten  years  old.  I  know  not  how  they 
finally  disappeared.  Who  does  know  how  such 
things  finally  disappear  ? 

At  all  events  I  tvas  quite  able  to  read  my 


birthday  book,  and  I  so  enjoyed  reading  it  that 
I  insisted  on  carrying  it  to  grandfather’s  when 
I  went  to  Mortlands  on  the  day  after  it  was 
given  to  me. 

Father  and  mother  were  going  to  spend  a 
week  with  an  aunt  of  the  former  who  lived 'in 
the  country,  some  miles  from  us,  and  I  was  to 
stay  at  Mortlands  during  their  absence.  This 
prospect  was  the  only  thing  that  could  have 
consoled  me  for  mother’s  going  away.  But  no 
prospect  could  make  me  part  from  her  un¬ 
moved.  Dear  mother !  how  pretty  and  grace¬ 
ful  she  looked  as  she  stood  at  the  door  to  watch 
me  depart !  I  can  see  her  now,  with  her  deli¬ 
cate  muslin  dress,  and  a  crimson  ribbon  at  her 
throat,  and  her  bright  curls  falling  lightly  from 
a  high  comb  that  gathered  them  together  at 
the  back  of  her  head.  But  my  last  glimpse  of 
her,  as  the  dog-cart  whisked  round  the  corner 
of  the  drive,  was  dimmed  by  tears. 

“  Don’t  ye  take  on,  Miss  Anne  1  ”  said  Dodd, 
the  groom,  who  was  driving,  and  beside  whom 
I  was  perched  on  some  cushions. 

I  did  not  wish  my  tears  to  be  observed,  and 
I  turned  my  head  aside,  as  if  to  contemplate  the 
landscape,  while  I  took  out  my  little  pocket- 
handkerchief  to  wipe  my  eyes.  This,  however, 
was  an  operation  I  could  not  perform  unob¬ 
served,  for  my  handkerchief  was  attached  by  a 
loop  to  a  ribbon  round  my  waist,  and  I  well 
remember  the  difficulties  connected  with  the 
using  of  that  square  of  cambric.  ' 

Selina,  my  nurse-maid,  perceived  that  I  was 
bending  myself  double,  and  was  twisted  all  on 
one  side ;  and,  leaning  over  from  the  back  seat 
where  she  sat,  exclaimed,  “What’s  she  doing? 
Why,  Anne !  if  she  ain’t  crying !  Well,  I 
wouldn’t  be  such  a  baby!” 

The  effect  of  which  S3^mpathizing  speech  was 
to  make  my  tears  flow  the  faster. 

Dodd  was  gruff  but  good-natured,  and,  de¬ 
spite  his  rough  exterior,  had  more  delicate  tact 
than  buxom,  bright-eyed  Selina. 

“Come,”  said  Dodd,  “I  don’t  know  what 
you  may  think  of  it,  S’lina,  but  it  seems  to  mo 
as  a  young  lady  of  seven — turned  seven  yenv 
old — ain’t  exactly  a  baby!  That’s  a  funny 
idea,  ain’t  it.  Miss  Anne  ?  Turned  seven — 
rising  eight,  as  one  may  say!  Lord,  S’lina,  I 
should  have  thought  as  you’d  have  knowed 
better  than  that !” 

I  glanced  up  at  Dodd  half  distrustfully,  but  he 
kept  his  eyes  steadily  turned  away,  and  flicked 
Euby  (father’s  fast-trotting  mare)  thoughtfully 
with  his  whip.  This  sagacious  behavior  had  its 
due  effect.  I  hastily  wiped  off  the  last  tear  with 
the  extreme  corner  of  my  pocket-handkerchief, 
and  prepared  to  comport  myself  with  the  self- 
command  which  the  Avorld  evidently  expected 
from  a  person  of  seven  years  old. 

But  Selina,  with  characteristic  obtuseness, 
disturbed  my  returning  composure. 

“Ah!”  said  she;  “the  idea  of  crying  when 
she’s  a-going  to  her  grandfather’s !  Such  a 
nice  place  to  be  at!” 

I  perfectly  well  knew  that  Selina  by  no 


57G 


HARFER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


means  considered  it  a  nice  place.  I  detected 
(or  fancied  I  detected)  a  tone  of  ridicule  in  her 
voice  I  and  ridicule  directed  against  the  in¬ 
mates  of  Mortlands  always  stung  me  sorely.  I 
said  nothing,  but  I  felt  my  cheeks  burn,  and 
my  childish  heart  beat  fast. 

I  know  not  whether  it  were  mere  stupid  love 
of  teasing,  or  whether  Selina  really  fancied  I 
was  deceived  by  her  clumsy  acting ;  but  at  all 
events  she  continued  to  speak  of  Mortlands  in 
the  same  sneering  tone. 

“Oh  my.  Miss  Anne,  how  pleasant  it  must 
be  there,  to  be  sure !  You  always  enjoy  your¬ 
self  at  Mortlands,  don’t  you  ?” 

“Yes,”  I  answered,  sharply;  “I  do  enjoy 
myself  there ;  but  I  sha’n’t  talk  to  you  about 
it.” 

“  Hoighty,  toighty  !  Wliy  not,  pray  ?” 

“Because  you  can’t  understand  things. 
You’re  stupid,  and  I  don’t  like  you.” 

Selina  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  which  irri¬ 
tated  me  the  more  because  I  felt  it  to  be  gen¬ 
uine. 

“Now  she’s  on  the  high  ropes!”  she  ex¬ 
claimed.  “There  never  was  such  a  faddy  lit¬ 
tle  monkey  I” 

“Leave  her  alone,”  said  Dodd;  “  what’s’ 
the  good  of  bothering  the  child  ?  It’s  nat’ral 
she  should  love  them  as  loves  her.  Every 
body  ain’t  so  hard-hearted  as  you  be.” 

Selina  had  the  good-humor  of  utter  insensi¬ 
bility.  She  was  not  in  the  least  put  out  by  this 
speech.  It  sank  into  my  heart  though,  and 
from  that  day  forth  commenced  a  new  feeling 
in  me  for  Dodd.  I  was  grateful  to  him  with 
a  gratitude  which  those  alone  can  understand 
who,  in  childhood,  have  needed  and  received  a 
refreshing  word  of  timely  sympathy.  It  fell 
on  my  angry  spirit  like  dew  on  a  parched  soil. 

I  vras  silent  for  a  while.  But  the  brightness 
of  the  day,  the  exhilarating  movement  of  the 
vehicle  through  the  fresh  air,  and  the  still  more 
exhilarating  sense  of  kindness  at  hand,  soon  re¬ 
stored  my  cheerfulness. 

During  the  remainder  of  the  drive  I  ignored 
Selina  as  far  as  possible  (I  had  by  no  means 
forgiven  her),  and  chatted  away  with  Dodd.  I 
had  already  read  one  or  two  of  the  stories  in 
my  new  book,  and  I  talked  instructively,  as  I 
fiattered  myself,  retailing  much  newly  acquired 
information.  One  of  the  stories  was  laid  in 
India ;  and  I  gave  Dodd  a  glowing  account  of 
a  country  far  away,  where  it  was  very,  very  hot 
always — far  hotter  than  the  hottest  summer  in 
England — but  where  there  were  strange  ani¬ 
mals  and  splendid  plants,  and  where  the  people 
wore  gold  and  diamonds  on  their  clothes,  and 
rode  about  on  elephants. 

To  this  Dodd  replied  that  he  didn’t  believe 
as  he  should  think  much  of  that  country ;  give 
him  horse-flesh !  Which  a  little  disappointed 
me. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  dear  old  garden  gate 
at  Mortlands,  Selina  got  down  to  ring  the  bell, 
for  Ruby  did  not  like  standing,  and  Dodd 
thought  it  unsafe  to  relinquish  the  reins. 


Selina  rang  a  peel  at  the  rusty  bell  that  made 
me  quiver  sympathetically  as  the  clanging  noise 
broke  the  peaceful  stillness  of  the  place,  for  I 
knew  how  it  would  jar  against  the  calm  that 
reigned  there.  At  home  I  should  not  have 
cared  had  she  made  twice  as  much  noise. 

After  a  little  pause  the  gate  was  opened,  and 
Eliza  appeared  at  it.  She  was  no  more  flurried 
than  if  Selina’s  alarum  had  been  the  tinkling 
of  a  musical  box.  I  reflected  that,  under  cer¬ 
tain  eircumstances,  it  was  not  wholly  a  misfor¬ 
tune  to  be  somewhat  deaf. 

A  little  black  trunk,  containing  some  clothes 
for  me,  was  lifted  down  and  placed  inside  the 
gate.  Selina  gave  me  a  sounding  kiss  on  the 
cheeks,  which  I  received  with  passive  coldness, 
and  mounted  to  her  place  again.  Dodd  touch¬ 
ed  his  hat  as  I  called  out,  “Good-by,  Dodd; 
please  tell  mother  that  I  am  very  well,  and  that 
I  had  a  nice  drive.”  And  then  Ruby,  who  had 
been  fidgeting  and  chafing  during  the  few  min¬ 
utes  of  her  enforced  stay,  set  oif  along  the  ave¬ 
nue  of  branching  elms  that  bordered  the  road 
from  Horsingham  nearly  all  the  way  to  Water- 
Eardley,  at  a  pace  that  soon  earried  the  dog¬ 
cart  out  of  sight. 

Eliza  shut  and  locked  the  gate,  and  I  stood 
in  the  garden,  a  little  dizzy  with  my  rapid 
drive. 

From  subsequent  and  repeated  experience 
of  similar  days,  I  do  not  doubt  that  as  soon  as 
I  had  seen  Mrs.  Abram  I  was  sent  into  the 
garden  to  amuse  myself  until  the  dinner  hour, 
at  which  time  grandfather  would  join  Mrs. 
Abram  and  me.  All  the  morning  he  was  either 
seeing  patients  abroad  (although  he  had  volun¬ 
tarily,  and  by  degrees,  already  relinquished  a 
great  part  of  his  practice),  or  was  shut  up  in 
his  study,  where  none  of  us  would  have  dared 
to  disturb  him  save  on  the  very  gravest  emerg¬ 
ency. 

I  say  that,  from  subsequent  experience,  I  do 
not  doubt  that  I  was  welcomed  by  Mrs.  Abram 
in  her  own  mournful  and  husky  manner,  and 
was  then  sent  out  to  amuse  myself ;  but  I  do 
not  remember  that  such  was  the  fact. 

The  next  picture  that  memory  preserves  of 
that  day  shows  me  myself  nestling  on  the  rus- 
tie,  moss-grown  seat  I  have  once  before  alluded 
to,  with  the  new  story-book  in  my  hand,  and  a 
heap  of  flame-colored  nasturtiums  on  my  lap. 
How  well  I  recall  the  hot,  pungent  taste  of 
their  seed-vessels  that  I  loved  to  bite  at,  al¬ 
though  they  burned  my  mouth !  I  was  read¬ 
ing  a  story  whose  heroine  was  called  Helen; 
and  I  have  ever  since  connected  that  name 
with  the  color  of  yellow — an  association  due, 
of  course,  to  the  nasturtiums. 

Presently,  as  it  draws  near  two  o'clock — 
grandfather’s  dinner  hour — Eliza  comes  to  call 
me  into  the  house,  and  takes  me  to  the  little 
bedroom  I  always  occupy  at  Mortlands,  there 
to  wash  my  face  and  hands,  and  brush  my  hair. 
And  while  this  operation  is  being  performed 
she  i-eveals  to  me  that  she  has  got  leave  to  go 
out  to  tea  some  evening  toward  the  end  of  the 
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week,  and  to  take  me  with  her,  if  I  am  willing 
to  go.  This  is  great  news,  I  am  very  willing 
to  go,  and  begin  to  inquire  about  Eliza’s  friends 
with  much  interest. 

“Are  they  nice  people,  Eliza?” 

“  Why,  Miss  Anne,  they  are  humble,  but  god¬ 
ly.  They  have  got  religion,  the  whole  family.” 

“Like  Mrs.  Abram?”  I  ask,  doubtfully,  for 
the  phrase  to  my  ears  is  not  suggestive  of  fes¬ 
tivity. 

“  Oh,  Miss  Anne,  it  is  not  for  mo  to  judge. 
They  don’t  belong  to  the  same  Church,  you 
know.  They  go  to  our  chapel.” 

“Do  they — do  they  have  nice  things  when 
they  ask  people  to  tea,  Eliza?” 

'The  answer  to  this  question  was  highly  re¬ 
assuring ;  it  included  hot  butter-cakes  and  oth¬ 
er  dainties,  so  that  I  descended  to  dinner  in 
very  good  spirits.  I  was  not,  in  truth,  a  spe¬ 
cially  greedy  child.  But  the  only  very  “re¬ 
ligious”  person  I  knew  at  that  time  was  Mrs. 
Abram ;  and  her  ascetism  was  such  that  I  was 
prepared  to  find  people  renowned  for  piety  in¬ 
different  to  hot  tea-cakes,  if  not  absolutely  dis¬ 
approving  of  them.  An  enlarged  experience 
has  since  entirely  disabused  my  mind  of  that 
notion. 

Grandfather  was  as  kind  and  dear  as  ever, 
and  even  Mrs.  Abram  only  gave  a  smothered 
sigh  as  she  wished  me  many  happy  returns  of 
my  birthday.  Grandfather  gave  me  a  beautiful 
toy  dog,  snowy  white,  with  a  red  morocco  col¬ 
lar  round  its  neck,  and  standing  on  a  green 
platform.  Mrs.  Abram  presented  me  with  a 
woolen  jacket  of  her  own  knitting,  and  would 
have  added  a  packet  of  penny  books,  but  that 
grandfather  peremptorily  interposed  to  prevent 
her. 

“Don’t  you  think  you  shall  be  accountable 
for  keeping  the  bread  of  life  from  her.  Dr.  Hew- 
son?”  remonstrated  Mrs.  Abram.  She  spoke 
so  slowly  and  huskily,  with  such  a  far-off  muf¬ 
fled  tone  (as  of  one  discoursing  inside  an  empty 
hogshead),  that  I  was  impelled  to  clear  my 
throat  with  -  a  shrill  sound  that  was  almost  a 
scream. 

“No  doubt  I  shall  be  accountable  for  that,  if 
I  am  accountable  for  any  of  my  actions,  Judith. 
Come,  come,  eat  your  dinner.” 

Grandfather  tapped  sharply  once  or  twice 
with  his  open  palm  on  the  table-cloth,  and 
poor  Mrs.  Abram  started  from  a  melancholy 
drooping  attitude  she  had  assumed,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  obey  him. 

All  through  dinner-time  he  watched  her 
closely,  and,  if  he  saw  any  symptoms  of  moodi¬ 
ness  ill  her,  proceeded  to  rouse  her  with  a  per¬ 
emptory  sharpness,  which  I  did  not  then  fully 
understand,  hut  which  I  now  know  to  have 
been  dictated  by  kindness  and  wisdom. 

I  was  radiant,  and  talked  about  my  various 
birthday  gifts  with  the  genuine  self- engross¬ 
ment  of  a  child.  The  toy  dog’s  name  was  a  mat¬ 
ter  for  great  debate  and  deliberation.  When 
at  length  that  was  settled  (I  called  it  Jessie ; 
I  have  totally  forgotten  for  what  reason)  din- 
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ner  was  over,  and  I  climbed  on  to  grandfather’s 
knee  and  petitioned  to  have  a  story  told  me. 
A  story  1  That  was  my  great  delight.  Any 
one  who  would  tell  me  a  story  was  sure  of  win¬ 
ning  favor  in  my  eyes. 

Grandfather  had  a  quantity  of  iron-gray  hair 
tossed  about  in  confusion  over  his  head.  Oc¬ 
casionally  the  whim  would  seize  me  to  arrange 
this  thick  mane  in  what  I  considered  a  becom¬ 
ing  manner,  and  I  made  loud  lament  that  grand¬ 
father’s  hair  would  not  “stay  parted.”  It  would 
no  more  “  stay  parted”  than  water  will.  And 
yet  no  lady’s  hair  is  softer  and  silkier  than  were 
those  willful  locks. 

On  this  special  day  I  claimed  a  sort  of  birth¬ 
day  privilege  to  combine  the  two  enjoyments 
of  combing  grandfather’s  hair  and  listening  to 
grandfather’s  story. 

“What  shall  I  tell  thee,  little  Nancy?”  ask¬ 
ed  grandfather,  submitting  with  sweet  patience 
to  the  ruthless  operations  of  my  seven-year-old 
fingers  as  they  plunged  into  his  hair. 

“  Oh,  a  story,  please,  grandfather :  any  story !  ” 

“  Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  man  who 
was  very  poor,  and  got  his  living  by  cutting 
wood  in  a  forest — •” 

“Oh,  I  know  that  one!  That’s  the  Eorty 
Thieves !” 

“Well,  you  didn’t  bargain  for  a  new  story, 
little  Nancy !” 

“  No ;  but-please-zcotiZc?-you-because-yester- 
day-was-my-birthday  ?”  said  I,  breathlessly,  in 
one  polysyllabic  utterance. 

“  But  I  don’t  know  any  new  stories.” 

“  Then  tell  about  something.  Tell  about  sav¬ 
ages.” 

“Oh,  you  little  barbarian!  I  suppose  you 
would  like  to  hear  about  cannibals  best?” 

“Poor  creatures!”  murmured  Mrs.  Abram, 
shaking  her  head  over  her  work.  “  How  awful 
to  think  of  the  heathen!” 

She  raised  her  eyes  as  she  spoke  with  such  a 
strange  look  of  terror  that  I  clung  closer  to 
grandfather,  under  the  influence  of  a  nameless 
alarm.  I  was  always  very  accessible  to  emo¬ 
tions  of  fear — a  peculiar,  formless  fear,  com¬ 
pounded  of  vague  possibilities.  In  the  presence 
of  physical  pain,  or  tangible  danger,  I  was  not 
a  coward. 

Grandfather  stroked  my  head  softly,  and 
made  answer,  “No,  no,  little  Nancy;  we  will 
have  nothing  savage  in  our  birthday  story.  We 
will  speak  of  something  pleasanter.  I  have  a 
true  story  that  I  can  tell  you ;  a  story  about  a 
boy.” 

“What  boy  ?” 

“An  Anglo-Scottish  boy.” 

“What  for?” 

My  question  was  merely  intended  to  demand, 
in  a  compendious  manner,  all  the  information 
that  could  be  given  me  respecting  the  boy. 
But  Mrs.  Abram  interpreted  it  literally,  and  re¬ 
plied,  as  through  a  blanket,  “Will  of  God, 
love.” 

“There  were,  once  upon  a  time,  two  boys,” 
began  grandfather. 
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“  Two  boys — ?” 

He  held  up  a  warning  finger  to  prevent  fur¬ 
ther  interruptions ;  and  I  nestled  my  head 
down  against  his  breast  so  that  I  might  feel  as 
well  as  hear  the  vibrations  of  his  deep  voice, 
and  prepared  to  listen  quietly. 

“  These  two  boys  were  at  school  together. 
One  was  six  years  the  elder  of  the  other,  so 
that  he  was  quite  an  old  boy  in  comparison  to 
the  little  fellow.  ” 

“May  I  just  ask  this  :  what  were  they  call¬ 
ed?” 

Grandfather  paused  a  moment,  and  then  said, 
“The  big  boy  was  called  Abel,  and  the  other 
Stephen.  Stephen  was  a  bright-faced,  affec¬ 
tionate  boy — very  bold  and  generous  by  nature. 
About  Abel  I  can  not  say  very  much,  except 
that  he  was  not  mean  or  cruel,  and  did  not  like 
to  see  the  small  boys  put  upon  by  the  elders. 
Steenie  —  that  was  Stephen’s  nickname — was 
another  boy’s  fag.”  Here  I  again  interrupted 
to  have  the  meaning  of  that  word  explained  to 
me ;  which  being  done,  grandfather  resumed  : 

“Steenie’s  master  was  a  very  brutal  boy. 
He  liked  to  tease  and  hurt  animals,  and  to  in¬ 
flict  pain  on  any  helpless  thing  that  could  not 
resist  him.  Nobody  liked  him,  but  many  fear¬ 
ed  him ;  for  he  was  tall  and  strong,  and  ready 
to  fight  always.  One  day  poor  little  Steenie 
had  offended  this  ruffianly  boy;  and  after 
school-hours,  when  we  were  all  in  a  big  play¬ 
ground  together,  he  set  upon  the  little  fellow, 
and  began  to  beat  him  so  cruelly  that  several 
of  the  boys  cried  shame  !” 

“  Why  didn’t  they  save  Steenie  ?  I  would 
ha\e  hilled  that  bad  boy  !  I  would  have  got  a 
gun  and  shot  him  !” 

I  clenched  my  little  fists,  and  sat  uprightly 
on  grandfather’s  knee,  with  cheeks  on  fire  with 
indignation.  He  looked  at  me  curiously,  but 
not  angrily.  Mrs.  Abram,  on  the  contrary, 
raised  her  hands  in  reprobation  of  my  evil  pas¬ 
sions. 

“We  didn’t  shoot  each  other,  little  Nancy,” 
said  grandfather.  “The  masters  would  have 
objected  to  the  practice,  and  it  might,  if  carried 
to  any  length,  have  brought  discredit  on  the 
school.  But  Abel  was  very  grieved  and  angry 
to  see  the  poor  little  fellow  so  badly  used ;  so 
he  went  up  to  the  bully,  whose  name  was  Jack- 
son,  and  told  him  either  to  leave  off  beating 
Steenie,  or  to  fight  him  (Abel).” 

I  hope  he  hurt  Jackson  ten  times  worse 
than  Jackson  hurt  Steenie !” 

“Well,  he  had  all  the  will  to  do  so,  but 
Jackson  happened  to  be  twice  as  big  and  strong 
as  Abel,  and  Abel  got  licked.  But  he  had 
given  Jackson  enough  for  one  while,  and  he 
never  afterward  was  so  cruel  to  little  Steenie 
as  he  had  been.  And  not  long  after  the  fight 
Jackson  left  the  school,  and  then  Steenie  be¬ 
came  Abel’s  fag,  and  they  grew  very  fond  of 
one  another.” 

“  I  should  have  loved  Abel — oh,  ever  so !  if 
I  had  been  Steenie.” 

“Steenie  was  a  very  grateful-hearted  little 


fellow,  and  he  did  love  Abel  ‘  ever  so,’  although 
what  Abel  had  done  for  him  was  a  small  thing, 
after  all.  One  day  Steenie  jumped  into  the 
river,  with  his  clothes  on,  to  save  a  little  dog 
from  being  drowned,  just  because  he  knew  Abel 
was  fond  of  the  creature.” 

“I  like  Steenie.” 

“  Yes ;  most  people  did  like  Steenie.” 

“  Did  he  die  ?” 

“No;  he  grew  up  to  be  a  man,  and  became 
a  soldier,  and  went  away  to  India.” 

“  Oh,  I  know  all  about  India!” 

“Do  you,  indeed,  little  Nancy?  That  is 
rather  valuable  knowledge  in  these  days.” 

“Yes;  it’s  awfully  hot  there.” 

“True.  Well,  that  is  nearly  as  much  as 
some  government  officials  have  known  about 
India  within — the  last  cycle  or  so  !  You  open 
big  eyes,  and  don’t  understand  a  word  I’m  say¬ 
ing,  little  Nancy.  Well,  Steenie  went  to  India, 
and  married  a  pretty  young  lady,  whom  he  was 
very  fond  of,  there ;  and  they  lived  very  hap¬ 
pily  until  the  young  lady  died.” 

“  What  became  of  Abel,  grandfather  ?” 

“  Oh,  you  want  to  know  what  became  of 
Abel  ?  Why,  he  didn’t  turn  soldier.  He  took 
to  killing  folk  in  another  fashion.” 

“  Why  did  he  kill  them  ?”  said  I,  a  good  deal 
startled. 

“Eor  the  same  reason  as  the  soldier— to 
earn  his  living.” 

“Is  Steenie  the— the— Anglo-Saxon  boy  you 
were  going  to  tell  me  of,  grandfather?” 

“  Anglo-Scottish,  little  Nancy.  No  ;  the  boy 
I  had  chiefly  to  speak  about  is  Steenie’s  son, 
Donald  Ayrlie.” 

“Oh!  then  it’s  ever  so  long  ago  the  fight, 
and— wh3',  grandfather,  your  name  is  Abel !” 

“And  yoj/rreal  name  is  Anne,  if  you  come  to 
that,  little  Nancy.” 

“  No,  but  do  tell  me !  Was  it  you  that  saved 
the  hoy  and  fought  the  other  boy  ?  But,  grand¬ 
father,  I'm  sure  you  never  killed  any  body? 
So  you  just  told  a  story — there  now!” 

“  You  asked  for  a  stoiy,  didn’t  you  ?  But  I 
must  finish,  because  I  want  to  go  awa^'",  and 
there  is  an  interesting  part  to  come.  Steenie’s 
son,  Donald,  was  sent  home  from  India  when 
he  was  a  very  small  child.  India— which  you 
know  all  about — does  not  do  for  little  white 
boys  and  girls  to  live  in.  They  wither  up  like 
flowers  that  get  no  shelter  from  the  sun.  So 
Donald  Ayrlie  was  sent  to  his  mother’s  rela¬ 
tions  in  England  to  be  taken  care  of.  But 
the  relations  are  going  to  leave  England  ;  and 
Donald  is  now  a  good  big  boy  at  school.  And 
his  father  wrote  to  me  to  ask  if  I  would  let  him, 
for  the  sake  of  auld  lang  syne — ” 

“What’s  that?” 

“  I  can  not  stay  to  explain  it  fully  now.  In 
short.  Captain  Ayrlie  asked  if  I  would  let  his 
boy  spend  his  holidays  here,  now  and  then ; 
and  if  I  would  look  after  him  sometimes.  And 
he  IS  coming  very  soon  ; — there  noio  !  as  you 
saj',  little  Nancy.” 

Grandfather  set  me  down  on  the  floor,  kissed 
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me,  and  bade  me  be  good  and  not  tease  Mrs. 
Abram.  And  then  he  went  away  to  his  study. 

I  would  fain  have  asked  a  hundred  questions 
about  this  Donald,  and  about  grandfather’s 
school  life,  and  many  other  things.  But  I 
knew  that  it  was  vain  to  beg  grandfather  to 
stay  when  -he  had  once  said  he  must  go.  I 
never  knew  him  go  back  from  his  word  in  the 
most  trifling  things. 

So  I  was  driven  to  calm  my  excitement  as 
best  I  could ;  and  being  in  want  of  something 
to  do,  I  accepted  Mrs.  Abram’s  offer  of  teach¬ 
ing  me  to  do  a  sample,  and  sat  down  with  a 
box  full  of  scraps  of  colored  wool  and  a  square 
of  canvas,  to  mark  my  name  on  it.  Mrs.  Abram 
took  advantage  of  grandfather’s  absence  to  read 
aloud  from  one  of  the  little  penny  books  she  had 
by  her.  My  head  was  so  full  of  other  matters 
that  I  did  not  attend  very  much  to  what  she 
was  reading.  I  have  a  dim  notion  that  it  was 
the  life  (after  his  reformation)  of  a  penitent 
“navvj’-,”  who  had  been  a  hideous  reprobate, 
and  who  was  quite  sure  that  his  own  sins  had 
been  washed  white  as  snow,  but  suffered  a  good 
deal  from  despondency  about  the  sins  of  his 
neighbors. 

But  I  was  so  engrossed  with  speculations  as 
to  what  “  Donald”  would  be  like,  that  not  only 
did  he  stand  between  me  and  the  “  navvy” 
(which  perhaps  was  as  well),  but  he  absolutely 
obliterated  the  promised  tea -drinking  for  a 
while.  By-and-by  Mrs.  Abram  went  away  to 
her  own  room.  I  think  she  usually  took  a  nap 
after  dinner,  but  I  am  not  sure. 

I  was  not  sorry  to  be  alone.  There  I  sat 
before  the  red,  glowing  fire,  dreaming  delight¬ 
fully.  It  was  in  the  autumn.  I  am  sure  of 
the  date  by  my  birthday,  which  falls  on  the  17th 
of  September,  and  this  was  the  following  day. 

There  is  a  fibre  in  my  composition  which  al¬ 
ways  responds  to  the  influence  of  a  pensive 
melancholy.  I  suppose  it  is  the  same  strain  in 
my  nature  that,  for  as  long  as  I  can  recollect, 
has  made  me  prefer  to  spring  and  morning  the 
evening  of  the  day  and  the  autumn  of  the  year. 

I  have  said  that  I  was  alone,  but  in  fact 
there  was  another  occupant  of  the  room  (I  speak 
not  of  visionary  creatures  of  the  fancy,  for  they 
were  thick  as  motes  in  a  sunbeam,  and  made  a 
socie(||  that  I  loved  better  than  that  of  most 
beings  in  the  flesh),  namely,  Tib,  my  grandfa¬ 
ther’s  tailless  Manx  cat,  whom  I  looked  on  as 
a  rare  and  valuable  phenomenon  in  natural  his¬ 
tory.  Tib  crouched  on  the  hearth-rug  beside 
me,  purring  drowsily,  and  blinking  his  green 
eyes  at  the  fire.  Perhaps  he,  too,  was  dream¬ 
ing.  The  twilight  grew  deeper.  The  air  was 
so  still  that  not  a  twig  stirred  of  the  garden 
shrubs  outside  the  long  French  window,  and 
all  the  house  was  hushed  in  silence,  save  only 
the  chirp  of  crickets  on  the  kitchen  hearth.  I 
could  hear  their  elfin  voices  across  the  broad 
stone  passage  that  divided  it  from  the  dining¬ 
room,  and  Tib’s  purring  droned  out  a  dreamy 
bass  to  the  shrill  cricket  chorus. 

Suddenly,  but  softly,  Eliza  opened  the  door 


and  said  to  some  unseen  person,  “  Master  is  in 
his  study.  He  can’t  be  disturbed  just  now. 
Will  you  please  stay  here  a  bit  until  I  can  tell 
Dr.  Hewson  as  you’re  come  ?” 

The  unseen  person  entered  the  room.  Eliza 
left  it  and  closed  the  door.  1  was  much  start¬ 
led.  The  apparition  of  a  stranger  at  Mortlands 
was  an  unprecedented  phenomenon  within  my 
remembrance.  I  remained  sitting  on  my  little 
stool,  with  my  scraps  of  wool  and  the  square  of 
canvas  crumpled  up  on  my  lap,  and  it  was  a 
second  or  so  before  I  ventured  to  raise  my  eyes. 
When  at  length  I  did  so,  they  encountered  no¬ 
thing  very  terrible — merely  a  roundish  head, 
dimly  seen  in  the  dusk,  and  by  no  means  so 
high  above  my  own  as  I  had  anticipated.  My 
eyes  fell  again  immediately,  and  lighted  on  a 
pair  of  clumsy  high-lows,  whereof  the  toe  of 
one  was  uneasily  hiding  against  the  heel  of  the 
other. 


CHAPTER  III. 

The  owner  of  the  high-lows  stood  for  half  a 
minute  without  moving,  further  than  to  kick 
one  foot  against  the  other,  as  I  have  said.  Then 
he  advanced  from  the  door  toward  the  fire  and 
sat  down.  But  he  took  a  chair  that  was  out  of 
the  range  of  the  fire-light,  and  was,  besides,  so 
far  from  the  window  as  to  receive  no  glimmer 
from  thence,  so  that  he  was  immediately  swal¬ 
lowed  up  in  a  black  gulf  of  shadow. 

I  observed  Tib  blink  greenly  toward  the  cor¬ 
ner  where  he  of  the  high-lows  sat,  and  I  envied 
Tib’s  power  of  vision,  for  I  firmly  believed  that 
cats  could  see  even  in  the  most  palpable  dark¬ 
ness,  and  I  took  it  for  granted  that  the  black 
shadow  was  to  Tib  transparent  as  a  crystal 
screen. 

I  did  not  know  what  to  do.  I  felt  that  I  was 
not  behaving  with  the  ease  and  a  plomb  which, 
according  to  Dodd,  might  be  expected  from  my 
years,  and  yet  an  invincible  shyness  bound  me. 

At  length,  after  a  silence  which  seemed  to  last 
an  hour,  I  muttered,  stammeringly,  “Would 
you  like  to  come  nearer  the  fire,  please  ?” 

“  Yes,  I  sho  uld,  ”  was  the  immediate  response, 
delivered  in  a  clear  voice,  and  with  an  accent 
that  was  strange  to  my  ears. 

Encouraged  by  this  prompt  acquiescence,  I 
ventured  further : 

“Would  you  like  to  have  the  other  stool  and 
sit  in  front  of  the  fire  As  I  spoke  the  stran¬ 
ger  emerged  from  his  obscurity,  and  I  saw  by 
the  fitful  light  from  the  hearth — it  was  now  al¬ 
most  dark  outside — a  little  boy  with  light  au¬ 
burn  hair  and  blue  eyes,  and  a  singularly  grave 
and  candid  expression  of  face.  When  I  ob¬ 
served  his  gloveless  hands,  red  and  purple  with 
the  cold,  I  did  not  wonder  that  he  should  be 
willing  to  approach  the  fire. 

He  drew  up  the  stool  I  had  pointed  out  be¬ 
side  mine,  and  sat  down,  stretching  his  legs 
out  straight  before  him.  They  were  not  very 
long  legs,  and  did  not  stretch  far;  but  they 
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were  stout  and  sturdy,  as  was  the  hoy  s  whole 
build. 

“How  cold  you  are,  ain’t  you?”  I  said,  em¬ 
boldened  by  finding  a  person  apparently  still 
more  silent  and  awkward  than  myself. 

He  nodded,  and  answered  briefly,  “Pretty 
well.”  Something  in  the  look  that  accompa¬ 
nied  the  words — a  half  smile,  a  little  frank  lift¬ 
ing  of  the  brows — made  me  all  at  once  sure  that 
this  could  be  no  other  than  “  Steenie’s”  son. 

“You’re  Donald,  ain’t  you?”  I  said,  forget¬ 
ting  to  be  shy  in  my  eagerness,  and  looking 
straight  at  him  with  all  my  eyes. 

“Yes;  I’m  Donald  Ayrlie.” 

He  kept  rubbing  his  hands,  or  clapping  them 
together,  and  tapped  with  one  thick  boot  against 
the  floor,  as  though  he  were  keeping  time  to  a 
tune. 

“I  know  about  your  father,  and  Abel,  and 
the  fight  with  Jackson.  Grandfather  told  me. 
Grandfather  was  Abel.  Did  you  know?” 

“Who  is  your  grandfather?”  demanded  Don¬ 
ald,  looking  at  me  very  solemnly. 

“Why,  Dr.  Hewson!  He  was  very  fond  of 
Steenie.  So  am  I.  I  like  Steenie  for  saving 
the  dog,  don’t  you  ?” 

It  appeared  on  investigation  that  Donald  was 
unacquainted  with  the  story  of  the  great  fight 
between  Hewson  and  Jackson,  and  the  cause 
of  that  terrific  combat.  He  merely  knew  in  a 
general  way  that  his  father  and  my  grandfather 
had  been  school-fellows.  But  he  had  not  seen 
his  father  for  a  long  time  (“Not  since  I  was 
quite  a  little  fellow,  several  years  ago,”  he  ob¬ 
served,  with  gravity),  and  he  was  of  opinion 
that  when  he  left  India  he  was  too  much  of  a 
baby  to  be  talked  to  on  such  important  topics. 

“I’m  seven  years  old,”  said  I.  “Turned 
seven !” 

“Oh,”  answered  Donald,  “I  was  seven  al¬ 
most  four  years  ago !” 

While  I  was  taxing  my  powers  of  calculation 
to  ascertain  the  present  age  of  this  enviable  per¬ 
son,  who  had  been  seven  almost  four  years  ago, 
he  added,  ‘  ‘  I  shall  be  eleven  in  two  Aionths.  ” 

We  both  sat  silent  for  a  time  after  this,  look¬ 
ing  into  the  fire.  At  length  I  resumed  the  con¬ 
versation  in  the  form  of  a  catechism ;  which,  in¬ 
deed,  was  the  form  my  conversation  was  apt  to 
take. 

“  Did  grandfather  know  that  you  were  com¬ 
ing  to-night  ?” 

“I  suppose  not.  The  maid  said  I  wasn’t  ex¬ 
pected  yet.  Old  Crowe  said  he  should  write  in 
time,  but  I  suppose  he  didn’t.  ” 

“  Who  is  old  Crowe  ?” 

“  Our  writing-master.” 

“  Do  you  like  him  ?” 

“No ;  I  should  think  not ! ”  The  answer  was 
given  in  such  a  tone  as  made  me  feel  that  my 
question  had  involved  an  absurdity.  Still  I 
could  not  refrain  asking,  timidly,  “Doesn’t 
any  body  like  him  ?” 

“  Oh,  I  don’t  know,”  replied  Donald,  musing¬ 
ly.  It  was  evidently  a  new  idea  to  him  that 
any  body  should  be  expected  to  like  old  Crowe. 


“  Don’t  his  relations  like  him  ?” 

“Perhaps  they  may.  I  shouldn’t  like  him 
if  he  was  my  relation,  that’s  all !” 

I  meditated  on  these  words  for  some  time, 
and  at  last  resolved  to  pursue  the  matter  fur¬ 
ther.  I  wished  Donald  to  like  me,  and  I 
thought  that  if  he  could  be  got  to  state  his 
grounds  of  objection  to  old  Crowe,  I  might 
obtain  a  criterion  whereby  to  judge  what  was 
likely  to  win  his  (Donald’s)  approbation ;  so  I 
put  yet  another  question :  “  shouldn’t  yon 
like  him  if  he  was  your  relation  ?” 

“  Old  Crowe !  Why  he  drops  his  h’s  1  And 
he’s  so  beastly  greedy!  Why  he  has  turtle- 
soup  every  day  at  the  pastry-cook’s ;  and  his 
wife  and  all  of  them  have  to  eat  scrag  of  mut¬ 
ton  !  I  shouldn’t  think  you’d  like  that  your¬ 
self!”  exclaimed  Donald,  in  a  tone  of  indig¬ 
nant  remonstrance. 

I  hastened  to  assure  him  that  I  should  not 
like  that  myself ;  and  that  I  considered  it  very 
naughty  and  shocking  to  be  greedy.  I  further 
reflected  with  secret  satisfaction  that  I  had 
been  taught  to  pronounce  my  h’s.  But  I  did 
not  mention  this  fact. 

Presently  I  resumed  my  catechism. 

“Who  brought  you  here?” 

“Nobody.  I  came  by  myself.” 

“Did — you — walk?”  I  demanded,  hesita¬ 
tingly. 

“Walk!”  echoed  Donald.  And  the  scorn 
in  his  voice  made  the  hot  blood  suffuse  my  face 
until  my  very  ears  tingled.  “Why,  what  a 
little  silly  you  must  be  to  suppose  I  could  walk 
from  one  end  of  England  to  the  other!” 

“  Oh  !  I  didn’t  know.” 

“Did  you  never  learn  geography?” 

I  was  forced,  with  unspeakable  humiliation, 
to  confess  that  I  had  not  yet  tackled  that  sci¬ 
ence.  But  I  asserted  (I  fear  quite  ground¬ 
lessly)  that  I  was  going  to  begin  immediately. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  much  geography,”  was 
Donald’s  utterly  unexpected  reply.  “We  do 
Latin  mostly.  And  a  jolly  lot  of  it  too,  I  can 
tell  you  !  You  wouldn’t  be  able  to  do  a  quar¬ 
ter  of  it.” 

I  suggested  that  I  thought  I  could  learn  Lat¬ 
in  if  I  tried. 

“Oh  no,  you  couldn’t,”  returned  Donald, 
decisively.  “Girls  never  learn  Latins  Be¬ 
sides,  you’re  too  small.  Hullo !  What  *ueer- 
looking  cat !  Why,  he  hasn’t  got  a  tail ! 
What  a  lark!” 

Donald  leaned  across  me  to  stroke  Tib,  who 
had  arisen,  and  was  stretching  himself  on  the 
hearth-rug,  thereby  conspicuously  exhibiting 
his  lack  of  tail. 

My  self- consequence  had  been  a  good 
deal  ruffled  by  Donald’s  cavalier  speech  about 
the  Latin.  The  accusation  of  smallness,  too, 
seemed  to  me  injurious.  I  therefore  seized 
on  the  present  opportunity  to  retort ;  and  an¬ 
swered,  with  dignity,  “Why,  he’s  a  Manx  cat. 
Manx  is  in  the  Isle  of  Man.  And  Manx  cats 
never  have  tails.  I  wonder  you  didn’t  know 
that!” 


ANNE  EUENESS. 


681 


“No!  Haven’t  they,  though  ?  None  of ’em 
got  any  tails  ?  Are  you  sure  ?  Have  you  ever 
been  at  Manx,  in  the  Isle  of  Man  ?” 

Donald  was  so  simply  good-humored,  so  will¬ 
ing  to  he  as  surprised  as  I  would  have  had  him, 
so  far  from  resenting,  or  even  perceiving,  my 
little  hit  of  a  sneer,  that  I  instantly  put  myself 
at  the  bar  of  conscience  (to  me,  that  has  never 
been  an  indulgent  tribunal.  I  have  usually 
found  my  judgment  of  myself  far  sterner  than 
the  judgment  of  others  upon  me ;  but,  alas,  I 
believe,  far  juster  also  !),  and  became  quite  pen¬ 
itent.  I  hoisted  up  Tib  in  my  arms,  and  set 
him  on  Donald’s  knees,  as  a  peace-offering,  ad¬ 
vising  him,  at  the  same  time,  to  stroke  Tib, 
and  feel  how  soft  his  coat  was ;  and  declaring 
that  I  dared  to  say  Tib  would  make  great 
friends  with  him  very  soon. 

At  this  moment  grandfather  opened  the  door, 
and  stood  there  for  a  second,  looking  at  our 
two  childish  heads  bending  down  close  together 
in  the  shine  of  the  fire. 

Donald  scrambled  to  his  feet  as  soon  as  he 
became  aware  of  grandfather’s  presence  in  the 
room,  and  the  latter  advanced  and  took  the 
boy’s  hand  kindly  in  his.  His  other  hand  he 
laid  on  Donald’s  head,  and  turned  his  face  so 
as  to  see  it  as  well  as  the  gloom  would  allow. 

“Hullo,  Master  Donald!”  said  grandfather, 
smiling  with  his  mouth,  but  fixing  grave,  search¬ 
ing  eyes  on  the  blue  eyes  raised  to  meet  his. 
“  So  you’ve  stolen  a  march  upon  us !  I  did 
not  expect  you  until  Wednesday.” 

“I  hope  it  ain’t  inconvenient.  Sir,”  began 
Donald,  blushing. 

“Not  a  bit,  boy;  not  a  bit!  Glad  to  see 
you.  H’m !  you’re  like  your  father.  You 
couldn’t  be  like  a  better  man.  Poor  little 
Steenie !  How  the  old  times  come  back !  But 
you’re  a  giant  to  what  he  was  when  I  first  knew 
him.  You’re  older,  eh?  Almost  eleven  ?  Aha! 
The  years  spin  along  ‘swifter  than  a  weaver’s 
shuttle.’  Men  found  that  out  in  the  ancientest 
days.  Good  face!” 

Grandfather  uttered  the  last  words  half 
aloud,  in  a  fashion  he  had  sometimes  of  sohlo- 
quizing  audibly.  And  as  he  spoke  them,  he 
relinquished  his  hold  of  Donald,  and  pushed 
him  gently  from  him. 

Then,  as  one  who  reads  aloud  closes  a  chap¬ 
ter  with  lowered  voice,  and  begins  a  fresh  one 
in  a  correspondingly  fresh  key,  grandfather  re¬ 
sumed  in  a  quite  different,  and  much  louder 
tone,  “Now,  before  I  ask  you  a  word  about 
your  journey,  or  any  thing  else,  go  up  stairs 
and  wash  your  hands  and  face,  and  brush  your 
hair,  for  tea.  You  must  be  hungry.  They’re 
getting  something  ready  for  you.  Here’s  Eli¬ 
za.  Show  Master  Ayrlie  to  his  room,  Eliza. 
Give  him  some  soap  and  water.  Eliza  will 
look  after  you.  She’s  a  very  good,  kind  young 
woman:  a  trifle  deaf;  so  that  if  she  don’t  an¬ 
swer  you  directly,  you  mustn’t  think  her  sulky. 
Be  off!” 

The  instant  Donald  had  disappeared  I  sprung 
upon  grandfather’s  knee,  and  plunged  into  a 


recital  of  all  that  I  had  said  to  Donald,  and  all 
that  Donald  had  said  to  me,  which  lasted  until 
Mrs.  Ahram  came  in,  simultaneously  with  the 
tea-tray. 

I  did  not  then  notice  it  as  any  thing  remark¬ 
able  ;  but  I  observe  retrospectively  that  Mrs. 
Abram  was  never  intrusted  with  any  house¬ 
hold  duties ;  that  she  was  never  expected  to 
take  any  share  in  the  domestic  administration ; 
and  that  she  never  seemed  to  wish  to  do  so. 
She,  indeed,  demanded  little  personal  atten¬ 
tion  ;  but  she  contributed  nothing  in  the  wav 
of  labor  or  arrangement  to  the  government  of 
the  house.  In  this  department  Keturah  held 
undivided  sway. 

I  gathered  a  general  notion  from  what  grand¬ 
father  and  Mrs.  Abram  said  to  each  other  that 
Donald  had  come  a  long  way  by  the  coach,  and 
that  he  was  at  a  great  public  school  in  a  south¬ 
ern  county.  I  remember  Mrs.  Abram  mur¬ 
muring,  in  her  huskiest  tones,  “Did  the  poor 
child  come  hy  himself  all  that  way.  Dr.  Hew- 
son?”  and  grandfather’s  replying,  “By  him¬ 
self?  Of  course  he  did  !  He  didn’t  require  a 
nurse-maid  to  take  care  of  him,  Judith.” 

Then  Donald  came  down,  with  his  face  shin¬ 
ing  very  much,  and  his  hair  all  sprinkled  with 
drops  of  water.  Cold  meat  and  some  beer 
were  brought  up  for  him,  and  Keturah  sent  in 
a  dish  of  mashed  potatoes  deliciously  crisped 
and  brown  on  the  top,  and  afterward  several  re¬ 
lays  of  hot  tea-cakes,  for  which  she  was  famous. 

Donald  ate  and  drank  with  true,  healthy, 
school-boy  appetite.  Mrs.  Abram  was  aghast 
at  the  quantity  of  food  that  disappeared  within 
his  unwearied  young  jaws.  But  grandfather 
looked  on  with  glistening  eyes.  I  had  my  lit¬ 
tle  cup  of  tea — a  pale  brown  liquid,  more  than 
three  parts  milk— and  some  of  the  nice  hot 
cake.  But  I  looked  longingly  at  the  mashed 
potatoes,  and  was  only  restrained  from  asking 
for  some  of  them  by  the  fear  lest  Donald  should 
think  me  greedy,  like  old  Crowe. 

After  tea  grandfather  took  his  usual  place  at 
the  fireside ;  Mrs.  Abram  sat  opposite  to  him, 
on  a  specially  uncomfortable  chair  she  had  se¬ 
lected  for  her  own  use,  and  began  to  knit  some¬ 
thing  made  of  fieecy  wool.  I  climbed  on  grand¬ 
father’s  knee,  and  Donald  was  bidden  to  draw 
his  chair  up  before  the  fire. 

“Now,  Donald  Ayrlie,”  said  grandfather, 
“have  you  been  duly  presented  and  introduced 
to  this  young  person  ?  Miss  Anne  Eurness,  of 
Water-Eardly  Manor,  commonly  called  little 
Nancy — ” 

“Not  commonly,  grandfather,”!  whispered. 

“  Only  by  you.” 

“  C/acommonly  called  little  Nancy,”  pursued 
grandfather ;  whereat  I  felt  abashed. 

“Have  you  made  friends  with  each  other, 
you  two  ?” 

“Yes,  Sir,”  said  Donald. 

“That’s  right.  I  want  you  to  be  good 
friends.  You  are  the  only  two  young  things  in 
the  house.  All  tlie  rest  of  us  are  very,  very 
ancient.” 
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“Is  Tib  old,  Sir?”  asked  Donald,  simply. 

“  Tib  is  fallen  into  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf,” 
replied  grandfather. 

“What  is  that,  grandfather?”  I  asked. 

“That  is  a  way  of  saying  that  he  is  getting 
old;  just  as  the  leaves  turn  dry  and  yellow 
when  they  are  near  dropping  from'the  tree.” 

“But  the  leaves  grow  again,  don’t  they?” 

“Ay,  ay,  little  Nancy.  The  leaves  grow 
again.  But  when  poor  Tib  disappears  from 
among  us  his  place  will  know  him  no  more. 
There  will  be  other  Tibs,  perhaps ;  Tib’s  kit¬ 
tens.” 

“That’s  not  the  same!  I  like  this  Tib.  I 
don’t  care  for  the  other  Tibs.” 

“  Little  Nancy ! ”  muttered  grandfather,  mus¬ 
ingly,  while  he  laid  a  soft,  lingering  touch  on 
my  head.  “Little,  tender-hearted  Nancy! 
Why,  the  tears  are  in  her  eyes !  Oh,  cheer  up, 
little  Nancy!  What  are  you  crying  for?” 

“I  don’t  want  Tib  to  die.” 

“Now  look  here,  little  Nancy;  you  are  cry¬ 
ing  a  little  bit  because  you  are  fond  of  Tib,  and 
a  great  bit  because  you  have  been  excited  and 
tired,  and  because  it’s  getting  near  bedtime.” 

“No,  I  don’t!”  sobbed  I,  replying  to  an  ac¬ 
cusation  understood,  though  not  expressed  ;  “  I 
don’t  feel  a  bit  sleepy,  indeed,  grandfather.” 

“You  don’t  know  that  you  do.  But  grand¬ 
father  is  wiser  than  little  Nancy — which  isn’t 
saying  much  ;  is  it,  Donald  ?” 

Donald  had  been  looking  on  at  this  scene  in 
mute  surprise,  I  doubt  not.  He  was  sorry  to 
see  me  shed  tears,  but  could  scarcely  be  called 
sympathetic,  inasmuch  as  he  was  totally  unable 
to  imagine  my  state  of  high-strung  nervousness. 
When  grandfather  appealed  to  him  he  got  up, 
and  lifting  the  cat  very  gently  in  his  arms, 
brought  it  to  me  and  made  me  stroke  it.  “  Look 
here,”  he  said.  “Tib’s  all  right.  He’s  quite 
jolly,  you  see,  isn’t  he  ?  And  he  doesn’t  know 
he  must  die  some  day,  so  it  don’t  matter  to 
him.” 

“Well  said,  Donald,”  cried  grandfather, 
clapping  him  on  the  shoulder.  “You’re  not 
morbid,  at  all  events.” 

“What’s  morbid?”  I  asked,  trying  to  wipe 
off  my  tears  with  a  corner  of  the  inaccessible 
pocket-handkerchief. 

“I  think  little  Nancy  must  wait  to  have  that 
explained  until  she  is  big  Nancy.  Meanwhile 
Nancy  is  not  too  little  to  attend  to  this :  it  is 
very  nice  to  love  Tib,  and  be  kind  to  him ;  but 
it  is  still  nicer  to  understand  that  crying  because 
he  must  die  does  him  no  good,  and  annoys 
people  who  have  more  sense  than  poor  Tib, 
and  whom  you  ought  to  love  a  little  too.” 

Among  my  other  deep  debts  to  my  grand¬ 
father,  I  believe  that  it  is  to  him  I  owe  that  I 
have  not  grown  up  a  prey  to  an  exaggerated 
sensibility.  At  home  this  trait  was  either  laugh¬ 
ed  at  or  praised  to  the  skies.  Only  at  Mort- 
lands  was  I  taught,  by  precept  and  example, 
how  much  nobler  is  self-command  than  the 
weak  indulgence  of  every  passing  emotion.  We 
all  easily  grow  proud  of  our  faults ;  and  I  fear 


I  was  peculiarly  liable  to  have  done  so.  But 
grandfather  never  shrank  from  telling  me  plain 
truths,  and  inflexibly  enforcing  his  own  wiU 
whenever  it  chanced  to  come  into  collision  with 
mine. 

I  sat  in  silence,  broken  only  by  an  occasional 
sniff,  stroking  Tib,  and  nestling  against  grand¬ 
father’s  breast,  as  he  talked  to  Donald  about 
his  school  life,  and  made  many  inquiries  as  to 
his  lessons. 

I  did  not  understand  a  great  deal  that  they 
were  saying,  but  I  perceived  that  grandfather 
was  satisfied  with  Donald’s  answers.  Gradual¬ 
ly  the  sound  of  their  voices  sank  into  a  confused 
buzz,  and  anon  they  became  preternaturally  loud 
and  distinct,  and  Donald’s  barley-sugar-colored 
hair  glittered  and  expanded  into  a  kind  of  au¬ 
reole  of  undefined  outline.  In  a  word,  I  was 
growing  desperately  sleepy ;  but  the  last  thing 
I  remember  saying,  while  I  was  in  the  dining¬ 
room,  was,  “Oh  no,  indeed,  I  don’t  want  to  go 
to  bed  one  bit,  grandfather!” 

Then  I  was  dimly  conscious  of  being  carried 
up  stairs,  and  of  the  ticking  of  a  watch  close  at 
my  ear — which  proves  that  it  must  have  been 
grandfather  who  carried  me — and  of  being  laid 
gently  on  my  little  white  bed,  where  Eliza  un¬ 
dressed  me.  The  rest  is  silence. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Th.\t  week  at  Mortlands  passed  away  very 
quickly.  I  did  the  honors  of  the  garden  to 
Donald,  and  showed  him  all  my  favorite  nooks, 
and  timidly  revealed  to  him  a  few  of  the  le¬ 
gends  my  fancy  had  attached  to  them.  But  I 
did  not  find  him  so  much  interested  in  these  lat¬ 
ter  as  I  could  have  wished.  He  rather  hurt  mv 
feelings  at  first,  by  observing  that  the  story  of 
the  White  Cat  was  nonsense,  and  couldn’t  be 
true  ;  and  further,  that  for  his  part  he  was  rather 
glad  it  wasn’t  true — for  what  a  bother  it  would 
be  for  a  fellow  to  have  a  lot  of  hands  messing 
about  him  like  that  prince  had  in  the  white 
eat’s  palace,  and  to  be  dressed  and  undressed 
like  a  baby !  And  as  for  the  rabbit-hunt  they 
went  to,  why  what  was  it  to  tiger-hunting  in 
India?  or  buffalo-hunting  on  the  prairies  of 
America  ?  That  was  the  kind  of  sport  for  him  ! 
And  when  he  grew  up  he  intended  to  travel  and 
see  countries  and  wonderful  things — real  won¬ 
derful  things,  not  make-believe  nonsense  like 
fairy  stories. 

But  Donald  also  was  able  to  make-believe  on 
occasion.  He  turned  the  old  fustic  garden-seat 
into  the  deck  of  the  Erehus,  apd,  enveloped  in 
one  of  Keturah’s  ironing-blankets,  and  accom¬ 
panied  by  one  faithful  follower  (myself,  with  my 
knitted  woolen  jacket  tied  round  my  neck  ’oy 
the  sleeves,  and  with  Mrs.  Abram’s  muff  on  my 
head),  we  sallied  forth  across  the  trackless 
wastes  of  snow  and  blocks  of  ice — represented 
by  a  lettuce-bed  and  a  so-called  “grotto,” 
meaning  merely  a  heap  of  stones  and  shells 
overgrown  with  moss — to  discover  the  North 


A^’NE  rUKNESS. 


583 


Pole.  We  did  discover  it,  as  far  as  I  remem¬ 
ber  ;  and  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  we  stuck  a  twig 
into  the  ground  to  mark  the  spot,  so  that  we 
♦  might  find  the  North  Pole  again  without  diffi¬ 
culty,  and  then  hastened  hack  to  the  ship  to  in¬ 
form  our  brave  mess-mates  of  the  triumphant 
success  of  our  expedition. 

Another  time  Tib  was  made  to  do  duty  for  a 
tiger  of  the  jungle  (I  recollect  that  his  peculiar 
conformation  was  accounted  for  by  his  having 
lost  his  tail  in  a  trap  set  by  the  native  hunters  !), 
while  Donald  took  aim  at  him  with  grandfa¬ 
ther’s  walking-stick  from  an  ambush  of  goose¬ 
berry  bushes. 

To  me  the  North  Pole  and  a  jungle  full  of 
tigers  were  as  replete  with  elements  of  the  mar¬ 
velous  as  the  “Arabian  Nights”  or  the  “Child’s 
Own  Book;”  and  when  I  found  that  Donald’s 
realism  merely  meant  substituting  one  wonder 
for  another,  I  was  perfectly  content,  and  enter-* 
ed  into  it  all  with  the  happy  versatility  of  child¬ 
hood. 

But  our  great  play  was  Robinson  Crusoe. 
Donald  implicitly  believed  in  the  truth  of  ev¬ 
ery  detail  of  that  immortal  fiction.  And  as, 
moreover,  it  presented  the  almost  unique  ad¬ 
vantage  of  a  dramatis personcE  (at  least  through¬ 
out  the  only  part  of  the  story  that  we  concern¬ 
ed  ourselves  with)  which  numerically  fitted  our 
corps,  there  was  an  additional  reason  for  per¬ 
forming  it  frequently. 

Many  an  hour  have  we  spent  strengthening 
the  fortifications  around  the  cave,  digging  in- 
trenchments,  and  “getting  things  neat  and 
handsome  about  us”  in  the  interior  of  the 
dwelling.  Many  a  time,  in  my  character  of 
man  Eriday,  have  I  spluttered  and  made  faces 
over  food  cooked  with  salt,  and  smiled  and 
nodded  energetically  to  express  approval  of 
victuals  dressed  without  that  condiment.  (Our 
fare,  when  it  left  Keturah’s  hands,  was  mostly 
bread  and  treacle,  or  it  might  be  a  slice  of 
seed  -  cake  ;  but  by  the  time  it  reached  our 
deflate  island,  behind  the  big  elder  bushes  at 
the  bottom  of  the  garden,  it  was  sure  to  have 
turned  into  goat’s  fiesh,  turtles’  eggs,  or  wood- 
pigeon.)  Many  a  time  has  Havilah,  grandfa¬ 
ther’s  “odd  man,”  whom  I  have  before  alluded 
to,  been  assailed  with  a  brisk  volley  of  musketry 
from  a  rolling-fire  and  the  walking-stick,  which 
had  already  done  execution  on  the  tiger  of  the 
jungle,  and  compelled,  blood-thirsty  cannibal 
that  he  was,  to  take  to  his  canoe,  and  disappear 
across  the  ocean  into  the  distant  brew-house. 

“Many  a  time,”  I  have  said,  and  yet  all 
these  things  happened  within  a  week!  But 
days  were  long  then,  and  full  of  incidents. 
Tedium  was  unknown,  as  was  that  mournful 
kind  of  experience  which  teaches  that  to-mor¬ 
row  must  be  sad  because  it  will  be  analogous 
to  to-day. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  Eliza  had  spoken 
to  me  before  Donald’s  arrival  of  a  contemplated 
tea-drinking.  She  obtained  leave  for  “Master 
Ayrlie”  to  join  the  party,  and  we  all  three  went 
to  her  friend’s  house  one  afternoon. 


Eliza’s  friend  was  called  Kitchen.  We  chil¬ 
dren  thought  this  a  very  odd  name,  but  we  re¬ 
frained  from  saying  so,  for  fear  of  hurting  Eli¬ 
za’s  feelings. 

Mr.  Kitchen  lived  in  a  tiny  house  in  a  re¬ 
mote,  silent  street  called  Burton’s  Gardens. 
All  streets  In  Horsingham  were  more  or  less 
silent,  except  at  “race  time,”  when  the  whole 
town  moved  and  babbled  like  a  stream  sudden¬ 
ly  set  free  from  frost ;  but  Burton’s  Gardens 
was  perhaps  the  dullest  and  least-frequented 
spot  in  Horsingham.  On  our  way  thither  Eliza 
gave  us  a  long  account  of  the  Kitchens,  from 
which  it  appeared  that  Mr.  Kitchen  was  a  wid¬ 
ower,  with  one  son  and  one  daughter ;  that  he 
was  by  trade  a  coach-maker,  and  had  been  fore¬ 
man  many  years  in  his  father-in-law’s  shop  ; 
that  his  father-in-law,  Mr.  Green,  had  saved  a 
great  deal  of  money ;  that  the  said  Mr.  Green 
was  rather  “near,”  but  very  strict  in  his  moral 
views  ;  that  Mr.  Kitchen’s  son  was  apprenticed 
to  his  father’s  and  grandfather’s  business,  while 
his  daughter  kept  house;  and  that  Mr.  Green  was 
confidently  expected  to  bequeath  his  wealth  to 
his  grandchildren,  Matthew  and  Alice  Kitchen. 

“  So  you  see.  Miss  Anne,”  said  Eliza,  follow¬ 
ing  out  a  sequence  of  ideas  with  which  I  was 
not  then  so  familiar  as  I  have  since  become, 
“the  Kitchens  are  most  respectable.” 

I  should  not  deem  it  necessary  to  commem¬ 
orate  this  tea-drinking  but  for  the  fact  of  its 
being  the  occasion  of  introducing  me  to  people 
who  were  afterward  closely  connected  •  with 
some  of  the  chief  incidents  of  my  life.  My  re¬ 
membrance  of  the  evening  has  doubtless  been 
greatly  assisted  by  my  subsequent  knowledge 
of  the  people  at  whose  house  I  passed  it. 

There  was  a  strip  of  garden  inclosed  within 
green  palings  in  front  of  the  house — a  garden 
so  small  as  only  to  contain  one  flower-bed,  of 
about  the  size  and  shape  of  the  apple-pies  Ke- 
turah  gave  us  at  dinner.  A  white  chrysanthe¬ 
mum  occupied  this  bed,  which  was  bordered 
with  London  pride,  and  surrounded  by  a  path 
not  much  broader  than  my  sash,  strewn  in  a 
geometrical  pattern  with  various  colored  gravel. 
I  remember  that  Donald  and  I  admired  this 
vastly. 

We  were  received  very  kindly.  The  Kitch¬ 
ens  were  not  at  all  gloomy,  as  I  had  expected. 
They  laughed  and  talked  and  ate  with  great 
apparent  enjoyment.  I  thought  this  rather 
strange,  for  the  two  or  three  books  on  a  side- 
table  that  I  peeped  into  (I  could  never  see  a 
book  without  longing  to  open  it)  appeared  to 
contain  matter  of  a  very  depressing  and  awful 
description ;  and  I  had  heard  Eliza  say  that  the 
preacher  at  the  chapel  they  attended  was 
“  enough  to  make  your  blood  run  cold”  some¬ 
times. 

The  whole  was,  as  I  have  said,  tiny ;  and  the 
parlor  we  took  tea  in  seemed  scarcely  big  enough 
at  first  sight  to  hold  us  all ;  but  we  found  room 
enough  after  a  while.  There  was  a  great  old- 
fashioned  escritoire  opposite  to  the  window, 
made  of  shining  black  wood.  In  the  centre  of 
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it  was  a  flap  covered  with  green  baize,  that 
turned  down  so  as  to  form  a  writing-desk ;  and 
on  this  flap  were  disposed  a  huge  Bible,  an  il¬ 
lustrated  edition  of  the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress,” 
and  a  white  china  elephant  with  a  gilt  trunk, 
and  a  gilt  turret  on  his  back,  which  turret  was 
an  ingenious  contrivance  for  holding  ink ;  and 
there  was  a  steel  pen  stuck  into  a  hole  in  the 
turret,  and  I  noticed  that  the  steel  pen  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  the  only  article  in  the  room  that 
did  not  look  bright  and  clean.  It  was  very 
rusty  and  dirty,  and  the  wooden  holder  was 
thick  with  old  ink-stains.  I  supposed  that 
when  Mr.  Kitchen  wanted  to  write  a  letter  he 
took  a  better  pen  from  some  one  of  the  many 
drawers  in  the  escritoire  ;  but  on  confiding  this 
supposition  to  Donald,  he  answered  that  very 
likely  Mr.  Kitchen  never  did  write  letters. 

Alice  Kitchen,  Donald  and  I  decided,  was  a 
very  pretty  girl.  She  had  row  upon  row  of 
stiff  light  brown  curls  all  round  her  head,  and 
a  fair  skin,  and  she  wore  a  blue  bead  necklace. 
Mr.  Kitchen  was  an  elderly  man,  who  did  not 
impress  me  particularly.  He  seemed  rather 
'  fond  of  making  jokes,  most  of  which  I  did  not 
understand,  and  he  ate  an  enormous  quantity 
of  butter-cakes,  saying,  every  now  and  then, 
“Alice,  my  daughter,  go  and  see  if  the  little 
maiden  can  not  find  yet  another  batch  of  but¬ 
ter-cakes  in  the  oven.  Let  us  enjoy  the  merci¬ 
ful  gifts  of  the  Lord.  Let  us  not  receive  them 
with  a  thankless  heart.” 

Donald  and  I  very  much  approved  of  this 
doctrine,  and  devoured  so  much  pastry  as  makes 
me  bilious  even  to  think  of  nowadays,  though 
I  do  not  remember  that  anj’  evil  consequences 
followed  it  then. 

Both  Mr.  Kitchen  and  Alice  appeared  de¬ 
lighted  at  the  quantity  we  ate,  and  kept  hospi¬ 
tably  pressing  us  to  take  more.  This,  I  reflect¬ 
ed,  was  very  different  from  Mrs.  Abram,  who 
had  a  fixed  idea  that  we  should  infallibly  over¬ 
eat  ourselves  at  every  meal.  I  have  thought 
since  that  she  possibly  attributed  this  to  the  in¬ 
nate  depravity  of  our  unregenerate  natures.  I 
suppose  that  she  herself  must  have  suffered  fre¬ 
quently  from  indigestion,  for  I  remember  that 
she  used  to  “quack”  herself,  as  grandfather 
called  it,  in  secret.  And  I  have  seen  him  ruth¬ 
lessly  confiscate  many  a  little  round  pasteboard 
box,  wherever  he  laid  hands  on  it.  As  for  my¬ 
self,  I  believe  no  child  of  the  contemporary 
generation  was  physicked  less.  Grandfather 
had  as  mortal  an  aversion  to  dosing  folks  “as 
though  medicine  were  poison,”  as  Mrs.  Abram 
plaintively  observed  ;  “  and  he’s  a  doctor  too  !” 

We  had  half  done  tea  before  Matthew  Kitch¬ 
en  came  in.  He  had  been  detained  at  the  shop 
by  stress  of  work. 

“That  is,”  explained  Mr.  Kitchen,  “he 
hadn’t  ought  to  have  been  expected  to  stay 
over-hours,  but  his  grandfather  thinks  no  end 
of  Mat,  and  has  a  fancy  that  so  long  as  he’s 
there  things  goes  right.  And  Mat  nat’rally 
don’t  like  to  put  his  grandfather  out.” 

I  took  a  strong  and  instant  dislike  to  this 


young  man.  He  was  clumsily  and  awkwardly 
made,  and  moved  in  a  loose-jointed  fashion. 
He  had  red  cheeks  and  black  eyes,  a  shapeless 
snub  nose,  and  coarse,  pouting  lips  of  unspeak¬ 
able  sullenness,  surmounted  by  a  black  down  of 
incipient  mustache. 

His  father  and  sister  seemed  anxious  to  pro¬ 
pitiate  him,  I  thought ;  for  they  made  room  for 
him  eagerly,  and  Alice  put  fresh  tea  into  the 
pot,  and  sent  into  the  kitchen  for  hot  cakes, 
earnestly  assuring  Matthew  that  they  had  been 
put  aside  specially  for  him.  He  said  grace  in 
a  growling  bass  voice,  and  afterward  a  hush 
seemed  to  fall  upon  us  all.  Even  the  butter- 
cakes  seemed  to  have  lost  their  savor ;  but  that 
may  have  been  because  we  had  already  eaten 
so  many. 

The  only  incident  of  that  evening  worth  re¬ 
cording  is  a  sudden  blaze  of  defiance  elicited 
from  Donald  by  Mat  Kitchen.  The  word 
“blaze,”  perhaps,  is  too  unsteady  and  fleeting 
to  describe  Donald’s  condition.  It  was  rather 
a  glow.  It  happened  thus :  Mr.  Kitchen  had 
been  telling  me  (in  an  elaborately  easy  style, 
as  of  one  painfully  stooping  to  my  childish 
level)  how  Dr.  Hewson,  my  grandfather,  had 
attended  his  (Kitchen’s)  late  wife  in  her  last 
illness ;  and  how,  although  it  was  impossible 
to  save  her  life,  grandfather’s  care  and  skill 
alleviated  her  sufferings.  I  listened  with  much 
interest,  and  thought  it  kind  and  pleasant  of 
Mr.  Kitchen  to  speak  so  well  of  grandfather, 
when  Mat  (whom,  in  my  subsequent  knowl¬ 
edge  of  him,  I  discovered  to  be  constitutionally 
averse  to  hear  other  people  praised)  interposed 
gruffly  with  the  remark  that  the  skill  of  the 
godless  profiteth  nothing. 

“  Grandfather  isn’t  godless !”  cried  I,  flushed 
and  trembling  in  a  moment. 

“No,  deary,  no,”  said  Alice,  soothingly. 
“Don’t  ye  mind.  Matthew  is  very  zealous  in 
testifying.  But  he  don’t  mean  it,  deary.” 

But  this  equivocal  praise  did  not  suit  Mat¬ 
thew’s  temper.  • 

“Yes,  I  do  mean  it!”  he  said,  apparently 
beginning  to  enjoy  himself  more  than  he  had 
hitherto  done  throughout  the  evening,  and  let¬ 
ting  his  pouting  mouth  relax  into  something 
like  a  smile.  “  I  ain’t  a-going  to  be  a  respecter 
of  persons.  It  won’t  pay  to  fly  in  the  face  of 
Providence  for  the  sake  of  worldly  men  or 
worldly  matters.” 

“Well,  well,  my  lad,”  said  Mr.  Kitchen, 
rather  uneasily.  “  Thou’st  testified ;  now  hold 
thy  peace.  We  all  think  well  of  Dr.  Hewson’s 
skill  in  the  healing  art,  and  of  his  kindness 
in  a  carnal  and  unregenerate  sense.  That’s 
enough.” 

“Nay,  father,”  persisted  Matthew,  dogged¬ 
ly,  shaking  his  head  and  shooting  a  vicious 
side-glance  from  his  bright  black  eyes,  like  a 
horse  that  has  got  the  bit  between  his  teeth, 
and  fully  understands  all  that  that  implies ; 
“  Jiay,  that  is  not  enough.  When  is  Dr.  Hew¬ 
son  seen  among  the  congregations  of  the  godly? 
What  is  his  religion  ?” 
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“  That’s  no  business  of  yours  !”  cried  Donald, 
stoutly.  He  rose  to  his  feet  and  faced  Mat¬ 
thew,  who,  however,  feigned  not  to  notice  him. 

“Is  he  not  as  one  of  the  vain  physicians — as 
those  who  hold  by  worldly  science,  which  is 
foolishness,  and  neglect  heavenly  things,  which 
only  are  wisdom?” 

“You  come  along,  Anne!”  said  Donald, 
seizing  his  cap  and  taking  me  by  the  hand. 
“I  sha’n’t  stop  here  to  hear  your  grandfather 
abused.  Come  along  out  this  minute  !  ” 

He  had  got  hold  of  my  little  cloak  by  this 
time,  and  was  trying  to  huddle  me  into  it,  with 
the  hood  trailing  on  the  ground,  and  the  hem 
round  my  shoulders.  I  was  crying.  Eliza, 
confused  by  her  deafness,  looked  thoroughly 
bewildered ;  and  Alice  was  vainly  trying  to 
make  peace,  but  only  succeeding  in  adding  to 
the  tumult. 

No  persuasion  could  move  Donald  to  remain. 
He  was  quite  inflexible,  and  insisted  so  mas¬ 
terfully  on  Eliza’s  dressing  me  and  bringing 
me  away,  that  we  were  absolutely  on  the  point 
of  leaving  the  house,  when  Mr.  Kitchen  said : 

“Young  Sir,  you  are  under  my  roof,  and 
have  partaken  of  my  humble  hospitality.  I  do 
not  think  this  a  becoming  manner  of  taking 
your  leave.” 

Donald  faced  round  in  a  moment. 

“I  don’t  mean  to  behave  badly  to  you.  Sir,” 
he  said;  “but  what  does  your  son  pitch  into 
Dr.  Hewson  for  ?  Dr.  Hewson  is  a  gentle¬ 
man;  and  I  think  your  son  is  very  ignorant 
when  he  talks  about  science  being  ‘  foolishness,’ 
and  things  like  that.  I’m  very  much  obliged 
to  you  and  Alice  for  the  butter-cakes,”  added 
poor  Donald,  with  a  touch  of  bathos,  “  but  I 
sha’n’t  stay  here  to  hear  things  said  against  Dr. 
Hewson  all  the  same.  And  you  wouldn’t  like 
to  hear  your  friends  spoken  ill  of  yourself!”  he 
exclaimed,  turning  full  upon  Matthew  with  a 
strength  of  earnest  indignation  in  his  childish 
face  that  I  shall  never  forget.  “  And  I  call  it 
mean  and  cowardly  to  speak  ill  of  people  be¬ 
hind  their  backs ;  especially  people  that  have 
never  done  you  any  harm,  but  have  been  kind 
to  you ;  and  really  good  people  wouldn’t  do  it. 
So  all  your  talk  is  just  cant,  Mr.  Matthew ;  and 
if  I  was  big  enough  I’d  thrash  you.” 

With  this  final  burst  he  marched  out  of  the 
place,  holding  me  by  the  hand,  and  followed 
by  Eliza,  who  was  a  mere  image  of  confusion 
and  dismay. 

I  do  not  remember  that  much  was  said  to  us 
afterward  on  the  subject  of  our  stormy  exit  from 
Mr.  Kitchen’s  house.  Grandfather,  I  think, 
held  a  theory  akin  to  that  of  the  old  lady  who 
laid  it  down  as  a  rule  that  children  should  be 
treated  with  a  little  wholesome  neglect.  At  all 
events,  he  always  avoided  “  making  a  fuss” 
about  any  of  our  sayings  and  doings,  either  to 
praise  or  to  blame. 

But  I  have  a  distinct  recollection  of  hearing 
the  matter  debated  by  the  female  members  of 
the  household.  Each  took  a  different  view. 
Eliza — who  had  the  gentlest  temper  in  the 


world— mildly  said  that  she  thought  Master 
Ayrlie  had  been  a  bit  too  hot ;  Matthew  Kitch¬ 
en  would  testify,  in  season  or  out  of  season ; 
and,  of  course,  it  wasn’t  like  as  if  he’d  said  any 
thing  against  Dr.  Hewson  in  a  worldly  spirit. 

“  I  suppose  you  call  it  showing  a  heavenly 
spirit,  for  a  young  bellowing  calf  like  Mat 
Kitchen  to  set  himself  up  in  judgment  on  a 
gentleman  like  master !  And  one  as  smoothed 
his  own  mother’s  last  moments,  and  attended 
her  as  though  she’d  ha’  been  the  foremost  lady 
in  the  land,  and  took  no  fee  because  they  was 
poor  and  in  trouble  at  the  time.  I’ve  no  pa¬ 
tience !”  exclaimed  Keturah,  indignantly.  And 
when  Eliza  meekly  replied  that  no  doubt  Mat¬ 
thew  had  been  moved  by  a  sense  of  duty,  and 
that  it  must  have  been  a  painful  trial  to  the 
natural  man  to  speak  as  he  had  spoken, 
Keturah  rejoined  with  withering  contempt: 
“  Don’t  you  believe  a  word  on  it !  His  nat’ral 
man’s  the  kind  o’  creetur  as  hates  to  be  grate¬ 
ful  ;  that’s  what  it  amounts  to.  It  ain’t  hard 
for  fellows  like  Mat  Kitchen  to  do  their  duty 
so  long  as  the)^  can  make  out  as  their  duty  is  to 
pick  all  the  hard  words  from  the  Bible  and 
pitch  ’em  at  folks’  heads !  To  see  them  kind 
o’  people  ready  to  burst  wi’  overbearingness, 
and  caliing  it  religion!  Ugh!  it  fairly  turns 
my  stummick !” 

Mrs.  Abram,  as  far  as  I  was  able  to  under¬ 
stand  her  utterances,  attributed  Matthew’s  want 
of  charity  to  the  fact  of  his  being  a  dissenter. 
She  moaned  a  good  deal,  I  remember,  and 
seemed  to  think  we  were  all— including  grand¬ 
father — in  a  bad  way. 

Soon  after  our  visit  to  the  Kitchens  the  time 
of  my  parents’  absence  from  home  came  to  an 
end,  and  I  had  to  return  to  Water-Eardley. 
I  left  Mortlands  with  the  hope  of  soon  seeing 
some  of  its  inmates  again ;  for  grandfather 
promised  to  bring  Donald  to  see  us,  and  he 
kept  his  word. 

I  had  a  great  deal  to  say  to  mother  when  I 
reached  home.  I  found  that  she  was  aware  of 
Donald’s  arrival,  and  that  she  remembered  hav¬ 
ing  seen  his  father.  Captain  Ayrlie,  when  she 
was  a  little  girl,  and  before  he  went  to  India. 

“I  think,”  said  I,  one  day,  very  gravely, 
“that  when  I  grow  up  I  shall  marry  Donald.” 

“Oh,  indeed!”  said  mother,  laughing,  and 
stroking  my  hair  with  both  her  hands.  “You 
have  settled  that,  have  you?” 

“  Well,  I  told  Donald  that  I  thought  I  should 
marry  him.” 

“And  what  did  he  say  ?” 

“  He  said  he  thought  he  shouldn’t  mind.” 

This  speech  was  repeated  thSt  same  after¬ 
noon  to  my  father  at  dinner.  He  was  ini- 
mensely  amused,  and  threw  himself  back  in  his 
chair  to  laugh — a  good  deal  to  my  confusion 
and  perplexity. 

Of  Donald’s  visit  to  Water-Eardley  I  have 
retained  no  special  remembrance.  But  I  do 
recollect  that  my  father  asked  grandfather  s 
leave  to  take  him  (Donald)  to  the  races,  whith¬ 
er  I  also  was  to  go  for  the  first  time,  and  that 
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grandfather  peremptorily  refused,  and  there  was 
sharp  discussion — almost  a  quarrel — about  it. 
Also  I  remember  that,  before  going  back  to 
Mortlands,  Donald  confided  to  me  that  if  my 
father  would  let  that  young  black  bull  be  turn¬ 
ed  into  the  river-side  meadow  by  himself,  he 
thought  he  could  lasso  him  as  they  do  in  South 
America. 

“Eor,”said  he,  argumentatively,  “you  know 
it’s  more  skill  than  strength  that  does  it.  ” 

But  my  father’s  objections  to  the  experiment 
proved  insuperable,  and  Donald  went  away  with¬ 
out  having  lassoed  the  black  bull. 


CHAPTER  V. 

We  went  to  the  races — father,  mother,  and 
I — on  the  day  on  which  the  great  cup  was  run 
for.  That  was  a  race  famous  throughout  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the  land  ;  and  the  beau¬ 
tiful  Horsingham  course  w'as  crowded  with  peo¬ 
ple  from  far  and  near. 

I  scarcely  recognized  it  under  its  changed 
aspect.  The  bright  green  turf,  where  I  and 
Selina  had  gathered  mushrooms  many  a  morn¬ 
ing,  was  trampled  and  strewn  with  a  squalid 
litter  of  orange-peel,  and  nut-shells,  and  flut¬ 
tering,  crumpled  papers.  Merciless  feet — brute 
and  human — crushed  the  light  elastic  harebell 
and  the  short-stemmed  daisy.  There  was  a 
roar  of  voices  in  the  air  that  ebbed  and  flowed 
like  a  tide — now  louder,  now  lower.  We  were 
in  an  open  carriage,  in  a  good  position  to  see 
ever}'  thing  that  passed.  Strange,  grotesque 
figures  came  and  went  in  motley  garb.  I  was 
amused  and  excited,  and  at  the  same  time  a 
little  frightened  by  the  unwonted  throng.  I 
remember  once  that  vague  febling  of  terror  to 
which  I  was  subject  took  possession  of  me  as 
the  panting  horses  dashed  past  us,  followed  by 
the  terrible  roar  of  voices  that  seemed  to  rush 
along  in  their  wake,  as  flame  rushes  through 
stubble. 

I  pressed  up  close  to  mother  in  silence,  and 
turned  my  face  away  from  the  surging,  shout¬ 
ing  crowd.  Then  there  was  a  pause,  and  an¬ 
other  rush  and  roar  as  the  horses  came  back  to 
the  winning-post.  And  then  they  said  that  the 
race  was  over,  and  that  the  favorite  had  been 
beaten. 

Father  had  gone  away  before  the  great  race 
began,  and  at  its  close  he  came  back  to  the 
carriage,  laughing  and  talking  very  excitedly. 
And  he  made  Dodd  pour  out  some  Champagne, 
and  told  mother  she  ought  to  drink  a  glass  to 
celebrate  the  Occasion.  And  then  he  made  me 
taste  the  foaming  wine  also,  and  said  that  he 
had  been  in  luck. 

I  remember — how  well  I  remember! — that 
mother  shook  her  head  and  told  him  that  he 
had  been  naughty,  and  that  he  had  promised 
not  to  bet.  And  father  turned  quite  red  and 
angry  in  a  moment,  and  asked  how  could  she 
talk  such  nonsense  ?  It  could  not  be  called 
betting;  merely  a  few  shillings.  But  it  had 


been  a  mere  chance,  the  favorite  not  winning ; 
and  so  he  had  won  ten  times  what  he  had 
risked.  And  why  hadn’t  she  the  good-nature 
to  be  pleased  at  seeing  him  in  good  spirits,  in¬ 
stead  of  croaking  and  preaching  ? 

This  impressed  me  as  much  with  surprise  as 
pain.  For  I  was  happily  unaccustomed  to  hear 
harsh  words  pass  between  my  parents.  The 
crowd  began  to  move  away  from  the  course. 
Our  horses  were  put  to,  and  we  drove  slowly 
away  amidst  the  press  of  other  vehicles.  As 
we  were  departing,  father  said  to  me,  giving  me 
a  kiss,  “Well,  Anne,  and  how  did  you  like  the 
races  ?” 

I  answered  that  I  liked  it  all  very  much,  es¬ 
pecially  the  little  boy  with  the  blue  frock  on, 
and  the  long  white  stockings  that  had  sparkling 
silver  things  all  over  them,  and  the  dog  who 
danced  on  his  hind-legs  when  the  organ  played. 
But  that  I  wished  those  men  that  rode  on  the 
pretty  horses  would  not  whip  them  so,  for  I  was 
sure  the  poor  horses  ran  as  fast  as  ever  they 
could ;  and,  for  my  part,  I  thought  it  was  cruel. 

But  to  this  father  made  answer  impatiently 
that  I  was  a  little  goose,  and  that  the  horses 
liked  the  excitement  of  racing  very  much — 
which,  however,  I  secretly  doubted. 

The  air  and  the  wine,  which  I  was  quite  un¬ 
used  to,  made  me  drowsy,  and  I  fell  fast  asleep. 

I  did  not  awake  until  we  were  driving  in  at  the 
gate  of  Water-Eardley.  I  found  myself  ten¬ 
derly  covered  with  a  warm  shawl  and  with  a 
cushion  under  my  head.  As  I  opened  my  eyes, 

I  saw  father  holding  mother’s  hand  in  his,  and 
heard  him  say,  “My  darling  Lucy,  what  is  the 
use  of  making  promises  ?  Can’t  yon  trust  me?” 

Donald’s  arrival  at  Horsingham  had  been  a 
great  event  in  my  life,  and  his  departure  left  a 
blank  for  a  long  time.  The  prospect  of  his 
going  away  drove  the  races  out  of  my  mind. 
He  was  to  return  to  Mortlands,  but  not  until 
the  midsummer  holidays.  Next  summer !  It 
seemed  worlds  away.  You  might  almost  as 
well  have  talked  to  me  of  next  century. 

1  well  remember  a  parting  scene  that  took 
place  the  night  before  Donald  returned  to  school. 

I  had  been  spending  the  day  at  Mortlands.  We 
children  had  revisited  our  favorite  spots  in  the 
garden,  and  I  had  received  injunctions  from 
Donald  as  to  the  administration  of  a  good  deal 
of  his  property  in  Robinson  Crusoe’s  Island  dur¬ 
ing  his  absence.  Also  I  had  promised  to  look 
after  some  guinea-pigs  he  had  purchased.  He 
had  at  first  had  some  intention  of  carrying  them 
to  school  in  his  pocket,  but  grandfather  dissuad¬ 
ed  him.  So  the  guinea-pigs  were  left  under 
Havilah’s  charge,  subject  to  my  occasional  su¬ 
pervision.  I  was  not  fond  of  the  guinea-pigs. 
They  had  a  peculiar  mobility  of  nose  which  dis¬ 
tressed  me.  And  my  private  opinion  was  that 
they  wore  not  really  atfectionate.  But  I  prom¬ 
ised  to  be  kind  to  them  for  Donald’s  sake.  It 
had  been  a  busy  morning,  and  after  dinner  we 
all  sat  round  the  fire,  gathered  together  for  the 
first  time  that  day.  Grandfather  and  Mrs. 
Abram  were  in  their  usual  places.  I  was  seat- 
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ed  on  niy  little  stool  with  Tib  on  my  knee  ;  and 
Donald  stood  by  grandfather’s  chair.  Grand¬ 
father  had  one  hand  on  the  boy’s  head,  and  was 
talking  to  him  kindly  and  earnestly.  As  I 
looked  lip  at  the  two  it  suddenly  struck  me  that 
Donald,  who  seemed  so  tall  and  strong  and 
wise  to  me,  was  but  a  little  fellow  beside  grand¬ 
father  after  all.  I  began  to  cry  at  the  image  I 
had  conjured  up  of  Donald,  friendless  and  un¬ 
protected,  all  those  many  miles  away,  among 
big,  rough  boys,  who,  perhaps,  might  even  beat 
and  ill-use  him,  as  Jackson  had  beaten  Steenie. 

Grandfather  lifted  me  up  from  my  stool  on 
to  his  knee,  and  soothed  and  comforted  me  with 
great  gentleness  and  patience ;  but  my  tears 
continued  to  flow,  and  my  sobs  went  on  cres¬ 
cendo.  I  was  vexed  at  Donald’s  apparent  in¬ 
difference,  and  I  had  a  vague  notion  that  if  I 
cried  very  much  it  would  pain  Donald,  and 
punish  him  for  not  being  so  sorry  to  go  as  I 
was  at  his  going.  I  was  perfectly  aware  that 
this  feeling  was  evil,  and  I  afterward  suffered 
severely  from  remorse,  for  my  conscience,  as  I 
have  said,  was  as  inevitable  and  implacable  as 
fate ;  nevertheless,  I  yielded  to  it,  and  contin¬ 
ued  to  utter  ever-increasing  sounds  of  lament¬ 
ation. 

“  Come,  Anne,”  said  Donald  at  length,  much 
disconcerted  by  my  convulsive  grief.  “  I  say, 
Anne,  don’t  cry  any  more.  What’s  the  good  ? 
Come  !  Have  a  snap.” 

With  that  he  drew  forth  and  presented  to  me 
a  species  of  confection  popular  in  Horsingham. 
It  was  a  treacly  kind  of  cake,  full  of  holes,  like 
a  very  thin  section  of  petrified  sponge,  and  it 
was  known  as  “gingerbread  snap,”  or,  more 
briefly,  as  “snap.” 

Donald,  in  all  good  faith,  held  out  a  sticky 
snap,  which  had  grown  flaccid  from  a  prolonged 
residence  in  his  pocket.  But  far  from  accept¬ 
ing  this  singular  panacea  for  woe,  I  clenched 
my  little  fist  and  struck  him  as  hard  a  blow  as 
I  could  with  it — to  his  profound  astonishment. 

“Little  Nancy!”  said  grandfather,  in  a  deep, 
concentrated  voice,  which  had  the  instant  effect 
of  making  me  try  to  check  my  sobs — still  them 
at  once  I  could  not.  They  had  got  beyond  my 
control.  “Little  Nancy!”  I  trembled,  con¬ 
science-stricken. 

“  See  now  what  all  your  affection  is  worth ! 
You  are  sorry  that  Donald  is  going  away,  and 
that  is  natural.  But  you  are  also  — an¬ 
gry  that  he  too  does  not  scream  and  sob  and 
distress  every  one  around  him.  And  so,  in 
your  selfish  desire  to  vex  him,  because  you  are 
vexed,  you  let  yourself  be  ungrateful  and  vio¬ 
lent  and  foolishly  ill-tempered.  I  could  not 
have  believed  this  of  my  little  Nancy.” 

I  was  so  overwhelmed  by  the  essential  truth 
of  this  reproof,  so  confused  at  my  childish  mind 
being  thus  plainly  read,  so  stricken  to  the  heart 
by  the  thought  that  now  Donald,  seeing  what 
manner  of  little  girl  I  really  was,  would  love 
me  no  longer,  that  I  slid  down  from  grand¬ 
father’s  knee  on  to  the  hearth-rug,  burying  my 
face  in  an  agony  of  sorrow  and  mortification. 


the  bitterness  of  which,  while  it  lasted,  I  am 
inclined  to  believe  has  never  been  surpassed 
throughout  my  subsequent  life. 

There  was  a  silent  pause  that  seemed  to 
last  for  an  hour,  and  that  was  only  broken  by 
Mrs.  Abram  inarticulately  murmuring  something 
about  the  Evil  One — she  habitually  attributed 
all  troubles  to  his  direct  and  personal  interfer¬ 
ence  in  the  affairs  of  mankind — and  by  my  sti¬ 
fled  sobs. 

Then  I  felt  Donald  kneel  down  close  by  my 
side,  and  he  whispered  in  my  ear,  “  Come, 
Anne,  I  say,  don’t  cry  any  more ;  I  shall  come 
back  at  midsummer,  you  know.  And  I  don’t 
mind  your  hitting  me  ;  it  didn’t  hurt  me  a  bit. 
Come  1” 

“I  d — didn’t  wa — a — ant  the  snap.  But  I 
— I — I’ve  been  so  naughty.  You’ll  n — never, 
n — never  love  me  any  mo — o — ore!” 

“Oh  yes  I  shall ;  all  right.  Come,  don’t  cry. 
Here,  Anne,  I  say,  do  have  a  snap.” 

I  accepted  the  snap  on  purely  sentimental 
grounds,  for  I  did  not  in  the  least  want  to  eat 
it,  and  clasped  it  convulsively  in  one  hand, 
while  I  tried  to  wipe  my  eyes  on  the  inaccessi¬ 
ble  pocket-handkerchief  with  the  other.  Heav¬ 
en  knows  my  grief  was  genuine  enough,  and 
yet  at  that  very  moment  I  began  to  lick  off  a 
few  tears  that  had  trickled  down  at  the  corners 
of  my  mouth,  and  to  speculate  wonderingly  on 
the  phenomenon  of  their  saltness. 

Of  course  I  was  finally  kissed  and  forgiven ; 
and  I  sat  close  beside  Donald  all  the  rest  of 
the  evening,  holding  his  hand  in  mine.  Once, 
in  the  fullness  of  my  gratitude  for  reinstatement 
into  his  affections,  I  raised  his  broad  sturdy 
little  fingers  to  my  lips,  and  kissed  them  hum¬ 
bly.  And  I  recollect  observing,  as  I  did  so, 
that  they  smelled  of  slate-pencil. 

He  went  away  the  next  day  on  the  top  of 
the  mail-coach,  looking  very  small  up  there, 
I  thought,  beside  the  burly  men  in  great-coats. 
And  for  a  long  time,  or  for  a  time  that  seemed 
long  to  me  then,  I  missed  him  sorely.  When 
the  spring  began  to  clothe  the  trees  with  green 
again,  I  began  to  talk  of  Donald’s  return,  and 
to  look  forward  to  it  eagerly.  Grandfather  did 
not  say  much  on  the  subject,  but  I  knew  very 
well  that  he,  too,  would  be  glad  to  see  the  bo\' 
again.  He  W'as  a  favorite  with  the  whole  house¬ 
hold  at  Mortlands.  Keturah  had  treated  him 
with  unexampled  indulgence.  I  remember 
that  my  sense  of  justice  had  many  a  time  been 
outraged  by  the  difference  made  between  him 
and  me  in  sundry  matters  of  tearing  and  spoil¬ 
ing  clothes,  etc.  I  could  see  no  such  funda¬ 
mental  diversity  between  a  rent  in  Donald’s 
trowsers,  and  a  splotch  of  ink  or  garden-mould 
on  my  pinafore,  as  made  the  one  a  pardona¬ 
ble  peccadillo,  and  the  other  a  serious  lapse 
from  virtue.  But,  although  my  reason  rebelled 
against  accepting  the  statement  frequently  made 
by  Mrs.  Abram — “  Donald  is  a  boy,  love  ;  boys 
always  tear  their  clothes  ;  it  s  in  the  nature  of 
them” — as  any  satisfactory  excuse  for  condon¬ 
ing  his  destructiveness  (since  it  was  clear  that 
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it  was  equally  in  the  nature  of  me  to  dirty 
my  pinafore  and  crush  my  straw  bonnet  out 
of  shape),  I  bore  Donald  no  grudge  for  the 
preference  shown  to  him.  I  loved  him  too 
well  to  be  jealous  of  the  love  that  was  given  to 
him  ;  though  I  think  it  likely  that  I  might  have 
been  jealous  of  the  love  that  he  gave,  had  any 
competitor  in  his  affections  come  in  my  way  in 
those  days. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  every  one  liked  Donald  at 
Mortlands,  and  looked  forward  to  his  return. 
But  there  came  a  sad  disappointment.  Grand¬ 
father  read  us  a  letter  one  morning  from  a  cer¬ 
tain  Colonel  Fisher,  who  was  a  distant  relative 
of  Captain  Ayrlie,  saying  that  he  had  obtained 
leave  from  the  boy’s  father  to  take  him  to  Scot¬ 
land  for  the  holidays,  and  that  he  thought  it 
might  be  advantageous  to  the  boy  to  make 
friends  among  his  own  people.  A  week  or  two 
afterward  came  a  letter  from  Captain  Ayrlie 
himself,  written  a  long  time  previously,  to  the 
effect  that  his  comrade  and  third  cousin  was 
returning  home  from  India  with  his  family,  and 
would  look  after  Donald,  and  receive  him  dur¬ 
ing  the  holidays.  And  Captain  Ayrlie  added 
that  he  hoped  Colonel  Fisher  would  reach  En¬ 
gland  in  time  to  save  grandfather  the  bore  of 
having  the  boy  in  his  house  at  all,  as  it  must 
necessarily  be  a  nuisance  to  so  quiet  a  house¬ 
hold  as  Mortlands  to  have  a  noisy  school-boy 
suddenly  brought  into  their  midst.  And  it  was 
only  his  (Captain  Ayrlie’s)  reliance  on  grand¬ 
father’s  old  friendship  that  had  ever  embold¬ 
ened  him  to  ask  such  a  thing,  in  the  difficulty 
of  knowing  to  whom  to  intrust  the  boy.  Great 
was  the  outcry  when  these  disappointing  mis¬ 
sives  arrived.  As  for  me,  although  in  honest 
truth  I  believe  that  time  had  already  begun  to 
make  Donald’s  image  fainter  in  my  mind,  I  was 
in  despair.  It  was  my  first  great  disappoint¬ 
ment.  I  wanted  grandfather  to  write  and  de¬ 
mand  Donald  without  delay. 

“Tut,  little  Nancy,”  said  grandfather,  slow¬ 
ly.  “It  will  be  better  for  the  boy  to  live  a 
healthy  boy  life  among  his  own  kith  and  kin  in 
Scotland  than  to  come  here.  Yes ;  he  would 
have  found  it  drearier  and  duller  as  time  went 
on.  Unless,  indeed—  Dry  your  eyes,  little 
Nancy ;  I  am  sorry,  too.” 

Two  events  soon  happened  to  occupy  my  at¬ 
tention.  The  first  event  was  the  birth  of  a  lit¬ 
tle  brother  j  the  second,  my  consequent  going 
to  school.  The  simple  lessons  that  mother  was 
used  to  give  me  were  all  interrupted  by  baby’s 
arrival.  Mother  was  not  strong  for  a  long  time 
after  his  birth,  and  I  was  banished  to  my  nurs¬ 
ery  during  the  greater  part  of  the  day.  All  the 
happiness  that  home  had  ever  afforded  me  was 
gained  in  my  parents’  society.  Debarred  from 
that,  Water-Eardley  Manor  was  but  an  uncon¬ 
genial  place  to  me.  I  could  not  be  always  at 
Mortlands;  and,  if  I  could  have  been,  there 
were  no  means  there  of  prosecuting  my  edu¬ 
cation;  so  it  was  settled  that  I  should  go  to 
school. 

There  was  a  lady  who  kept  a  boarding-school 


in  a  fine  old-fashioned  house  in  Horsingham, 
on  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  and  not  very  far 
from  the  race-course.  I  was  to  be  what  was 
called  a  weekly  hoarder,  going  home — or  to  my 
grandfather’s  house,  which  was  nearer — every 
Saturday,  and  returning  to  school  on  Monday 
morning.  I  looked  forward  to  this  change  (as 
well  as  I  can  recall  my  feeling  on  the  subject) 
with,  on  the  whole,  more  pleasure  than  pain. 
But  it  was  not  without  a  sinking  at  the  heart, 
and  some  bitter  tears,  that  I  said  “good-by”  to 
mother,  and  gave  a  farewell  kiss  to  my  little 
baby-brother  sleeping  on  her  breast. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Theee  is  no  need,  for  the  clear  understand¬ 
ing  of  the  rest  of  these  pages,  that  I  should  de¬ 
scribe  my  school  life  at  length.  It  was  calm 
and  monotonous.  I  can  compare  it  to  the 
course  of  the  little  streamlets  that  intersected 
some  of  the  grass-lands  on  ray  father’s  form. 
The  natural  channel  was  banked  up,  and  guid¬ 
ed  without  being  distorted  altogether  from  its 
original  direction.  Little  ripples  sometimes 
ruffled  it;  deeper  pools  lay  brown  and  silent 
beneath  its  banks;  blue  forget-me-nots  made 
the  eye  glad  with  their  beauty  here  and  there  ; 
there  were  reaches  of  weedless  grass,  green  and 
smooth  ;  and  again  there  were  tangles  of  hem¬ 
lock,  and  spear-like  clusters  of  pithy  rushes. 
Slowly  the  little  streamlet  slid  onward  with  a 
steady,  secure  current,  until  it  joined  the  wider 
river,  and  must  thenceforth  flow  through  calm 
and  storm  unguided  to  the  sea. 

The  greater  part  of  my  life  during  eight  years 
was  spent  at  school.  Our  governess,  Mrs. 
Lane,  was  a  widowed  gentlewoman  ;  tall,  slen¬ 
der,  stately,  with  a  soft  voice  and  a  stern  eye. 
To  her  the  school  was  the  world.  Had  she 
been  the  matron  of  a  jail,  or  head-nurse  in  a 
hospital,  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  the  uni¬ 
verse  Avould  speedily  have  presented  itself  to 
her  mind  as  all  jail  or  all  hospital.  She  had  a 
passion  for  systematizing  such  as  I  have  met 
with  in  no  other  Englishwoman.  Her  rules 
were  inflexible,  because  they  were  the  strictly 
logical  result  of  her  principles.  Given  the  prem¬ 
ise,  Mrs.  Lane’s  deductions  must  infallibly  fol¬ 
low.  Her  intellect,  though  shallow,  tvas  very 
clear.  She  always  reminded  me  of  a  fine  frosty 
day :  cloudless,  pale  sky,  bright  sunshine  (de¬ 
lightful  to  look  upon,  impossible  to  bask  in), 
and  a  little  sharp  nip  pervading  the  serene  at¬ 
mosphere.  Fortunately  it  was  among  Mrs. 
Lane’s  principles  that  ample  and  generous 
nourishment  was  necessary  for  young  growing 
creatures.  W e  were  well  fed  and  well  lodged. 

How  well  I  remember  Mrs.  Abram  (who, 
poor  soul!  had  once  been  nearly  starved  to 
death  at  school  herself)  expressing  the  great¬ 
est  solicitude  about  my  diet,  and  making  a  sug¬ 
gestion,  unknown  to  grandfather,  that  I  should 
be  provided  with  a  tin  case  of  captain’s  biscuits 
to  stave  off  the  pangs  of  hunger,  should  I  find 
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myself  reduced  to  a  low  ebb.  I  very  mucb 
approved  this  scheme,  and  was  eager  to  adopt 
it,  with  one  trifling  alteration,  namely,  that  the 
tin  case  should  contain,  not  captain’s  biscuits, 
but  “  snaps”  and  macaroons.  But  Mrs.  Abram 
would  not  hear  of  either;  partly  because  maca¬ 
roons  and  snaps  were  bilious,  as  she  said ;  but 
also,  as  I  was  secretly  convinced,  because  they 
were  nice!  However,  I  had  not  been  many 
weeks  at  school  before  it  became  obvious  to  all 
who  looked  on  me  that  no  such  provision  as 
Mrs.  Abram  had  contemplated  could  be  need¬ 
ful.  I  have  mentioned  that  my  health  was  deli¬ 
cate  when  I  was  a  young  child.  But  I  grew 
stronger  year  by  year,  and  I  have  been  through¬ 
out  my  adult  life  a  singularly  healthy  woman. 

The  few  events  that  marked  the  course  of 
those  eight  years  which  I  have  said  I  spent 
chiefly  at  school  may  be  briefly  presented  before 
the  little  banked-in  rivulet  leaves  its  straight, 
safe  channels  for  the  wider  flood. 

Selina,  my  nurse-maid,  got  married,  and  who 
should  her  bridegroom  be  but  Donald’s  old  en¬ 
emy,  Mat  Kitchen !  I  felt  there  was  somehow 
a  suitability  in  the  match,  although  I  was 
vaguely  sorry  for  Selina,  too.  It  had  been 
brought  about  in  this  wise :  My  father  had 
bought  a  pretty  little  pony-phaeton  as  a  present 
for  mother,  out  of  his  winnings  on  the  day  of 
the  great  race  which  I  was  taken  to  see.  Some 
accidental  injury  having  been  done  to  this  vehi¬ 
cle,  Mat  Kitchen  was  sent  out  toWater-Eardley 
by  his  grandfather,  Mr.  Green,  the  coach-build¬ 
er,  to  see  what  repairs  were  necessary  to  it.  On 
this  occasion,  and  on  several  subsequent  occa¬ 
sions,  he  saw  Selina,  and  was  attracted  by  her. 
Mat  was  by  this  time  receiving  good  wages, 
being,  I  believe,  skilled  in  his  trade.  Then, 
too,  he  had  the  prospect  of  an  inheritance  from 
his  grandfather,  and  was  considered  altogether 
an  eligible  match. 

“I  was  vexed  with  your  father  for  buying 
me  that  phaeton,”  said  mother  once,  thought¬ 
fully.  “  I  said  I  was  sure  that  money  got  by 
betting  would  bring  no  blessing  with  it.  But 
it  has  brought  good  luck  to  Selina,  at  all  events. 
It  has  got  her  a  husband.” 

Such  amount  of  good  luck  as  was  involved 
in  marrying  Mat  Kitchen  certainly  did  fall  to 
Selina’s  share.  My  parents  helped  to  furnish 
her  little  house  for  her.  I  was  taken  to  see  it 
before  the  wedding ;  and  there  I  saw  the  bride¬ 
groom-elect,  looking,  as  I  thought,  more  sullen 
than  ever.  He  had  shaved  his  dark  upper  lip, 
and  wore  a  fringe  of  black  whiskers.  He  eyed 
the  furniture  in  a  glum  manner,  and  let  fall  no 
syllable  of  gratitude  or  gratification  for  the 
presents  Selina  had  received.  I  could  not  help 
fancying — probably  erroneously — that  he  kept 
remembering  the  evening  when  Donald  and  I 
had  taken  tea  at  his  father’s  house,  and  secretly 
enjoying  the  reeollection  of  having  made  him¬ 
self  so  unpleasant.  But  he  called  me  “little 
miss,”  and  was  not  uncivil.  Alice  Kitchen  was 
there  too.  She  begged  me  to  go  and  see  her 
and  her  father  some  day,  when  Mat  should  be 


married.  I  did  go  one  afternoon  on  my  way 
;  from  school  to  Mortlands,  accompanied  by  Eliza, 
i  I  had  discovered — I  can  not  now  tell  exactly 
by  what  means — with  the  intuitive  quickness 
I  of  a  child’s  observation,  that  Eliza  was  afflicted 

■  at  Matthew  Kitchen’s  marriage,  and  would  have 
;  liked  to  marry  him  herself.  Also  I  noticed  that 

■  Mr.  Kitchen  and  Alice  seemed  sorry  for  her, 

■  and  made  much  of  her,  and  I  drew  the  conclu- 
[  sion  that  they  would  have  preferred  to  have  her 
1  for  a  daughter  and  sister  rather  than  Selina. 

•  Mr.  Kitchen’s  little  parlor  looked  exactly  the 

■  same  as  of  yore,  even  to  the  white  and  gold  el- 

■  ephant,  with  the  rusty  steel  pen  in  his  castle. 

■  I  had  some  delicious  butter-cakes,  baked  ex¬ 
pressly  for  me.  And  they  talked  of  Donald. 
Mr.  Kitchen  observed  that  he  (Donald)  was  “a 
high-mettled  young  youth;”  and  seemed  to 
think  the  phrase  a  happy  one,  repeating  it  more 
than  once. 

And  now,  as  I  look  back,  I  perceive  that 
during  my  school  life  the  image  of  Donald  had 
been  fading,  fading,  until  it  had  become  the 
mistiest  outline  of  a  memory.  Were  it  not 
for  hearing  him  spoken  of,  I  should,  I  feel  sure, 
have  forgotten  him  at  this  time  altogether. 
Should  the  reader  ask,  “How,  then,  is  it  that 
you  have  been  able  to  give  so  many  minute  de¬ 
tails  of  your  first  acquaintance  with  the  boy?” 
I  shall  reply  by  another  question.  Do  you  not 
now,  O  reader,  if  your  years  number  more 
than  some  twoscore  or  so,  recall  the  events  of 
your  childhood  more  clearly  than  you  could 
have  done  at  eighteen  ? 

In  the  leafy  summer-time  we  see  only  the 
screen  of  foliage  that  borders  our  pathway. 
Every  hedgerow  is  full  of  life.  Every  branch 
bears  its  bloom.  But  when  autumn,  like  some 
grave  and  wise  enchanter  of  old  time,  touches 
the  world  with  his  golden  wand,  and  the  trans¬ 
muted  leaves  fall  yellow  from  the  bough,  we 
look  back  through  the  open  tracery,  and  the 
landscape  we  have  traversed  lies  softly  clear 
beneath  our  gaze. 

The  seasons  succeeded  each  other,  and  my 
life  continued  to  be  monotonous  and  tranquil 
outwardly.  Within  there  was  growth  and 
struggle  and  change ;  as,  I  suppose,  there  must 
be  in  all  young  souls.  Those  by  whom  I  was 
surrounded  remained  unaltered  ;  or  they  altered 
so  gradually  that  I  scarcely  as  yet  perceived  any 
change  in  them.  Only  one  thing  I  observed  in 
my  visits  home  ;  namely,  that  father  had  quite 
fallen  into  the  practice  of  going  to  the  races  ev¬ 
ery  spring  and  autumn.  Sometimes  he  even 
went  away  to  our  county  town  to  attend  a  great 
race  there.  Also  I  noticed  that  grandfather, 
who  used  to  inveigh  so  heartily  against  horse¬ 
racing,  had  now  become  gravely  silent  on  the 
subject  at  Water-Eardley ;  or,  at  all  events,  he 
was  so  whenever  I  was  present.  Once,  howev¬ 
er,  on  going  into  our  dining-room,  after  dinner, 
with  a  message  from  mother  to  my  grandfather, 
who  had  been  spending  the  day  with  us,  I  found 
the  two  men  in  a  vehement  dispute  over  their 
wine.  Father  was  hot  and  flushed  and  angry. 
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Grandfather’s  face  was  as  stern  and  set  as 
stone,  only  his  gray  eyes  sparkled.  As  I  en¬ 
tered  I  heard  father  say,  sneeringly,  “  I  wonder. 
Dr.  Hewson,  that  you,  who  have  such  very  lib¬ 
eral  views  on  most  subjects,  should  be  so  preju¬ 
diced  on  this  point!”  Whereto  grandfather 
made  answer,  '•  I  do  not  think,  George,  that 
you  in  the  least  degree  apprehend  what  my 
views  are  on  any  important  subject.  At  least, 
let  me  assure  you  that  my  views  do  not  include 
proclaiming  full  liberty  of  blackguardism  to 
blackguards.” 

Then  they  both  saw  me  standing  scared  in 
the  doorway,  and  ceased  speaking.  My  mes¬ 
sage  put  an  end  to  the  discussion,  for  it  was  to 
beg  grandfather  to  come  and  look  at  my  little 
brother  Harold.  The  child  had  been  ailing  for 
some  days  ;  and  mother  said  he  seemed  fevered 
and  uneasy  in  his  sleep ;  and  she  was  anxious 
about  him. 

Ah!  I  am  coming  to  a  dark  place  in  my 
young  life ;  to  a  valley  of  shadow,  watered  by  a 
fountain  of  tears.  My  little  baby-brother ! 
How  we  watch  the  sweet  round  cheeks  growing 
hot  and  crimson,  and  listen  to  the  piteous  little 
ciy,  “Oh,  mamma;  oh,  mamma;  Harry  so 
sirsty  /” 

Almost  more  piteous  is  it,  when  he  is  for  a 
time  free  from  suffering,  to  see  the  little  creat¬ 
ure  laugh  and  try  to  play  his  old  romping  games 
with  me,  and  open  wide  appealing  eyes  when 
he  finds  that  his  baby  strength  no  longer  suffices 
to  do  as  he  has  been  used  to  do.  For  he  grows 
weaker  and  weaker,  and  wastes  and  fades  day 
by  day.  And  at  length  the  end  comes.  Care 
and  skill,  and  the  mother’s  sleepless  devotion, 
can  not  save  him.  He  falls  softly  into  a  slum¬ 
ber,  with  one  little  wasted  hand  clasping  my 
finger,  and  the  other  laid  upon  his  innocent 
lips,  like  a  symbolic  statue  of  silence.  And  the 
silence  comes  down  solemnly  —  solemnly  and 
srveetly.  The  waxen  face  changes  to  marble, 
and  the  tiny  hand  grows  chill.  I  am  brought 
face  to  face  with  an  awful,  irrevocable  fact,  that 
is  blind  and  deaf  to  my  sorrow. 

After  her  baby’s  death,  mother  was  ill  for 
some  time ;  ailing  for  some  time  longer.  She 
and  father  went  away  to  a  sea-side  place :  very 
far  away  it  seemed  to  my  imagination.  In  my 
parents’  absence  I  spent  every  Saturday  and 
Sunday  at  Mortlands.  I  went  with  Mrs.  Abram 
to  a  musty-smelling  church,  with  damp,  stuffy 
pews,  and  a  black,  shining  wooden  gallery. 
And  there  a  clergyman  preached  long  sermons, 
“full  of  sound  and  fury,  signifying” — manv 
things  which  I  am  averse  to  contemplate,  even  at 
this  present  period  of  my  life ;  but  which  seemed 
to  afford  Mrs.  Abram  a  gloomy  and  ghoul-like 
satisfaction.  Hideous  images  of  the  charnel- 
house,  from  which  my  soul  revolted !  How  he 
harped  on  despair  and  dread,  as  if  they  made 
sweet  music !  No  word  of  human  love  and 
charity  can  I  recall  that  issued  from  his  lips  in 
the  pulpit.  “Good-will  toward  men,”  had 
been  omitted  from  his  gospel.  That  is  not 
what  the  augel  voices  sang  in  his  ears.  Glad 


tidings  of  good  things  tvere  revealed  to  no  mor¬ 
tal  by  his  clerical  voice.  Dressed  in  a  little 
brief  authority,  he  dealt  out  death  and  dam¬ 
nation  to  all  and  sundty.  But  when  he  de¬ 
scended  to  the  vestry,  he  grew  milder ;  and  by 
the  time  he  had  donned  his  coat,  and  reached 
the  church-door,  he  became  human,  and  held 
his  little  children  gently  by  the  hand.  I  even 
heard  that  in  sickness  and  poverty  no  one  was 
more  benevolent  than  he ;  that  he  gave  liberal¬ 
ly  out  of  his  slender  means,  and  grudged  neither 
time  nor  trouble  to  his  needy  parishioners.  All 
which  things,  as  I  grew  older,  I  kept  in  my 
heart,  and  pondered  them. 

Mother  eame  back  from  the  sea-side  with  re¬ 
stored  health.  All  fell  into  its  usual  track  at 
Water -Eardley,  as  it  used  to  be  before  our 
pretty  blossom  came  and  peeped  upon  the 
earth,  and  then  folded  his  soft  leaves  again  for¬ 
ever.  At  Mrs.  Lane’s  I  did  not  form  any  of  the 
romantic  friendships  which  are  popularly  sup¬ 
posed  to  make  a  necessary  part  of  a  school¬ 
girl’s  experience.  I  was  not  very  gregarious 
by  nature.  I  w'as  fastidious  in  my  choice  of 
companionship.  And  then,  doubtless,  I  was 
devoid  of  many  qualities  which  insure  popular¬ 
ity.  I  had  very  few  acquaintances  in  Horsing- 
ham.  Grandfather,  as  I  have  said,  had  lived 
in  almost  total  seclusion  from  society  for  as 
long  as  I  can  remember.  And  the  years,  as 
they  advanced,  rather  confirmed  than  dimin¬ 
ished  his  dislike  to  mix  wfith  the  world.  My 
father’s  friends  and  relations  lived  chiefly  in  the 
country.  Still  there  were  one  or  two  houses  in 
Horsingham  Avhich  I  occasionally  visited.  Sir 
Peter  Bunny’s  was  one  of  these  houses.  Sir 
Peter  had  once  been  mayor,  and  was  knighted 
on  the  occasion  of  heading  some  deputation 
during  his  mayoralty.  He  was  a  thin,  hand¬ 
some  old  gentleman,  w’ith  dark  eyebrows  and 
white  hair  and  small  features.  His  portrait 
was  exhibited  one  year  at  the  Royal  Academy; 
and  the  legend  ran  in  Horsingham  that  enthusi¬ 
astic  visitors  would  point  it  out  to  each  other  as 
the  very  type  and  ideal  of  an  aristocratic  gen¬ 
tleman  of  ancient  lineage,  and  would  turn  to 
their  catalogues  and  say,  “Bunny!  Sir  Peter 
Bunn)^  Of  the  Shropshire  Bunnys,  I  won¬ 
der?”  in  a  very  genteel  and  knowing  manner. 
But  we  Horsingham  folks  knew  that  Sir  Peter 
made  his  money  as  a  maltster,  and  that  Lady 
Bunny’s  mother  kept  a  boarding-house  at  Scar¬ 
borough  ;  and  that  despite  the  big  coat  of  arms 
on  their  carriage,  and  the  crest  blazoned  on  ev¬ 
ery  possible  and  impossible  article  of  furniture 
in  the  house,  the  Bunnys  are,  in  the  pure  eyes 
of  county  society,  “nobody” — mere  impalpable 
figments  of  the  vulgar  brain.  They,  and  their 
man-servant,  and  their  maid-servant,  their  cat¬ 
tle — and,  in  short,  every  thing  save  the  stranger 
within  their  gates  (who  is  usually,  in  his  own 
opinion,  somebody,  and  eats  Sir  Peter’s  dinners 
in  a  manner  calculated  to  prove  it !),  being  in 
any  polite  sense  the  mere  baseless  fabric  of  a 
vision. 

Despite  this  Berkeleian  theory  of  the  Bunnys’ 
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existence,  they  were  greatly  liked  and  respect¬ 
ed.  Their  youngest  daughter  was  a  school¬ 
fellow  of  mine,  and  I  sometimes  took  tea  at 
her  father  s  house,  and  spent  a  quiet  evening 
there.  Also,  I  had  made  the  acquaintance  of 
Mr.  Arkwright,  the  curate  of  Mrs.  Abram’s  fa¬ 
vorite  clergjnnan,  whose  direful  ministrations  I 
have  spoken  of ;  and  of  Mrs.  Arkwright  and  the 
little  Arkwrights— and  the ‘name  of  these  latter 
is  Legion.  I  never  met  Mr.  Arkwright  with¬ 
out  being  possessed  by  a  yearning  pity  for  him. 
The  phrase  sounds  absurd,  in  our  relative  posi¬ 
tions  ;  nevertheless,  it  is  strictly  true.  My 
more  mature  judgment  leads  me  to  doubt 
whether  the  case  were  one  calling  for  all  the 
compassion  I  lavished  on  it.  But  as  a  very 
young  girl — little  more  than  a  child  when  I  first 
knew  him — I  was  unfeignedly  sorry  for  the 
Keverend  Edwin  Arkwright  in  my  heart.  He 
was  so  very  poor,  and  he  had  so  many  young 
children,  and  his  wife,  though  doubtless  the 
partner  of  his  cares,  appeared  to  me  so  little 
calculated  to  be  the  soother  of  his  sorrows. 
He  was  known  by  all  Horsingham  to  be  in 
debt ;  and  yet  no  one  could  blame  him  for 
extravagance.  I  once  said  to  Mrs.  Lane  (I 
scarcely  know  how  my  speech  was  brought 
about,  for  my  communications  with  her  were 
rarely  impulsive  or  confidential),  “  How  dread¬ 
ful  it  must  be  to  be  in  debt !  To  feel  that  you 
have  had  people’s  goods,  and  have  not  paid* for 
them !”  And  Mrs.  Lane  looked  at  me  very 
strangely,  and  said.  Yes ;  she  supposed  it  must 
be  dreadful ;  and  hoped  I  should  always  con¬ 
tinue  to  think  in  the  same  way. 

A  day  or  two  afterward  I  was  passing  Mrs. 
Lane’s  sitting-room,  the  door  of  which  was  ajar, 
and  I  Was  surprised  and  startled  to  hear  grand¬ 
father’s  voice  within. 

“We  will  settle  the  whole  account  now,  if 
you  please,  Mrs.  Lane,”  he  said.  “Three-quar¬ 
ters’  schooling  are  due,  are  they  not?” 

Before  I  could  gather  presence  of  mind  to 
move  away,  the  door  of  the  sitting-room  was 
fully  opened,  and  grandfiither  and  Mrs.  Lane 
came  out  into  the  hall. 

“Anne,  how  pale  you  are!”  exclaimed  my 
governess.  She  looked  quite  alarmed,  and 
made  a  movement  forward  to  take  hold  of  me. 
Grandfather  gave  me  a  searching  glance,  and 
said,  “May  Anne  come  home  with  me  to  Mort- 
lands  now,  Mrs.  Lane?  I  know  that  it  is  out 
of  the  regular  course  of  things  ;  but  it  will  only 
anticipate  the  half  holida}'-  by  one  day,  and  I 
shall  feel  obliged  to  you  if  you  will  permit  it.” 

Mrs.  Lane  at  once  assented.  I  think  she 
fancied  that  my  grandfather’s  medical  eye  de¬ 
tected  some  incipient  illness  in  me.  But  there 
was  none ;  I  had  merely  been  startled  and 
seized  upon  by  a  vague  feeling  of  uneasiness, 
which  had  immediately  translated  itself  in  my 
countenance. 

Grandfather  took  me  home  to  his  house  ; 
and  as  soon  as  we  arrived  at  Mortlands  he 
bade  me  follow  him  into  his  study.  I  obeyed 
with  a  beating  heart.  I  could  recall  no  such 


summons  having  happened  previously.  He  kiss¬ 
ed  me  and  placed  me  in  a  chair,  and  then  sat 
down  opposite  to  me. 

“Anne,”  said  he,  “what  did  you  hear  me 
say  to  Mrs.  Lane  ?  I  saw  in  your  face  that 
you  had  been  shocked  and  startled.” 

I  told  him  what  I  had  heard  ;  adding,  “  How 
could  it  be,  dear  grandfather,  that  so  much 
should  be  owing  to  Mrs.  Lane  ?  I  had  no  idea 
— I  thought — ” 

I  stopped  with  twitching  lips.  An  attempt 
to  utter  another  syllable  would  have  resulted  in 
a  burst  of  tears,  and  I  was  resolved  not  to  give 
way  to  that  weakness  without  a  struggle  to  re¬ 
tain  my  self-command. 

“  Little  Nancy,  /  did  not  know  that  the  mon¬ 
ey  was  owing  until  yesterday.  When  I  did 
know  it,  I  got  your  mother  to  let  me  pay  it— 
for  her.” 

There  was  an  almost  imperceptible  pause  be¬ 
fore  the  two  last  syllables,  but  my  ear  detected, 
my  mind  marked  it.  However,  I  did  not  press 
grandfather  with  any  further  questions  at  that 
time.  He  told  me  that  all  was  well  at  Water- 
Eardley,  and  reassured  me  on  the  whole. 

“By-the-way,  little  Nancy,”  he  said,  just  be¬ 
fore  dismissing  me  from  the  study,  “when  you 
go  home  you  will  miss  the  hunters.  That  is  to 
say,  you  might  miss  them  if  you  chanced  to  go 
near  the  stable ;  or  the  servants  might  speak 
to  you  of  them.  In  any  case,  do  not  say  any 
thing  to  your  father  about  them.  It  is  a  sore 
subject.” 

“What  has  happened  to  the  hunters?”  I 
asked,  wonderingly.  “Are  they  dead?” 

“No  ;  they  are  sold.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Erom  that  time  forth  began  a  new  era  for 
me.  Very  shortly  after  the  incident  I  have 
spoken  of  in  the  last  chapter  I  was  removed 
from  Mrs.  Lane’s  and  returned  to  Water-Eard- 
ley.  I  was  then  between  eighteen  and  nine¬ 
teen.  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  I  was  more 
childish  in  some  respects,  and  much  less  so  in 
others,  than  most  girls  of  my  age.  The  sort  of 
foretaste  of  the  world — the  preliminary  experi¬ 
ence  of  its  buffets  and  struggles,  its  victories 
and  defeats,  which  is  supplied  to  a  child  by  the 
competition  of  brothers  and  sisters,-!  had  never 
had.  Even  my  school  life  had  not  altogether 
stood  in  the  stead  of  it.  But,  on  the  other 
hand,  I  had  escaped  the  most  imminent  danger 
that  usually  threatens  an  only  child  ;  I  had  nev¬ 
er  been  “  spoiled.”  But  for  this  blessing  I  have 
to  thank  my  grandfather’s  firmness  and  wisdom. 
I  had  been  accustomed  to  appeal  to  him  and 
to  lean  on  him  with  absolute  trust  throughout 
my  young  life;  and  he  now  stood  by  mo  with 
counsel  and  help  when  I  had  to  face  a  new  as¬ 
pect  of  things,  and  to  learn  some  lessons  which 
only  a  practical  contact  with  the  difficulties  of 
existence  can  teach. 

My  fiither  was  sorely  pressed  for  money.  I 


592 


HAKPEE’S  new  monthly  magazine. 


had  known  that  it  must  he  so,  when  I  heard 
that  he  had  sold  his  hunters  :  the  beautiful,  do¬ 
cile  creatures  in  whom  he  had  taken  such  pride. 
And  this,  too,  painfully  explained  why  there 
were  such  long  arrears  of  payment  to  be  made 
for  my  schooling.  But  of  what  had  caused  my 
father’s  need  I  had  no  conception.  Grandfa¬ 
ther  forbore  to  tell  me.  But  poor  mother,  in 
her  distress  and  her  yearning  to  confide  in  a 
loving  heart,  soon  revealed  to  me  that  my  fa¬ 
ther  had  of  late  been  involving  himself  deeply 
in  what  are  called  “turf  speculations.”  In 
plain  terms,  he  had  been  betting  and  gambling 
and  losing,  not  recklessly — he  was  but  too  deep¬ 
ly  plunged  in  anxiety  as  to  the  result  of  the 
risk  he  was  running — but  infatuatedly.  It 
would  be  more  correct  to  say  that  mother’s 
face  and  voice  infected  me  with  apprehension 
and  grief,  than  that  my  intelligence  fully  real¬ 
ized  all  that  was  implied  in  the  word  “gam¬ 
bler.” 

“Then,  mother  dear,”  said  I,  attempting  to 
apply  whaf  little  lore  of  life  I  had  gleaned 
from  story-books  to  the  present  case,  “  I  sup¬ 


pose  we  are  ruined  ?” 

It  appeared,  however,  that  we  were  by  no 
means  ruined.  Mother  even  smiled  at  my  sol¬ 
emn  face  as  I  said  the  word  j  but  her  smile  was 
like  a  pale  sunbeam  struggling  through  rain 
clouds.  No;  we  were  not  ruined.  JFather 
might  even  have  avoided  the  sale  of  his  hunters 
by  raising  money  in  another  w'ay ;  but  he  had 
^  resolved,  mother  said,  to  make  a  sacrifice  which 
should  fall  on  him  personally,  and  on  no  one  else. 
And  W'as  not  that  noble  and  generous?  Mo¬ 
ther  bade  me  note  what  liberal  atonement  he 
had  made.  And,  after  all,  father  had  not  been 
so  much  to  blame  ;  he  had  been  led  on  and  on 
by  a  run  of  good  luck.  And  he  had  been  pei’- 
suaded  and  tempted  by  others  :  wicked  men 
who  had  neither  pity  nor  principle.  But  per¬ 
haps  this  taste  of  misfortune  was  a  blessing  in 
disguise :  it  would  show  father,  before  it  was 
too  late,  what  gulfs  of  ruin  lay  hidden  beneath 
that  smiling  surface  of  good-fellowship.  He 
had  promised,  he  had  given  his  word  to  bet 
no  more.  He  was  so  good,  so  affectionate,  so 
frank  in  acknowledging  his  error. 

I  watched  mother’s  face  thoughtfully  while 
she  spoke.  When  she  had  finished,  finding 
that  her  countenance  revealed  something  not 
altogether  in  harmony  with  her  words,  I  said, 
“Then  why  should  you  be  so  sorry  and  so  anx¬ 
ious,  mother  darling  ?  If  father  has  given  his 
word,  that  is  enough.  You  need  not  be  afraid 
any  more ;  need  you,  mother  ?” 

“  No,  my  dearest.  You  are  right.  I  ought 
to  have  faith  in  my  own  darling ;  and  I  have, 
Anne.  You  must  not  fancy  that  I  doubt  fa¬ 
ther.” 

But  her  speech  was  closed  by  a  sigh  that 
seemed  to  come  from  the  depths  of  her  heart. 

However,  it  seemed  as  if  her  apprehensions 
had  in  truth  been  excessive,  for  the  storm 
cleared  away,  and  left,  as  far  as  I  coaid  tell,  no 
permanent  disaster  behind  it.  No  comfort  that 


we  had  been  accustomed  to  enjoy  in  our  home 
was  absent  from  it.  The  empty  stalls  in  the 
stable,  and  the  dismissal  of  one  of  the  grooms, 
alone  reminded  us  that  we  had  narrowly  es¬ 
caped  a  far  greater  misfortune.  My  old  friend 
Dodd,  for  whom  I  had  always  retained  a  kind¬ 
ly  feeling,  left  us  about  a  year  after  my  return 
home.  He  married,  and  set  up  in  a  little  road¬ 
side  inn  about  seven  miles  from  Horsingham, 
which  inn,  from  its  situation  in  close  proximity 
to  the  main  highway,  did  a  thriving  business 
with  carters  and  carriers,  at  all  seasons  of  the 
year,  and  with  stray  travelers  during  the  race¬ 
time. 

Dodd  was  replaced  at  Water-Eardley  by  a 
smart,  sly,  undersized  creature,  who  had  been 

for  some  time  employed  about  Lord  B - ’s 

training  stable.  I  remember  father  mentioning 
this  fact  as  being  a  great  recommendation  when 
the  man  was  first  engaged,  and  grandfather 
making  him  very  angry  by  replying,  “Mercy 
on  us  !  The  fellow  comes  armed  with  a  regu¬ 
lar  diploma  from  the  school  of  perdition,  does 
he?” 

But  grandfather  seldom  permitted  himself 
such  utterances  as  this.  He  had  the  talent  of 
holding  his  tongue.  (How  rare  and  how  pre¬ 
cious  a  power!)  He  had  a  sincere  desire  to 
make  peace.  He  knew  that  nothing  is  more 
likely  to  check  the  struggling  growth  of  amend¬ 
ment  than  the  cold  breath  of  distrust.  He  en¬ 
couraged  my  mother — he  was  cordial  and  pleas¬ 
ant  as  ever  with  my  father.  It  seemed  as  if  all 
were  still  as  it  had  been.  But  it  was  only  seem¬ 
ing. 

Among  other  changes  which  I  observed  in 
my  father,  now  that  I  lived  constantly  at  home, 
was  a  listless  indifference  to  the  pursuits  he  had 
formerly  been  interested  in ;  his  farm  and  his 
stock  were  merely  a  care  and  a  trouble.  He 
sold  off  all  the  beasts  he  had  of  a  famous  breed 
of  cattle  (more  than  one  silver  prize-cup  won 
from  county  competitions  glittered  on  the  side¬ 
board  in  our  dining-room),  and  replaced  them 
with  common  animals. 

I  could  not  for  the  life  of  me  have  told  why, 
but  oven  to  my  inexperienced  eyes  the  whole 
aspect  of  the  farm  was  changed.  The  Germans 
have  a  homely  proverb  of  rural  life:  “The 
master’s  footstep  manures  the  field  best.”  On 
our  fields  the  master’s  footstep  rarely  fell.  By 
degrees  father  entirely  relinquished  one  farm, 
consisting  of  arable  land,  which  he  had  rented, 
and  retained  only  the  grazing  meadows.  Fa¬ 
ther  always  had  some  excellent  reason  to  give 
for  every  change  that  he  made.  He  really  was 
an  enlightened  fanner,  and  understood  his  busi¬ 
ness  very  thoroughly.  This  made  it  almost  im¬ 
possible  for  any  one  to  remonstrate  with  him  as 
to  what  he  was  doing,  and  what  he  was  leaving 
undone.  “You  will  allow,  I  suppose,”  father 
would  say,  sharply,  “that  I  know  something 
about  land,  and  something  about  stock  !”  This 
being  indisputable,  he  would  add,  “And  I  pre¬ 
sume  you  will  give  me  credit  for  using  my 
knowledge  to  my  own  interest.  A  man  will 
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care  for  that,  at  all  events,  whatever  else  he 
cai-es  for.” 

Interest!  Ills  own  interest  ?  How  strange 
it  is  that  men  should  go  on  repeating  the  par¬ 
rot-like  formula,  whose  truth  is  contradicted  by 
every  day’s  experience !  There  is  po  petty  pas¬ 
sion  in  the  human  breast  but  will  ovendde  “  in¬ 
terest,”  in  the  sense  generally  attached  to  that 
word. 

Father  W'as  constantly  saying  that  forming 
W'as  such  a  sloio  way  of  making  money ;  that 
what  you  gained  one  year  you  lost  the  next ; 
and  making  other  grumbling  speeches,  which 
— I  confess  it — irritated  me  terribfo.  Once 
my  mother  exclaimed,  very  innocently,  “But, 
George  dear,  what  need  is  there  for  us  to 
‘  make  money’  at  all  ?  Have  we  not  enough  ? 
Heaven  knows  I  don’t  long  for  riches  ?”  And 
father  was  out  of  humor  the  whole  day  after¬ 
ward.  Alas !  that  was  coming  to  be  a  frequent 
occurrence.  Father  never  had  sweetness  of 
temper  comparable  to  mother’s.  He  was  w'hat 
people  call  “hasty.”  But  then  wdiosoever 
made  that  remark  almost  invariably  added,  “  It 
W'as  over  in  a  minute.”  For  my  part,  when  I 
hear  such  a  characteristic  mentioned  in  the 
way  of  praise,  I  am  inclined  to  ask,  “With 
whom  is  it  over  in  a  minute?  With  the  hasty 
man  himself,  or  the  object  of  his  sudden  w'rath  ?” 
Wounds  given  in  haste  will  often  take  long  to 
heal.  But,  at  least,  in  former  times  when  fa¬ 
ther  was  angry,  those  around  him  usually  com¬ 
prehended  wherefore  he  w'as  so.  He  had  been 
frauk-natured  too,  and  disdainful  of  equivoca¬ 
tion  ;  but  he  w'as  changing,  changing,  changing, 
day  by  day. 

I  am  dwelling  chiefly  on  the  internal  phases 
through  wdiich  our  home  life  passed,  so  to  speak. 
These  were  mostly  hidden  from  all  wdio  were 
not  dwellers  at  Water-Eardley.  The  superfi¬ 
cial  part  of  our  existence  w'as,  I  imagine,  much 
the  same  as  ever  in  the  eyes  of  strangers. 

My  parents,  perhaps,  did  not  go  from  home 
as  much  as  they  had  been  used  to  do  when  I 
was  a  child.  But  my  father  had  a  large  circle 
of  relatives  in  the  neighborhood,  and  we  visited 
a  good  deal ;  much  more,  indeed,  than  was 
agreeable  to  me.  For,  to  say  truth,  I  did  not 
find  all  these  tribes  of  second  and  third  cousins 
by  any  means  congenial  to  me.  I  had,  to  say 
the  least,  a  distaste  for  their  society,  and  I 
have  reason  to  believe  that  the  distaste  was 
heartily  reciprocated. 

The  few  acquaintances  I  had  made  during  my 
school-days  in  JIorsingham  I  retained.  Lady 
Bunny  called  upon  my  mother,  and  my  mother 
returned  her  visit ;  and  there  ensued  dinners  at 
Sir  Peter’s  house  and  at  my  father’s ;  and  a 
dance  at  the  former  place,  on  w'hich  occasion 
both  Barbara  Bunny,  my  late  school-fellow, 
and  I  were  introduced  to  the  fashionable  world 
of  Horsingham.  But  this  was  a  rare  dissipa¬ 
tion,  and  did  not  lead  to  much  further  gayety. 
It  had  the  effect,  however,  of  distracting  my 
mind  from  other  things  for  some  time  after¬ 
ward.  I  found,  to  my  surprise,  that  my  studies 
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were  flat  and  savorless ;  that  I  was  haunted 
during  the  writing  out  of  an  exercise  by  the 
echoes  of  a  tuneful  waltz  ;  that  my  thoughts 
were  rather  frequently  busied  with  devising  im¬ 
aginary  costumes  for  myself,  and  fancying  how 
I  should  look  in  a  lemon-colored  crape  dress, 
such  as  the  eldest  Miss-Bunny  had  worn,  and 
other  similar  speculations.  In  a  word,  I  dis¬ 
covered  in  myself  a  hitherto  unsuspected  taste 
for  excitement,  not  to  mention  a  considerable 
development  of  the  organ  which  I  believe 
phrenologists  have  designated  love  of  approba¬ 
tion. 

Since  I  had  left  school,  I  had,  by  grandfa¬ 
ther’s  advice,  and  partly  in  consequence  of  a 
suggestion  that  he  had  made  to  my  parents, 
continued  certain  of  my  studies  under  the  au¬ 
spices  of  the  Reverend  Edwin  Arkwright.  He 
was  an  excellent  German  scholar,  and  he  gave 
me  lessons  in  that  language.  Also  he  read 
history  with  me,  and  even  imparted  to  me  a 
slight  smattering  of  Latin.  Father  had  object¬ 
ed  at  first  rather  strongly  to  this  latter  study. 
He  did  not  want  his  girl  to  be  a  blue-stocking. 
He  hated  learned  women ;  they  notoriously 
made  bad  wives  and  mothers.  Home  was  a 
woman’s  sphere,  and  domestic  duties  were  her 
proper  employment.  I  remember  in  my  inex¬ 
perience  earnestly  endeavoring  to  discover  fa¬ 
ther’s,  reasons  for  thinking  that  the  declension 
of  hie,  hcEc,  hoc,  would  undermine  my  principles, 
and  harden  my  manners,  and  utterly  failing  to 
get  any  enlightenment  as  to  his  views  on  the  sub¬ 
ject.  When  I  had  recourse  to  grandfather,  he 
merely  said  that  every  one  had  some  prejudices, 
and  that  it  could  not  be  expected  that  my  fa¬ 
ther  should  be  totally  exempt  from  them ;  but 
that  he  (grandfather)  had  persuaded  father  to 
let  me  learn  from  Mr.  Arkwright,  assuring  him 
that  there  was  no  apparent  danger  of  my  be¬ 
coming  a  portent  of  erudition.  And  indeed 
the  discerning  reader,  who  shall  peruse  these 
pages  to  the  end,  will  scarcely  require  me  to  as¬ 
sert  that  whatever  evils  have  happened  to  me 
in  the  course  of  my  life  have  most  undoubtedly 
been  due  in  no  wise  to  excess  of  learning : 
Heaven  save  the  mark  ! 

“But  then,  grandfather,”  said  I,  earnestly, 
“how  is  it  ?  Does  father  want  me  not  to  learn 
w'ell  from  Mr.  Arkwright?  Does  he  think  it 
won’t  be  a  bad  thing  if  I  ovi\y  pretend  to  learn 
German  and  Latin,  but  that  it  will  hurt  me  if 
I  reallj’-  do  study  industriously  ?” 

Whereto  grandfather  only  replied,  dryljq  that 
I  had  better  not  make  such  speeches  as  that  to 
my  father,  as  he  would  probably  consider  them 
unfeminine.  And  then  he  added,  more  seri¬ 
ously,  “Do  not  question  your  parent’s  conduct 
in  a  caviling  spirit,  little  Nancy.  No  Latin  in 
the  world  w-as  ever  worth  a  loving  heart  and  a 
docile  temper.” 

I  went  once  a  w'eek  to  Mr.  Arkw’right’s  house 
to  take  my  lesson  ;  and  I  usually  spent  the 
evening  of  those  days  at  Mortlands,  especially 
during  the  winter  and  autumn  wdien  the  day¬ 
light  set  early.  To  me  my  lesson-days  were 
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times  of  almost  unmixed  enjoyment.  At  least 
they  had  been  so  up  to  the  time  of  the  dance  at 
Sir  Peter  Bunny’s.  After  that  occasion,  I 
found  that  the  concentration  of  my  mind  upon 
my  books  was  much  more  difficult  than  it  had 
been :  stilt  I  continued  to  go  to  the  curate’s 
house  on  the  appointed  days.  I  knew  beyond 
the  possibility  of  doubt  that  the  sum  paid  for 
my  lessons  was  an  important  object  to  the  Ark¬ 
wrights.  It  never  occurred  to  me  to  question 
my  parent’s  power  of  affording  it.  The  exam¬ 


ple  of  Mrs.  Lane’s  over-due  school  bill  might, 
it  may  be  thought,  have  awakened  some  mis¬ 
givings  ;  but  I  believed  that  the  causes  which 
had  led  to  that  circumstance  had  ceased  forev¬ 
er  ;  and  that  the  sun  was  not  surer  to  rise  each 
morning  than  was  the  price  of  my  lessons  to  be 
duly  and  regularly  paid  to  Mr.  Arkwright.  I 
may  here  record  that  it  was  so  paid.  But  not 
until  many  years  later  did  I  learn  from  mother’s 
confession,  that  the  person  who  paid  it  was  my 
grandfather. 


FEMALE  SUFFEAGE. 

A  LETTER  TO  THE  CHRISTIAN  WOMEN  OP  AMERICA. 
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ET  us  now  look  for  a  moment  at  the  actu¬ 
al  condition  of  w'omen  in  America,  in  con¬ 
nection  with  the  predicted  elevation.  We  are 
told  they  are  to  be  elevated  by  the  suffrage — 
and  that  by  hanging  on  to  the  election  tickets 
in  the  hands  of  their  wives,  the  men  are  to  be 
elevated  w'ith  them.  What,  therefore,  is  the 
ground  Avomen  noAV  occupy,  and  from  w'hence 
they  are  to  soar  upward  on  the  paper  wings  of 
the  ballot  ?  The  principal  facts  connected  Avith 
that  position  are  self-CAddent ;  there  is  nothing 
vague  or  uncertain  here ;  Ave  have  but  tb  look 
about  us  and  the  question  is  ansAvered.  We 
already  knoAV,  for  instance,  from  daily  observa¬ 
tion  and  actual  experience,  that,  as  a  general 
rule,  the  kindness  and  consideration  of  Ameri¬ 
can  men  have  been  great,  both  in  public  and 
in  private  life.  We  knoAv  that  in  American 
society  Avomen  have  been  respected,  they  have 
been  favored,  they  have  been  protected,  they 
have  been  beloved.  There  has  been  a  readiness 
to  listen  to  their  requests,  to  redress  grieA'ances, 
to  make  changes  AvheneA'er  these  have  become 
necessaiy  or  adA'isable.  Such,  until  very  re¬ 
cently,  has  been  the  general  current  of  public 
feeling,  the  general  tendency  of  public  action, 
in  America.  If  there  appear  to-day  occasional 
sjmptoms  of  a  change  in  the  tone  of  men  on 
this  point,  it  is  to  be  attributed  to  the  agitation 
of  the  A'ery  question  we  are  noAv  discussing. 
Whenever  women  make  ill-judged,  unnatural, 
extravagant  demands,  they  must  prepare  to  lose 
ground.  Yes,  even  where  the  particular  points 
in  dispute  aie  conceded  to  their  reiterated  im¬ 
portunity,  they  must  still  eventually  lower  their 
general  standing  and  consideration  by  every 
false  step.  Theie  are  occasions  where  victory 
is  more  really  perilous  than  a  timely  defeat’- 
a  temporary  triumph  may  lead  to  ground  Avhich 
the  A-ictors  can  not  permanently  hold  to  their 
own  true  and  lasting  advantage.  On  the  oth¬ 
er  hand,  every  just  and  judicious  demand  wo¬ 
men  may  noAV  make  Avith  the  certainty  of  suc¬ 
cessful  results.  This  is,  indeed,  the  great  fact 
Avhich  especially  contributes  to  render  the  birth¬ 
right  of  American  women  a  favorable  one.  If 
the  men  of  the  country  are  already  disposed  to 
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redress  existing  grievances,  where  Avomen  are 
concerned,  as  Ave  knoAv  them  to  be,  and  if  they 
are  also  ready,  as  Ave  knoAv  them  to  be,  to  for- 
Avard  all  needful  future  development  of  true 
Avomanly  action,  Avhat  more,  pray,  can  Ave  rea¬ 
sonably  ask  of  them?  Where  lies  this  dire 
necessity  of  thrusting  upon  Avomen  the  burdens 
of  the  suffrage  ?  And  why  should  the  entire 
nation  be  throAA-n  into  the  perilous  couA'ulsions 
of  a  revolution  more  truly  formidable  than  any 
yet  attempted  on  earth  ?  Bear  in  mind  tha’t 
this  is  a  revolution  Avhich,  if  successful  in  all  its 
aims,  can  scarcely  foil  to  sunder  the  family  roof- 
tree,  and  to  ujiroot  the  family  hearth-stone. 
It  is  the  aA-OAA-ed  determination  of  many  of  its 
champions  that  it  shall  do  so ;  while  with  an¬ 
other  class  of  its  leaders,  to  Aveaken  and  un¬ 
dermine  the  authority  of  the  Christian  faith  in 
the  household  is  an  object  if  not  frankly  aA-OAved 
yet  scarcely  concealed.  The  great  majority  of 
the  women  enlisted  in  this  movement — many 
of  them,  it  is  needless  to  say,  very  AA-orthy 
persons  as  individuals — are  little  aAvare  of  all 
the  perils  into  Avhich  some  of  their  most  zeal¬ 
ous  male  allies  would  load  them.  Degrada¬ 
tion  for  the  sex,  and  not  true  and  lasting  ele- 
vation,.appear  to  most  of  us  likely  to  be  the  end 
to  AA’hich  this  movement  must  necessarily  tend, 
unless  it  be  checked  bj’’  the  latent  good  sense, 
the  true  Avisdom,  and  the  religious  principle  of 
women  themselves,  aroused,  at  length,  to  pro¬ 
test,  to  resist.  If  Ave  are  called  upon  for  proof 
of  the  assertion,  that  American  men  are  already 
prepared  to  redress  actual  grievances,  aa-g  find 
that  proof  in  their  course  at  the  present  mo¬ 
ment.  Observe  the  patience  Avith  Avhich  our 
legislative  bodies  arc  noAV  considering  the  pe¬ 
titions  of  a  clamorous  minority  demanding  the 
redress  of  a  fictitious  grievance — a  minority  de¬ 
manding  a  political  position  Avhich  the  major¬ 
ity  of  their  sex  still  utterly  reject — a  position 
repugnant  to  the  habits,  the  feelings,  the  tastes, 
and  the  principles  of  that  majority.  If  men 
are  Avilling  to  give  their  attention  to  these  quer¬ 
ulous  demands  of  a  small  minority  of  our  sex, 
how  much  more  surely  may  we  rely  on  their 
sympathy,  and  their  efficient  support,  Avhen 
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some  measure  in  wliich  the  interests  of  the 
whole  sex  are  clearly  involved  shall  be  brought 
before  them  by  all  their  wives  and  mothers  ? 

And  again :  they  are  not  only  already  pre¬ 
pared  to  redress  grievances,  but  also  to  fonvard 
all  needed  development  of  true  womanly  ac¬ 
tion.  Take,  in  proof  of  this  assertion,  the  sub¬ 
ject  of  education.  This  is,  beyond  all  doubt, 
the  vital  question  of  the  age,  embracing  wdthin 
its  limits  all  others.  Education  is  of  far  more 
importance  than  the  suffrage,  which  is  eventu¬ 
ally  subject  to  it,  controlled  by  it.  This  is,  in¬ 
deed,  a  question  altogether  too  grave,  too  com¬ 
prehensive,  and  too  complicated  in  some  of  its 
bearings  to  be  more  than  briefly  alluded  to 
here.  But  let  us  consider  education  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  as  the  mere  acquirement  of  intellectual 
know-ledge.  This  is  but  one  of  its  phases,  and 
that  one  not  the  most  important ;  but  such  is 
the  popular,  though  very  inadequate,  idea  of 
the  subject  in  America.  Observe  how  much 
has  already  been  done  in  this  sense  for  the  in¬ 
struction  of  the  women  of  our  country.  In  the 
common  district  schools,  and  even  in  the  high 
schools  of  the  larger  tow-ns,  the  same  facilities 
are  generally  offered  to  both  sexes  ;  in  the  pub¬ 
lic  schools  brother  and  sister  have,  as  a  rule, 
the  same  books  and  the  same  teachers.  And 
we  may  go  much  farther  and  say  that  every  wo¬ 
man  in  the  country  may  already — if  she  is  de¬ 
termined  to  do  so — obtain  very  much  the  same 
intellectual  instruction  which  her  own  brother 
receives.  If  that  education  is  a  highly  ad¬ 
vanced  one  she  will,  no  doubt,  have  some  es¬ 
pecial  difficulties  to  contend  against ;  but  those 
difficulties  are  not  insurmountable.  The  doors 
of  most  colleges  and  universities  are  closed,  it 
is  true,  against  women,  and  we  can  not  doubt 
that  this  course  is  taken  for  sound  reasons, 
pointed  out  by  good  sense  and  true  sagacity. 
It  is  impossible  not  to  believe  that  betw-een  the 
ages  of  fifteen  and  five-and-twenty  young  men 
and  young  women  will  carry  on  their  intellectual 
training  far  more  thoroughly  and  successfully 
apart  than  thrown  into  the  same  classes.  At 
that  age  of  vivid  impressions  and  awakening 
passions,  the  two  sexes  are  sufficiently  thrown 
together  in  family  life  and  in  general  society  for 
all  pui-poses  of  mutual  influence  and  improve¬ 
ment.  Let  them  chat,  walk,  sing,  dance  to¬ 
gether,  at  that  period  of  their  lives  ;  but  if  you 
wish  to  make  them  good  scholars,  let  them 
study  apart.  Let  their  loves  and  jealousies  be 
carried  on  elsewhere  than  in  the  college  halls. 
But  already  female  colleges,  exclusively  adapt¬ 
ed  to  young  women,  are  talked  of — nay,  here 
and  there  one  or  two  such  colleges  now  exist. 
There  is  nothing  in  w-hich  American  men  more 
delight,  nothing  more  congenial  to  their  usual 
modes  of  thought  and  action,  than  to  advance 
the  intellectual  instruction  of  the  whole  nation, 
daughters  as  well  as  sons.  We  may  rest  as¬ 
sured  that  they  will  not  fail  to  grant  all  need¬ 
ful  development  in  this  direction.  One  female 
college,  of  the  very  highest  intellectual  stand¬ 
ard,  Avould  probably  be  found  sufficient  for  a 


population  of  some  millions.  The  number  of 
women  desiring  a  full  college  education  will 
always,  for  rnany  different  reasons,  be  much 
smaller  than  the  number  of  male  students. 
But  there  is  no  good  reason  why  such  colleges, 
when  found  desirable,  should  not  enter  into 
our  future  American  civilization.  Individual 
American  women  may  yet,  by  these  means,  make 
high  progress  in  science,  and  render  good  serv¬ 
ice  to  the  country  and  the  race.  Every  branch 
of  study  which  may  be  carried  on  thoroughly 
and  successfully,  without  impairing  womanly 
modesty  of  mind  and  manner,  should  be  so  fat- 
opened  to  the  sex  as  to  allow  those  individuals 
to  whom  Providence  has  given  the  ability  for 
deep  research  to  carry  them  to  the  farthest 
point  needed.  But  as  regards  those  studies 
which  are  intended  to  open  the  way  to  profes¬ 
sions  essentially  bold  and  masculine  in  charac¬ 
ter,  we  do  not  see  how  it  is  within  the  bounds 
of  possibility  for  young  women  to  move  onward 
in  that  direction  without  losing  some  of  their 
most  precious  womanly  prerogatives— without, 
in  short,  unsexing  themselves. 

The  really  critical  point  with  regard  to  the 
present  position  of  women  in  America  is  the 
question  of  w-ork  and  wages.  Here  the  pocket 
of  man  is  touched.  And  the  pocket  is  the 
most  sensitive  point  with  many  men,  not  only 
in  America,  but  all  the  W'orld  over.  There 
can  he  no  doubt  whatever  that  women  are  now 
driven  away  from  certain  occupations,  to  which 
they  are  w-ell  adapted,  by  the  selfishness  of 
some  men.  And  in  many  departments  where 
they  are  day-laborers  for  commercial  firms  they 
are  inadequately  paid,  and  compelled  to  pro¬ 
vide  food,  lodging,  fuel,  and  light  out  of  scan¬ 
ty  wages.  Yes,  we  have  here  one  of  the  few 
real  grievances  of  which  American  women  have 
a  just  right  to  complain.  But  even  here — even 
where  the  pocket  is  directly  touched,  we  still 
believe  that  women  may  obtain  full  justice  in  the 
end,  by  pursuing  the  right  course.  Only  let 
the  reality  of  the  grievance  be  clearly  proved, 
and  redress  will  follow,  ere  long.  Providence 
has  the  power  of  bringing  good  out  of  evil ; 
and  therefore  wo  believe  that  the  movement 
now  going  on  will  here,  at  least,  show  some 
lasting  results  for  good.  The  “  Song  of  the 
Shirt”  shall,  w-e  trust,  ere  long  become  an  ob¬ 
solete  lay  in  our  country.  Our  women,  twen¬ 
ty  years  hence,  shall  be  better  paid  in  some  of 
their  old  fields  of  labor ;  and  new  openings,  ap¬ 
propriate  to  their  abilities,  mental  and  physical, 
shall  also  be  made  for  them.  And  here  they 
are  much  more  likely  to  succeed  without  the 
suffrage  than  with  it.  It  is  not  by  general 
law-making  that  they  can  better  themselves  in 
these  particulars.  Individual  fitness  for  this 
or  that  branch  of  work  is  what  is  required  for 
success.  And  if,  by  thorough  preparation,  wo¬ 
men  can  discharge  this  or  that  task,  not  essen¬ 
tially  masculine  in  its  requirements,  as  well  as 
men,  they  may  rest  assured  that  in  the  end 
their  wages  will  be  the  same  as  those  of  their 
fathers  and  brothers  in  the  same  field  of  work. 
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And  how  is  it  with  our  homes — how  fares  it 
with  American  women  in  the  family  circle? 
To  all  right-minded  women  the  duties  connect¬ 
ed  with  home  are  mo.st  imperative,  most  pre¬ 
cious,  most  blessed  of  all,  partaking  as  they  do 
of  the  spirit  of  religious  duty.  To  women  this 
class  of  duties  is  by  choice,  and  by  necessi- 
t}',  much  more  absorbing  than  it  is  to  men. 
It  is  the  especial  field  of  activity  to  which 
Providence  has  called  them ;  for  which  their 
Maker  has  qualified  them  by  peculiar  adapta¬ 
tion  of  body  and  mind.  To  the  great  major¬ 
ity  of  American  women  these  duties  are  espe¬ 
cially  absorbing,  owing  to  the  difficulty  of  pro¬ 
curing  paid  subordinates,  well  qualified  for  the 
tasks  they  undertake.  The  task  of  positive 
labor,  and  the  task  of  close  supervision,  are  both 
particularly  burdensome  to  American  wives 
and  mothers.  Thus  far,  or  at  least  until  very 
recently,  those  duties  of  wife  and  mother  have 
been  generally  performed  conscientiously.  The 
heart  of  every  worthy  American  woman  is  in 
her  home.  That  home,  with  its  manifold  in¬ 
terests,  is  especially  under  her  government. 
The  good  order,  the  convenience,  the  comfort, 
the  pleasantness,  the  whole  economy  of  the 
house,  in  short,  depend  in  a  v' ery  great  measure 
on  her.  The  food  of  the  family  is  prepared 
by  her,  either  directly  or  by  close  supervision. 
The  clothing  of  the  family  passes  through  her 
hands  or  under  her  eye.  The  health  of  the  fam¬ 
ily  is  included  within  the  same  tender,  watch¬ 
ful,  loving  oversight.  The  education  of  the 
children  is  chiefly  directed  by  her — in  many 
families  almost  exclusively  so.  Whether  for 
evil  or  for  good,  by  careless  neglect  or  by  pa¬ 
tient,  thoughtful,  pt-ayerfulguidance,  she  marks 
out  their  future  course.  This  is  even  too  much 
the  case.  American  fathers  love  their  children 
fondly ;  no  fathers  more  affectionate  than  they 
are ;  they  pet  their  children ;  they  toil  cease¬ 
lessly  for  them  ;  but  their  education  they  leave 
almost  entirely  to  the  mother.  It  may  be  said, 
with  perfect  truth,  that  in  the  great  majoritj' 
of  American  families  the  educational  influences 
come  chiefly  from  the  mother ;  they  are  tacitly 
made  over  to  her  as  a  matter  of  course.  The 
father  has  too  often  very  little  to  do  with  them. 
His  work  lies  abroad,  in  the  world  of  business 
or  politics,  where  all  his  time  and  attention 
are  fully- absorbed.  In  this  way  the  American 
mother  rules  the  very  heart  of  her  family.  If 
at  all  worthy  she  has  great  influence  with  her 
husband ;  she  has  great  influence  over  her 
daughters;  and  as  regards  her  sons,  there  are 
too  many  cases  in  which  hers  is  the  only  influ¬ 
ence  for  good  to  which  they  yield.  Is  there  so 
little  of  true  elevation  and  dignity  in  this  posi¬ 
tion  that  American  women  should  be  in  such  hot 
haste  to  abandon  it  for  a  position  as  yet  wholly 
untried,  entirely  theoretical  and  visionary? 

It  will  be  said  that  all  women  are  not  mar¬ 
ried,  that  all  wives  are  not  mothers,  that  there 
are  childless  widows  and  many  single  women  in 
the  country.  Quito  true ;  but  in  a  rapid  sketch 
one  looks  at  the  chief  features  only ;  and  home 


life,  with  its  varied  duties,  is,  of  course,  the 
principal  point  in  every  Christian  country.  The 
picture  is  essentially  correct,  without  touching 
on  lesser  details.  We  pause  here  to  observe 
also  that  almost  every  single  woman  has  a  home 
somewhere.  She  makes  a  home  for  herself,  or 
she  is  ingrafted  on  the  home  of  others,  and 
wherever  she  may  be — even  in  that  wretched 
kind  of  existence,  boarding-house  life — she  may, 
if  she  choose,  carry  something  of  the  home  spir¬ 
it  with  her.  In  fact,  every  true  woman  instinct¬ 
ively  does  so,  whatever  be  the  roof  that  covers 
her  head.  She  thinks  for  others,  she  plans  for 
others,  she  serves  others,  she  loves  and  cherishes 
others,  she  unconsciously  throws  something  of 
the  web  of  home  feeling  and  home  action  over 
those  near  her,  and  over  the  dwelling  she  in¬ 
habits.  She  carries  the  spirit  of  homo  and  its 
duties  into  the  niche  allotted  to  her — a  niche 
with  which  she  is  generally  far  more  contented 
than  the  world  at  large  believes — a  niche  which 
is  never  so  narrow  but  that  it  provides  abund¬ 
ant  material  for  varied  work — often  very  pleas¬ 
ant  work  too.  Let  it  be  understood,  once  for 
all,  that  the  champions  of  widows  and  single 
women  are  very  much  given  to  talking  and 
writing  absurdly  on  this  point.  Their  premises 
are  often  wholly  false.  They  often  fancy  dis¬ 
content  and  disappointment  and  inaction  where 
those  elements  have  no  existence.  Certainly  it 
is  not  in  the  least  worth  while  to  risk  a  tremen¬ 
dous  social  revolution  in  behalf  of  this  minority 
of  the  sex.  Every  widow  and  single  woman 
can,  if  she  choose,  already  find  abundanpe  of 
the  most  noble  occupation  for  heart,  mind, 
body,  and  soul.  Carry  the  vote  into  her  niche, 
she  certainly  will  be  none  the  happier  or  more 
truly  respectable  for  that  bit  of  paper.  It  is 
also  an  error  to  suppose  that  among  the  claim¬ 
ants  for  suffrage  single  women  are  the  most 
numerous  or  the  most  clamorous.  The  great 
majority  of  the  leaders  in  this  movement  appear 
to  be  married  women. 

A  word  more  on  the  subject  of  home  life,  as 
one  in  which  the  interests  of  the  whole  sex  are 
most  closely  involved.  It  is  clear  that  those 
interests  are  manifold,  highly  important  to  the 
welfare  of  the  race,  unceasing  in  their  recur¬ 
rence,  urgent  and  imperative  in  their  nature, 
requiring  for  their  successful  development  such 
devotion  of  time,  labor,  strength,  thought,  feel¬ 
ing,  that  they  must  necessarily  leave  but  little 
leisure  to  the  person  who  faithfully  discharges 
them.  The  comfort,  health,  peace,  temper, 
recreation,  general  welfare,  intellectual,  moral, 
and  religious  training  of  a  family  make  up,  in¬ 
deed,  a  charge  of  the  very  highest  dignity,  and 
one  which  must  tax  to  the  utmost  every  faculty 
of  the  individual  to  whom  it  is  intrusted.  The 
commander  of  a  regiment  at  the  head  of  his 
men,  the  member  of  Congress  in  his  seat,  the 
judge  on  his  bench,  scarcely  holds  a  position  so 
important,  so  truly  honorable,  as  that  of  the 
intelligent,  devoted,  faithful  American  wife 
and  mother,  wisely  governing  her  household. 
And  what  are  the  interests  of  the  merchant, 
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the  manufacturer,  the  hanker,  the  broker,  the 
speculator,  the  selfish  politician,  when  com¬ 
pared  with  those  confided  to  the  Christian  wife 
and  mother  ?  They  are  too  often  simply  con¬ 
temptible — a  wretched,  feverish,  maddening 
struggle  to  pile  up  lucre,  which  is  any  thing  but 
clean.  Where  is  the  superior  merit  of  such  a 
life,  that  we  should  hanker  after  it,  wjien  placed 
beside  that  of  the  loving,  unselfish,  Christian 
wife  and  mother— the  wife,  standing  at  her 
husband’s  side,  to  cheer,  to  aid,  to  strengthen, 
to  console,  to  counsel,  amidst  the  trials  of  life ; 
the  mother,  patiently,  painfull}',  and  prayerfully 
cultivating  every  higher  faculty  of  her  children 
for  worthy  action  through  time  and  eternity  ? 
Which  of  these  positions  has  the  most  of  true 
elevation  connected  with  it  ? 

And  then,  again,  let  us  look  at  the  present 
position  of  American  w'omen  in  society.  In  its 
best  aspects  social  life  may  be  said  to  be  the 
natural  outgrowth  of  the  Christian  home.  It  is 
something  far  better  than  the  world,  than  Van¬ 
ity  Fair,  than  the  Court  of  Mammon,  where  all 
selfish  passions  meet  and  parade  in  deceptive 
masquerade.  It  is  the  selfish  element  in 
human  nature  which  pervades  what  we  call  the 
world ;  self-indulgence,  enjoyment,  the  lust  of 
the  flesh,  the  lust  of  the  eye,  the  pride  of  life, 
receive,  in  that  arena,  their  full  development. 
Society,  on  the  contrary,  in  its  highest  mean¬ 
ing,  becomes  the  practical  development  of  the 
second  great  commandment,  loving  and  serv¬ 
ing  our  neighbor.  In  every  Christian  country 
there  are  many  individuals,  especially  among 
women,  to  vvhom  social  life  practically  bears 
that  meaning.  Public  worship  itself  is  a  so¬ 
cial  act,  the  highest  of  all,  blending  in  one  the 
spirit  of  the  two  great  commandments — the 
love  of  God  and  the  love  of  man.  And 
whatever  of  social  action  or  social  enjoyment 
is  not  inconsistent  with  those  two  great  com¬ 
mandments  becomes  the  Christian’s  heritage, 
makes  a  part,  more  or  less  important,  of  his 
education,  enters  into  the  great  stream  of  the 
better  civilization.  .  And  it  is  here  that  we 
reach  what  may  be  called  the  more  public 
duties  of  woman.  From  all  duties  entirely 
public  she  is  now,  or  she  may  be  if  she  choose, 
relieved  by  man.  These  more  public  duties  of 
hers  are  still  but  the  outgrowth  of  her  home 
life,  and  more  or  less  closely  interwoven  with 
it.  They  are  very  important,  never  to  be  neg¬ 
lected  with  impunity.  The  really  unsocial  wo¬ 
man  is  in  great  danger  of  becoming  also  un¬ 
christian.  Every  friend  crossing  the  threshold 
brings  social  life  into  the  home.  The  genial 
smile,  the  kindly  greeting,  the  cheering  word, 
all  these  and  a  thousand  other  gracious  im¬ 
pulses,  are,  of  course,  but  the  first  instinctive 
movements  of  the  social  feeling.  And  from 
these  we  move  onward  over  a  vast  field  of  ac¬ 
tion,  to  the  very  farthest  point  reached  by  the 
higher  charities  of  Christianity.  There  can  be 
no  doubt  that  the  charm,  the  grace,  and  the 
happy  cheerfulness  of  society  are  chiefly  due  to 
women  ;  and  it  is  also  true  that  the  whole  un¬ 


written  common-law  of  society  is,  in  a  great 
measure,  under  their  control.  The  world  is 
constantly  encroaching  here,  enervating  and 
corrupting  social  life.  To  oppose  wisely,  skill¬ 
fully,  and  effectually  these  treacherous  en¬ 
croachments,  these  alluring  temptations,  is  one 
of  the  most  difficult  tasks  possible.  To  con¬ 
tribute  her  full  share  toward  purifying  and 
brightening  the  social  atmosphere  about  her, 
in  accordance  with  the  spirit  of  true  Christian 
civilization,  such  is  one  great  and  essential  part 
of  woman’s  work  in  life.  It  is  a  work  more 
especially  her  own.  Man,  without  his  help¬ 
meet,  can  do  but  little  here.  His  faculties  are 
absorbed  by  other  tasks,  not  more  important, 
but  more  engrossing  and  essentially  different. 
The  finer  tact,  the  more  graceful  manner,  the 
quicker  wit,  the  more  tender  conscience,  are  all 
needed  here.  Every  woman  in  the  country  has 
her  own  share  of  this  work  to  do.  Each  indi¬ 
vidual  woman  is  responsible  for  the  right  use  of 
all  her  own  social  influences,  whether  for  good 
or  for  evil. 

To  keep  up  the  standard  of  female  purity 
becomes  emphatically  one  of  the  most  stringent 
duties  of  every  Christian  woman.  For  her 
own  sake,  for  the  sake  of  all  she  loves,  for 
the  sake  of  her  country,  for  the  service  of 
Christ  and  His  Church,  she  is  bound  to  up¬ 
hold  this  standard  at  a  high  point — a  point  en¬ 
tirely  above  suspicion.  This  task  is  of  import¬ 
ance  incalculable.  But,  owing  to  the  frivolity 
of  some  women,  and  the  very  loose  ideas  of 
many  men,  it  is  no  easy  task.  Undoubtedly, 
the  very  great  majority  of  women  are  born 
modest  at  heart.  Their  nature  is  by  many 
degrees  less  coarse  than  that  of  man.  And 
their  conscience  is  more  tender.  But  there  is 
one  temptation  to  which  they  too  often  yield. 
With  them  the  great  dangers  are  vanity  and 
the  thirst  for  admiration,  which  often  become 
a  sort  of  diseased  excitement — what  drinking  or 
gambling  is  to  men.  Here  is  the  weak  point. 
Yielding  chiefly  to  this  temptation,  scores  of 
women  are  falling  every  day.  Vanity  leads 
them  to  wear  the  extravagant,  the  flashy,  the 
immodest,  the  unhealthy  dress,  to  dance  the 
immodest  dance,  to  adopt  the  alluring  manner, 
to  carry  flirting  to  extremes.  Vanity  leads 
them,  in  short,  to  forget  true  self-respect,  to 
enjoy  the  very  doubtful  comptliment  of  a  mis¬ 
erably  cheap  admiration.  They  become  im¬ 
patient  of  the  least  appearance  of  neglect  or 
indifference,  they  become  eager  in  pursuit  of 
attention,  while  men  ahvays  attribute  that  pur¬ 
suit  to  motives  of  the  coarsest  kind.  It  is  gen¬ 
erally  vanity  alone  which  leads  a  married  wo¬ 
man  to  receive  the  first  disgraceful  flattery  of 
dissolute  men.  Probably  nine  out  of  ten  of 
those  American  women  who  have  trifled  with 
honor  and  reputation,  whose  names  are  spoken 
with  the  sneer  of  contempt,  have  been  led  on, 
step  by  step,  in  the  path  of  sin  by  vanity  as 
the  chief  motive.  Where  one  woman  falls 
from  low  and  coarse  passions,  a  hundred  fall 
from  sheer  levity  and  the  love  of  admiration. 
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To  counteract  this  fatal  influence  young  wo¬ 
men  must  be  taught  to  respect  themselves,  to 
be  on  their  guard  against  vanity  and  its  en¬ 
ticements,  to  cherish  personal  modesty  in  ev¬ 
ery  way.  The  married  woman  who  is  quietly 
working  by  example  or  by  precept  among  the 
voung  girls  nearest  to  her,  seeking  to  cherish 
and  foster  among  them  this  vital  principle  of 
pure  personal  modesty  in  dress,  in  language, 
in  reading,  in  tone  of  voice,  in  countenance,  in 
manner  —  the  natural  'outward  expression  of 
true  modesty  of  heart — is  doing  far  more  for 
her  country  than  if  she  were  to  mount  the  ros¬ 
trum  to-morrow  and  make  a  political  speech 
eloquent  as  any  of  Webster’s. 

Sensible  women  may  always  have  a  good 
measure  of  political  influence  of  the  right  sort, 
if  they  choose.  And  it  is  in  one  sense  a  duty 
on  their  part  to  claim  this  influence,  and  to  ex¬ 
ert  it,  but  always  in  the  true  womanly  way. 
The  influence  of  good  sense,  of  a  sound  judg¬ 
ment,  of  good  feeling  may  always  be  theirs. 
Let  us  see  that  we  preserve  this  influence,  and 
that  we  use  it  Avisely.  But  let  us  cherish  our 
l^appy  immunities  as  women  by  keeping  aloof 
from  all  public  personal  action  in  the  political 
field.  There  is  much  higher  Avork  for  us  to  do. 
Our  time,  our  thoughts,  our  efforts  may  be  giv¬ 
en  to  labors  far  more  important  than  any  mere 
temporary  electing,  or  laAV-making,  passed  to¬ 
day,  annulled  to-morroAv,  in  obedience  to  the 
fickle  spirit  of  party  politics. 

That  work  is  to  tiiomote  by  abb  w^ortiiy 

MEANS  THE  MOEAB  CIVIBIZATION  OF  THE  COUN¬ 
TRY. 

ToAvard  this  work  legislation,  the  mere  en¬ 
acting  of  laAvs,  can  do  but  little.  We  have  .all 
heard  of  the  shreAvd  mind  who  considered  the 
songs  of  a  people  as  more  important  than  their 
laAA's.  The  moral  condition  of  a  nation  is  sub¬ 
ject  to  m.any  different  influences — of  these  the 
statute  hook  is  but  one,  and  that  not  the  most 
important.  No  mere  skeleton  of  political  con¬ 
stitution  can,  of  itself,  produce  moral  health 
and  strength.  It  is  the  lii’ing  heart  within 
Avhich  does  the  work.  And  over  that  heart 
Avomen  have  very  great  influence.  The  home 
is  the  cradle  of  the  nation.  A  sound  home  ed¬ 
ucation  is  the  most  important  of  all  moral  in¬ 
fluences.  In  the  very  poAverful  influences  Avhich 
affection  gives  them  over  the  home,  by  teach¬ 
ing  childhood,  by  guiding  youth,  over  the  men 
of  their  flimily,  Avomen  have  noble  means  for 
Avorking  good,  not  only  to  their  OAvn  house¬ 
holds,  not  only  to  the  social  circle  .about  them, 
but  to  the  nation  at  large.  All  these  influences 
they  can  bring  into  action  far  more  effectually 
by  adhering  closely  to  that  position  AA'hich  is  not 
only  natural  to  them,  hut  also  plainly  allotted  to 
them  by  the  reve.aled  Word  of  God.  In  no  po¬ 
sition  of  their  OAA’n  dcA'ising  can  they  do  that 
Avork  half  so  Avell. 

Political  and  social  corruption  are  clearly 
the  great  evils  to  be  dreaded  for  our  country. 
We  have  already  gone  far  enough  in  the  path 
of  universal  manhood  suffrage  to  feel  convinced 


that  no  mere  enlargement  of  the  suffrage  has 
poAver  to  save  us  from  those  evils.  During 
half  a  century  Ave  have  been  moving  nearer  and 
nearer  to  a  suffrage  all  but  universal,  and  we 
have,  during  the  same  period,  been  groAving 
more  corrupt.  The  undisguised  frauds  at  elec¬ 
tions,  the  open  accusations  of  bribery  in  legis¬ 
lative  assemblies,  the  accusations  of  corruption 
connected  Avith  still  higher  offices — of  these  Ave 
read  daily  in  the  public  prints.  And  these  ac¬ 
cusations  are  not  disproved.  They  are  gener¬ 
ally  believed.  It  is  clear,  therefore,  that  some¬ 
thing  more  effectual  than  universal  manhood 
suffrage  is  needed  to  stem  the  torrent.  And  it 
is  simply  ridiculous  to  suppose  that  Avomanhood 
suffrage  can  effect  the  same  task.  Who  can 
beUcA’c  that  Avhere  men,  in  their  OAvn  natural 
fiera,  have  partially  failed  to  pi'eserve  a  health¬ 
ful  political  atmosphere,  an  honest  political 
practice,  that  Avomen,  so  much  less  experi¬ 
enced,  physically  so  much  more  feeble,  so  ex¬ 
citable,  so  liable  to  be  misled  by  fancy,  by 
feeling,  are  likely,  in  a  position  foreign  to  their 
nature,  not  only  to  stand  upright  themselves, 
but,  like  Atlas  of  old,  to  bear  the  Aveight  of  the 
Avhole  political  world  on  their  shoulders — like 
Hercules,  to  cleanse  the  Augean  stables  of  the 
political  coursers — to  do,  in  short,  all  that  man 
has  failed  to  do?  No;  it  is,  alas!  only  too 
clear  that  something  more  th.an  the  ballot-box, 
Avhether  in  male  or  female  hands,  is  needed 
here.  And  it  is  the  same  in  social  life.  The 
public  prints,  under  a  free  press,  must  ahvays 
hold  up  a  tolerably  faithful  mirror  to  the  soci¬ 
ety  about  them.  The  picture  it  displays  is  no 
better  in  sociiil  life  than  in  political  life.  We 
say  the  mirror  is  tolerably  faithful,  since  there 
are  heights  of  virtue  and  depths  of  sin  alike 
unreflected  by  the  daily  press.  The  very  purest 
and  the  very  foulest  elements  of  earthly  exist¬ 
ence  are  left  out  of  the  picture.  But  the  gen¬ 
eral  vieAv  can  scarcely  fail  to  be  tolerably  cor¬ 
rect.  Take,  then,  the  sketch  of  social  life  as  it 
appears  in  some  half  dozen  of  the  most  popular 
prints  from  Aveek  to  week.  You  will  be  sure 
to  find  the  better  features  grievously  blended 
with  others  fearfully  distorted  by  evil.  There 
are  blots  black  as  pitch  in  that  picture.  There 
are  forms,  more  fiend-like  than  human,  photo¬ 
graphed  on  those  sheets  of  paper.  Crimes  of 
worse  than  brutal  A’iolence,  savage  cruelty', 
crimes  of  treachery  and  coAvardly  cunning  and 
conspiracy,  breach  of  trust,  tyrannical  extor¬ 
tion,  groA'eling  intemperance,  sensuality  gross 
and  shameless — the  heart  sickens  at  the  record 
of  a  AA'eek’s  crime  I  It  is  a  record  from  Avhich 
the  Christian  Avoman  often  turns  aside  appalled. 
Human  nature  can  read  no  lessons  of  humility 
more  poAverful  than  those  contained  in  the 
neAvspapers  of  the  day.  They  preach  Avhat 
may  be  called  home  truths  Avith  most  tremen¬ 
dous  force.  Erom  this  record  of  daily  crime  it 
is  only  too  clear  that  universal  suffrage  has  had 
no  poAver  to  purify  the  society  in  Avhich  Ave  live. 
If  no  Avorse,  Ave  can  not  claim  to  be  better  than 
other  n.ations,  under  a  different  political  rule. 
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■  This  admission  becomes  the  more  painful  when 
we  reflect  that  in  America  this  full  freedom  of 
fundamental  institutions,  this  relief  from  all 
needless  shackles,  is  combined  with  a  well-de¬ 
veloped  system  of  intellectual  education.  We 
arc  an  absolutely  free  nation.  We  are,  on  the 
whole,  and  to  a  certain  point,  intellectually,  an 
educated  nation.  Yet  vice  and  crime  exist 
among  us  to  an  extent  that  is  utterly  disgrace¬ 
ful.  It  is  evident,  therefore,  that  universal 
manhood  suftrage,  even  when  combined  with 
general  education,  is  still  insufflcient  for  the 
task  of  purifying  either  social  or  political  life. 
The  theoretical  infidel  philosopher  may  wonder 
at  this  fact.  Not  so  the  Christian.  Great  in¬ 
tellectual  activity,  and  the  abuse  of  that  power 
for  evil  purposes,  are  a  spectacle  only  too  com¬ 
mon  in  this  w'orld.  Look  at  the  present  con¬ 
dition  of  the  most  civilized  nations.  Of  all 
generations  that  have  lived  on  earth,  our  own  is 
assuredly  the  most  enlightened,  in  an  intellect¬ 
ual  sense ;  mental  culture  has  never  been  so 
generally  diffused  as  it  is  to-day,  nor  has  it 
ever  achieved  so  many  conquests  as  within  the 
last  half  century ;  and  yet  mark  how  compara¬ 
tively  little  has  this  wonderful  intellectual  prog¬ 
ress  accomplished  in  the  noble  work  of  improv¬ 
ing  tbe  moral  condition  of  the  most  enlightened 
countries.  To  the  mind  humbled  by  Christian 
doctrine,  living  in  the  light  of  a  holy  ftiith,  these 
facts,  though  unspeakably  painful,  can  not 
cause  surprise.  We  are  prepared  for  them. 
We  have  alrciidy  learned  that  no  mere  legisla¬ 
tive  enactment  and  no  mere  intellectual  train¬ 
ing  can  suffice  to  purify  the  human  heart  thor¬ 
oughly.  An  element  much  more  powerful  than 
mental  culture  is  needed  for  that  great  work. 
For  this  work  light  from  on  high  is  sent.  A 
thorough  moral  education  is  required,  and  the 
highest  form  of  that  education  can  be  reached  in 
one  way  only — by  walking  in  the  plain  path  of 
obedience  to  the  will  of  the  Creator,  as  revealed 
in  Holy  Scripture.  We  must  turn,  not  to  Plato 
and  Aristotle,  but  to  inspired  Prophet  and  Apos¬ 
tle.  We  must  open  our  hearts  to  the  spirit  of 
the  Decalogue  and  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount. 
We  must  go  to  Sinai  and  to  Calvary,  and  hum¬ 
bly,  en  bended  knee,  receive  the  sublime  lessons 
to  be  learned  there. 

We  should  never  have  expected  moral  prog¬ 
ress  as  an  inevitable  consequence  of  free  insti¬ 
tutions  and  mere  intellectual  education,  had  it 
not  been  that,  like  other  nations,  we  indulge  in 
idolatries,  and  among  our  “gods  many”  are 
the  suffrage  and  mental  activity.  We  are 
gravely  told  by  philosophers  that,  with  the  vote 
in  the  hands  of  woman,  the  moral  elevation  of 
the  race  is  secured  forever  !  “  Great  is  Diana 

of  the  Ephesians  !”  The  feeling  is  common  in 
America  that  to  doubt  the  omnipotence  of  uni¬ 
versal  suffrage  in  its  extreme  development  is 
not  only  treason,  but  a  sort  of  blasphemy.  And 
this  feeling  is  now  leading  many  minds,  uncon¬ 
sciously,  perhaps,  to  shrink  from  opposing  the 
present  movement  in  favor  of  womanhood  suf¬ 
frage.  They  bow  the  knee  to  the  common 


idol.  They  dare  not  believe  it  possible  for  the 
suffrage  to  be  carried  too  far.  For  ourselves 
we  have  no  sympathies  whatever  with  idolatry. 
We  fearlessly  declare  our  opinion,  therefore, 
that  no  political  institutions  whatever,  neither 
despotic,  nor  monarchical,  nor  aristocratic,  nor 
yet  the  most  free,  are  capable,  in  themselves,  of 
achieving  moral  education  for  a  people.  Neither 
do  W'e  believe  it  more  possible  for  abstract  intel¬ 
lectual  culture  to  gain  this  most  important  of  all 
ends.  Institutions  wisely  free  are  a  very  great 
blessing.  Let  us  be  fervently  thankful  for  them. 
Intellectual  education  is  equally  important  and 
desirable.  These  are  both  noble  and  admira¬ 
ble  means  to  work  with,  provided  we  still  look 
above  and  beyond  them  for  a  farther  develop¬ 
ment  of  the  race — for  fullness  of  moral  civiliza¬ 
tion.  In  fact,  if  we  wish  for  a  vigorous,  health¬ 
ful,  lasting  development  of  republican  institu¬ 
tions,  we  must  necessarily  unite  with  these  not 
only  intellectual  teaching,  but  also  a  sound 
moral  education.  This  is  a  fact  to  which  men, 
in  the  whirl  of  their  political  or  commercial 
struggles,  too  often  willfully  shut  their  eyes. 
They  are  quite  ready  to  acknowledge  the  truth 
/of  the  assertion  in  a  general  way,  but  they 
choose  to  forget  its  vast  importance  in  political 
or  commercial  practice.  They  recklessly  lower 
the  moral  standard  themselves,  whenever  that 
standard  is  at  a  height  inconvenient  for  the  at¬ 
taining  of  some  particular  object  toward  which 
they  are  aiming.  They  are  lacking  in  faith. 
Unlike  women,  who  carry  faith  with  them  in 
private  life,  men  act  as  if  faith  were  not  needed 
in  everyday  public  life.  At  least  tbe  great 
majority  of  men,  nominal  Christians,  fail  to 
carry  Christian  principle  with  them  into  com¬ 
mon  business  or  politics.  Faith,  in  the  heart 
of  women,  is  connected  with  love  ;  consequent¬ 
ly  it  is  less  easily  stifled.  They  more  frequently 
carry  this  principle  with  them  in  daily  practice 
■ — not  to  the  extent  that  they  should  do,  but  far 
more  so  than  most  men  do.  And  here,  Chris¬ 
tian  women,  is  your  great  advantage.  It  is  the 
Lord’s  work  to  which  we  would  urge  you.  The 
work  of  true  faith,  however  lowly,  is  sure  of  a 
blessing.  With  faith  unfeigned  in  your  hearts, 
giving  purity  to  your  lives,  you  have  it  in  your 
power  to  render  most  effectual  service  to  the 
nation  in  your  own  natural  sphere,  far  beyond 
what  you  could  possibly  accomplish  by  the  path 
of  common  politics.  You  have  never,  as.  yet, 
done  full  justice  to  the  advantages  of  your  own 
actual  position  in  this  respect.  You  have  over¬ 
looked  the  great  work  immediately  before  you. 
We  have  no  magic  talisman  to  offer  you  in  car¬ 
rying  out  that  work.  We  shall  not  flatter  you 
with  the  promise  of  unlimited  success  ;  we  shall 
not  attempt  to  gratify  any  personal  ambition  of 
public  honors.  We  have  no  novel  theories  or 
brilliant  illusions  with  which  to  dazzle  your 
imagination. 

Fidelity  to  plain  moral  duties — this  is  the  one 
great  principle  to  which  we  would  most  earnestly 
call  your  attention.  There  is  absolutely  no  prin¬ 
ciple  so  sorely  needed  in  the  civilized  world 
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to-day  as  this.  We  live  in  an  age  of  false  and 
inflated  ambitions.  Simple  moral  truths  fare' 
badly  in  our  time.  Imposing  theories,  brilliant 
novelties,  subtle  sophistries,  exaggerated  devel¬ 
opment,  arrogant  pretensions — these  too  often 
crowd  simple  moral  truths  out  of  sight,  out  of 
mind.  And  yet,  without  that  class  of  duties  in 
healthful  action,  corruption  more  or  less  general 
is  inevitable. 

Truth  of  word,  honesty  of  action,  integrity 
of  character,  temperance,  chastity,  moderation, 
sincerity,  subordination  to  just  authority,  con¬ 
jugal  fidelity,  filial  love  and  honor — these  du¬ 
ties,  and  others  closely  connected  with  them, 
bear  old  and  homely  names.  But,  Christian 
women,  you  can  not  ask  for  a  task  more  noble, 
more  truly  elevating,  for  yourselves  and  your 
country,  tlian  to  uphold  these  plain  moral  prin¬ 
ciples,  first  by  your  own  personal  example,  and 
then  by  all  pure  influences  in  your  homes  and 
in  the  society  to  which  you  belong.  In  no  other 
mode  can  you  so  well  forward  the  great  work 
of  Christian  civilization  as  by  devoting  your¬ 
selves  to  the  daily  personal  practice,  and  to  the 
social  cultivation,  by  example  and  influence,  of 
these  plain  moral  duties.  Your  present  domes¬ 
tic  position  is  especially  favorable  to  this  task. 
You  have  more  time  for  thought  on  these  sub¬ 
jects  ;  you  have  more  frequent  opportunities 
for  influence  over  the  young  nearest  to  you  ;  you 
ha^e  more  leisure  for  prayer,  for  invoking  a 
blessing  on  your  elforts,  however  humble  they 
may  be.  It  is  not  enough  to  set  a  decent  ex¬ 
ample  yourselves.  You  must  go  to  the  very 
root  of  the  matter.  You  must  carry  about  with 
you  hearts  and  minds  very  deeply  impressed 
with  the  incalculable  importance  of  a  sound 
morality  ;  you  must  be  clearly  convinced  of  the 
misery,'  the  shame,  the  perils  of  all  immo¬ 
rality. 

In  this  nineteenth  century  the  civilization  of 
a  country  must  necessarily  prove  either  heathen 
or  Christian  in  its  spirit.  There  is  no  neutral 
ground  lying  between  these  boundaries.  Faith 
or  infidelity,  such  is  the  choice  we  must  all 
make,  whether  as  individuals  or  as  nations. 
Thanks  be  to  God  we  are  not  only  in  name, 
but  also  partially  in  character,  a  Christian  na¬ 
tion.  Faith  is  not  entirely  -(vanting.  We  all 
in  a  measure  feel  its  good  cfl'ects.  Even  the 
avowed  infidel  living  in  our  midst  is  far  more 
under  its  influences,  though  indirectly  so,  than 
he  is  aware  of.  And  where  there  is  life,  there 
we  have  hope  of'growth,  of  higher  development. 
To  cherish  that  growth,  to  further  that  higher 
development  by  all  gracious  and  loving  and 
generous  influences,  is  a  w-ork  for  which  'wo¬ 
men  are  especially  adapted.  They  work  from 
within  outwardly.  Men  work  chiefly  by  men¬ 
tal  and  physical  pressure  from  without.  Men 
work  by  external  authority ;  women  work  by  in¬ 
fluences.  Men  seek  to  control  the  head.  AVo- 
men  always  aim  at  touching  the  heart.  And 
we  have  the  highest  of  all  authority  for  believ¬ 
ing  that  this  last  is  the  most  efficient  mode  of 
■working. 


“Out  of  the  heart  are  the  issues  of  life.” 
This,  therefore,  Cliristiau  women,  is  your  espe¬ 
cial  task.  Use  all  the  happy  womanly  influ¬ 
ences  in  your  power  to  forward  the  moral  edu¬ 
cation,  the  Christian  civilization,  of  the  coun¬ 
try  to  which  you  belong.  Be  watchful,  with 
the  unfeigned  humility  of  the  Christian,  over 
your  own  personal  course,  and  the  example 
connected  with  it.  Aim  at  keeping  up,  on  all 
occasions,  a  high  practical  standard  of  sound 
morality  at  all  points.  Cultivate  every  germ 
of  true  moral  principle  in  your  own  homes,  and 
in  the  social  circle  about  )  ou.  Let  the  holy 
light  of  truth,  honor,  fidelity,  honesty,  purit}-, 
piety,  and  love  brighten  the  atmosphere  of  your 
homes. 

What  heathen  civilization  means  we  know 
from  many  sources,  more  especially  from  the 
records  of  Rome  under  the  empire,  in  the  days 
of  St.  Paul,  when  it  had  reached  its  highest  de¬ 
velopment. 

What  Christian  civilization  means  we  learn 
from  the  Apostle:  “Let  him  that  nameth  the 
name  of  Christ  depart  from  iniquity.”  “What¬ 
soever  things  are  true,  whatsoever  things  are 
honest,  whatsoever  things  are  just,  whatsoever 
things, are  pure,  whatsoever  things  are  lovely, 
whatsoever  things  are  of  good  report — think  on 
these  things.” 


A  DREAM  OF  A  DEAD  FACE. 

Dizzy  with  ocean’s  roar 
I  wandered  by  the  shore  , 

Where  sullen  heaving  waters  rose  and  fell; 

When  on  the  wave’s  green  edge. 

Swift  o’er  the  sandy  ledge, 

Up  to  my  feet  there  rolled  a  delicate  shell — 

A  pale  pink  shell,  dashed  with  the  ocean's  dews, 
And  painted  fair  with  morn’s  diviuest  hues. 

So  beautiful  it  lay 
In  the  last  light  of  da}', 

Close  to  its  pinky  cells  I  held  my  ear. 

Its  hollow  murmur  stole 
Into  my  troubled  soul. 

“  Tell  mo,”  I  cried,  with  rivaling  hope  and  fear, 

“O  shell!  that  moanest  by  the  lonely  shore. 
Where  are  the  friends  that  come  to  ns  no  more  ?” 

The  passionate  question  died 
Along  the  ocean  side. 

Spurned  by  disdaining  -waves  to  quick  disgrace; 

When,  lo !  a  stream  of  light  • 

Dazzled  my  mortal  sight; 

The  pale  pink  shell  became  a  pale  pink  face; 

And  eyes  I  fondly  knew,  with  light  divine,  ^ 
Smiicd  gentle  memories  as  they  looked  in  mine. 

The  murmur  now'  which  came 
My  restless  soul  to  tame 
Was  music  sweet  of  softly  whispering  lips: 

“  0  friend,  complain  no  more  1 
Safe  on  a  happy  shore 

Rests  the  dear  freight  of  all  thy  sunken  ships. 
Whether  these  fretful  waves  recede  or  swell. 

To  us  who  dwell  beyond  them  all  is  well!’’ 

A  glow  of  rosy  flame 
Over  the  ocean  came. 

Trembling  a  moment  on  its  blue  expanse; 

And  in  the  fleeting  ray 
Floated  too  soon  away 

That  sudden  vision  from  ray  pleading  glance. 

The  soul  I  loved  escaped  my  beckoning  hand ; 
The  shell  to  which  I  clung  dropped,  broken,  on  the 
sand. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

OAMSHIRE,  though  a  tolerably  extensive 
county,  was  not  large  enough  to  contain 
several  satraps  of  independent  power.  In  the 
course  of  generations  ancient  families  had  died 
out  or  fallen  into  obscurity,  and  fresh  one»had 
been  founded ;  but  neither  from  the  old  blood 
nor  the  new  had  any  one  arisen  rash  enough 
to  challenge  the  supremacy  of  the  Dukes  of 
Devorgoil.  Other  great  nobles,  perhaps,  might 
own  estates  as  vast,  but  these  were  probably 
scattered  here  and  there  throughout  the  breadth 
of  England ;  whereas  the  territory  owned  by 
this  family,  if  not  literally  in  a  ring-fence,  lay 
either  within  or  immediately  around  the  Loam- 
shire  borders.  '  It  was  centralization  not  less 
than  hereditary  prestige  that  made  their  influ¬ 
ence  overweening.  Occasionally,  of  late  years, 
a  radical  candidate,  smarting  tinder  defeat,  has 
dared  to  speak  evil  of  the  august  nante ;  but 
such  a  diatribe,  unless  non-electors  formed  the 
bulk  of  the  audience,  was  seldom  favorably  re¬ 
ceived.  The  Loamshire  democrats  evidently 
thought  that  the  line  of  desecration  and  demolish- 
ment  should  be  drawn  somewhere  ;  much  on  the 
principle  of  their  more  advanced  brothers,  who, 
furthering  all  imaginable  changes  in  Church  and 
State,  are  not  prepared  to  sweep  away  the  crown. 

The  present  head  of  the  great  house  was  not, 
and  never  could  have  been,  personally  popular  ; 
but  this  signified  very  little.  People  seemed 
to  think  that  if  such  a  magnate  was  decently 
affable  in  his  public  capacity,  he  might  almost 
dispense  with  private  courtesy ;  not  that  there 
was  any  thing  rude  or  repulsive  about  the  eighth 
Duke  of  Devorgoil — his  self-assertion  seldom 
verged  on  insolence,  or  his  arrogance  on  op¬ 
pression  ;  he  was  only  a  frigid  formalist,  nar¬ 
row  of  mind,  and  shallow  of  brain  ;  more  alive 
to  the  importance  than  to  the  duties  of  his  sta¬ 
tion,  yet  willing  to  acquit  himself  of  these  de¬ 
corously.  His  subscriptions  to  charities  were 
munificent;  but  he  had  never  been  known  to 
bestow  the  smallest  mite  on  a  beggar.  He  was 
regular  in  his  religious  observances,  and  every 
•morning,  in  the  castle-chapel  at  Grandmanoir, 
his  pompous  “Amen!”  drowned  the  voice  of 
his  domestic  chaplain  at  family  prayers ;  but 
his  creed  was  well-nigh  as  short  and  simple  as 
Voltaire’s,  and  the  Bible  in  his  chamber  had 
never  been  opened  since  it  was  placed  there 
with  the  rest  of  the  furniture.  His  temper  was 
neither  violent  nor  particularly  irritable.  He 
was  slow  to  take  offense,  simply  because  he 
found  it  hard  to  believe  that  any  creature  could 
intentionally  thwart  or  beard  him ;  but  when 
he  had  once  taken  umbrage  his  wrath  would 
rankle  on  for  3'ears,  nor  would  atonement,  ever 
so  ample,  abate  its  venom. 


There  were  excuses  to  be  made  for  him,  cer¬ 
tainly.  Even  at  his  baptism  a  heavy  load  was 
laid  upon  his  infant  shoulders :  Lupus  Eitzrol- 
land — these  were  only  two  out  of  many  names 
bestowed  upon  him  then ;  and  how  could  any 
man  be  expected  to  walk  through  life,  so  deco¬ 
rated,  without  either  staggering  or  stiffening 
himself  under  the  weight  of  ornament?  Erom 
the  time  that  he  could  stand  alone  he  was  nev¬ 
er  natural  or  childlike.  At  Eton  some  few 
attempts  were  made  “to  knock  the  starch  out 
of  him  but  as  he  resided  there  with  a  private 
tutor  he  could  alwav's  take  refuge  from  perse¬ 
cution  under  the  wing  of  that  complacent  and 
compassionate  bear -leader.  At  Oxford  the 
college  authorities,  from  the  dean  to  the  cook, 
made  obeisance  to  him ;  and  fellow-common¬ 
ers  of  as  ancient  if  not  as  lofty  blood  as  his 
own  were  not  ashamed  to  be  reckoned  among 
his  henchmen.  He  took  the  seat  that  had  been 
kept  warm  for  him  in  a  family  borough  a  month 
after  he  came  of  age ;  and  before  the  house  had 
decided  whether  his  obstinate  silence  proceeded 
from  choice  or  from  incapacity,  the  death  of 
his  father  invested  him  with  the  full  imperial 
purple. 

There  was  a  striking  contrast  between  sire 
and  son.  The  first — free  and  debonair  to  a 
fault' — seemed  ever  equally  at  ease,  whether 
the  blackened  rafters  of  a  farm-kitchen  or  the 
gilded  damask  of  a  boudoir  sheltered  his  hand¬ 
some,  head.  In  both,  if  all  tales  were  true,  he 
had  a  habit  of  making  himself  rather  too  thor¬ 
oughly  at  home ;  and  some  of  these  tales  were 
told  with  such  a  circumstance  that  even  Loam¬ 
shire  loyalty  could  not  entirely  close  its  ears 
against  them,  and  was  fain  to  confess  that  “  his 
Grace  might  be  a  little — -just  a  little — gay.”  That 
same  gayety  of  his  caused  some  bright  eyes  to 
wax  dim  from  remorse  and  shame,  and  some 
honest  men  to  curse  the  hour  when  they  first 
made  him  welcome  under  their  roof ;  neverthe¬ 
less,  when  he  went  to  his  account,  there  was  a 
mighty  flourish  of  funeral  trumpets  in  the  coun¬ 
ty  journals  ;  and  it  would  have  been  treason  to 
question  aloud  whether  a  heavy  loss  had  befall¬ 
en  Loamshire.  The  eighth  duke  was  a  very  dif¬ 
ferent  personage ;  from  his  youth  upward  until 
now,  there  could  not  have  been  imputed  to  him 
the  faintest  lapse  in  morals  or  derogation  of 
dignity.  He  walked  through  life  with  the  rig¬ 
id  uprightness  of  one  who  has  never  been  strong¬ 
ly  tempted  to  sin.  He  married  early,  and  had 
issue — two  daughters  and  a  son ;  but  the  last 
died  in  childhood.  This  was  the  single  blot 
on  his  prosjterity ;  and  he  brooded  over  it,  al¬ 
ways  with  a  bitter  sense  of  personal  injury. 
Though  he  treated  her  with  due  observance 
both  in  public  and  private,  he  never  forgave 
his  wife  for  not  replacing  the  dead  heir ;  and, 
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though  he  omitted  no  outward  religious  duty, 
he  never  forgave  Providence  for  having  visited 
him  thus.  Had  his  chaplain  ventured — the 
good  man  never  did  so,  be  sure — to  preach  sub¬ 
mission  to  the  common  lot,  he  would  have  an¬ 
swered  that  the  common  lot  was  not  meant  to 
apply  to  ducal  houses  in  general,  much  less  to 
that  of  Hcvorgoil.  And  for  the  unlucky  acci¬ 
dent  of  their  sex  he  never  forgave  his  daugh¬ 
ters.  Eachel  Eontenaye  was  very  hard,  but 
Ursula  very  homely,  of  feature  ;  and  it  was  no 
wonder  if  neither  had  been  sought  for  by  an 
eligible  wooer,  for  the  chance  of  any  much  be¬ 
low  their  own  degree  would  have  been  hope¬ 
less  ;  and  it  had  somehow  got  noised  abroad 
that,  despite  their  father’s  princely  revenues, 
these  august  damsels  would  not  be  superbly 
dowered. 

A  small  spare  man — with  a  narrow  sour  face, 
and  a  sharp  up-turned  nose,  changing  color  like 
a  chameleon,  under  extremes  of  heat  and  cold 
— gifted  with  a  slow,  steady  flow  of  speech, 
that,  aided  by  a  pompous  clearing  of  the  throat 
whenever  he  was  at  a  loss  for  a  word,  carried 
him  fairly  through  his  frequent  orations.  This 
about  expresses  the  Duke  of  Devorgoil  at  the 
age  of  twoscore  years  and  ten. 

He  was  any  thing  but  a  sportsman  at  heart ; 
nevertheless,  even  here,  he  contrived  to  play 
his  part  creditably.  The  Grandmanoir  pre¬ 
serves  had  been  famous  for  generations;  but 
the  head  of  game  had  been  rather  augmented 
than  decreased  under  his  rule,  and  on  the 
bench  he  was  a  turn  more  severe  on  poachers 
than  on  sheep-stealers.  To  his  great  hattus 
there  were  invited,  almost  exclusively,  chiefs 
of  his  own  order — a  belted  earl  counted  rather 
low  in  the  scale — and  on  these  occasions  it 
pleased  him  to  walk  about,  followed  by  two 
giants  in  laced  velveteen,  each  bearing  a  gun, 
which  his  Grace  never  discharged,  save  at  a 
corner  so  hot  that  his  misses  were  bound  to 
pass  unnoticed.  The  partridge-shooting  he 
meted  out  to  the  squirearchy  and  certain  of  the 
clergy  in  just  proportion  to  their  political  influ¬ 
ence  and  electioneering  zeal.  In  early  life  he 
was  occasionally  to  be  seen  at  the  covert-side, 
mounted  on  the  gravest  and  gentlest  of  cattle  ; 
but  his  ideas  of  the  pursuit  probably  much  re¬ 
sembled  those  of  a  conscientious  legislator,  still 
to  the  fore. 

Kepresenting  a  constituency  of  which  a  good 
half  are  horn  centaurs,  Mr.  Talboys  considered 
hunting  a  senatorial  duty ;  and  so  maintained 
a  costly  stud,  the  which — being  a  welter  weight 
with  impossible  hands — he  generally  managed 
to  use  up  before  the  season  was  through.  He 
never  by  any  chance  saw  any  thing  of  a  run, 
but  rode  the  line  doggedly  from  end  to  end,  of 
course  with  countless  falls;  and  his  rueful  coun¬ 
tenance  never  was  known  to  light  up  save  when 
fate  favored  him  with  a  blank  day.  On  a  cer¬ 
tain  March  morning  he  came  to  real  grief  over 
stiff  timber,  and  lay  stunned  for  a  while.  When 
his  senses  returned  they  heard  him  murmur 
softly — he  was  a  pious  person  of  Low-Church 


tendencies — “  Only  a  fortnight  more  of  this, 
thank  God ! ’’—referring,  you  must  understand, 
to  the  opening  of  the  session,  when  the  labors 
of  others,  and  his  rest,  would  begin. 

If,  in  those  by-gone  times,  the  Duke  of  Devor¬ 
goil  sacrificed  his  inclinations  to  public  opinion, 
he  took  special  care  to  sacrifice  nothing  more, 
and  wits  never  known  to  risk  his  serene  neck 
over  any  thing  larger  than  a  water-furrow;  a 
crowd  at  a  gate  he  eschewed  as  if  there  had 
been  pestilence  in  the  midst  thereof.  The  dis¬ 
taste  for  the  saddle  grew  on  him  with  advanc¬ 
ing  years,  and  now,  when  a  meet  was  honored 
by  his  presence,  he  alw'ays  came  in  state  and 
comfort  on  the  easiest  of  wheels.  Despite  of 
this,  throughout  his  vast  territory,  the  coverts 
were  not  often  drawn  blank ;  though,  by  some 
curious  fatality,  a  straight-goer  rarely  was  found 
close  to  Grandmanoir.  They  were  too  highly 
fed  there,  the  keepers  said,  mournfully,  and 
keepers  always  know  best ;  albeit,  why  a  hen- 
pheasant  should  be  more  harmful  than  a  rab¬ 
bit  to  vulpine  training  is  a  problem  only  to 
be  solved  by  those  faithful  guardians  of  the 
game. 

There  were  fixtures  not  a  few  on  the  Devor¬ 
goil  dofhains  ;  but,  unless  some  royal  personage 
or  foreign  potentate  chanced  to  be  his  guest, 
the  Duke  never  offered  a  lawn-meet,  for  this 
would  have  involved  a  breakfast ;  and  any  thing 
in  the  shape  of  chance  entertainment  was  en¬ 
tirely  out  of  his  line.  To  stately  set  dinners 
he  was  fully  equal,  and  dispensed  such  formal 
hospitality  pretty  liberally ;  but  the  idea  of  rus¬ 
tics,  whom  he  scarcelj'  knew  by  name,  clank¬ 
ing  in  under  his  portals  without  special  invita¬ 
tion,  cutting  and  coming  again  under  the  scutch- 
eoned  roof  of  his  banqueting-hall,  and  so  snatch¬ 
ing  refreshment  on  his  sacred  threshold,  was 
quite  too  much  for  his  nerves  and  sense  of  pro¬ 
priety.  Absolutely  discountenancing  vulpicide, 
and  subscribing  largely  to  the  hounds,  he  held 
himself fanctum  officio,  and  to  spare.  But  the 
L.  H.,  as  a  rule,  were  honest  folk,  caring  little 
for  the  coffee-house:  so  long  as  the  Duke 
found  them  foxes  they  were  content  to  trust 
to  their  modest  sandwich-cases,  and  find  their 
own  jumping  powder. 

Hazlemere  Cross  was  rather  a  favorite  meet. 
Within  half  a  league  of  the  park  fence,  it  was 
so  far  removed  from  the  inner  Capua  of  Grand¬ 
manoir  as  to  make  a  ring  not  quite  a  certainty. 
If  the  fox  sunk  the  hill,  as  generally  happened 
when  the  wind  lay  right,  he  was  bound  to  take 
a  good  line — a  line,  indeed,  entirely  after  the 
heart  of  a  Loamshire  “hard,”  with  lightish 
plows,  and  grass  enough  to  satisfy  any  but  a 
captious  stranger;  and,  best  of  all,  big  fail- 
jumping,  from  end  to  end. 

Thitherward,  on  a  murky  morning  that,  if  a 
breeze  sprung  up,  looked  as  if  it  might  lift  to¬ 
ward  noon,  drove  Lord  Atherstone  with  his 
bride.  With  the  exception  of  an  occasional 
visit  to  Heslingford,  it  was  the  first  time  the 
pair  had  appeared  in  public  since  their  mar¬ 
riage.  Said  Ralph  at  length  : 
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“  And  the  nerves,  Lena — are  they  as  steady 
as  when  we  started?  The  farm  where  our 
horses  are  waiting  is  just  over  yonder  rise,  and 
the  meet’s  a  short  mile  farther  on.” 

She  smiled  a  little  haughtily.  “  The  nerves 
are  as  well  as  can  be  expected.  It  is  rather  a 
trial  to  be  presented  to  a  county  and  a  fox  on 
the  same  day ;  but  there  are  only  two  things 
which  I  am  really  afraid  of,  monseigneur.  The 
first  is,  that  I  shall  commit  some  gaucherie,  of 
which  you  will  be  thoroughly  ashamed ;  the 
second  is,  I  shall  be  terribly  an  encumbrance, 
if  the  hounds  are  running.” 

“  I’ll  risk  the  gaucherie”  he  said,  quietly ; 
but  one  of  those  rapid  changes  came  over  his 
face  as  he  turned  it  toward  her.  “And  I  can’t 
fancy  you  as  an  encumbrance  yet.  I  am  more 
doubtful  of  how  I  shall  acquit  myself.  I’ve 
never  played  pilot  before,  you  know,  and  it’s  a 
stiff  country,  if  we  go  over  the  vale.  To  be 
sure,  I  know  every  inch  of  it,  and  I’ve  an  idea 
there’s  a  line  of  gates  most  of  the  way,  though 
I  never  paid  much  attention  to  them ;  still  I’m 
half  sorry  that  I  promised  you  should  follow. 
You  will  remember  yozM-  promise,  though,  that 
you  would  pull  up  the  instant  you  felt  nervous, 
whether  it  W'as  before  or  after  a  fence.-  Per¬ 
haps  we  shall  have  no  jumping  to  speak  of,  aft¬ 
er  all,  but  shall  be  ringing  round  the  park  all 
day.  It  wouldn’t  break  my  heart  if  that  were 
to  happen.” 

“  I  ought  to  take  that  as  a  compliment,”  Lena 
answered,  “  but  I’d  rather  have  gone  on  flat¬ 
tering  myself  that  I  was  no  great  clog  upon 
you.  Could  you  have  been  so  patient  two 
months  ago  ?” 

“Certainly  not.  Many  things  are  altered 
within  the  last  two  months;  and  all  for  the 
better,  I  believe.  I  shall  care  for  hunting 
some  time  longer,  I  dare  say ;  but  never  again 
as  I  used  to  care  when  my  life  was  quite  lone¬ 
ly.  I  never  pay  compliments,  as  I  told  you 
once  before.  But  this  seems  to  me  quite  nat¬ 
ural.” 

“We  won’t  argue  the  question,  at  all  events,” 
she  I'eturned ;  “and  perhaps  even  a  ‘clog’  might 
be.  useful,  if  it  cured  you  of  rash  riding.  I 
wonder  if  there  will  be  a  great  crowd  to-day, 
and  whether  the  Grandmanoir  people  will  be 
out!  It’s  rather  strange  that  none  of  them 
have  called  yet.  Is  it  their  way?” 

Lord  Atherstone  knit  his  brows.  Plainly 
his  wife  had  touched  the  chord  of  thought  that 
had  already  vibrated  not  harmoniously. 

“  I  know  very  little  of  their  ways,”  he  said, 
curtly.  “  The  Duke  bears  me  no  good-will,  I 
fancy ;  but  we’ve  never  come  into  collision,  and 
he’.s  always  been  formally  civil  when  we  chanced 
t.o  mieet ;  it’s  impossible  that  he  can  mean  to  be 
otherwise  now.  It’s  a  long,  heavy  drive,  re¬ 
member,  in  such  weather  as  we’ve  had  lately, 
from  Grandmanoir  to  Templestowe.  He  rare¬ 
ly  misses  this  meet ;  so  he  will  probably  speak 
for  himself  before  long.” 

There  was  no  time  for  more,  for  just  then 
they  were  turning  into  the  little  elm  avenue 


that  led  up  to  the  cozy  farmstead  where  their 
horses  had  found  shelter.  The  owner  stood 
at  the  door,  booted,  spurred,  and  bareheaded, 
anxious  to  do  horior  to  the  new  Baroness.  Un¬ 
popular  to  a  degree  among  the  gentry  and  peas¬ 
antry  of  his  county,  Ralph  was  not  ill  liked  by 
the  better  class  of  yeomanry.  He  was  a  liberal, 
though  a  somewhat  careless  landlord  ;  and,  out 
hunting,  often  had  a  familiar  word  for  a  farmer, 
when  he  could  scarcely  spare  a  nod  to  a  squire ; 
besides,  there  were  not  a  few  admirers  of  his 
“bruising”  style,  and  among  these  was  John 
Langlands. 

So  Lena  met  with  hearty  welcome,  and  there 
were  pressed  upon  her  such  varied  refreshments 
that  she  was  fain  to  compromise  with  a  sip  of 
home-made  cherry  brandy ;  and  then  she  was 
mounted  comfortably.  At  this  ceremony  the 
buxom  hostess  assisted  with  intense  admiration. 
She  had  hitherto  not  conceived  it  possible  that 
any  who  had  come  to  matronly  estate  could  get 
to  saddle  without  the  assistance  of  horse-block, 
or  some  substitute ;  and  when  Lena  seemed  to 
spring  from,  rather  than  be  lifted  by  her  hus¬ 
band’s  palm,  Mrs.  Langlands  opened  wide  eyes, 
as  though  she  witnessed  a  rare  tour  de  gymnase. 

“My  lady  went  up  as  light  as  a  soap-bubble, 
I  do  declare,”  she  said  afterward;  “and  yet 
as  fine  a  figure  of  a  woman  as  you’d  wish  to  see.  ” 

So,  the  groom  and  John  Langlands  following. 
Lord  Atherstone  and  his  wife  paced  slowly  up 
the  long,  gentle  ascent,  on  the  brow  of  which 
scattered  brutes,  growing  denser  fast,  showed 
that  the  L.  H.  were  like  to  muster  strong  to-day. 

Will  you  prick  forward  and  see  who  are  the 
earlier  comers  ? 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

A  PLOT  of  open  ground,  somewhat  larger  than 
an  ordinary  village  green,  the  converging  point 
of  several  roads  and  bridle-paths,  crowning  a 
low  hill,  from  whence  the  view,  on  one  side, 
though  not  very  extensive,  lies  open  over  a  vale, 
but  is  hemmed  in  on  the  other  three  by  tall 
plantations  close  by,  and  by  the  towering  woods 
of  Grandmanoir  farther  afield.  Such  is  Hazle- 
mere.  Common. 

Near  the  centre  of  it  stands  the  cross — not  a 
graceful  spire,  such  as  those  that  mark  Queen 
Eleanor’s  resting-places  on  her  long  journey 
tombward,  but  a  mighty  monolith,  roughly  hewn, 
doubtless  even  at  first,  and  now  so  maimed  and 
worn  by  rough  usage  and  weather  that,  passing 
it  carelessly,  you  might  hardly  recognize  the 
symbol  of  our  faith.  The  date  thereof  and 
whether  it  was  set  up  in  thanksgiving  or  in  pen¬ 
ance,  or  to  mark  the  place  of  blood-shedding, 
or  to  commemorate  some  pre-historic  victory 
over  the  heathen,  are  not  certainly  known,  al¬ 
beit  learned  persons,  coming  from  afar,  had 
wrangled  over  it  in  language  scarcely  parlia¬ 
mentary  ;  and  on  this  stone  many  local  antiqua¬ 
ries  have  whetted  their  maiden  blade.  There 
it  has  stood  from  immemorial  time,  keeping  its 
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own  secret,  if  secret  there  be  to  tell.  And  so  it 
will  be,  perchanee,  after  the  men  and  manners 
of  this  our  nineteenth  century  have  become 
matter  for  archasologists. 

Within  a  few  rods  of  this  same  cross  most  of 
the  personages  worth  your  notice  are  grouped 
already.  On  principle,  if  not  by  choice,  you 
will,  of  course,  first  inspect  the  hounds. 

A  level,  compact  lot,  certainly ;  a  little  low, 
if  any  thing,  and  rather  neat  than  airy-looking  ; 
indeed,  you  might  pick  out  several  necks  and 
shoulders  too  heavily  loaded  for  elegance,  and 
one  or  two  clear  cases  of  throatiness.  But  there 
are  some  rare  legs  and  feet,  and,  as  a  rule,  no 
deficiency  of  bone.  Such  as  they  are,  they 
thoroughly  satisfy  Loamshire  critics,  and  almost 
satisfy  their  fastidious  master,  who,  for  years 
past,  has  given  his  whole  mind  to  their  improve¬ 
ment,  and  is  pitiless  in  his  “drafts.” 

That  is  he — the  silent,  sedate  man,  sitting 
betwixt  his  hounds  and  the  gathering  crowd  on 
an  equally  sedate,  though  cleverly  shaped  bay. 
There  is  rather  a  workman-like  look  about 
him,  despite  a  provoking  preciseness  of  ex¬ 
terior,  which  even  hunting-costume  can  not 
disguise.  When  he  took  the  Loamshire  coun¬ 
try,  purposing  to  be  his  own  huntsman,  his 
friends  said  it  was  a  rash  step  in  many  ways ; 
but  Jasper  Knowsley  did' not  often  err  on  the 
side  of  rashness,  nor  does  he  appear  to  have 
done  so  now.  He  brought  to  his  task  great 
patience,  a  perseverance  akin  to  obstinacy,  and 
no  mean  knowledge  of  the  noble  science,  ac¬ 
quired  by  long,  sedulous-  study  in  more  or  less 
famous  schools.  He  never  tried  to  make  profit 
out  of  his  office,  and  was  liberal  enough  about 
earth  -  stopping,  keepers’  fees,  and  damages  ; 
nevertheless,  he  has  contrived  to  show  sport 
enough  to  satisfy  all  but  inveterate  grumblers, 
without  seriously  impairing  his  own  modest 
revenue.  His  trim  chop-whiskers  are  thickly 
sprinkled  with  gray ;  and  even  in  his  youth  he 
was  rather  a  neat  than  a  determined  horseman. 
So  when  they  are  running  hard  over  a  stiff 
country  he  can  not  be  expected  to  ride  right 
up  to  his  hounds ;  but,  knowing  every  gate, 
gap,  and  bridle-road,  he  generally  contrives  to 
be  with  them  before  they  want  lifting ;  and, 
should  he  fail,  there  is  always  Jem  Spurrell — 
nominally  first  whip,  though  he  never  waits  for 
the  laggers  in  covert — to  the  fore,  who,  for  the 
strange  tricks  he  plays  with  his  neck,  might 
have  been  bred  an  acrobat,  and  would  ride  at  a 
bull-finch  on  fire  if  it  came  in  his  line.  Very- 
mild,  if  not  meek,  of  speech  is  our  master, 
never  rating  even  a  hound  violently ;  and  when 
forced  to  chide  human  ignorance  or  impetu¬ 
osity,  prone  rather  to  remonstrance  than  abuse  ; 
on  extreme  provocation  he  is  capable  of  a  cer¬ 
tain  acid  sarcasm,  of  the  which  one  instance 
may  suffice : 

it  was  late  in  the  afternoon ;  and  after  a 
series  of  disappointments  the  hounds  had  got 
settled  to  a  fox,  and  pushed  him  steadily  through 
a  chain  of  small  coverts  till  he  was  bound  to 
break  over  a  fair  stretch  of  open  country',  when 


a  youthful  plunger  (a  squadron  was  always 
quartered  at  Heslingford),  determined  at  all 
hazards  to  get  a  start,  rode  right  down  on  the 
critical  corner,  so  that  a  chop  followed  as  a 
matter  of  course.  There  were  murmurs,  as 
you  may  imagine ;  but  all  held  their  peace  to 
listen  as  Jasper  Knowsley  approached  the  of¬ 
fender,  smiling  sourly.  “You’re  nearly  a 
stranger  in  this  country.  Sir,  and  probably  sup¬ 
pose  that  we  met  this  morning  expressly  for 
your  amusement.  If  it  has  given  you  any 
pleasure  to  spoil  the  sport  of  a  hundred  or  so 
of  your  fellow-creatures,  I’m  sure  nobody  will 
complain  ;  but  now,  if  you’re  quite  satisfied,  and 
you  don’t  want  the  hounds  to  ihn  adrag,  or 
any  thing  of  that  sort,  I  think,  with  your  per¬ 
mission,  I’ll  take  them  home.”  So,  lifting  his 
cap  courteously',  he  turned  away. 

They  say  that  the  cornet  wept.  Certainly 
there  are  men  who  would  liefer  have  taken 
their  “month  at  the  mill”  than  have  sat  then 
in  his  glistening  boots ;  and  most  of  those 
present  held  the  punishment  equal  to  the  mis¬ 
deed. 

Perhaps  our  master  would  be  old-fashioned 
enough  to  allow  that  a  certain  amount  of  loud 
and  strong  language  is  necessary  to  keep  a 
field — particularly  a  provincial  field — in  order. 
But  this  part  of  his  duty  he  shifted  from  his 
own  shoulders  long  ago.  And  yonder  sits  his 
deputy — the  huge,  hairy'  man  with  a  face  like 
a  full  moon  looming  through  mist  on  the  big 
bony  brown ;  you  must  have  heard  his  hoarse 
voice  before  you  rose  the  crest  of  the  hill. 
This  is  Swinton  Swarbrick’s  thirtieth  season 
with  this  same  pack  ;  and  though  it  has  changed 
hands  five  times  at  least  since  he  first  was 
“blooded,”  he  has  never  w.avered  in  his  alle¬ 
giance,  nor  strayed  far  from  those  russet  tilths 
that  he  still  swears  “carry  a  better  scent  than 
all  your  grazing-grounds.”  If  his  means  had 
permitted  it  he  would  have  tried  his  hand  at 
the  mastership  ere  now ;  but  being  free-hand¬ 
ed  to  a  fault,  his  estate,  when  stable  expenses 
and  his  subscription  are  paid,  scarcely  suffices 
his  needs.  Nevertheless  he  is  a  man  of  great 
mark  in  the  hunt,  so  much  so  that,  when  he 
curses  a  culprit,  the  anathema  is  supposed  to 
descend  with  a  semi-official  weight.  Years 
ago  he  talked  himself  into  the  idea  that  he  was 
a  bruising  though  unlucky  rider;  and  though 
Loamshire  has  got  his  measure  pretty  accurate¬ 
ly,  strangers  often  find  it  hard  to  realize  that 
all  that  laying  down  the  law  about  “lines”  and 
“points”  does  not  entail  jumping  one  blind  or 
big  place  in  a  week.  In  spite  of  his  swagger, 
Swinton  Swarbrick  is  a  sportsman  to  the  mar¬ 
row  of  his  massive  bones,  and  a  prime  favorite 
throughout  his  county  with  high  and  low. 
Even  those  who  have  been  lashed  by  his  un¬ 
sparing  tongue  bear  no  malice.  “He  may' 
bluster,”  they  say,  “but  he’s  never  nasty.” 
And,  to  speak  truth,  one  of  Jasper  Knowsley’s 
slow,  stinging  sentences  is  more  dreaded  than 
a  string  of  the  other’s  voluble  blasphemies. 

Look  a  little  to  the  left,  to  the  rearward  of 
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the  cross,  and  your  glance  will  he  apt  to  linger 
longer  than  it  has  hitherto  done  on  the  centre 
figure  of  the  group.  Did  you  ever  see  a  dainti- 
er.Amazon,  or  one  more  happily  at  home  in  her 
saddle,  though  it  is  clear  that  the  dark  chestnut 
wants  some  riding  ? 

That  is  no  other  than  winsome  Cissy  Deve- 
reux,  the  pride,  if  you  believe  her  friends — the 
pest,  if  you  believe  her  foes — of  Loamshire. 
Polling  the  county  through,  the  votes  of  the 
former  would  probably  prevail ;  for  even  wo¬ 
men  find  it  hard  to  hate  her,  or,  at  all  events,  to 
sustain  the*  feud.  Whether  her  life’s  sky  be 
bright  or  lowering,  her  clear  laugh  still  keeps 
its  ring — the  laugh  that,  to  some  who  hear  it,  is 
a  better  tonic  than  ever  has  been  devised  by 
mediciner:  thoroughly  sincere  for  the  moment, 
if  not  always  stable  in  her  friendships,  and 
frank  even  in  her  small  treacheries ;  through 
good  or  evil  report  bearing  herself  always  daunt- 
lessly — it  is  no  wonder  if  many  prefer  shutting 
their  eyes  and  believing  in  her,  to  sifting  her 
demerits.  Her  face  is  so  provokingly  pretty, 
too  ;  and,  though  she  is  out  in  all  weathers,  the 
peach-bloom  has  not  fled  from  her  cheek,  nor 
the  sheen  from  her  bonny  brown  hair ;  and  as 
for  her  figure — is  it  not  known  how  shapely 
women,  envying  her  habit,  have  sought  the  stu¬ 
dio  of  Herr  Veltermann,  and  abased  themselves 
before  that  artist,  to  secure  an  exact  fac-simile, 
and  how,  having  donned  the  master-piece  and 
compared  it  with  the  original,  they  have  re¬ 
turned  home  despondent,  and  ready  to  writhe 
the  innocent  garment  to  shreds  ?  That  she  will 
go  great,  very  great  length  in  coquetry,  her  hot¬ 
test  partisans  will  allow ;  and  whether  there 
are  any  limits  to  her  imprudence  is  a  question 
that,  has  been  discussed  without,  as  well  as 
within,'  the  Loamshire  borders,  and  never,  so 
far  as  society  knows,  been  fully  solved.  She 
must  assuredly  more  than  once  have  strayed 
very  near  the  verge  of  the  crater,  but  the  lurid 
sulphur  fumes  have  never  wrajiped  her  round 
as  yet,  and  she  changes  her  light  loves  so  often 
that  the  scandal-mongers  get  flurried,  and, 
like  a  nervous  shooter  when  the  covey  rises  all 
round  him,  sometimes  fail  to  pick  their  bird; 
moreover,  however  pleasant,  it  is  not  always  a 
safe  pastime  to  cast  stones  at  your  neighbor’s 
wife,  when  the  said  neighbor  is  ready  to  catch 
them  in  the  skirt  of  his  mantle  and  send  them 
back  with  a  will.  Now,  foremost  among  the 
willful  beauty’s  blind  adherents  above  mention¬ 
ed  is  her  husband,  Dick  Devereux,  still  known 
among  his  intimates  by  his  old  regimental  soub¬ 
riquet  of  The  Driver.  “There’s  not  a  woman 
alive  fit  to  hold  a  candle  to  Cissy ;  and  if  she 
has  a  bit  of  a  temper,  there’s  not  an  ounce  of 
vice  about  her.”  So  Dick  believed  when  they 
were  first  engaged,  and  seven  years  of  matri¬ 
mony  have  not  altered  his  creed.  He  takes 
his  wife’s  bullying  like  a  lamb  ;  but  toward  the 
rest  of  the  world  carries  a  somewhat  taurine 
temper,  and,  when  fairly  roused,  is  apt  to  run 
a  rude  tilt  without  distinction  of  persons  or 
even  of  sexes.  The  fractiousness  of  the  savage 


brute  he  is  riding  obliges  him  to  keep  without 
the  circle;  but  you  may  see.  his  heavy,  hand¬ 
some  face  light  up,  as  one  of  Cissy’s  gay  imper¬ 
tinences  requites  a  point-blank  compliment  from 
Sir  Manners  Mannering- — -always  pompous, 
when  not  coarse,  in  his  gallantries — wlio  looks 
as  if  ho  had  been  born  in  those  high  collars  and 
stitf  throat-gear. 

Besides  this  somewhat  bloated  aristocrat  the 
group  is  made  up  of  Arthur  Corbett,  radiant  in 
smiles  and  in  attire;  grave  Malise  "VValwyn, 
heir  to  an  ancient  Catholic  house,  who,  despite 
Iiis  fair  prospects,  is  said  to  have  a  vocation  for 
the  priesthood ;  cheery  Peter  Assheton,  the 
sporting  parson,  who,  were  he  as  powerful  in 
the  pulpit  as  in  the  pigskin,  would  count  fewer 
dissenters  in  his  parish ;  and  a  strong  cavalry 
contingent  from  Heslingford,  headed  by  God¬ 
frey  Colville,  the  keen-visaged  man,  with  eyes 
and  hair  black  and  shining  as  jet ;  he  is  Cissy’s 
“latest  love,”  and  will  have  the  perilous  honor 
of  leading  her  to-day.  Be  it  noted  in  passing, 
that,  though  her  caprices  take  the  widest  range, 
she  has  rather  a  leaning  toward  military  devo¬ 
tion.  “Dick  likes  them  best,”  she  says,  con¬ 
siderately,  “  and  they’re  quite  clever  enough 
for  me.”  Indeed,  it  must  be  owned  that  in¬ 
tellectual  jewels,  clumsily  set,  do  not  sparkle 
temptingly  for  the  wayward  lady. 

And  now — 

Tliere  is  only  one  poor  hunting-horn  availa^ 
ble,  and  such  pomps  are  not  in  fashion  here; 
but,  if  we  met  on  foreign  ground,  there  would 
be  a  fanfare  of  bugles,  for  the  gorgeous  ba¬ 
rouche,  drawn  by  four  grays,  with  outriders  to 
match,  sweeping  down  the  road  and  drawing 
up  with  a  jerk,  brings  the  Duke  of  Devorgoil 
and  his  daughters  twain. 

His  Mightiness  does  not  seem  in  a  specially 
gracious  humor  this  morning.  The  sharp  wind 
may,  perhaps,  account  for  the  vicious  flush  at 
the  tip  of  his  nose  ;  but  the  fidgety  working 
of  his  thin  lips,  and  the  frequent  contraction  of 
his  brow,  bode  no  good ;  nevertheless,  he  con¬ 
descends  to  answer  the  greetings  of  the  master 
and  the  privileged  few  who  venture  to  accost 
him,  and  acknowledges  with  sufficient  alfiibili- 
ty  the  doffing  of  hats  and  caps,  till  Lord  and 
Lady  Atherstone  appear  on  the  further  verge 
of  the  little  common ;  then  the  signs  of  discon¬ 
tent  on  the  ducal  visage  are  no  longer  dis¬ 
sembled,  and  they  darken  as  the  pair  draws 
near. 

Hard-featured  Lady  Rachel  —  though  one 
would  think  it  difficult — waxes  stiffen  and  stonier 
than  her  wont ;  and  homely  Lady  Ursula  looks 
half  apprehensive,  half  amused  ;  and  certain  of 
the  by-standers,  more  curious  than  their  fellows, 
edge  nearer  to  the  saluting-point,  as  if  they  ex¬ 
pected  something  like  a  scene. 

And  as  Ralph  makes  his  way  slowly  through 
the  throng,  nodding  a  retuim  to  divers  greet¬ 
ings,  but  never  halting,  or  turning  a  hair’s 
breadth  aside,  till  he  comes  within  speaking 
distance  of  the  carriage,  there  is  a  quiet  reso¬ 
lute  look  on  his  face,  like  that  of  one  who — fully 
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aware  of  a  danger — goes,  not  reluctantly,  to 
meet  it. 

And  a  danger  it  is,  of  such  a  sort,  moreover, 
as  he  has  never  yet  confronted ;  for,  though 
stout  heart  may  help  somewhat,  strong  hand 
may  nothing  avail. 

We  needs  must  drop  the  historic  present 
here,  for  the  root  of  these  matters  strikes  deep 
into  the  past. 

A  MODERN  BILL  OF  FARE. 

HE  conjunction  of  American  ingenuity  and 
administrative  ability  has  nowhere  display¬ 
ed  itself  more  eminently  than  in  the  manage¬ 
ment  of  hotels.  At  the  time  we  were  almost 
literally  possessed  of  “  a  hundred  religions  and 
one  gravy,”  and  were  in  the  very  infancy  of  the 
secrets  and  value  of  the  cuisine,  we  had  daring 
spirits  who  conceived  and  carried  into  success¬ 
ful  execution  establishments  for  the  boarding 
and  lodging  of  large  numbers  of  first-class  peo¬ 
ple  which  had  no  example  in  any  foreign  coun¬ 
try.  The  first  step  toward  national  distinction 
in  this  direction  was  made  by  the  Tremont  of 
Boston.  Then  followed  the  Astor,  of  New  York, 
both  destined  to  be  eclipsed  by  the  St.  Charles, 
of  New  Orleans,  which  for  long  years  was  the 
grandest  building  and  most  lordly  hotel  in  the 
world. 

From  the  time  of  the  success  of  these  estab¬ 
lishments  every  American  city  and  every  large 
town,  sooner  or  later,  has  become  possessed  of 
buildings  of  striking  architecture,  grand  gath¬ 
ering  points  of  our  local  and  traveling  popula¬ 
tion  ;  and  the  spirit  of  all  this  in  our  national 
and  most  irreverent  humor  has  been  concen¬ 
trated  ill  the  apothegm  that  a  very  successful 
man  in  everyday  business  “  can  keep  an  hotel.” 

Some  twenty-five  years  ago  an  English  noble¬ 
man,*  who  had  been  for  nearly  half  a  century 
a  European  soldier  and  diplomat,  made  New 
Orleans  for  two  seasons  a  winter  residence.  He 
was  very  fond,  when  with  a  few  select  acquaint¬ 
ances  whom  he  accepted  of  as  friends,  of  talk¬ 
ing  in  a  modest  way  of  the  varied  experiences 
of  his  eventful  life.  We  remember  on  one  oc¬ 
casion,  after  being  more  than  usually  commu¬ 
nicative  and  instructive,  he  ended  off  with  a 
description  of  a  military  review  he  witnessed  in 
Russia,  when  the  Czar  Alexander  reviewed  what 
was  then  almost  the  concentrated  military  force 
of  his  empire.  Occupying  by  courtesy  a  prom¬ 
inent  position  on  the  imperial  staff,  our  narra¬ 
tor  had  every  possible  opportunity  of  witness¬ 
ing  the  imposing  pageant ;  and  he  possessed 
the  intellectual  ability  of  bringing  the  scene 
vividly  before  his  auditors.  Suddenly  stopping 
short,  and  possibly  somewhat  disconcerted  at 
his  own  earnestness,  and  the  deep  impression 
he  had  made  upon  his  friends,  he  paused  a  mo¬ 
ment,  and  resumed : 

“This  review  only  struck  me,  after  all,  as 


*  Sir  William  Drummond  Stuart,  afterward  the  Earl 
of  Loru,  etc.,  eta 


grand  because  of  the  immense  physical  resources 
it  displayed  of  a  rising  nation  ;  but,  as  strange 
as  it  may  seem  to  you,  I  honestly  say  that  I 
witness  every  day  in  this  stately  hotel  wh^t, 
more  than  all  else  I  have  witnessed,  fills  me 
with  admiration,  and  it  is  this  :  I  live  under  a 
single  roof  that  affords  constant  shelter  for  over 
one  thousand  persons.  This,  gentlemen,  affords 
a  number  of  men  about  equal  to  two  full  regi¬ 
ments  in  the  field.  At  three  o’clock  six  hun¬ 
dred  of  these  people  at  one  time  sit  down  to 
dinner.  Every  course  (occupying  in  the  routine 
about  three  hours)  is  brought  to  the  table  at 
the  proper  time,  and,  without  the  slightest  eon- 
fusion  or  mistake,  is  excellently  served.  There 
is  an  administrative  power  displayed  in  this 
work  that  would  make  these  hotel-keepers  bet¬ 
ter  eolonels  of  regiments  than  any  I  have  met 
with  in  my  military  life ;  and  it  is  this  order 
and  discipline  that  constantly  commands  my 
unbounded  admiration  —  more  than  did  the 
military  review  of  the  eoncentrated  armies  of 
Russia.” 

A  few  weeks  ago  we  were  talking  on  this 
subject  of  hotel-keeping  Avith  Mr.  Warren  Le- 
land,  Avho  is  among  the  few  who  have  become 
representative  men  in  this  great  department  of 
our  social  economy,  and  on  this  occasion,  as  on 
many  others,  Ave  Avere  deeply  impressed  with 
the  large  mental  resources,  vast  capital,  and 
varied  knowledge  of  human  nature  that  were 
necessary  to  be  combined  to  command  success 
in  hotel-keeping;  and  Avhile  thus  impressed, 
and  in  the  midst  of  our  conversation,  a  num¬ 
ber  of  letters  Avere  brought  in  by  a  servant, 
from  one  of  Avhich  Mr.  Leland  dreAV  a  portly 
roll  of  MS.,  glanced  his  eye  over  its  surface  a 
moment,  and,  throwing  it  tOAvard  us,  carelessly 
remarked : 

“There  is  the  entire  bill  of  fare  of  the  Union 
Hotel  of  Saratoga  for  the  last  summer  campaign 
of  a  hundred  days.” 

We  looked  oA^er  the  long  list  of  details,  made 
out  in  the  neatest  possible  manner  by  an  ex¬ 
pert  clerk,  and  Avere  inspired  Avith  the  idea  that, 
at  an  unexpected  moment,  AA'e  had  gotten  hold 
of  a  key  to  the  inner  life  of  a  first-class  Ameri¬ 
can  hotel.  Here  Avas  a  carefully  Avritten  com¬ 
mercial  statement  of  what  our  most  opulent 
citizens,  Avith  every  facility  afforded  by  nature 
and  money,  consume  as  food.  With  the  speci¬ 
fication  of  each  article  and  the  relative  quanti¬ 
ties  used,  furnished  by  the  careful  book-keeper, 
we  conceived  the  idea  of  adding  the  associated 
history,  and  thus  making  the  interesting  and 
useful  record  complete. 

Beef,  the  great  staple  of  all  substantial  food, 
as  might  have  been  expected,  headed  the  list. 
From  the  States  of  Ohio,  Kentucky,  Illinois, 
and  Ncav  York  are  procured  the  best  qualities. 
Of  three  hundred  and  thirty  fattened  bullocks 
there  Avere  only  taken  for  hotel  consumption 
the  “scA’-en  ribs”  and  the  “short  loins;”  the 
remainder  of  the  carcass,  the  “inferior  meat,” 
being  readily  disposed  of  to  the  multitude  of 
consumers  residing  in  the  city.  The  aggregate 


A  MODERN  BILL  OF  FARE. 


607 


of  loins  and  ribs  was  forty  thousand  pounds. 
This  meat,  “  killed  and  dressed”  in  the  even¬ 
ing,  paclted  in  ice,  is  forwarded  by  express  to 
Saratoga,  so  that  it  is  in  the  hotel  for  the 
morning  meal. 

Of  mutton  there  were  consumed  twenty-one 
hundred  “racks”  consisting  of  seven  ribs  each, 
ready  at  a  moment’s  notice  to  be  divided  into 
chops.  The  gross  weight  of  these  “racks” 
was  nine  thousand  five  hundred  pounds,  in¬ 
cluding  the  choice  parts  of  the  carcasses  of 
one  thousand  sheep  gathered  up  from  different 
parts  of  the  Union.  The  average  weight  of  a 
“  dressed”  sheep  is  sixty  pounds  ;  of  this  quan¬ 
tity  only  nine  pounds  are  selected,  the  remain¬ 
der  is  sold  from  the  stalls.  It  is  apparent  from 
this  exhibit'  that  sheep-raising  in  the  United 
States  has  not  reached  much  perfection !  We 
see  in  this  statement  the  justice  of  Hawthorne’s 
testimony,  who  somewhere  writes  that  all 
America  could  not  supply  the  President’s  table 
with  such  mutton-chops  as  were  served  up  to 
him  at  Uttoxeter,  England,  in  a  dinner  costing 
eighteen  pence. 

There  were  two  hundred  and  tw'enty-five 
lambs  consumed,  amounting  to  two  thousand 
pounds — the  entire  carcass  of  a  lamb  being 
considered  “choice.”  These  lambs  are  pur¬ 
chased  from  persons  living  in  the  Adirondacks 
and  Green  Mountains  of  Vermont,  and  are  ad¬ 
mitted  to  be  superior  to  any  similar  food  raised 
elsew'here  in  the  country,  and  are  probably  not 
surpassed  in  delicacy  and  nutritiousness  by  any 
in  the  world.  This  superiority  comes  from  the 
excellent  character  of  the  grasses,  and  the  purity 
of  the  air  found  in  the  localities  where  these 
lambs  are  produced.  The  whole  of  the  “  North¬ 
ern  Wilderness”  of  New  York,  including  “John 
Browm’s  tract,”  must  at  some  future  day  be¬ 
come  famous  for  sheep  farms,  and  then  the 
President’s  table  will  be  supplied  with  a  chop 
noway  inferior  to  Albion’s  best. 

Of  veal,  the  shoulders  of  which  are  rejected, 
there  were  seven  thousand  pounds  consumed, 
furnished  by  three  hundred  and  fifty  hind-quar¬ 
ters.  These  “  creatures”  were  obtained  from  the 
farmers  living  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the 
Springs.  Three  hundred  and  eighty-nine  calves’ 
livers,  only  served  up  by  broiling;  and  two 
hundred  and  sixty  beeves’ kidneys,  supplied  from 
New  York,  made  exclusively  into  stews.’  Both 
breakfast  dishes. 

“  Sweet-breads,”  the  choicest  part  of  the  calf, 
two  thousand  three  hundred.  This  delicacy  is 
universally  popular,  and  difficult  to  obtain.  A 
small  number  are  supplied  from  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  of  the  Springs,  but  to  procure  any  quan¬ 
tity  they  must  be  gathered  up  from  different 
places.  They  are  exjjensive,  and  always  con¬ 
sidered  a  luxury. 

Thirty-seven  thousand  spring  chickens  W'ere 
consumed  in  this  hotel  campaign  of  a  hundred 
days,  affording  the  gross  weight  of  thirty-six 
thousand  eighty -nine  pounds.  These  chick¬ 
ens  were  obtained  from  regular  traders  residing 
in  Saratoga,  in  the  vicinity  of  Syracuse,  in  Bos¬ 


ton,  and  in  Canada.  They  are  gathered  up  by 
peddlers,  who  do  no  other  business,  and  who 
have  their  established  districts  and  head-quarters. 
The  country  people  raise  this  poultry  as  part  of 
their  farm  crop,  and  depend  upon  its  proceeds 
as  their  active  capital  for  the  purchase  of  arti¬ 
cles  not  produced  by  home  industry.  The  first 
ventures  in  business  of  thousands  of  farmers’ 
children  are  connected  with  the  sale  of  their 
broods  of  spring  chickens.  Tame  ducks,  one 
thousand  six  hundred  and  twenty.  Young 
geese,  three  hundred  and  eleven. 

One  hundred  and  seventy-two  thousand  nine 
hundred  and  forty-four  eggs,  or  one  thousand 
seven  hundred  and  twenty-nine  eggs  a  day  used 
for  the  table  at  breakfast,  and  for  culinary  pur¬ 
poses.  These  eggs  are  obtained  principally 
from  the  neighborhood  of  Syracuse  and  from 
the  regular  dealers  in  New  York. 

Seven  hundred  and  fifty-three  fresh  salmon, 
weighing  nine  thousand  four  hundred  pounds, 
caught  by  professional  fishermen  in  the  Kenne¬ 
bec  and  other  rivers  of  Maine,  and  sent  to  Bos¬ 
ton,  the  head-quarters  of  this  fiivorite  food,  and 
from  this  last-named  point,  after  being  packed 
in  ice,  forwarded  to  Saratoga.  Bluefish  and 
bass,  two  thousand  eight  hundred  pounds.  Salt 
fish — including  smoked  salmon,  codfish,  and 
mackerel — two  thousand  seventy-five  pounds. 
Sheep’s-head  and  black-  bass  from  Boston. 
Lake  trout,  muscallonge,  and  white-fish  from 
Lake  Erie.  Pickerel  from  Saratoga  Lake. 

Lobsters,  eighteen  thousand  and  seventy-nine 
pounds  ;  caught  off  the  coast  of  New  England, 
and  immediately  boiled,  after  being  taken  from 
the  trap,  in  salt-water,  then  packed  in  ice,  and 
sent  to  consumers  from  Boston.  Green  turtle, 
one  thousand  three  hundred  poimds,*  and  for¬ 
warded  by  established  fish-dealers  from  Fulton 
Market.  Pickled  oysters,  four  hundred  and 
forty-four  jars,  put  up  inBaltimore ;  very  choice, 
and,  when  in  perfection — ^contrary  to  popular 
tradition — as  wholesome  in  midsummer  as  in 
the  winter  months. 

Extraordinary  as  the  statement  may  appear, 
the  hotel  in  a  hundred  days  furnished  its  guests 
with  two  thousand  and  sixteen  pounds  of  brook 
trout.  This  enormous  quantity  is  obtained  by  the 
enterprise  of  a  Mr.  Hoxie,  formerly  a  bank^lerk 
in  the  city  of  New  York,  who,  perceiving  that  his 
health  was  declining  under  the  pernicious  influ¬ 
ences  of  a  confined  city  atmosphere,  ten  or  fifteen 
years  ago  moved  to  a  home  in  the  Adirondack 
Mountains.  Pie  at  first  occasionally  offered 
small  quantities  of  trout  for  sale,  but  upon  re¬ 
ceiving  the  encouragement  of  a  named  and 
liberal  price  for  all  he  could  obtain,  he  very 


*  Turtle  is  obtained  from  dealers  in  T’nlton  Market. 
The  best  specimens  of  this  species  are  caught  off  the 
Florida  coast  and  the  island  of  Nassau.  They  average 
fifty  pounds,  but  patriarchs  have  been  caught  that 
weighed  nearly  half  a  ton.  Turtles  caught  in  Ameri¬ 
can  waters  are  admitted  by  our  custom-houses  free 
of  duty,  but  if  they  get  within  the  marine  jurisdiction 
of  England  or  Spain  they  are  named  by  our  revenue 
collectors  a  foreign  product,  and  have  to  pay  an  im¬ 
post  of  twenty  per  cent,  on  their  commercial  value. 
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shrewdly  organized  a  large  and  profitable  busi¬ 
ness.  His  knowledge  of  the  trout  streams  was 
taken  advantage  of  to  erect  at  proper  places  in 
the  winter  time  a  number  of  commodious  ice¬ 
houses.  He  then  engaged,  by  liberal  payment, 
a  number  of  men  to  fish  the  mountain  streams 
for  trout,  the  product  of  each  day  being  de¬ 
posited  at  nightfall  in  one  or  more  of  the  ice¬ 
houses.  The  next  morning  the  trout  are  pack¬ 
ed  in  ice  and  moss,  and,  in  a  frozen  state,  car¬ 
ried  to  market.  Mr.  Hoxie,  at  the  proper  sea¬ 
son  of  the  year,  has  a  dozen  men  employed  in 
this  business.  The  price  paid  is  sixty  cents 
per  pound.  We  would  add,  for  the  comfort 
of  all  true  disciples  of.  Izaak  Walton,  that  the 
fish,  which  average  about  four  ounces  each,  are 
caught  with  a  rod  and  fly. 

The  arrival  of  the  trout  is  a  marked  event 
among  certain  good  people  of  the  hotel.  They 
are  on  hand  in  force  to  admire  the  beautiful 
gem-speckled  creatures,  to  select  the  largest 
for  especial  commendation,  and  they  seem  nev¬ 
er  to  be  wearied  with  asking  the  fish-monger 
innumerable  questions  about  the  streams  and 
lakes  where  the  fish  are  caught.  An  unusual¬ 
ly  large  trout  will  afford  material  for  exciting 
conversation  among  these  professed  idlers  for  a 
whole  day.  There  is  a  tradition  that  there 
was  a  trout  brought  from  the  Adirondacks  to 
the  hotel  that  weighed  three  pounds  and  a  half! 
Honest,  truth-loving  gentlemen  saw  it,  and  in¬ 
numerable  good  and  true  men  will  swear  to  it ; 
but  old  trout  fishermen  still  douhtingly  shake 
their  heads;  and  well  they  may,  for,  with  much 
experience  in  such  matters,  a  brook  trout,  born 
of  the  mountain  torrent,  of  a  pound  weight,  is  a 
thing  to  admire,  for  even  such  a  one  is  seldom 
seen. 

At  the  close  of  the  revolutionary  w'ar  an  old 
Hessian  soldier  settled  upon  a  small  farm  situ¬ 
ated  about  two  miles  south  from  the  centre  of 
the  village  of  Saratoga.  It  was  a  most  pic¬ 
turesque  place,  and  the  “clearing”  at  the  time 
W'as  hidden  from  the  public  road  by  a  dense 
pine  forest.  Just  north  of  the  farm-house  is  a 
little  lake,  which,  in  its  primitive  state,  was  so 
deeply  overshadowed  by  tall  trees  that  the  sun 
never  fairly  illumed  its  mirrored  surface.  The 
consaquence  was,  its  waters,  in  the  sultriest 
heats  of  summer,  were  of  an  almost  icy  cold¬ 
ness.  It  was,  and  is  indeed,  a  natural  para¬ 
dise  for  trout.  To  this  romantic  place  the  ear¬ 
lier  visitors  of  Saratoga  who  were  luxuriously  in¬ 
clined  used  to  carry  their  choice  wines,  and  in¬ 
dulged  in  their  nectar  while  eating  trout  caught 
from  “Barhyte’s  Pond.” 

The  owner  was  considered  an  eccentric  man, 
for  when  he  established  himself  on  the  farm  he 
stated  that  the  possession  of  that  “  pond”  more 
than  compensated  for  an  inhospitable  winter  cli¬ 
mate  and  a  sterile  soil.  As  time  wore  on,  how¬ 
ever,  his  taste  was  vindicated,  for  this  same 
“  crystal  well”  became  a  source  of  profit,  and 
brought  to  his  humble  dwelling  the  best  people 
of  the  land. 

Among  the  visitors  to  Barhyte’s,  on  one  of 


these  memorable  occasions,  was  Joseph  Bona¬ 
parte.  He  had  but  recently  arrived  in  this 
country,  and  was  quietly  looking  about  for  some 
eligible  spot  whereon  he  could  build  himself, 
most  literally,  a  “princely  home.”  He  was  of 
Prance,  and  had  been  king  of  Sicily  and  Spain, 
and  all  that  was  favored  by  nature  in  soil,  cli¬ 
mate,  and  scenery  was  to  him  familiar.  In  pur¬ 
suit  of  his  purpose  of  founding  a  home  in  Amer¬ 
ica,  he  had  visited  some  of  the  most  celebrated 
localities  of  the  Northern  and  Middle  States,  but 
wavered  in  making  a  selection.  The  moment, 
however,  he  saw  the  little  trout  lake  and  exam¬ 
ined  its  surroundings  he  seemed  inspired.  He 
threw  aside  all  ceremony  when  conversing  with 
its  owner,  he  gratified  the  old  German  by  in¬ 
dulging  in  familiar  conversation  and  in  smoking 
one  of  his  “  corn-cob  pipes,”  and  at  last  his  ex¬ 
majesty  announced  his  desire  to  purchase  the 
farm. 

Contrary  to  all  expectation,  Barhyte  refused 
to  sell.  The  real  value  of  the  property  at  the 
time  might  have  been  two  or  three  thousand 
dollars,  and  Joseph  Bonaparte  increased  his  of¬ 
fer  from  the  sum  named  to  the  enormous  one, 
as  then  considered,  of  thirty  thousand  dollars  ; 
but  the  queer  old  proprietor  refused  to  part 
with  his  domain — his  trout  pond,  he  said,  should 
never  be  other  than  his  while  he  lived.  Thus 
escaped  Saratoga  the  fashionable  prestige  of 
having  a  palace  and  a  park,  which  were  subse¬ 
quently  created  at  Bordentown,  New  Jersey; 
and  such  was  the  estimate  that  the  eldest  broth¬ 
er  of  Napoleon  placed  upon  the  trout  ponds  and 
scenery  in  the  vicinity  of  the  world-renowned 
Saratoga  Springs. 

Ohio  contributed  six  thousand  five  hundred 
pounds  of  ham,  two  thousand  thirty-three 
pounds  of  bacon,  and  one  thousand  two  hun¬ 
dred  pounds  of  mess  pork. 

Beef-tongues,  five  hundred  and  eighty-seven, 
from  the  “smoke-houses”  of  the  New’  York 
meat-curing  establishments. 

Seventeen  thousand  three  hundred  and  nine¬ 
teen  pounds  of  “  extra  choice  butter,”  made  by 
the  farmers  in  the  vicinity  of  Saratoga.  The 
pastures  in  Northern  New  York  and  the  Green 
Mountains  are  the  best  in  the  w’orld  for  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  pure,  rich  milk.  All  the  butter  pur¬ 
chased  ip  received  in  June,  and  packed  in  a  dark, 
cool  cellar.  The  farmers  rely  upon  this  market, 
and  the  hotel  is  equally  dependent  on  them. 
As  all  butter  of  a  good  quality  is  purchased, 
a  dozen  wagons  a  day  often  deliver  their  freight. 

Elour — Rochester  brand-^one  hundred  and 
eighty-five  barrels.  Indian  meal,  one  thousand 
one  hundred  pounds. 

Thirty-four  thousand  eight  hundred  quarts  of 
milk,  or  three  hundred  and  forty-eight  quarts 
per  day.'  Eour  thousand  seventy-six  quarts 
of  cream.  These  articles  are  procured  from 
especial  farmers  in  the  neighborhood  of  Sara¬ 
toga.  Milk  is  obtained  from  one  set  of  pro¬ 
ducers,  and  cream  from  another  set ;  so  that 
there  will  be  no  inducement  to  furnish  an  in¬ 
ferior  article  of  either  kind. 
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Certain  named  vegetables  are  obtained ’in 
the  neighborhood — viz. :  four  hundred  and  six¬ 
ty  barrels  of  turnips ;  four  hundred  and  thirty 
bunches  of  rhuharb,  or  pie-plant ;  four  thousand 
one  hundred  beets ;  eleven  thousand  carrots ; 
seven  hundred  and  forty-three  bushels  of  pota¬ 
toes,  which  are  pronounced  to  be  superior  in 
quality  to  any  others  raised  in  the  United  States ; 
eleven  hundred  and  fifty-two  bunches  of  aspara¬ 
gus.  From  the  South  came  thirteen  hundred 
and  twenty-two  heads  of  lettuce  ;  two  thousand 
eight  hundred  cucumbers ;  three  hundred  and 
fifty  crates  of  tomatoes,  of  two  bushels  each; 
seven  hundred  and  fifty  squashes.  These  veg¬ 
etables  are  brought  first  from  Charleston,  South 
Carolina ;  then,  as  the  season  advances,  from 
Norfolk,  Virginia  ;  then  from  Delaware.  They 
are  brought  to  New  York  city  in  the  regular- 
line  of  steamers,  and  represent  a  vast  and  grow¬ 
ing  business. 

Of  fruits,  we  have  one  thousand  five  hun¬ 
dred  and  ninety-five  water-melons  from  Charles¬ 
ton  and  Savannah,  the  cost  averaging  over  one 
dollar  each ;  sixty  barrels  of  apples,  selected 
with  care  from  orchards  in  the  neighborhood 
of  the  hotel,  and  only  fit  for  the  table  toward 
the  close  of  the  season. 

Of  green  corn,  fifty-two  thousand  ears,  grown 
in  the  neighborhood.  This  delicious  food  is 
raised  by  gardeners  who  make  it  a  specialty. 
The  planting  is  so  arranged  as  to  produce  a 
succession  of  crops ;  so  that  the  corn  is  in  its 
perfection  each  day,  from  the  beginning  to  the 
very  close  of  the  season. 

A  limited  amount  of  strawberries  are  ob¬ 
tained  from  the  South ;  hut  as  the  season  ad¬ 
vances,  Saratoga  County,  and  its  surrounding 
country,  produce  abundant  crops  of  strawberries 
and  blackberries,  reaching  a  total  of  six  thou¬ 
sand  six  hundred  quarts. 

One  thousand  five  hundred  and  fifty-six  cans 
of  different  kinds  of  preserved  fruits,  packed  in 
the  western  part  of  the  State  of  New  York; 
Rochester  being  a  prominent  point.  Three 
hundred  and  fifteen  bushels  of  mint,  obtained  in 
great  perfection  in  the  neighborhood,  and  not 
used  exclusively  for  sauces.  One  hundred  and 
fifty-four  bunches  of  water-cresses,  grown  in  the 
neighborhood. 

The  game  laws  prohibit  shooting  w-oodcock 
before  the  4th  of  July.  After  that  time,  one 
thousand  four  hundred  and  sixty-eight  were 
furnished  the  larder  of  the  hotel,  at  the  con¬ 
tract  price  of  seventy-five  cents  each.  North¬ 
ward  and  within  a  circle  of  ten  miles,  Saratoga 
being  the  centre,  is  one  of  the  best  woodcock 
regions  in  the  Northern  States.  Four  hunters 
are  in  the  employ  of  the  hotel,  who  make  it 
their  exclusive  business  to  kill  the  game,  and 
bring  it  in  fresh  from  the  w-oods.  When  this 
bird  should  be  cooked,  after  it  is  caught,  is  a 
subject  of  grave  discussion  among  the  lovers 
of  good  eating.  One  school  insists  as  soon  as 
possible  after  they  are  killed;  another,  with 
truer  taste,  we  think,  would  wait  a  wliile,  at 
least,  before  consigning  the  precious  morsel 
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to  the  spit.  The  chemist  of  the  kitchen  has, 
therefore,  a  difficult  task  to  perform  to  meet 
the  requirements  of  such  opposite  tastes.  To 
one  class,  a  bird  just  killed  and  immediately 
cooked  would  be  more  offensive  than  would 
be  a  bird  cooked  after  its  “  gamy  flavor’’  was 
widely  pronounced. 

Tliree  hundred  and  sixty-one  “quail,”  and 
two  hundred  and  thirty  dozen  reed-birds,  con¬ 
clude  the  list  of  game,  which  is  not  large,  owing 
to  the  time  of  year  it  is  in  hotel  demand  at 
Saratoga. 

From  abroad,  among  other  things,  came  134 
boxes  of  sardines;  914  pounds  of  almonds;  38 
boxes  of  raisins,  9  boxes  of  oranges  ;  33  boxes 
of  lemons  ;  80  gallons  of  olives  ;  7  boxes  of  ca¬ 
pers  ;  25  dozen  cans  of  green  pease,  and  42  doz¬ 
en  cans  of  mushrooms,  put  up  in  France ;  339 
pounds  of  tea,  the  greatest  part  “black;”  2689 
pounds  of  coffee;  427  pounds  of  chocolate,  man¬ 
ufactured  in  New  York,  and  superior  to  any  that 
can  be  imported  from  abroad;  14,380  pounds  of 
sugar;  160  pounds  of  farina;  427  pounds  of 
rice  ;  1 15  pounds  of  samp ;  200  pounds  of  hom¬ 
iny,  and  600  pounds  of  wheaten  grits.  Italian 
macaroni,  450  pounds.  Gelatine,  New  York 
manufacture,  348  pounds.  Pickles,  11,300, 
sold  by  count,  raised  and  prepared  for  market 
at  White  Plains.  Vinegar,  333  gallons.  Of 
spices — ginger,  46  pounds  ;  nutmegs,  3  pounds ; 
black  pepper,  34  pounds ;  cinnamon,  10  pounds ; 
cloves,  18  pounds  ;  cassia,  13  pounds  ;  mustard, 
72  pounds.  Miscellaneous — molasses,  32  gal¬ 
lons  ;  cream  of  tartar,  125  pounds;  olive  oil, 
60  cases.  One  thousand  three  hundred  and 
sixty-eight  baskets  of  assorted  wines,  princi¬ 
pally  claret  and  Champagne,  an  average  of  only 
164  bottles  per  day. 

In  reviewing  this  list,  it  must  strike  the  most 
superficial  observer  that,  as  a  people,  the  Amer¬ 
icans  are  dainty  in  matters  of  food,  and  that 
only  the  best  and  most  nutritious  things  of  na¬ 
ture’s  vast  and  varied  storehouse  are  appropri¬ 
ated  as  articles  of  daily  consumption,  wherewith 
to  obtain  the  physical  and  hrain  power  of  our 
active  population.  How  much  this  fact  of  dain¬ 
tiness  in  food  has  affected,  and  will  affect,  our 
national  character  in  the  formation  of  a  distinct¬ 
ive  physical  man  and  woman,  to  be  known  as 
the  American  race,  is  a  subject  of  interesting 
consideration. 

Of  the  nations  mentioned  in  ancient  history, 
the  Romans,  in  our  opinion,  most  resembled  the 
people  of  the  United  States.  There  is  a  posi¬ 
tive  sameness  in  the  spirit  of  conquest,  in  the 
absorption  of  surrounding  countries,  in  coloniz¬ 
ing,  and  then  ingrafting  all  acquisitions  on  the 
national  stock  as  one  people.  It  is,  therefore, 
worth  a  moment’s  examination  to  see  what  the 
masters  of  the  Old  World  served  upon  their  ta¬ 
bles  for  daily  food.  In  the  palmy  days  of  im¬ 
perial  Rome  its  wealthy  citizens  had  their  Sar¬ 
atoga  Springs  at  Baden-Baden;  and  at  that 
still-fashionable  locality  were  hotel-keepers  and 
learned  gastronomic  professors  of  whom  we  have 
no  superior  examples.  The  bill  of  fare  of  the 
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best  class  of  people  two  thousand  years  ago  is 
preserved  to  us  with  great  minuteness;  and 
upon  examining  it  we  are  entitled  to  the  unc¬ 
tion  that  the  Romans,  in  their  best  estate,  w^ere 
a  ruder  people  than  our  own.  Theywere  mighty 
in  arms  and  in  physical  progress,  but  their  bloody 
combats  in  the  arena  were  consonant,  as  might 
be  expected,  with  the  grossness  of  their  appe¬ 
tites. 

The  Romans  considered  beef  the  most  sub¬ 
stantial  food,  and  it  constituted  the  chief  nour¬ 
ishment  of  the  athletes ;  but  they  did  not  con¬ 
fine  themselves  to  the  bovines,  for  they  con¬ 
sidered  donkey-flesh  a  luxury,  and  esteemed 
the  flesh  of  the  wild  ass  better  than  venison. 
They  entertained  the  American  estimate  of 
the  value  of  pork,  but  they  knew  nothing,  ap¬ 
parently,  of  our  many  excellent  ways  of  pre¬ 
serving  the  meat  with  salt.  Plutarch,  refined 
as  he  undoubtedly  was,  speaks  of  the  gravid 
sow  (after  being  trampled  to  death  and  the 
mass  then  cooked)  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods ! 
Pigs  stuffed  with  asafoetida  were  esteemed  a  lux¬ 
ury.  These  Romans  also  ate  dogs  and  foxes  with 
a  gusto  that  would  do  credit  to  our  Apache  In¬ 
dians.  Of  wild  fowl  they  preferred  one  of  the 
coarsest  that  lives.  The  flamingo  to  them  was 
a  bonne  bouche,  and  was  most  appreciated  after 
the  consumption  of  a  hearty  dinner.  And  yet, 
incredible  as  it  would  seem,  cooks  catering  for 
such  coarse  appetites  invented  the  inestimable 
fois  gras,  which  has  preserved  its  place  as  one 
of  the  daintiest  dishes  of  modern  cookery. 
The  Romans  were  also  strangely  barbarous 
in  the  selection  of  fish,  the  lamprey  eel  being 
a  great  favorite,  and,  if  fed  upon  human  flesh. 


it 'had  a  conventional  quality  of  superior  excel¬ 
lence.  Among  their  eccentricities,  they  roast¬ 
ed  snails  on  silver  gridirons,  while  at  table,  and 
ate  them  hot,  to  give  a  more  pronounced  fla¬ 
vor  to  their  splendid  wines.  Such  were  some 
of  the  favorite  dishes  of  the  Romans,  com¬ 
posed  of  materials  naturally  repugnant  to  the 
human  taste ;  and  yet  it  is  certain  that  these 
people,  in  their  mild  Italian  climate  and  near¬ 
ness  to  semi-tropical  countries,  possessed  a  larger 
amount  of  what  are  now  at  Saratoga  considered 
luxuries  (the  wild  turkey  excepted)  than  we 
can  command  ;  and  yet  the  Romans,  as  will  be 
seen  by  examining  our  modern  bill  of  fare, 
were,  by  comparison,  so  far  as  food  is  concern¬ 
ed,  a  coarse  and  rude  people. 

From  these  records  of  the  magnates  of  the 
past  we  turn  to  the  appetites  of  a  people  pos¬ 
sessed  of  the  largest  pecuniary  resources,  and 
able  to  gather  by  the  aid  of  steam  any  imag¬ 
inable  edible  from  the  four  quarters  of  the 
earth.  With  the  same  unlimited  power  to  grat¬ 
ify  the  palate  which  in  their  day  was  at  the 
command  of  the  masters  of  the  Old  World,  we 
find  no  abuse  of  God’s  evidently  designed  laws 
regarding  things  to  be  appropriated  for  food. 
The  very  creatures  above  all  others  suggested 
by  nature  as  the  proper  and  best  nourishment 
of  man  have  been  carefully  selected.  And  here¬ 
in  are  the  evidences  of  the  refining  influences  of 
modern, we  should  say  Christian,  civilization,  and 
a  promise,  possibly,  of  an  eventual  progress  to¬ 
ward  perfection  in  human  development  that 
moralists  and  statesmen,  through  intellectual 
influences,  hav^e  already  fancied  they  saw  fore¬ 
shadowed  in  the  continent  of  the  New  World. 
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HARLES  DICKENS  was  dead. 

It  was  hard  to  realize,  but  realized  it  was 
at  last ;  and  then  there  was  no  look  or  voice  in 
London  but  repeated  it  over  and  over — Charles 
Dickens  is  dead !  I  remember  but  one  other 
occasion  when  the  death  of  a  man  could  be  read 
with  equal  plainness  on  every  face  one  met,  and 
that  was  when  news  of  a  great  tragedy  at  Wash¬ 
ington  burdened  and  blighted  the  air  like  a  si¬ 
rocco.  When  Dickens  died  the  crowds  seemed 
to  walk  the  streets  with  muffled  feet,  and  if  one 
encountered  merry  parties  it  was  plain  they  must 
be  foreigners  who  had  not  known  the  breadth 
and  depth  of  the  nation’s  bereavement.  To 
them  we  might  say,  as  Dante  mourning  for 
Beatrice  to  the  pilgrims  : 

“Come  ye  from  wandering  in  such  distant  land 
(As  by  your  looks  and  garb  we  must  infer), 

That  you  our  city  traverse  in  her  woe, 

And  mingle  with  her  crowds,  yet  tears  withhold. 
Like  persons  quite  unconscious  of  her  state, 

Who  ne’er  have  heard  the  heavy  loss  she  mourns  ?” 

Silently  and  quietly  his  body  was  borne  to 
rest  in  Westminster  Abbey,  among  the  good 
and  great  who  were  his  brothers.  There  old 
Chaucer  was  buried,  because  his  official  duties 


were  there  brought  to  an  end  by  death.  He 
was,  in  one  sense,  the  father  of  English  litera¬ 
ture,  and  they  are  his  children  whose  dust  re¬ 
poses,  or  whose  memories  are  honored,  beside 
him — and  none  more  than  he  w'ho  was  last  laid 
there,  in  whose  genius,  as  in  that  of  Chaucer, 
an  era  of  English  life  is  preserved.  No  sadder 
sight  was  ever  witnessed  in  that  old  abbey  than 
on  the  day  vvhen  the  grave  was  left  open  that 
the  people  might  look  down  on  his  coffin.  It 
was  the  people  who  were  his  mourners — the 
people  who  had  found  their  lives  touched  into 
romance  and  pathos  by  his  magical  pen.  The 
grave  was  almost  filled  with  flowers— ^each  flow¬ 
er  the  symbol  of  a  heart.  The  grave  was  final¬ 
ly  closed,  but  the  tearful  crowd  could  not  leave 
it.  They  came  day  after  day,  and  stilj  heaped 
flowers  upon  the  stone  slab  over  him.  There 
were  long  lines  of  children  who  came,  each  bear¬ 
ing  a  rose  or  a  twig  of  evergreen,  and  the  tears 
they  shed  were  from  the  same  fountains  that  had 
been  touched  by  the  woes  of  Oliver  or  Little 
Nell. 

The  death  of  Dickens  did  not,  indeed,  take 
his  personal  friends  by  surprise.  For  some 
time  he  had  not  walked  the  streets  with  the 
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old  elasticity,  and  lie  liad  shown  an  increasing 
disposition  to  linger  in  his  country  home.  An 
indication  of  the  extent  to  which  his  more  in¬ 
timate  friends  had  for  some  time  been  anx¬ 
ious  about  him  may  be  found  in  a  singular 
statement  which  I  hear  on  good  authority — 
namely,  that  the  artist  Frith,  on  the  morning 
of  June  9,  said,  “I  dreamed  that  Charles  Dick¬ 
ens  was  dead.”  A  few  moments  afterward  he 
found  that  his  dream  was  true.  It  may  have 
been,  indeed,  that  the  anxieties,  of  which  Mr. 
Frith’s  dream  was  one  expression,  were  partly 
caused  by  a  somewhat  mournful  tone  which  the 
author  himself  had  recently  held — a  tone  which 
some  of  his  friends  have  thought  they  could  de¬ 
tect  in  his  voice  ever  since  the  terrible  Staple- 
hurst  railway  accident,  which  he  witnessed,  and 
on  the  anniversary  of  which  he  died.  “I  be¬ 
gin  to  feel,”  he  said,  when  Macliso  died,  “like 
the  Spanish  monk  of  whom  Wilkie  tells,  who 
had  grown  to  believe  that  the  only  realities 
around  him  were  the  pictures  which  he  loved, 
and  that  all  the  moving  life  he  saw,  or  ever  had 
seen,  was  a  shadow  and  a  dream.”  They  were 
words  that  might  have  seen  the  shadows  of  the 
brothers  whose  names  and  forms  now  encircle 
his  in  the  abbey  beckoning  to  him. 

When  a  beloved  one  is  dead  it  is  a  sad  but 
a  real  satisfaction  to  trace  over  each  step  he  has 
gone  by  our  side,  to  touch  the  empty  chair,  to 
sit  in  the  empty  room,  to  read  the  volume  he 
used  to  love.  On  the  morning  when  I  left  the 
grave  of  Charles  Dickens  all  London  seemed  to 
be  his  vacant  room,  and  chair,  and  volume;  and 
there  seemed  to  be  nothing  left  but  to  walk  the 
streets  and  by-ways  he  had  woven  into  the  tis¬ 
sue  of  his  work,  to  gaze  on  the  houses  that  were 
his  homes  and  the  scenes  he  had  interpreted. 
The  three  or  four  houses  in  which  he  re¬ 
sided — beginning  with  that  in  Furnival’s  Inn, 
where  he  began  to  work  for  a  lawyer  at  thir¬ 
teen  and  sixpence  a  week,  and  afterward  wrote 
his  “Sketches”  and  “Pickwick” — are  all  com¬ 
mon  London  houses,  nowise  distinguishable 
from  those  in  which  gther  young  men  are  writ¬ 
ing  to-day  for  London  journals,  with  hopes  and 
aims  as  high  as  his  were.  One  can  observe 
with  each  change  of  residence  another  rung  in 
the  upward  ladder  gained.  Forty-eight  Dough¬ 
ty  Street,  where  he  lived  from  1837  to  1840,  is 
a  plain  brick  house,  such  as  one  may  see  miles 
of  in  London ;  number  One,  Devonshire  Terrace, 
where  he  lived  from  1840  to  1860,  is  much  more 
elegant,  the  home  of  a  middle-class  English 
gentleman  ;  and  still  more  elegant,  with  pleas¬ 
ant  court-yards  about  it,  is  Tavistock  Ilouse, 
Tavistock  Square,  where  he  resided  from  1860 
to  1860.  But,  after  all,  these  houses  do  not 
represent  the  vestiges  of  Charles  Dickens  in 
London.  For  these  one  must  walk  the  streets 
of  which  he  was  the  poet,  and  of  these  the  low¬ 
liest.  Let  us  go  to  Covent  Garden  Market,  the 
spot  around  which  English  genius  has  always 
hovered.  In  that  house  Johnson  used  to  eat 
his  chop,  and  there  he  first  met  Boswell;  not  a 
hundred  yards  distant  the  wits  of  the  old  Spec¬ 


tator  viarsviont  to  gather — Will’s  coffee-house; 
and  across  the  way,  close  together,  are  now 
Evans’s  and  the  Savage  Club,  where  the  writers 
and  actors  may  still  be  seen  on  almost  any  even¬ 
ing.  Nay,  the  artist  more  like  Dickens  than 
any  other  found  in  Covent  Garden  the  sources 
of  his  inspiration.  Here  in  Maiden  Lane,  in 
an  old  house  yet  standing,  but  soon  to  fall,  the 
barber’s  boy,  afterward  to  be  known  as  Turner, 
was  born.  He  eovered  the  walls  of  England 
with  gorgeous  colors  and  scenes,  yet  Buskin 
declares  he  can  trace  the  dust,  stones,  baskets, 
cabbage  leaves,  oranges,  and  stall-women  of 
Covent  Garden  in  the  finest  pictures  Turner  ever 
painted.  One  of  the  first  sketches  that  ever  in¬ 
duced  London  publishers  to  ferret  out  the  young 
writer  of  certain  papers  in  the  Morning  Chronicle 
was  about  Covent  Garden.  It  is  not  very 
far  to  go  to  Gosv/ell  Street,  where  any  coffee¬ 
house  may  have  been  the  original  of  Goswell 
Hall,  where  Pickwick  nourished  his  comfort¬ 
able  frame.  But  most  of  all  the  genius  of 
Dickens  is  associated  with  Field  Lane,  where 
Fagin  had  his  den.  Let  one  pass  by  Smith- 
field,  where  Sikes  dragged  little  Oliver — won¬ 
dering  at  the  swarms  of  the  market  (it  is  cov¬ 
ered  now  by  a  magnificent  edifice  which'  is 
still  a  market) — poor  little  Oliver,  at  the 
moment  suffering  as  sad  a  martyrdom  as 
Smithfield  ever  saw,  and  on  to  Field  Lane. 
On  the  day  after  Dickens’s  funeral  I  still  saw 
the  street  signs,  “Little  Saffron  Hill,”  and 
“Field  Lane;”  but  what  a  change  has  come 
over  the  place  since  the  author  made  it  the 
scene  of  his  thrilling  story!  The  alterations 
made  by  the  new  Holborn  Viaduct  have  almost 
completed  the  work  begun  by  the  Underground 
Eailway,  and  Field  Lane  is  now  one  dismal 
row  of  houses,  from  whose  front  the  opposite 
row  has  been  swept  clean  away,  leaving  all  its 
wretchedness  and  filth  exposed  to  view,  and 
calling  loudly  to  be  swept  into  the  biggest  dust- 
hole  that  can  be  discovered.  Eight  years  ago  the 
wretched  place  was  still  what  it  had  been  when 
Dickens  fixed  it  as  the  spot  for  Fagin’s  den.  A 
large  ragged  school  had  appeared  at  one  end 
of  it,  and  a  sturdy  siege  against  the  fortress  of 
its  furies  had  been  begun ;  but  the  mission¬ 
aries  seemed  to  have  no  effect  whatever.  The 
chief  commerce  of  the  place  was  in  old  clothes, 
most  of  which  were  stolen.  A  gentleman  with 
whom  I  walked  the  lane  at  that  time  related  to 
me  an  incident  which  shows  how  felicitous  the 
novelist  was  in  apprehending  the  utmost  de¬ 
tails  of  what  he  wrote  about :  “  In  walking  this 
lane  with  a  friend  when  Dickens  had  made  it 
much  talked  about  I  missed  my  handkerchief. 

It  was  plain  that  the  Artful  Dodger  still  lived 
thereabout.  Some  weeks  later,  passing  through 
the  lane,  I  saw  in  one  of  the  windows  my 
handkerchief  exposed  for  sale,  with  my  name 
still  legible  on  it.  I  had  the  curiosity  to  enter 
the  house  and  ask  about  the  article,  but  two  or 
three  others  were  called  in,  and  there  began  to  bo 
certain  menaces,  so  that  I  was  quite  willing  to 
depart,  leaving  the  handkerchief  in  their  hands.” 


C12 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


The  old  house  which  was  pointed  out  to  me  as 
one  which  had  been  really  a  den  resembling 
that  of  Fagin  has  disappeared,  and  on  the  spot 
there  is  to-day  a  very  handsome  Gothic  church. 

In  a  years  time,  probably,  the  Board  of  Public 
Works  will  have  succeeded  where  the  Board  of 
City  Missions  failed,  and  every  house  that  orig¬ 
inally  went  to  make  up  the  terrors  of  Field 
Lane  will  have  disappeared.  The  wretched 
inhabitants  can  not  at  all  understand  why  they 
should  be  occasionally  subjects  of  curious  in¬ 
spection.  They  are  clearly  unconscious  of  their 
fame,  and  have  never  heard  of  “  Oliver  Twist.” 
Bloated,  diseased,  filthy  men,  w'omen,  and  chil¬ 
dren  still  swarm  at  the  doors  like  rats ;  and 
even  now  no  respectably  dressed  person  can 
walk  past  without  being  angrily  chaffed.  It 
were  well  if  we  could  hope  that  the  work-house 
system,  whose  horrible  workings  were  exposed, 
along  with  Fagin’s  den,  in  “  Oliver  Twist,  was 
as  likely  to  be  cleared  away  as  the  latter,  and 
as  soon.  But,  despite  the  sensation  produced 
when  the  portrait  of  Mr.  Bumble  was  brought 
to  light,  the  London  work-house  system  is  to¬ 
day  as  bad  as  it  was  then — probably  woi-se. 

If  from  Field  Lane  one  passes  by  Holborn 
Hill  to  Drury  Lane,  he  will  find  there,  at  every 
turn,  exactly  the  pawnbroker’s  shop  which  is 
described  in  the  “  Sketches but  the  same  may 
be  said  of  every  spot  invested  by  his  genius. 
At  Yarmouth  one  may  see  along  the  shore  just 
such  houses — half  house,  half  vessel — as  the 
Pegottys  lived  in ;  and  at  Canterbury  I  have 
seen  the  very  tombs  amidst  which  the  poor  out¬ 
cast  of  that  story  might  have  crouched,  listen¬ 
ing  to  the  hymn  of  the  cathedral  choir.  At 
Ramsgate  one  can  not  remain  through  a  sum¬ 
mer’s  day  without  perceiving  that  the  place  has 
been  photographed — body  and  soul — in  “  The 
Tuggs’s  at  Ramsgate.”  All  these  are  the  w'orks 
of  one  who  knew  the  inmost  nature  of  every 
Englishman,  all  its  deeps  and  by-ways,  and  who 
has  turned  his  bull's-eye  upon  all  hidden  spots, 
not  with  the  spirit  of  a  detective,  but  with  that 
of  a  preserver.  Some  time  ago,  when  it  was 
proposed  to  return  Dickens  to  Parliament  for 
Newcastle,  and  he  declined,  some  one  said  ; 
“  He  is  right.  Why  should  he  go  into  the 
House  of  Commons  ?  He  is  a  House  of  Com¬ 
mons  in  himself.”  And  when  we  consider  the 
new  interest  in  the  poor  he  has  awakened,  the 
wrongs  he  has  brought  to  light,  the  measures 
which  would  never  have  been  passed  had  he  not 
written,  we  can  not  help  feeling  that  he  really 
represented  this  whole  people  before  that  high¬ 
est  legislature— Public  Opinion. 

The  debt  which  America  owed  to  this  man 
was  hardly  less  than  that  which  England  owed 
him.  The  insane  fury  with  which  his  “  Amer¬ 
ican  Notes”  was  received  in  our  country  was 
simply  an  outburst  of  the  same  rage  that  after¬ 
ward  was  visited  on  Mrs.  Stowe  for  her  “  Uncle 
Tom’s  Cabin.”  The  outcries  about  “exagger¬ 
ated  and  distorted  statements”  heard  in  En¬ 
gland  from  poor-house  authorities,  when  “  Oli¬ 
ver  Twist”  was  published,  were  counterparts 


of  the  angry  denunciations  of  slavery  when 
Dickens  published  the  advertisements  about 
negroes  which  he  read  daily.  I  remember 
that  the  Southerners  were  also  furious  at  his 
description  of  the  roads  and  the  driver  in 
Northern  Virginia,  declaring  it  all  a  carica¬ 
ture.  But  I  happened  to  have  been  born  and 
reared  close  to  that  old  Acquia  road,  and  hfive 
often  seen  the  stage  and  the  driver  which  fig¬ 
ure  in  the  “American  Notes;”  and  it  was 
known  to  me,  as  to  others  dwelling  in  the 
same  region,  that  the  descriptions  were  all 
not  only  graphic,  but  photographic  in  their 
accuracy.  John  Randolph  once  described  that 
same  road  as  a  “  Serbonian  bog,”  and  Dickens 
illustrated  the  fact.  The  old  negro  driver’s 
call  to  his  laboring  horses,  “  Pill,  Giddy,  Pill,” 
was  long  proverbial  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Fredericksburg.  It  is  probable  that  Dickens’s 
sketch  was  the  first  thing  that  led  to  the  im¬ 
provements  of  a  region  which  had  become  al¬ 
most  impassable — which  have  ended  in  the 
railway.  And  as  his  local  descriptions  of 
Northern  Virginia  were  accurate,  so  were  his 
reports  of  Southern  institutions  ;  and  his  brave 
exposures  of  slavery  must  also  be  counted 
among  the  agencies  which  swelled  that  shame 
and  wrath  which  seized  on  the  American  peo¬ 
ple  when  they  began  to  see  themselves  as  others 
saw  them,  the  sum  and  result  of  which  is  now 
a  matter  of  history.  The  same  must  more 
and  more  be  said  by  intelligent  Americans 
concerning  the  other  blots  in  their  country 
upon  which  he  laid  his  finger — as  the  system 
of  solitary  confinement,  and  the  savage  man¬ 
ners  of  some  sections.  “Charles  Dickens,” 
says  Emerson,  “  self-sacrificingly  undertook 
the  reformation  of  our  American  manners  in 
unspeakable  particulars.  I  think  the  lesson 
was  not  quite  lost ;  that  it  held  bad  manners 
up  so  that  the  churls  could  sec  the  deformity.” 
This  is  a  judgment  that  Lord  Jeffrey  prophe¬ 
sied  would  come  from  the  best  Americans  in 
the  end.  “The  slavers,”  he  wrote  to  Dickens, 
“of  course,  will  give  you  no  quarter,  and,  of 
course,  you  did  not  expect  they  would but 
the  slavers  were  not  to  rule  America  forever ; 
and  it  is  not  the  least  happy  circumstance  in 
the  career  of  Dickens  that  he  was  able  to  visit 
America  when  her  sons  had  left  off  the  habit 
of  seeing  every  thing  through  Southern  eyes, 
and  was  able  to  let  them  feel  the  substantial 
and  hearty  love  for  them  which  beat  in  his 
breast.  His  first  wounds  given  us  were  the 
faithful  wounds  of  a  friend  ;  and  in  every  En¬ 
glish  company  his  language  concerning  Amer¬ 
ica  has  been  for  many  years  rather  that  ot  an 
enthusiast  than  of  a  critic. 

The  feeling  in  London  concerning  the  Peo¬ 
ple’s  Author  seems  to  me  to  have  increased 
with  every  day  since  his  death.  The  paper 
that  has  a  new  paragraph  about  him  is  .  still 
sure  of  the  largest  sale  for  that  day.  As  a 
scene  of  enthusiasm  among  ordinarily  cool  in¬ 
tellects,  the  sale  of  his  effects  was  quite  un¬ 
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After  the  sale  of  Dickens’s  pictures,  which 
took  place  July  9,  I  repaired  with  a  dear  friend 
to  the  Charing  Cross  station,  and  took  a  ticket 
for  the  little  village  of  Higham,  in  Kent.  I 
held  a  little  invitation  to  visit  the  home  of 
Charles  Dickens  before  it,  too,  should  cease  to 
be  identified  with  him.  It  is  not  near ;  one 
must  travel  an  hour  and  a  half  by  rail  to  the 
village  that  is  nearest  Gadshill  Place,  and 
then  go  a  mile  and  a  half  before  reaching  the 
house.  For  the  first  half  hour  we  found  our¬ 
selves  soaring  on  our  steam-wings  over  the  red- 
tiled  tops  of  London  houses.  It  seems  as  if 
one  would  never  get  beyond  these  thick  chim¬ 
ney-tops.  How  many  times  had  the  genius  of 
London  passed  over  these  crowded  homes,  and 
how  many  dreams  had  he  dreamed  of  the  strug¬ 
gle  with  grim  Fate  going  on  beneath  each  of 
these  roofs!  We  glide  into  the  fields  at 
length — on  by  pleasant  parks,  where  the  wealthy 
dwell ;  by  the  hovels  of  agricultural  laborers, 
deforming  the  adjacent  mansions  ;  by  spread¬ 
ing  meadows  and  farms,  where  male  and  female 
tr.amps  are  making  tjje  most  of  the  days  of  sun¬ 
shine  preceding  their  long  hibernation  ;  by  wig¬ 
wams  of  gipsies ;  by  cricket-grounds,  where 
youths  in  fleshes  are  winning  their  innings  or 
loafing  about  their  tents ;  by  the  huge  paper- 
mills  of  Hartford  ;  by  Gravesend,  where  the 
Indian  princess  Pocahontas  died  just  as  she 
was  starting  again  for  the  dear  wilds  of  Vir¬ 
ginia,  for  which,  amidst  the  court  splendors  of 
England,  she  still  sadly  pined ;  until  at  last  we 
come  to  one  of  the  rvretchedest  little  groups  of 
houses  discoverable  in  this  country.  This  is 
Higham,  the  nearest  station  to  the  spot  which 
Bhakspeare  and  Dickens  have  made  classic. 
When  we  inquire  for  a  conveyance  the  sta¬ 
tion  folk  eye  us  smilingly.  A  conveyance 
in  Higham!  We  must  walk.  It  is  nearly 
four  o’clock  ;  exciting  auctions  are  hungry  af¬ 
fairs  ;  we  will  find  a  luncheon  at  yonder  pub¬ 
lic  house.  But  the  only  room  we  find  there  is 
full  of  roughs  and  their  smoke.  We  ask  at 
the  bar  for  a  bottle  of  Bass’s  ale.  The  pub¬ 
lican  looks  at  us  with  amazement,  as  if  we  had 
asked  for  Veuve  Clicquot.  “You  will  not  find 
Bass’s  ale  in  ’Igbam,  Sir.  People  in  gen’l 
’ereabouts  won't  pay  so  much  for  ale  <as  that 
comes  to”  (pints  6c?.).  “I’ve  some  hale  werry 
good.  Sir.”  This  “werry  good”  ale  was  re¬ 
placed  on  the  counter  after  the  first  sup,  the 
two-pence  paid,  and  we  started  for  Gadshill. 
It  is  a  narrow,  unpicturesque  road,  up  hill  all 
the  way,  and — it  being  in  the  time  of  the 
drought — dry  and  dusty.  It  lies  through  a 
country  which  supplies  COvent  Garden  with 
fruit,  and  we  experienced  the  probable  emo¬ 
tions  of  Tantalus  as  we  passed  by  laden  cheriy- 
treos  and  strawberry-gardens,  from  which  no 
cherry  or  berry  could  be  obtained,  except  by 
the  bushel.  We  begin  to  feel  weary  and  irrita¬ 
ble,  and  doubt  if  we  shall  be  in  a  fit  frame  of 
mind  to  enjoy  the  visit  to  Gadshill.  At  this 
moment  we  encounter  two  English  gentlemen. 
“Are  we  right  for  Gadshill?”  “Yes;  but 


are  you  not  too  late  ?  ’  “  Too  late  !”  I  look 

at  my  invitation  and  find  that  it  is  essential 
that  we  shall  be  there  between  ten  and  four, 
and  it  is  now  twenty  minutes  past  four.  This 
comes  of  the  gigless  unrespectability  of  High¬ 
am.  “Don’t  you  think  they’ll  let  us  in? 
Surely  they’ll  not  let  us,  after  coming  so  far,  go 
away  without  seeing  the  house  and  grounds!” 
“  I  fear  you’ll  be  mistaken  in  your  hopes  ;  they 
didn’t  seem  to  be  very  accommodating.”  We 
trudge  on.  The  next  moment  we  see  crown¬ 
ing  this  undelectable  hill  a  grove  of  beautiful 
large  firs,  and  in  the  midst  the  charming  little 
summer-house  of  oak  and  green  colors,  which 
some  Swiss  admirers  presented  to  Dickens,  and 
in  which  he  passed  the  last  morning  of  his 
life.  Passing  this,  which  is  on  the  front  divi¬ 
sion  of  the  Gadshill  grounds— reached  from  the 
house  by  a  tunnel  running  beneath  a  public 
road — we  see  a  pleasant,  unostentatious  brick 
mansion,  with  flowers  and  vines  climbing  on 
its  walls.  This,  one  would  say,  at  first  glance, 
is  an  ordinary  country  gentleman’s  home  ;  the 
home,  it  might  be,  of  the  squire.  But  this  is 
the  house  which  seemed  to  fill  the  longings  of 
Charles  Dickens,  when  •  he  felt  that  ho  had 
passed  through  the  noise  and  storm  of  the 
great  city,  had  heard  the  full  music  and 
learned  all  the  rhythm  of  its  myriad  foot¬ 
steps,  and  would  fain  find  a  quiet  bower  of 
literary  leisure  in  which  to  pass  his  declin¬ 
ing  years.  Visitors  to  Gadshill  Place  have 
often  wondered ,  that  the  author  should  have 
.sought  his  seclusion  so  far  away  from  the 
friends  who  were  always  so  necessary  to  his  so¬ 
cial  temperament ;  but,  since  his  death,  one 
of  his  personal  friends  has  related  the  very 
touching  story  of  its  connection  with  the  early 
associations  of  his  boyhood.  It  was  not  alone, 
as  he  told  us  himself  long  ago,  that  it  was  in 
this  neighborhood  that  he  used  to  stroll  when  a 
school-boy — that  it  was  these  very  trees  that 
used  to  twine  into  frames  about  Roderick  Ran¬ 
dom  and  shape  themselves  to  the  visions  of 
Don  Quixote.  The  “  not  very  robust  chiid, 
sitting  in  by-places,  near  Rochester  Castle, 
with  a  head  full  of  Partridge,  Strap,  Tom  Pipes, 
and  Sancho  Panza,”  must  have  found  this  old 
hill  peopled  with  a  queerer  company  than  Fal- 
staff  ever  met  here.  But  it  now  turns  out  that 
once,  when  rambling  with  his  father,  he  ad¬ 
mired  this  house,  and  the  father  said,  “If  you 
work  and  mind  your  book,  you  will,  perhaps, 
one  day  live  in  a  house  like  that.”  The  words 
sank  into  his  mind,  and  from  that  day  the 
house  became,  as  it  were,  a  beacon  to  his  life. 
He  never  lost  sight  of  it,  and  on  the  day  rvhen 
he  called  it  his  own  it  meant  more  than  success 
—it  meant  the  fulfillment  of  a  faithful  father's 
hope. 

Gadshill  is  not  so  dreary  now  as  it  is  pic¬ 
tured  in  Knight’s  Shakspeare,  but  it  requires 
all  of  its  classical  associations  to  make  it  pic¬ 
turesque.  A  dusty  macadamized  road,  a  pub¬ 
lic  house,  and  one  or  two  small  tenements,  go 
to  make  all  of  its  human  pretensions  beyond 
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the  one  considerable  residence  we  have  come 
to  visit.  What  few  people  walk  the  road  or 
loiter  at  the  door  of  the  public  house  have  that 
dull,  seedy  look  which  marks  the  country  peo¬ 
ple  of  England,  so  many  of  whom  are  serfs  of 
the  soil  in  all  except  the  freedom  to  drink  as 
much  bad  beer  as  they  please,  and  keep  their 
children  in  ignorance — this  last  being  a  liberty 
before  which  the  House  of  Commons  itself 
lately  faltered  and  sank.  Here,  where  society 
is  ever  on  the  defensive,  tire  gardens  of  the 
wealthy  add  no  beauty  to  the  road,  unless  to 
those  who  ride  by  in  carriages,  and  can  peep 
over  their  high  brick  walls ;  and  Gadshill 
Place  is  only  partially  an  exception  to  the  rule. 
On  the  occasion  of  our  visit  its  walls  seemed 
particularly  obdurate — written  all  over  with  the 
words,  “No  admission  after  four.”  Neverthe¬ 
less,  I  did  not  despair.  An  old  farmer,  on  a 
wagon,  said,  “He  was  a  good  neighbor,  Sir; 
there  be  many  hereabouts  that  will  miss  him.” 
The  walls  that  have  inclosed  a  heart  that  has 
earned  the  love  of  poor  and  ignorant  neigh¬ 
bors,  as  well  as  of  the  distinguished,  must  have 
a  soft  place  about  them  somewhere.  Yet  there 
was  certainly  no  appearance  of  any  sentiment¬ 
al  weaknesses  about. them.  The  huge  oaken 
gates  were  shut  fast  and  barred  for  the  day, 
and,  instead  of  pleasant  grounds  haunted  with 
memories  fragrant  as  their  flowers,  we  found 
ourselves  in  front  of  a  fortress,  pondering  how 
to  enter  it.  The  bell  is  pulled,  and  a  hand¬ 
some  lad  appears.  He  tells  us  that  entrance 
after  four  o’clock  is  impossible.  Various  ar¬ 
guments — even  the  suggestion  of  sops- — are 
tried  on  this  smiling  little  Cerberus  in  brass 
buttons  ;  but  his  heart  is  apparently  hard  as 
the  nether  millstone.  At  last  I  said,  “Will 
you  please  tell  Miss  Hogarth  that  there  are  two 
Americans — ”  “  Americans  !”  exclaimed  the 
boy.  In  a  moment  he  had  vanished ;  in  an¬ 
other  the  groat  gates  were  rolling  back  on  their 
wheels  ;  it  was  not  to  be  tliat  either  in  life  or 
death  the  door  of  Charles  Dickens  was  ever 
closed  to  an  American.  How  the  Englishmen 
whom  we  had  met  on  the  way  could  have  said 
that  those  having  charge  of  the  house  were  un¬ 
accommodating  I  know  not ;  I  fear  they  must 
have  allowed  the  Paul  Pry  element  to  prepon¬ 
derate  during  their  visit ;  we  were  conducted 
kindly  into  every  room  in  the  house — even  the 
bedrooms,  wherein  the  most  sacred  family  pic¬ 
tures  and  souvenirs  were  now  kept,  and  at 
whose  doors  we  hesitated — and  found  only  af¬ 
fability  and  attention. 

On  entering,  the  first  thing  we  behold  is  a 
frame  containing  an  inscription  to  the  effect 
that  the  house  stands  upon  the  Gadshill  of 
Shakspeare.  Beneath  is  the  quotation  from  1 
Henry  IV.,  act  I.,  sc.  2  ;  “But,  my  lads,  my 
lads,  to-morrow  morning,  by  four  o’clock, 
early  at  Gadshill:  There  are  pilgrims  going  to 
Canterbury  with  rich  oft’erings,  and  traders 
riding  to  London  with  fat  purses :  I  have  vis¬ 
ors  for  you  all,  you  have  horses  for  yourselves.” 
There  was  something  strange  in  the  fact  th.at 


this  old  hill,  so  famous  before  Shakspeare’s  time 
for  robbers,  should  have  been,  as  it  were,  tilled 
by  his  genius  into  the  floral  spot  which  now 
crowns  it. 

The  library  of  Dickens  was  in  the  front  of 
the  house.  The  desk  at  which  he  wrote,  the 
chair  in  which  he  sat,  were  there  as  we  enter¬ 
ed,  close  to  the  bay-window,  through  which  he 
would  see  the  road  where  the  Canterbury  pil¬ 
grims  passed — the  road  where  Palstaff  and  his 
fellow-robbers  scampered  away  before  Prince 
Hal  and  Poins,  the  eleven  men  in  buckram. 
Here  passed  Chaucer,  listening  to  the  Canter¬ 
bury  tales  ;  here  followed  Shakspeare,  shaping 
the  ancient  ballad  of  “The  Robbery  at  Gads- 
hill”  into  one  of  those  jewels,  as  Tennyson  de¬ 
fines  them,  “which  sparkle  on  the  forefinger 
of  Time.  ”  And  here  at  last  came  to  live  and 
die  the  one  man  alone  among  Englishmen  worthy 
to  be  named  with  the  others  as  a  third  among 
the  representative  writers  of  England. 

There  was  something  almost  fearful  in  the 
vacancy  of  this  library  when  the  pen  had  fallen 
from  the  hand  of  the  author.  The  vacant  chair ; 
the  desk,  on  which  were  neither  pen,  ink,  nor 
paper ;  the  studious  nicety  of  the  little  furniture 
remaining — all  these  had  the  horrible  effect  of 
a  clean,  varnished,  and  silver-mounted  coffin. 
The  book-shelves  remained  fastened  to  the  walls 
on  every  side  of  the  room  from  floor  to  ceiling, 
but  not  one  single  book  was  left.  Every  book 
had,  however,  left  its  mark  upon  the  wall.  Ev¬ 
ery  thing  spoke  of  the  vanishing  of  the  spirit 
that  had  here  s.at  at  its  task.  I  knew  the  feel¬ 
ing  of  the  superstitious  who  tread  tremblingly 
at  midnight  in  haunted  houses.  As  in  a  dream, 
there  arose  before  me  all  the  faces  and  scenes 
which,  in  one  among  the  millions  of  lives  that 
have  been  somehow  influenced  b}'^  this  master, 
had  become  intertwined  with  his  memory. 

Ear  away  in  a  little  town  in  Virginia  it  was, 
when,  as  a  wondering  child,  I  heard  the  elders 
tell  of  our  wealthy  neighbor  who  had  broken 
a  blood-vessel,  and  required  the  utmost  care 
of  the  physician.  It  was  related  that  he  had 
been  reading  “Pickwick,”  his  laughter  over 
which  had  brought  about  the  casualt3^  The 
doctor  prescribed  “  strict  abstinence  from  Dick¬ 
ens.”  Who  is  Dickens,  I  ask ;  and  who  or  what 
may  be  “Pickwick?”  But  my  father  is  a  stern 
man,  who  doubts  about  novel-reading.  Never¬ 
theless,  he  relaxes  a  little  for  the  novels  of  this 
one  man ;  and  I  find  myself  entering  a  new 
heaven  and  a  new  earth  through  the  pages  of 
“  Oliver  Twist”  and  “The  Old  Curiosity  Shop.” 
To  this  day  1  can  not  help  suspecting  the  sanity 
of  any  one  who  docs  not  concede  that  those  are 
the  two  best  novels  ever  written. 

The  writer  of  those  books  seemed  to  me  to 
be  so  far  removed  beyond  all  other  mortals 
that,  when  I  was  one  day  told  that  he  was  ac¬ 
tually,  and  in  the  flesh,  to  pass  through  our  lit¬ 
tle  Virginian  town,  I  should  have  been  less 
amazed  to  hear  that  the  man  in  the  moon  was 
to  do  that  same.  I  remember  the  day  on 
which  he  came — and  went — for  I  marked  it 
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around  witli  charcoal,  as  that  on  which  I  first 
knew  the  iron  touch  of  Tragedy.  To  have  set 
eyes  on  the  man  who  wrote  “Oliver  Twist” 
would  for  mo  have  enriched  life  immeasurably. 
The  thought  of  seeing  him  alight  from  the 
stage-coach  at  the  hotel  was  a  possible  joy  so 
great  that  it  winged  my  feet  as  I  went  up  that 
day  to  the  schoolmaster,  and  asked  release  for 
one  small  half  hour  for  that  purpose.  But  the 
old  teacher  had  never  heard  of  Dickens,  and 
he  said,  “No.”  Alas!  old  master,  you  have 
long  ago  passed  into  the  grave,  and  I  can  not 
even  remember  other  blows  you  may  have  in¬ 
flicted  ;  hut  this  one  which  the  boy  of  ten  re¬ 
ceived  it  is  still  hard  for  the  man  to  forgive — 
impossible  to  forget !  The  word  “  No”  filled  up 
the  place  of  the  sun  that  day.  Under  a  mad 
impulse  I  leaped  from  the  window  of  the 
school-room  and  ran  toward  the  hotel  where 
the  author  was  to  appear ;  but  with  each  step 
the  struggle  between  Ahriman  and  Ormuzd  in 
my  breast  grew  fiercer,  until  at  last  the  latter 
prevailed  and  carried  me  back  a  penitent  to  the 
school.  The  old  teacher  was  moved  as  I  en¬ 
tered.  “You  can  go.  Sir,- and  see  the  man,” 
says  he.  I  ran  like  lightning  ;  but  it  was  too 
late :  I  heard  only  the  hurrah  of  a  group  of 
people — only  saw  a  carriage  wheeling  swiftly 
away  with  the  one  man  on  earth  in  it  Avhom  I 
wished  to  see. 

When  twenty  years  afterward  I  grasped  the 
hand  of  that  man,  and  listened  often  to  the 
magic  of  his  voice,  there  seemed  a  heavy  in¬ 
justice  wiped  out  of  my  life. 

I  remember  Dickens  at  the  grave  of  Thack¬ 
eray.  An  unhappy  difference  had  for  some 
years  clouded  the  friendship  between  Thackeray 
and  Dickens,  but  one  day,  encountering  each 
other  by  merest  chance,  their  hearts  and  hands 
rushed  together  as  by  some  secret  force  of  na¬ 
ture  ;  and  their  relations  were  more  cordial 
than  ever — they  were  almost  affectionate — up 
to  the  day  when  Thackeray  died.  On  the  day 
when  that  great  and  true  man  was  laid  in  his 
grave  in  Kensal  Green — close  to  the  dust  of 
others  whom  both  had  known  and  loved, 
Jerrold  and  Leigh  Hunt — Dickens  had  a  look 
of  bereavement  in  his  face  which  was  inde¬ 
scribable.  When  all  others  had  turned  aside 
from  the  grave  he  still  stood  there,  as  if  rooted 
to  the  spot,  and  watching  with  almost  haggard 
eyes  every  spadeful  of  dust  that  was  thrown 
upon  it.  Walking  away  with  some  friends  he 
began  to  talk,  but  presently,  in  some  sentence, 
his  voice  quivered  a  little,  and  shaking  hands 
all  around  rapidly  he  went  off  alone. 

Most  precious,  since  his  death,  to  those  who 
heard  and  saw  them  are  those  wonderful  imper¬ 
sonations  of  his  which  were  called  “readings.” 
Headings  indeed  !  A  few  years  ago,  when  Mr. 
Carlyle  was  somewhat  dejected,  and,  as  his 
friends  thought,  confining  himself  too  much  at 
home,  he  was  persuaded  to  go  and  hear  Dick¬ 
ens  read,  and  I  heard  him  relate  his  experience 
thereof.  “  It  didn’t  have  a  very  attractive  look 
at  first,”  he  said,  “this  of  hearing  a  man  read 


his  works  ;  but  I  pretty  soon  found  that  ‘  read¬ 
ing’  was  a  very  insufficient  description  of  the 
thing  provided  for  us.  The  man’s  face  and 
voice  were  made  into  a  kind  of  stage,  and  he 
called  up  his  people  upon  it  so  that  we  might 
see  them  act  their  parts.  His  characters  seem¬ 
ed,  indeed,  to  be  related  to  his  physiognomy, 
the  further  projections  of  him,  to  be  mastered 
at  will  like  his  tongue  and  eyes.  Such  altern¬ 
ations  of  drollery  and  pathos,  such  ingenious 
grotesque  sidelings  into  all  the  corners  and 
crannies  of  human  eccentricity  and  sentiment, 
one  Would  have  imagined  quite  impossible  to 
any  one  man.”  The  relation  of  Charles  Dick¬ 
ens  to  the  people  was  never  more  displayed  than 
at  these  assemblies  to  listen  to  him.  When 
he  took  his  stand  and  glanced  around  it  was 
with  a  certain  look  of  love  on  his  face,  as  if  he 
felt  that  he  had  in  the  crowd  around  him  the 
material  out  of  which  he  had  drawn  his  charac¬ 
ters,  and  perceived  that  they  had  come  to  see 
themselves  as  tliey  really  were,  and  know  how 
they  were  really  performing  their  part.  He  re¬ 
ceived  them  imperially  too,  sometimes,  as  if 
they  were  all  Eose  Maylies,  Nicholas  Nickle- 
bys,  or  Dr.  Marigolds.  And  the  occasions  for 
the  manifestation  of  this  feeling  were  not  in¬ 
frequent  in  London.  St.  James’s  Hall  is  pleas¬ 
ant,  hut  it  was  hardly  large  enough  for  the  aver¬ 
age  audience  that  came  to  hear  him,  and  there 
was  often  a  difficulty  in  getting  seats  even  for 
those  who  had  paid  for  them.  “I  am  sorry  to 
interrupt.  Sir,”  a  man  exclaimed,  just  as  the  au¬ 
thor  was  about  to  begin  one  of  his  last  readings  ; 
“  but  some  of  us  who  hafe  secured  scats  can  not 
get  them.”  “  Order— silence, ”  cried  the  mul¬ 
titude  of  the  seated  ;  but  Dickens  said  :  “  The 
gentleman  is  quite  right,  and  I  shall  not  begin 
until  every  one  present  who  has  paid  for  a  seat 
has  it.”  At  another  time  when  a  lady  in  the 
body  of  the  hall  fainted  the  reader  hastened  to 
send  her  his  glass  of  water  before  the  audience 
knew  any  thing  of  what  had  happened.  I  do 
not  know  how  it  was  in  America,  but  here  in 
London  there  was  rarely  an  assembly  which 
Dickens  met  which  was  not  made  to  feel  that 
they  were  all  in  some  sort  his  guests.  When 
he  was  leaving  a  room  in  which  he  had  made 
any  public  appearance  a  crowd  always  wait¬ 
ed  at  the  door,  as  other  crowds  wait  for  the 
appearance  of  the  Prince ;  but  I  have  seen 
on  such  occasions  manifestations  of  popular 
reverence  such  as  never  yet  greeted  any  prince. 

I  particularly  remember  when  he  was  leaving 
the  door  of  the  Freemasons’  Tavern,  after  the 
banquet  at  which  he  had  bidden  adieu  to  his 
friends,  an  aged  and  poor  woman  rushed  from 
the  pavement,  caught  his  hand  between  both 
of  hers,  and  looked  with  her  withered  face 
bent  upon  his.  Dickens  stood  still,  his  face 
flushing,  and  returned  her  look  with  a  sad 
smile.  No  word  was  said  by  either.  The 
author  entered  his  carriage  and  drove  away; 
the  people  fell  back  to  let  the  old  woman  hobble 
away  into  the  Inane ;  and  it  seemed  to  me  as 
if  Charles  Dickens  had  been  met  and  blessed 
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on  his  departure  by  one  of  the  ParcsB  or  one 
of  the  Incarnations  of  these  London  streets. 

Alas,  alas:  memories,  visions,  scenes,  all 
sink  and  fade  :  there  remains  this  empty  chair  ! 

Gadshill  Place  is  completely  invested  with 
flowers.  There  are  roses  •  climbing  on  the 
house,  and  blooming  to-day  with  an  almost 
mocking  luxuriance;  there  are  conservatories 
opening  from  the  drawing-room  and  the  dining¬ 
room,  and  on  every  side  of  the  house.  Along 


the  edge  of  the  sward  behind  tlie  house  are 
large  stone  urns,  or  rather  basins,  of  bright 
red  flowers,  and  the  front  garden  is  also  glow¬ 
ing  with  parterres.  There  are  some  graceful 
trees  also,  laurel  and  ivy  and  holly  among 
them  ;  and  from  these,  with  the  permission  of 
the  kindly  woman  who  conducts  us,  I  gather  a 
handful  of  leaves — green  and  yellow,  in  which 
I  shall  not  be  at  a  loss  to  find  some  symbolism 
in  the  years  to  come. 


(6Mtnt’0  ®n0t]  Cliiiir. 


“  T  KILLED  the  old  hen  the  day  before  Inde- 
JL  pendence,”  said  the  farmer’s  wife;  and  her 
phrase  restored  all  the  old  flavor  to  the  festival. 

It  suggested  a  calendar  which  dates  from  Amer¬ 
ican  Independence,  preserving  the  exact  histor¬ 
ical  significance  of  the  day,  and  recalling  John 
Adams’s  jubilant  prophecy.  The  more  modern 
])hrase  is  “  the  Fourth, ”  which  has  no  uncertain 
meaning,  hut  yet  does  not  so  directly  remind  us 
of  the  occasion.  And  how  fast  we  are  coming 
to  the  centennial  anniversaries!  This  is  the 
hundredth  year  since  James  Otis  retired  from 
active  life.  The  5th  of  last  March  was  the  hun¬ 
dredth  anniversary  of  the  Boston  massacre.  In 
December,  1773,  *the  tea  was  thrown  overboard 
in  Boston  Harbor.  In  the  spring  of  1774  the 
Committee  of  Correspondence  was  formed  in 
New  York,  which  proposed  the  “Congress  of 
Deputies  from  the  Colonies  in  General.”  In 
1 775  came  Lexington  trtid  Bunker  Hill.  In  177G 
the  Declaration  of  Independence.  Already  Phil¬ 
adelphia  has  begun  to  reflect  upon  its  immense 
responsibility,  and  will  devise  some  vast  and  ad¬ 
equate  ceremonial.  But  every  w'here  the  day 
will  be  the  highest  festival  ever  known  in  the 
country. 

This  year  the  day  was  in  itself  so  cool  and  de¬ 
lightful  as  to  be  memorable.  Usually  it  is  in¬ 
tensely  hot,  and  the  heat  is  aggravated  by  the 
incessant  and  universal  tumult  and  exasperating 
crack  of  gunpowder.  The  city  of  New  York  is 
always  given  up  upon  the  occasion  to  squibs,  fire¬ 
crackers,  pistols,  and  rockets ;  and  an  unhappy 
gentleman,  lying  seriously  ill  in  a  hospital,  wrote 
to  the  papers  a  pitiful  tale  of  his  sufferings  and 
those  of  others  from  this  senseless  noise — a  tale 
which  was  undoubtedly  as  accurate  as  it  w\as  dis¬ 
mal.  It  is  long  since  there  has  been  a  city  ora¬ 
tion  on  Independence-day;  hut  the  Tammany 
Society  holds  an  annual  meeting  on  that  day,  at 
which'there  is  an  immense  effervescence  of  rhet¬ 
oric,  and  prophecies  pop  as  glibly  as  Roman 
candles.  It  is  perhaps  too  exclusively  a  partisan 
festival  to  satisfy  the  requirements  of  the  Revolu¬ 
tionary  patriot.  But  he  would  find  the  same 
difficulty  probably  every  where,  and  in  the  words 
of  men  of  all  parties. 

And  who  shall  satisfactorily  interpret  the  Rev¬ 
olution  ?  The  Easy  Chair  was  once  beguiled  into 
delivering  a  Fourth  of  July  oration,  in  which  it 
expounded  what  it  believed  to  be  the  very  doc¬ 
trines  of  the  fathers.  During  the  discourse  it 
fibserved  a  grave,  white-headed  gentlema,n  cher¬ 
ishing  a  dignified  gold-headed  cane,  and  intently 


listening.  When  it  was  ended  the  listener  wait¬ 
ed,  and  as  the  orator  approached  the  old  gentle¬ 
man  remarked,  “  Sir,  excuse  me !  But  if  those 
w'ere  the  opinions  of  the  Revolutionary  fathers,  I 
know  nothing  about  them.”  He  then  began  to 
talk  w'ith  the  Easy  Chair,  and  to  endeavor  to 
persuade  it  that  it  had  entirely  misconceived  the 
men  and  the  times  of  the  Revolution.  The 
truth  is,  that  the  better  men  of  each  party  believe 
themselves  to  be  the  heirs  of  Revolutionary  prin¬ 
ciples,  forgetting,  perhaps,  that  the  men  of  the 
Revolution  w'ere  almost  as  warmly  divided  as  we. 
There  is  nothing  ferocious  in  our  party  disputes 
that  can  not  be  paralleled  among  our  fathers ; 
and  thei'e  is  no  partisan  rivalry  of  the  best  men 
of  the  opposition  for  which  there  is  not  the  most 
painful  and  startling  precedent  in  our  history.  If 
any  body  is  disposed  to  give  up  the  ship  becan.=e 
of  the  difficulties  and  perils  that  surround  it,  let 
him  take  heart  as  he  recalls  the  awful  typhoons 
which  it  has  survived.  It  is  not  worth  while,  in¬ 
deed,  to  be  enervated  by  optimism,  but  it  is  not 
therefore  desirable  to  be  paralyzed  by  despair. 
The  old  faith  that  the  burden  is  proportioned 
to  the  strength  is  justified  in  nations  as  in  indi¬ 
viduals. 

But,  although  there  is  no  city  oration,  there 
are,  and  there  always  will  be,  orations  under 
some  auspices  upon  the  great  day,  as  there  will 
always  be  the  private  if  not  tlie  public  pyrotech¬ 
nics,  to  relieve  the  swelling  emotion  of  the  occa¬ 
sion.  Indeed,  the  ctirious  observer  has  some¬ 
times  supposed  that  he  detected  a  close  resem¬ 
blance  between  the  two,  and  has  even,  in  mo¬ 
ments  either  of  too  utter  forgetfulness  or  of  too 
shrewd  perception,  imagined  that  he  was  hearing 
the  rush  of  rockets  and  the  jubilant /ezi  de  Joies 
at  the  wrong  end  of  the  day.  As  a  penalty  for 
political  offenses,  how  would  it  do  to  sentence 
culprits  to  six  months  of  Sing  Sing  and  a  read¬ 
ing  course  of  all  the  Fourth  of  July  orations  of 
the  last  quarter  of  a  century,  with  discretion  re¬ 
served  to  the  Executive  to  commute  the  punish¬ 
ment,  upon  proof  of  good  behavior,  into  two 
years  of  Sing  Sing  without  the  literature  ?  B'lt 
why  should  the  explosive  rhetoric  surprise  us? 
The  Fourth  of  July  orator  has  a  painful  con¬ 
sciousness  that  he  is  to  compete  with  ginger-pop, 
gunpowder,  and  the  circus,  and  that  he  must 
somehow  produce  the  impression  of  remarkable 
“somersets,”  or  the  clown  over  the  way  will 
hear  the  bell.  The  orator  is  at  a  lamentable  dis¬ 
advantage.  The  day  is  pitched  in  a  key  of  high 
and  rollicking  excitement.  He  must  be  in  tune 
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with  it,  and,  to  do  him  justice,  he  usually  tries 
to  be.  But  the  clown  has  more  practice. 

Yet  there  would  seem  to  be  a  better  way.  In¬ 
stead  of  spreading  his  sheeny  vans  to  soar  in  the 
empyrean  of  hifalutin,  why  should  he  not  leave 
^  the  lovers  of  the  noble  spectacle  of  jumping  at 
flying  speed  through  beribboned  hoops  to  their 
own  refreshment,  and  address  himself  to  another 
taste?  Considering  how  constantly  and  copiously 
we  have  talked  for  nearly  a  hundred  years  about 
the  Revolution,  the  general  knowledge  of  the 
subject  is  a  little  ludicrous  and  shameful  in  its 
small  extent.  Governor  Seymour,  in  his  address 
at  the  Cornell  University,  said  that  it  was  the 
part  of  our  history  with  which  we  are  most  fa¬ 
miliar.  But  that  was  only  a  polite  way  of  say¬ 
ing  that  we  don’t  know  much  of  any  part  of  it. 
If  you  look  into  any  of  the  anniversary  orations, 
what  strikes  you  most  is  their  avoidance  of  the 
text.  There  is  very  little  information  in  them 
about  the  Revolutionary  men  or  events,  and  yet 
what  exhaustless  themes  they  are ! 

If  all  the  orators  next  year  should  agree  to  se¬ 
lect  some  hero  or  conspicuous  Revolutionary  man, 
each  a  different  one,  and  tell  his  story,  what  im¬ 
mense  freshness  and  charm  the  day  would  have, 
and  how  we  should  all  rise  from  our  seats  wiser 
men !  Each  of  the  old  thirteen  States  would  fur¬ 
nish  every  orator  in  it  with  some  son  whose  life 
would  be  well  worth  the  telling.  Here  in  New 
York  there  would  be  Hamilton  and  Jay  and 
King  and  Morris  and  Clinton  and  the  Living¬ 
stons,  to  begin  with.  And  the  old  thirteen  could 
furnish  all  their  younger  sisters  with  subjects,  so 
that  on  Independence-day,  from  the  Atlantic  to 
the  Pacific,  the  air  would  be  loud  not  only  with 
the  general  sound  of  rejoicing,  but  with  the  words 
of  special  and  individual  remembrance  that  would 
make  the  old  men  and  the  old  time  live  again. 
The  whole  land  would  be  an  Old  Mortality  giv¬ 
ing  that  day  to  the  graves  of  the  honored  dead, 
and  scraping  away  the  moss  from  every  head¬ 
stone.  We  are  evidently  to  have  a  memorial 
day  of  the  later  war;  let  us  not  less  reverentl}^ 
decorate  the  graves  of  the  Revolution  by  refresh¬ 
ing  the  memories  of  its  heroes  in  our  hearts. 

It  was  a  little  odd  that  some  of  the  more  con¬ 
spicuous  orations  of  this  year  dealt  with  a  ques¬ 
tion  of  population,  and  from  a  hew  point  of  view. 
Hitherto  the  Independence  orator,  with  exhaust¬ 
less  national  hospitality,  has  held  wide  open  the 
gates  of  the  land,  and  cried  aloud  to  “  the  op¬ 
pressed  of  all  nationalities”  to  enter.  “  Ameri- 
ca,”he  has  exclaimed,  as  if  through  a  tremendous 
speaking-trumpet,  whose  notes  were  to  reverber¬ 
ate  through  the  vast  whispering-gallery  of  the 
world — ‘  ‘  America  is  the  final  refuge  of  the  wan¬ 
derer.  The  toiling  millions  crushed  beneath  the 
Effete  Despotisms  of  other  lands  are  welcome 
here.  The  bird  of  American  freedom,  spreading 
wide  its  sheltering  wings,  and  holding  the  Star- 
spangled  Banner  in  its  mighty  talons,  would  fain 
gather  beneath  its  brooding  bosom  all  who  would 
fly  to  its  protection.’’  This  has  been  our  gush¬ 
ing  Independence  strain.  But  on  this  annivers¬ 
ary  the  chief  orator  of  both  the  great  parties  in 
the  country  filed  a  bill  of  exceptions,  while  the 
Senate  of  the  United  States,  sitting  upon  the  na¬ 
tional  Sabbath  itself,  was  storm  ily  debating  a 
proposition  which  forbade  all  persons  born  in 
China  to  become  citizens. 

It  was  a  little  comic  when  it  was  reipembered 


that  two  years  ago  we  were  all  complacently 
rubbing  our  hands  because,  under  American  au¬ 
spices,  the  Chinese  wall  was  about  to  be  broken 
down,  and  an  American  had  been  selected  to  an¬ 
nounce  to  the  rest  of  the  world  that  China  wish¬ 
ed  now  to  be  admitted  ad  eundem,  “  The  most 
hoary  and  ancient  of  nations,”  wo  said,  “joins 
bands  with  the  youngest.  The  most  venerable 
of  civilizations  blends  with  the  most  juvenile. 
Day-before-yesterday  hobnobs  with  Day-after-to¬ 
morrow.”  There  was  immense  feasting.  Del- 
monico  gave  the  dishes  of  an  entire  dinner  com¬ 
plimentary  Chinese  names.  The  deftest  orators 
said  delightful  things  about  China.  We  do  not 
recall  a  single  allusion  to  paganism.  Not  one 
of  the  eloquent  gentlemen  suggested  that  the 
“Mongolian  race”  should  give  us  pause.  The 
inability  of  Asiatics  who  are  addicted  to  joss- 
sticks  to  bind  themselves  by  Christian  oaths  was 
not  even  mentioned  in  the  flow  of  festive  speech. 
Somebody  in  Congress,  indeed,  carried  an  ap¬ 
pendix  to  the  treaty  to  the  effect  that  it  was  not 
to  naturalize  any  body ;  but  the  fact  was  not  re¬ 
marked  in  the  general  hilarity.  We  were  all  to 
go  and  make  our  fortunes  by  building  railroads 
and  telegraphs  in  China,  and  all  to  wear  cheap 
grass-cloth  jackets  in  summer,  and  pack  our 
winter  woolens  in  camphor  trunks. 

This  pretty  dream  was  painfully  brief.  Day- 
before-yesterday  began  to  hobnob  with  Day-after¬ 
to-morrow  in  a  pleasant  rural  town  in  Massachu¬ 
setts.  But  Day-after-to-morrow  was  for  hand¬ 
cuffs  and  tomahawks  rather  than  hobnobbing ; 
and  the  sitting  down  of  seventy-five  Chinese  on 
the  shoemakers’  benches  of  North  Adams  shook 
the  whole  country.  It  was  a  very  small  detach¬ 
ment  of  the  oppressed  of  other  lands — a  mere 
squad  of  the  victims  of  the  effetest  despotism  of 
all ;  but  many  of  the  orators  hastened  to  shut 
the  gates  in  their  faces,  and  to  declare  that  we 
didn’t  mean  those  particular  victims,  nor  the  op¬ 
pressed  of  that  especial  despotism.  The  protest 
was  limited,  indeed.  It  did  not  declare  that  no 
Chinese  should  come,  but  that  they  should  not  be 
brought  over  as  virtual  slaves  by  contract.  Yet 
it  was  said  with  such  an  air  of  alarm,  and  with 
such  a  denunciation  of  a  degraded  race,  that  the 
argument  seemed  to  apply  to  the  permitted  as 
well  as  to  the  proscribed. 

It  is  all  right,  and  every  thoughtful  American 
will  agree  ;  but  he  will  still  smile  at  the  contrast 
between  the  exuberant  festive  eloquence  that  sa¬ 
luted  the  treaty,  and  the  kicks  and  cuffs  that 
greeted  the  arrival  of  “  the  most  ancient  of  peo¬ 
ples  and  civilizations.”  Indeed,  our  rhetoric  is 
a  frisky  nag,  and  on  great  occasions  he  runs  away 
with  us.  On  Independence-day,  especially,  there 
is  such  a  blazing  and  popping  that  he  is  quite 
unmanageable,  and  we  go  like  John  Gilpin — we 
ride  as  we  were  mad.  John  did  not  mean  to 
run  toll,  and  we  don’t  mean  to  transcend  com¬ 
mon-sense.  But  we  get  going,  and  clear  all 
bounds.  Then,  again,  on  Independence-da}',- 
or  indeed  on  any  other,  an  “effete  despotism” 
affects  us  as  a  head  was  to  affect  the  well-ad¬ 
vised  Irishman  in  the  shindy.  Wherever  he  saw 
it  he  was  to  hit  it.  So  we  have  struck  out  at  the 
“Old  World,”  and  we  have  stimulated  the  ex¬ 
cellent  bird  of  our  country  to  cluck  all  people 
under  her  wing ;  but  we  now  discover  that  we 
don’t  wish  all  to  come. 

The  truth  is,  as  W'e  were  saying,  that  if  the 
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orators  would  not  undertake  to  rival  the  circus, 
but  would  reflect  that  nations,  like  persons,  have 
their  laws  of  health,  which  can  not  be  safely  out¬ 
raged,  obedience  to  which  is  neither  pusillanimi¬ 
ty  nor  treacliery,  and  illustrate  this  great  truth 
by  the  Revolutionary  example,  when  the  Colo¬ 
nies,  although  fighting  for  liberty  and  independ¬ 
ence,  did  not  hesitate  to  deal  with  the  disaffected 
who  gave  aid  and  comfort  to  the  enemy,  then 
the  orators  would  do  us  a  service  for  which  a 
resolution  of  thanks  would  be  carried  unanimous¬ 
ly  and  with  enthusiasm. 


Angelica  writes  to  the  Easy  Chair  that  she 
had  set  her  heart  upon  voting  in  Vermont  at  the 
next  election,  and  that  the  wickedness  of  the 
present  voters  in  forbidding  her  affects  her  so 
deeply  that  she  feels  that  the  cause  is  henceforth 
hopeless.  Indeed,  she  seems  to  take  it  so  much 
to  heart  as  to  implj^  that  if  another  State  should 
decide  otherwise  it  would  not  satisfy  her.  Ap¬ 
parently  the  change  must  begin  in  Vermont  or 
nowhere. 

The  argument  of  the  young  gentleman  Avith 
his  schoolmate,  that  if  he  couldn’t  have  it  his 
way  he  wouldn’t  have  it  at  all,  is  one  of  the  most 
familiar  of  arguments.  And  it  results  from  this 
disposition  that  the  failure  of  our  own  method 
seems  to  us  to  imolve  the  failure  of  the  whole 
cause  in  which  we  are  interested.  Thus,  in  Con¬ 
gress,  a  warm  partisan,  who  has  set  his  heart  upon 
a  railroad  to  the  moon  from  the  top  of  the  Andes 
instead  of  the  Himalaya — for  what  patriotic  Amer¬ 
ican  Avould  ever  concede  that  an  Asian  point  of 
departure  could  be  superior  to  any  upon  our  own 
majestic  continent  ? — the  Congressional  advocate 
of  the  Andes  route,  we  say,  in  the  ardors  of  his 
eloquent  appeal,  exclaims  :  ‘  ‘  Mr.  President,  the 
eyes  of  the  country,  of  the  world,  are  upon  us. 
Our  duty  is  plain.  I  have  shown  the  merits  of 
the  case,  and  it  remains  for  the  Senate  [or  the 
House]  to  decide.  But,  Sir,  I  warn  those  hon¬ 
orable  gentlemen  with  Avhom  I  am  politically 
connected  that  if  they  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  ap¬ 
peal  of  reason  and  common-sense— if,  dazzled  by 
any  illusion  .or  seduced  by  any  sophistry,  they 
consent  to  sacrifice  their  otvn  continent  to  an¬ 
other,  and  to  prefer  the  cloudy  peaks  of  Asia  to 
the  heavenly  heights  of  America,  they  will  as¬ 
sume  the  dreadful  responsibility  of  destroying 
the  party ;  and  so  total  will  be  its  annihilation 
that  at  the  next  election  there  will  be  no  sign  to 
show  that  such  a  party  ever  existed.” 

This  gentleman  thinks  so.  The  meaning  of 
his  speech  is,  that  if  his  advice  is  not  followed 
universal  night  is  at  hand.  And  it  is  a  very 
common  belief.  In  a  late  religious  convention 
one  reverend  gentleman  urged  Avith  great  earn¬ 
estness  the  imperatiA'e,  the  vital  necessity  of 
building  a  neat  little  denominational  Avail.  “I 
appeal  to  the  good  sense  of  my  brethren.  Hoav 
shall  Ave  ever  knoAV  Avhere  Ave  end  and  our  neigh¬ 
bors  begin  if  Ave  do  not  invoke  the  favor  of  the 
tutelary  Terminus  ?  If  any  inquiring  friend  de¬ 
mands  hoAV  far  Ave  go  or  Avhere  Ave  stop,  shall  Ave 
refuse  to  enable  ourseh-es  to  ansAver  him?  If 
any  ill-disposed  traveler  sneers  that  apparently 
Ave  .run  over  all  creation  and  have  no  bounds 
Avhatever,  shall  we  lie  naked  to  his  merciless 
gibes,  or  shall  Ave  not  rather  throAV  up  a  neat  and 
elegant  hedge  or  a  decisive  stone  AA'all  or  a  sim¬ 
ple  Avire  fence  upon  Avhich  Ave  can  lean  triumph¬ 


antly,  and  tell  him  that  if  he  has  eyes  he  can 
see,  and  that  if  he  has  not  ’tis  a  pity,  but  can 
not  be  helped,  forasmuch  as  it  is  the  business  of 
a  sect  to  build  Avails,  Avhich  Ave  have  done,  but 
not  to  furnish  eyes,  Avhich  Ave  shall  not  undertake 
to  do  ?  And,  brethren,  one  thing  is  evident. 
The  time  has  come  for  a  wall.  It  is  a  crisis. 
All  the  signs  in  heaven  and  upon  the  earth  cry 
aloud  for  a  wall.  In  the  still  W'atches  of  the 
night  I  hear  a  voice  Avhich  says,  Build  a  Avail ! 
Posterity  pleads  Avith  us  for  some  little  structure 
of  that  kind.  As  Peter  the  Hermit,  preaching 
the  Crusade,  cried,  God  Avills  it !  God  Avills  it ! 
even  so  I  feel  constrained  to  shout,  God  Avails  it ! 
God  walls  it !  Our  Zion  must  no  longer  be  left 
unAvalled.  If  we  would  sit  under  our  own  vine 
and  fig-tree  unmolested,  Ave  must  fence  them  in. 

If  Ave  do  not — if  our  hearts  are  hardened,  and  Ave 
abandon  them  to  the  -chances  of  a  garden  Avith- 
out  hedges  or  ditches — for  even  a  ditch  Avill  an- 
SAver — a  ditch  in  Avhich  the  unAA^ary  or  the  de¬ 
signing,  poaching  upon  our  limits,  may  be  mired 
— then,  brethren,  the  end  is  sure.  I  give  you 
tAvo  years,  and  Avhen  they  are  passed  this  fair 
and  fruitful  denomination  Avill  have  utterly  van¬ 
ished  fi  om  the  face  of  the  earth — and  all  for  the 
want  of  a  Avail.  ” 

This  gentleman  also  thinks  so.  Like  the  hon¬ 
orable  member  of  Congress,  he  feels  that,  if  he 
can  not  have  his  Avay,  not  only  will  he  be  disap¬ 
pointed,  but  in  the  one  case  a  party,  in  the  other 
a  sect,  Avill  have  been  willfully  destroyed.  And 
this  conviction  is  a  beautiful  provision  of  nature, 
because  it  inspires  such  zeal  and  tenacity.  The 
men  aaIio  achieA-e  great  results  are  those  Avho  are 
persuaded  that  every  thing  depends  upon  the 
success  of  their  particular  plan.  The  work  must 
not  only  be  done,  but  it  must  be  done  so,  and 
not  othenvise.  But  Avhen  tAvo  of  these  positiAe 
currents  meet — Avhen,  after  A  has  shoAvn  that  if 
you  do  not  make  the  Andes  the  starting  point 
chaos  Avill  immediately  folloAV,  B  arises,  and  Avith 
equal  conviction  and  eloquence  proves  that  the 
same  chaos  is  sure  to  overAvhelm  us  unless  aac 
start  from  the  Himalaya,  AA-e  are  natyrally  in¬ 
clined  to  listen  Avith  a  great  deal  of  attention  to 
C,  the  honorable  member  from  the  Atlantic 
Ocean,  Avho  says:  “Mr.  President,  this  is  at 
least  the  tenth  tifne  this  session  that  the  party 
has  been  at  the  last  gasp.  If  the  Senate  refused 
to  order  a  quart  bottle  of  mucilage  for  each  Sen¬ 
ator,  Ave  Avere  solemnly  told  that  the  party  Avas 
going  into  liquidation.  If  this  body  Avas  unwill¬ 
ing  to  adjourn  at  the  first  dinner  bell,  Ave  AA-ere 
Avarned  that  we  Avere  wantonly  hostile  to  the 
deepest  instincts  of  the  party,  and  that  the  party 
of  our  ffiith  Avas  doomed.  Sir,  the  party  is  not 
— I  say  it  Avith  profound  respect  for  all  my  hon¬ 
orable  friends  in  this  chamber — it  is  not  a  bob 
to  the  tail  of  any  man’s  kite.” 

And  so  in  the  religious  conAention,  Avhen  the  » 
friend  Avith  the  Avail  eye,  so  to  speak,  had  seated 
himself,  after  his  very  sincere  declaration  that 
Avithout  a  AA'all  the  denomination  Avould  be  gone 
in  two  years,  another  friend,  Avith  equal  con¬ 
viction,  arose — the  other  positive  current — and 
said  ;  “  Ever  since  I  have  known  any  thing  about 
the  denomination  it  has  been  expiring  and  expir¬ 
ing,  ahvays  upon  its  death-bed,  always  surround¬ 
ed  by  a  Aveeping  company,  and  always  as  alive 
and  alert  as  it  is  to-day.  It  is  CA'ident  that  it 
does  it  nq  harm  to  die.  If  the  Avant  of  a  Avail  is 
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to  be  fatal,  why,  the  denomination  is  used  to  fa¬ 
talities  ;  and  it  can  do  no  more,  as  Brother  Wal¬ 
rus  says,  than  die  of  that  want,  as  it  is  perpetu¬ 
ally  dying  of  all  its  other  wants.  Dying  doesn’t 
hurt  it,  but  a  wall  would.  In  the  C.'hristian 
sense — and,  of  course.  Brother  Walrus  has  no 
other — to  die  is  to  grow.  But  to  be  walled  in 
is  to  be  imprisoned  and  dwarfed.  The  truth  is, 
that  tye  are  always  pushing  out  our  boundaries. 
Terminus  is  to  us  the  chief  of  false  gods.  If  we 
should  build  a  wall,  we  should  only  break  our 
heads  against  it.  Our  Zion  is  not  a  yard,  but 
the  world.”  It  was  very  clear  that  the  want  of 
a  wall  would  not  be  so  fatal  as  the  first  orator 
had  represented,  and  unquestionably  believed ; 
and  the  brethren  resolved  to  take  the  risks. 

In  one  of  Browning’s  most  subtile  poems,  “  A 
Soul's  Tragedy,  ”  he  describes  a  revolution  in  an 
Italian  town.  The  provost  is  to  be  overthrown. 
If  he  is  not,  say  the  revolutionists,  tyranny  and 
anarchy  will  reign  supreme.  Well,  he  isn’t, 
and  tyranny  and  anarchy  do  not  reign  ;  and  the 
provqst,  as  he  sends  the  ringleader  into  a  little 
exile,  wholesome  for  reflection  and  improvement, 
remarks,  sententiously,  “I  have  known /bur-and- 
twenty  leaders  of  revolts.  ” 

The  truth  is,  that  great  systems  and  parties  and 
sects  and  causes  of  every  kind  do  not  die  so 
easily  as  gentlemen  with  theories  suppose.  They 
are,  in  a  certain  sense,  independent  of  their  sup¬ 
porters,  as  principles  are  independent  of  human 
v'olition.  The  mistake  of  the  Commonwealth 
men  in  England,  as  of  the  Terrorists  in  France, 
was  in  supposing  that  to  cut  off  the  king’s  head 
was  to  destroy  kingship.  It  is  easy  enough  to 
kill  a  monarch,  but  not  a  monarchy.  So  it  is 
easy  to  defeat  any  particular  method  or  measure, 
without  harming  the  principle  from  which  it 
springs.  It  is  certainly  a  good  thing,  for  in¬ 
stance,  to  establish  still  further  intercourse  be¬ 
tween  the  moon  and  the  earth.  To  that  end  a 
railroad  is  very  desirable.  But  even  if  A’s  route 
from  the  summit  of  the  Andes,  and  B’s  from  the 
Himalaya,  should  both  be  defeated,  the  resolu¬ 
tion  to  have  further  communication  with  the 
moon  will  certainly  remain.  The  honorable  A 
and  B,  like  the  young  gentleman  at  school,  may 
decline  to  take  any  further  interest  if  their  plans 
are  not  adopted.  But  they  speak  for  themselves 
only.  The  great  cause  of  lunar  communication 
is  not  a  bob  to  the  tail  of  their  kites. 

The  Easy  Chair  observes  that  in  some  quar¬ 
ters  the  conduct  of  the  Senate  Committee  in  ask¬ 
ing  to  be  excused  from  further  consideration  of 
the  petitions  of  certain  women  for  fair  play,  and 
the  extremely  attenuated  minority  which  sup¬ 
ported  the  same  proposition  in  the  Vermont  Con¬ 
vention,  are  good-humoredly  regarded  by  othei-s 
than  his  correspondent,  Angelica,  as  what  the 
same  young  gentleman  at  school  would  call 
“settlers”  or  “ sockdologers.”  They  certainly 
do  not  indicate  an  immediate  or  easy  success. 
But  the  .Easy  Chair  trusts  that  the  petitioners 
will  not  lo^e  heart.  The  victorious  provost  may 
chuckle  that  he  has  known  four-and-twenty  lead¬ 
ers  of  revolts,  meaning  that  so  many  efforts  have 
failed.^  It  is  not  surprising.  The  huge  intrenched 
political  system  of  the  city  of  Faenza  could  no 
more  be  overthrown  by  a  riot  than  its  palace 
walls  could  be  pushed  down  by  enthusiastic 
hands.  But  the  ,;^/i;/i-and-twenty  leader  of  re¬ 
volts  may  do  the  business.  And  if  not  the 


fifth-and-twenty,  then  the  fifth-and-twenty  hun¬ 
dredth. 

The  petitioners  should  remember  that  they 
really  ask  for  thought  rather  than  for  action. 
Of  course  the  demand  for  action  is  the  best 
way  to  stimulate  thought,  and  thought  once 
aroused  will  bring  down  both  the  provost  and 
the  palace.  But  the  substance  of  their  petition  is 
so  new  that  it  has  approached  public  consideration 
very  much  as  Wolfe’s  advance  crept  to  Mont¬ 
calm’s  lines  upon  the  Heights  of  Abraham.  The 
camp  was  in  peril  of  being  carried  almost  before 
it  knew  it.  So  society  has  been  smiling  and 
dozing  along  its  lines,  not  believing  a  serious  as¬ 
sault  possible  upon  that  side,  and  lo !  here  it  is. 
Here  is  Bimam  wood  coming  up  the  hill  to  the 
castle !  It  is  incredible,  but  it  is  a  fact.  And 
now  the  cry  to  arms  resounds  every  where. 

Still,  gentle  enemy,  the  castle  is  yours,  although 
you  must  fight  for  it.  You  will  not  carry  it  by  a 
coup  de  main,  and  so  much  the  better.  You  will 
prove  your  endurance,  your  resources,  your  val¬ 
or,  as  well  as  your  skill.  The  particular  point 
at  which  you  aimed  is  for  the  present  lost.  But 
the  success  every  where  else  makes  that  point 
finally  surer.  On  every  hand  the  gates  of  op¬ 
portunity  are  opening.  Colleges,  special  schools, 
special  training  of  all  kinds  invite  you,  more  and 
more.  Fiction,  the  most  poweiful  of  modern  ad¬ 
vocates,  pleads  in  Wilkie  Collins’s  “Man  and 
Wife”  for  fairer  laws,  and  fairer  laws  thunder  at 
the  doors  of  the  House  of  Lords,  and  demand  to 
enter  into  the  British  code.  The  outworks  of 
mere  tradition  are  giving  way.  Here  and  there 
your  far-reaching  batteries  are  planting  thoughts 
in  the  very  citadels  of  prejudice.  Your  cannon¬ 
ade  has  set  the  world  thinking,  and  therefore 
your  victory  has  begun.  If  the  minority  in  the 
Vermont  Convention  is  one  only — “how  far  that 
little  candle  throws  his  beams !”  If  the  Commit¬ 
tee  of  the  Senate  ask  to  be  relieved  from  consid¬ 
ering  your  petition,  it  is  because,  it  has  been  taken 
up  by  society  in  Committee  of  the  Whole. 


“  The  victors  of  Jena  survive.”  These  are 
tlie  last  words  of  the  French  declaration  of  war 
against  Prussia.  It  is  the  war  proclamation  of 
a  Bonaparte ;  and  before  such  words  and  the 
associations  they  awaken  more  than  a  half  cen¬ 
tury  disappears.  When  these  words  are  printed 
the  war  will  be  far  advanced.  The  two  most 
military  nations  in  Europe,  whose  adjoiningfront- 
iers  are  a  constant  irritation,  whose  mutual 
jealousy  and  hostility  are  profound,  whose  ar¬ 
mies  are  in  perfect  condition,  suddenly  spring 
into  fierce  collision,  and  the  concussion  shakes 
the  world.  Yet  to  every  contemplative  Easy 
Chair  how  humiliating  as  well  as  exciting,  the 
spectacle  is!  For  how  many  of  thq- people  of 
those  countries  really  wish  the  war?  We  read 
with  incredulity  the  stories  of  kings  plunging 
countries  into  war  for  their  private  quarrels,  and 
we  think  with  relief  that  such  days  are  passed. 
The  splendid  but  terrible  campaigns  of  Marl¬ 
borough,  the  days  of  Blenheim  and  Ramillies, 
of  my  Uncle  Toby  and  the  profane  army  in 
Flanders,  how  cruel  and  causeless  they  seem 
now !  The  most  peaceful  districts  ravaged,  the 
most  harmless  people  slaughtered,  universal  in¬ 
terruption  of  industry,  universal  desolation,  the 
most  hopeless  oppression — these  are  what  we 
read  between  the  lines  that  record  the  famous 
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battles  which  made  a  few  men  rich  and  re¬ 
nowned. 

“  ‘But  what  good  came  of  it  at  last?’ 

Quoth  little  Peterkin. 

‘  Why,  that  I  can  not  tell,’  said  he ; 

‘But  ’twas  a  famous  victory.’  ” 

Little  Peterkin  may  well  ask  now  what  good 
can  come  of  the  new  war,  and  whether  our  times 
are  much  more  civilized  than  those  of  Marlbor¬ 
ough  and  the  Prince  Eugene.  Let  us  see  how 
the  story  of  the  present  war  could  be  truly  told 
to  little  grandson  Peterkin.  My  dear  boy,  the 
people  of  Spain  wanted  a  king.  So  the  officers 
whom  they  had  appointed  to  govern  until  a  king 
was  found  asked  Prince  Leopold,  a  relation  of 
the  King  of  Prussia,  to  allow  the  representatives 
of  the  Spanish  people  to  vote  for  him,  and  to  be¬ 
come  King  of  Spain  if  he  received  votes  enough. 
But  when  the  Emperor  of  Prance  heard  this  he 
said  that  he  would  not  permit  any  relation  of 
the  King  of  Prussia  to  become  King  of  Spain, 
and  he  began  to  march  troops  and  to  get  ready 
for  war.  Then  Prince  Leopold  said  that  he  did 
not  wish  to  make  trouble,  and  his  father  told  the 
people  of  Spain  that  the  Prince  would  not  be  a 
candidate  for  king. 

But  the  Emperor  of  France  was  not  satisfied, 
and  he  declared  that  the  King  of  Prussia  must 
promise  not  to  allow  any  of  his  relations  to  be¬ 
come  King  of  Spain ;  and  he  continued  to  march 
troops,  and  to  make  ready  for  war.  One  day  the 
messenger  of  the  Emperor  of  France  met  the 
King  of  Prussia  walking  in  the  street,  and  he 
said  to  him:  “I  wish  you  to  tell  me  at  once 
whether  you  will  promise  that  none  of  jmur  re¬ 
lations  shall  ever  be  King  of  Spain.”  But  the 
King  of  Prussia  did  not  answer,  and  told  the 
messenger  to  go  home.  Then  the  Emperor  of 
France  said  that  he  was  insulted,  because  his 
agent  was  sent  home ;  and  because  of  that  in¬ 
sult,  and  because  the  King  of  Prussia  had  not 
himself  ordered  his  relation.  Prince  Leopold,  not 
to  be  King  of  Spain,  and  because  he  permitted 
him  to  decide  for  himself,  the  Emperor  of  France 
declared  war  against  the  King  of  Prussia. 

This  is  the  simple  and  true  story.  Now,  dear 
little  Peterkin,  war  is  always  terrible,  hut  it  is 
sometimes  justifiable  and  necessary.  Sometimes 
it  is  the  duty  of  brave  and  good  men  to  fight  for 
their  own  liberty,  and  that  of  those  who  are  dear 
to  them.  Sometimes  governments  are  so  wick¬ 
ed  and  oppressive  that,  in  order  to  end  their 
cruelty,  they  must  be  overthrown.  But  it  is 
wrong  to  take  arms  to  overthrow  them  until  it 
is  evident  that  no  arguments  nor  appeals  will 
change  their  conduct.  And  when  it  is  plain  that 
there  must  be  war  it  is  the  most  dreadful  neces¬ 
sity.  P'or  however  just  and  defensible  and  un¬ 
avoidable  a  war  may  be,  it  is  full  of  horror  and 
suffering.  When,  therefore,  the  Emperor  of 
France  declared  war  against  the  King  of  Prus¬ 
sia,  he  ordered  that  thousands  and  thousands  of 
men  should  be  killed  and  wounded  ;  that  they 
should  be  tortured  by  shot  and  shell ;  that  they 
should  waste  away  by  the  most  painful  diseases  ; 
that  countless  homes,  as  pleasant  and  peaceful 
when  this  summer  began  as  ours,  little  Peter¬ 
kin,  should  be  desolated  ;  that  houses  and  barns 
should  be  burned  and  sacked ;  fields  trampled 
down  and  ravaged ;  mothers  and  wives  and 
sisters  left  weeping  and  broken-hearted ;  and 
towns  and  cities  ruined.  And  ships  from  other 


countries,  quietly  sailing  upon  the  sea,  are  to  be 
chased  and  seized  and  carried  into  strange  ports, 
and  their  cargoes  stolen  and  their  passengers 
annoyed  ;  and  for  many  and  many  a  year  after¬ 
ward  the  taxes  will  be  so  enormous  that  the 
price  of  bread  will  be  very  high,  and  thus  the 
poor  will  feel  the  oppression  of  the  war  long  after 
the  last  gun  has  been  fired. 

Do  you  ask,  little  Peterkin,  whether  there  was 
such  intolerable  suffering  upon  the  part  of  the 
Emperor  of  France,  which  he  had  tried  in  vain 
to  remove  by  arguments  and  appeals,  that  he  was 
forced  to  declare  war  against  the  King  of  Prussia, 
and  to  cause  all  the  lamentable  consequences  that 
we  have  been  describing?  You  must  judge  for 
yourself,  little  boy.  The  Emperor  says  that  the 
King  was  impolite  to  his  messenger,  and  that  he 
ought  to  have  promised  that  he  would  not  permit 
any  of  his  relations  to  become  King  of  Spain. 
Now  if  these  are  good  reasons  for  all  the  killing 
and  wounding,  and  burning  and  stealing,  and 
suffering  and  heart-break,  then  the  Emperor  has 
done  right.  But  if  they  are  not,  what  will  you 
call  the  Emperor?  If  you  ask  why  he  was  un¬ 
willing  that  the  Prince  Leopold  should  become 
King  of  Spain,  the  answer  is  that  the  Emperor 
and  the  King  have  never  been  friends.  The 
King  owns  some  land  upon  the  banks  of  the 
river  Rhine  which  the  Emperor  wants.  This 
has  always  been  a  difficulty  between  them. 
And  lately,  while  the  King  of  Prussia  was  be¬ 
coming  more  famous  and  powerful,  the  Emperor 
of  France  has  been  acting  foolishly  in  Mexico, 
and  his  pride  has  been  hurt  because  he  knew 
that  he  was  becoming  of  less  consideration  in 
the  world. 

So,  when  the  people  of  Spain  asked  Prince 
Leopold  to  be  their  king,  the  Emperor,  know¬ 
ing  that  the  Prince  was  a  relation  of  the  King 
of  Prussia,  thought  that  the  King  would  be  a 
more  powerful  and  dangerous  neighbor  than 
ever,  and  that  that  fear  would  be  a  good  excuse 
to  make  war  upon  him,  and  try  to  get  possession 
of  the  land  upon  the  Rhine  that  he  has  so  long 
wanted.  But  when  Prince  Leopold  said  that  he 
would  not  be  King  of  Spain,  the  Emperor  had 
that  excuse  no  longer ;  and  as  he  did  not  like  to 
lose  the  opportunity  of  taking  the  land,  he  said 
that  the  withdrawal  of  Prince  Leopold  would 
make  no  difference  utdess  his  relation,  the  King 
of  Prussia,  would  promise  to  do  hereafter  what 
the  Emperor  wished.  As  the  Easy  Chair  has 
already  told  jmu,  Peterkin,  the  King  would  not 
promise ;  and  so  there  is  war,  with  all  its  woeful 
consequences.  The  Emiteror  says  that  he  ac¬ 
cepts  the  war  which  the  King  of  Prussia  imposes 
upon  him.  But  the  little  Peterkin  has  read  the 
fiible  of  the  wolf  who  stood  up  the  stream  and 
said  that  the  lamb  muddied  it,  and  must  there¬ 
fore  be  eaten ;  and  Peterkin  will  probably  think 
of  that  fable  now.  But  the  Emperor  of  France 
will  not  find  the  King  of  Prussia  a  lamb. 

If  little  Peterkin  does  not  think  it  a  wanton 
and  wicked  war,  he  will  differ  from  most  of  his 
elders.  For  you  can  see,  little  boy,  as  well  as 
Mr.  Gladstone  or  Mr.  Disraeli,  that  the  de¬ 
mand  of  the  Emperor  u])on  the  King  was  an 
insulting  defiance.  No  king  or  government, 
that  has  not  been  forced  to  it  by  war,  ever 
makes  such  a  promise  ns  the  Emperor  de¬ 
manded.  And  no  embassador  who  understood 
diplomatic  etiquette,  as  the  Emperor’s  messen- 
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ger  did,  ever  made  such  a  demand  as  he  did, 
and  in  such  a  way,  without  expecting  and  in¬ 
tending  that  it  should  be  resented  by  his  dis¬ 
missal,  in  order  that  his  dismissal  might  be  called 
an  insult,  and  invoked  to  justify  a  war.  Peter- 
kin,  the  Emperor  of  France  is  like  the  Irishman 
at  the  fair  who  carried  a  chip  upon  his  shoulder 
and  jostled  his  neighbor,  then  accused  him  of 
knocking  the  chip  off,  and  proceeded  to  fight 
him. 

When  the  Emperor  declared  that  he  would 
not  permit  a  relation  of  the  King  to  sit  upon 
the  iSpanish  throne,  he  made  the  old  plea  of  the 
balance  of  power.  This  was  a  theory  that  cer¬ 
tain  great  nations  in  Europe  must  be  content 
with  certain  limits,  and  that  none  of  them  must 
become  so  disproportionately  powerful  as  to 
threaten  the  others.  But  when  the  Prince 
withdrew,  the  balance  of  power  was  no  longer 
threatened.  To  plead  an  apprehension  of  a  pos¬ 
sible  wrong  as  a  justification  for  actual  wrong 
is  criminal.  But  this  is  what  the  Emperor  of 
France  has  done.  Suppose  that  he  is  victorious, 
what  wrong  will  have  been  righted  ?  What  will 
Europe  or  mankind  have  gained  ?  France  may 
push  her  frontier  to  the  Rhine.  Does  such  an 
end  justify  the  means  ? 

There  is  now  an  imposing  and  intelligent 
public  opinion  of  the  world  which  should  hold 
imperial  and  rot’al  offenders  accountable.  There 
should  be — little  Peterkin,  let  us  at  least  hope 
there  will  be — a  powerful  protest  from  the  press 
of  civilized  countries  in  the  interests  of  public 
morality  and  international  amity  against  this 
monstrous  war.  The  Peterkin  and  Wilhelmine 


of  Southey’s  poem  have  grown  to  full  manhood 
and  womanhood  now  ;  and  the  soft  satire  of  the 
familiar  verses  should  have  become  a  general 
cry  of  shame  and  indignation  : 

“  ‘  It  was  the  English,’  Kaspar  cried, 

‘  Who  put  the  Erench  to  rout ;  . 

But  what  they  fought  each  other  for 
I  could  not  well  make  out. 

But  every  body  said,’  quoth  he, 

‘  That  ’twas  a  famous  victory. 

“  ‘  My  father  lived  at  Blenheim  then— 

Yon  little  stream  hard  by; 

They  burnt  his  dwelling  to  the  ground, 

And  he  was  forced  to  fly. 

So  with  his  wife  and  child  he  fled, 

Nor  had  he  where  to  rest  his  head. 

“  ‘  With  fire  and  sword  the  country  round 
Was  wasted  far  and  wide. 

And  many  a  childing  mother  then 
And  new-born  baby  died: 

But  things  like  that,  you  know,  must  be 
At  every  famous  victory. 

“  ‘  They  saw  it  was  a  shocking  sight 
After  the  field  was  won. 

For  many  thousand  bodies  here 
Lay  rotting  in  the  sun : 

But  things  like  that,  you  know,  must  be 
After  a  famous  victory. 

“  ‘  Great  praise  the  Duke  of  Marlboro’  won, 
And  our  good  Prince  Eugene.’ 

‘  Why,  ’twas  a  very  wicked  thing  !’ 

Said  little  Wilhelmine. 

‘  Nay,  nay,  my  little  girl !’  quoth  he ; 

‘  It  was  a  famous  victory. 

“  ‘  And  every  body  praised  the  Duke 
Who  this  great  fight  did  win.’ 

‘  But  what  good  came  of  it  at  last  ?’ 

Quoth  little  Peterkin. 

‘  Why,  that  I  can  not  tell,’  said  ho ; 

‘But  ’twas  a  famoua  victory.’  ” 
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NOVELS. 

R.  WILKIE  COLLINS,  in  the  preface  to 
the  English  edition  of  his  new  novel,  Man 
and  Wife  (Harper  and  Brothers);  advises  us  of  a 
difference  between  this  book  and  those  which 
have  preceded  it.  “The  story  here  offered  to 
the  reader,”  says  he,  “differs  in  one  respect 
from  the  stories  which  have  preceded  it  by  the 
same  hand.  This  time  the  fiction  is  founded  on 
facts,  and  aspires  to  afford  what  help  it  may  to¬ 
ward  hastening  the  reform  of  certain  abuses 
which  have  been  too  long  suffered  to  exist 
among  us  unchecked.”  The  novel  is,  in  short, 
an  indictment  of  the  marriage  laws  of  En¬ 
gland,  Ireland,  and  Scotland — in  the  matter  of 
marriage  very  far  from  a  United  Kingdom — and 
would  be  very  effective  if  Mr.  Collins  bad  only 
taken  the  trouble  to  ascertain  what  those  laws 
are.  His  general  charges  are,  indeed,  scarcely 
too  sweeping.  The  confession  of  Hester  Deth- 
ridge  represents  a  state  of  bondage  from  which, 
happily,  Ameidcan  legislation  has,  in  most  of 
the  States  of  the  Union,  emancipated  the  out¬ 
raged  wife.  The  scene  in  which  Geoffrey  Dela- 
mayn  carries  off  the  wife  he  hates  to  her  prison- 
house,  and  Sir  Patrick  Lundie  is  powerless 
to  interfere  because  there  is  no  other  proof  of 
the  brutal  husband's  murderous  intent  than  his 
ugly  face,  will  prove,  perhaps,  quite  as  effective 
an  indictment  as  John  Stuart  Mill’s  statement  of 
the  law  under  which  such  an  outrage  is  possible : 


“If  she  leaves  her  husband  she  can  take  nothing 
with  her,  neither  her  children,  nor  any  thing 
which  is  rightfully  her  own.  If  he  chooses,  he 
can  compel  her  to  return,  by  law,  or  by  physical 
force.  But  the  plot  turns  on  the  supposed 
state  of  law  in  Scotland — law  which  is  so 
loose,  in  fact,  that  it  did  not  need  exaggeration 
to  turn  public  sentiment  against  it.  In  the  al¬ 
leged  marriage  between  Arnold  Brinkworth  and 
Anne  Silvester  Mr.  Collins  builds  up  a  man 
of  straw  to  knock  it  down  again  with  a  club  of 
the  same  material,  in  the  equally  supposititious 
marriage  between  Geoffrey  Delamayn  and  Anne. 
Even  under  Scottish  law  proof  of  an  actual 
agreement  is  indispensable  to  marriage ;  and 
that  Arnold  should,  in  a  piece  of  good-natured 
thoughtlessness,  pass  for  a  single  night  for  poor 
Anne’s  husband  as  little  constitutes  him  hers, 
without  such  an  agreement,  as  his  passing  for 
Geoffrey  Delamayn  changes  his  identity.  Mr. 
Collins  himself  points  out  this  fatal  weakness  in 
his  plot  when,  at  the  close  of  the  story,  he  repre¬ 
sents  Delamayn’s  lawyer  as  advising  his  client 
that  Anne’s  unfortunate  night  at  Craig  Fernie 
Inn  is  not  even  ground  for  a  divorce.  But 
Anne  is  as  little  Delamayn’s  wife  as  Brink- 
worth’s.  His  promise  to  the  girl  he  had  ruined — 
“  Upon  my  soul.  I’ll  keep  my  promise”— his  sig¬ 
nature —  “Your loving  husband  that  is  to  he" — is 

•  This,  however,  is  not  true  in  any  of  the  States  of 
the  Union. 
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not  marriage,  but  only  a  promise  to  marry. 
In  the  case  of  Dalrymple  vs.  Dalrymple,  to 
which  Sir  Patrick  Lundie  appeals  so  confidently, 
and  before  which  Mr.  Moy  bows  so  submissively, 
there  was  an  agreement  in  writing,  signed  by 
both  parties,  acknowledging  each  other  husband 
and  wife*;  and  the  Scottish  court,, in  that  case, 
marked  the  distinction,  which  Mr.  Collins's 
lawyers  so  curiously  overlook,  between  a  prom¬ 
ise  to  marry  in  the  future,  and  a  marriage 
accomplished  as  a  fact  in  the  past.  In  short, 
Uelamayn  was  as  free  to  marry  Mrs.  Glenarm 
as  Arnold  was  to  claim  Blanche.  Mr.  Collins 
has  built  an  admirable  superstructure,  but  on  a 
foundation  of  sand. 

As  an  indictment  a  fiiilure,  as  a  romance  “Man 
and  Wife”  is  pre-eminently  superior  to  any  fiction 
of  the  year.  Grant  the  man  of  straw  to  be  a  real 
man,  and  the  club  of  straw  to  be  a  real  club,  and 
the  battle  becomes  intensely  exciting.  Nor  is  its 
only  or  even  its  chief  merit  the  ingenious  struc¬ 
ture  and  working  up  of  the  plot.  In  incident, 
in  characterization,  in  description,  and  in  hon¬ 
est,  earnest,  moral  purpose  animating  all,  it  is 
entitled  to  high,  if  not  the  very  highest,  praise. 
We  have  met  Lady  Lundie  before,  both  in  novels 
and  in  real  life;  and  Blanche,  though  a  very  sweet 
character,  is  not  a  remarkable  one.  But  Anne 
Silvester  and  Hester  Dethridge  are  unmistakable 
originals.  Sir  Patrick  Lundie,  the  Scotch  lav/- 
yer,  with  his  provokingly  cool  head  and  his  ten¬ 
derly  warm  heart,  would  alone  entitle  the  man 
Avho  drew  him  to  high  rank  as  an  artist. 
Arnold  Brinkworth’s  sailor-like  frankness  and 
thoughtlessness  in  getting  into  the  tangle  whose 
unraveling  constitutes  the  story,  and  his  mistak¬ 
en  sense  of  honor  which  keeps  him  from  getting 
out,  is  very  true  to  a  nature  which  the  reader 
loves,  and  is  out  of  all  patience  with.  And  Geof¬ 
frey  Delamayn,  the  “  villain,”  is  characteristical¬ 
ly  unlike  the  conventional  villain  of  the  novel  and 
the  stage  in  that  he  is  an  animal — merely  an  an¬ 
imal — though  a  somewhat  cultivated  and  a  very 
admirably  trained  one,  and  his  villainy  is  the 
natural  product  of  a  training  which  spends  all 
its  energies  on  sinew  and  muscle,  and  leaves  the 
mind  and  moral  powers  untaught.  Some  of  the 
descriptions  in  the  book  are  fine ;  that  of  the 
foot-race  at  Fulham,  for  example — an  admirable 
and  courageous  reply,  as  is- the  whole  life  and  char¬ 
acter  of  Geoffrey,  to  the  glorification  so  common 
of  the  muscular  sports  of  modern  muscular  Chris¬ 
tianity.  Despite  its  one  radical  and  inherent  de¬ 
fect,  “Man  and  Wife”  is  intensely  interesting,  and 
is  entitled  to,  and  will  take,  a  high  rank  in  English 
romantic  literature. 

Stern  Necessity,  by  F.  W.  Robinson  (Harper 
and  Brothers),  barely  falls  short  of  being  a  great 
novel,  and  does  not  fall  short  at  all  of  being  a 
very  good  one.  Whether  the  author’s  careless¬ 
ness  is  an  ingrained  trait  of  character,  such  as  no 
education  can  overcome,  or  whether  it  is  the  re¬ 
sult  of  a  want  of  that  patient  application  without 
which  no  work  of  art  can  be  more  than  second- 
rate,  whatever  he  writes  leaves  on  our  mind  the 
impression  that  he  might  have  written  better. 
The  story  is  certainly  original ;  the  plot  ingen¬ 
ious  ;  some  of  the  descriptive  passages — that  of 
the  Spitalfields  emporium,  for  example — admira¬ 
ble  ;  and  some  of  the  characters,  as  that  of  its 
proprietor,  Marmaduke  Spanswick,  good  enough 
to  remind  us  of  Dickens,  and  yet  original  enough 


to  be  no  imitation.  But  the  book  opens  better 
than  it  closes,  and  is  a  capital  novel  for  the  sea¬ 
son,  without  being  likely  to  survive  it. — Kilnie- 
ny,  by  William  Black  (Harper  and  Brothers), 
a  story  cast  in  autobiographical  form,  is  readable 
and  pleasant ;  what  the  English  critics  call  a 
“clever  novel” — just  that,  and  nothing  more. 
The  fact  that  the  reader  is  carried  by  it  into  the 
Tyrol  is  no  excuse  for  the  plentiful  interlarding 
of  German  jargon — a  soriy  piece  of  affectation, 
and  the  book’s  worst  blemish. — In  Harper  and 
Brothers’  complete  edition  of  Miss  Thackeray's 
Works  we  renew  our  acquaintance  with  some 
good  friends  in  the  five  stories  founded  on  the  old 
fairy  tales ;  and  very  charming  variations  on  the  old 
themes  they  are.  It  is  not  infrequently  said  that 
genius  exhausts  itself,  and  leaves  no  inheritance 
for  its  children.  The  history  of  England’s  two 
great  novelists  does  not  justify  this  remark. 
Charles  Dickens’s  son,  who  has  inherited  from 
his  father  the  editorship  of  All  the  Year  Round, 
has  also  inherited  from  him  a  very  graceful  pen  ; 
and  Miss  Thackeray  has,  though  a  very  different 
genius  from  that  of  her  father,  one  equally  un¬ 
mistakable.  Without  his  force  and  spirit,  never 
employing  that  sarcasm  which  was  so  favorite  a 
weapon  with  him,  like  him  only  in  her  quaint 
but  quiet  humor,  she  is  a  graceful  and  charming 
writer,  a  graphic  photographer,  and  writes  with 
a  geniality  and  sympathy  which  win  our  affec¬ 
tions,  rather  than  enforce  our  conscious  admi¬ 
ration. — The  heroine  of  Gwendoline's  Harvest 
(Harper  and  Brothers) — the  author  himself  so 
designates  her — is  an  English  Lucretia  Borgia. 
She  falls  madly  in  love  with  a  hero  who  begins 
as  a  fool  and  ends  as  a  roue.  She  is  not  so  mad¬ 
ly  in  love  as  to  believe  in  love  in  a  cottage ;  and 
as  to  her  intended  husband’s  ever  doing  any  thing 
to  earn  a  competence  for  them  both,  a  i)lan  so 
commonplace  cloes  not  enter  the  mind  of  either. 
She  attaclies  herself  to  a  wealthy  old  man  ;  helps 
worry  his  invalid  wife  into  the  grave  ;  carries  off' 
the  husband,  and  marries  him  as  the  “vidder” 
married  Tony  Weller ;  finds  he  is  not  to  be  wor¬ 
ried  into  the  grkve,  and  takes  a  shorter  mode  of 
disposing  of  him — prussic  acid — which  an  easily 
cajoled  doctor  prescribes  on  her  demand ;  sends 
for  her  former  lover,  who  has  been  awaiting  on 
the  Continent  what  should  turn  up  ;  marries  him  ; 
finds  her  step-daughter  in  the  way ;  and,  having 
grown  probably  somewhat  audacious,  is  detected 
carrj'ing  a  vial  of  prussic  acid  No.  2  into  the  step¬ 
daughter’s  room,  to  send  her  after  her  father. 
Whereupon,  self-exiled,  she  retreats  to  the  isl¬ 
and  of  Calypsa,  there  to  live  with  her  husband, 
who  has  learned  to  hate  her,  and  whom  she 
has  learned  to  hate,  and  so  to  reap  her  harvest. 
Moral. — It  is  never  safe  to  commit  more  than 
one  murder  in  a  lifetime.  The  plot  is  sufficient¬ 
ly  absurd,  the  characters  sufficiently  unnatural, 
the  scenes  sufficiently  highly  wrought,  the  whole 
story,  in  plot,  incident,  and  characters,  sufficient¬ 
ly  vivid  and  dramatic  to  make  the  book  a  sensa¬ 
tional  novel  of  the  very  first  water. — Of  The 
Lady  of  the  Ice  (D.  Appleton  and  Co.)  it  is  only 
necessary  to  say  that  it  is  by  the  author  of  the 
“Dodge  Club,”  and  has  the  rollicking  humor  and 
uproarious  fun  of  that  most  absurd  of  writers,  yet 
entertaining  withal,  Jajies  De  Mille,  an  author 
who  gives  you  a  double  laugh — one  at  the  folly  of 
the  book,  another  at  your  own  folly  in  being  in¬ 
terested  in  it. — Summer  Drift-wood  for  Winter 


EDITOE’S  LITEKAKY  EECORD. 


C23 


Fire,  by  Rose  Porter,  and  White  as  Snow,  by 
Edward  Garrett  and  Ruth  Garrett,  his  sis- 
tei’,  ai'e  of  a  class  of  books  which  it  is  hard  to 
designate.  Both  are  published  by  A.  D.  F.  Ran¬ 
dolph  ;  both  are,  in  form,  stories ;  in  fact,  em¬ 
bodiments  of  certain  types  of  Christian  truth  or 
Christian  experience.  The  first  purports  to  be 
the  diary  of  a  young  lady  who,  going  away  for  the 
season,  gathers  in  the  pages  of  her  journal  some 
drift-wood  for  the  winter  evenings.  The  love- 
story,  which  is  sad  in  its  ending,  is  subordinate 
to  the  religious  teaching,  which  is  cheerful  and 
attractive.  The  second  is  a  series  of  short  and 
simple  stories,  full  of  charming  tropes  and  figures 
and  quaint  conceits  and  truths  compressed  into 
happily  turned  sentences,  which  render  it  a  de¬ 
lightful  companion  for  a  quiet  Sunday  afternoon. 
— A  somewhat  similar  book  is  Lifting  the  Veil 
(Charles  Scribner  and  Co.),  a  pleasant  and  help¬ 
ful  tract,  much  after  the  order  of  “  Gates  Ajar.” 
Its  theology  is  of  the  evangelical  school,  but  is 
embodied  in  real  or  imaginary  experiences  that 
carry  it  to  the  heart,  and  make  it  a  consolation 
to  those  whose  Christ  is  veiled  from  them  by  some 
bitter  and  inexplicable  sorrow. 

POETRY. 

Seldom  has  there  been  left  unfinished  by  the 
death  of  an  author  solely  adequate  to  the  com¬ 
pletion  of  his  difficult  task  a  work  more  tantal¬ 
izing  in  its  incompleteness  than  Warton’s  His- 
torij  of  English  Poetrg  (G.  P.  Putnam  and  Son). 
Neither  Macaulay  nor  Buckle  was  more  excep¬ 
tionally  fitted  for  the  accomplishment  of  the  his¬ 
tories  of  politics  and  morals  they  left  forever 
fragmentary  than  was  Thomas  Warton  for  the 
kind  of  literary  history  in  which  there  has  been 
no  nearer  successor  than  the  quite  dissimilar 
work  of  Ilallam.  The  most  highly  gifted  of  a 
family  distinguished  for  its  poetical  talent,  the 
son  of  an  Oxford  professor  of  poetry,  to  whose 
chair  he  himself  succeeded,  brought  up  among 
the  precise  surroundings  needed  to  develop  his 
strongly  marked  taste  for  the  studies  of  his  life, 
with  full  command  of  the  accumulated  stores  of 
tile  libraries  of  either  university,  and  with  access 
to  many  private  collections,  there  was  wanting 
no  condition  for  success  in  the  career  in  which 
Thomas  Warton,  and  in  a  less  degree  his  broth¬ 
er  Joseph,  became  eminent.  But,  though  the 
verses  of  them  all  were  smooth,  scholarly,  pleas¬ 
ing,  with  much  elegance  of  fancy  and  refinement 
of  feeling,  neither  father  nor  sons  possessed  that 
genius  which  alone  insures  poetical  immortality  ; 
and,  although  Thomas  enjoyed  the  distinction 
of  being  the  one  poet-laureate,  during  a  long 
period,  who  was  neither  obscure  nor  ludicrously 
conspicuous,  the  preservation  of  his  family  from 
oblivion  is  due  solely  to  the  merit  of  his  critical 
writings,  and  especially  of  his  “  History  of  En¬ 
glish  Poetry.”  Dr.  Johnson,  in  one  of  the 
numerous  letters  to  Warton  which  find  place  in 
Boswell’s  “Life,”  pays  his  friend  a  very  hon¬ 
est  acknowledgment  for  the  advancement  of  the 
literature  of  their  native  country.  “You  have 
shown  to  all,”  he  says,  “  who  shall  hereafter  at¬ 
tempt  the  study  of  our  ancient  authors  the  way 
to  success,  by  directing  them  to  the  perusal  of 
the  books  which  those  authors  had  read.”  The 
compliment  is  in  allusion  to  Warton’s  edition  of 
Spenser’s  “Faery  Queen;”  but  the  method 
adopted  in  it  was  also  that  of  his  annotations 


upon  other  poems,  and  of  his  ‘  ‘  History.  ”  The 
research  exhibited  in  this  volpme  is  immense ; 
and  the  author's  industry  and  learning,  liis  fa¬ 
miliarity  with  out-of-the-way  nooks  of  poetical 
antiquarianism,  his  command  of  bibliographical 
and  biographical  details,  and  the  range  of  read¬ 
ing  displayed  in  his  collatings  of  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  English  literature  with  that  of  contem¬ 
porary  continental  Europe,  are  equaled  by  the 
just  taste  and  true  judgment  which  he  applies  to 
the  examination  of  the  writings  passed  under  re¬ 
view.  The  book  amply  redeems  its  author’s 
promise  “to  develop  the  dawnings  of  genius, 
and  to  pursue  the  progress  of  our  national  poetry 
from  a  rude  origin  and  obscure  beginnings  to  its 
perfection  in  a  polished  age.”  From  the  Nor- 
man-Saxon  period  of  the  century  succeeding  the 
Conquest,  to  the  eve  of  the  reign  of  Elizabeth, 
the  survey  of  the  growth  of  English  poetiy  is 
faithful  and  minute  without  ever  becoming  te¬ 
dious.  Several  of  those  digressions,  in  which 
the  completing  of  the  topic  in  hand  led  him  to 
disregard  the  considerations  of  chronological 
uniformity,  show  our  author's  thorough  familiar¬ 
ity  with  the  Elizabethan  writers,  and  his  strong 
appreciation  for  what  he  has  termed  “the  most 
poetical  age  cf  our  annals.”  The  loss  is  irrepar¬ 
able  ;  yet  we  have  reason  to  be  thankful  that  our 
guide  only  fails  us  when  we  have  been  conducted 
to  a  comparatively  familiar  region,  and  when 
we  have  already  received  instruction  which  is  of 
immense  assistance  to  the  literary  student,  and 
gives  to  the  ordinary  reader,  within  the  compass 
of  a  single  work,  the  essence  of  libraries  enor¬ 
mously  voluminous,  and  largely  inaccessible. 

BIOGRAPHY. 

A  REALLY  good  biography  of  Charles  Dickens, 
a  book  which  should  tell  us  something  of  his 
personal  life  and  habits,  and  which,  more  than 
that,  should  disclose  to  us  his  real  character, 
which  should  make  us  acquainted  not  with  the 
author  whom  we  know  already  so  well  and  love 
so  dearly,  but  with  the  man  whose  abhorrence 
of  interviewers  found  such  an  expression  in 
“Martin  Chuzzlewit,”  and  who  is  so  curiously 
unknown  to  his  myriad  readers,  -such  a  book 
would  be  more  than  useful — it  would  be  en¬ 
deared  to  us  all.  That  both  the  secular  and 
the  religious  press  should  have  engaged  in  such 
prolonged  and  imbittered  discussions  of  the 
great  novelist’s  religious  character  is,  after  all, 
the  greatest  compliment  that  could  have  been 
paid  to  him.  The  religious  character  of  a 
stranger  is  no  concern  of  ours,  and  to  inquire 
too  curiously  into  it  is  a  piece  of  sorry  imperti¬ 
nence.  But  what  can  concern  us  more  than 
the  religious  character  of  our  friend '? — and  it  was 
the  peculiar  character  of  Charles  Dickens’s  pen 
that  it  made  every  reader  of  his  pages  a  per¬ 
sonal  friend.  It  need  hardly  be  said  that  F.  B. 
Perkins’s  Life  of  Charles  Dickens  (G.  P.  Put¬ 
nam  and  Son)  is  not  a  work  of  this  description, 
and  will  not  satisfy  the  public  appetite  for  a 
more  personal  acquaintance  with  the  man  who 
so  nobly  fulfilled  his  own  avowed  life  purpose, 
“to  contribute  to  the  common  stock  of  health¬ 
ful  cheerfulness  and  enjoyment.”  Mr.  Perkins 
does  not  pretend  to  have  enjoyed  any  personal 
acquaintance  with  Mr.  Dickens,  or  to  have  had 
any  access  to  his  private  papers,  or  any  peculiar 
facilities  for  becoming  acquainted  with  his  per- 
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sonal  life  and  character.  E.xcept,  perhaps,  the 
mere  date  of  his  birth,  Mr.  Perkins’s  book  tells 
US  nothing  that  we  did  not  know  befoie ;  but  it 
conveniently  comprises,  in  the  compass  of  a  few 
pages,  all  that  an  assiduous  study  of  contempo¬ 
rary  criticism  could  afford.  As  a  resume  of 
what  the  newspapers  have  said  for  the  last  few 
weeks,  and  of  what  English,  and,  considering 
Mr.  Taine’s  elaborate  critique,  Erench  criticisms 
have  said  for  the  last  score  of  years,  it  is  a  very 
readable  and  entertaining  substitute  for  some¬ 
thing  better;  something  better,  too,  which  is 
happily  promised.  For  it  appears  that  Mr. 
Dickens  was  not  infrequently  pestered  while  he 
lived  by  applications  for  material  by  would-be 
biographers.  He  sheltered  himself  from  these 
applications  by  alleging  a  purpose  to  relieve 
them  from  all  such  labor  by  writing,  at  sortie 
future  time,  his  own  life— a  task  which  he  did 
nothing  more  toward  fulfilling  than  by  the  prep¬ 
aration  of  some  tolerably  full  autobiographical 
notes.  These,  it  is  said,  have  already  been 
handed  over  to  his  friend,  Mr.  John  Eorster, 
Landor’s  biographer;  and  until  the  production 
of  his  pen  appears  we  must  fain  content  our¬ 
selves  with  such  glimpses  as  are  afforded  by  less 
elaborate  attempts.  Among  those  which  have 
been  hastily  put  forth  to  catch  the  tide  of  popu¬ 
lar  interest,  the  most  satisfactory  as  a  biograph¬ 
ical  and  critical  sketch  is  a  volume  entitled, 
Charles  Dickens:  the  Story  of  his  Life  (Harper 
and  Brothers).  In  spite  of  hasty  composition 
it  is  both  interesting  and  valuable.  Without 
anv  pretense  to  fine  writing,  it  sets  forth  the 
main  facts  in  the  life  of  the  great  novelist  in  a 
pleasant  and  attractive  manner ;  and  those  who 
are  interested  in  knowing  when  his  stories  ap¬ 
peared,  and  under  what  circumstances  each  was 
written,  will  find  the  desired  information  in  these 
pages.  Sprinkled  through  the  volume  are  many 
pleasant  anecdotes  illustrative  of  Dickens’s  char¬ 
acter  and  way  of  life,  most  of  which  are  now 
printed  for  the  first  time.  The  account  of  the 
origin  of  the  “Pickwick  Papers,”  and  the  dis¬ 
pute  as  to  whether  Dickens  was  indebted  to  the 
artist  Seymour,  or  Seymour  to  Dickens,  for  the 
figure  and  character  of  the  immortal  Chairman 
of  the  Club,  is  fuller  and  more  satisfactory  than 
any  we  have  met  with  elsewhere.  The  volume 
is  adorned  with  numerous  illustrations,  including 
several  portraits  of  Dickens,  taken  at  different 
j>eriods  of  his  life,  and  views  of  the  residences 
lie  has  occupied.  It  is  altogether  a  very  inter¬ 
esting  and  attractive  work. 

On  the  whole,  however.  Harper’s  publication 
of  an  edition  of  the  Speeches,  Letters,  and  Say¬ 
ings  of  Charles  Dickens  gives  a  better  insight 
into  the  character  of  the  man  than  any  thing 
short  of  a  confidential  and  semi-autobiographical 
life  could  do.  This  volume  gathers  into  150 
pages  the  public  addresses  of  Mr.  Dickens,  rang¬ 
ing  through  a  period  of  nearly  thirty  years.  Of 
their  earnestness,  of  their  genuine  benevolence, 
of  their  cheery  humor,  of  their  occasional  sar¬ 
casm,  and  of  their  honest,  downright,  plain  An¬ 
glo-Saxon  calling  of  abuses  by  their  right  names, 
it  is  not  needful  to  speak,  since  these  character¬ 
istics  are  well  known  to  all  who  read  what  Dick¬ 
ens  wrote.  But  they  are  full,  also,  of  hints  and 
suggestions  that  tell  us  some  tilings  of  his  char¬ 
acter  and  life  which  his  books  do  not.  We  note 
that  of  the  fifty-six  speeches  reported  here,  though 


nearly  all  are  after-dinner  speeches,  made  in  the 
hour  when  men  mostly  give  themselves  up  to 
pleasant  but  meaningless  civilities  and  small 
talk,  there  is  hardly  one  to  be  found  which  has 
not  an  earnest  purpose  animating  it.  Most  of  them 
are  pleas  for  benevolent  institutions.  It  is  quite 
clear — we  need  go  no  further  than  this  volume  for 
the  evidence — that  Dickens  did  not  use  the  poor 
to  ornament  his  stories,  but  employed  his  stories 
to  cheer  and  elevate  the  poor.  The  same  voice 
that  pleads  so  eloquently  for  “Joe,”  pleads  for 
the  Hospital  for  Sick  Children  in  accents  not 
less  pathetic.  The  voice  which  tells  with  such 
inimitable  humor  the  story  of  Mr.  Vincent  Crum¬ 
mies,  manifests  sympathy  for  the  distressed  actor 
in  more  than  one  speech  for  the  Theatrical  Fund. 
The  heart  which  beat  with  such  honest  indig¬ 
nation  at  the  Yorkshire  schools,  and  scourged 
them  so  terribly  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Squeers,  in 
soberer  tones,  scarcely  less  effective,  pleads  for 
popular  education.  The  man  w’ho  dared  arouse 
all  the  indignation  of  the  Circumlocution  Oflice 
by  giving  it  a  namerit  will  carry  with  it  to  its 
grave,  dares — a  more  difficult  deed — to  face  the 
managers  of  what  he  accounts  a  mismanaged 
charity  wdth  such  w'ords  as  these:  “The  ques¬ 
tion  raised  by  the  resolution  is,  whether  this  is  a 
public  corporation  for  the  relief  of  men  of  genius 
and  learning,  or  whether  it  is  a  snug  traditional 
and  conventional  party,  bent  upon  maintaining 
its  own  usages  with  a  vast  amount  of  pride, 
upon  its  own  annual  puffery  at  costly  dinner- 
tables,  and  upon  a  course  of  expensive  toadying 
to  a  number  of  distinguished  individuals.  ”  And, 
finally,  the  man  who  seemed  to  leap  at  once  to 
his  position  as  the  foremost  novelist  of  the  age 
explains  in  two  sentences  the  secret  of  his  suc¬ 
cess  :  “  When  I  first  took  literature  as  my  pro¬ 
fession  in  England,  I  calmly  resolved  within  my¬ 
self  that,  whether  I  succeeded  or  whether  I  fail¬ 
ed,  literature  should  be  my  sole  profession”— a 
sentence  W'hich  gives  a  new  significance  to  Rich¬ 
ard  Carstone’s  unsettled  and  disastrous  life ;  a 
purpose  which,  nevertheless,  might  have  led  to 
failure  but  for  the  spirit  with  which  it  was  pros¬ 
ecuted.  “My  own  imagination  or  invention, 
such  as  it  is,  I  can  most  truthfully  assure  you, 
would  never  have  served  me  as  it  has  but  for  the 
habit  of  commonplace,  humble,  patient,  toiling, 
drudging  attention.” 

No  man’s  character  has  been  a  greater  riddle 
than  that  of  Frederick  W.  Robertson,  lie  be¬ 
longed  to  no  school,  yielded  allegiance  to  no  creed, 
owned  no  man  master.  It  is  simply  impossible  to 
comprehend  his  utterances  without  studying  the 
man.  In  hisLf/e  and  Letters  (Harper  and  Broth¬ 
ers)  is  to  be  found  the  key  to  his  otherwise  enig¬ 
matical  sermons.  Stopford  A.  Brooke’s  mem¬ 
oir  we  have  come  to  regard  as  an  almost  ideal 
book  of  its  kind — a  book  which  does  much  to  re¬ 
deem  religious  memoirs  from  the  charge  of  stu¬ 
pidity  not  unjustly  brought  against  them  as  a 
class.  It  is  a  book  we  love  to  recur  to  again  and 
again,  as  to  a  friend,  a  book  one  no  more  gets 
weary  of  than  he  would  of  Robertson  himself. 

G.'F.  Futnam  and  Son  republish  the  Life  and 
Times  of  John  Evelyn,  Esq.,  long  known  in  En¬ 
gland  as  a  classic,  and  to  the  student  of  history 
an  indispensable  companion  to  Hume,  Hallam, 
and  Macaulay.  Indeed,  from  such  a  diary  one 
may  get  a  far  more  accurate  picture  of  the  inte¬ 
rior  life  of  Great  Britain,  in  the  days  of  Crom- 
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well  and  tlie  Stuarts,  than  from  the  more  la¬ 
bored  and  pretentious  histories.  Minute  and 
photographic,  it  ranks  second  only  to  the  famous 
“Diary  and  Correspondence  of  Samuel  Pepys.” 

THEOLOGICAL  AND  KELIGIOUS. 

Dk.  John  Henry  Newman’s  Grammar  of 
Assent  (Catholic  Publication  Society)  is  one  of 
those  rare  books  which  add  something  to  the 
store  of  theological  thought.  It  is  well-nigh  im¬ 
possible  for  a  Protestant  to  comprehend  the  mind 
of  a  devout  Roman  Catholic.  The  Protestant 
demands  that  the  Romanist  prove  to  him  the 
truth  of  his  irrational  creed — transubstantiation, 
infallibility,  the  immaculate  conception.  The 
Romanist  can  not  prove  them — hardly  essays  to 
do  so.  Yet  he  is  not  dismayed,  nor  his  faith 
shaken,  by  his  inability.  He  believes  them  none 
the  less  because  they  are  incapable  of  proof.  Dr. 
Newman  explains  this  singular  characteristic  of 
the  Roman  Catholic  mind.  Conviction  and  as¬ 
sent,  he  says,  are  two  different  intellectual  acts. 
We  are  convinced  of  some  truths  by  arguments. 
We  yield  our  assent  to  others  upon  the  mere 
statement  and  showing  of  them.  Religious 
truths  are  not  to  be  proved ;  they  are  to  be  as¬ 
sented  to.  “  Of  the  two,  I  would  rather  have  to 
maintain  that  we  ought  to  begin  with  believing 
every  thing  that  is  offered  to  our  acceptance  than 
that  it  is  our  duty  to  doubt  of  every  thing.”  That 
is  the  Roman  Catholic  theory  of  faith  in  a  nut¬ 
shell.  The  CEcumenical  Council  proclaims  the 
infallibility  of  the  Pope.  The  Protestant  mind, 
listening  to  the  dogma,  at  once  asks.  Why?  But 
this  is  to  doubt ;  this  is  to  demand  conviction. 
“There  is  no  why,”  replies  the  Romanist. 
“The  creed  is  not  a  conviction.  Just  believe  ; 
believe  without  questioning,  without  a  reason.” 
This  is  faith.  What  the  mother  declares  for 
truth  the  child  assents  to.  He  does  not  doubt, 
investigate,  become  convinced.  He  assents  with¬ 
out  conviction.  So  the  race,  children  in  knowl¬ 
edge,  are  to  receive  what  the  Holy  Mother 
Church  tells  them,  assenting  without  investiga¬ 
tion,  receiving  without  questioning,  convinced 
of  nothing,  trusting  all  things.  This  is  the  basis 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  theology.  It  has  never 
received  a  clearer  or  more  admirable  statement 
than  in  the  “  Grammar  of  Assent.”  Let  us  add 
that  in  this  psychology  of  faith  there  is  so  much 
of  truth  that  the  book  is  really  a  valuable  contri¬ 
bution  to  theology,  not  merely  a  curiosity  of  lit¬ 
erature.  In  clearness  of  thought  and  perspicuity 
of  expression  it  is  admirable,  as  is  every  thing 
from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Newman. 

The  value  of  an  illustration  in  bringing  home 
a  thought  to  the  popular  mind  is  realized  by 
many  clergymen  and  other  public  teachers,  who 
are  at  a  loss  to  find  what  they  want  in  the  hour 
of  their  need.  Rev.  Elon  Foster’s  New  Cyclo¬ 
pedia  of  Illustrations  (W.  C.  Palmer,  Jun.,  and 
Co.)  is  designed  to  meet  the  want  of  such  persons. 
The  true  way  for  every  man  is  to  make  his  own 
cyclopedia.  Spurgeon  abounds  with  anecdote 
and  illustration.  “How  fertile  a  mind,”  cries 
Rev.  Dr.  Dullard  ;  “he  never  forgets  any  thing.” 
Ah !  my  dear  doctor,  he  keeps,  and  has  kept  for 
years,  a  note-book,  in  which  goes  down  every 
thought,  trope,  figure,  illustration  which  obser¬ 
vation,  experience,  or  reading  suggests.  Out  of 
this  well-stocked  granary  he  draws  his  stores. 
“  Go  to  the  ant,  thou  sluggard ;  consider  her  ways 
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and  be  wise.  ”  The  mere  jotting  down  impresses 
on  the  memory,  and  the  figure,  forgotten  for  a 
while,  returns  when  it  is  needed.  But  many  men 
are  too  lazy,  and  many  too  busy,  and  many  more 
not  forehanded  enough  for  this  ;  and  for  all  such 
Elon  Foster’s  dictionary  will  prove  a  very  useful 
book.  It  is  based,  we  judge,  though  not  avow¬ 
edly,  on  one  or  two  similar  English  compends  ; 
but  for  the  American  reader  it  is  certainly  a  great 
improvement  on  them.  If  your  minister  is  a  lit¬ 
tle  dry,  and  you  a  little  inclined  to  nod  during  the 
long  exposition  of  doctrine,  we  commend  you  to 
give  him  a  hint  by  presenting  him  a  copy  of  Elon 
Foster’s  dictionary.  If  you  are  called  on  to  make 
occasional  addresses  at  school  celebrations  or 
temperance  lodges,  and  are  at  a  loss  for  a  story, 
which  always  helps  to  enliven  an  otherwise  dull 
speech,  this  book  will  serve  you  a  very  useful  pur¬ 
pose.  Apart  from  this,  its  more  legitimate  use, 
it  is  not  dull  reading  for  the  half  hour  when  your 
mind  is  too  wearied  to  read  anything  connectedly, 
but  is  in  just  the  mood  to  glance  down  a  page, 
catching  now  a  story,  now  a  figure,  now  a  moral 
sentiment;  getting  a  taste  from  all,  making  a 
meal  of  none. 

How  to  break  up  a  family,  on  how  small  or 
great  provocation  husband  and  wife  may  separate, 
this  is  the  great  topic  of  discussion  in  American 
circles.  It  is  refreshing  to  turn  from  these  dis¬ 
putes  about  divorce  to  such  a  book  as  Life  at 
Home,  by  Dr.  William  Airman  (S.  E.  Wells), 
the  object  of  which  is  to  tell  how  the  family  may 
be  preserved  and  the  husband  and  wife  live  hap¬ 
pily  and  cheerily  together.  Without  any  pre¬ 
tense  to  being  a  great  book,  it  is,  what  is  better, 
a  very  useful  one.  Dr.  Aikman,  very  unminis- 
terially,  spends  no  time  in  discussing  theories  of 
marriage  ;  but,  assuming  the  fact,  drives  straight 
to  the  practical  question,  how  it  shall  be  made 
pure  and  happy.  It  is  a  book  of  eminent  good 
sense  and  of  still  more  eminent  good  feeling ;  and 
a  practical  regard  to  its  precepts — rather  a  prac¬ 
tical  acceptance  of  its  kind  and  loving  spirit — 
would  make  life  at  home  what  it  always  should 
be,  an  earnest  of  the  home  toward  which  we  all 
are  traveling,  and  where  our  eternal  life  of  love 
shall  be. 

MISCELLANEOHS. 

To  the  young  man  entering  upon  the  study  of 
the  law,  bewildered  and  almost  lost  in  the  extent 
and  complexity  of  the  labyrinth  before  him, 
Warren’s  Law  Studies  (John  D.  Parsons,  Jun.) 
is  much  more  than  a  mere  map  or  guide-book  in 
his  explorations.  It  gives  him  rather  the  sense 
of  the  living  presence  of  a  genial  companion, 
familiar  with  the  devious  turnings  and  returnings 
of  the  catacombs  filled  with  the  dry  hones  of  ar¬ 
bitrary  rules  and  principles  which  constitute  our 
jurisprudence.  So  far  as  any  book  can,  it  is 
well  adapted  to  supply  the  lack  of  the  living 
teacher ;  and  law  generally  is,  and  of  necessity 
must  he,  studied  under  that  disadvantage.  The 
author  has  succeeded  to  a  great  degree  in  infus¬ 
ing  his  own  personality  into  his  work,  and  this, 
with  its  earnestness  and  good  sense,  and  the 
frankness  with  which  the  results  of  his  own  ex¬ 
perience  and  observation  are  set  forth,  has  given 
it,  in  spite  of  manifest  defects  of  arrangement 
and  an  uneven  and  sometimes  faulty  style,  a  de¬ 
served  success.  The  later  English  editions  have 
been  greatly  enlarged,  the  modifications  and  ad- 
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(litions  by  the  American  editor  seem  judicious, 
and  the  book  in  its  present  form — though  much 
reduced  in  size,  and  perhaps  in  value,  by  omis¬ 
sions — will  probably  be  more  widely  useful  on 
that  account.  IMany  of  the  chapters  would  be 
as  valuable  to  other  students  as  to  the  class  to 
whom  they  are  addressed ;  and  general  readers 
will  find  the  work,  largely  illustrated  as  it  is  with 
anecdotes  and  extracts  from  the  sayings  and 
writings  of  the  great  lawyers,  superior  to  the 
gossip  in  the  ordinary  books  about  the  profes¬ 
sion.  To  the  general  public  Mr.  Warren  has 
long  been  well  known  as  an  essayist,  and  as  the 
author  of  “Ten  Thousand  a  Year”  and  “The 
Diary  of  a  Physician.” — The  very  existence  of 
such  an  organ  of  engineering,  manufacturing, 
and  building  as  The  Technologist  (which  has 
now  passed,  in  its  improved  form,  its  eighth  num¬ 
ber)  is  one  of  the  most  striking  evidences  of  the 
development  of  those  arts  from  a  merely  me- 
clianical  to  a  scientific  level.  We  know  not  how 
any  engineer  or  builder  who  means  to  achieve 
progress  in  his  profession  can  do  without  it,  and  it 
is  not  without  value  to  any  one  interested  in  the 
mechanical  progress  and  developments  of  the  age. 
— We  want  space  to  commend  as  highly  as  it  de¬ 
serves  Professor  MTlvaine’s  treatise  on  Elocu¬ 
tion  (Charles  Scribner  and  Co. ).  It  is,  indeed,  the 
only  treatise  strictly  confined  to  elocution  that  we 
ever  remember  to  have  met  with — and  our  search 
has  not  been  limited — which  raises  the  subject 
above  an  imitative  art  to  the  grade  of  a  true  sci¬ 
ence.  Professor  MTlvaiue  has,  with  success. 


traced  the  hidden  power  of  oratory  to  its  source, 
the  securing  and  maintaining  of  true  vital  rela¬ 
tions  with  the  audience  by  the  direct  action  of 
mind  on  mind ;  and  though  he  has  by  no  means 
developed  the  full  meaning  of  tliis  law,  nor  stated 
all  the  conditions  necessary  to  its  application,  nor 
measured  its  relation  to  some  indubitable  and 
very  perplexing  phenomena,  which,  because  sci¬ 
ence  can  not  explain,  it  leaves  in  the  hands  of  the 
quacks-,  nevertheless,  in  dwelling  upon  it  and  de¬ 
manding  its  recognition,  he  has  given  to  his  book 
a  dignity  which  few  treatises  on  elocution  pos¬ 
sess. — The  Gentleman's  Stable  Guide,  by  Rob¬ 
ert  M‘CLtJEE  (Porter  and  Coates),  is  a  capi¬ 
tal  treatise  on  the  stabling,  feeding,  grooming, 
and  general  management  of  horses.  No  man 
can  afford  to  leave  a  horse  wholly  to  the  care  of 
a  groom,  since  professional  groomsmen  are  rare, 
and  conscientious  groomsmen  are  still  rarer ;  and 
we  know  of  no  other  treatise  on  this  subject  in  which 
may  be  found  so  much  of  practical  information 
condensed  into  so  small  a  number  of  pages. — 
We  are  not  a  connoisseur  in  pigs.  We  have  no 
penchant  for  them,  dead  or  alive.  Of  Harris  on 
the  Pig  (Orange  Judd  and  Co.)  we  can  say,  for 
the  benefit  of  our  agricultural  readers,  that  it 
covers  the  whole  ground  of  the  breeding,  feed¬ 
ing,  housing,  and  rearing  of  that  unpleasant  ani¬ 
mal,  and  that  an  agricultural  friend,  who  has 
familiar  acquaintance  with  piggy’s  ways  and 
wants,  assures  us,  after  a  careful  examination, 
that  we  can  cordially  recommend  it  as  an  admi¬ 
rable  practical  treatise. 
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OCCURRENCE  OP  MARINE  FORMS  OF  ANIMALS 
IN  THE  GREAT  LAKES. 

UCH  interest  was  excited  some  years  ago 
by  the  discovery,  in  the  deep  waters  of 
Lake  Ontario,  of  a  new  genus  of  cottoid  fishes 
{Triglopsis)  of  a  purely  marine  type,  and  only 
known  from  being  found  in  the  stomachs  of  the 
lake  trout  and  ling.  Within  a  very  recent  pe¬ 
riod  some  dredgings  prosecuted  in  the  deep  wa¬ 
ters  of  Lake  Michigan,  off  Racine,  byDrs.  Stimp- 
son  and  Hoy,  have  resulted  in  the  discovery  of 
a  new  crustacean  allied  to  Arctic  marine  forms, 
and  furnishing  a  parallel  to  the  similar  occur¬ 
rence  of  a  marine  type  {Mysis)  in  the  depths  of 
Lakes  Wenner  and  Wetter,  of  Sweden.  These 
lakes  are  believed  to  have  been  formerly  arms 
of  the  sea,  but  cut  off  by  the  gradual  upheaval 
of  the  coast,  since  which  the  water  has  been 
clianged  from  salt  to  fresh,  but  still  retaining 
some  of  its  original  inhabitants,  as  the  My  sis  in 
question.  How  far  the  same  change  is  to  be  in¬ 
ferred  for  our  own  lakes,  and  whether,  as  in  the 
Swedish  lakes  mentioned,  the  deepest  water  is 
still  salt,  remains  to  be  decided ;  but  there  is  no 
question  that  a  thorough  exploration  of  the  deep¬ 
est  parts  in  the  entire  chain  will  result  in  discov¬ 
eries  of  the  greatest  interest. 

GERMINATION  OP  SEEDS. 

Some  curious  statements  have  recently  been 
published  in  regard  to  the  extent  to  which  the 
germination  of  seeds  can  be  facilitated  by  chem¬ 
ical  agencies,  especially  by  ammonia  and  oxalic 


acid.  By  placing  them  in  a  solution  of  the  lat¬ 
ter  substance,  they  will  begin  to  germinate  with¬ 
in  one  or  two  days,  even  after  having  been  kept 
for  forty  years,  and  are  then  to  be  planted  out 
in  the  usual  way.  Coffee  seeds,  which  are  pro¬ 
verbially  hard  to  start,  are  best  forwarded  by  plac¬ 
ing  in  a  covered  vessel,  containing  equal  parts 
of  water  and  of  spirits  of  sal  ammoniac,  at  the 
ordinary  temperature.  At  the  end  of  twelve 
hours  the  roots  will  be  found  to  have  started, 
and  even  the  young  leaves  can  be  discovered  by 
careful  inspection.  In  1834  wheat  w'as  exhib¬ 
ited  to  the  German  Scientific  Association,  raised 
from  seed  found  in  an  Egyptian  tomb,  2000  to 
2500  years  old.  This  had  been  soaked  for  a 
considerable  time  in  fatty  oil  before  planting. 

CLEANING  KID  GLOVES. 

However  well  adapted  benzine  is  to  the  clean¬ 
ing  of  kid  gloves,  certain  precautions  are  neces¬ 
sary  to  insure  entire  success.  These  consist 
mainly  in  not  rubbing  the  gloves  with  the  ben¬ 
zine,  but  immersing  them  in  a  glass  vessel,  so 
that  the  benzine  stands  above  them.  The  gloves 
are  then  to  be  removed  ;  and,  after  being  well 
squeezed,  hung  over  a  line  to  dry  in  a  strong  cur¬ 
rent  of  air ;  and  when  the  smell  of  the  benzine  is 
removed  as  much  as  possible,  the  gloves  are  laid 
upon  a  glass  plate,  placed  over  a  vessel  filled 
with  boiling  water,  and  another  plate  laid  over 
this,  but  so  as  not  to  touch  the  gloves.  The 
heat  of  the  boiling  water  drives  out  the  remain¬ 
der  of  the  benzine,  and  removes  all  the  smell 
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of  it  from  the  gloves.  These  are  then  to  be 
stretched  and  shaped  by  means  of  the  ordinary 
glove-stretchers.  It  will  be  understood  that 
great  care  must  be  taken  not  to  bring  any  fire 
or  lighted  lamp  too  near  the  scene  of  opera¬ 
tions. 

HORSE-TOOTH  COEN. 

A  variety  of  Indian  corn  cfflled  the  carragua, 
or  horse-tooth  corn,  has  been  lately  introduced 
into  France  from  Nicaragua,  which  is  asserted 
to  be  superior  in  many  respects  to  those  already 
known  to  agriculturists.  The  point  of  excellence 
in  this  corn  consists  in  its  availability  as  a  fodder 
plant — the  yield  per  acre  being  nearly  four  times 
as  great  as  that  of  the  ordinary  varieties — and 
its  cultivation  for  this  purpose  alone  is  highly 
recommended.  It  attains  a  height  of  from 
twelve  to  eighteen  feet,  and,  when  fully  grown, 
the  stalks  are  so  stout  that  they  require  to  be 
divided  longitudinally  before  they  can  be  fed  to 
cattle.  The  yield  of  grain  is  said  to  be  from 
one-fourth  to  one-half  greater  than  that  of  com¬ 
mon  corn  ;  but  it  produces  more  bran  in  propor¬ 
tion,  and  less  starchy  matter,  which,  however,  is 
of  unusual  whiteness.  The  principal  objections 
to  this  corn  are  the  length  of  time  required  for  it 
to  reach  maturity,  and  the  necessity  of  a  very 
rich,  fertile  soil,  with  plenty  of  moisture,  for  its 
successful  cultivation.  Where  these  conditions 
can  be  combined,  and  the  season  is  long  enough 
to  permit  the  crop  to  mature,  as  in  the  Southern 
and  Western  States,  it  is  probable  that  its  culti¬ 
vation  might  be  profitably  introduced  into  the 
United  States. 

EXHALATION  OF  AMMONIA  BY  MUSHROOMS. 

It  has  recently  been  ascertained  that  growing 
mushrooms  of  various  kinds  give  off  a  measure- 
able  quantity  of  ammoniacal  gas  in  a  normal  con¬ 
dition.  This  exhalation  seems  to  be  a  continued 
function,  acting  in  all  stages  of  growth,  and  de¬ 
pending  simply  upon  the  chemical  action  of  the 
elementary  organs,  and  not  proportional  to  the 
weight  of  the  plant. 

SELENIUM  IN  COMMERCIAL  COPPER. 

The  occurrence  of  selenium  in  various  forms 
of  the  copper  of  commerce  is  a  fact  not  without 
its  interest  to  the  chemist.  It  may  be  shown  by 
oxydizing  the  metal  in  a  muffle -furnace,  and 
bringing  the  oxide  thus  formed,  after  placing  it 
in  a  glass  retort,  to  a  red  heat  in  a  current  of 
dry  and  pure  air.  After  a  time,  if  selenium  be 
present,  there  will  be  seen  near  the  end  of  the  tube 
a  white  volatile  crystalline  ring  of  selenic  acid, 
forming  a  mass  of  transparent,  elongated,  and 
homogeneous  crystals.  With  reducing  agents, 
such  as  hot  hydrogen,  or  moist  sulphuric  acid  at 
the  ordinary  temperature,  the  white  ring  is  trans¬ 
formed  into  a  red  ring,  possessing  all  the  char¬ 
acteristics  of  selenium. 

CANINE  MADNESS. 

An  elaborate  memoir  has  recently  been  pre¬ 
sented  to  the  Academy  of  Sciences  in  Paris  by 
M.  Bouley  upon  the  statistics  and  method  of 
cure  of  canine  rabies ;  and  its  general  conclu¬ 
sions  may  be  summed  up  in  the  following  prop¬ 
ositions  :  Eirst,  that  by  having  resort  to  cauter¬ 
ization  by  fire,  with  the  least  possible  delay  after 
the  bite  occurs,  injurious  or  fatal  results  may  be 


almost  entirely  obviated ;  and  in  default  of  the 
immediate  application  by  fire,  certain  other  pre¬ 
ventive  applications  will  also  have  a  beneficial 
efiect.  Second,  that  it  is  possible  to  diminish, 
in  a  very  great  degree,  the  disasters  caused  by 
the  bite  of  a  mad  dog  by  applying  with  great 
strictness  against  dogs  known  to  be,  or  suspected 
of  being,  infected,  the  sanitary  measure  of  se¬ 
clusion,  prolonged  for  at  least  eight  months,  in 
preference  to  killing  them  at  once. 

COMMENSALISM. 

It  is  very  easy  to  show  that  life  on  the  surface 
of  our  globe  does  not  consist  of  an  accumulation 
of  isolated  objects,  but  that  there  is  a  definite 
relationship  between  one  form  and  another  of 
the  plant  or  animal ;  so  that  the  existence  of 
the  one  is  involved  in  that  of  the  other.  We  are 
all  familiar  with  the  fact  that  the  occurrence,  in 
a  given  region,  of  certain  insects  can  ahvays  be 
predicated  on  the  existence  of  certain  plants,  and 
vice  versa;  the  insect  feeding  on  the  plant,  or 
the  plant  depending  on  the  insect  for  the  proper 
fertilization  of  its  flowers.  A  similar  relation¬ 
ship  exists  between  certain  animals,  the  one  be¬ 
ing  dependent  on  the  other  for  food,  or  for  some 
equally  necessary  assistance. 

A  still  different  kind  of  association  between 
animals  is  that  which  has  lately  been  described 
by  Professor  Van  Beneden  as  commensalism,  or 
that  of  being  fellow-boarders  at  a  common  table, 
the  one  not  interfering  wdth  or  injuring  the  other 
in  the  slightest  degree.  This  able  naturalist  has 
lately  published  a  memoir  on  this  subject,  in 
which  he  classifies  the  different  kinds  of  associ¬ 
ates:  first,  as  “PreeEellow-Boarders,”and  sec¬ 
ond,  as  “Fixed  Fellow-Boarders.”  Illustrations 
of  the  free  fellow-boarders  are  found  in  the  case 
of  a  fish  which  makes  its  abode  in  the  body  of 
the  holothuria,  a  radiated  animal,  looking  not 
unlike  a  prickly  cucumber.  This  fish  often  has 
as  fellow-inhabitants  of  its  house  different  kinds 
of  crabs,  which  seem  to  thrive  upon  the  same 
kind  of  food  which  is  taken  into  the  body  of  its 
host.  In  another  instance  a  certain  fish  lives  in 
association  with  the  star-fish;  while  in  Brazil 
a  fish  of  the  siluroid  family  furnishes  a  lodgment 
in  its  mouth  for  certain  small  fishes,  formerly 
supposed  to  be  its  young,  but  now  known  to  be 
entirely  distinct.  The  occurrence  of  little  fish 
in  the  body  of  the  sea-anemone  has  lately  been 
brought  to  notice  by  Dr.  Collingwood  ;  and  the 
interior  of  certain  jelly-fish  is  similarly  inliabited 
by  small  fish  of  another  species. 

Another  instance  of  a  like  character,  with 
which  we  are  all  familiar,  is  that  of  the  small 
crab  found  in  the  oyster,  and  w'hich  is  not  met 
with  under  any  other  circumstances.  On  the 
coast  of  Peru  there  is  a  small  crab  found  in  the 
anus  of  the  sea-urchin,  while  still  another  species 
inhabits  the  thick  branches  of  the  coral,  and  is 
sometimes  completely  inclosed  in  them,  so  as  to 
be  unable  to  escape.  The  hermit  crab,  tvhich, 
as  most  of  us  know,  depends  entirely  for  the  pro¬ 
tection  of  its  soft  body  upon  the  shelter  of  a  dead 
shell,  has  with  it  very  frequently  a  small  worm, 
the  two  living  together  in  perfect  harmony. 
Many  other  instances  of  a  similar  sort  are  men¬ 
tioned  in  the  memoir  of  Professor  Van  Beneden, 
and  they  may  be  increased  almost  indefinitely, 
the  current  researches  on  the  part  of  naturalists 
continually  bringing  to  light  additional  cases. 
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Among  the  fixed  fellow-boarders  may  be  men¬ 
tioned  the  barnacles,  a  form  of  Crustacea  inhab¬ 
iting  the  bodies  of  whales  of  different  species, 
and  each  species  of  the  latter  having  generally 
its  characteristic  form.  Sharks,  tortoises,  and 
various  forms  of  invertebrates  are  also  similarly 
favored.  The  Remora,  or  sucking-fish,  also  be¬ 
longs  in  this  category,  being  usually  found  at¬ 
tached  to  the  body  of  some  larger  animal,  and 
is  not  unfrequently  made  use  of  on  the  coast  of 
Mozambique  for  the  capture  of  sea -turtles,  a 
string  being  fastened  around  its  tail,  and  the  ani¬ 
mal  directed  toward  the  turtle ;  when  the  remora 
has  fastened  upon  it,  the  two  are  drawn  in  to¬ 
gether. 

PETRIFACTION  OP  TISSUES. 

Many  of  our  readers  have  heard  of  the  re¬ 
markable  process  of  petrifaction  discovered  by 
Signor  Segato  of  Florence,  by  which  a  stony 
hardness  was  imparted  to  the  muscles  and  vis¬ 
cera  and  other  parts  of  the  body  without  appar¬ 
ently  altering  the  shape  and  color  of  the  original. 
These  specimens,  as  ground  down  and  made 
into  Mosaic  tables,  and  other  objects,  have  long 
been  the  wonder  of  visitors  to  that  city.  The 
process  was  kept  a  secret  by  its  inventor,  and 
its  details  died  with  him.  Many  attempts  have 
since  then  been  made  to  accomplish  a  similar 
object,  but  entirely  in  vain ;  until  lately,  Messrs. 
Tarchiani  and  Billi,  of  Florence,  have  succeeded 
in  discovering,  if  not  the  same  process  over 
again,  at  least  one  equally  efficient.  By  it  they 
now  prepare  entire  animals,  such  as  cats,  dogs, 
and  birds,  with  the  hair,  feathers,  and  all  parts 
kept  in  tlieir  natural  condition,  and  perfectly 
indestructible. 

The  objects  to  be  preserved  are  placed  in  a 
bath  containing  the  necessary  ingredients,  which 
are  said  to  be  moderate  in  price  and  simple  in 
application ;  and  the  same  solution  may  be  used 
over  and  over  again  for  a  number  of  different 
operations.  The  details  of  the  preparation  are 
still  kept  a  secret,  although  it  is  probable  that 
it  will  not  be  long  before  they  are  revealed.  An 
analogous  process  has  been  applied  by  the  same 
gentlemen  for  the  preservation  of  meat  and  poul¬ 
try  for  exportation  as  food,  and  which,  after  be¬ 
ing  treated,  were  found,  after  a  lapse  of  six 
months,  to  be  perfectly  sound,  exhibiting  the 
same  appearance  as  if  kept  in  pickle,  with  a  nat¬ 
ural  color  and  an  entire  absence  of  odor. 

DETECTION  OP  BRAIN  DISEASES. 

In  a  recent  communication  to  the  Academy 
of  Science,  M.  Lieuville  endeavors  to  show  that 
the  pathological  modifications  in  the  vessels  of 
the  brain  —  aneurisms,  for  instance  —  may  be 
detected  by  the  observation  of  corresponding 
changes  in  the  retina.  These  latter  are  observed 
by  means  of  the  ophthalmoscope,  an  instrument 
consisting  of  a  concave  mirror,  which  reflects 
light  through  the  pupil  into  the  cavity  of  the 
eye,  and  is  perforated  by  a  central  aperture, 
through  which  the  observer  makes  his  examina¬ 
tion,  either  with  or  without  the  aid  of  a  lens  in¬ 
terposed.  This  instrument,  it  will  be  remember¬ 
ed,  has  attained  considerable  prominence  during 
the  present  year,  in  consequence  of  its  use  by 
Dr.  Hammond  and  other  experienced  physiolo¬ 
gists  of  New  York  in  preparing  evidence  to  be 
used  in  the  trial  of  several  persons  for  murder. 


in  which  the  defense  consisted  in  the  plea  of  in¬ 
sanity. 

According  to  the  statements  made  as  the  re¬ 
sult  of  opthalmoscopic  observations  of  the  retina, 
they  can  be  used  advantageously  in  determining 
many  conditions  of  the  brain — such  as  conges¬ 
tion,  softening,  tumors,  etc. 

TRANSMISSION  OF  NERVE  FORCE. 

According  to  Dr.  Place,  of  Leyden,  the  rate 
of  transmission  of  nerve  force  along  the  motor 
nerves  in  man  may  be  estimated  at  about  180 
feet  per  second. 

CHEMICAL  INTENSITY  OP  TOTAL  DAYLIGHT. 

According  to  Professor  Roscoe,  the  mean 
chemical  intensity  of  total  daylight  for  the  hours 
equidistant  from  noon  is  constant ;  and  although 
the  chemical  intensity  for  the  same  latitude,  at 
different  places,  and  at  different  times  in  the 
year,  varies  according  to  the  difference  in  the 
transparency,  yet  the  relation  at  the  same  place 
between  the  altitude  and  intensity  is  always  rep¬ 
resented  by  a  straight  line. 

NEW  LINK  BETWEEN  REPTILES  AND  BIRDS. 

The  gap  existing  between  the  reptiles  and  the 
birds  of  modern  times,  as  already  remarked  in 
these  columns,  is  being  rapidly  bridged  over  by 
the  discovery  of  fossil  forms  that  serve  as  inter¬ 
mediate  links.  The  latest  announcement  of  this 
kind  relates  to  a  skull  obtained  in  a  coal  mine  in 
Germany,  of  the  upper  cretaceous  period.  While 
possessing  reptilian  characters,  it  is  said  that  the 
convexity  of  the  occiput  and  its  gentle  passage 
into  the  roof  of  the  skull,  together  with  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  a  transverse  ridge  in  the  occipital  region, 
the  absence  of  sutures,  the  globular  form  of  the 
condyle,  and  some  other  peculiarities,  show  a 
very  intimate  approach  to  the  birds.  The  new 
genus,  which  may  indeed  become  the  type  of  an 
order,  has  been  named  Struthiosaurus. 

INFLUENCE  OP  CEREBRAL  AND  MUSCULAR 
ACTION  ON  THE  URINE. 

Some  curious  experiments  have  lately  been 
made  by  Dr.  Byasson  in  regard  to  the  relation¬ 
ship  between  cerebral  action  and  muscular  move¬ 
ment  and  the  composition  of  the  urine.  An  ex¬ 
periment,  prosecuted  for  many  days,  during  which 
the  amount  and  character  of  the  food  was  care¬ 
fully  regulated,  and  all  extraneous  influences  held 
in  abeyance,  showed  that  during  the  time  when 
the  brain  was  exercised  in  study,  the  body  being 
kept  quiet,  the  principal  constituents  of  the  urine 
were  urea,  phosphates,  and  alkaline  sulphates ; 
and,  on  the  other  hand,  when  the  muscles  were 
kept  in  constant  action,  the  brain  being  quiet, 
the  products  were  urea,  uric  acid,  and  the  chlo¬ 
ride  of  sodium.  From  these  facts  our  author 
concludes  that  the  occupation  of  an  individual, 
whether  mental  or  physical,  during  a  given  pe¬ 
riod,  can  be  determined  by  an  examination  of 
the  urine,  and  the  relative  percentage  of  the  two 
modes  of  exercise  ascertained  by  a  similar  test. 

The  experiments  in  cuiestion  are  still  in  prog¬ 
ress,  and  the  final  conclusions  to  be  arrived  at 
will  be  looked  for  with  much  interest.  The 
physiological  deductions  to  be  made  from  them 
may  also  be  of  the  highest  importance,  in  fur¬ 
nishing  hints  as  to  the  supply  of  material  to  com¬ 
pensate  for  the  waste  of  the  animal  economy. 
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BLUE  COLOR  OB’  THE  SKY. 

According  to  a  recent  writer,  the  color  of  blue 
in  the  sky  and  in  the  landscape  is  simply  the  re¬ 
sult,  in  the  former,  of  the  darkness  of  space  as 
seen  through  the  white  light  contained  in  the 
atmosphere ;  and,  in  the  latter,  of  the  dark  and 
distant  portions  of  the  landscape  as  seen  through 
the  interposed  medium  of  the  air  filled  with  white 
light.  The  color  of  aerial  blue  is  thus  due  in  both 
cases  to  the  same  cause,  namely,  a  dark  body  neu¬ 
tralized,  as  to  its  darkness,  by  being  seen  through 
a  white  and  transparent  medium. 

METHOD  OF  COVERING  A  BANK  OF  EARTH 
WITH  GRASS. 

To  cover  a  steep  hank  quickly  with  grass  the 
following  method  is  recommended  by  a  German 
horticultural  association.  For  each  square  rod  to 
be  planted  take  half  a  pound  of  lawn  grass  seed, 
and  mix  it  intimately  and  thoroughly  with  about 
six  square  feet  of  good  dry  garden  earth  and  loam. 
This  is  placed  in  a  tub,  and  to  it  liquid  manure, 
diluted  with  about  two-thirds  of  water,  is  added, 
and  well  stirred  in,  so  as  to  bring  the  whole  to 
the  consistency  of  mortar.  The  slope  is  to  he 
cleaned  off  and  made  perfectly  smooth,  and  then 
well  watered,  after  which  the  paste  just  men¬ 
tioned  is  to  be  applied  with  a  trowel,  and  made 
as  even  and  thin  as  possible.  Should  it  crack 
by  exposure  to  the  air,  it  is  to  he  again  watered 
and  smoothed  up  day  by  day,  until  the  grass  makes 
its  appearance,  which  will  be  in  eight  or  fourteen 
days,  and  the  whole  declivity  will  soon  he  cov¬ 
ered  by  a  close  carpet  of  green. 

COLOR  OF  LARVAL  SALAMANDERS. 

Much  interest  was  excited  some  years  since  by 
the  result  of  certain  experiments  instituted  in 
Paris  upon  the  larva  of  a  Mexican  salamander, 
which  laid  eggs  while  still  in  the  immature  con¬ 
dition,  these  eggs  hatching  out  in  the  water,  and 
ultimately  developing  into  the  perfec£  salaman¬ 
der  form.  The  progeny  of  this  salamander  tad¬ 
pole  has  been  distributed  since  that  time  over 
Europe,  and  there  are  few  collections  of  any  im¬ 
portance  without  specimens,  either  in  alcohol  or 
living.  In  experiments  upon  breeding  these  sal¬ 
amanders  it  was  found  that  when  reared  under 
orange-colored  glass  they  were  bleached  exactly 
as  if  they  had  been  kept  in  the  dark — this  ap¬ 
pearance  (due  to  the  absence  of  pigment  in  the 
cellules  of  the  skin)  contrasting  very  remarkably 
with  the  dark  gray  tint  of  those  reared  in  vessels 
of  transparent  glass.  The  bleaching  in  question 
is  supposed  to  be  due  to  the  absence  of  blue,  vio¬ 
let,  and  ultra  violet  rays  of  the  spectrum,  which 
are  absorbed  in  passing  through  the  glass. 

EXTRACTION  OF  SUGAR  FROM  MOLASSES. 

The  attention  of  a  French  chemist  was  drawn 
to.  the  fact  that,  after  extracting,  all  the  sugar 
easily  obtainable  from  beet  juice,  there  was  still 
left  in  the  molasses  50  per  cent,  of  its  weight 
of  sugar  that  could  not  readily  be  secured.  He 
has  now  published  as  the  result  of  careful  experi¬ 
ment,  and  applicable  to  any  kind  of  molasses, 
the  simple  process  by  which  70  per  cent,  of  the 
remaining  sugar  can  be  obtained  in  a  perfectly 
pure  state.  Alcohol  of  85  per  cent.,  mixed  with 
5  per  cent,  of  monohydrated  sulphuric  acid,  is 
to  be  added  to  the  molasses,  and  all  shaken  well 
together.  The  hquid  is  then  to  be  filtered,  and 


additional  alcohol  of  95  per  cent,  is  to  be  added. 
The  sugar  is  now  taken  up  by  the  stronger  alco¬ 
hol  and  retained  in  a  state  of  so-called  supersat¬ 
uration,  and  would  remain  so  for  a  long  time, 
with  but  a  slight  deposit  in  a  crystalline  form. 
By  adding  a  small  quantity  of  powdered  sugar, 
however,  to  the  mass,  the  other  sugar  will  be 
rapidly  deposited  with  the  new,  and  in  a  perfect¬ 
ly  pure  state,  to  be  washed  and  freed  from  the 
alcohol  in  the  ordinary  way. 

The  advantages  claimed  for  this  process  are : 
first,  the  extraction  of  35  per  cent,  of  the  weight 
of  the  molasses  in  sugar ;  second,  the  obtaining 
of  the  pure  sugar  directly,  without  the  necessity 
of  various  coiriplicated  processes  ;  and  third,  the 
almost  total  suppression  of  the  use  of  animal 
black  in  sugar  refineries.  The  scientific  theory 
of  the  process  need  not  be  given  here,  the  state¬ 
ment  of  the  facts  and  results  being  sufficient  for 
our  present  purpose. 

DEVELOPMENT  OF  HEAT  BY  NERVE  ACTION. 

According  to  Professor  Schiff,  the  excitation  of 
one  of  the  higher  senses  under  favorable  condi¬ 
tions — that  is,  if  it  reaches  the  cerebrum — pro¬ 
duces  an  elevation  of  the  temperature  in  the  lat¬ 
ter  region,  the  facts  being  determined  by  the 
arrangement  of  properly  constructed  thermo¬ 
electric  needles.  It  is  also  stated  that  when  the 
nerves  of  animals,  after  being  at  rest  or  narco¬ 
tized,  are  suddenly  roused  and  put  into  activity, 
they  produce  a  very  sensible  effect  upon  the  gal¬ 
vanometer.  Another  conclusion  from  the  ex¬ 
periments  of  this  author  is  that  the  life  of  the 
brain  does  not  cease  immediately  after  the  ces¬ 
sation  of  the  circulation,  since,  when  in  animals 
poisoned  with  the  woorara  the  sensory  nerves 
were  irritated  after  the  movement  of  the  heart 
had  stopped,  the  temperature  of  one  of  the  hem¬ 
ispheres  of  the  brain  still  continued  to  rise  as  be¬ 
fore,  though  unquestionably  to  a  less  extent. 
The  elevation  was  dhserved  to  occur  for  as  many 
as  twelve  minutes  after  the  entire  cessation  of 
the  beating  of  the  heart. 

IDENTITY  OP  BETjUN  AND  OXYNEURIN. 

According  to  a  German  physiologist,  a  sub¬ 
stance  found  in  the  sap  of  the  beet,  called  be- 
tain,  is  identical  with  the  oxyneurin,  a  product 
of  the  excitation  of  the  neurin  of  the  brain.  It 
is  also  said  that  in  plants  of  the  turnip  tribe  a 
substance  occurs  of  the  same  comphcated  com¬ 
position  as  the  protogen  of  the  brain,  and  that 
these  elements  split  up  naturally,  in  the  same 
manner  as  they  do  when  decomposed  artificial¬ 
ly,  and  in  both  cases  phosphoric  acid,  sugar,  and 
nitrogenous  substances  like  neurin  and  oxyneu¬ 
rin,  result  from  the  process. 

DECORATIVE  PAINTING. 

A  new  method  of  applying  paint  in  houses  has 
recently  been  introduced  into  Paris,  by  which  the 
disagreeable  smell  attendant  upon  freshly  painted 
surfaces  may  be  entirely  escaped.  This  consists 
in  applying  the  paint  in  the  shop  first  upon  tin- 
foil,  which  is  spread  upon  damp  glass  and  treat¬ 
ed  exactly  as  if  it  were  a  surface  to  be  coated. 
As  many  coats  are  given  of  such  tints  as  may  be 
desired,  and  when  perfectly  dry  the  foil  with  its 
paint  is  removed  from  the  glass,  rolled  up  upon 
a  roller,  and  carried  to  the  building  where  it  is 
to  be  used.  A  water-proof  mixture  is  first  ap- 
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plied  to  the  wall  or  surface  to  be  coated,  and 
then  the  painted  foil  is  put  on  as  if  it  were  wall¬ 
paper.  The  flexibility  of  the  foil  permits  its  ap¬ 
plication,  even  to  surfaces  of  an  irregular  charac¬ 
ter  j  and  it  may  be  so  skillfully  done  that  it  is 
difficult  to  realize  that  the  paint  was  not  put  on 
coat  by  coat,  as  in  common  painting.  Gilding 
may  be  effected  in  the  same  manner  by  first  ap¬ 
plying  the  gilt  leaf  to  the  tin-foil,  and  then  fasten¬ 
ing  this  to  the  surface  desired.  The  advantage 
of  this  method  of  tin  gilding  consists  in  the  fact 
that  it  does  not  so  easily  become  tarnished  as 
the  ordinary  gilding. 

COMPOUNDS  OF  GELATINE  AND  GLYCERINE. 

An  English  journal  mentions  certain  proper¬ 
ties  of  the  compound  of  these  substances  as  of 
much  importance  in  the  arts.  It  solidifies  on 
cooling,  and  then  forms  a  tough,  elastic  sub¬ 
stance,  having  much  the  appearance  and  char¬ 
acteristics  of  India  rubber.  If  a  corked  bottle 
have  its  upper  end  dipped  into  the  melted  com¬ 
position  several  times,  allowing  each  new  coat¬ 
ing  to  dry  before  repeating  the  operation,  the 
stopper  will  be  sealed  almost  hermetically.  It 
may  be  further  stated  that  the  two  substances 
united  form  a  mixture  entirely  and  absolutely 
insoluble  in  petroleum  or  benzine,  and  that  the 
great  problem  of  making  casks  impervious  to 
these  fluids  is  at  once  solved  by  brushing  or 
painting  them  on  the  inside  with  the  compound. 
This  is  also  used  for  printers’  rollers  and  for  buf¬ 
fers  of  stamps,  as  benzine  or  petroleum  will  clean 
them  when  dirty  in  the  most  perfect  manner  and 
in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time.  All  these 
applications  have,  we  believe,  been  made  the  sub¬ 
ject  of  patents.  Water  must  not  be  used  with 
the  compound,  except  as  a  passing  application. 

CAUSE  OP  VARIEGATION  OP  LEAVES. 

According  to  Mr.  Morren  the  difference  in  the 
color  of  the  leaves  of  the  variegated  plants,  which 
form  so  ornamental  a  feature  of  our  green-houses, 
is  due  to  a  disease  which  is  at  once  contagious 
and  capable  of  being  transmitted  from  one  spe¬ 
cies  of  plants  to  another,  by  a  kind  of  inocula¬ 
tion.  He  considers  that  the  alteration  of  the 
chlorophyl  (which  he  compares  to  the  red  glob¬ 
ules  of  the  blood),  or  green  coloring  matter,  gives 
rise  to  variegated  leaves,  which  consist  of  a  mix¬ 
ture  of  green  parts  with  others  more  or  less  yel¬ 
low.  If  the  discoloration  is  general  it  produces 
death.  Among  the  higher  orders  of  plants  only 
those  which  are  parasitic  can  exist  when  entirely 
deprived  of  chlorophyl.  Variegation  is  a  sign 
of  organic  disease ;  the  discolored  or  vai'iegated 
portions  of  the  leaf  have  lost  their  power  of  re¬ 
ducing  the  carbonic  acid  of  the  atmosphere ;  the 
plants  are  generally  weaker,  smaller,  their  flow¬ 
ers  and  fruit  much  poorer,  and  their  power  of 
resisting  cold  diminished.  Variegation  can  be 
propagated  by  means  of  layers,  buds,  or  grafts, 
showing  that  the  buds  themselves  are  infected. 
The  seeds,  however,  from  variegated  individuals 
usually  produce  normal  and  healthy  plants. 

TIN  CANS. 

Every  one  knows  the  difficulty  experienced  in 
ordinary  domestic  economy  of  opening  or  un¬ 
sealing  the  soldered  tin  vessels  containing  canned 
or  preserved  fruits,  meats,  etc.  The  suggestion 
has  been  made  of  using  fusible  cement,  instead 


of  the  ordinary  solder,  which,  while  sufficiently 
tenacious  at  ordinary  temperatures,  will  readily 
yield  to  the  heat  of  boiling  water  poured  upon  it. 
An  additional  advantage  of  this  method  would 
be  that  any  one  could  fasten  up  a  can  filled  with 
the  substance  to  be  preserved  without  the  aid  of 
a  tinner  or  his  soldering  irons. 

SPECTROSCOPIC  EXAMINATION  OF  CANDLE- 
FLAME. 

Mr.  Lockyer  has  lately  shown  that  phenomena 
observed  by  his  new  method  of  spectroscopic 
observation  in  the  sun  may  be  produced  in  the 
common  candle-flame,  care  being  taken  to  ex¬ 
amine  the  flame,  as  Mr.  Lockyer  examines  the 
sun  itself,  namely,  by  means  of  its  image  thrown 
on  the  slit  of  the  spectroscope.  In  this  way  the 
existence  of  an  outer  layer  of  sodium  vapor,  oft¬ 
en  invisible  to  the  unassisted  eye,  is  shown,  which 
gives  a  bright  line  outside  of  the  spectrum  of  the 
candle,  in  the  same  way  that  the  red  flames  give 
a  spectrum  of  bright  lines  outside  that  of  the 
sun’s  photosphere.  Inside  of  this  sodium  layer 
is  another  layer  of  carbon  vapor ;  and  by  imita¬ 
ting  a  storm  in  the  sun  by  means  of  a  blowpipe, 
mixing  the  white-light-giving  substance  of  the 
candle  with  the  outer  layers,  the  phenomena  of  a 
solar  storm  were  almost  absolutely  reproduced, 
sodium  being  substituted  for  hydrogen  of  the  red 
flame,  and  the  carbon  vapor  for  the  lower  lying 
sodium  and  magnesium  vapors  in  the  sun’s  at¬ 
mosphere.  Mr.  Lockyer  has  also  shown  that  the 
phenomena  have  a  distinct  bearing  on  those  of 
the  sun’s  atmosphere. 

HEAD  LETTUCE. 

It  is  said  that  heads  of  lettuce  can  be  produced 
in  winter  in  from  twenty- four  to  forty- eight 
hours  by  taking  a  box  filled  with  rich  earth,  in 
which  one-third  part  of  slacked  lime  has  been 
mixed,  and  watering  the  earth  with  lukewarm 
water;  then  taking  seed  which  has  been  pre¬ 
viously  softened  by  soaking  in  strong  brandy 
twenty-four  hours,  and  sowing  in  the  usual  way. 
We  are  assured,  but  will  not  vouch  for  the  fact, 
that  a  good-sized  head  of  lettuce  may  be  obtain¬ 
ed  in  the  time  mentioned. 

COUNTER-PRESSLTRE  STEAM-BRAKE  FOR 
LOCOMOTIVES. 

The  engineering  journals  of  America  and  Eu¬ 
rope  are  filled  with  commendatory  notices  of  a 
new  attachment  to  locomotive  engines,  by  means 
of  which  counter-pressure  steam  can  be  made  to 
serve  as  an  elastic  brake,  enabling  the  driver  to 
manage  his  engine  and  the  train  with  a  degree 
of  certainty  and  efficiency  far  exceeding  that  ob¬ 
tained  by  any  arrangements  which  have  hitherto 
been  in  use.  It  consists  simply  of  a  pipe,  which 
carries  water  from  the  boiler  into  the'  branches 
of  the  exhaust-tube,  to  be  converted  into  a  fine 
spray  by  contact  with  the  heated  metallic  sur¬ 
faces  of  cylinders  and  piston.  While  carrying 
this  and  absorbing  the  heat  produced  in  the  mo¬ 
tion  of  the  parts,  the  steam  acts  not  only  as  a 
brake,  but  can  be  made  to  produce  a  discharge 
from  the  blast-pipe  sufficient  to  keep  any  gases 
from  the  smoke-box. 

The  system  in  question  places  the  control  of 
speed  directly  in  the  hands  of  the  engiijeer,  en¬ 
abling  him  to  use  the  whole  load  on  the  driving- 
wheels  as  a  brake,  with  little  physical  effort,  and 
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no  dangei'  to  himself ;  and  thus  enables  him  to 
dispense,  in  a  great  measure,  with  the  use  of 
brakes  on  the  tender  and  cars.  The  apparatus 
can  be  applied  to  any  locomotive  at  a  small  cost, 
and  has  already  been  used  in  thousands  of  en¬ 
gines  in  Europe.  We  presume  that  it  will  not 
be  long  before  the  experiment  is  tried  in  this 
country ;  and  if  its  results  are  as  important  as 
they  have  been  represented  to  he,  much  good 
will  ensue  from  the  ability  of  the  engineer  to  ar¬ 
rest  the  speed  of  the  train  in  a  much  shorter 
time  than  has  heretofore  been  possible,  thus  en¬ 
abling  him  to  control  its  motion  to  any  desired 
degree. 

DISEASES  OP  THE  SILK-WOEM. 

Few  persons  have  turned  the  use  of  the  micro¬ 
scope,  in  the  study  of  the  cryptogamic  vegeta¬ 
tion,  to  better  account  than  M.  Pasteur,  of 
France,  since  it  is  to  his  researches  that  we 
owe  most  important  announcements  in  regard  to 
the  nature  and  cure  of  diseases  of  the  silk-worm, 
the  preparation  and  preservation  of  wines,  and 
other  subjects  of  economic  importance.  This 
gentleman  has  recently  published,  in  two  vol¬ 
umes,  a  final  report,  or  resume,  of  his  researches 
upon  the  silk-worm  and  the  various  affections  to 
which  it  is  liable,  supplying  an  encyclopedia  of 
reference  of  the  utmost  value. 

The  principal  diseases  attacking  the  worm  he 
finds  to  be  three  in  number,  namely,  the  mus- 
cardine,  the  pehrine,  and  the  flacherie.  The 
muscardine  is  produced  by  a  cryptogamous  plant 
of  the  genus  Botritys,  allied  to  the  mould  and 
mildew,  which  attacks  the  worm,  and,  gradually 
penetrating  all  its*  tissues,  finally  destroys  it. 
This  pest  is  abated  and  extirpated  by  washing 
the  silk-worm  houses  and  their  furniture  with  a 
solution  of  sulphate  of  copper,  by  'which  means 
it  can  he  readily  kept  under  proper  subjection. 
The  same,  unfortunately,  can  not  be  said  in  re¬ 
gard  to  the  pehrine,  which,  for  t-vventy  years  past, 
has  been  the  cause  of  immense  injury  to  the  silk¬ 
worm  establishments  of  Europe,  and  even  of  the 
East.  The  disease  itself  consists  in  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  corpuscles  which  invade  all  the  tissues 
of  the  worms,  the  chrysalids,  butterflies,  and  the 
eggs ;  and  it  is  often  transmitted  by  contact,  by 
the  rubbing  of  the  worms  against  each  other  or 
against  infected  objects.  M.  Pasteur  shows, 
however,  that  the  disease  can  not  pass  from  one 
generation  to  another,  excepting  through  the 
agency  of  the  eggs ;  since  the  corpuscles  which 
permeate  the  silk- worm  houses  at  a  certain  epoch, 
and  which  are  not  removed  in  the  cleaning  up  of 
the  houses,  do  not  survive  over  the  season,  and 
can  not  reproduce  themselves  in  the  following 
year.  This  circumstance  furnishes  the  means 
of  counteracting  the  evil.  If  females  exempt 
from  the  disease  are  preserved  for  the  propaga¬ 
tion  of  the  race,  the  transmission  of  the  malady 
can  be  arrested. 

Flacherie  may  he  spontaneous,  hereditary,  or 
transmitted  from  one  generation  to  another.  It 
is  due  to  a  ferment  which  multiplies  with  infinite 
rapidity  in  the  tissues  of  the  animal,  and  causes 
its  destruction.  The  starting  point  appears  to 
he  in  the  fermentation  of  the  mulberry  leaves 
upon  which  the  animal  is  fed.  But  once  devel¬ 
oped,  the  germ  of  the  evil  can  pass  also  to  the 
egg,  to  be  preserved  there  and  to  be  transmitted 
from  it.  The  hereditary  transmission  may  be 


avoided  by  selecting  females  exempt  from  the 
disease ;  and  the  development  of  the  evil  can  be 
guarded  against  by  caution  in  selecting  the  leaves 
to  serve  as  food,  and  in  keeping  them  from  fer¬ 
mentation.  The  small  size  of  the  silk- worm 
apartments  used  in  Europe  is  given  as  the  prin¬ 
cipal  source  of  these  diseases.  By  having  them 
much  larger,  such  as  are  used  in  Japan,  it  is  said 
that  the  trouble  may  be  much  more  readily 
avoided. 

ECLIPSE  OP  THE  SUN  IN  DECEMBEE,  1870. 

Astronomers  in  all  parts  of  the  world  are  no'w 
busy  in  making  their  preparations  for  observing 
the  eclipse  of  the  sun  in  December  21-22, 1870. 
Although  it  will  not  be  visible  in  the  United 
States,  it  has  been  suggested  that  some  of  the 
American  observers  of  the  last  eclipse  be  sent 
abroad  for  the  purpose  of  taking  part  in  the 
obseiwations  of  the  one  in  question,  and  Con¬ 
gress  has  already  appropriated  $29,000  to  the 
Coast  Survey  for  the  purpose.  Great  praise  was 
awarded  by  foreign  physicists  to  the  American 
astronomers  for  the  excellence  of  their  work,  and 
especially  for  the  remarkable  photographic  pic¬ 
tures  that  were  taken,  and  at  so  many  points ; 
and  it  is  itrged  that  these  same  gentlemen,  or  a 
selection  from  them,  would  be  admirably  fitted 
for  a  renewed  investigation  of  the  kind,  since 
their  experience  of  the  first  phenomenon  would 
enable  them  to  utilize  their  time  to  better  ad¬ 
vantage  during  the  second.  According  to  a  re¬ 
cent  writer  this  eclipse  will  begin  in  the  North 
Atlantic  Ocean,  the  line  of  central  and  total 
eclipse,  moving  in  a  southeasterly  direction, 
crosses  Portugal  a  little  to  the  south  of  Lisbon  ; 
passing  over  part  of  Spain  and  the  Mediterra¬ 
nean  Sea,  it  enters  Africa  near  Oran,  and  soon 
aftenvard  attains  its  extreme  southern  limit; 
the  shadow  of  the  moon,  now  moving  in  a  north¬ 
easterly  direction,  leaves  Africa,  and,  crossing 
the  island  of  Sicily,  the  south  of  Turkey,  the 
Black  Sea,  and  the  Sea  of  Azof,  disappears  ; 
the  penumbra  of  the  moon,  decreasing  rapidly, 
leaves  the  earth  with  the  setting  sun  in  Arabia. 
The  sun  will  be  centrally  and  totally  eclipsed  at 
noon  in  lat.  86°  88'  N.,  long.  6°  1'  W.,  a  little 
to  the  northeast  of  Gibraltar. 

NEW  SILK-WOEM  PAEASITE. 

The  long  list  of  difficulties  attendant  upon  the 
cultivation  of  the  silk-worm  has  been  lately  in¬ 
creased  by  the  appearance,  in  Japan,  of  a  para¬ 
site  insect  belonging  to  the  order  of  diptera,  and 
recently  described  as  the  Tachina  Andji.  This, 
it  is  said,  attacks  indifferently  the  worms,  the 
chrysalis,  and  the  perfect  insect. 

ADIJLTEEATION  OP  VINEGAE  BY  SULPHUEIC 
ACID. 

A  method  of  testing  vinegar,  for  the  pm-pose 
of  ascertaining  whether  it  has  been  adulterated 
with  sulphuric  acid — a  trick  which  is  said  to  be 
not  uncommon — consists  in  covering  a  vessel  of 
boiling  water  with  a  wide  saucer,  placing  a  layer 
of  a  solution  of  sugar  upon  this,  and  after  this 
has  evaporated  to  dryness,  and  is  still  hot,  laying 
upon  the  sugar  a  drop  of  the  vinegar  to  be  tested. 
Pure  vinegar  does  not  produce  any  blackening  of 
the  sugar  after  a  considerable  time  of  trial ;  but 
this  result  takes  place  if  it  has  been  falsified  with 
sulphuric  acid.  In  case  it  is  desired  to  determ- 
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ine  the  presence  of  a  very  trifling  percentage 
of  sulphuric  acid  in  any  liquid,  a  similar  experi¬ 
ment  may  be  employed.  A  drop  of  water  hang¬ 
ing  to  a  glass  tube,  which  contains  not  oyer  an 
eighty-thousandth  part  of  sulphuric  acid,  w  ill  pi  o- 
duce  action  upon  the  heated  layer  of  sugar.  In 
this  case  there  is  no  blackening,  but  the  change 
is  into  green.  Other  acids,  such  as  phosphoric 
acid,  liydrochloric  acid,  nitric  acid,  etc.,  do  not 
produce  this  alteration  of  the  sugar. 

mCA  SPECTACLES. 

The  use  of  mica  in  spectacles,  for  protecting 
the  eyes  of  workmen  from  the  heat  and  glare  of 
the  fire,  is  rapidly  coming  into  general  fayor; 
and  complete  masks,  and  even  cylinders  entirely 
encircling  the  head,  are  sometimes  used  for  a 
similar  purpose  when  a  greater  safeguard  is  re¬ 
quired.  Experiments  have  been  lately  made  in 
regard  to  the  manufacture  of  blue  spectacles  from 
this  material.  The  best  method  of  accomplish¬ 
ing  this  has  been  found  to  consist  in  the  use  of 
plates  of  transparent  blue  gelatine  fixed  between 
two  layers  of  mica,  thus  protected  from  the  ac¬ 
tion  of  the  heat.  The  experiment  of  applying 
the  blue  coloring  matter  directly  to  the  surface 
of  the  mica  itself  failed  in  consequence  of  the 
impossibility  of  forming  a  suitable  combination  ; 
but  the  gelatine  layer,  as  indicated,  answers  all 
the  purposes  desired. 

WAXED  PAPER. 

An  article  known  as  waxed  paper  is  in  very 
extensive  use  in  Europe,  especially  on  the  Con¬ 
tinent,  for  tying  up  the  necks  of  bottles,  covering 
preserve  jars,  and  for  enveloping  tobacco  and 
other  substances  that  require  to  be  kept  from  the 
air,  replacing  generally  tin-foil  and  similar  sub¬ 
stances.  It  is  generally  prepared  there  on  a  large 
scale  by  taking  a  quire  of  paper  and  opening  it 
flat  upon  a  table,  and  then  going  over  it  quickly 
with  a  very  hot  smoothing-iron,  against  which 
is  held  a  piece  of  wax,  which,  melting,  runs  down 
upon  the  paper  and  is  absorbed  by  it.  A  little 
practice  will  soon  determine  the  amount  of  wax 
that  should  he  melted  otf  from  time  to  time. 
When  the  upper  sheet  is  saturated  it  is  taken  off, 
and  the  one  below  is  treated  in  a  similar  manner. 
Any  excess  of  wax  applied  in  the  first  instance 
readily  penetrates  through  to  the  lower  layers. 

IGNORANCE  OP  BLUE  AMONG  THE  ANCIENTS. 

Dr.  Geiger,  of  Erankfort,  calls  attention  to 
the  curious  fact  that  in  aU  the  most  ancient 
writings  there  is  no  term  used  to  indicate  the 
color  blue,  notwithstanding  the  inducement  to 
this  in  the  description  of  natural  phenomena, 
such  as  the  cloudless  sky,  etc.  Neither  in  the 
Rig  Veda  nor  in  the  Bible,  the  writings  of  He¬ 
siod,  the  Zendavesta,  nor  in  the  Koran,  is  there 
any  reference  to  the  blue  color  of  the  heavens. 
Theocritus  and  Virgil  speak  of  a  sun-burnt  coun¬ 
tenance,  and  compare  it  with  the  black  of  the  vio¬ 
let  and  the  hyacinth.  Cassiodorus  confounds  blue 
with  gray.  References  to  green  even  do  not  oc¬ 
cur  in  the  highest  antiquity,  although  it  is  men¬ 
tioned  earlier  than  blue.  In  the  Rig  Veda  and 
Zendavesta,  in  speaking  of  trees  and  plants, 
golden  fruits  are  described,  but  no  mention  is 
made  of  ’  the  green  color  of  the  leaves ;  and 
among  the  Greeks  green  was  frequently  con¬ 
founded  with  yellow.  Xenophon,  Aristotle,  and 


the  Edda,  recognize  only  three  colors  in  the 
rainbow;  the  Bythagoreans,  four;  while  the 
Chinese  and  Arabians  are  the  first  to  add  green 
to  the  list.  We  find  that  in  the  very  earliest 
periods  the  colors  black  and  red  are  very  sharp¬ 
ly  and  accurately  defined.  From  this,  and  many 
other  fiicts  adduced  by  Dr.  Geiger,  he  concludes 
that  the  most  refrangible  rays  of  the  spectrum 
were  Igst  of  all  appreciated  by  the  human  eye, 
while  previously  ordy  the  most  brilliant  portions 
around  the  red  were  noticed.  He  infers,  there¬ 
fore,  a  successive  improvement  in  this  important 
sense.  The  speculations  in  question  are  highly 
curious  and  interesting,  and  deserve  to  be  fol¬ 
lowed  up,  although  it  seems  hardly  possible  that 
entire  nations  should  be  insensible  to  the  exist¬ 
ence  of  certain  colors  in  early  times,  or  should 
be,  in  a  measure,  color-blind.  If,  however,  the 
deductions  referred  to  are  legitimate,  such  a 
conclusion  would  seem  to  be  a  natural  conse¬ 
quence. 

TREATMENT  OP  ZINC  WHITE. 

The  practice  of  mixing  zinc  white  with  any 
preparation  of  lead  as  a  paint  is  condemned  by  a 
recent  author  as  unadvisable.  He  recommends 
the  preparation  of  zinc-white  paint  with  an  oil 
treated  in  the  following  manner;  Instead  of 
mixing  it  with  the  ordinary  boiled  linseed-oil, 
two  hundred  pounds  of  linseed -oil  are  to  be 
boiled  moderately,  first  for  five  or  six  hours 
alone,  and  then  for  at  least  twelve  hours  with 
twenty-four  pounds  of  coarsely  broken  peroxide 
of  manganese.  By  this  method  an  oil  is  ob¬ 
tained  which  dries  very  quickly,  and  is  espe¬ 
cially  adapted  to  mixing  with  zinc  colors.  This 
oil  is  to  be  kept  excluded  from  the  air,  to  pre¬ 
vent  its  becoming  too  thick.  When  used,  from 
three  to  five  per  cent,  of  it  is  to  be  added  to 
paint  prepared  in  the  ordinary  manner  with  raw 
linseed-oil. 

TEMPERATURE  OP  NEW-BORN  INFANTS. 

Since  the  experiments  of  Edwards  and  De- 
spretz  it  has  been  the  general  assumption,  al¬ 
though  controverted  by  eminent  authority,  that 
for  a  short  time  after  birth  the  temperature  of  a 
new-born  infant  is  considerably  less  than  that  of 
an  adult.  Recent  investigations  by  hi.  Andral, 
however,  seem  to  show  that  this  is  not  the  case, 
and  that  for  the  first  half  hour  of  extra-uterine 
life  the  temperature  is  the  same  as  that  of  the 
adult.  It  is  true,  indeed,  that  a  reduction  of 
temperature  has  frequently  been  observed;  but 
this  is  said  to  he  the  result  of  evaporation  from 
the  surface  of  the  skin  of  the  amniotic  liquid  in 
which  the  infant  had  been  bathed,  the  resulting 
cooling  being  sometimes  so  excessive  as  to  pro¬ 
duce  injury,  if  not  death.  A  natural  inference 
may  readily  be  drawn  as  to  the  necessity  of  ap¬ 
plying  to  the  new-born  infant  such  covering  as 
shall  prevent  this  evil. 

BITE  OP  VAMPIRE  BATS. 

According  to  Hensel,  the  bite  of  the  vampire 
bat  is  not  injurious  so  much  in  consequence  of 
the  amount  of  blood  which  it  extracts  by  the 
bite  as  because  the  wounds  attract  flies,  which 
leave  their  eggs  in  them,  thus  producing  running 
ulcers  ill  a  short  time.  It  is  stated  that  it  is 
horses  and  asses  particularly,  rather  than  cattle, 
that  are  bitten  by  the  bats. 
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NEW  GLAZING  PUTTY. 

A  new  glazing  putty,  known  as  thermo-plastic 
putty,  has  been  recently  introduced  into  England, 
and  applied  to  fasten  glass  into  the  roofs  of  rail¬ 
way  stations,  green-houses,  and  other  structures 
where  iron  sashes  are  employed.  This  article 
hardens  in  a  few  hours  after  being  used ;  but 
when  exposed  to  solar  heat  sufficient  to  cause  an 
expansion  of  the  glass  and  metal  becomes  plastic, 
and  on  cooling  again  hardens  to  its  original  firm¬ 
ness,  thus  obviating  the  danger  of  breakage,  which 
is  so  frequent  when  ordinary  glazier’s  putty  is  em¬ 
ployed. 

BEOMIDE  OP  POTASSIUM. 

M.  Hamias,  in  prosecuting  certain  experi¬ 
ments  upon  bromide  of  potassium,  finds  that 
this  salt  is  eliminated  not  only  by  the  urine, 
but  also  by  the  saliva ;  and,  in  fact,  a  post¬ 


mortem  examination  of  an  individual  who  had 
taken  large  quantities  of  this  salt  revealed  its 
presence  not  in  the  blood  merely,  but  in  the 
other  liquids  of  the  system,  as  well  as  in  the 
liver,  lungs,  brain,  the  spinal  marrow,  etc.  He 
also  found  that  bromide  of  iron  might  replace 
advantageously,  in  certain  cases,  the  bromide 
of  potassium  ;  since,  while  an  appreciable  quan¬ 
tity  of  bromine  was  found  in  the  urine,  but  lit¬ 
tle  of  the  iron  was  detected,  this  having  prob¬ 
ably  been  retained  by  the  blood.  In  discussing 
the  preceding  communication,  as  presented  to 
the  Academy  of  Sciences  of  Paris,  M.  Balard 
urged  the  propriety  of  the  use  of  the  bromide 
of  sodium  in  preference  to  that  of  potassium. 
He  stated  that  soda  is  the  alkali  which  is  usu¬ 
ally  present  in  the  animal  juices,  potassa  occur¬ 
ring  to  a  much  less  degree. 
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UNITED  STATES. 

UR  Record  closes  on  the  30th  of  July. — The 
following  is  a  brief  summary  of  the  proceed¬ 
ings  of  Congress  previous  to  adjournment  sine 
die  on  the  15th  : 

The  Senate,  on  the  1st,  passed  a  bill  for  the  con¬ 
tinuance  of  the  income  tax  at  the  rate  of  2|-  per 
cent,  for  two  years,  $2000  being  exempted.  The 
bill  was  passed  by  the  House  on  the  9th,  the  provi¬ 
sion  continuing  the  tax  for  two  years  being  reject¬ 
ed. — On  the  6th,  ia  the  Senate,  the  Conference 
Committee  on  the  Currency  bill  reported  in  fa¬ 
vor  of  the  adoption  of  the  bill  as  passed  by  the 
Senate,  with  a  modification  fixing  the  amount  of 
additional  currency  to  be  issued  at  $54,000,000. 
The  bill,  which,  in  accordance  with  this  report, 
w'as  adopted,  provides  for  the  immediate  distri¬ 
bution  of  this  additional  issue  of  currency  among 
the  several  States,  and  for  a  redistribution  after 
the  census  of  1870  shall  have  been  taken.  This 
bill  tvas  on  the  7th  passed  by  the  House. — In  the 
Senate,  on  the  7th,  the  Naval  and  Eortification 
bills  were  passed.  Also,  on  the  same  day,  the 
Congressional  Apportionment  bill,  fixing  the 
number  of  Representatives  at  300,  with  an 
amendment  providing  that  States  having  a  frac¬ 
tion  exceeding  one-half  over  the  amount  of  pop¬ 
ulation  required  for  one  Representative  shall  be 
entitled  to  an  additional  member. — A  bill  was 
passed  by  the  House,  on  the  7th,  to  regulate  the 
mode  of  ratifying  constitutional  amendments, 
128  to  64.  This  bill  makes  it  unlawful  for 
any  state  officer  to  certify  a  repeal  of  a  rati¬ 
fication  once  made,  and  affixes  a  penalty  of 
fine  and  imprisonment  for  an  attempt  to  repeal 
a  ratification  after  it  has  been  once  consummated. 

• — The  Senate,  on  the  9th,  passed  the  Army  bill 
nearly  as  reported  by  the  Conference  Committee. 
This  bill  reduces  the  army  to  30,000  men.  Of¬ 
ficers  who  have  served  during  thirty  years  may, 
if  they  desire,  be  placed  on  the  retired  list,  the 
number  on  which  may  be  increased  to  300.  Of¬ 
ficers  on  the  active  list  are  forbidden  to  hold  civil 
offices  on  pain  of  vacating  their  commissions. 
The  payment  of  the  General  of  the  army  is  fixed 
at  $13,600  per  year;  that  of  the  Lieutenant- 
General  at  $11,000;  that  of  a  major-general  at 


$7500 ;  that  of  a  brigadier-general  at  $5500 ; 
that  of  a  colonel  at  $3500.  Officers  on  the  re¬ 
tired  list  are  to  receive  76  per  cent,  of  the  pay 
due  their  rank. — The  appropriation  for  the  Polar 
Expedition  was  reduced  by  the  Senate  on  the  9th 
to  $50,000.  .C.  F.  Hall  is  to  have  command  of 
the  expedition. — On  the  13th  the  Senate  adopted 
the  reports  of  Conference  Committees  on  the  Tax 
and  Tariff  and  on  the  Funding  bills.  In  respect 
to  the  Funding  bill  Mr.  Sherman  explained  that 
the  Committee  had  provided  for  three  classes  of 
bonds — two  hundred  millions  of  five  per  cents ; 
three  hundred  millions  of  four  and  a  half  per 
cents ;  and  one  thousand  millions  of  four  per 
cents.  The  expenses  of  negotiation  had  been 
fixed  at  one-half  of  one  per  cent. ,  under  the  con¬ 
trol  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury.  The  seventh 
section,  relating  to  the  national  banks,  has  been 
stricken  out,  leaving  the  bill  merely  a  voluntary 
bill.  The  House  adopted  the  report  of  the  Con¬ 
ference  Committees  on  the  Tax  and  Tariff  and 
on  the  Funding  bills  on  the  13th. — On  the  14th 
the  Senate  passed  a  bill  allowing  Mrs.  Lincoln  a 
pension  of  $3000  a  year. — In  the  House,  on  the 
14th,  a  bill  was  passed  appropriating  $5,000,000 
for  the  carrying  out  of  Indian  treaties.  This  ac¬ 
tion  was  sustained  by  the  Senate  on  the  15th. 
As  finally  passed  the  bill  contains  a  proviso  that 
nothing  in  it  shall  be  so  construed  as  to  ratify, 
approve,  or  disaffirm  any  treaty  made  with  any 
tribes,  bands,  or  parties  of  Indians  since  July  20, 
1867 ;  or  to  either  affirm  or  disaffirm  any  of  the 
powers  of  the  Executive  and  the  Senate  on  the 
subject.  The  President  is  to  control  the  dis¬ 
bursement  of  the  appropriation.  The  bill  con¬ 
tinues  the  Board  of  Peace  Commissioners  for  an¬ 
other  year.- — On  the  last  day  of  the  session  (Julj'' 
16)  a  special  message  was  communicated  to  both 
Houses  by  the  President,  calling  attention  to  the 
breaking  out  of  the  war  in  Europe  and  the  neces¬ 
sity  for  the  increase  of  our  commercial  marine  by 
the  purchase  of  ships.  In  the  Senate  this  mes¬ 
sage  received  little  attention,  and  was  finally  laid 
aside  without  action.  In  the  House  it  was  re¬ 
ferred  to  the  Committee  on  Ways  and  Means, 
with  instructions  to  report  forthwith.  Two  re¬ 
ports  were  received,  the  majority  postponing  ac- 
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tion  and  the  minority  reporting  a  bill  favoring 
for  a  certain  time  the  registration  of  foreign-built 
iron  vessels.  A  long  debate  ensued  on  the  sub¬ 
ject  of  free  ships.  No  action,  however,  was 
taken. 

John  Lothrop  Motley  has  been  removed  from 
the  post  of  Minister  to  the  Court  of  St.  James. 
On  the  14th  the  President  sent  to  the  Senate  a 
nomination  of  Frederick  T.  Frejinghuysen  as  his 
successor.  This  nomination  was  confirmed  on 
the  15th. 

EUROPE. 

It  was  announced  on  the  Gth  of  July  that 
Prince  Leopold  of  Hohenzollern  had  formally 
accepted  the  Spanish  crown.  This  fact  was 
known  to  the  French  government  on  the  5th, 
and  “a  firm  and  energetic  note”  was  addressed 
to  Baron  Werther,  the  Prussian  embassador, 
upon  the  receipt  of  which  the  Baron  departed  for 
Ems  to  meet  the  King  of  Prussia.  What  the 
tenor  of  this  note  was  may  be  inferred  from  the 
statement  made  the  next  day  in  the  Corps  Le'gis- 
latif  by  the  Duke  de  Grammont,  Minister  of 
Foreign  Affairs,  namely,  that  “it  was  true  that 
General  Prim  had  offered  the  throne  of  Spain  to 
the  Prince  of  Hohenzollern,  who  had  accepted 
it ;  but  the  people  of  Spain  had  not  pronounced 
on  the  transaction,  and  France  had  to  know  the 
details  of  an  affair  which  had  been  conducted  in 
secrecy.  The  French  governmenf  would  persist 
in  its  policy  of  neutrality,  but  under  no  pretext 
would  it  permit  a  German  power  to  place  one  of 
its  princes  on  the  throne  of  Charles  V.  He 
hoped,  however,  that  prudence  in  Germany  and 
wisdom  in  Spain  would  avert  extremities.”  The 
Moniteur,  on  the  evening  of  the  9th,  said  :  “The 
abandonment  of  the  Hohenzollern  project  on  the 
part  of  Prussia  is  not  enough  now.  France 
must  prevent  the  recommencement  of  similar 
projects,  and  on  the  part  of  Prussia  demand  an 
entire  fulfillment  of  the  Treaty  of  Prague — name¬ 
ly,  the  liberty  of  South  Germany,  the  evacuation 
of  the  forti'ess  of  Mayence,  the  renunciation  of 
military  influence  beyond  the  Main,  and  the  set¬ 
tlement  of  the  Schleswig-Holstein  question  with 
Denmark.”  The  position  assumed  by  the  Moni¬ 
teur  tvas  that  maintained  by  the  French  govern¬ 
ment.  For,  notwithstanding  the  withdrawal  of 
Prince  Leopold,  the  French  government  insisted 
upon  the  official  renunciation  now  and  forever 
of  all  pretensions  to  the  throne  of  Spain  on  the 
part  of  any  member  of  the  Hohenzollern  family. 
The  Prussian  king  refused  to  receive  Count 
Benedetti,  the  French  embassador,  bringing 
the  above  demand  from  the  French  court.  On 
the  15th  the  French  government,  sustained  by 
the  Corps  Legislatif,  declared  war  against  Prus¬ 
sia.  This  declaration  asserts  that  the  Emperor 
of  the  French  was  obliged  to  consider  the  pro¬ 
posal  to  elevate  a  Prussian  prince  to  the  throne 
of  Spain  as  an  attack  on  the  security  of  France  ■ 
that  he  desired  that  Prussia  should  disavow  the 
scheme,  which  Prussia  refused  to  do,  reserving 
her  right  to  be  governed  by  circumstances ;  and 
that  the  Emperor  was  forced  to  consider  this  de¬ 
termination  as  equally  menacing  to  France  and 
the  European  equilibrium,  and,  particularly,  as 
it  was  rendered  the  more  significant  by  the  com¬ 
munication  made  by  Prussia  to  the  cabinets  of 
Europe,  giving  an  account  of  the  refusal  to  re¬ 
ceive  the  French  embassador.  The  declaration 


concludes :  “  The  French  government,  therefore, 
is  taking  steps  for  the  defense  of  its  honor  and  in¬ 
jured  interests,  and  having  adopted  all  measures 
which  the  circumstances  render  necessary,  con¬ 
siders  itself  at  war  with  Prussia.” 

The  London  Times,  of  July  25,  published  a 
projected  treaty  submitted  by  France  to  the 
Prussian  government,  guaranteeing  its  authen¬ 
ticity.  The  following  are  the  points  of  this 
document :  >  The  preamble  sets  forth  that  the 
King  of  Prussia  and  the  Emperor  of  the  French, 
in  order  to  strengthen  the  ties  of  friendship  be¬ 
tween  the  two  governments  and  peoples,  etc., 
hereby  conclude  the  subjoined  treaty :  In  the 
first  article,  Napoleon  admits  and  recognizes  the 
late  acquisitions  of  Prussia  from  Austria ;  in  the 
second,  the  Prussian  king  engages  to  facilitate 
the  French  acquisition  of  Luxembourg;  in  the 
third,  the  Emperor  acquiesces  in  the  union  of 
the  North  and  South  German  States,  Austria  ex¬ 
cepted  ;  in  the  fourth,  France  finding  it  neces¬ 
sary  to  absorb  Belgium,  Prussia  lends  her  assist¬ 
ance  to  that  measure ;  the  fifth  article  is  the 
usual  one  of  offensive  and  defensive  alliance  be¬ 
tween  the  two  nations. 

Count  Von  Bismarck  pronounces  the  copy  of 
the  treaty  as  published  by  the  London  Times  to 
be  authentic,  and  says  it  was  the  same  as  pro¬ 
posed  to  him  by  the  French  Minister  in  1866. 
The  publication  of  this  secret  treaty  created  in¬ 
tense  excitement  in  England. 

Up  to  the  time  of  closing  this  Record  the 
other  European  governments  have  maintained  a 
position  of  neutrality.  England  insists  that  the 
territory  of  Belgium  must  not  be  invaded. 

Thus  far  no  engagement  of  importance  has 
been  reported.  On  the  25th  the  French  fleet 
was  to  have  sailed  for  the  Baltic. 

The  French  Emperor  left  St.  Cloud  for  the 
field  on  the  28th,  taking  with  him  the  Prince 
Imperial,  and  leaving  the  Empress  as  Regent  of 
France  during  his  absence.  At  that  date  the 
Prussian  army  W'as  concentrating  between  Treves 
and  Merzig  on  the  River  Saar. 

In  the  British  House  of  Commons,  July  1,  an 
amendment  to  the  Education  bill,  providing  for 
free  education,  was  defeated,  the  fhajority  against 
it  being  225. — In  the  House  of  Lords  on  the  8th 
the  Irish  Land  bill  was  read  for  the  third  time, 
and  passed. 

In  the  Oecumenical  Council,  July  13,  the  dog¬ 
ma  of  Papal  Infallibility  was  adopted  by  a  vote  of 
450  to  88.  The  dogma  was,  on  the  18th,  pro¬ 
claimed  by  the  Pope  with  imposing  ceremonies. 

OBITUARY  RECORD  FOR  JULY. 

Rear-Admiral  John  A.  Dahlgren,  of  the  Unit¬ 
ed  States  nav'y,  died  at  Washington  Julv  12, 
aged  sixty  years. 

Hon.  Daniel  S.  Norton,  United  States  Senator 
from  Minnesota,  died  in  Washington  on  the  14th, 
aged  forty-one  years. 

M.  Prevost-Paradol,  who  arrived  in  this  coun¬ 
try  on  the  13th  as  Minister  from  France,  com¬ 
mitted  suicide  in  Washington  on  the  20th.  He 
was  forty-one  years  old. 

Chevalier  Charles  F.  De  Loosey,  for  the  past 
twenty  years  Austrian  Consul-General  at  New 
York,  died  suddenly  on  the  night  of  the  21st, 
aged  sixty  years. 

Madame  Marie  Ratazzi  died  at  Florence  July 
27,  aged  forty  years. 


fiitar’a  Sronitr. 


A  WESTERN  NEW  YORK,  friend  furnishes 
the  following  hitherto  unpublished  reminis¬ 
cences  of  James  T.  Brady : 

In  the  summer  of  1867  the  writer  met  the 
gifted  and  lamented  Brady  in  a  company  of  gen¬ 
tlemen  of  the  bar,  and  remembers  now,  with 
great  pleasure,  the  genial,  kindly  address,  and 
rare  faculty  of  entertaining,  shown  by  the  great 
advocate.  The  anecdotes  that  fell  from  his  lips 
derived  peculiar  humor  from  his  way  of  telling 
them,  which  could  neither  be  imitated  nor  de¬ 
scribed.  There  was  nothing  of  the  actor  about 
it.  He  entered  heartily  into  the  fun  of  what  he 
was  relating,  and  laughed  as  loud  as  the  loudest. 

“There  is  Counselor  M - ,”  he  said,  re¬ 

ferring  good-humoredly  to  an  advocate  of  con¬ 
siderable  distinction — “quite  a  brilliant  jury- 
lawyer,  and  a  pretty  strong  man,  but  with  some 
peculiarities.  Did  any  of  you  ever  notice  his 
queer  parentheses  in  his  summing  up  ?  For  in¬ 
stance  :  If  he  desires  to  allude  to  any  one  con¬ 
nected  with  the  case  in  terms  of  condemnation, 
you’ll  always  hear  him  begin  in  this  fashion  : 

“  ‘Then,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  there  is  the 
defendant  (God  help  him!),’  or,  ‘Observe,  gen¬ 
tlemen,  the  character  of  the  witnesses  marshaled 
here  to  crush  us ;  and,  first  and  foremost,  we 
have  John  Smith  (God  help  him!),’  etc.,  etc. 
“Now,  I  think,”  pursued  Mr.  Brady,  with  a 

mirthful  twinkle,  ‘  ‘  that  if  Mr.  M - would  only 

direct  his  appeals  to  tribunals  where  ho  has  some 
weight  and  influence,  he  might  always  have  a 
reasonable  expectation  of  success.  ” 

Some  one  speaking  of  the  great  public  inter¬ 
est  manifested  in  a  successful  lawyer,  Mr.  Brady 
jocosely  said  :  “I  really  think  that  has  been  all 
the  other  way  with  me.  Some  of  my  most  flat¬ 
tering  victories  at  the  bar  have  passed  almost 
unheeded  by  my  personal  friends  and  acquaint¬ 
ances  ;  but  once  let  a  jury  find  a  verdict  against 
me,  and  I  would  be  certain  to  be  stopped  by  half 
a  dozen  men  between  Chambers  Street  and  the 
Astor,  each  with  the  same  question  —  ‘  I  say, 
Brady,  how  did  that  suit  go  ?’  ” 

On  another  occasion,  desiring  to  make  an  as¬ 
surance  that  he  gave  to  a  lawyer  present  particu¬ 
larly  emphatic,  Mr.  Brady  said  :  “  You  may  de¬ 
pend  upon  it ;  I  give  you  my  word — the  word, 
in  fact,  of  a  brother-ihi-foiu.” 


A  NATTY  little  hook  has  just  come  over  from 
London,  entitled  “Reminiscences  of  America; 
by  Two  Englishmen,”  which  describes  the  man¬ 
ner  in  which  the  twain  rippled  through  the  coun¬ 
try,  what  they  saw  in  the  country,  and  what  they 
heard  in  the  streets.  As  instances  of  the  “hy¬ 
perbole”  of  the  country  they  record  the  follow- 
ing :  _ 

In  describing  the  large  trees  of  the  Yosemite 
Valley  one  said  that  “it  took  two  men  and  a 
boy  to  see  the  top  of  them.  ”  One  being  asked  by 
a  friend  if  he  saw  a  certain  mosquito  on  the 
weather-vane  of  the  State  House  (!)  at  St.  Louis, 
answered,  “Yes,  I  see  it  winking.”  A  third, 
in  describing  the  prices  of  carriages  at  Niagara, 
asserted  that  the  “hack  fares  are  so  high  that 
the  Falls  are  insignificant  by  comparison.  ”  An¬ 
other  story  is  related,  with  the  appearance  of 


truth,  of  a  boy  who  was  watching  his  school¬ 
fellows  as  they  snow-balled  an  old  gentleman’s 
windows.  The  old  gentleman  rushed  out  of  his 
house,  determined,  if  possible,  to  inflict  some  se¬ 
vere  corporal  punishment  on  the  offender,  saying, 
when  he  caught  the  boy,  “Now,  you  rascal.  I’ll 
thrash  you  within  an  inch  of  your  life !  ”  Ac¬ 
cordingly  he  began  to  beat  him,  when  the  boy 
immediately  commenced  laughing,  and  continued 
until  the  old  gentleman  stopped  beating  him, 
with  the  exclamation,  “Boy,  what  are  you 
laughing  at?”  “Well,”  said  the  boy,  “I’m 
laughing  because  you  are  awfully  sold :  1  ain't 
the  boy  I” 

Judge  Dowling  has  many  a  queer  and  in¬ 
genious  rascal  before  him,  but  seldom  one  with 
more  delicious  coolness  than  was  possessed  by  a 
young  fellow,  decently  dressed,  who  was  ar¬ 
raigned  for  having  stolen  a  watch.  It  was  his 
first  error,  and  he  was  ready  to  plead  guilty. 
The  Judge  addressed  him  in  very  gentle  tones, 
and  asked  him  what  had  led  him  to  commit  the 
theft.  The  young  man  replied  that,  having  been 
unwell  for  some  time,  the  doctor  advised  him 
to  take  something,  which  he  had  accordingly 
done.  The  Judge  was  rather  pleased  with  the 
humor  of  the  thing,  and  asked  what  had  led 
him  to  select  a  watch.  “Why,”  said  the  pris¬ 
oner,  “I  thought  if  I  only  had  the  time  that 
nature  would  work  a  cure !” 


At  one  of  our  “Institutes”  the  following  was 
sent  in  among  the  “  compositions 
On  Industry. — It  is  bad  for  a  man  to  be 
idol.  Industry  is  the  best  thing  a  man  can  have, 
and  a  wife  is  the  next.  Prophets  and  kings  de¬ 
sired  it  long,  and  died  without  the  site.  The 
End. 


Apropos  of  the  anecdote  of  Governor  Butler, 
in  the  July  number  of  the  Drawer,  a  corre¬ 
spondent  at  Omaha,  Nebraska,  sends  the  follow¬ 
ing  from  that  young  State : 

The  science  of  legislation  out  here  is  rather 
crude.  Our  “  assembled  wisdom”  have  a  hearty 
contempt  for  the  verbose  law-makers  of  the  East, 
and,  as  the  result,  the  simplicity  of  our  “acts” 
is  only  equaled  by  the  strange  fix  in  which  they 
sometimes  put  things.  A  few  years  ago  a  stat¬ 
ute  was  passed  to  regulate  "the  sale  of  liquors. 
One  of  its  provisions,  after  imposing  a  fine  of  $25 
for  sales  of  liquor  to  minors,  and  that  complaints 
for  the  offense  should  be  made  before  a  justice 
of  the  peace,  wound  up  thus  :  ‘  ‘  And  on  proof 
of  the  violation  of  said  section,  or  any  part  there¬ 
of,  the  justice  shall  render  judgment  for  the 
whole  amount  of  fine  and  costs,  and  he  committed 
to  the  common  jail  until  the  sum  is  yiaid!" 

At  an  early  day  Judge  Wakeley,  now  a  lend¬ 
ing  practitioner  of  the  Omaha  bar,  presided  in 
our  highest  Territorial  cqurt.  This  was  in  ’55, 
when  such  a  thing  as  a  “Form  Book”  was  a 
scarce  article,  as  the  sequel  will  show.  At  one 
of  the  first  terms  in  an  interior  county  his  Honor 
took  his  seat  on  the  bench — and  this  is  how  court 
got  opened : 
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“  Mr.  Sheriff,  open  court.  ” 

A  long  pause  ensued,  the  sheriff  staring  with 
a  bothered  and  inquiring  look  around  the  room 
and  at  the  judge,  as  though  “he  couldn’t  see 
any  thing  about  that  ere  court"  that  particularly 
needed  “opening.” 

“Come,  Mr.  Sheriff,”  the  judge  repeated, 
“  open  court,  if  you  please.” 

Here  the  bewildered  sheriff,  resolved  not  to 
seem  quite  so  ignorant  of  his  official  duties,  laid 
aside  the  old  prairie  hat,  and  giving  a  rake 
through  his  thatchy  locks,  tangled  by  the  winds, 
proclaimed  ;  “  By  request  of  Mr.  Wakeley,  this 
court  is  now  open!" 


Omaha  is  the  metropolis  of  Nebraska,  and 
Judge  Lake,  who  at  present  holds  the  office  of 
Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court,  is  universally  es¬ 
teemed  as  an  able  and  upright  jurist,  and  some¬ 
what  noted  for  administering  plenty  of  impartial 
justice  to  criminals.  Toward  the  close  of  the 
term  of  the  District  Court  held  by  him  last  Jan¬ 
uary,  a  number  of  prisoners  were  brought  up 
from  the  jail  to  have  their  bail  fixed.  Among 
them  Avas  a  negro  boy  named  “Sam,”  charged 
Avith  chicken-stealing.  The  grand  jury  had  been 
discharged  for  the  term  just  prior  to  Sam’s  ar¬ 
rest.  His  bail  Avas  fixed  at  $50.  Sam  couldn’t 
muster  that  much,  and,  addressing  the  Court, 
said,  “  Yer  Honor,  ’tain’t  no  use  tryin’  to  gib 
dat.  I  ’pose  jus’  to  plead  guilty,  and  hurry  along 
wid  dis  ting,  somehow  !” 

Of  course  the  proceedings  lacked  the  import¬ 
ant  step  of  an  indictment,  and  the  judge  there¬ 
fore  enlightened  Sam’s ,  mind  as  folloAvs  : 

“You  mustn’t  steal  chickens  just  after  the 
grand  jury  have  been  discharged.  Hereafter,  be 
careful  to  do  it  just  before  they  adjourn.  Then 
your  case  Avill  be  quite  likely  to  receive  their 
early  attention.” 

Sam’s  square  proposition  to  plead  guilty,  and 
“hurry  dat  ting  along,  somehow,"  cost  him  the 
three  months’  additional  detention  that  inter¬ 
vened  before  the  next  empanneling  of  a  grand 
jury.  He  simply  remarked,  “  Golly!”  and  hied 
him  to  his  cell. 


A  coRiiEsroxDENT  at  Vincennes,  Indiana,  has 
been  among  the  Quakers,  and  picked  up  the  fol¬ 
lowing  : 

In  - - -  County  a  Quaker  maiden,  who  had 

reached  the  age  of  sixty,  accepted  a  matrimonial 
offer  from  a  man  Avho  belonged  to  the  “Avorld’s 
people”  and  the  Presbyterian  Church,  and  began 
to  prepare  for  her  Avedding.  As  usual,  a  delega¬ 
tion  of  Friends  from  her  meeting  Avaited  on  her, 
and  remonstrated  Avith  her  for  marrying  out  of 
meeting.  The  bride-elect  heard  the  visitors  pa¬ 
tiently,  and  said ; 

“Look  here!  I’A’e  been  waiting  just  sixtv 
years  for  the  meeting  to  marry  me,  and  if  the 
meeting  don’t  like  me  to  marry  out  of  it,  why 
don't  the  meeting  bring  along  its  boys  f" 

That  seemed  to  settle  the  matter.  The  dele¬ 
gation  “fareAvell’d,”  and  eAmded  the  premises. 


The  high  courts  of  Colorado  have  become  the 
arena  of  poetical  merriment,  as  Ave  are  informed 
by  a  correspondent  dating  from  the  “Sherman 
House,  Trinidad,  Colorado,  June  30,  1870 
At  the  June  term,  just  closed,  one  of  the 
causes  tried  Avas  that  of  Father  Munnicom,  a 


priest,  against  one  Skelly,  for  sundry  expenses 
incurred  in  the  burial  of  a  child.  Boyles  and 
Baird  were  for  the  plaintiff,  and  E.  J.  Hubbard, 
an  ex-judge  of  NeAv  Mexico,  for  the  defendant. 
As  is  quite  often  the  case  in  serious  matters,  the 
laAvyers  became  jocose  over  it. 

Judge  B - ,  of  NeAv  Mexico,  led  off  thus : 

“The  doughty  Hubbard  and  the  sapient  Boyles, 

In  strife  forensic,  spread  their  cunning  toils ; 
While  those  who  listen  to  the  wordy  ^sum’ 
Wonder  Avhich  side  Avill  make  the  Munni-com.” 

This  being  passed  to  the  presiding  judge,  Hal- 
lett,  that  dignitary  Avrote  under  it  the  foUoAving; 

“If  plaintiff  fails  his  suit  to  gain, 

The  end  is  clearly  this. 

That  Munni-com  is  money  gone. 

And  Hubbard’s  crowned  with  bliss.” 

This  was  sent  doAvn  to  District-Attorney  Stone, 
Avho  ended  the  matter : 

“The  fee-hungry  Hubbard, 

At  a  suit-able  cupboard. 

Picks  the  SkeUy-ton  of  the  dead ; 

While  the  soup-erior  pot  Boyles 
Over  ecclesiastical  spoils. 

And  makes  Munni-com  dOAvn  Avith  the  red.” 

Declining  to  express  any  opinion  as  to  the 
legal  right  to  sepulture,  or  to  enter  upon  the 
theological  argument,  we  may  venture  to  inti¬ 
mate  that  the  doggerel  may  be  regarded  as  “A 
1,  Colorado.” 


A  FASHioxABLE  New  Yoi’k  Church,  Avorship- 
ing  in  an  unfashionable  part  of  the  city,  a  short 
time  since  sold  its  edifice  and  moved  further  up 
tOAvn.  The  purchaser  chanced  to  be  a  livery- 
stable  keeper,  avIio  thought  he  needn’t  be  more 
particular  than  the  original  Christian  OAvners, 
and  turned  the  building  to  the  most  ignoble  uses 
of  his  business.  Whereupon  the  pastor,  in  the 
spirit  of  old  Matthew  Byles,  composed  a  gently 
satirical  hymn,  supposed  to  be  sung  by  the  con¬ 
gregation  on  meeting  for  the  last  time  in  the 
church,  of  Avhich  we  rescue  the  concluding  stanza 
from  oblivion.  It  ran  on  this  Avise : 

“And  for  the  last  time  here  to-day 
We  marshal  Zion’s  forces; 

No  more  we’ll  meet  to  praise  and  pray. 

For  we  give  place  to  horses.” 


Some  years  since,  Avhen  there  was  no  usury 
laAV  in  loAva,  a  laAvyer  of  the  name  of  Jenks 
brought  suit  on  a  note  held  by  his  client,  Avhich 
dreiv  thirty  per  cent,  intei'est,  and  recovered 
judgment.  It  wms  supposed  that  the  maker  of 
the  note  Avas  insolvent,  but  it  afteinvard  trans¬ 
pired  that  such  Avas  not  the  case.  The  note  had 
been  running  three  or  four  years,  and  the  judg¬ 
ment  would  only  draAV  six  per  cent,  interest, 
Avhile,  if  that  could  be  set  aside,  the  note  Avould 
draAV  the  thirty  per  cent.  The  opposite  party 
took  the  case  to  the  Supreme  Court,  to  reverse 
the  judgment,  which  Jenks  was  Avilling  should  be 
done.  Jenks  Avas  a  fine  scholar,  but  Avould  at 
times  imbibe  too  much.  On  this  occasion  he 
came  into  court  quite  “tight.”  After  his  op¬ 
ponent  had  finished  an  elaborate  argument, 
Jenks,  after  one  or  tAvo  attempts,  succeeded  in 
getting  on  his  feet,  and,  remembering  only  the 
point  of  the  case,  i.  e.,  the  thirty  per  cent.,  said : 

“Mer  brother  ’turney  ’nis  argumen’  has  mos’ 
sassfied  me  ther  judgt  [hie]  orter  be  sesside. 
I’m  sassfied  this  judgt  orter  be  ’versed  [hie] ; 
1  antershoAv  ther  Court  I’m  ’nernest.  I’ll  tell  yer 
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whatel  do.  If  yerl  'verse  that  judgt  I’ll  give  yer 
fivedolls!” 

One  of  the  judges,  a  punctilious  man,  indig¬ 
nantly  asked  him  if  he  meant  to  insult  the  Court. 

This  seemed  to  take  Jenks  by  surprise. 
Straightening  himself  up,  and  thinking  a  mo¬ 
ment,  a  new  light  seemed  to  dawn  on  his  mind, 
and  he  said,  with  an  air  of  putting  the  thing 
right  at  last : 

“Nosr!  I  don’t  meanter  ’suit  the  Court — 
the  Court  m’sunderstoo’  me — I  mean  Jive  dolls 
'piece  I" 


With  the  thermometer  at  90°  in  the  shade, 
let  our  writers  of  editorials  bear  in  mind  that  it 
is  a  good  thing  to  be  brief.  Column  editorials 
do  try  the  patience.  The  compound,  double¬ 
back-action,  reversible,  self-adjusting,  patent  cut- 
otf  and  condenser,  is  what  should  be  introduced 
into  every  new'spaper  office  during  the  dog-days. 
What  is  now  needed  is  a  summer  editor — a 
shrinker ;  some  such  sort  of  man  as  the  late 
Colonel  Samuel  L.  Knapp  once  encountered  in 
a  printing-office — a  dapper  little  man,  who  had 
started  a  magazine,  which  he  was  puffing  at  a 
great  rate,  and  in  the  most  “highfalutin”  style, 
in  all  the  journals  in  the  country.  To  this  pe¬ 
riodical  Colonel  Knapp  was  invited  to  contribute. 
He  consequently  sent  in  an  article,  which  over¬ 
ran,  by  half  a  page  or  more,  a  “form”  of  eight 
pages.  Unwilling  to  extend  the  number  of 
pages,  because  of  the  cost,  the  proprietor  changed 
a  comma  into  a  period  at  the  end  of  the  closing 
line  of  the  page,  leaving  the  gist  of  the  article, 
the  very  denouement  of  the  story,  undeveloped  ! 

The  author,  as  may  readily  be  supposed,  was 
“a  little  riled.” 

“  Print  the  article  as  it  was  written,  Sir,  or 
leave  it  out  altogether!” 

“My  dear  Sir,”  responded  the  dapper  little 
proprietor,  “what’s  the  use?  It  ‘stops’  very 
handsomely  as  it  is.  Just  let  it  go  in  !  It  makes 
another  half  form  if  it  runs  over,  and  that  I  can’t 
afford!” 

Reasonable  as  this  request  was  considered,  the 
author  of  the  article  peremptorily  declined.  The 
discomfited  proprietor  now  took  another  tack,  in¬ 
terposing  w'hat  he  thought  would  prove  “a 
clencher,”  and  remove  all  objections  : 

“Let  it  stand.  Colonel  Knapp — let  it  stand. 
It  is  very  good  as  it  is.  I  like  it  just  as  well  as 
if  that  last  part  were  tacked  on  to  it ;  and  if  it 
ain't  quite  so  nice  it  don’t  make  no  difference — 
nohody  will  read  it !— so  what’s  the  use?” 

Bear  it  in  mind,  ye  brethren  who  write  “  lead¬ 
ers,”  and  such !  When  the  thermometer  is  only 
10°  below  “par”  “it  don’t  make  no  difference; 
nohody  reads  'em  !'' 

About  these  days  expect  Agricultural  Fairs 
and  Plowing  Matches.  And  remember  the  good 
advice  once  given  by  the  President  of  a  State 
Agricultural  Society,  on  presenting  a  silver  cup 
to  a  young  man  who  had  won  the  first  prize  at  a 
plowing  match:  “Take  this  cup,  my  young 
friend,  and  remember  always  to  plow  deep  and 
drink  shallow.” 


The  recent  session  of  the  one  General  Assem¬ 
bly  of  the  Presbyterian  Church  in  the  United 
States,  at  Philadelphia,  and  the  clever  things 
said,  as  well  as  the  good  things  done  there,  re¬ 


calls  a  little  anecdote  of  two  notable  men  in  their 
day,  Krebs  and  Breckinridge,  in  an  ecclesiastical 
battle  that  occurred  many  years  ago  in  one  of 
the  General  Assemblies  held  in  Philadelphia. 

Dr.  Krebs  was  pressing  his  antagonist.  Dr.  B., 
hard  with  his  authorities,  and  at  last  came  down 
on  him  with  this ;  “And  now  I  will  proceed  to 
quote  Breckinridge  against  Breckinridge.” 

Instantly,  without  rising  from  his  seat,  Dr.  B. 
exclaimed,  “And  you  could  not  possibly  cite 
an  authority  that  would  have  less  weight  with 
me!” 


Last  winter  the  Rev.  W.  E.  S - ,  of  Lowell, 

Massachusetts,  was  spending  a  few  months  in 
Jacksonville,  Florida,  for  his  health,  and  while 
there  manifested  great  interest  in  all  things  per¬ 
taining  to  the  welfare  of  the  freedmen.  On  one 
occasion,  while  attending  the  Sabbath-school  of 
the  Colored  Baptist  Church,  a  class  of  boys  was 
turned  ov’er  to  him  as  instructor.  The  lesson  of 
the  day  was  the  6th  chapter  of  St.  Mark,  relating 
to  the  manner  in  which  the  Saviour  cast  devils 
out  of  the  demoniac  and  into  the  swine.  After 

the  chapter  had  been  read,  Mr.  S - turned  to 

the  class  and  asked : 

“Now,  boys,  do  you  think  that  those  were  real 
devils  that  possessed  this  poor  man  ?” 

The  boys  looked  at  each  other  hesitatingly, 
but  no  one  ventured  a  reply.  He  finally  spoke 
to  one  of  the  boys  on  the  front  seat,  who  was 
black  as  Erebus,  and  evidently  the  “logy”  one 
of  the  class,  and  asked  : 

“Do  you  believe  that  men  in  those  days  had 
devils  in  them — real  devils?” 

The  young  “  amendment,”  solemnly  rolling  up 
the  whites  of  his  eyes,  replied  : 

“Yas,  I  dus ;  and  da7''s  heaps  on  'em  wot's 
got  de  dehble  in  'em  now  !” 

Whatever  might  havm  been  the  moral  status 
of  those  Gadarene  people  who  became  so  trou¬ 
blesome  to  the  swine,  there  is  no  doubt  whatever 
that  the  Floridian  freedboy  was  quite  exact  in 
saying  that  “  dar’s  heaps  wot’s  got  de  debble  in 
’em”  at  the  present  writing. 


We  were  not  aware,  until  informed  by  a  cor¬ 
respondent  at  Lyons,  Iowa,  that  the  eminent 
geologist.  Dr.  Mantell,  was  a  man  of  unusually 
gigantic  stature.  The  fact  is  suificiently  au¬ 
thenticated  in  Dana’s  “  Text-Book  of  Geology,” 
page  181,  tvhere  this  statement  occurs  : 

“To  the  group  of  Dinosaurs  belongs  the 
Tguanodon,  of  the  Wealden  beds,  first  made 
known  by  Dr.  Mantell,  whose  body  was  twenty- 
eight  to  thirty  Jeet  long,  and  which  stood  high 
above  the  ground,  quadruped-like,  the  femur, 
or  thigh-bone,  alone  being  nearly  three  feet  long.” 

What  a  long  man — on  the  whole ! 


The  following  little  incident  occurred  recently 
in  the  Sunday-school  of  the  Greene  Street  M. 
E.  Church  in  Piqua,  Ohio,  which  exhibits  the 
brightness  of  the  “coming  boy”  of  that  State: 

Professor  Ingles,  of  Illinois,  was  addressing 
the  school,  telling  them  what  his  State  was 
doing  in  the  Sabbath-school  work,  and  reverting 
to  the  great  work  in  progress  among  the  con¬ 
victs  in  the  Illinois  Penitentiary.  He  asked  if 
any  one  of  the  children  present  could  tell  him 
how  many  convicts  there  were  in  the  prison  of 
his  State.  No  response. 
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“Well,”  continued  the  Professor,  “can  any 
one  tell  me  how  many  there  ought  to  be  ?” 

“  A  million !”  was  the  instant  response  of  a 
bright-eyed  urchin. 

According  to  the  census  of  18G5,  the  popula¬ 
tion  of  Illinois  was  2,145,000.  To  say,  there¬ 
fore,  that  a  million  ought  to  be  in  the  peniten¬ 
tiary  would  seem  to  be  out  of  proportion.  The 
boy,  however,  may  have  understood  the  matter 
better  than  we  do. 


In  the  course  of  a  description  of  Brigham 
Young’s  city  and  dominion,  the  following  is 
given  as  an  encouragement  for  the  “Saints”  to 
make  prompt  payment  of  their  tithes : 

TITHING  SONG. 

[Am — “  The  King  of  the  Cannibal  /s/anc^j.”] 

Now,  male  and  female,  rich  and  poor, 

Who  wish  to  keep  your  standing  sure, 

That  your  salvation  may  secure. 

Come  forward  and  pay  up  your  tithing. 

A  tenth,  that  is,  and  nothing  less. 

Of  all  you  do  or  may  possess 
In  flocks  and  herds  and  their  increase, 

.  With  pigs  and  poultry,  ducks  and  geese— 

A  tenth,  indeed,  of  aU  your  toil, 

Likewise  the  produce  of  the  sou. 

And  if  you’ve  any  tnne  or  oil. 

Come  forward  and  pay  up  your  tithing. 

Chorus. 

Then  if  to  prosper  you  desire. 

And  wish  tojteep  out  of  the  Are, 

Nay,  if  you  to  he  saints  aspire. 

Come  forward  and  pay  up  your  tithing. 

A  HYMN  of  about  the  same  “grade”  is  one 
that  can  occasionally  be  heard  at  the  cathedral 
of  the  Shakers,  at  Is’^ew  Lebanon,  said  to  have 
been  dictated  by  the  spirits : 

SONG  OP  THE  ANGELS. 

[To  those  who  are  bound  Heavenward.'] 

The  fare  is  cheap,  and  food  is  plain. 

For  yon  can  eat  as  you  ride  along. 

For  there  is  no  grease  to  soil  your  clothes. 

No  bones  to  pick,  or  scales  of  fish  to  interfere. 


Some  five-and-twenty  jears  ago,  when  Buf¬ 
falo  and  Rochester  were  smaller,  but  not  less 
enterprising  cities  than  they  are  now,  there  was 
not  a  little  rivalry  and  “pride  of  place”  between 
them.  Sometimes  it  led  to  droll  talks.  At  the 
time  we  speak  of  our  friend  Lawrence  Jerome 
was  a  newspaper  man,  and  kept  the  American 
(not  a  hotel,  but  a  newspaper  thus  entitled). 
Talking  one  day  with  a  gentleman  wdio  had 
been  on  a  pleasure  tour  through  the  western 
portion  of  the  State,  the  latter  said  : 

“You  have  a  fine,  growing  city,  though  prob¬ 
ably  Buffalo  goes  ahead  of  you.”  * 

“Not  a  bit  of  it,”  replied  Mr.  Jerome.  “  In 
five  years  w’e  can  beat  her,  and  give  her  six.  ” 
“But  Buffalo  is  a  very  flourishing  town.” 

“  It  IS,”  replied  the  estimable  Lawrence — “  it’s 
all  flourish !” 


Something  of  the  same  sort  is  this :  A  gen¬ 
tleman  wearing  a  peculiar  hat  entered  one  of  the 
news-dealers  shops  in  this  city,  and  asked : 

“  Do  you  have  the  Philadelphia  papers  ?” 
“No.” 

“Do  you  keep  the  Boston  papers?” 

“iVo,  Sir ;  we  don’t  keep  any  village  papers.” 


ting  forth  the  manifold  troubles  occasioned  in  a 
single  family  by  the  late  war,  and  the  solicitude 
felt  on  the  part  of  the  patriotic  survivor  to  re¬ 
habilitate  himself  by  a  zealous  devotion  to  “the 
whisky  business,”  about  the  manufacture  of 
which  he  laudably  desires  instruction.  We  copy 
verbatim : 

- Aek.  March  25.  18T0. 

Deau  8IK — I  ask  a  favor  of  you.  I  wont  you  to  give 
me  sum  instructions.  I  live  near  a  flearishing  little 
town  Greenville  in  Hempstead  County.  I  am  a  ma- 
canic.  A  pore  man.  I  wor  pore  before  the  rvor,  and 
in  time  of  the  wor  the  rebs  cleand  me  out  becaus  thay 
compeld  me  to  leave  my  home.  I  made  my  wa  to  fay- 
ette  ville.  thay  shot  at  me  like  a  woolf  and  wonded 
me.  I  suferd  much  in  gitten  to  Payette  ville.  I  got 
thare  on  the  7  of  Feb  63  and  joind  the  first  Ark  in¬ 
fantry.  thay  tuck  two  of  my  Suns  oft  in  the  servia 
one  of  them  dide  the  other  like  to  hav  dide.  he  has 
marred  sence  the  wor.  he  lives  with  me  &  has  fits, 
the  way  thay  trated  him  is  the  cans  of  it.  he  disearted 
them  three  tims.  the  last  tim  thay  tuck  him  to  little 
Rock,  Hlneman  had  percesslon  of  that  place,  he  had 
him  cort  marcheld  and  condemb  to  be  shot  but  the 
day  before  the  lord  delivrd  him  out  of  his  hands,  he 
fled  to  the  moun  tains  and  w’hen  the  feds  tuck  that 
place  he  got  to  them  joind  the  service  and  stade  with 
them  and  fit  the  rebs  until  peace  wos  made. 

the  other  one  of  my  suns  a  younger  one  wos  with 
me  when  thay  wos  after  me  &  got  cut  oft  from  me. 
and  frozed  to  death  that  night. 

thar  is  lota  of  the  boys  living  about  fayette  ville  you 
can  ask  for  information. 

several  of  them  lives  thare  yit  that  wor  in  the  first 
rigment. 

if  you  pleas  giv  me  a  full  hystory  of  what  it  will 
cost  me  to  meek  whiskey  and  sell  it  by  the  hole  sale 
or  retale 
we  lov  whiskey 
it  sells  high 

it  sells  hear  now  in  Greenville  at  150  per  quorL 
ork  is  high  hear.  I  want  to  raze  hogs, 
have  got  the  best  Spring  cold  good  water  and  in 
about  one  hundred  yards  falls  20  feet,  wood  plenty 
I  can  doo  my  own  grinding  and  in  about  one  mile 
and  one  half  from  Greeneville. 

pleas  wright  to  me.  wright  to  Mineral  Springs 
Hempstead  County  Ark. — yours  Truly 

Jekotuuel  Lujimis. 


Some  few  years  since,  when  the  oil  fever  was 
at  its  height,  a  very  good  man,  who  officiated  as 
a  sort  of  surveyor  and  prospecter  in  the  oleagin¬ 
ous  region,  furnished  to  a  party  desiring  it  the 
following  document : 

“A  Discription  of  Mr.  Shattick’s  Lot  of  Land, 
this  Land  is  partly  Upland  intersperst  with  RiUs 
and  Ravines  also  with  Hillocks  and  hollars  every 
Holar  is  an  oil  site  every  Ravine  is  intersperst 
with  oil  Sites,  for  i  have  Surveyed  this  Land  Sis- 
tematically  and  Theologically,  and  it  is  Rich 
with  Oil  in  my  Jedediah  Ivissam  opinion.” 


Spe.aking  of  the  American’s  devotion  to  busi¬ 
ness,  we  have  this : 

A  New  York  merchant  who  for  six  years  had 
left  his  home  at  6  a.m.,  not  returning  until  8 
P.M.,  after  his  children  were  in  bed,  was  aroused 
on  a  Sunday  afternoon  from  a  nap  on  the  sofa 
by  the  voice  of  a  child  crying  out,  “  Ma,  ma ! 
quick!  there’s  a  man  in  the  dining-room!” 

Didn’t  know  its  own  dad !  • 


In  - ,  Ohio,  reside  two  or  three  families 

who  have  grown  so  as  to  form  quite  a  “settle¬ 
ment”  of  their  own.  They  were  never  a  people 
of  high  aspirations,  and  their  descendants  have 
followed  the  paternal  example.  They  never 
went  to  “meetin’.”  Not  long  since  one  of  the 

S - -  family  died,  leaving  a  large  family,  as 

well  as  a  brother  near  his  own  age.  The  Meth¬ 
odist  minister  of  the  town  was  called  upon  to  go 


We  are  indebted  to  a  government  official  in 
North  Carolina  for  the  following  narrative,  set- 
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to  the  settlement  and  conduct  the  funeral  serv¬ 
ices.  After  doing  this  he  accompanied  the  fu¬ 
neral  procession  to  the  country  grave-yard.  Upon 
arriving  there  the  various  teams  composing  the 
cortege  were  “hitched,”  and  all  proceeded  to 
the  grave.  After  the  ceremonies  there  were  end¬ 
ed,  and  as  the  assembly  were  dispersing,  the 
clergyman,  who  was  walking  with  the  surviving 
brother,  being  anxious  to  know  what  impression 
had  been  made  upon  his  mind,  addressed  him 
thus:  “ Well,  Eather  S —  — ,  you  will  soon  be 
going  home  too.”  To  which  the  bereaved  old 
gent  responded:  “Yes,  yes,  pretty  soon;  the 
boys  have  gone  now  to  unhitch  the  critters  !” 

Eurther  consolation  was  not  tendered. 


It  is  no  sin  not  to  be  well  up  in  the  classics. 
’Liakim  Dutton  was  not.  But  he  loved  the 
American  fair.  In  fact  he  loved  two  of  them. 
Those  two  felt  emotions  of  love  toward  ’Liakim. 
And  they  quarreled  about  him  like  two  Kilken¬ 
ny  pussies.  Consequence  was,  all  three  were 
brought  into  court.  ’Liakim,  being  the  cause  of 
the  struggle,  was  thus  addressed  by  his  Honor : 

“And  so  those  women  were  fighting  about 
you  ?” 

“ I  believe  so.  Sir.” 

“You  are  a  sort  of  Adonis,  then?” 

“  Sir?”  inquired  ’Liakim,  his  eyes  protruding, 
and  a  shade  of  pallor  creeping  into  his  face. 

“  You  are  an  Adonis,”  the  Court  repeated. 

“Oh  no.  Sir — never  as  bad  as  that;  but  I've 
been  in  the  penitentiary  for  stealing  horses.” 


The  recent  decease  of  Mr.  William  Gilmore 
Simms — a  name  well  known  to  the  readers  of 
this  Magazine — recalls  a  little  thing  of  his,  writ¬ 
ten  many  years  ago,  the  beauty  of  which  will  be 
especially  appreciated  by  every  one  who  is  so 
fortunate  as  to  he  blessed  with  a  young  daugh¬ 
ter  : 

“My  little  girl  sleeps  on  my  arm  all  night, 

And  seldom  stirs,  save  when,  with  playful  wile, 

I  hid  her  rise  and  press  her  Ups  to  mine, 

Which  in  her  sleep  she  does.  And  sometimes  then, 
Half  muttered  in  her  slumbers,  she  affirms 
Her  love  for  me  is  boundless.  And  I  take 
The  Uttle  bud,  and  close  her  in  my  arms ; 

Assure  her  by  my  action — for  my  lips 
Yield  me  no  utterance  then — that  in  my  heart 
She  is  the  treasured  jewel.  Tenderly, 

Hour  after  hour,  without  desire  of  sleep, 

I  watch  above  that  large  amount  of  hope, 

Until  the  stars  wane,  and  the  yellow  moon 
Walks  forth  into  the  night.” 


A  DIRECTOR  in  one  of  our  orphan  asylums 
mentions  the  following : 

Last  Christmas  the  directors  assembled  at  the 
asylum  to  witness  the  effect  upon  the  little  peo¬ 
ple  of  old  Santa  Claus’s  visit.  Among  them 
was  a  bright-eyed  boy,  whose  present  was  a  pair 
of  copper-toed  boots — a  long-desired  present, 
truly ;  yet  a  shade'  of  further  longing  hung  upon 
his  face.  EinaUy,  with  some  hesitancy,  he  ap¬ 
proached  the  matron  and  asked, 

“Mayn’t  I  kick  Joe  just  once?” 

Alas,  that  that  final  joy  should  have  been  de¬ 
nied  the  youngster ! 


A  CLERGYMAN,  in  a  certain  town  in  Massachu¬ 
setts,  having  occasion  to  call  in  the  services  of  a 
brother  minister,  tendered  to  him  at  the  close  of 
the  day  the  usual  fee  for  preaching,  which,  in 
those  days  (it  was  before  the  war),  was  ten  dol¬ 


lars.  Such  a  sum  for  such  work  was  then 
thought  good  pay.  But  on  this  occasion  the 
man  seemed  slow  to  take  it,  and  finally  said, 
while  putting  it  in  his  pocket-book  : 

‘  ‘  I  talked  to  the  Sunday-school  nearly  half  an 
hour;  and,  besides,  I  had  some  conversation 
with  an  impenitent  sinner  on  the  steps  of  the 
church,  and  I  thought  cents  more  would  be 
about  right.” 

The  extra  charge  seemed  reasonable,  even  be¬ 
fore  the  war,  when  $0^%%  had  some  “purchase” 
to  it,  and  was  readily  paid. 

In  the  office  of  our  clever  young  friend  Surro¬ 
gate  Hutchings  many  curious  documents  come 
to  light  in  connection  with  the  disposition  of 
property.  Not  long  since  an  old  lady,  being  in 
infirm  health,  and  wishing  to  make  a  will,  sent 
for  an  Irish  friend  to  put  it  in  proper  form.  Aft¬ 
er  receiving  the  lady’s  instructions  he  commenced 
to  write,  beginning  with  a  phrase  he  had  heard 
was  used  in  such  documents,  viz.,  “In  the  name 
of  the  benevolent  Eather  of  all,”  etc.  But  after 
he  had  written  Fa —  he  stopped,  recollecting  it 
was  a  woman's  will,  and  made  what  he  thought 
to  be  the  necessary  change.  Eortunately  the 
old  lady  recovered  from  that  illness,  but  subse¬ 
quently  went  the  way  of  all  old  ladies,  and  her 
will  went  the  way  of  all  old  wills — to  the  surro¬ 
gate,  who,  on  opening  it,  read  what  was  to  him 
a  novel  commencement:  “In  the  name  of  the 
benevolent  Mother  of  all,  I,  Ellen  M‘Tavish,” 
etc. ,  etc.  Nevertheless  the  rest  of  the  document 
seemed  to  meet  the  legal  requirements,  and  was 
admitted  to  probate. 


We  all  know  the  man  who  sells  his  things  for 
less  than  cost.  He  is  to  be  found  in  every  vil¬ 
lage.  He  of  whom  we  write  lived  in  one  of  the 
numerous  “cities”  of  Michigan.  In  addition  to 
farming  he  made  a  little  (some  said  much)  mon¬ 
ey  by  selling  beef.  But,  according  to  his  own 
statement,  he  always  lost  money  by  it.  While 
serving  his  customers  with  tender  steaks  he 
would  speak  feelingly  of  how  much  was  lost  on 
that  “critter.” 

“Well,  Uncle  Johnny,”  said  a  customer,  “if 
you  lose  so  much  monejq  why  don’t  you  quit  the 
business  ?” 

Uncle  Johnny  was  equal  to  the  occasion,  when 
he  replied,  in  slow  and  thoughtful  manner,  “Well, 
the  fact  is,  I’ve  just  bought  the  farm  next  south 
of  mine,  and  it's  got  to  be  paid  for  !” 

Exactly.  So  much  that  “must  be  paid  for,” 
and  so  we  sell  for  “less  than  cost.”  At  least  it 
is  so  stated  in  the  placards. 


There  lived  in  the  northern  part  of  Vermont 
Judge  Turner,  who  in  his  day  (he  has  been  many 
years  dead)  was  very  famous  for  his  wit.  A  few 
of  his  repartees  are  furnished  to  the  Drawer  by 
Mr.  John  G.  Saxe  : 

When  a  practicing  attorney,  many  years  ago, 
he  happened,  while  arguing  a  question  of  some 
difficulty,  to  illustrate  a  point  in  his  case  by  a  • 
pretty  free  use  of  the  vocabulary  of  the  card- 
table.  The  presiding  judge  abruptly  inquired 
what  he  meant  by  addressing  such  language  to 
the  court. 

“I  meant,  your  Honor,  to  be  understood,”  was 
the  reply. 

On  another  occasion  a  judge,  vexed  with  the 
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difficulty,  or  irritated  by  the  insignificance,  of  a 
cause  'vvhicli  Turner  was  conducting,  cried  out : 

“Sir,  wliy  do  you  bring  such  a  case  as  this 
into  court  ?  Why  not  leave  it  out  to  some  of 
your  honest  neighbors  ?” 

“  Because,  your  Honor,”  replied  the  barrister, 
“we  don’t  choose  that  honest  men  should  have 
any  thing  to  do  with  it.” 

In  the  early  days  of  Vermont  jurisprudence 
the  stpct  decorum  which  now  very  generally  dis¬ 
tinguishes  the  New  England  bar  was  compara¬ 
tively  unknown.  Nothing  was  more  common 
than  sharp  altercations  between  the  bench  and 
the  bar  ;  such  wranglings,  indeed,  as  would  now 
be  deemed  “contempt  of  court”  were  they  to 
occur  only  between  the  lawyers  themselves.  On 
one  occasion  Judge  Turner,  who  was  then  plain 
“Esquire,”  had  addressed  a  sound  argument  to 
the  court  and  sat  down.  The  judge,  who  chose 
to  argue  the  question  rather  than  decide  it  at 
once,  replied  in  a  feeble  argument,  which  the 
lawyer  in  his  turn  demolished.  The  judge  re¬ 
joined  by  repeating,  without  any  material  varia¬ 
tion,  his  first  reply,  and  then  “closed  the  plead¬ 
ings”  by  an  adverse  decision. 

“Your  Honor’s  two  arguments,”  said  Turner, 
addressing  himself  partly  to  the  court  and  part¬ 
ly  to  the  bar,  “remind  me  of  a  story.  A  fool¬ 
ish  old  woman  in  Connecticut,  being  one  even¬ 
ing  at  a  party,  was  greatly  at  a  loss  for  some¬ 
thing  to  say.  At  length  she  ventured  to  inquire 
of  a  gentleman  who  sat  next  her  whether  his 
mother  had  any  children.  The  gentleman  po¬ 
litely  pointed  out  the  absurdity  of  her  inquiry. 
‘I  beg  pardon,’  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  perceiv¬ 
ing  her  mistake ;  ‘  you  don’t  understand  me ;  I 
meant  to  inquire  whether  your  grandmother  had 
any  children.  ’  ” 


Here  is  an  old  story  done  into  doggerel,  and 
very  well  done  at  that : 

A  country  curate,  visiting  his  flock. 

At  old  Rebecca’s  cottage  gave  a  knock; 

“  Good  morrow,  dame !  I  mean  not  any  libel, 

But  in  your  dwelling  have  you  got  a  Bible?” 

“  A  Bible,  Sir !”  exclaimed  she,  in  a  rage ; 

“D’ye  think  I’ve  turned  a  pagan  in  my  age? 

Here,  Janey,  haste,  and  run  up  stairs,  my  dear, 

’Tie  m  the  drawer;  be  quick,  and  bring  it  here!” 
The  girl  returned  with  Bible  in  a  minute. 

Not  dreaming  for  a  moment  what  was  in  it; 

When,  lo !  on  opening  it  at  parlor-door, 

A  pair  of  spectacles  fell  upon  the  floor. 

Amazed,  the  dame  was  for  a  moment  dumb. 

And  then  exclaimed,  “  Oh,  Sir !  I’m  glad  you’ve  come, 
'Tis  six  mouths  since  these  spectacles  were  lost. 

And  I  have  missed  them  to  my  poor  eyes’  cost.” 
Then,  as  tiie  glasses  to  her  nose  she  raised. 

She  closed  the  Bible,  saying,  “  God  be  praised !” 

A  Massachusett,?  gentleman  writes  to  the 
Drawer  :  AVe  have  a  “])opular  preacher”  in  our 
town.  He  draws  ;  and  here  is  a  literal  copy  of 
a  passage  in  his  last  sermon.  Speaking  of  the 
wisdom  of  all  Nature’s  works  : 

“The  bird  was  made  to  live  in  the  air,  the 
fish  in  the  water,  the  mole  in  the  ground.  Put 
the  first  in  the  element  of  the  second,  it  struggles 
•  and  is  strangled;  the  second  into  the  element 
of  the  third,  it  fiounders  and  gasps  and  dies ; 
and  should  the  mole  attempt,  like  the  eagle,  to 
soar  above  the  mountain  crags,  ’twoidd  make  him 
dizzy!"  _ _ _ 

The  proceeding  known  to  lawyers  as  “poll¬ 
ing  the  jury,”  is  the  calling  over  the  list  after 


the  verdict  has  been  rendered,  with  the  question 
to  each  juror,  separately,  “Is  this  your  ver¬ 
dict?”  Thereanent  a  story  is  told  of  two  law¬ 
yers,  both  standing  very  high  in  the  profession 
to-day,  who,  years  ago,  met  as  opponents  in  the 
arena  of  a  certain  court,  composed  of  a  presid¬ 
ing  judge  and  two  associate  justices,  for  the  trial 
of  an  important  case.  During  the  trial  a  point 
was  raised  by  lawyer  No.  1  which  the  presiding 
judge  instantly  decided  in  his  favor.  Lawyer 
No.  2  was  taken  by  surprise  at  the  ruling,  and 
thinking  that  he  discovered  signs  of  dissent  in 
the  faces  of  the  associate  justices,  he  blandly  in¬ 
quired, 

“Are  we  to  understand  that  such  is  the  deci¬ 
sion  of  the  Court  f' 

The  judges  laid  their  heads  together,  and 
briskly  discussed  the  question  in  low  tones, 
while  lawyer  No.  1,  alarmed  at  the  turn  the 
affair  seemed  to  be  taking,  began  to  argue  earn¬ 
estly  for  the  point.  He  was  presently  inter¬ 
rupted  by  the  presiding  judge,  who  said  : 

“I  decided  in  your  favor,  Mr.  Blank,  as  I 
was  convinced  was  right,  and  I  still  think  so. 
Much  to  my  surprise,  I  find  my  brethren  are 
both  against  me.  It  is  therefore  the  decision 
of  the  Court — not  mine — that  the  evidence  which 
you  offer  must  be  rejected.” 

Lawyer  No.  1  (sotto  voce):  “Well,  I  declare! 
I’ve  often  heard  of  polling  a  jury,  but  this  is  the 
first  I  ever  knew  of  polling  a  court!" 


From  the  correspondent  who  sent  the  forego¬ 
ing  we  have  the  following  account  of  a  scene 
which  recently  amused  a  crowded  court : 

By  the  District  -  Attorney :  “You  are  weU 
acquainted  with  the  prisoner  ?” 

“Yes,  Sir;  know  him  well.” 

“What  is  his  disposition  as  regards  being 
quarrelsome,  or  otherwise?” 

“  Pretty  ugly,  I  should  say ;  that  is,  when  he’s 
drunk.  ” 

The  District-Attorney,  having  “interviewed” 
the  witness  beforehand,  and  knowing  what  his 
answer  to  the  question  would  be,  judiciously  con¬ 
cluded  to  allow  the  defendant’s  counsel  to  ask 
that  question.  The  defendant’s  counsel  plunged 
into  the  trap,  in  this  wise : 

“  You  say  vou  know  defendant  well  ?” 

“Yes.” 

‘  ‘  How  long  have  you  known  him  ?” 

“  A  matter  of  five  years.” 

“How  often  have  you  seen  him  in  that  time  ?” 

“From  four  to  five  times  a  week.” 

“  Every  week?” 

“Just  about  every  week.” 

“And  you  say  he  is  ugly  when  he  is  drunk?” 

“  Yes  ;  wants  to  fight,  and  such.” 

“  Well,  Sir — now  tell  this  jury  what  the  pris¬ 
oner’s  disposition  is  when  he  is  sober.” 

“That  I  can’t  do  ;  I  never  saw  him  sober  !” 

“You  can  go  down.  Sir.” 


When  Dr.  Gross  was  at  the  zenith  of  his 
fame  in  Philadelphia  he  was  taken  dangerously 
ill.  Shortly  after  his  recovery  he  met  one  of 
his  lady  patients,  who  remarked  to  him  : 

“Oh,  Doctor,  I  rejoice  to  see  that  you  are 
out  again ;  had  we  lost  you,  our  good  people 
would  have  died  by  the  dozen  !” 

“Thank  you,  madam,”  replied  the  Doctor; 
“but  now,  I  fear,  they  will  die  by  the  Gross  !" 
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THE  YOUNG  MEN’S  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION. 


EMPLOYMENT  COMMITTEE, 


IT  is  now  about  a  quarter  of  a  century  since 
a  dozen  clerks  in  the  heart  of  London  met 
in  the  upper  story  of  one  of  its  great  commer¬ 
cial  houses  for  the  purpose  of  spending  an  hour 
in  religious  and  devotional  exercises.  A  few  of 
the  more  sanguine  among  them  entertained  the 
hope  that  some  of  their  fellows  might  perhaps 
be  induced  to  join  them.  The  first  thought 
of  the  founders  of  this  meeting  did  not  in¬ 
volve  the  idea  that  their  field  was  any  larger 
than  the  house  to  which  they  belonged.  But, 


by  one  of  those  sudden  and  unexpected  move¬ 
ments  by  which  the  Great  Father  seems  to  de¬ 
light  sometimes  to  surprise  His  children,  who 
receive  the  more  because  they  expect  so  little, 
the  influence  of  this  little  meeting  spread  with 
wonderful  rapidity  to  other  houses.  Even  those 
clerks  who  had  the  least  inclination  for  devotion¬ 
al  exercises  found  a  social  gathering  of  this  de¬ 
scription  an  agreeable  relaxation  from  the  wor¬ 
ry  and  wear  of  business.  Daily  prayer-meetings 
were  multiplied.  Finally,  a  conference  between 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1S70,  by  Harper  and  Brothers,  in  the  Clerk’s  Office  of  the 
District  Court  of  the  United  States,  for  the  Southern  District  of  New  York, 

Von.  XLI.— No.  245-41 
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those  who  had  become  interested  in  this  move¬ 
ment  was  held  ;  and  on  the  6th  of  June,  1844, 
a  society  was  formed  for  “  Improving  the  Spir¬ 
itual  Condition  of  Young  Men  in  the  Drapery 
and  other  Trades.”  This  was  the  foundation 
of  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Associations, 
which,  extending  first  upon  the  Continent  and 
then  to  this  country,  now  embrace  between 
twelve  and  fifteen  hundred  local  organizations, 
and  from  one  to  two  hundred  thousand  mem¬ 
bers. 

From  London  the  movement,  which  was  so 
little  organic  that  we  may  designate  it  as  spon¬ 
taneous,  crossed  the  Channel.  In  Paris  it  met 
with  some  obstacles  which  were  unknown  to 
Englishmen — impossible,  indeed,  under  English 
law.  By  the  French  Code,  no  public  meeting 
can  be  held  without  authority  from  the  police. 

This  new  movement  the  police  were  unable 
to  comprehend.  They  feared  that  it  was  a  blind 
to  conceal  ulterior  political  purposes.  Assured 
that  it  was  purely  religious  in  its  character, 
they  asked,  with  naive  simplicity,  if  there  were 
not  already  churches  enough  in  Paris.  They 
watched  with  suspicious  eyes  the  first  sessions, 
when  permission  to  assemble  had  been  reluct¬ 
antly  granted.  Placards  posted  on  the  walls 
forbade  all  political  discussions.  These  were, 
perhaps,  not  unnecessary  in  Paris,  where  the 
temptation  to  make  the  most  casual  meeting 
an  occasion  for  a  political  debate  is  very  great. 
However,  the  suspicions  of  the  police  were  at 
last  allayed.  The  new  organization  secured 
the  confidence  of  the  prefect.  It  grew  rapid¬ 
ly,  and  multiplied  itself  by  establishing  local  as¬ 
sociations  in  connection  with  the  various  Prot¬ 
estant  churches  of  the  city.  Seventy  or  eighty 
of  these  associations  have  been  since  formed  in 
France. 

Fortune,  or,  should  we  not  rather  say.  Provi¬ 
dence,  placed  it  in  the  power  of  these  young 
men  to  render  to  the  cause  of  Christian  truth 
an  essential  service,  and,  at  the  same  time,  to 
secure  the  increased  confidence  of  the  govern¬ 
ment. 

Monsieur  Renan  issued  his  “Life  of  Christ.” 
All  Paris  rushed  after  it  with  an  enthusiasm 
equal  to  that  with  which  the  earlier  romances 
of  Sue,  Sand,  and  Dumas  were  greeted.  The 
French  government  suspended  the  learned  but 
unbelieving  lecturer  from  his  post.  All  liter¬ 
ary  Paris  was  thrown  into  a  fever  heat  by  the 
deposition.  The  “  Life  of  Christ”  was  made 
more  popular  by  the  martyrdom  of  its  author. 
The  Paris  that  had  rarely  spoken  the  name  of 
Jesus  except  in  jest  or  in  derision  read  with 
avidity  the  romance  of  Monsieur  Renan,  and 
studied  the  character  of  the  Nazarene  with 
seriousness ;  at  least,  with  as  much  serious¬ 
ness  as  may  reasonably  be  expected  of  the 
modern  Vanity  Fair.  The  Paris  that  knew 
of  Jesus  only  as  an  ecclesiastical  ornament — 
one  whose  reflected  glory  made  Mary  mother 
of  God  and  an  object  of  holy  adoration — was 
made,  for  the  first  time,  to  realize  that  He  was 
indeed  a  man,  who  lived,  ate,  drank,  slept. 


sorrowed,  suffered,  died.  The  Young  Men’s 
Christian  Association  availed  itself  of  the  ex¬ 
citement  of  the  hour.  Under  its  auspices  Prot¬ 
estant  lectures  were  delivered  in  reply  to  the  cu¬ 
riously  inconsistent  but  fervidly  imaginative  pic¬ 
torial  representations  of  the  French  romancer. 

These  lectures  were  thronged.  Hundreds, 
before  inaccessible,  listened  with  avidity,  if  not 
with  profit.  The  Association  obtained  by  this 
act  a  status  with  the  Churches,  the  people,  and 
the  government  which  it  still  retains.  The 
Young  Men’s  Christian  Association  of  Paris  is 
the  embodied  spirit  of  youthful  Protestantism. 

From  London  and  Paris  these  associations 
have  gone  on  extending  throughout  all  Protest¬ 
ant  Europe.  They  are  to  be  found  in  Great 
Britain,  in  France,  Switzerland,  Germany ;  and, 
since  the  revolution,  we  believe,  in  Spain,  in 
Holland,  Belgium,  Italy,  and  the  Mediterranean 
coasts.  Thus  not  only  sectarian  distinctions, 
as  we  shall  presently  see,  but  national  and  po¬ 
litical  lines  also,  are  disregarded.  In  the  Young 
Men’s  Christian  Association  there  is  a  congress 
of  nations,  and  of  all  Protestant  denominations. 
Between  these  various  organizations  there  is 
indeed  no  other  bond  of  union  than  that  of  a 
common  work  and  a  common  sympathy,  though 
the  latter  has  found  occasional  expression  in  in¬ 
ternational  conferences. 

The  relations  between  England  and  America 
are  such  that  any  religious  movement  originated 
in  the  parent  country  is  sure  to  be  repeated  in 
a  modified  form  in  the  other.  Almost  simul¬ 
taneously  associations  patterned  after  the  Lon¬ 
don  model  were  organized  in  Montreal  and 
Boston.  They  were  followed  by  similar  soci¬ 
eties  in  New  York,  Washington,  Buffalo,  and 
Cincinnati.  Smaller  towns  felt  the  national 
pulsation  and  imitated  the  example  which  had 
been  set  them.  It  were  well  if  the  fashion 
which  the  cities  set  the  country  could  always  be 
followed  to  so  good  advantage.  The  first  as¬ 
sociation  on  this  continent  was  organized  at 
Monti-eal  in  December,  1851.  In  one  year 
from  that  date  thirteen  were  reported.  At  the 
time  of  our  writing  there  are  said  to  be  over  seven 
hundred  in  the  United  States  and  the  Canadas. 

There  are  two  characteristic  features  of  the.se 
associations  to  which  we  should  perhaps  advert 
before  passing  to  speak  in  detail  of  their  labors. 
Both  are  indicated  in  their  title. 

The  first  is,  that  they  embody  the  youthful 
enthusiasms  and  the  youthful  energies  of  the 
Church.  They  are  Young  Men's  Christian  As¬ 
sociations.  In  one  or  two  organizations  women 
have  been  admitted  to  equal  or  nearly  equal 
privileges  with  their  brethren.  This  is  the  case 
in  Brooklyn,  the  activity  and  efficiency  of  whose 
society  has  been  greatly  improved  by  the  change. 
In  Washington  women  have  all  the  privileges 
of  the  library  and  reading-room,  and  certain 
hours  are  set  apart  for  their  use  of  the  gymna¬ 
sium.  In  Boston,  debarred  from  active  par¬ 
ticipation  in  the  Association,  they  have  organ¬ 
ized  a  Young  Women’s  Christian  Association. 
Thus  far,  however,  they  have  generally  been 


THE  YOUNG  MEN’S  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION. 


643 


excluded  from  the  benefits  and  the  labors  of 
these  organizations,  or  admitted  only  as  spec¬ 
tators  to  certain  of  the  more  public  meetings. 
It  is  certainly  a  serious  question  whether  the 
associations  of  America  have  not  in  this  re¬ 
spect  followed  too  closely  their  transatlantic 
model,  and  whether,  except  possibly  in  the  large 
cities,  the  social,  moral,  and  spiritual  efficacy  of 
these  bodies  would  not  be  greatl}'  enhanced  by 
uniting  in  one  society  the  combined  energies  of 
both  sexes.  In  the  present  form  of  organiza¬ 
tion  a  problem  of  some  difficulty,  and  of  co-nsid- 
erable  practical  importance,  is  presented  by  the 
question.  What  constitutes  a  young  man?  No 
man  is  ever  old  in  America  till  he  dies.  No 
man  is  willing  to  confess  to  himself  that  the 
life  blood  flows  less  vigorously  in  his  veins,  or 
that  his  eye  grows  dim,  or  his  step  more  feeble. 
Yet  it  is  of  the  very  essence  of  these  associa¬ 
tions  that  they  should  embody  the  youth  only  of 
the  country,  and  that  the  freedom  of  their  so¬ 
cial  and  religious  gatherings  should  not  be  im¬ 
paired  by  the  fear  of  older  and  more  experienced 
men. 

Eorty  years  has  been  generally  fixed  as  the 
utmost  limit  of  youth.  When  a  member  passes 
that  age  he  ceases  to  be  an  active  and  becomes 
a  counseling  member  only.  In  France  mar¬ 
riage  serves  practically  as  the  standard  which 
is  so  purely  conventional  here.  Old  bachelors 
are  unknown.  No  man  is  old  who  is  a  bach¬ 
elor  ;  no  man  is  young  after  he  is  married,  ac¬ 
cording  to  Parisian  iffiilosophy.  The  Young 
Men’s  Christian  Associations  of  Paris  are  there¬ 
fore  chiefly  bachelor  brotherhoods. 

The  other  characteristic  feature  of  these  or¬ 
ganizations  is  their  undenominational  character, 
the  fact  that  they  are  purely  and  simply  Chris¬ 
tian  Associations.  We  doubt  whether  they 
could  have  been  organized  half  a  century  ago. 
They  certainly  could  not  have  been  maintained 
at  any  time  during  the  eighteenth  century.  It 
is,  indeed,  a  curious  fact  in  the  history  of  re¬ 
ligious  philosophy  that  the  controversies  which 
for  so  many  years  after  the  birth  of  free  thought 
in  religion  imbittered  and  divided  the  religious 
world  have  simply  sunk  into  oblivion.  They 
are  not  settled.  The  problems — that  is,  the 
theoretical  problems,  on  which  Arminius,  Cal¬ 
vin,  Wesley,  and  Edwards  expended  their 
strength — are  no  nearer  settlement  to-day  than 
they  were  three  hundred,  or  even  fifteen  hun¬ 
dred  years  ago.  The  Calvinist  is  just  as  much 
Calvinist,  the  Arminian  is  just  as  much  Armin- 
ian,  as  ever.  But  the  subjects  themselves  have 
been  supplanted  in  the  minds  of  men.  They 
are  by  a  sort  of  common  consent  remitted  to 
the  store-house  where  the  world  keeps  its  un¬ 
solved  and  insoluble  questions.  Meanwhile 
Churchman  and  Independent,  Immersionistand 
Pedobaptist,  the  follower  of  Wesley  and  the 
disciple  of  Calvin,  recognizing  in  One  greater 
than  all  their  only  Master,  combine  in  common 
work  for  him.  Nor  is  this  union  the  result  of 
a  stifling  of  fi-ee  discussion,  or  any  doubtful 
compromise  of  principle,  or  any  mutual  accom-  !  i 


modation  of  doctrine.  The  odious  sign  forbid¬ 
ding  free  discussion  of  political  and  theological 
topics  is  now  rarely  to  be  seen  in  the  rooms  of 
any  association.  For  experience  has  proved 
that  the  interest  in  theological  disputes  is  so 
slight,  and  the  dread  of  theological  controversy 
is  so  great,  that  the  utmost  freedom  of  discus¬ 
sion  is  not  dangerous  to  the  utmost  cordiality 
of  good-fellowship.  To  the  general  statement 
that  no  regard  is  paid  to  denominational  con¬ 
siderations  by  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Asso¬ 
ciations  one  exception  ought,  however,  to  be 
made. 

A  broad  line  seems  to  separate  what  are  gen¬ 
erally  known  as  Evangelical  Christians  from 
those  which  represent  what  is  perhaps  best 
known  by  the  title  of  a  Liberal  Theology.  The 
differences  of  temperament,  of  methods,  and  of 
religious  convictions  between  the  adherents  of 
these  two  schools  are  so  great  that  it  has  been 
almost  universally  regarded  best  to  work  in 
separate  organizations.  So  far  as  we  know  this 
separation  has  taken  place  without  bitterness 
of  feeling  or  rancor  of  controversy.  In  the  six¬ 
teenth  century  Calvin  decreed  the  burning  of 
Servetus,  and  Protestant  Europe  approved  the 
sentence.  In  the  nineteenth  century  it  is  a 
long  and  hotly  disputed  question  whether  the 
followers  of  this  deposed  and  executed  heretic 
shall  not  be  admitted  into  full  Christian  fellow¬ 
ship  with  those  of  his  austerely  orthodox  judges. 
Surely  in  Christian  charity  the  world  has  made 
progress.* 

Most  of  these  associations  are  tenants.  Halls 
used  at  times  for  other  purposes,  business  offices, 
generally  contracted  and  not  always  cleanly, 
rooms  in  out-of-the-way  buildings,  removed 
from  the  association’s  proper  centre  of  opera¬ 
tions,  are  very  often  the  best  that  can  be  se¬ 
cured.  For  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Asso¬ 
ciations  are  far  from  rich  when  compared  with 
other  somewhat  analogous  organizations — the 
Masons  and  the  Odd -Fellows,  for  instance. 
Recently,  however,  a  more  ambitious  policy  has 
been  adopted.  “  I  expect,”  says  D.  L.  Moody, 
of  Chicago,  “to  live  to  see  a  building  for  a 
Young  Men’s  Christian  Association  in  every 
town  of  considerable  size  in  the  country.”  This 
happy  day  must  be  somewhat  distant  as  yet,  we 


*  In  this  country  the  condition  of  active  member¬ 
ship  in  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Associations  is  al¬ 
most,  if  not  altogether,  without  exception  that  the  ap¬ 
plicant  be  a  member  of  some  Evangelical  Church. 
Others  are  admitted  as  associate  members  to  all  the 
privileges  of  the  association  except  voting  and  holding 
office.  In  the  London,  and  generally  in  the  English 
associations,  any  person  is  “eligible  for  membership 
who  gives  decided  evidence  of  his  conversion  to  God.” 
As  a  general  rule,  however,  none  are  admitted  under 
this  provision  unless  they  are  already  connected,  or 
about  to  connect  themselves,  with  some  Church.  In 
Holland  no  such  conditions  are  affixed.  Any  young 
man  of  good  moral  character  is  admitted  to  full  mem¬ 
bership.  “Our  associations,”  says  Mr.  _P- J-  Moeton, 
“  are  founded  upon  this  principle — that  it  is  not  to  be 
expected  that  any  young  man  comes  to  us  who  is  not 
seeking  for  the  kingdom  of  God,  and  though  he  is  not 
decidedly  a  Christian,  when  he  is  seeking  for  Clirist  we 
should  welcome  him  in  our  midst.” 
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think ;  still,  not  a  little  has  been  done  toward 
its  realization.  Not  only  in  the  larger  cities, 
.as  New  York,  Philadelphia,  Washington,  Chi¬ 
cago,  and  San  Francisco,  do  the  Young  Men’s 
Christian  Associations  own  the  buildings  which 
they  occupy,  hut  they  are  beginning  to  do  so 
in  some  of  the  more  flourishing  .and  prosperous 
of  the  smaller  towns,  as,  for  example,  in  Meri¬ 
den,  Connecticut ;  Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania ; 
Newtown,  Long  Island;  Poughkeepsie,  New 
York ;  Springfleld,  Massachusetts,  and  in  simi¬ 
lar  places.  A  recent  report  which  lies  before 
us  estimates  that  not  less  than  a  million  and 
a  half  of  dollars  are  invested,  and  under  the 
control  of  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Associa¬ 
tions  of  the  United  States,  either  in  buildings 
already  erected,  or  in  funds  for  the  purpose  of 
erecting  appropriate  buildings. 

Of  the  houses  which  the  Church  has  erected 
for  its  young  men,  undoubtedly  the  finest,  not 
only  in  this  country  but  in  the  world,  is  that 
recently  completed  in  the  city  of  New  York. 
It  is,  indeed,  fairly  entitled  to  be  designated 
the  handsomest  club-house  in  the  city.  Club¬ 
house  we  call  it,  for  such  in  fact  it  is,  both  in 
its  appliances  and  its  purposes,  though  conse¬ 
crated  neither  to  politics  as  are  some,  to  social 
festivities  degenerating  too  often  into  gambling 
and  intemperance  as  are  others,  nor  to  litera¬ 
ture  and  polite  society  as  are  one  or  two,  but  to 
the  cause  of  good  morals,  of  pure  religion,  and 
of  Him  who  is  the  divine  inspirer  of  the  one  and 
the  divine  founder  of  the  other. 

This  building,  erected  of  dark  Belleville 


sandstone,  in  the  French  Renaissance  style  of 
architecture,  is  flve  stories  in  height,  and  covers 
about  a  third  of  an  acre  in  area.  The  ground- 
floor  is  occupied  by  stores,  the  rent  of  which, 
with  that  of  the  offices  in  the  upper  stories,  con¬ 
siderably  more  than  pays  the  interest  on  the 
mortgage  debt  of  $150,000. 

The  two  upper  stories  are  devoted  chiefly  to 
artists’  studios.  The  second  and  third  floors 
are  appropriated  exclusively  for  the  rooms  of 
the  Association.  Ascending  a  grand  staircase, 
and  turning  to  the  right  at  the  head  of  the  stairs, 
the  visitorflnds  himself  in  theLecture-room,  one 
of  the  most  convenient  halls  in  the  city  of  New 
York.  It  is  arranged  in  modern  fashion,  with 
iron  seats  cushioned,  sep.arated  from  each  other 
by  arms,  and  numbered,  for  the  purpose  of  lec¬ 
tures  and  concerts.  A  large  gallery  runs  the 
whole  length  of  the  room,  broadening  out  in 
horseshoe  form  across  the  rear.  Opposite  is 
the  stage  or  platform,  wdth  a  retiring-room  upon 
one  side,  and  upon  the  other  an  organ,  which 
is  curiously  furnished  with  a  drum,  a  triangle, 
and  a  pair  of  cymbals,  so  as  to  be  a  martial 
band  as  well  as  a  church  organ.  This  hall, 
which  is  two  stories  high,  and  is  capable  of 
seating  over  fifteen  hundred  persons,  is  rare- 
1}’  idle.  To-day  it  is  employed  for  an  organ  ex¬ 
hibition,  to-morrow  for  a  lecture,  then  for  a 
concert,  then  for  a  public  meeting  of  the  Asso¬ 
ciation.  On  Sabbath-day  it  serves  the  purpose 
of  a  church,  where  public  religious  services  are 
held,  the  different  pastors  of  the  various  city 
churches  ministering  in  turn  on  invitation  of  a 
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committee  which  has  these  ministerial  services 
in  charge. 

If  the  visitor,  having  glanced  in  at  this  Lec¬ 
ture-room,  turns  back,  and  enters  a  large  door 
which  stands  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  stair¬ 
case,  he  will  find  himself  in  the  Reception- 
room  of  the  Association.  The  Secretary’s  pri¬ 
vate  office  opens  off  of  this  Reception-room, 
and  here,  almost  any  hour  of  the  day  between 
10  A.M.  and  10  p.m.,  may  be  found  the  Secre¬ 
tary,  Mr.  Robert  R.  McBurney,  a  man  of  few 
words  in  public,  little  known  to  fame  and  little 
covetous  of  it,  but  the  one  to  whom,  neverthe¬ 
less,  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Association  of 
New  York  is  largely  indebted  for  its  prosperi¬ 
ty.  Here  also  is  to  be  seen,  almost  every  day, 
the  President  of  the  Association,  Mr.  Williain 
E.  Dodge,  Jun.,  who  by  no  means  confines  his 
official  labors  to  the  nominal  work  of  presiding 
at  its  jiublic  meetings,  but  is  its  real  executive 
head,  and  whose  rare  combination  of  energy 
and  urbanity  peculiarly  fits  him  for  the  post,  to 
which  he  has  now  been  elected  for,  we  believe 
several  successive  years. 

Opening  out  of  this  Reception-room,  which 
is  occupied  only  by  the  desks  of  some  of  the 
Secretary’s  assistants,  are  the  Reading-room 
and  parlors — Social  Parlors  they  are  called  ; 
but  they  rarely  present  an  aspect  of  sociality, 
except  on  the  occasion  of  some  public  recep¬ 
tion  or  other  similar  gathering,  when  they  are 
thronged  with  members  and  their  friends,  and 
ladies,  as  invited  guests,  add  their  attractions  to 
the  scene.  In  truth,  as  yet,  the  most  important 


part  of  the  work  of  the  Young  Men’s  Christian 
Associations  remains  but  imperfectly  fulfilled — 
the  development  of  the  social  life  of  the  home¬ 
less  and  the  friendless  of  the  great  cities.  It  is 
in  their  social  life  they  experience  their  great¬ 
est  dangers.  Vice  is  not  bashful,  and  there 
are  plenty  of  doors  which  are  open  to  the  young 
man  who,  far  from  home,  feels  bitterly  in  the 
long  evenings  the  lack  which  nothing  but  a  true 
home  can  well  supply.  Reading-rooms,  libra¬ 
ries,  and  prayer-meetings  do  not  compensate 
for  the  loss  of  the  social  circle  to  which  in  his 
native  village  he  had  free  entrance.  The  dif¬ 
ficulties  of  providing  any  genuine  social  life  to 
serve  as  a  tolerable  substitute,  and  the  real,  and 
still  more  the  imaginary,  dangers  of  “mixed 
society,”  are  so  great  that  hitherto  conservatism 
has  not  really  dared  to  essay  to  conquer  the  one 
and  provide  the  other.  The  society  which  the 
Young  Men’s  Christian  Association  furnishes  is 
as  yet  only  club  society. 

A  flight  of  stairs  leading  directly  down  from 
the  Reception-room  conducts  the  visitor  to  the 
best  substitute  which  has  as  yet  been  practically 
employed  for  the  missing  home.  It  is  not 
found  that  books,  papers,  and  prayer-meetings 
practically  compete  with  the  concert  saloons, 
the  theatres,  and  the  gambling  hells ;  at  least, 
not  to  such  an  extent  as  to  preserve  from  them 
those  whose  danger  is  greatest,  and  whose  natures 
are,  because  most  generous  and  noble,  there¬ 
fore  most  susceptible  to  the  temptations  of  city 
life.  Not  only,  therefore,  are  lectures  and  pub¬ 
lic  receptions  added  to  the  attractions  of  the 
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Christian  club-house,  but  the  means  also  of 
physical  enjoyment  and  physical  recreation  in 
an  admirable  Gymnasium  and  Bowling-Alley. 
This  is  open  only  to  members  of  the  Associa¬ 
tion,  and  can  be  reached  only  by  going  through 
the  public  Reception  or  ante  room. 

Returning  up  the  long  flight  of  stairs,  and 
ascending  still  another  flight,  the  visitor  finds 
himself  on  the  second  story  of  the  Association’s 
apartments,  the  third  of  the  building,  and  on 
the  same  floor  with  the  gallery  of  the  Lecture- 
room.  Here  is  a  very  pleasant  room  appropri¬ 
ated  for  prayer- meetings  and  Bible -classes, 
smaller  apartments  for  week-day  classes  in  the 
various  languages,  and,  we  believe,  also  in  writ¬ 
ing  and  book-keeping,  and  a  very  attractive 
Library-room,  which  needs  only  a  good  collec¬ 
tion  of  books  to  be  one  of  the  most  attractive 
in  the  city. 

We  have  described  thus  in  detail  the  new 
accommodations  of  the  New  York  Young  Men’s 
Christian  Association,  because  they  are  un¬ 
doubtedly  the  finest  in  the  world,  and  afford 
the  best  illustration  of  the  sort  of  work  which, 
with  fewer  conveniences,  though  perhaps  with 
no  less  real  success,  the  Young  Men’s  Christian 
Associations  throughout  the  country  are  en¬ 
deavoring  to  do.  _  Generally,  however,  a  single 
room  is  compelled  to  serve  the  manifold  pur¬ 
poses  which  are  served  by  these  spacious  and 
really  elegant  apartments.  An'  association 
which  has  two  rooms,  one  for  reading  and  study, 
and  the  other  for  conversation,  considers  itself 
fortunate. 

More  frequently  one  room  serves  the  purpose 


of  library,  reading-room,  place  for  quiet  con¬ 
versation,  with,  perhaps,  occasional  games  of 
checkers  or  backgammon,  and  on  occasions, 
regularly  and  pretty  frequently  recurring,  for 
prayer-meetings,  Bible-classes,  secular  lectures, 
literary  exercises,  and  social  reunions. 

The  Young  Men’s  Christian  Association, 
however,  by  no  means  confines  itself  to  the 
work  of  a  Christian  club.  One  peculiar  feature 
about  these  organizations  is  their  flexibility. 
This  is  due,  doubtless,  partly  to  their  constitu¬ 
tions,  which,  very  wisely,  do  not  limit  them  in 
their  methods,  but  chiefly  to  the  young  men 
themselves,  who  are  little  hampered  by  preju¬ 
dices  or  precedents.  This  flexibility  of  organ¬ 
ization  was  curiously  illustrated  at  the  breaking 
out  of  the  civil  war.  The  famous  bombard¬ 
ment  of  Eort  Sumter,  which  shocked  the  whole 
country  with  so  rude  a  surprise,  threatened  the 
Young  Men’s  Christian  Associations  with  utter 
disruption.  Many  of  them  disbanded  ;  others 
temporarily  discontinued  their  meetings  and 
closed  their  rooms.  The  confederation,  which 
had  united  the  various  local  societies  in  one 
national  fellowship,  dropped  in  pieces.  The 
national  conventions  were  abandoned.  The 
publication  of  the  central  organ  was,  we  believe, 
discontinued.  The  work  of  the  preceding  ten 
years  seemed  to  be  demolished  at  a  blow.  Then 
it  was  that  a  few  thoughtful  spirits  perceived  at 
once  the  duty  as  well  as  the  danger  of  the  hour, 
and  provided  for  escaping  the  one  by  perform¬ 
ing  the  other.  A  convention  of  Christian  As¬ 
sociations  was  called  in  the  city  of  New  York. 
Only  forty-three  delegates  attended  ;  but  fifteen 
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associations  were  represented ;  the  entire  ses¬ 
sion  lasted  but  a  day  and  a  half.  Still  the  end 
was  accomplished.  It  was  resolved  that  it  was 
the  duty  of  the  associations  represented  to 
take  active  measures  to  promote  the  spiritual 
and  temporal  welfare  of  the  soldiers  and  sailors 
of  the  United  States.  A  Christian  Commission 
ivas  formed  for  the  purpose.  For  the  three 
years  that  followed  the  Young  Men’s  Christian 
Associations,  without  changing  their  form  of 
organization,  became  Committees  of  Supplies. 
They  worked  in  fact,  though  not  in  form,  un¬ 
der  the  direction  of  the  Commission  which  they 
had  created.  To  describe  their  operations  in 
detail  is  unnecessary,  and  would  take  us  too 
far  from  our  theme.  But  the  thousands  who 
gathered  in  camp  at  the  sound  of  the  even¬ 
ing  song,  to  be  wafted  by  the  familiar  hymn 
to  the  dear  fireside  and  those  who  gathered 
about  it,  and  with  them  up  to  the  throne  of 
Him  whose  presence  makes  the  tent  a  temple 
and  the  bivouac  holy  ground — the  thousands 
who  in  the  hospital  received  their  first  pal¬ 
atable  food  from  the  hands  of  a  Christian 
stranger,  and  caught  their  first  gleam  of  hope 
from  the  kindly  words  of  Christian  consola¬ 
tion  and  of  Christian  invitation  which  he  spoke 
to  them  —  the  thousands  of  fathers,  mothers, 
wives,  sisters,  who  could  not  be  in  person 


by  the  bedside  of  the  sick  and  wounded  ones 
far  away,  but  who  found  for  their  overflowing 
hearts  some  relief  in  the  poor  privilege  of  send¬ 
ing  messages  and  mementoes  of  their  love  by 
the  hands  of  Christian  delegates  going  thither 
■ — these  can  never  forget  that  for  this  ministry 
of  mercy  in  the  nation’s  hour  of  peril  they  are 
indebted  to  the  prayers,  the  thoughts,  and  the 
labors  of  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Associa¬ 
tions. 

A  scarcely  less  characteristic  indication  of 
the  peculiar  flexibility  of  the  organization  of 
Young  Men’s  Christian  Associations  is  afforded 
by  what  is  known  as  the  Pacific  Railroad  Mis¬ 
sion.  The  building  of  the  Pacific  Railroad  did 
not  probably  tend  to  produce  in  the  country  any 
greater  amount  of  open  and  flagrant  vice  than 
is  usually  characteristic  of  new  countries  where 
the  civilizing  institutions  which  belong  to  a 
more  developed  state  of  society,  the  restraints 
of  an  educated  public  opinion,  and,  above  all, 
the  refining  and  restraining  influence  of  woman 
and  the  purifying  power  of  the  home  circle,  are 
either  altogether  or  almost  entirely  wanting. 
But  partly  because  the  Pacific  Railroad  ivas  a 
matter  of  national  importance,  and  every  thing 
which  was  connected  with  it  was  of  public  in¬ 
terest  and  made  a  subject  of  public  comment, 
and  partly  because  the  railroad  opened  new 
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land  more  rapidly  than  new  countries  are  ordi¬ 
narily  opened  by  the  slower  processes  of  a  nat¬ 
ural  emigration,  and  partly  because  it  carried 
with  it  a  rude  and  ignorant  foreign  population, 
and  concentrated  in  temporary  towns  the  peo¬ 
ple  who,  but  for  its  existence,  would  have  been 
scattered  over  a  much  greater  expanse  of  coun¬ 
try,  the  open  and  flagrant  vice  and  crime  which 
accompanied  the  building  of  the  railroad  were 
at  least  more  apparent,  and  also  more  easily  ac¬ 
cessible  to  Christian  influence,  if  not  positively 
greater  than  that  which  always  more  or  less 
characterizes  border  lands,  where  civilization 
insensibly  melts  into  barbarism,  and  the  vices 
of  both  flourish  without  being  redeemed  by  the 
virtues  of  either.  Each  new  terminus  became 
for  the  time  being  a  town,  generally  of  tents 
and  rough  board  shanties.  The  days  were  de¬ 
voted  to  labor,  the  nights  to  drinking,  to  gam¬ 
bling,  and  to  murderous  brawls.  The  men  who 
accompanied  these  doubtful  pioneers  of  our 
boasted  civilization  had,  with  a  few  honorable 
exceptions,  gone  West  simply  to  make  money, 
and  embraced,  with  some  true  and  pure  as  well 
as  energetic  spirits,  a  great  quantity  of  the  ref¬ 
use  and  offscourings  who  found  the  communi¬ 
ties  which  possessed  a  penitentiary  and  an  or¬ 
ganized  judiciary  disagreeably  dangerous  to 
men  of  their  profession.  The  churches  did  not 
keep  pace  with  the  railroad,  partly  because  the 
independence  of  our  Protestant  ecclesiastical 
organizations,  with  all  its  advantages,  does  not 
fit  them  for  aggressive  work  outside  their  own 
communities  so  well  as  the  more  centralized 
organization  of  the  Roman  Catholic  hierarchy; 
partly  because  the  towns  were  temporary,  and 
it  was  impossible  for  the  wisest  forethought  to 
adjudge  with  any  approach  to  certainty  where 
were  the  locations  in  which  permanent  churches 
should  be  planted.  Eor  if  the  wilderness  of 
to-day  became  a  city  to-morrow,  it  is  also  true 
that  the  city  of  to-day,  following  the  railroad, 
left  its  site  a  wilderness  to-morrow. 

In  July,  1868,  the  members  of  the  Young 
Men’s  Christian  Association  of  Omaha  organ¬ 
ized  a  movement  to  meet  the  peculiar  demands 
of  this  peculiar  field.  They  sent  out  a  com¬ 
pany  of  lay-preachers  whose  office  it  was  to 
keep  pace  with  the  dram  shops  and  the  gam¬ 
bling  hells,  and  by  organized  effort  to  reverse 
the  parable,  and  sow  what  wheat  they  could 
in  a  field  already  pretty  well  occupied  with 
tares.  Accompanying  the  delegation  were 
members  from  Chicago  and  New  York.  Ar¬ 
rived  at  a  station  where  the  number  of  tents 
and  barracks  seemed  to  give  promise  of  a  pop¬ 
ulation  sufficient  to  justify  their  labors,  they 
left  the  train.  Separating  in  companies  of 
twos  and  threes,  they  visited  every  shed  and 
shanty,  inviting,  without  respect  of  person,  ev¬ 
ery  individual  to  an  evening  meeting.  This 
was  held  sometimes  in  the  open  air,  sometimes 
in  the  rough  shed  which  served  as  a  temporary 
de'pot,  sometimes  in  a  big  gambling  tent  which 
the  projjrietor  surrendered  to  them  for  this  pur¬ 
pose,  induced  by  a  mixed  motive  in  which  were 


probably  intermingled  curiosity,  the  love  of  no¬ 
toriety,  good-nature,  and  possibly  that  intuitive 
religious  sentiment  which  no  career  of  vice  is 
able  utterly  to  extirpate.  At  the  close  of  the 
service,  those  who  were  professors  of  religion 
were  invited  to  come  forward  and  unite  in  a 
more  permanent  organization.  It  was  not  in¬ 
frequently  thus  discovered  that  in  a  community 
where  no  one  had  supposed  there  were  any  re¬ 
ligious  men  there  were  really  not  a  few.  One 
delegate  found  in  eight  families  on  one  street, 
within  thirty  yards  of  each  other,  seven  profess¬ 
ing  Christians,  some  of  whom  were  connected 
with  leading  Eastern  Churches,  who  had  never 
found  each  other  out  as  Christians. 

To  bring  these  into  Christian  fellowship  was 
the  first  but  by  no  means  the  only  aim  of  this 
traveling  church,  this  itinerant  but  unordained 
ministry.  Sometimes  a  Sunday-school  was  or¬ 
ganized,  sometimes  a  Young  Men’s  Christian 
Association  formed,  sometimes  the  nucleus  of 
a  future  church  was  gathered.  At  all  events, 
at  least  for  once,  the  old  familiar  service  of 
prayer  and  praise  was  heard,  recalling  to  many 
a  deadened  heart  dear  memories  of  childhood, 
and  bringing  to  many  a  furrowed  cheek  the  tear 
of  at  least  a  transient  sorrow  and  the  unaccus¬ 
tomed  flush  of  a  brief  shame,  that  sometimes 
awakened  hopes  and  aspirations  not  to  be  re¬ 
pressed,  but  blossoming  out  in  a  resolute  pur¬ 
pose  of  reformation,  and  fructifying  at  last  in  a 
new  and  divine  life.  Whatever  faults  charac¬ 
terize  such  a  community,  miserliness  is  not  one 
of  them.  The  delegation  were  rarely  suffered 
to  pay  their  own  bills.  A  little  later  the  Na¬ 
tional  Conference  of  Young  Men’s  ■  Christian 
Associations  of  the  United  States  took  up  the 
work  thus  initiated,  and  appointed  an  agent  to 
continue  it.  He  is  still  in  the  service.  His  first 
annual  report  lies  before  us  as  we  write.  His 
whole  traveling  expenses  charged  to  the  Asso¬ 
ciation  for  nine  months’  service,  in  which,  by 
boat  and  rail,  he  journeyed  over  eight  thousand 
miles,  is  forty-two  dollars !  This  movement, 
which  was  started  simply  to  meet  a  temporary 
exigency,  has  thus  grown  into  one  of  national 
significance.  Until  permanent  churches  and 
local  associations  shall  render  it  unnecessary, 
the  Pacific  Railroad  Mission  will  probably  con¬ 
tinue  to  be  no  insignificant  part  of  the  work  of 
the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Associations  of  the 
United  States. 

It  is  time,  however,  that  we  returned  from  this 
glance  at  what  must,  in  the  nature  of  the  case, 
be  a  temporary  work,  however  important,  to  con¬ 
sider  their  more  permanent,  if  not  their  more 
legltihjiate,  work.  Of  that  work  a  very  import¬ 
ant  payt  is  performed  under  the  direction  of 
whaf  iSltnown  as  the  Employment  Committee. 
In  the  great  cities,  especially  in  the  West,  there 
are  always  to  be  found,  and  most  of  all  in  times 
of  commercial  depression,  numbers  of  young 
men  out  of  employment',q3erhaps  far  away  from 
home,  vainly  seeking  something  to  do,  and  sub¬ 
jected  at  once  to  peculiar  temptations  by  rea¬ 
son  of  their  enforced  idlenes^tod  to  peculiar 
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depression  by  reason  of  their  consequent  pover¬ 
ty.  Often  these  young  men  are  without  a  sit¬ 
uation  through  no  fault  of  theirs.  Quite  as 
often  they  have  lost  it  through  their  own  inat¬ 
tention  or  intemperance.  It  is  at  such  a  time 
the  as  yet  not  abandoned  pleasure -seeker  is 
most  susceptible  to  Christian  influences. 

Less  to  compete  with  the  various  labor  agen¬ 
cies,  which  have  been  established  and  main¬ 
tained  by  money-making  organizations,  than  to 
secure  the  attention  of  heedless  ears  and  the 
affection  of  careless  hearts,  the  Young  Men’s 
Christian  Associations  of  the  country  have  es¬ 
tablished,  especially  in  the  great  cities,  employ¬ 
ment  agencies.  It  is  the  ofiice  of  the  commit¬ 
tee  under  whose  direction  these  agencies  are 
conducted  to  keep  a  list  of  employers  and  situ¬ 
ations  on  the  one  hand,  and  of  applicants  for 
service  on  the  other,  and  to  bring  employer  and 
employed  together.  In  the  city  of  Chicago, 
where  this  department  has  received  the  great¬ 
est  attention  and  attained  the  greatest  success, 
it  has  sometimes  provided,  in  a  single  year, 
employment  to  eight  thousand  men  and  boys, 
besides  women  and  girls.  In  a  season  of  com¬ 
mercial  depression  the  Labor  Bureau  affords  a 
singular  opportunity  for  the  study  of  human  na¬ 
ture,  and  presents  many  a  case  of  real  or  fan¬ 
cied  distress,  that  can  hardly  fail  to  awaken  the 
keenest  sympathies.  The  day-laborer,  ready 
for  any  job  of  rough  work — the  needy  mechan¬ 
ic,  forced  out  of  employment  by  a  lack  of  build¬ 
ing  or  by  the  harsh  operation  of  some  of  the 
despotic  rules  of  the  despotic  trades  unions — a 
gentlemanly  clerk,  whom  adversity  has  deprived 
of  his  jovial  friends,  and  necessity  has  reduced 
to  the  extremity  of  begging  any  thing  to  earn 
an  honest  living — the  temperate  and  hard-work¬ 
ing  unfortunate — the  blear-eyed  and  red-nosed 
victim  of  intemperance,  who  carries  in  his  face 
the  explanation  of  the  reason  of  his  discharge, 
mingle  in  a  motley  crowd,  each  in  turn  de¬ 
manding  attention,  and  each  in  turn  requiring 
from  the  attendant  clerk  something  of  personal 
thought  and  personal  sympathy.  The  associ¬ 
ations  have  scores  of  letters  from  those  whom 
they  have  thus  served,  testifying  to  the  fact  that 
not  only  through  their  instrumentality  honest 
men  have  been  furnished  with  the  means  of 
livelihood,  but  also  that  by  this  very  service 
they  have  been  rescued  from  lives  of  present 
vice  and  possible  future  crime. 

It  may  seem  at  first  difficult  to  perceive  upon 
what  principle  so  many  widely  different  opera¬ 
tions  are  undertaken  by  one  organization,  which 
is  alternately  a  lyceum,  a  church,  a  mission¬ 
ary  society,  a  labor  bureau,  and  a  soldiers’  aid 
society.  The  truth  is,  however,  that  what¬ 
ever  the  association  seems  to  do,  it  in  realitv 
does  but  one  thing.  Whether  it  establishes  a 
gymnasium,  or  opens  a  bowling-alley,  or  pro¬ 
vides  chess  and  checker  tables,  or  founds  a  li¬ 
brary  and  reading-room,  or  gives  concerts  and 
courses  of  lectures,  or  opens  an  employment 
agency,  or  sustains  a  missionary,  or  engages  in 
tract  distribution  and  neighborhood  prayer - 


meetings,  or  holds  open-air  services,  or  organ¬ 
izes  a  Bible-class,  however  remote  the  means 
may  seem  to  be  for  the  end  to  be  gained,  that 
end  is  rarely  forgotten ;  and  it  is  but  right  to 
say  that,  as  a  general  thing,  the  prosperity  of 
the  association  has  been  in  tbe  exact  ratio  in 
which  that  end  has  been  steadily  kept  in  view, 
and  all  other  things  made  subservient  to  it. 

Other  agencies  there  are  which  establish  li¬ 
braries  and  lectures  and  labor  bureaus  and 
gymnasiums,  but  none  which  employ  these  sec¬ 
ular  agencies  exclusively  for  a  direct  religious 
purpose.  If  in  describing  its  methods  tve  have 
devoted  a  large  proportion  of  our  space  to  those 
which  are  somewhat  secular  in  their  character, 
it  is  because  in  the  ordinary  religious  instru¬ 
ments  which  it  employs — the  prayer-meeting, 
the  Bible-class,  the  tract  distribution,  the  ser¬ 
mon — there  is  nothing  peculiar,  nothing  which 
is  not  thoroughly  familiar  to  our  readers.  Of 
its  distinctive  religious  work  there  are,  indeed, 
only  two  features  which  are  so  peculiar  as  to 
demand  special  mention — the  open-air  service 
and  the  saloon  work. 

It  is  never  a  difficult  matter  to  gather  an 
audience  in  the  streets  of  any  of  our  great  cit¬ 
ies.  It  is  not  so  easy  a  matter  to  retain  its  in¬ 
terest  and  to  instruct  it.  A  delegation  of  half 
a  dozen  young  men  start  out  on  a  Sunday  after¬ 
noon.  They  reach  a  public  square,  and  take 
their  station  at  the  point  selected  for  their  after¬ 
noon  services.  A  dry-goods  box,  a  door-step, 
or  an  old  cart,  serves  the  purpose  of  a  pulpit. 
There  is  no  indication  of  the  presence  of  any 
material  from  which  to  gather  a  congregation. 
Half  a  dozen  boys  are  playing  marbles  on  an 
adjoining  sidewalk.  Three  or  four  young  men 
are  lounging  in  front  of  a  neighboring  dram 
shop  or  engine-house.  A  few  pedestrians  are 
passing  to  and  fro,  and  here  and  there  at  the 
open  window  of  a  boarding  or  tenement  house 
there  sits  a  woman  languidly  enjoying  the  sum¬ 
mer  breeze.  The  delegation  is  under  the  com¬ 
mand  of  one  of  their  number,  who  acts  as  lead¬ 
er.  He  distributes  little  hymn-books  or  song- 
papers,  and  they  commence  a  familiar  hymn. 
At  the  first  verse  the  boys  drop  their  game  of 
marbles,  and  come  over  to  see  “the  fun.”  At 
the  second  the  loungers  on  the  door-step  of  the 
dram  shop  saunter  carelessly  across  to  within 
easy  hearing  distance.  Pedestrians  stop.  Win¬ 
dows  are  thrown  open.  Boys  and  girls,  men  and 
women,  come,  unexpectedly,  from  side  streets 
and  mysterious  lanes.  Before  the  hymn  is  fin¬ 
ished  a  congregation  varying  in  size  from  one 
to  five  hundred  is  gathered.  It  comes  no  man 
can  tell  how,  no  man  can  tell  whence. 

The  leader  calls  on  some  one  to  offer  a  short 
prayer — short  it  must  be,  for  this  congregation 
is  not  accustomed  to  long  prayers^  Another 
hymn  is  sung.  The  song-papers  are  freely  dis¬ 
tributed  through  the  crowd.  There  are  enough 
among  them  who  can  sing  to  make  a  very  re¬ 
spectable  chorus  ;  and  by  the  end  of  the  second 
singing  the  congregation  has  still  further  sensi¬ 
bly  increased.  Then  the  preacher  of  the  after- 


THE  YOUNG  MEN’S  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION. 


661 


'XWWWnC' 


8TEEBT-PEBA0UrNQ. 


noon  mounts  the  temporary  pulpit.  Let  him 
beware.  He  speaks  to  a  critical  congregation. 

If  he  is  honest,  earnest,  full-souled  —  if  he 
speaks  because  his  heart  is  burdened  with  a 
message  which  cries  out  for  utterance,  he  will 
not  find  in  costliest  cathedral  an  audience  more 
attentive,  more  genuinely  respectful.  He  need 
fear  no  interruptions.  If  some  single  scoffer 
breaks  in  upon  his  address,  the  sense  of  the  en¬ 
tire  audience  is  against  the’  interruption,  and 
instantly  silences  him.  But  there  is  no  audi¬ 
ence  which  detects  so  instantly,  and  rejects  so 
remorselessly,  the  conventional  piety  and  relig¬ 
ious  finery  which,  in  more  cultivated  audiences, 
are  suffered  to  pass  unrebuked.  There  is  no 
such  counterfeit  detector  as  a  street  audience. 
The  speaker  must  strike  the  heart  of  his  sub¬ 
ject  in  his  opening  sentence.  He  must  be 
short,  sharp,  clear,  ringing,  incisive.  A  truce 
to  all  wordy  declamation,  to  all  frothing  and 
foaming  now.  On  the  other  hand,  he  need  not 
select  his  words  and  trim  his  phrases,  lest  he 
offend  some  sensitive  ear.  The  boldest  proc¬ 
lamation  of  the  most  obnoxious  doctrine  will 
not  disturb  the  serenity  of  his  congregation,  if 


it  is  uttered  as  the  honest  conviction  of  the 
speaker’s  heart.  But  woe  to  the  dull  speaker 
who  lacks  the  magnetic  power  which  fixes  every 
eye  upon  him  and  compels  the  attention  of  the 
inattentive!  Five  minutes  of  dull  platitudes 
suffice  to  begin  the  process  of  dispersion.  The 
outer  circle  of  the  ring  melts  away.  The  rough¬ 
faced  washerwoman,  with  her  babe  in  arms, 
tires  of  standing  to  hear  nothing,  and  starts  for 
her  home  again.  The  loungers  lounge  back 
to  the  dram  shop.  The  boys  begin  to  feel  in 
their  pockets  for  their  marbles.  Now,  if  the 
leader  be  worthy  of  his  place,  he  measures  in¬ 
stantly  the  mettle  of  his  speaker,  and  checks 
the  threatened  dispersion  of  the  congregation. 
The  battle-field  is  no  place  for  courtesies.  He 
strikes  up  a  familiar  air.  The  congregation 
joins  in.  The  astonished  speaker  comes  to 
an  abrupt  and  enforced  pause.  A  substitute 
is  beckoned  to  the  platform.  In  three  min¬ 
utes  the  damage  is  repaired.  The  congrega¬ 
tion  have  gathered  again,  and  stand  reverently 
still,  with  fixed  eyes  and  beating  hearts,  list¬ 
ening  to  the  truth  of  God,  uttered  in  the  sim¬ 
plest,  plainest  forms,  enforced  only  by  the  power 
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of  a  conviction  so  strong  as  to  amount  to  a  pas¬ 
sion. 

Nowhere  have  these  street  services  been  car¬ 
ried  on  to  a  greater  extent  or  with  greater  suc¬ 
cess  than  in  Washington.  Nowhere,  perhaps, 
are  they  more  needed.  They  have  been  held 
in  the  parks,  and  on  the  street  corners,  on  board 
the  gun-boats,  along  the  wharves,  and  among 
the  marines  at  their  barracks,  in  the  hospital, 
and  among  the  soldiers  at  Lincoln  Barracks. 
On  some  Sabbaths  as  many  as  sixteen  or  seven¬ 
teen  of  these  open-air  services  have  been  held. 
To  add  the  labor  of  this  work  to  those  which 
already  overtax  the  clergy  would  be  a  ques¬ 
tionable  method  of  doing  good.  In  fact,  open- 
air  services  would  be  impracticable,  if  not  im¬ 
possible,  were  it  not  for  lay-preaching.  For 
the  inauguration  of  lay-preaching  the  Church 
may  rightfully  hold  the  Young  Men’s  Christian 
Associations  responsible  ;  its  results  the  Young 
Men's  Christian  Associations  may  fairly  claim 
as  among  the  results  of  their  labors.  Among 
the  most  effective  preachers  in  America,  albeit 
they  have  neither  clerical  education,  clerical 
methods,  nor  the  clerical  office,  are  Judge 
Smith  and  Mr.  Durant,  of  Boston,  H.  Thane 
Miller,  of  Cincinnati,  D.  L.  Moody,  of  Chicago, 
A.  K.  Burnell,  of  Milwaukee,  and  Major-Gen¬ 
eral  0.  0.  Howard,  the  President  of  the  Wash¬ 
ington  Young  Men’s  Christian  Association. 
These  names  have  attained  a  national  promi¬ 
nence  ;  but  they  are  only  representatives  of  a 
host  of  preachers  whom  modern  methods  of 
Christian  labor  have  called  to  the  work,  though 
not  to  the  office,  of  the  ministry,  and  who  just¬ 
ify  their  preaching  not  by  ecclesiastical  ordina¬ 
tion,  but  by  the  success  which  attends  their 
labors. 

If  it  requires  Christian  courage  to  carry  on 
street-preaching,  it  requires  Christian  audacity 
to  inaugurate  the  saloon  work. 

To  gather  a  transient  audience  in  the  public 
streets,  and,  without  the  aid  of  those  sacred  as¬ 
sociations  which  cluster  about  the  church  and 
are  evoked  by  its  solemn  services,  to  attune  all 
the  discordant  elements  of  a  mixed  assemblage, 
in  which  every  form  of  religious  faith  and  relig¬ 
ious  error,  and  every  type  of  vice  and  crime,  have 
their  representative,  and  out  of  the  audience  thus 
assembled  call  forth  the  harmonies  of  true,  no¬ 
ble,  devout  feeling,  may  well  try  the  utmost  pow¬ 
ers  of  the  true,  because  the  earnest  and  inart¬ 
istic,  orator.  But  to  go  down  to  the  very 
haunts  and  dens  of  infamy  and  shame,  to 
make  the  very  grog-shop  and  gambling  hell 
for  the  time  being  a  sanctuary,  to  supplant 
the  ribald  song  with  the  song  of  praise,  the 
loud  blasphemy  with  silent  prayer,  the  obscene 
story  with  the  story  of  the  Cross,  this  is  an  at¬ 
tempt  so  audacious  that  wonder  that  it  should 
ever  have  been  attempted  yields  only  to  the  great¬ 
er  wonder  that  it  should  succeed.  But  succeed 
it  does ;  and  the  singular  meetings  which  have 
been  held  in  the  dance  houses  and  drinking 
haunts  of  our  great  cities,  and  the  more  sin¬ 
gular  results  which  have  attended  them,  present 


a  phenomenon  so  remarkable  that  we  wonder 
that  it  has  not  secured  in  a  larger  degree  the 
attention  not  merely  of  the  Christian  Church, 
but  even  of  the  student  of  psychology.  It  would 
be  hard  to  find  in  any  events  of  ancient  or  mod¬ 
ern  times  a  more  singular  and  striking  evidence 
of  the  almost  irresistible  power  of  the  truth,  not 
abstract  truth  held  in  invisible  solution  as  va¬ 
por  in  the  air,  nor  truth  in  fossil  forms  contain¬ 
ed  in  dogmas,  but  living  truth  enshrined  in  hu¬ 
man  hearts  as  a  profound  conviction.  We  can 
not  better  illustrate  this  phase  of  the  work  of 
the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Associations  than  by 
describing  it  as  it  was  prosecuted  by  the  Asso¬ 
ciation  in  the  city  of  Providence,  Rhode  Island. 
For  the  substantial  facts  of  the  narrative  we  are 
indebted  to  Mr.  E.  R.  Holden,  the  Chairman 
of  the  Missionary  Committee. 

In  the  fall  of  1866  a  few  earnest  members 
of  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Association  of 
Providence  met  in  the  office  of  one  of  the  lead¬ 
ing  manufacturing  establishments  of  the  city, 
to  consider  what  could  be  done  to  reach  that 
class  of  young  men  for  whom  the  lecture  and 
the  library  had  no  attractions  which  could  com¬ 
pete  w'ith  those  of  the  concert  saloon,  the  card- 
table,  and  the  dram  shop.  It  was  resolved, 
with  some  foreboding,  to  go  where  they  were, 
and  carry  to  them,  in  their  customary  resorts, 
an  invitation  to  attend  a  prayer-meeting,  which 
should  be  held  at  the  rooms  of  the  Association 
that  very  evening.  The  resolution  was  no  soon¬ 
er  taken  than  it  was  carried  into  effect.  The 
little  band  separated  for  their  work,  going  in 
pairs  in  true  apostolic  fashion.  Each  delega¬ 
tion  undertook  to  visit  one  saloon  and  carry 
to  those  present  a  personal  invitation  to  t^ 
prayer  -  meeting.  The  very  novelty  of  tHe 
movement  attracted  attention  and  awakened 
interest.  Whether  induced  by  curiosity  or  by 
higher  motives,  enough  accepted  the  invitation 
thus  given  to  fill  the  room  to  overflowing  on 
that  first  night.  The  next  step  was  to  endeavor 
to  inaugurate  a  meeting  in  the  saloons  them¬ 
selves.  The  boldest  and  worst  of  these  saloons 
was  visited,  and  the  permission  of  the  proprie¬ 
tor  requested.  It  was  readily  granted.  He 
even  advertised  the  prayer -meeting.  If  he 
thought  thus  to  gain  a  cheap  notoriety  he 
was  not  disappointed.  If  he  thought  to  se¬ 
cure  additional  customers  he  failed  in  his  pirr- 
pose.  The  saloon  was  crowded  indeed,  but 
there  was  little  drinking,  and  no  gambling. 
It  did  not  pay.  The  proprietor  forbade  fur¬ 
ther  gatherings,  but  found  it  easier  to  open  his 
doors  than  to  close  them.  The  pressure  was  so 
strong  that  he  could  not  resist.  The  drinking 
saloon  became  a  house  of  prayer.  The  con¬ 
science  of  the  proprietor  himself  was  touched. 
From  attending  the  meetings  which  were  con¬ 
ducted  in  his  own  saloon  he  came  to  one  which 
was  held  in  the  rooms  of  the  Assoeiation.  “At 
the  close,”  says  Mr.  Holden,  “  he  invited  sever¬ 
al  of  us  to  go  back  to  the  saloon  with  him.  We 
went  in,  found  the  music  there,  and  quite  an  aud¬ 
ience  gathered.  Mr.  0 - stepped  upon  the 
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platform  and  said  to  the  men  he  employed  that 
he  should  need  their  services  no  longer.  Turn¬ 
ing  to  the  audience,  he  said,  ‘  This  is  the  last 
night  this  place  will  be  opened  for  such  pur¬ 
poses.  I  have  decided  to  be  a  Christian,  and 
now  I  beg  of  you  who  have  listened  to  me  in 
the  days  that  are  past,  listen  to  me  now  when  I 
have  something  far  better  to  offer  you.’  He 
closed  by  kneeling  and  offering  prayer.”  The 
final  result  was  the  permanent  abandonment  of 
the  saloon  and,  the  permanent  reformation  of 
its  proprietor,  who  has  become  a  worthy  and 
honored  member  of  society  and  of  the  Christian 
Church. 

The  victory  is  not  always,  however,  so  easily 
achieved.  Obstacles  which  at  first  seem  to  be 
invincible  are  thrown  in  the  way  of  those  who 
undertake  this  peculiar  form  of  labor,  obstacles 
which,  however,  yield  in  the  most  surprising 
manner  to  the  exercise  of  what  Milton  has  well 
termed  the  “invincible  might  of  weakness.” 

A  delegation  of  a  dozen  young  men  resolved 
to  lay  siege  to  another  concert  and  drinking 
saloon,  frequented  in  large  numbers  by  the  fast 
young  men  of  the  city.  They  set  apart  an 


evening  for  their  visit,  entered  two  by  two  so 
as  not  to  attract  attention,  and  requested  of  the 
proprietor  leave  to  sing.  They  met  with  a 
surly  refusal.  Nothing  daunted,  they  took 
their  seats  at  the -card-tables  which  were  scat¬ 
tered  about  the  room.  Then  simultaneously 
all  bowed  their  heads  in  silent  devotion.  It 
was  impossible  to  take  offense.  It  was  equal¬ 
ly  impossible  to  resist  the  influence  of  that  si¬ 
lent  prayer.  The  shuffling  of  cards,  the  rat¬ 
tling  of  dice,  the  clinking  of  glasses,  the  buzz 
of  busy  voices,  all  ceased.  A  solemn  stillness 
pervaded  the  room,  a  singular  awe  rested  on 
all  hearts.  The  weapon  was  one  these  men 
knew  not  how  to  meet.  When  the  bowed 
heads  were  raised  half  of  the  occupants  of  the 
room  had  already  quietly  slipped  out.  A  few 
weeks  later  the  auctioneer’s  flag  was  flying  at 
the  door  of  the  Empire  Saloon,  which  has  now 
become  a  commercial  store-house. 

To  approach  the  habitues  of  such  dens  as 
these  requires,  as  may  be  imagined,  the  utmost 
caution  and  the  utmost  courage — a  soul  at  once 
audacious  and  sympathetically  sensitive.  Four 
young  men  are  playing  cards.  A  Christian 
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delegate  approaches.  Neither  time,  place,  nor 
circumstances  seem  auspicious  for  religious 
work.  But  he  w'ho  waited  for  an  auspicious 
moment  would  have  long  to  wait.  The  Chris¬ 
tian  delegate  watches  a  moment,  studies  the 
scene,  then  casts  upon  the  table  a  card.  On  it 
is  inscribed,  “  Why  am  I  not  a  Christian?”  “He 
who  draws  that  card,”  he  says,  quietly,  “will 
hold  the  best  hand  he  ever  held  in  his  life.”  It 
might  be  imagined  that  so  sudden  an  interrup¬ 
tion  would  only  provoke  a  contemptuous,  if  not 
an  angry,  response.  No !  These  young  men 
have  been  brought  up  amidst  religious  influ¬ 
ences.  They  have  been  educated  to  respect 
the  religion  which  they  do  not  possess.  Their 
faults  are  those  of  a  good-natured  thoughtless¬ 
ness,  rather  than  of  a  deliberate  wickedness. 
He  w'ho  neither  fears  a  rencontre  nor  courts  it 
rarely  has  it  to  meet.  We  can  not.  perhaps, 
better  describe  this  phase  of  the  work  of  the 
Young  Men’s  Christian  Association  than  by  in¬ 
viting  one  who  was  reformed  through  its  labors 
to  tell  the  story  of  his  reformation.  We  there¬ 
fore  reproduce  a  letter  received  by  the  Provi¬ 
dence  Association  from  a  liquor  seller  of  the 
lower  class  after,  in  consequence  of  the  persua¬ 
sions  of  one  of  the  members  of  the  Association, 
he  had  abandoned  his  shop  and  destroyed  his 
stock.  We  amend  neither  spelling  nor  gram¬ 
mar,  because  we  are  glad  to  afford  our  readers 
a  little  insight  into  the  character  of  a  class  of 
men  who  are  seldom  mentioned  but  to  be  re¬ 
viled,  and  who,  perhaps,  might  be  found  more 
accessible  to  kindly  and  Christian  influence  than 
w'e  are  apt  to  imagine. 

“ - England,  3  Month,  10  day,  1867. 

“Peiends,— We  got  safe  across  the  Ocean  to  Liver¬ 
pool  and  took  the  cars  for  our  home  our  folks  were 
glad  to  see  us  Come  home  once  more  and  when  I  told 
them  I  had  been  seling  liker  for  a  living  they  told  me 
I  ort  to  be  ashamed  and  when  I  told  them  that  before 
I  came  away  from  providence  I  throed  my  rum  away 
they  dident  beleve  me  and  I  told  them  if  they  dident 
beleve  to  ask  hannah  and  they  asked  hannah  and  she 
said  yes  and  they  asked  me  why  I  dident  sel  my  liker 
and  I  told  them  God  wouldent  let  me  and  they  asked 
me  why  I  dident  kep  on  seling  liker  and  I  told  them 
that  &  lot  of  young  men  had  got  to  going  round  in 
providence  to  the  rum  shops  and  teling  the  folks  that 
kept  them  that  they  would  lose  their  sols  if  they  dident 
stop  it  and  I  told  them  that  one  came  in  my  shop  one 
Saturday  nite  and  I  put  a  tumbler  on  the  bar  for  him 
to  drink  but  he  dident  step  up  to  the  bar  but  said  to 
me  that  bisness  was  dul  and  I  said  yes  rather  and  he 


said  it  was  because  it  rained  so  hard.  I  dldent  know 
what  he  was  trying  to  get  through  him  he  told  me  he 
was  a  Christian  and  was  a  member  of  the  Young  Mens 
Christian  Association  and  he  asked  if  I  would  give  up 
seling  liker  and  love  Jesus  and  save  my  sol  or  kep  on 
seling  liker  lose  my  sol  and  I  told  him  that  was  a  pretty 
hard  question  to  answer  and  he  asked  me  three  times 
and  I  asked  hannah  and  she  said  Yes  Abraham  Certain¬ 
ly  Abraham  and  I  told  him  to  come  next  Saturday  nite 
and  I  would  tell  him  what  I  would  do  he  came  Wens- 
day  afid  said  he  was  going  to  strike  the  iron  while  it 
wus  hot  I  told  him  to  look  at  the  empty  bottels  on  the 
shelf  and  I  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  that  and  he 
dident  say  anything  and  I  told  him,  I  had  throed  my 
liker  in  the  guter  and  he  dident  beleve  me  and  I  took 
him  out  and  shoed  him  where  I  had  throed  it  and  went 
in  the  house  and  went  up  stairs  where  hannah  was 
and  the  children  and  he  prayed  for  us  and  now  we  are 
going  to  join  the  church  the  first  Sunday  in  April 
hannah  and  me  both  love  Jesus  and  want  you  to  pray 
for  us  and  hannah  wants  you  to  pray  for  her  two 

brothers  that  are  not  Christians  I  put  this  in  Mr. - ’s 

for  it  cost  so  much  to  send  two  letters 

“  From  your  friend 

tt _ M 

Influences  unseen  and  unperceived  are  the 
most  potent.  This  fraternity  of  young  men, 
one  hundred  thousand  strong,  leagued  together 
in  the  name  of  Christ  and  for  the  promotion  of 
the  Christian  religion,  exert  by  their  personal 
and  combined  sympathy  an  influence  vastly 
more  powerful  than  any  which  they  consciously 
exert  by  their  religious  labors.  In  a  word, 
the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Association  is  more 
than  it  does.  Into  the  innumerable  discus¬ 
sions  to  which  their  operations  have  given  rise 
it  has  been  no  part  of  our  province  to  enter. 
The  relations  of  public  amusements  to  sound 
Christian  morality,  the  extent  to  which  it  is 
proper  to  provide  them,  the  proper  relations 
between  the  Association  and  the  Church,  the 
right  and  duty  of  the  laity  to  preach,  the  pro¬ 
priety  of  endeavoring  to  carry  on  the  most 
sacred  services  of  prayer  and  praise  in  dens 
dark  with  shame,  redolent  with  vice,  and  from 
which  the  echoes  of  obscenity  and  profanity 
have  hardly  died  away,  present  questions  on 
which  the  best  and  wisest  men  will  doubtless 
continue  to  differ  more  or  less  in  the  future  as 
they  liave  in  the  past.  But  we  shall  be  disap¬ 
pointed  if  the  candid  reader  does  not  cheerfully 
concede  that  the  Young  Men’s  Christian  Asso- 
ci^ion  is  an  institution  which  Protestant  Amer¬ 
ica  can  not  fail  to  nurture  and  to  strengthen  by 
her  sympathies,  her  prayers,  and  her  pecuniary 
aid. 


MOENING-GLOEIES. 

Gatly  the  fragile,  aerial  blossoms 
Open,  in  rose  and  in  purple  arrayed. 

Bright  with  the  hues  of  the  clouds  of  the  morning. 
Transient  as  lovely,  unfolding  to  fade : 

Soonest  they  wilt  where  the  sunbeams  are  falhng; 
Longest  they  linger  within  the  deep  shade. 

So  with  our  spirits :  the  hopes  that  are  purest, 
Hopes  with  a  brightness  that  is  not  of  earth, 
’Which,  from  our  noblest  and  best  aspirations. 
Spring  in  their  heavenly  beauty  to  birth, 

Oft  cheer  us  most  in  the  darkness  of  sorrow. 

Often  fade  first  in  the  sunlight  of  mirth. 


SIX  WEEKS  IN  ELOEIDA. 
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SIX  WEEKS  IN  FLORIDA. 


WHITE  BULI'MHB  BPKINOS,  OLD  ENTEKPKISE. 

IE  I  were  to  write  all  that  might  profitably  he 
written  about  Florida,  more  space  would  be 
required  than  that  included  within  the  limits  of 
amagazine  article.  Inits historical  associations, 

Florida  has  more  of  romance  and  dramatic  in¬ 
terest  than  have  befallen  any  other  locality  on  this 
continent.  To  these  we  shall  refer  incidentally, 
hut  the  chief  intent  of  this  article  will  be  to  give 
entertainment  and  information  to  those  who  may 
have  visited  this  singular  region  or  hope  to  go 
there,  or  to  that  other  larger  class  who  are  not 
able  to  journey,  and  would  be  interested  to  know 
why  it  should  or  should  not  have  been  called 
Florida,  the  Land  of  Flowers. 

Perhaps  the  best  way  to  accomplish  this  will 
be  to  describe  the  experiences  of  a  party  of  us 
who,  last  winter,  made  the  excursion.  We  had 
already  accomplished  some  twelve  hundred 
miles  of  steamboat  traveling  on  the  Mississippi 
Eiver ;  we  had  passed  through  New  Orleans 
and  Mobile ;  and,  a  good  Providence,  which 
sometimes  stands  between  merciless  railroad 


corporations  and  a 
helpless  public,  be 
ever  thanked,  passed 
safely  over  the  rag¬ 
ged,  rickety,  decay¬ 
ed  railroad  between 
Mobile  and  Mont¬ 
gomery,  and  from 
there  to  Macon. 
From  this  place  to 
Savannah,  however, 
thanks  to  Sherman 
and  his  army,  who 
destroyed  rails,  ties, 
and  rolling  stock  of 
this  road,  every  thing 
is  now  new  and  of  the 
best  kind. 

Savannah  is  the 
natural  base  of  oper¬ 
ations  for  the  Florida 
campaign.  You  can 
reach  this  most  im¬ 
portant  of  the  South¬ 
ern  Atlantic  sea¬ 
ports  by  many  ways. 
Steamboat  and  rail¬ 
road  lines  concen¬ 
trate  here  from  all 
quarters  of  the  coun¬ 
try.  And  here  you 
had  best  come  if  you 
desire  to  make  a  com¬ 
fortable  entry  into  the 
land  of  orange  groves 
and  alligators ;  and  to 
this  place  you  must 
return  to  find  those 
comforts  not  to  be  ob¬ 
tained  except  in  those 
localities  where  large 
communities  are  congregated  together. 

“  There  are  two  ways  of  getting  to  Jackson¬ 
ville  from  here,”  was  the  advice  of  a  gentleman 
who  had  spent  m any  winters  in  Florida.  “And 
whichever  you  choose,  you  will  be  sorry  you 
had  not  taken  the  other.  There  is  the  night 
train  by  railroad,  which  brings  you  to  Jackson¬ 
ville  in  about  sixteen  hours ;  and  there  is  the 
steamboat  line,  which  goes  inland  nearly  all  the 
way,  and  which  may  land  you  in  a  day,  or  you 
may  run  aground,  and  remain  on  board  for  a 
week.” 

With  this  consolatory  counsel  we  chose  the 
steamboat  and  coast  line  for  a  first  experiment, 
partially  by  my  advice  to  my  traveling  com¬ 
panions  ;  for  at  the  termination  of  the  great 
campaign  of  the  March  to  the  Sea  it  had  been 
my  experience  to  voyage  through  these  wide 
wastes  of  marsh  land  and  islands  of  sand,  and 
it  impressed  me  as  a  peculiar  aspect  of  nature 
which  ought  to  be  seen. 

It  was  a  showery  morning  in  February  when 
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we  got  on  board  the  little  steamboat  Nick  King, 
and  pushed  rapidly  out  from  among  the  crowd 
of  shipping,  down  the  river,  past  the  threaten¬ 
ing  obstructions  placed  in  the  stream  dining 
the  war  to  keep  out  the  Yankee  fleet,  and  final¬ 
ly  turned  into  the  big  creek,  which,  by  crooked 
and  strange  ways,  wanders  through  the  waste 
of  marsh  land.  Sometimes  there  was  hardly 
room  for  our  little  boat  to  make  the  turnings ; 
and  when,  about  noon,  we  came  to  a  full  stop, 
with  the  nose  of  the  Nick  King  stuck  fast  on  a 
mud  bank,  the  memory  of  a  similar  occurrence 
came  vividly  to  my  mind.  Six  years  before, 
while  yet  our  soldiers  lay  in  the  trenches  be¬ 
fore,  or  rather  behind.  Savannah,  I  accompanied 
General  Sherman  on  an  expedition  which  he 
took,  with  Admiral  Dahlgren,  over  to  Hilton 
HeaL  On  our  way  back  it  was  so  rough  out¬ 
side  that  the  Admiral  considered  it  unsafe  for 
the  Harvest  Moon  (of  old  a  tug-boat)  to  combat 
the  roaring  sea;  so  we  attempted  this  inside 
passage,  and  at  very  nearly  the  same  hour 
of  the  day,  and  precisely  the  same  spot,  went 
aground.  How  long  the  flag-ship  remained 
there  I  do  not  know ;  for  the  General,  who  had 
not  been  used  to  a  dead  halt  of  this  kind,  and 
who  had  already  been  absent  from  his  brave  men 
longer  than  he  or  they  liked,  became  fearfully 
impatient,  and  tearing  about  the  ship,  among 
other  places  was  found  on  the  larboard  or  star¬ 
board — whichever  was  the  improper  side — of  the 
forecastle  deck,  if,  indeed,  it  was  not  an  alto¬ 
gether  heinous  offense  to  be  in  that  part  of  the 
ship  at  all.  However  that  may  be,  the  proper 
officer,  with  trembling  limbs  and  pale  face,  at 
once  ran  to  Admiral  Dahlgren  and  reported  this 
breach  of  etiquette ;  but  the  Admiral  had  al¬ 
ready  become  aware  that  in  his  visitor  he  had 
drawn  the  elephant,  and  reassured  Ms  subordin¬ 
ate  with  the  words : 

“Let  him  run  about ;  he  will  do  no  harm.” 

But  the  General  could  not  wait  the  move¬ 
ments  of  the  waters  or  the  ship  ;  and  the  polite 
and  obliging  Admiral  took  us  into  his  gig  and 
pulled  up  the  river  until  we  met  a  tug-boat,  and 
were  finally  restored  to  the  bosoms  of  our  fam¬ 
ilies. 

When  the  tide  turned  we  of  the  Nick  King 
got  under  way,  and  steamed  quickly  along ; 
the  gray  marsh,  as  we  proceeded,  stretching 
away  farther  until  all  around  the  horizon  the 
mist  and  rain  united  land  and  sky,  except 
where  a  clump  of  trees  varied  the  strange  mo¬ 
notony,  or  some  other  steamer  came  to  meet 
us,  standing  out  above  the  level  of  the  grasses 
as  if  propelled  over  the  land.  After  a  while 
we  came  out  into  Sapelo  Sound,  and  the  sun 
came  out  from  the  clouds,  and  a  fresh  wind 
came  up  from  the  sea ;  and  then  we  saw  a 
glorious  sight,  such  as  makes  the  artist’s  heart 
ache  with  despair  that  then  and  there  he  can 
not  fix  the  fleeting  vision  upon  enduring  can¬ 
vas.  Overhead  the  air  was  filled  with  golden 
mist,  pierced  by  broad  beams  of  sunshine,  ex¬ 
cept  where  the  sky  arches  to  a  gray  and  blue 
wall,  and  descends  to  the  glimpse  of  the  sea 


which  we  catch  between  the  islands,  and  where 
the  white  breakers  come  rolling  over  the  wide 
sand-bars  ;  while  to  the  left,  standing  out  with 
indescribable  force  and  distinctness,  there  is  a 
low  island  of  white  sand,  crowned  with  masses 
of  dark  cedars,  and  between  us  and  it  the  wa¬ 
ters  spread  along  in  wide  sheets  of  yellow  and 
purple.  For  an  instant  it  is  there,  a  perfect 
picture,  and  then  the  rain  and  mists  swallow 
it  all  up.  Soon  we  approached  a  portion  of  the 
sound  which  for  hundreds  of  acres  was  covered 
with  dark  objects. 

“What  is  that,  captain?”  asked  a  group  of 
observers. 

“Ducks,”  was  the  sententious  answer. 

“  Ducks !”  exclaimed  an  incredulous  old  gen¬ 
tleman. 

“Ducks?”  inquired  an  intelligent  traveler, 
who  came  to  see,  and  believe  in  all  he  saw. 

“Ducks!”  exclaimed  a  would-be  sportsman, 
who  rushed  madly  for  his  gun. 

“  Ducks !  ducks !  ducks !”  was  now  shouted 
on  all  sides,  with  all  sorts  of  exclamations  ;  for 
as  we  neared  this  black  sea  the  ducks  rose  into 
the  air  by  thousands  upon  thousands;  and,  unit¬ 
ed  in  masses  like  dark  clouds,  they  floated  away 
toward  the  ocean. 

When  night  came  on  we  had  entered  Mud 
River.  Next  morning  we  came  to  Brunswick, 
which  has  a  good  harbor,  and  is  the  terminus 
of  a  railroad,  whose  business  it  is  to  bring  tim¬ 
ber  to  be  shipped.  During  the  same  day  we 
touched  at  St.  Mary’s,  which  is  one  of  the  most 
ancient  of  places  on  this  continent,  and  before 
the  war  quite  a  village  ;  but  one  day,  in  retalia¬ 
tion,  it  is  said,  our  gun-boats  went  in  and  tore 
the  houses  all  to  pieces ;  and  there  the  ruins 
stand  as  they  were  left  eight  years  ago.  This 
terrible  affair  is  one  of  the  unwritten  chapters 
of  the  war  which  I  would  like  to  see  recorded. 
Near  nightfall  we  came  to  Fernandina,  where, 
because  of  a  storm  outside,  we  remained  all 
night  and  next  day,  giving  us  an  opportunity  to 
go  over  to  the  great  beach,  where  we  saw  miles 
of  splendid  waves  come  tearing  and  roaring  over 
the  white  sand  with  a  force  and  majesty  such  as 
only  Andreas  Achenbach  imitates  upon  canvas. 
From  Fernandina  to  Jacksonville  the  passage 
is  an  outside  journey  of  several  hours  ;  and  as 
the  worthy,  broadly  built  captain  of  our  boat, 
who,  by-the-way,  is  Nick  King  himself,  feared 
to  take  us  out  into  the  storm  which  was  still 
prevailing,  a  party  of  the  passengers  —  some 
thirty  in  all — chartered  a  train  on  the  Cedar 
Keys  Railroad,  and  about  nine  o’clock  of  that 
night  we  found  ourselves  in  the  town  of  Bald¬ 
win,  where  there  is  a  crossing  by  the  Savannah 
and  Jacksonville  Railroad.  Here  we  took  such 
misery  as  we  could  not  avoid  in  one  of  those  log 
shanties,  which  seem  to  have  had  chills  and  fever 
since  their  birth,  which  form  the  burg.  What 
this  place  is  in  the  summer  season  the  demon 
who  presides  over  all  poisonous  fevers  only 
knows.  In  the  morning  we  came  forth  as  out 
from  damp  and  mildewed  tombs,  and  took  our 
rapid  way  by  rail  to  Jacksonville,  where  we  ar- 
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rived  in  time  to  take 
the  steamer  Florence 
tip  the  St.  Johns 
Eiver. 

Just  at  tliis  point 
in  the  narration  of 
our  personal  experi¬ 
ences  we  will  halt  for 
a  space,  and  try  to 
tell  the  inexperienced 
traveler  what  at  the 
time  and  place  we 
would  have  been  glad 
to  know,  and  could 
not  well  ascertain. 

And  that  was,  where 
we  wanted  to  go.  To 
be  sure,  St.  Augus¬ 
tine  was  our  objective 
point,  and  so  was  the 
sail  up  the  St.  Johns 
River.  But  the  best 
place  to  fix  upon  as 
a  point  d’appui,  from 
which  to  march  out 
and  make  excursions, 
and  to  which  we  could 
return  for  rest  and 
comfort — that  we  did 
not  know. 

It  is  barely  possible 
that  some  of  my  read¬ 
ers  are  of  those  who  will  be  content  if  they  can 
only  find  some  sheltered  nook  where,  out  of 
doors,  they  can  breathe  the  soft,  healing  air, 
and  gain  such  strength  as  the  rough  winter 
winds  of  the  North  will  not  permit.  To  any 
of  these  my  advice  would  be  to  make  their  head¬ 
quarters  at  either  Green  Cove  Springs,  Mag¬ 
nolia,  or  Pilatka  on  the  St.  Johns  River.  For 
invalids,  either  of  these  places  is  preferable  to 
the  sea-board,  for  reasons  which  will  be  noted 
hereafter,  and  from  them  excursions  can  be 
made  to  any  quarter.  Of  these  three  places 
Pilatka  has  more  advantages  than  any  other ; 
for  to  its  spacious  wharves  come  the  steamers 
from  New  York  and  Savannah;  and  the  St. 
Johns  Hotel  at  this  place  is  blessed  with  a  stew¬ 
ard  who  places  before  you  that  choicest  and 
rarest  of  blessings  in  Florida,  wholesome  and 
well-cooked  food.  From  Pilatka  also  can  be 
made  those  charming  excursions  up  the  Black 
Eiver,  and  the  Ocklawaha,  and  other  small 
streams,  which  will  admit  the  passage  only  of 
diminutive  examples  of  steamboat  architecture. 

If,  unlike  our  party,  you  do  not  desert  the 
Nick  King,  and  brave  the  danger  of  sea-sickness 
or  of  shipwreck  by  dancing  about  on  the  sand¬ 
bar  which  impedes  navigation  at  the  mouth  of 
St.  Johns  River,  you  can  be  landed  at  either  of 
these  places ;  but  wherever  you  go,  we  would 
strongly  urge  you  to  engage  your  rooms  in  ad¬ 
vance. 

From  Jacksonville,  which  is  a  large  and  grow¬ 
ing  city,  and  where  there  are  fair  hotels,  you 
can  go  by  any  of  several  steamboat  lines  to 
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any  of  the  places  on  the  St.  Johns  River,  and  a 
steamboat  makes  two  trips  a  week  to  St.  Au¬ 
gustine,  going  by  an  outside  passage.  The 
other  route  to  St.  Augustine  is  by  river  steam¬ 
boat  and  stage  lines  ;  and  this  we  had  chosen, 
and  soon  found  ourselves  comfortably  fixed  on 
board  the  new  and  excellent  steamer  Florence, 
whose  business  it  is  to  take  people  to  and  from 
Pilatka,  making  stoppages  by  the  way.  We 
were  put  off  at  a  place  called  Picolata,  where  a 
stage  line  is  supposed  to  convey  you  across  coun¬ 
try  to  St.  Augustine.  A  more  disgraceful,  dis¬ 
heartening  abomination  than  Picolata  and  its 
stage  line  I  never  met  with  in  all  my  travels. 
.Ever  so  many  years  ago,  when  Buckingham 
Smith  was  Secretary  of  Legation  at  Madrid,  he 
had  occasion  to  send  home  to  St.  Augustine  his 
wife. 

“Good-by,  and  God  bless  you,”  he  said. 
“You  are  comfortably  provided  for  your  voy¬ 
age.  You  are  all  safe  until  you  reach  Picola¬ 
ta,  and  then  Heaven  alone  can  help  you.” 

What  Picolata  was  ten,  twenty  years  ago,  it 
is  to-day.  A  shaky,  rotten  wooden  pier,  at 
which  steamers  discharge  their  burdens ;  a  one- 
story  shanty,  and  a  ten-feet-square  grog-shop 
on  the  shore — that  is  the  forbidding  exterior 
appearance.  The  outside  of  these  buildings  is 
all  you  will  see ;  and  if  you  arrive,  as  we  did, 
at  a  season  when  a  fierce,  freezing  cold  wind  is 
blowing  from  the  north,  and  your  invalid  ladies 
are  obliged  to  stand  out  shelterless  in  this  kill¬ 
ing  cold  air  for  hours,  you  will  all  lose  your 
health,  if  you  do  not  your  patience.  Personal- 
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ly,  the  writer  was  damaged  in  both  the  first  and 
the  last ;  and  in  as  calm  tones,  and  with  such 
persuasive  manners  as  could  be  mustered,  he 
addressed  a  diminutive  specimen  of  humanity, 
who  looked  as  if  he  might  have  been  the  off¬ 
spring  of  intermarriage  for  a  hundred  genera¬ 
tions  of  Lilliputs,  and  who  was  playing  “  seven 
up”  with  a  choice  party  like  unto  himself,  in 
the  grog-shop : 

“  Why  are  you  keepiiig  us  here  ?  Why  not 
send  us  over  to  St.  Augustine  ?  I  understand 
you  have  no  special  hour  for  starting.  Our 
party  make  up  a  load.  Please  hitch  up  and 
send  us  over.” 

The  man  did  not  like  the  interruption  to  his 
game  ;  but  finally  answered  : 

“Now  yer  wouldn’t  have  me  drive  them 
horses  right  back.  They  come  over  here,  eight¬ 
een  miles  from  Augustine,  this  morning.” 

This  was  an  appeal  to  our  respect  for  suffer¬ 
ing  horse-flesh  which  was  not  to  be  resisted, 
whatever  may  have  been  our  opinions  of  a  stage 
line  which  drove  a  team  of  hoi’ses  eighteen 
miles  without  change, 
and  then  proposed  the 
same  day  to  take  them 
back  over  the  same 
road. 

“  But  what  are  our 
ladies  to  do  mean¬ 
while?  They  are  in¬ 
valids,  and  this  ex¬ 
posure  may  be  fatal 
to  them.  Why  can’t 
we  get  into  that 
house?” 

“Because  the  folks 
are  away,”  growled  the 
keeper  of  the  grog¬ 
shop. 

“All  the  more  rea¬ 
son  why  we  should  get 
into  it.  Who  is  the 
?” 


“I  am.” 

“Won’t  you  let 
these  ladies  in  ?” 
“No.” 

While  we  were 
quite  readyf  to  have 
committed  some  hor¬ 
rible  injury  upon  this 
man,  yet  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to 
bide  our  time.  And 
after  investing  sever¬ 
al  dollars  in  soda  bis¬ 
cuit,  sardines,  etc., 
the  surly  wretch  re¬ 
lented,  and  our  peo¬ 
ple  were  able  to  get 
into  the  meanly  kept 
room,  where  a  fire 
soon  restored  them 
to  warmth.  After 
waiting  some  five 
hours,  about  three  in  the  afternoon  we  started  off, 
leaving  all  our  luggage  at  Picolata  ;  but  bring¬ 
ing  in  place  of  one  of  the  trunks  an  English  bar¬ 
onet,  who  hung  on  to  the  rack  behind  as  best 
he  could,  preferring  that  discomfort  to  the  hor¬ 
rible  possibilities  of  being  left.  The  ride  over 
through  the  monotonous  pine  barrens  was  dis¬ 
mal  enough.  Half  of  the  road  was  under  wa¬ 
ter,  and  the  poor  tired  horses  could  hardly  pro¬ 
ceed  beyond  a  walk.  Added  to  this,  the  wind 
blew  cold  and  dreary,  chilling  us  to  the  bone. 
About  nine  at  night  we  drove  into  the  city  of 
St.  Augustine,  and  at  the  hotel  of  that  name 
found  welcome  and  comfortable  quarters. 

I  can  remember  only  one  feeling  comparable 
to  that  which  impressed  me  all  the  while  we 
were  at  St.  Augustine,  and  that  w'as  when  my 
first  introduction  was  made  into  the  Old  World 
at  that  noble  old  city  of  Eouen  in  France.  The 
same  romantic  interest  which  thrilled  me  then 
continued  at  St.  Augustine,  with  an  added  pe¬ 
culiar  charm.  For  many  weeks  we  had  been 
journeying  through  a  section  of  our  country 


owner 


ST.  AUGUBIINE. 


SIX  WEEKS  IN  FLORIDA. 


C59 


1 


OX.1)  (JJTY  UATEW'AY,  ST.  AUGUSTINE. 


where  every  thing  was 
new  and  crude,  and 
unexpectedly  we  were 
ushered  into  the  as¬ 
sociations,  the  archi¬ 
tecture,  the  ruins,  of 
three  hundred  years 
ago. 

The  architecture 
of  this  city  is  alto¬ 
gether  unlike  that  of 
any  upon  this  conti¬ 
nent.  The  streets  are 
very  narrow,  while 
the  houses  have  wide 
balconies  in  the  sec¬ 
ond  story,  which  come 
very  near  to  each 
other.  The  material 
used  in  their  con¬ 
struction  is  verybeau- 
tiful,  and  is  called  the 
“  coquina’’ stone.  It 
is  formed  of  a  con¬ 
crete  which  has  a 
pleasant  yellow-gray 
tone  when  seen  at  a 
distance,  and,  when 
examined  in  detail, 
presents  an  exquisite 
collection  of  various 
and  delicately  formed 
shells.  Although  most  of  the  habitable  build¬ 
ings  built  in  the  way  described  are  of  modern 
construction,  yet,  except  in  their  pitched  roofs, 
they  prob.ably  resemble  those  built  hundreds  of 
years  ago,  and  whose  ruins  are  met  with  at  every 
turn.  Here  you  see  the  stained  walls  of  a  black¬ 
smith  shop,  constructed  by  the  hands  of  the  sol¬ 
diers  of  the  Spanish  governor  and  cut-throat, 
Menendez  d’Avileis,  in  1570.  Out  from  grace¬ 
ful  groves  of  orange-trees  W'ill  rise  jagged  walH 
w'hose  ruins  came  by  the  hand  of  Governor  Ogle¬ 
thorpe,  of  Georgia,  in  1732.  Side  by  side  with 
trim  villas,  the  residences  of  those  seeking  health 
from  the  North,  stand  the  crumbling  chimneys 
of  houses  destroyed  by  one  or  another  of  the 
many  conquerors  who  these  centuries  past  have 
made  this  oldest  of  cities  on  this  continent  north 
of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  their  battle-ground.  But 
perhaps  the  most  picturesque  of  all  its  ruins  are 
the  gates  which  stand  at  the  northern  end  of 
the  city.  The  pillars  of  the  gates  are  Moorish 
in  their  form  of  construction,  and  are  square, 
surmounted  by  a  carved  pomegranate.  At¬ 
tached  to  the  pillars  on  either  side  are  portions 
of  the  old  wall  which  formerly  surrounded  the 
town  to  the  east  and  south,  while  they  connect¬ 
ed  with  the  Fort  San  Marco,  which  stands  hy  the 
river  a  few  hundred  yards  to  the  west.  Pro¬ 
ceeding  from  the  gates  outw'ard  are  the  remains 
of  the  causeway,  crossing  a  deep  ditch  which 
followed  the  line  of  w’all. 

This  noble  example  of  military  architecture 
was  a  delightful  surprise  to  me  ;  for  in  all  my 
journeyings  in  the  Old  World  I  had  never  seen 


such  a  complete  instance  of  the  high  state  of 
the  art  of  defense  of  two  centuries  ago.  This 
fort  was  begun  by  Menendez  himself,  and  in 
one  and  another  form  had  resisted  attacks,  some¬ 
times  successfully.  But  in  the  time  of  Queen 
Elizabeth  that  hrave  old  sailor.  Admiral  Drake, 
returning  from  one  of  his  expeditions  to  South 
America,  saw  a  look-out  on  the  island  of  Anas¬ 
tasia,  which  is  just  opposite  to  the  fort.  So 
Drake  landed,  and  the  Spaniards  desei'ted  the 
place,  which  he  occupied.  He  captured  £2000 
of  money,  which  was  in  an  old  chest,  and  sev¬ 
eral  brass  cannon.  Then  he  hoisted  sail  and 
steered  away  to  report  his  adventures  to  the 
tnaiden  queen.  But  our  fort  was  called  at  that 
time  San  Juan  de  Pinas. 

After  that  affair  Captoin  Davis,  one  of  those 
gentle  buccaneers  who  made  it  his  business  to 
rob  and  murder  the  people  of  the  South  Amer¬ 
ican  settlements,  came  up  the  coast  in  search 
of  a  Spanish  plate  fleet,  and,  missing  his  prize, 
in  a  fit  of  spleen  ivent  into  the  harbor,  attacked 
and  sacked  the  town.  The  fort  at  this  time 
was  an  octagon,  with  round  towers,  and  inca¬ 
pable  of  resisting  the  fierce  assaults  of  the  Brit¬ 
ish  pirate.  This  was  in  the  year  1C66.  Dur¬ 
ing  the  next  one  hundred  years,  more  or  less, 
the  Spaniards  were  hard  at  work  reconstmcting 
this  fort  upon  its  present  plan,  which  I  believe 
is  called  that  of  Vauban  No.  2.  I  said  the 
Spaniards  were  hard  at  wmrk.  This  is  a  mis¬ 
take — the  tribes  of  Indians  which  had  been  con¬ 
quered  did  the  hard  work,  the  Spaniards  super¬ 
intending.  The  Appalachians,  especially,  were 
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employed  for  more  than  sixty  years,  while  con¬ 
victs  from  Mexico  were  sent  to  assist.  Be¬ 
tween  one  and  all  the  fort  was  finally  completed, 
and  a  tablet  erected  over  the  spacious  portals 
of  the  main  entrance,  which  stands  for  the  in¬ 
spection  of  the  curious  to-day,  and  whereon  is 
an  inscription  which,  being  translated,  declares 
that ; 

“Don  Ferdinand  the  Sixth  being  King  of  Spain, 
and  the  Field-Marshal  Don  Alonzo  Fernando  Hereda 
being  Governor  and  Captain-General  of  this  Place,  St. 
Augustine  of  Florida  and  its  Province.  This  Fort 
was  finished  in  the  year  1756.  The  Works  were  di¬ 
rected  by  the  Captain-Engineer,  Don  Pedro  de  Brazon 
y  Garay.” 

As  it  stands,  although  often  besieged,  it  has 
never  been  taken.  It 
is  what  is  known  as  a 
bastioned  fort.  Over 
each  of  the  four  bas¬ 
tions  stand  towers 
which  served  as  out¬ 
looks.  The  main 
work  is  surrounded 
by  a  wide  ditch  ;  and 
beyond  were  exterior 
fortifications,  most 
important  of  which  is 
a  demi-lune  that  cov¬ 
ers  the  entrance  to  the 
fort.  The  interior  of 
this  splendid  relic  of 
Spanish  domination 
in  this  country  is  full 
of  interest.  Out  of  a 
large  “enceinte,”  or 
open  space,  a  wide 
stairway,  whose  steps 
have  been  worn  by 
many  thousand  feet, 
leads  upon  the  broad 


rampart.  It  is  not 
difficult  to  go  back  a 
century  ago,  and  to 
imagine  these  iron 
platforms  mounted 
with  the  ponderous, 
clumsy,  bronze  and 
brass  cannon  which 
now  lie  piled  up  in 
the  court-yard  below. 
We  can  see  the  royal 
banner  floating  from 
the  walls,  guarded  by 
Spanish  sentinels,  in 
their  unique  costume, 
while  all  around  are 
heard  the  bustle  and 
confusion  of  conflict. 
To-day  light  twelve- 
pounders  repose  in 
the  bastions ;  while 
good,  trust  -  worthy 
Sergeant  M‘Guire  is 
the  sole  representa¬ 
tive  of  the  power  and 
dignity  of  the  Re¬ 
public  of  the  United  States  of  America. 

Of  course,  attached  to  the  old  fort  are  many 
stories  of  thrilling  interest ;  but  one  which  has 
hair-raising  power  to  every  comer  is  that  of 
the  “Dungeon.”  Not  in  Chillon  nor  at  Neu- 
schloss,  not  upon  the  Rhine  nor  in  all  Europe, 
is  there  a  more  genuine  dungeon  than  boasts 
San  Marco.  Only  a  few  years  ago  the  parapet 
above  sunk  in,  revealing  a  cavity ;  and,  upon 
inspection,  beyond  that  another  was  discover¬ 
ed,  hermetically  walled  in,  and  wherein,  when 
opened,  were  found  the  skeletons  of  two  persons. 
So  much  is  known  without  question — all  beyond 
is  mystery ;  but  the  curious  traveler,  if  he  stoop 
low  enough,  may  enter  this  coffin  of  stone. 
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Day  after  day  we 
went  to  old  Fort  San 
Marco,  and  found 
ample  material  for 
the  exercise  of  the 
pencil  and  imagina¬ 
tion  ;  and  most  heart¬ 
ily  do  we  commend  it 
to  the  attention  of 
the  visitor  at  St.  Au¬ 
gustine.  Although  it 
is  of  little  service  as 
a  fortification  to  the 
United  States  gov¬ 
ernment,  yet  it  is  too 
rich  and  rare  an  ex¬ 
ample  of  the  art  of 
war,  and  too  valuable 
in  its  historical  asso¬ 
ciation,  to  be  allowed 
to  fall  to  utter  ruin. 

Colonel  Ludlow,  of 
the  Engineer  Corps, 
stationed  at  Charles¬ 
ton,  informed  me  that 
a  small  sum  had  been 
appropriated  for  its 

repair.  I  am  sure  that  this  officer  is  a  gentle¬ 
man  of  taste  and  judgment,  who  will  make  the 
restoration  completely  in  the  fact  and  spirit  of 
the  ancient  work.  Further  than  this,  I  have 
the  personal  assurance  of  General  Sherman  that 
the  old  fort  shall  not  be  neglected. 

There  is  another  Spanish  fortification,  of  an 
entirely  different  form  of  construction,  situated 
at  Matanzas  Inlet,  some  twenty  miles  south  of 
St.  Augustine.  It  is  as  curious  as  San  Marco ; 
but  little  is  known  of  its  history,  except  that  its 
erection  was  probably  contemporary  with  that  of 
San  Marco. 

We  were  at  St.  Augustine  for  several  weeks, 
and  had  an  excellent  opportunity  to  judge  of 
the  influences  of  the  climate.  On  several  occa¬ 
sions  the  air  was  freezing  cold,  and  then  we  suf¬ 
fered  more  discomfort  than  during  the  severest 
season  in  the  North,  for  the  reason  that  neither 
were  the  houses  constructed  with  regard  to  the 
cold  nor  were  we  expecting  it.  But  for  the 
most  of  the  time  the  air  was  mild  and  gentle, 
so  that  an  invalid  would  be  able  to  pass  the 
hours  of  the  day  out  of  doors,  which,  I  take  it, 
is  the  reason  Florida  has  become  the  winter 
home  of  so  many  thousands  of  persons  having 
pulmonary  complaints.  Whether  or  not  St. 
Augustine  is  the  best  locality  for  such  invalids 
is  a  serious  question,  which  must  be  left  to  the 
decision  of  the  pihysicians  who  have  been  there  ; 
but  I  have  known  of  several  persons  within  my 
own  limited  experience  who  found  the  frequent 
changes  which  take  place  from  the  warm  air 
of  the  land  to  the  cool,  salt  air  of  the  sea  to 
have  injurious  results,  which  ceased  upon  going 
over  to  the  St.  Johns  River. 

Personally,  I  found  the  heat  to  be  incon¬ 
venient  for  the  most  of  the  time,  and  arrayed 
myself  in  summer  clothing.  But  in  pursuing 
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the  occupation  of  sketching  from  nature,  I  was 
in  the  habit  of  sitting  out  in  the  open  air  with  a 
white  sketching  umbrella  over  me  ;  and  at  such 
times  I  have  suffered  more  from  the  heat  than 
at  noonday  in  August  in  a  Connecticut  meadow. 
This  feeling  of  exhaustion  may  be  attributed  to 
a  lack  of  vitality  in  the  atmosphere  which  we 
find  in  the  southern  latitudes.  Singular  as  it 
may  seem,  there  is  not  much  opportunity  to  go 
out  of  doors  in  St.  Augustine  unless  as  pedes¬ 
trians.  For,  although  all  last  winter  there  must 
have  been  a  thousand  or  more  strangers,  and 
these  coming  and  going  all  the  while,  yet  such 
a  thing  as  a  livery-stable  does  not  exist.  Two 
or  three  vehicles  there  are,  which  are  hired  by 
the  month ;  but  neither  buggy,  carriage,  hack, 
nor  even  a  common  road  wagon  is  to  be  had. 
It  seems  utterly  incomprehensible  that  the  ho¬ 
tel-keepers,  whose  interest  it  is  to  have  such 
conveniences  within  reach,  should  not  attend 
to  these  matters.  This  poverty  in  the  way  of 
conveyances  is  most  felt  when  you  desire  to  get 
away  from  the  place.  You  can  not  go  when 
you  wish  to,  but  when  you  can — watching  the 
chances  in  advance  to  secure  your  place.  When 
our  party  came  away  there  were  three  ladies, 
with  their  servant,  who  wished  to  accompany  us 
up  the  St.  Johns  River;  but  our  people  filled 
the  stage,  top  and  bottom,  and  not  in  all  St. 
Augustine,  for  money  or  other  consideration, 
could  there  be  found  a  conveyance.  A  few 
riding  horses  there  are — safe,  comfortable  little 
ponies — who  will  take  you  about  on  the  road  by 
the  river,  or  across  the  plain  of  palmettoes  to  the 
“Magnolia  Grove” — a  picturesque  place  called 
by  that  name  because  in  this  tangled  bit  of  v'ood- 
land  there  is  only  one  magnolia-tree.  While 
upon  this  subject  of  the  discomforts  of  this  place 
that  portion  of  my  conscience  lying  in  the  region 
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of  the  stomach  will  not  permit  me  to  be  silent. 
The  food  furnished  you  at  the  public  hotels  is 
simply  dreadful.  Fresh,  nutritious  meats  there 
were  not.  Even  chickens  w'ould  not  come  at 
our  call ;  or  if  they  did,  it  was  evident  they  had 
made  a  long  journey.  We  were  in  the  land  of 
wild  game,  but  it  rarely  ever  came  to  the  re¬ 
freshment  of  our  fainting  bodies.  This  was 
the  soil  and  the  atmosphere  from  whence  pro¬ 
ceed  early  vegetables  ;  but  no  friendly  hand 
ever  strove  to  induce  their  appearance  above¬ 
ground,  so  far  as  we  knew.  In  place  of  whole¬ 
some,  well-cooked  food,  we  were  served  with 
canned  meats,  canned  vegetables ;  and,  as  if 
in  compensation,  all  sorts  of  fancy  tarts,  and 
“meringues  a  la  humbug,”  and  other  indigest¬ 
ible  jimcrackeries  under  foreign  names,  w'ere 
served  up  ad  nauseam. 

If  excuses  could  justify  this  ill-treatment, 
surely  we  had  enough  of  them ;  hut  under  no 
circumstance  is  there  justification  for  this  dis¬ 
obedience  of  the  Divine  command  to  “  feed 
the  hungry,”  more  particularly  when  the  con¬ 
sideration  of  four  dollars  a  day  is  exacted. 

St.  Augustine  is  not  singular  in  this  matter 
of  poor  food  and  had  cooking.  It  is  common 
to  almost  all  the  hotels  in  the  countiy,  especial¬ 
ly  where  they  are  kept  upon  the  American  plan, 
which  abominable  system  is  being  fast  driven 
out  by  the  more  sensible  European  method  of 
paying  onl}'  for  what  you  get,  and  having  that 
especially  cooked  for  you. 

Among  the  objects  of  interest  in  St.  Augus¬ 
tine  is  the  sea  wall  which  protects  the  town 
from  the  encroachments  of  the  water,  which 
extends  from  the  w'ater  battery  at  the  fort, 
some  three-quarters  of  a  mile,  to  the  arsenal — 
a  handsome  building,  which  is  only  occasionally 
used  by  the  government.  Every  body  visits  the 
orange  groves  of  Mr.  Buckingham  Smith  and 
Dr.  Anderson.  Orange-trees  are  not  very  plen¬ 
tiful  in  the  city  or  neighborhood,  although  the 
perfume  of  the  blossom  often  enough  greets 
you  as  you  walk  through  the  streets.  In¬ 
deed,  this  odor  is  sometimes  so  intense  as  to 
become  unpleasant.  The  fruit  of  the  orange 
is  quite  as  costly  as  in  the  North.  “Uncle 
Jack,”  a  very  small,  very  ancient,  and  very 
peculiar  negro  at  Mr.  Smith’s,  will  pull  them 
from  the  tree  at  fifty  cents  per  dozen.  The 
most  palatable  orange  we  saw  came  from  In¬ 
dian  River,  some  seventy  miles  south  of  St. 
Augustine,  and  these  found  ready  purchasers 
at  one  dollar  per  dozen.  I  was  told  by  the 
owners  of  the  large  orangeries  on  the  St.  Johns 
River  that  they  had  sold  their  crops  at  about 
two  dollars  per  hundred.  The  orange  crop  of 
Florida  is  not  so  profitable  as  has  been  sup¬ 
posed.  In  1842  there  came  an  insect  known 
as  the  “orange  locust,”  nearly  destrovdng  all 
the  trees  in  the  country;  but  that  difficulty  is 
fast  disappearing.  Now  and  then,  however, 
there  comes  from  the  north  a  yet  more  ter¬ 
rible  invader,  in  the  person  of  the  Ice  Fiend, 
who  freezes  the  life  out  of  the  trees,  destroying 
millions  of  property  in  a  single  night. 
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Although  the  ruins  of  former  greatness  are 
to  be  seen  at  every  hand,  yet  by  one  and  an¬ 
other  means  the  most  venerable  are  passing 
out  of  sight.  The  palace  of  the  British  attorn¬ 
ey-general,  which,  it  is  said,  was  grand  in  its 
proportions,  has  been  torn  down  so  that  its  ma¬ 
terial  could  be  used  in  the  construction  of  other 
houses.  And  I  was  told  that  one  Logan,  who 
was  an  army  quarter-master  stationed  here,  tore 
down  an  old  powder-house,  one  of  the  rarest  of 
the  ancient  remains  of  the  Menendez  regime. 
Mr.  Logan  used  the  stones  of  this  unique  ruin 
for  his  personal  benefit.  What  shall  be  said 
of  a  person  w'ho  had  so  little  regard  for  these 
priceless  relics  of  the  past?  There  still  re¬ 
mains  the  “  Residence  of  the  Spanish  Gov¬ 
ernors,”  fronting  the  public  square,  and  now 
used  by  the  United  States  authorities.  These 
buildings  are  highly  picturesque,  as  is  the  strik¬ 
ing  facade  of  an  old  Spanish  treasury  building 
on  St.  George  Street.  But  the  cathedral,  of 
simple  Moorish  architecture,  and  w'hich  also 
fronts  the  square,  will  attract  marked  attention. 
One  of  the  priests  who  minister  there  is  Fa¬ 
ther  Rousse.  A  gentle,  kind-hearted,  humane 
Frenchman  he  is,  who  does  his  best  to  take  care 
of  the  bodies  and  souls  of  several  hundred  ne¬ 
groes  and  white  people,  the  most  of  whom  are  of 
the  poorer  class.  During  our  frequent  peregrin¬ 
ations  we  had  reason  to  know  of  this,  and  also 
formed  a  friendly'  acquaintance  with  the  good 
father. 

When  we  came  one  day  to  bid  him  good-by, 
he  said :  “Ah,  you  will  become  a  good  Catho¬ 
lic  sometime,  will  you  not,  man  amif” 

“I  hope  it  is  not  necessary,”  we  replied. 
“  Be  sure  we  shall  meet  each  other  in  the  bet¬ 
ter  world.” 

“Je  I’espere,”  he  answered,  sadly,  making 
the  sign  of  the  cross. 

Certainly  the  lower,  and  especially  the  negro 
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class  here,  and,  in  truth,  in  all  other  places  we 
visited  in  the  South,  needs  the  care  of  some 
spiritual  and  religious  instructor.  Before  the 
war  it  was  for  the  interest  of  the  master  that 
the  slave  should  be  under  the  control  of  a  re¬ 
ligious  sentiment.  It  was  one  means  of  sub¬ 
jection,  of  obtaining  obedience  ;  but  emancipa¬ 
tion  loosened  that  cord,  so  that  the  negro  in  his 
ignorance  is  falling  from  grace,  and  the  elect¬ 
ive  franchise,  with  all  the  carpet-baggers  in  cre¬ 
ation,  won’t  save  him.  At  one  of  the  Prot¬ 
estant  churches  here,  and  subsequently  at  Jack¬ 
sonville,  we  saw  shocking  mummeries,  which 
belonged  to  the  fetich  worship  of  savage  Cen¬ 
tral  Africa,  and  not  of  Christian  America.  The 
necessity  of  taking  care  of  themselves  will  be  a 
great  assistance  to  these  poor  people,  but  it  will 
require  many  years  to  bring  about  that  condi¬ 
tion  when  they  can  provide  for  their  own  needs. 
Meanwhile  the  present  generation  will  disappear, 
and  a  better  intelligence  will  come  with  those 
that  follow.  But  it  is  my  conviction  that  the 
present  political  system  will  not  achieve  the 
desired  end.  The  larger  number  of  the  ne¬ 
groes  are  in  darkest  ignorance,  and  in  the  mat¬ 
ter  of  voting  are  used  by  designing  men  to  ac¬ 
complish  their  bad  selfish  ends.  It  is  sad,  in¬ 
deed,  to  see  how  these  people  have  in  one  way 
and  another  been  made  the  tools  of  the  white 
man ;  but  in  all  their  misery  they  continue  to 
exhibit  in  a  marked  way  their  keen  sense  of  the 
ridiculous.  In  illustration  of  this  fact  a  com¬ 
ical  incident  occurred  to  me  in  one  of  my 
sketching  expeditions. 

One  sees  a  deal  of  humanity  when  out  of 
doors  making  sketches  from  nature.  The  peo¬ 
ple  of  all  ages,  colors,  and  both  sexes  gather 
around  you,  and  sometimes  in  most  unpleasant 
nearness  of  proximity ;  you  are  obliged  to  listen 
to  lively  criticisms  of  people  and  things  in  gen¬ 
eral  ;  and  not  unfrequently  you,  and  what  you 
are  doing,  are  made  the  subject  of  sharp  if  not 
wholesome  remark. 

One  morning  I  planted  myself,  with  white 
umbrella,  camp-stool,  and  paint-box,  in  one  of 
the  principal  thoroughfares  of  the  city.  It 
would  have  been  called  a  narrow  lane  any 
where  else.  In  front  of  me  was  a  most  roman¬ 
tic  picturesque  view,  such  as  could  be  found 
nowhere  but  in  this  charming  old  Spanish  city. 
There  was  a  bit  of  ruined  broken  wall  of  what 
had  once  been  the  palace  of  somebody  two  hun¬ 
dred  years  ago.  It  was  built  of  coquina  stone, 
gray  and  brown,  a  patch  of  old  brick,  Avith 
stained  plaster  in  places,  making  up  a  rich 
mass  of  shadoAV,  with  brilliant  dashes  of  light  on 
the  top  giving  emphasis  to  the  whole.  Be¬ 
yond  this  precious  old  wall  there  was  an  an¬ 
cient  stone  house  of  one  story,  with  a  pitched 
roof.  A  window  opening  in  the  gable  showed 
dark  in  the  midst  of  the  iron-gray  of  the  wall. 
Further  on — this  tvas  at  my  right — there  were 
the  high  palings  of  a  fence,  then  another  gray 
gable  end  of  a  house,  and  against  the  sky  be¬ 
yond  that,  the  roof  of  a  building  glittering  in 
the  sunlight.  On  the  left  and  opposite  side  of 


the  street  there  was  a  wee  bit  of  an  open  place 
called  a  square,  alongside  of  which  ran  a  wreck 
of  Avhat  may  have  been  a  respectable  dwelling- 
house  a  century  or  two  ago.  It  had  yellow, 
black,  and  blue  Avails,  and  a  shattered  shingle 
roof,  violet  and  broAvn  in  color.  The  end  to 
the  street  Avas  patched  with  stone  and  plaster, 
and  had  doors  and  Avindows,  which  were  hard¬ 
ly  visible  in  the  short  perspective,  but  what 
little  there  Avas  shone  bright  in  the  direct  rays 
of  the  sun.-  On  the  other  side  of  this  was  a 
fence,  and  then  a  wooden  cabin,  and  then  the 
branches  of  a  tree  dancing  green  in  the  light ; 
finally  another  house,  with  a  high  pitched  roof 
and  a  balcony,  Avhich  almost  touched  another 
balcony  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  both 
of  which  ended  the  line  of  the  street ;  far  be¬ 
yond  that  there  was  a  strip  of  green  grass  and 
gray  sand ;  then,  following  the  sea  wall,  the 
blue  waters  of  the  river  in  the  dim  distance, 
the  purple  and  yellow  of  Anastasia  Island,  and 
aboA'e  that  a  sunny  sky,  such  as  is  found  only 
in  these  Southern  latitudes  and  by  the  sea. 

This  was  the  picture  I  Avas  trying  to  sketch — 
Avith  indifferent  success,  I  was  informed  by  one 
of  my  bare-legged  critics. 

“He  can’t  draw,  Jake,”  he  said  to  his  com¬ 
panion.  “This  feller  can’t  draAV  as  dat  odder 
man  who’s  takin’  the  church  down.  Dat  ar’s 
Aunt  Phoebe’s  ;  isn’t  doAvn  right.  He  can’t 
draAV.” 

I  made  no  reply  to  this  and  similar  remarks 
shouted  in  my  ear,  but  I  had  a  pretty  positive 
opinion  that  my  spectators  were  a  “poor  set;” 
and  this  opinion  was  confirmed  when  at  noon  I 
came  to  gather  up  my  apparatus,  and  did  not 
find  the  leather  strap  with  which  I  bound  in 
one  parcel  camp-stool,  staff,  and  umbrella.  All 
about  I  searched  for  the  missing  article,  in  the 
fence  corner,  and  on  the  road ;  but  it  had  dis¬ 
appeared  with  my  juvenile  critics.  While  yet 
I  was  looking  I  became  all  at  once  aware  of 
the  presence  of  one  of  the  most  extraordinary 
of  all  these  astonishing  black  people.  She — 
for  I  still  believe  it  was  a  female — Avas  cos¬ 
tumed  in  a  blue  infantry  jacket,  which  Avas  but¬ 
toned  tight  over  her  bosom ;  beloAv  this  a  pair 
of  bare  feet  and  legs  straddled  from  underneath 
a  dress  of  many  materials,  but  of  a  nondescript 
and  indescribable  color.  I  speak  as  an  artist. 
I  should  say  it  had  so  many  shades  that  the 
ensemble  was  neutral.  On  the  kinkiest  sort  of 
a  head,  Avhose  perpendicular  front  side  shoAved 
all  eyes  and  teeth,  Avas  perched  the  funniest 
scrap  of  a  dirty  frayed  straAV  hat.  It  had  been 
stuck  there  for  the  purpose  of  covering,  Avhat- 
ever  other  office  it  served.  This  person,  with 
both  arms  akimbo,  yelled  at  me : 

“  Wha’  yer  lookin’  fer?” 

“A  strap — a  leather  strap.” 

In  a  second  she  exploded:  “Yah,  yah,  yah, 
yah,  yah,  yah,  yah,  yah,  yah!”  _ 

I  gazed  at  the  creature  in  silent  astonish¬ 
ment.  What  cause  of  merriment  Avas  there  in 
the  search, for  a  lost  strap?  But  she  Avas  not 
at  all  depressed  by  my  look,  but  burst  forth 
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LOS’  ms  STKAP.” 


■with  another  scream,  at  the  same  time  bending 
forward  and  clapping  her  hands  upon  her  knees. 

“Yu-yu-'u-u!  Yee-ee-ee!  Yah,  yah,  yah! 
He’s  los’  his  strap  !  Yah,  yah,  yah!” 

At  this  point  I  could  resist  no  longer,  and 
began  to  laugh  most  heartily.  Up  to  this  time 
the  surrounding  crowd  had  kept  a  quivering 
sort  of  silence  in  their  polite  hospitality,  not 
knowing  but  that  I  might  be  offended.  The 
moment,  however,  I  began  to  laugh,  there  was 
a  succession  of  reports  such  as  one  hears  on  a 
Fourth  of  July  morning  from  a  bunch  of  double¬ 
headed  fire-crackers.  At  first  one,  and  then 
another,  went  off,  until  it  got  to  be  an  insane 
mania.  Young  and  old,  male  and  female,  gave 
free  vent  to  their  exuberance  of  feeling.  They 
screamed,  roared,  and  yelled  in  every  key  of 
the  chromatic  scale.  In  their  extravagance 
they  clutched  at  each  other,  shouldered  the  old 
wall,  hung  upon  the  fence,  and  rolled  in  the 
sand. 

Such  an  extraordinary  sight  and  sound  I 
never  saw  nor  heard ;  and  very  soon  I  beat  a 
safe  retreat  toward  my  hotel,  followed  at  a  re¬ 
spectful  distance  by  the  woman  with  the  in¬ 
fantry  jacket,  who  would  erupt  at  intervals  with 
her  thundering  laugh.  And  after  that  day, 
■whenever  I  met  her  on  the  street,  she  ■svould 
scream  forth,  “Los’  his  strap!”  with  a  pro¬ 
longed  chorus  of  “Yah,  yahs!” 

I  have  already  said  that  one  of  the  objective 
points  of  our  expedition  was  the  St.  Johns 
River.  If  this  trip  had  not  formed  a  part  of 
our  original  intention  we  most  surely  would 
have  adopted  it  subsequently,  for  every  pil¬ 


grim  who  came  within  our  acquaintance  would 
at  once  shoot  off  the  question  : 

“Have  you  been  up  the  St.  Johns?  No? 
Then  you  must  not  miss  it.  Splendid  scenery. 
Alligators.  Lots  of  fun.” 

So  one  day,  when  one  of  our  folk  who  had 
been  laid  up  with  a  bad  cold  was  sufficiently 
recovered,  we  got  into  the  stage,  where  our 
places  for  a  week  had  been  engaged,  and  start¬ 
ed  back  toward  Picolata.  The  prudent  read¬ 
er  will  wonder  that  we  should  go  a  second  time 
to  that  wretched  place;  but  there  was  no  al¬ 
ternative  short  of  a  voyage  by  sea  to  Jackson¬ 
ville.  From  this  place  started  the  steamer 
Starlight,  upon  which  we  supposed  we  had  en¬ 
gaged  state-rooms  for  the  round  trip  up  and  to 
Enterprise,  the  head  of  the  St.  Johns  River, 
and  back.  We  expected  to  take  the  Starlight 
at  Picolata,  and  if  she  had  failed  us,  there 
were  other  steamers  passing,  which  would  have 
conveyed  us  somewhere,  any  where  away  from 
Picolata.  I  ought  to  have  mentioned  that  our 
luggage  followed  us  over  to  St.  Augustine  some 
two  days  after  our  arrival ;  so  upon  our  return 
trip  we  took  good  care  to  start  it  off  several 
hours  in  advance  in  a  separate  go-cart.  We 
passed  that  affair  half-way  on  the  road  over, 
and  some  of  the  passengers  avowed  that  the 
driver  ■was  asleep,  and  the  mule  chewing  pal¬ 
metto  leaves  by  the  road-side.  We  ourselves 
proceeded  safely  on  to  Picolata,  and,  after  wait¬ 
ing  four  hours  in  the  hot  sun,  found  ourselves 
on  board  the  steamer  Starlight,  and,  to  our  cha¬ 
grin,  learned  that  our  message  had  not  been  re¬ 
ceived,  and  there  were  no  rooms  awaiting  us. 
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This  apparent  misfortune  proved  our  greatest 
happiness,  for,  lying  over  at  Pilatka  at  the 
St.  Johns  Hotel,  we  obtained  delicious  food 
wherewith  to  assuage  the  pangs  of  hunger. 
Think  not,  good  reader,  this  is  an  unnecessary 
exhibition  of  feeling  over  a  small  matter,  for 
great  had  been  our  suifering,  and  great  was  our 
delight.  Delicious  waffles,  noble  wild  turkey 
nobly  served,  tender  lamb,  adolescent  chicken, 
light,  sweet  bread,  potatoes,  green  pease,  and 
other  delicacies  that  ravished  the  heart  and 
made  glad  the  digestive  apparatus. 

The  trip  of  the  Starlight  to  Enterprise,  back 
to  Jacksonville,  and  the  return  to  Pilatka,  oc¬ 
cupied  about  three  days,  and  this  interval  was 
pleasantly  passed,  for  we  saw,  for  the  first  time, 
the  distinctive  characteristics  of  physical  nature 
in  Florida.  Heretofore  we  had  passed  through 
pine  barrens  and  over  plains  covered  with  pal¬ 
metto,  hut  these  may  he  seen  in  Georgia  and 
the  Carolinas ;  now,  however,  we  were  present¬ 
ed  to  a  new,  a  strange  aspect,  which  filled  us 
with  wonder  and  surprise. 

Unlike  the  mountains  and  the  sea-shore  of 
the  North,  the  scenery  of  the  tropics  is  greatest 
in  its  little  things.  And  so  in  a  row-boat  we 
wandered  along  the  shore,  past  forests  whose 
sombre  depths  were  veiled  to  us  by  vast  screens 
of  drooping  moss,  or,  pushing  our  little  craft 
over  and  through  the  wide-spread  beds  of 
water-lilies,  we  entered  within  the  precincts 
of  this  solemn  Hades. 

What  weird,  wondrous  visions  then  greeted 
our  thrilled  senses,  as,  gliding  silently  on,  the 
bright  heavens  were  almost  shut  out  from  view, 
and  there  rose  up  beside  and  around  us  trunks 
of  trees  which  looked  as  if  thej^  might  have  been 
human  once,  and,  like  the  lost  souls  of  Dante’s 
vision,  condemned  to  this  imprisonment ! 

“We  had  put  ourselves  within  a  wood 
That  was  not  marked  hy  any  path  whatever: 

Not  foliage  green,  hut  of  a  dusky  color; 

Not  hranches  smooth,  but  gnarled  and  intertangled ; 
Not  apple-trees  were  there,  but  thorns  with  poison; 
Such  tangled  thickets  have  not,  nor  so  dense, 

Those  savage  wild  beasts  that  in  hatred  hold 
’Twlxt  Cecilia  and  Corneto  the  tilled  places." 

Now  stooping  as  we  passed  underneath  some 
fallen  monarch  of  the  place,  we  brushed  aside 
the  thickly  trailing  vines,  or  passed  into  the  em¬ 
braces  of  that  parasite  of  death,  the  pendent 
moss  ;  and  then  our  keel  would  disturb  the  per¬ 
fect  surface  of  the  most  marvelous  of  mirrors, 
reflecting  countless  forms  of  leaf  and  twig  and 
moss  and  tree,  with  here  and  there  bits  of  blue 
which  told  us  that  there  was  a  heaven  above. 
How  intense  is  the  silence  of  this  place,  brok¬ 
en  only  by  the  splash  of  a  single  blue  heron,  who, 
wondering  at  this  intrusion,  gazes,  and  then, 
spreading  his  great  wings,  rises  slowly  and  dis¬ 
appears,  leaving  a  deeper  silence  than  before ! 
This  is  not  the  forest  of  Ohio,  with  its  cheerful 
life  and  health,  its  varied  growth  of  beech  and 
birch  and  oak  and  buckeye  and  elm,  and  a 
hundred  other  varieties  of  tree  and  bush,  with 
all  their  beauty,  grace,  and  strength,  and  glow¬ 
ing  youth.  All  this  seems  to  be  in  fullness  and 


reality  what  the  spectacle  at  the  theatre  sug¬ 
gests.  It  is  not  life  :  it  is  the  funereal  pageant 
of  nature. 

It  was  at  Pilatka  also  we  first  saw  that  rare 
and  most  beautiful  of  birds,  the  swallow-tailed 
hawk,  with  his  gray  back  and  wings,  his  snow- 
white  breast  and  exquisitely  graceful  flight. 
The  natives  will  tell  you  he  is  the  “  snake- 
hawk,”  because  he  makes  war  upon  those 
creatures.  They  will  also  tell  you  that  this 
bird,  who  rises  from  the  shallow  water  with 
wedge-shaped  bill  and  red  neck  thrust  far  out 
from  his  body,  and  whose  flight  is  swift  and 
straight,  is  the  water-turkey;  but  the  vulgar  arc 
apt  to  give  names  without  reason.  In  a  day  or 
two,  as  we  ascend  the  river,  you  will  see  this  , 
same  bird,  increased  to  enormous  size,  one  of 
that  vast  flock  of  black  objects  which,  far  in 
the  blue  ether  above,  is  circling  round  and 
round ;  and  then  the  ornithologist  will  tell  you 
he  is  the  “  cormorant.” 

The  sky  was  filled  with  masses  of  gray  clouds, 
which  roofed  in  the  wall  of  green  through  whose 
narrow  avenues  we  were  swiftly  gliding.  It 
was  the  morning  after  the  night  we  had  gone 
on  board  of  the  Starlight,  and  I  stepped  out  of 
my  state-room  to  gaze  upon  this  most  entranc¬ 
ing  of  all  the  moods  of  nature,  when  the  gray- 
clouds  seem  to  sweep  the  tree-tops,  and  there 
is  that  subdued  harmony  not  to  be  found  in 
the  garish  sunlight.  As  the  little  steamboat 
plowed  along  its  narrow  channels,  the  water, 
rushing  in  to  fill  the  vacuum  she  made,  would 
sway  the  countless  lily-pads  and  bending  ferns 
to  and  fro,  sometimes  baptizing  them  with  its 
generous  flood.  The  forest  trees  were  the  same 
all  along  the  way.  Cypress,  maple,  pine,  and 
live-oak,  while  the  palmetto  would  sometimes 
choke  out  the  other  growths  and  send  forth  for 
acres  around  its  umbrella-shaped  tops.  The 
vines  grew  every  where,  and  along  the  bank 
would  trail  in  masses,  sweeping  the  dark  waters 
with  their  leafy  fringe.  Very  often  the  dead, 
gaunt  form  of  some  towering  pine  would  rise 
above  its  fellows ;  and  here  that  noblest  of 
birds,  the  ospray,  would  leave  his  nest,  secure 
from  harm,  and  then,  sitting  upon  some  out¬ 
stretched  limb,  would  dash  from  his  height  into 
the  waters  and  bear  his  prey  aloft  to  his  wait¬ 
ing  offspring. 

Now  and  then  the  steamboat  would  shoot 
out  into  a  more  open  space,  and  where  there 
did  not  appear  to  be  any  outlet,  where  the  bow 
of  the  boat  seemed  about  to  be  crushed  against 
the  land  ;  but  it  parted  before  us,  and  what  ap¬ 
peared  to  have  been  the  solid  earth  was  but  a 
floating  island,  which  went  dancing  and  torn  in 
the  wake  behind  us,  its  long  roots  thrown  up 
to  the  troubled  surface  of  the  water.  At  every 
turn  in  the  river — and  it  had  an  endless  twist 
and  turn— the  tall  forms  of  the  blue  and  white 
heron  would  rise  from  the  shallow  waters  and 
fly  before  us.  Thousands  of  ducks  were  feed¬ 
ing  among  the  water-plants ;  and  not  seldom 
it  was  a  comical  sight  when,  coming  suddenly 
upon  them,  they  would  attempt  to  rise,  but,  too 
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fat  to  achieve  speedy  flight,  would  tremble  and 
flutter  and  finally  scamper  away  into  the  tall 
weeds.  Later  in  the  day  the  sun  came  out, 
and  then  the  torpid  bodies  of  huge  alligators 
would  be  seen  lying  on  the  banks. 

“That  ar’s  a  ’gator  slide,”  said  a  tall,  sun¬ 
burnt  native  to  me,  at  the  same  time  pointing 
to  a  smooth  spot  on  the  river’s  bank.  So  I 
watched  for  such  places,  and  soon  saw  all  I 
desired  in  the  way  of  “  ’gators.” 

On  the  bow  of  the  boat,  and  in  fact  all  over 
the  boat,  wicked  people  had  stationed  them¬ 
selves  with  all  sorts  of  fire-arms,  firing  at  every 
helpless  creature  they  could  see.  One  of  these 
more  especially  bore  the  marks  of  imbecility  in 
face  and  form.  He  sat  in  the  extreme  bow  of 
the  boat,  and  blazed  away  at  every  thing  at  one 
time,  very  nearly  shooting  some  ladies  who 
were  stationed  near  the  pilot-house.  On  an¬ 
other  occasion  a  magnificent  female  ospray  rose 
from  the  water  near  us,  and  with  strong  pinions 
bore  a  struggling  fish  to  its  nest,  upon  which  it 
settled.  Our  noble  Nimrod  at  once  leveled  his 
gun  at  her. 

“Stop!”  cried  an  alarmed  and  indignant 
gentleman.  “  Surelj^,  you’re  not  going  to  shoot 
the  mother  feeding  its  young?” 

“Well,  I  guess  I’ll  scare  her,  anyway,”  was 
the  brute’s  answer,  as  he  sent  a  bullet,  fortu¬ 
nately  not  wounding  the  bird.  Shortly  after, 
this  same  wretch  was  about  to  fire  at  a  heron 
which  had  evidently  been  winged  by  some  oth¬ 
er  coward ;  for  it  could  only  run  away,  and  in 
the  direction  of  some  cattle  feeding  in  the  marsh 
near  by.  Again  this  fellow  drew  bead. 

“Take  care!”  cried  one  cf  his  companions; 
“you  will  kill  the  cattle.” 

“They  are  not  mine,"  was  the  answer;  and 
this  time  his  bullet  hit  the  mark,  and  the  poor 
bird  was  left  fluttering  and  struggling  in  death. 
And  so,  all  the  way  up  and  down  the  river,  these 
men  sat  there  and  fired  at  the  beautiful  birds, 
which  by  thousands  inhabit  the  river-bank  and 
the  swamps ;  now  and  then  getting  a  shot  at 
an  alligator ;  but  in  no  single  instance  did  they 
hope  to  fulfill  that  first  requirement  of  a  sports¬ 
man  never  to  shoot  at  game  which  you  can 
not  bring  away.  The  cowardly  fellows  shot 
all  day  long,  without  the  least  prospect  of  get¬ 
ting  a  feather.  If  the  officers  of  the  boat  can 
not  stop  this  mean  business,  the  game  laws  of 
the  State  ought  to  be  put  in  force  to  the  con¬ 
dign  punishment  of  the  offenders. 

To  me  the  most  charming  feature  of  this 
trip  to  Enterprise  is  the  presence  of  these  large 
birds,  which  I  saw  for  the  first  time.  Nothing 
could  be  more  beautiful  than  these  flocks  of 
white  swan,  curlew,  cygnets,  and  heron,  con¬ 
stantly  rising  before  us.  Powder  and  ball  will 
soon  drive  them  away,  however. 

The  boat  makes  several  stoppages  by  the 
way,  usually  where  some  venturesome  settler 
has  a  place  where  the  sand  rises  a  few  feet,  has 
built  a  hut,  and  grafted  some  of  the  wild  orange- 
trees,  which  grow  in  profusion.  If  the  settler 
be  an  enterprising  man  from  the  North,  he  will 


plant  a  patch  of  pea-nuts  or  vegetables ;  or  he 
may  go  further,  and  put  in  a  few  acres  of  the 
long-staple  cotton  ;  but,  except  in  the  products 
of  oranges  and  pea-nuts,  he  will  obtain  very  lit¬ 
tle  for  his  pains.  So  far  as  my  observation 
goes,  there  is  very  little  soil  in  this  region  fit 
for  agriculture.  Unlike  other  States  of  the 
South,  which  have  received  from  the  great  rivers 
of  the  North  rich  alluvial  deposits,  this  is  made 
up  chiefly  of  sand  not  prolific  of  vegetable  life. 

At  one  time,  where  there  was  no  evidence 
that  man  had  ever  placed  his  foot,  the  boat  ran 
alongside  a  bank  and  left  a  plow-share  and  a 
keg  of  nails — two  very  significant  signs  of  civil¬ 
ization.  At  another  place  we  found  the  oddest 
sort  of  an  apology  for  a  steamboat,  which  lay  at 
the  bank  awaiting  our  coming,  so  that  it  might 
continue  its  voyage  up  some  of  the  smaller 
tributary  streams.  The  owner  of  this  craft,  it 
appears,  had  put  up  in  some  portion  of  this  be¬ 
nighted  region  a  steam  saw-mill;  but  finding 
none  who  wished  for  lumber,  he  changed  his 
business  and  set  up  his  engine  in  a  small  flat- 
boat.  A  belt,  pieced  of  leather  and  canvas, 
ran  from  the  engine  to  a  drum  attached  to  the 
paddle-wheel,  which  was  about  eighteen  inches 
wide,  and  at  the  stern.  The  efforts  of  this  en¬ 
gine,  which  was  laboring  under  a  severe  attack 
of  influenza,  to  turn  the  wheel  were  laborious 
in  the  extreme.  There  was  not  much  room  to 
speak  of  in  this  little  box ;  and  so,  to  make  a 
place  for  two  ladies  and  a  gentleman  who  were 
transferred  from  our  boat,  the  dog-kennel  and 
chicken-coop  were  placed  over  the  wheel,  much 
to  the  horror  of  the  animals,  who  howled  and 
cackled  in  unison  with  the  wheeze  of  the  an¬ 
cient  saw-mill  engine. 

As  you  approach  Enterprise  the  river  widens 
out  into  a  large  lake,  which  is  bordered  by 
swamps  filled  with  the  ugly  palmetto.  Enter¬ 
prise  receives  its  name  from  the  fact  of  an  utter 
lack  of  that  quality,  which,  in  places  of  public 
resort,  brings  comfort  to  the  traveler.  There 
is  one  large  hotel,  which  is  open  to  the  same 
objections  noted  of  hotels  at  St.  Augustine. 
Enterprise  is  otherwise  celebrated  for  a  very 
large  sulphur  spring,  out  of  which  the  milky- 
looking  water  pours  in  a  six-inch  stream,  and 
as  being  one  of  the  means  by  which  whoever 
wishes  can  cross  the  country  to  Smyrna,  on 
Indian  River.  At  Enterpi-ise  I  met  an  inter¬ 
esting  character  in  the  person  of  an  old  negro, 
who  was  the  owner  of  sixty  acres  of  sand  and 
palmetto  near  the  sea-coast.  Asking  this  man 
a  leading  question  as  to  his  health,  he  volun¬ 
teered  a  good  deal  of  valuable  information.  He 
said : 

“  De  fac’  is,  I  wus  in  de  Souf  durin’  de  con- 
tineration  of  de  wa’.  But  I  thort  dat  I  would 
seek  my  fortins  in  a  new  country,  and  so  cum 
down  here  wid'some  odder  cul’d  people,  an’  bot 
sixty  acres  Ian’  fur  two  dollars  an’  a  half,  which 
I  paid  at  de  office.  Dat  Freedman’s  Buyo  played 
de  debil  wid  a  lot  of  our  people  dat  a  rascal  of 
an  agent  brot  down  dar  ter  Indjun  Ribber  an’ 
lef  ter  starve.  It  wus  a  heap  better  ter  lef  um 
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be  whar  dey  wus.  I  could  git  along,  cos  I’se 
eddicated  by  Colonel  Orr,  an’  could  git  along 
any  whar ;  but  de  plantation  niggers  don’t  know 
nuffin.” 

“Have  you  ever  voted?” 

“Oh  yaas,  I’ve  voted  twice;  once  for  de 
Presic?e«t,  and  todder  time  fur  Colonel  Hamil¬ 
ton,  member  fur  dis  deestrict.” 

“Hamilton  1  Why,  he  lives  at  Pilatka,  and 
was  a  rebel.  How  is  that  ?” 

“Yaas,  he  wus  a  rebel,  but  dare  cum  down 
hyar  a  free  nigger,  a  carpet-bagger,  from  Ohio, 
or  sum  odder  place  Norf,  an’  put  himself  up. 
But  wha’  did  he  know  ’bout  de  interests  of  de 
people  of  dis  deestrict?  Nuffin.  Ef  he’d  bin 
a  freedman  belongin’  ter  der  Souf  I  might  a 
voted  fur  him ;  but” — and  here  the  old  man 
spoke  with  great  energy — “we’ve  had  nuff  of 
dem  carpet-baggers.  Dey  are  lookin’  out  fur 
demself.  Dey  don’t  care  fur  de  cul’d  people. 
Colonel  Hamilton  has  bin  in  Congress  afore, 
an’  knows  what  we  wants.  Dat's  why  I  voted 
fur  him.” 

It  seemed  to  me  that  the  old  man  had  the 
true  philosophy  of  the  matter. 

Our  journey  down  the  river  was  not  marked 


with  any  new  subject  of  interest.  We  reached 
Jacksonville  in  due  time,  took  the  more  than 
excellent  sleeping-car  to  Savannah,  and  so  on 
north  to  Washington  in  safety,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  danger  from  the  shocking  condition  of 
the  railroads. 

I  can  not  depart  from  Florida,  however,  with¬ 
out  a  word  with  regard  to  that  for  which  she  is 
most  famous,  her  wealth  of  flowers  and  foliage. 
Perhaps  if  we  had  remained  until  April  we 
should  have  been  treated  to  a  more  brilliant 
spectacle  in  the  way  of  flowers ;  but,  in  all  the 
redundance  of  the  growths  peculiar  to  her  soil 
or  swamps,  we  saw  nothing  comparable  for  one 
moment  to  the  magnificent,  glorious  transforma¬ 
tion  of  the  spring  in  our  Middle  and  Northern 
States.  There  is  but  one  season  in  Florida. 
We  have  four,  with  their  infinite  moods  and 
changes  of  majesty  and  beauty.  And  of  all 
these,  most  wonderful  is  the  spring,  with  its 
tender  green,  its  leaves,  its  buds  and  blossoms, 
its  songs  of  many  birds,  its  skies  of  clouds  and 
sunshine  ;  and,  more  than  all,  that  sense,  which 
never  came  to  us  in  the  land  of  the  Everglades, 
of  elasticity,  gladness,  hope,  that  aspiration  of 
the  soul  for  the  new  birth. 
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I. 

HE  day’s  work  was  done,  and  a  good  day’s 
work  it  was.  We  had  bagged  a  couple 
of  fine  bucks  and  a  fat  doe  ;  and  now  we  lay 
camped  at  the  foot  of  the  “Balsam  Range”  of 
mountains  in  North  Carolina,  preparing  for  our 
supper.  We  were  a  right  merry  group  of  seven  ; 
four  professional  hunters,  and  three  amateurs 
— myself  among  the  latter.  There  was  Jim 
Fisher,  Aleck  Wood,  Sam  or  Sharp  Snaffles, 
alias  “  Yaou,”  and  Nathan  Langford,  alias  the 
“Pious.” 

These  were  our  professional  hunters.  Our 
amateurs  may  well  continue  nameless,  as  their 
achievements  do  not  call  for  any  present  record. 
Enough  that  we  had  gotten  up  the  “camp 
hunt,”  and  provided  all  the  creature  comforts 
except  the  fresh-  meat.  For  this  we  were  to 
look  to  the  mountain  ranges  and  the  skill  of 
our  hunters. 

These  were  all  famous  fellows  with  the  rifle 
— moving  at  a  trot  along  the  hill-sides,  and 
with  noses  quite  as  keen  of  scent  as  those  of 
their  hounds  in  rousing  deer  and  bear  from  their 
deep  recesses  among  the  mountain  laurels. 

A  week  had  passed  with  us  among  these 
mountain  ranges,  some  sixty  miles  beyond 
what  the  conceited  world  calls  “  civilization.” 

Saturday  night  had  come ;  and,  this  Satur¬ 
day  night  closing  a  week  of  exciting  labors, 
we  were  to  carouse. 

We  were  prepared  for  it.  There  stood  our 
tent  pitched  at  the  foot  of  the  mountains,  with 
a  beautiful  cascade  leaping  headlong  toward 


us,  and  subsiding  into  a  mountain  runnel,  and 
finally  into  a  little  lakelet,  the  waters  of  which, 
edged  with  perpetual  foam,  were  as  clear  as 
crystal. 

Our  baggage  wagon,  which  had  been  sent 
round  to  meet  us  by  trail  routes  through  the 
gorges,  stood  near  the  tent,  whick  was  of  stout 
army  canvas. 

That  baggage  wagon  held  a  variety  of  lux¬ 
uries.  There  was  a  barrel  of  the  best  bolted 
wheat  flour.  There  were  a  dozen  choice  hams, 
a  sack  of  coffee,  a  keg  of  sugar,  a  few  thousand 
of  cigars,  and  last,  not  least,  a  corpulent  barrel 
of  Western  usquebaugh,*  vulgarly,  “whisky;” 
to  say  nothing  of  a  pair  of  demijohns  of  equal 
dimensions,  one  containing  peach  brandy  of 
mountain  manufacture,  the  other  the  luscious 
honey  from  the  mountain  hives. 

Well,  we  had  reached  Saturday  night.  We 
had  hunted  day  by  day  from  the  preceding 
Monday  with  considerable  success — bagging 
some  game  dail}’,  and  camping  nightly  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountains.  The  season  was  a  fine 
one.  It  was  early  winter,  October,  and  the 
long  ascent  to  the  top  of  the  mountains  was 
through  vast  fields  of  green,  the  bushes  still 
hanging  heavy  with  their  huckleberries. 

From  the  summits  we  had  looked  over  into 
Tennessee,  Virginia,  Georgia,  North  and  South 

*  “ Uisquebaugh,”  or  the  “water  of  life,”  is  Irish. 
From  the  word  we  have  dropped  the  last  syllable. 
Hence  we  have  “  uisque,”  or,  as  it  is  commonly  written, 
“whisky” — a  very  able-bodied  man-servant,  but  terri¬ 
ble  as  a  mistress  or  housekeeper. 
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Carolina.  In  brief,  to  use  the  language  of 
Natty Bumpo, we  beheld  “Creation.”  We  had 
crossed  the  “Blue  Ridge;”  and  the  descending 
water-courses,  no  longer  seeking  the  Atlantic, 
were  now  gushing  headlong  down  the  western 
slopes,  and  hurrying  to  lose  themselves  in  the 
Gulf  Stream  and  the  Mississippi. 

From  the  eyes  of  fountains  within  a  few  feet 
of  each  other  we  had  blended  our  eau  de  vie 
with  limpid  waters  which  were  about  to  part 
company  forever — the  one  leaping  to  the  rising, 
the  other  to  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

And  bu03mnt,  full  of  fun,  with  hearts  of 
ease,  limbs  of  health  and  strength,  plenty  of 
venison,  and  a  wagon  full  of  good  things,  we 
welcomed  the  coming  of  Saturday  night  as  a 
season  not  simply  of  rest,  but  of  a  royal  ca¬ 
rouse.  We  were  decreed  to  make  a  night 
of  it. 

But  first  let  us  see  after  our  venison. 

The  deer,  once  slain,  is,  as  soon  after  as 
possible,  clapped  upon  the  fire.  All  the  pro¬ 
fessional  hunters  are  good  butchers  and  ad¬ 
mirable  cooks — of  bear  and  dear  meat  at  least. 

I  doubt  if  they  could  spread  a  table  to  satisfy 
Delmonico  ;  but  even  Delmonico  might  take 
some  lessons  from  them  in  the  preparation  for 
the  table  of  the  peculiar  game  which  they  pur¬ 
sue,  and  the  meats  on  which  they  feed.  We, 
at  least,  rejoice  at  the  supper  prospect  before 
us.  Great  collops  hiss  in  the  frying-pan,  and 
finely  cut  steaks  redden  beautifully  upon  the 
flaming  coals.  Other  portions  of  the  meat  are 
subdued  to  the  stew,  and  make  a  very  delight¬ 
ful  dish.  The  head  of  the  deer,  including  the 
brains,  is  put  upon  a  flat  rock  in  place  of  grid¬ 
iron,  and  thus  baked  before  the  fire — being 
carefully  watched  and  turned  until  every  por¬ 
tion  has  duly  imbibed  the  necessary  heat,  and 
assumed  the  essential  hue  which  it  should  take 
to  satisfy  the  eye  of  appetite.  This  portion  of 
the  deer  is  greatly  esteemed  by  the  hunters 
themselves ;  and  the  epicure  of  genuine  stom¬ 
ach  for  the  haut  gout  takes  to  it  as  an  eagle  to 
a  fat  mutton,  and  a  hawk  to  a  young  turkey. 

The  rest  of  the  deer — such  portions  of  it  as 
are  not  presently  consumed  or  needed  for  im¬ 
mediate  use — is  cured  for  future  sale  or  con¬ 
sumption  ;  being  smoked  upon  a  scaffolding 
raised  about  four  feet  above  the  ground,  under 
w'hich,  for  ten  or  twelve  hours,  a  moderate  fire 
will  be  kept  up. 

Meanwhile  the  hounds  are  sniffing  and  snuf¬ 
fing  around,  or  crouched  in  groups,  with  noses 
pointed  at  the  roast  and  broil  and  bake ; 
while  their  great  liquid  eyes  dilate  momently 
while  watching  for.  the  huge  gobbets  which  they 
expect  to  be  thrown  to  them  from  time  to  time 
from  the  hands  of  the  hunters. 

Supper  over,  and  it  is  Saturday  night.  It  is 
the  night  dedicated  among  the  professional 
hunters  to  what  is  called  “The  Lying  Camp !” 

“  The  Lying  Camp  !”  quoth  Columbus  Mills, 
one  of  our  party,  a  wealthy  mountaineer,  of 
large  estates,  of  whom  I  have  been  for  some 
time  the  guest. 


“the  bio  lie.” 


“What  do  you  mean  by  the  ‘Lying  Camp,’ 
Columbus  ?” 

The  explanation  soon  followed. 

Saturday  night  is  devoted  by  the  mountain¬ 
eers  engaged  in  a  camp  hunt,  w'hich  sometimes 
contemplates  a  course  of  several  weeks,  to 
stories  of  their  adventures — “long  yarns” — 
chiefly  relating  to  the  objects  of  their  chase, 
and  the  wild  experiences  of  their  professional 
life.  The  hunter  who  actually  inclines  to  ex¬ 
aggeration  is,  at  such  a  period,  privileged  to 
deal  in  all  the  extravagances  of  invention; 
nay,  he  is  required  to  do  so  !  To  be  literal,  or 
confine  himself  to  the  bald  and  naked  truth,  is 
not  only  discreditable,  but  a  finable  offense ! 
He  is,  in  such  a  case,  made  to  swallow  a  long, 
strong,  and  difficult  potation !  He  can  not  be 
too  extravagant  in  his  incidents ;  but  he  is  also 
required  to  exhibit  a  certain  degree  of  art,  in 
their  use ;  and  he  thus  frequently  rises  into  a 
certain  realm  of  fiction,  the  ingenuities  of  which 
are  made  to  compensate  for  the  exaggerations, 
as  they  do  in  the  “Arabian  Nights,” and  other 
Oriental  romances. 

This  will  suffice  for  explanation. 

Nearly  all  our  professional  hunters  assembled 
on  the  present  occasion  were  tolerable  racon- 
te^irs.  They  complimented  Jim  Eisher,  by 
throwing  the  raw  deer-skin  over  his  shoulders  ; 
tying  the  antlers  of  the  buck  with  a  red  hand¬ 
kerchief  over  his  forehead ;  seating  him  on  the 
biggest  boulder  which  lay  at  hand  ;  and,  sprink¬ 
ling  him  with  a  stoup  of  whisky,  they  chris¬ 
tened  him  “The  Big  Lie,”  for  the  occasion. 
And  in  this  character  he  complacently  pre¬ 
sided  during  the  rest  of  the  evening,  till  the 
company  prepared  for  sleep,  which  was  not  till 
midnight.  He  was  king  of  the  feast. 

It  was  the  duty  of  the  “Big  Lie”  to  regulate 
proceedings,  keep  order,  appoint  the  raconteurs 
severally,  and  admonish  them  when  he  found 
them  foregoing  their  privileges,  and  narrating 
bald,  naked,  and  uninteresting  truth.  They 
must  deal  in  fiction. 

Jim  Eisher  was  seventy  years  old,  and  a 
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veteran  hunter,  the  most  famous  in  all  the  coun¬ 
try.  He  looked  authority,  and  promptly  began 
to  assert  it,  which  he  did  in  a  single  word  : 

“Yaou!” 

II. 

“  Yaou”  was  the  nom  de  nique  of  one  of  the 
hunters,  whose  proper  name  was  Sam  Snaffles, 
but  who,  from  his  special  smartness,  had  ob¬ 
tained  the  farther  sobriquet  of  “  S/ia7p  Snaffles.” 

Columbus  Mills  whispered  me  that  he  was 
called  “Yaou”  from  his  frequent  use  of  that 
word,  which,  in  the  Choctaw  dialect,  simply 
means  “Yes.”  Snaffles  had  rambled  consid¬ 
erably  among  the  Choctaws,  and  picked  up  a 
variety  of  their  words,  which  he  was  fond  of 
using  in  preference  to  the  vulgar  English  ;  and 
his  common  use  of  “Yaou,"  for  the  affirmative, 
had  prompted  the  substitution  of  it  for  his  own 
name.  He  answered  to  the  name. 

“  Ay — yee,  Yaou,”  was  the  response  of  Sam. 
“I  was  afeard,  ‘Big  Lie,’  that  you’d  be  hitch¬ 
ing  me  up  the  very  first  in  your  team.” 

“  And  what  was  you  afeard  of?  You  knows 
as  well  how  to  take  up  a  crooked  trail  as  the 
very  best  man  among  us  ;  so  you  go  ahead  and 
spin  your  thread  a’ter  the  best  fashion.  ” 

“What  shill  it  be?”  asked  Snaffles,  as  he 
mixed  a  calabash  full  of  peach  and  honey,  pre¬ 
paring  evidently  for  a  long  yarn. 

“  Give  ’s  the  history  of  how  you  got  your 
capital,  Yaou !”  was  the  cry  from  two  or  more. 

“O  Lawd !  I’ve  tell’d  that  so  often,  fel¬ 
lows,  that  I’m  afeard  you’ll  sleep  on  it ;  and 
then  agin,  I’ve  tell’d  it  so  often  I’ve  clean  for¬ 
got  how  it  goes.  Somehow  it  changes  a  leetle 
every  time  I  tells  it.” 

“Never  you  mind!  The  Jedge  never  haird 
it,  I  reckon,  for  one;  and  I’m  not  sure  that 
Columbus  Mills  ever  did.” 

So  the  “  Big  Lie.” 

The  “Jedge”  was  the  novi  de  guerre  vfhiah. 
the  hunters  had  conferred  upon  me ;  looking, 
no  doubt,  to  my  venerable  aspect — for  I  had 
traveled  considerably  beyond  my  teens — and 
the  general  dignity  of  my  bearing. 

“Yaou,”  like  other  bashful  beauties  in  ora¬ 
tory  and  singing,  was  disposed  to  hem  and 
haw,  and  affect  modesty  and  indifference,  when 
he  was  brought  up  suddenly  by  the  stern  com¬ 
mand  of  the  “Big  Lie,”  who  cried  out: 

“Don’t  make  yourself  an  etarnal  fool,  Sam 
Snaffles,  by  twisting  your  mouth  out  of  shape, 
making  all  sorts  of  redickilous  ixcuses.  Open 
upon  the  trail  at  onst  and  give  tongue,  or,  dern 
your  digestion,  but  I’ll  fine  you  to  hafe  a  gallon 
at  a  single  swallow!” 

Nearly  equivalent  to  what  Hamlet  says  to 
the  conceited  player : 

“Leave  oft  your  damnable  faces  and  begin.” 

Thus  adjured  with  a  threat,  Sam  Snaffles 
swallowed  his  peach  and  honey  at  a  gulp, 
hemmed  thrice  lustily,  put  himself  into  an  atti¬ 
tude,  and  began  as  follows.  I  shall  adopt  his 
language  as  closely  as  possible ;  but  it  is  not 
possible,  in  any  degree,  to  convey  any  adequate 


idea  of  his  rnamier,  which  was  admirably  ap¬ 
propriate  to  the  subject  matter.  Indeed,  the 
fellow  was  a  born  actor. 

III. 

“You  see,  Jedge,”  addressing  me  especially 
as  the  distinguished  stranger,  “I’m  a  telling 
this  hyar  history  of  mine  jest  to  please  you, 
and  I’ll  try  to  please  you  ef  I  kin.  These  fel¬ 
lows  hyar  have  hearn  it  so  often  that  they 
knows  all  about  it  jest  as  well  as  I  do  my  own 
self,  and  they  knows  the  truth  of  it  all,  and 
would  swear  to  it  afore  any  hunters’  court  in 
all  the  county,  ef  so  be  the  affidavy  was  to  be 
tooken  in  camp  and  on  a  Saturday  night. 

“You  see  then,  Jedge,  it’s  about  a  dozen  or 
fourteen  years  ago,  when  I  was  a  young  fellow 
without  much  beard  on  my  chin,  though  I  was 
full  grown  as  I  am  now — strong  as  a  horse,  ef 
not  quite  so  big  as  a  buffalo.  I  was  then  jest 
a-beginning  my  ’prenticeship  to  the  hunting 
business,  and  looking  to  sich  persons  as  the 
‘  Big  Lie’  thar  to  show  me  how  to  take  the 
track  of  b’ar,  buck,  and  painther. 

“  But  I  confess  I  weren’t  a-doing  much.  I 
hed  a  great  deal  to  I’arn,  and  I  reckon  I  miss’d 
many  more  bucks  than  I  ever  hit — that  is,  jest 
up  to  that  time — ” 

“Look  you,  Yaou,”  said  “Big  Lie,”  inter¬ 
rupting  him,  “you’re  gitting  too  close  upon  the 
etarnal  stupid  truth  !  All  you’ve  been  a-saying 
is  jest  nothing  but  the  naked  truth  as  I  knows 
it.  Jest  crook  your  trail !” 

“And  how’s  a  man  to  lie  decently  onless  you 
lets  him  hev  a  bit  of  truth  to  go  upon  ?  The 
truth’s  nothing  but  a  peg  in  the  wall  that  I 
hangs  the  lie  upon.  A’ter  a  while  I  promise 
that  you  sha’n’t  see  the  peg.” 

“Worm  along,  Yaou!” 

“Well,  Jedge,  I  warn’t  a-doing  much  among 
the  bucks  yit — jest  for  the  reason  that  I  was 
quite  too  eager  in  the  scent  a’ter  a  sartin  doe 
Now,  Jedge,  you  never  seed  my  wife  —  my 
Merry  Ann,  as  I  calls  her ;  and  ef  you  was  to 
see  her  now — though  she’s  prime  grit  yit— you 
would  never  believe  that,  of  all  the  womankind 
in  all  these  mountains,  she  was  the  very  yaller 
flower  of  the  forest ;  with  the  reddest  rose 
cheeks  you  ever  did  see,  and  sich  a  mouth, 
and  sich  bright  curly  hair,  and  so  tall,  and  so 
slender,  and  so  all  over  beautiful !  O  Lawd ! 
when  I  thinks  of  it  and  them  times,  I  don’t  see 
how  ’twas  possible  to  think  of  buck -hunting 
when  thar  was  sich  a  doe,  with  sich  eyes 
shining  me  on ! 

“  Well,  Jedge,  Merry  Ann  -was  the  only 
da’ter  of  Jeff  Hopson  and  Keziah  Hopson,  his 
wife,  who  Avas  the  da’ter  of  Squire  Claypole, 
Avhose  wife  Avas  Margery  Clough,  that  lived 
doAvn  upon  Pacolet  Rivei’^ — r” 

“  Look  you,  Yaou,  ain’t  you  gitting  into  them 
derned  facts  agin,  eh  ?” 

“I  reckon  I  em,  ‘  Big  Lie  !’  Sense  me  :  I’ll 
kiver  the  pegs  direct-lie,  one  a’ter  t’other.  Whar 
was  I?  Ah!  Oh!  Well,  Jedge,  poor  hunter 
and  poor  man — jest,  you  see,  a  squatter  on  the 
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side  of  a  leetle  bit  of  a  mountain  close  on  to 
Columbus  Mills,  at  Mount  Tryon,  I  was  all  the 
time  on  a  hot  trail  a’ter  Merry  Ann  Hopson. 
I  went  thar  to  see  her  a’mosf  every  night ;  and 
sometimes  I  carried  a  buck  for  the  old  people, 
and  sometimes  a  doe-skin  for  the  gal,  and  I  do 
think,  bad  hunter  as  I  then  was,  I  pretty  much 
kept  the  fambly  in  deer  meat  through  the  whole 
winter.  ” 

“  Good  for  you,  Yaou !  You’re  a-coming  to 
it !  That’s  the  only  fair  trail  of  a  lie  that  you’ve 
struck  yit!” 

So  the  “Big  Lie,”  from  the  chair. 

“Glad  to  hyar  you  say  so,”  was  the  answer. 
“I’ll  git  on  in  time!  Well,  Jedge,  though 
Jeff  Hopson  was  glad  enough  to  git  my' meat 
always,  he  didn’t  affection  me,  as  I  did  his 
da’ter.  He  was  a  sharp,  close,  money-loving 
old  fellow,  who  was  always  considerate  of  the 
main  chaince ;  and  the  old  lady,  his  wife,  who 
hairdly  dare  say  her  soul  was  her  own,  she  jest 
looked  both  ways,  as  I  may  say,  for  Sunday, 
never  giving  a  fair  look  to  me  or  rny  chainces, 
when  his  eyes  were  sot  on  her.  But  ’twa’n’t 
so  with  my  Merry  Ann.  She  hed  the  eyes  for 
me  from  the  beginning,  and  soon  she  hed  the 
feelings;  and,  you  see,  Jedge,  we  sometimes 
did  git  a  chaince,  when  old  Jeff  was  gone  from 
home,  to  come  to  a  sort  of  onderstanding  about 
our  feelings ;  and  the  long  and  the  short  of  it 
was  that  Merry  Ann  confessed  to  me  that  she’d 
like  nothing  better  than  to  be  my  wife.  She 
liked  no  other  man  but  me.  Now,  Jedge,  a’ter 
that,  what  was  a  young  fellow  to  do  ?  That,  I 
say,  was  the  proper  kind  of  incouragement.  So 
I  said,  ‘I'll  ax  your  daddy.’  Then  she  got 
scary,  and  said,  ‘  Oh,  don’t ;  for  somehow,  Sam, 
I’m  a-thinking  daddy  don’t  like  yoff  enough 
yit.  Jest  hold  on  a  bit,  and  eome  often,  and 
bring  him  venison,  and  try  to  make  him  laugh, 
Avhich  you  kin  do,  you  know,  and  a’ter  a  time 
you  kin  try  him.’  And  so  I  did— or  rether  I 
didn’t.  I  put  off  the  axing.  I  come  constant. 
I  brought  venison  all  the  time,  and  b’ar  meat 
a  plenty,  a’most  three  days  in  every  week.” 

“That’s  it,  Yaou.  You’re  on  trail.  That’s 
as  derned  a  lie  as  you’ve  tell’d  yit ;  for  all  your 
hunting,  in  them  days,  didn’t  git  more  meat 
than  you  could  eat  j'our  one  self.” 

“'Thank  you,  ‘Big  Lie.’  I  hopes  I’ll  come 
up  in  time  to  the  right  measure  of  the  camp. 

“Well,  Jedge,  this  went  on  for  a  long  time, 
a’most  the  whole  winter,  and  spring,  and  sum¬ 
mer,  till  the  winter  begun  to  come  in  agin. 
I  carried  ’em  the  venison,  and  Merry  Ann  meets 
me  in  the  woods,  and  we  hes  sich  a  pleasant 
time  when  we  meets  on  them  little  odd  chainees 
that  I  gits  hot  as  thunder  to  bring  the  busi¬ 
ness  to  a  sweet  honey  finish. 

“But  Merry  Ann  keeps  on  scary,  and  she 
puts  me  off ;  ontil,  one  day,  one  a’ternoon, 
about  sundown,  she  meets  me  in  the  woods, 
and  she’s  all  in  a  flusteration.  And  she  ups 
and  tells  me  how  old  John  Grimstead,  the  old 
bachelor  (a  fellow  about  forty  years  old,  and 
the  dear  gal  not  yet  twenty),  liow  he’s  a’ter 


her,  and  bekaise  he’s  got  a  good  faimt,  and 
mules  and  horses,  how  her  daddy’s  giving  him 
the  open  mouth  incouragement. 

“  Tlien  I  says  to  Merry  Ann  : 

“‘You  sees,  I  kain’t  put  off  no  longer.  I 
must  out  with  it,  and  ax  your  daddy  at  onst.’ 
And  then  her  scary  fit  come  on  again,  and  she 
begs  me  not  to — not  jist  yit.  But  I  swears  bv 
all  the  Hokies  that  I  won’t  put  off  another  day  ; 
and  so,  as  I  haird  the  old  man  rvas  in  the  house 
that  very  hour,  I  left  Merry  Ann  in  the  woods, 
all  in  a  trimbling,  and  I  jist  went  ahead,  de- 
tarmined  to  have  the  figure  made  straight, 
whether  odd  or  even. 

“  And  Merry  Ann,  poor  gal,  she  wrings  her 
hainds,  and  cries  a  smart  bit,  and  she  wouldn’t 
go  to  the  house,  but  said  she’d  wait  for  me  out 
thar.  So  I  gin  her  a  kiss  into  her  very  mouth — 
and  did  it  over  more  than  onst — and  I  left  her, 
and  pushed  headlong  for  the  house. 

“  I  was  jubous  ;  I  was  mighty  oncertain,  and 
a  leetle  bit  scary  myself ;  for,  you  see,  old  Jeff 
was  a  fellow  of  tough  grit,  and  with  big  grind¬ 
ers  ;  but  I  was  so  oneasy,  and  so  tired  out  wait¬ 
ing,  and  so  desperate,  and  so  fearsome  that  old 
bachelor  Grimstead  would  get  the  start  on  me, 
that  nothing  could  stop  me  now,  and  I  jist  bolted 
into  the  house,  as  free  and  easy  and  bold  as  ef 
I  was  the  very  best  customer  that  the  old  man 
wanted  to  see.” 

Here  Yaou  paused  to  renew  his  draught  of 
peach  and  honey. 

IV. 

“"Well,  Jedge,  as  I  tell  you,  I  put  a  bold 
face  on  the  business,  though  my  hairt  was  git- 
ting  up  into  my  throat,  and  I  was  almost  a-gasp- 
ing  for  my  breath,  when  I  was  fairly  in  the  big 
room,  and  standing  up  before  the  old  Squaire. 
He  was  a-setting  in  his  big  squar  hide-bottom’d 
arm-chair,  looking  like  a  jedge  upon  the  bench, 
jist  about  to  send  a  poor  fellow  to  the  gallows. 
As  he  seed  me  come  in,  looking  queer  enough, 

I  reckon,  his  mouth  put  on  a  sort  of  grin,  which 
showed  all  his  grinders,  and  he  looked  for  all 
the  world  as  ef  he  guessed  the  business  I  come 
about.  But  he  said,  good-natured  enough  : 

“  ‘'Well,  Sam  Snaffles,  how  goes  it?' 

“  Say^s  I : 

“  ‘  Pretty  squar,  considerin’.  The  winter’s 
coming  on  fast,  and  I  reckon  the  mountains 
will  be  full  of  meat  before  long.’ 

“Then  says  he,  with  another  ugly  gi’in, 

‘  Ef  ’twas  your  smoke-house  that  had  it  all, 
Sam  Snaffles,  ’stead  of  the  mountains,  ’twould 
be  better  for  you,  I  reckon.’ 

“  ‘I  ’grees  with  you,’  says  I.  ‘But  I  rether 
reckon  I’ll  git  my  full  shar’  of  it  afore  the 
spring  of  the  leaf  agin.’ 

“  ‘Well,  Sam,’  says  he,  ‘I  hopes,  for  your 
sake,  ’twill  be  a  big  shar’.  I’m  afeard  you’re 
not  the  pusson  to  go  for  a  big  shar’,  Sam  Snaf¬ 
fles.  Seems  to  me  you’re  too  easy  satisfied  with 
a  small  shar’ ;  sich  as  the  fence-squarrel  carries 
onder  his  two  airms,  calkilating  only  on  a  small 
corn-crib  in  the  chestnut-tree.’ 
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“‘Don’t  you  be 
afeard,  Squaire.  I'll 
come  out  right.  My 
cabin  sha’n’t  want 
for  nothing  that  a 
strong  man  with  a 
stout  hairt  kin  git, 
with  good  working — 
enough  and  more  for 
himself,  and  perhaps 
another  pusson.  ’ 

“  ‘  What  other  pus- 
son?’  says  he,  with 
another  of  his  great 
grins,  and  showing 
of  his  grinders. 

“‘Well,’  says  I, 
‘  Squaire  Hopson, 
that’s  jest  what  I 
come  to  talk  to  you 
about  this  blessed 
Friday  night.’ 

“  You  see  ’twas 
Friday ! 

“  ‘Well,’  says  he, 
‘go  ahead,  Sam  Snaf¬ 
fles,  and  empty  your 
brain-basket  as  soon 
as  you  kin,  and  I’ll 
light  my  pipe  while 
I’m  a-hearing  j'ou.  ’ 


“  So  he  lighted  his 
pipe,  and  laid  himself  back  in  his  chair,  shet 
his  eyes,  and  begin  to  puff  like  blazes. 

“  By  this  time  my  blood  was  beginning  to 
bile  in  all  my  veins,  for  I  seed  that  he  was  jest 
in  the  humor  to  tread  on  all  my  toes,  and  then 
ax  a’ter  my  feelings.  I  said  to  myself : 

“  ‘It’s  jest  as  well  to  git  the  worst  at  onst, 
and  then  thar’ll  be  an  eend  of  the  oneasiness.’ 
So  I  up  and  told  him,  in  pretty  soft,  smooth 
sort  of  speechifying,  as  how  I  was  mighty  fond 
of  Merry  Ann,  and  she,  I  was  a-thinking,  of 
me  ;  and  that  I  jest  come  to  ax  ef  I  might  hev 
Merry  Ann  for  my  wife. 

“Then  he  opened  his  eyes  wide,  as  ef  he 
never  ixpected  to  hear  sich  a  proposal  from 
me. 

“‘What!’  says  he.  ‘You?’ 

“  ‘Jest  so,  Squaire,’  says  1.  ‘  Ef  it  pleases 

you  to  believe  me,  and  to  consider  it  reasonable, 
the  axing.’ 

“He  sot  quiet  for  a  minit  or  more,  then  he 
gits  up,  knocks  all  the  fire  out  of  his  pipe  on 
the  chimney,  fills  it,  and  lights  it  agin,  and 
then  comes  straight  up  to  me,  whar  I  was  a-set- 
ting  on  the  chair  in  front  of  him,  and  with¬ 
out  a  word  he  takes  the  collar  of  my  coat  be¬ 
twixt  the  thumb  and  forefinger  of  his  left  hand, 
and  he  says  : 

“‘Git  up,  Sam  Snaffles.  Git  up,  ef  you 
please.’ 

“  Well,  I  gits  up,  and  he  says  : 

“  ‘  Hyar !  Come  !  Hyar  !  ’ 

“  And  with  that  he  leads  me  right  across  the 
room  to  a  big  looking-glass  that  hung  agin  the 


‘“jjuT  YOtr  don’t  obzakvb,’  says  ile.” 


partition  wall,  and  thar  he  stops  before  the 
glass,  facing  it  and  holding  me  by  the  collar  all 
the  time. 

“Now  that  looking-glass,  Jedge,  was  about 
the  biggest  I  ever  did  see  !  It  was  a’most  three 
feet  high,  and  a’most  two  feet  wide,  and  it  had 
a  bright,  broad  frame,  shiny  like  gold,  with  a 
heap  of  leetle  Aggers  worked  all  round  it.  I 
reckon  thar’s  no  sich  glass  now  in  all  the  mount¬ 
ain  country.  I  ’member  when  first  that  glass 
come  home.  It  was  a  great  thing,  and  the  old 
Squaire  was  mighty  proud  of  it.  He  bought  it 
at  the  sale  of  some  rich  man’s  furniter,  down  at 
Greenville,  and  he  was  jest  as  fond  of  looking 
into  it  as  a  young  gal,  and  whenever  he  lighted 
his  pipe,  he’d  walk  up  and  down  the  room,  see¬ 
ing  himself  in  the  glass. 

“Well,  thar  ho  bed  me  up,  both  on  us  stand¬ 
ing  in  front  of  this  glass,  whar  we  could  a’most 
see  the  whole  of  our  full  Aggers,  from  head  to 
foot. 

“And  when  we  hed  stood  thar  for  a  minit 
or  so,  he  says,  quite  solemn  like : 

“  ‘Look  in  the  glass,  Sam  Snaffles.’ 

“  So  I  looked. 

“  ‘Well,’  says  1.  ‘  I  sees  you,  Squaire  Hop- 

son,  and  myself,  Sam  Snaffles.’ 

“  ‘  Look  good,’  says  he,  ‘  olzarve  well.’ 

“  ‘  Well,’  says  I,  ‘  I’m  a-looking  with  all  my 
eyes.  I  only  sees  what  I  tells  you.’ 

“  ‘  But  you  don’t  ohzarve,'  says  he.  ‘  Look¬ 
ing  and  seeing’s  one  thing,’  says  he,  ‘but  ob- 
zarving’s  another.  Now  ohzarve.' 

“By  this  time,  Jedge,  I  was  getting  sort 
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o’  riled,  for  I  could  see  that  somehow  he  was 
jest  a-trying  to  make  me  feel  redickilous.  So 
I  says  : 

“  ‘  Look  you,  Squaire  Hopson,  ef  you  thinks 
I  never  seed  myself  in  a  glass  afore  this,  you’re 
mighty  mistaken.  I’ve  got  my  own  glass  at 
home,  and  though  it’s  but  a  leetle  sort  of  a 
small,  mean  consarn,  it  shows  me  as  much  of 
ray  own  face  and  figger  as  I  cares  to  see  at  any 
time.  I  never  cares  to  look  in  it  ’cept  when 
I’m  brushing,  and  combing,  and  clipping  off  the 
straggling  beard  when  it’s  too  long  for  my  eat¬ 
ing.’ 

“  ‘  Very  well,  ’  says  he  ;  ‘  now  obzarve  !  You 
sees  your  own  figger,  and  your  face,  and  you 
air  obzarving  as  well  as  you  know  how.  Now, 
Mr.  Sam  Snaffles — now  that  you’ve  hed  a  fair 
look  at  yourself — jest  now  answer  me,  from 
your  honest  conscience,  a’ter  all  you’ve  seed,  ef 
you  honestly  thinks  you’re  the  sort  of  pusson  to 
hev  da’ter !  ’ 

“  And  with  that  he  gin  me  a  twist,  and  when 
I  wheeled  round  he  hed  wheeled  round  too,  and 
thar  w'e  stood,  full  facing  one  another. 

“  Lawd !  how  I  was  riled !  But  I  answered, 
quick  : 

“  ‘  And  why  not,  I’d  like  to  know,  Squaire 
Hopson  ?  I  ain’t  the  handsomest  man  in  the 
world,  but  I’m  not  the  ugliest ;  and  folks  don’t 
generally  consider  me  at  all  among  the  uglies. 
I’m  as  tall  a  man  as  you,  and  as  stout  and 
strong,  and  as  good  a  man  o’  my  inches  as  ever 
stepped  in  shoe-leather.  And  it’s  enough  to  tell 
you,  Squaire,  whatever  you  may  think,  that  Mer-  ■ 
ry  Ann  believes  in  me,  and  she’s  a  way  of  think¬ 
ing  that  I’m  jest  about  the  very  pusson  that 
ought  to  hev  her.’ 

“‘Merry  Ann’s  thinking,’  says  he,  ‘don’t 
run  all  fours  with  her  fayther’s  thinking.  I 
axed  you,  Sam  Snaffles,  to  obzarve  yourself  in 
the  glass.  I  telled  you  that  seeing  wam’t  ed- 
zactly  obzarving.  You  seed  only  the  inches  ; 
you  seed  that  you  bed  eyes  and  mouth  and  nose 
and  the  airms  and  legs  of  the  man.  But  eyes 
and  mouth  and  legs  and  airms  don’t  make  a 
man!’ 

“  ‘  Oh,  they  don’t !’  says  I. 

“  ‘No,  indeed,’  says  he.  ‘I  seed  that  you 
hed  all  them ;  but  then  I  seed  thar  was  one 
thing  that  you  hedn’t  got.’ 

“‘Jimini!’  says  I,  mighty  conflustered. 
‘What  thing’s  a-wanting  to  me  to  make  me 
a  man  ?’ 

“  ‘  Capital!'  says  he,  and  he  lifted  himself  up 
and  looked  mighty  grand. 

“  ‘  Capital !’  says  I ;  ‘  and  what's  that  ?’ 

“  ‘Thar  air  many  kinds  of  capital,’  says  he. 
‘Money’s  capital,  for  it  kin  buy  every  thing. 
House  and  lands  is  capital ;  cattle  and  horses 
and  sheep — when  thar’s  enough  on  ’em — is  cap¬ 
ital.  And  as  I  obzarved  you  in  the  glass,  Sam 
Snaffles,  I  seed  that  capital  was  the  very  thing 
that  you  wanted  to  make  a  man  of  you !  Now 
I  don’t  mean  that  any  da’ter  of  mine  shall 
marry  a  pusson  that’s  not  a  parfect  man.  I 
obzarved  you  long  ago,  and  seed  whar  you  was 


wanting.  I  axed  about  you.  I  axed  your 
horse.’ 

“  ‘  Axed  my  horse  !’  says  I,  pretty  nigh  dum- 
foundered. 

“  ‘  Yes  ;  I  axed  your  horse,  and  he  said  to  me  : 
“  Look  at  me  !  I  hain’t  got  an  ounce  of  spar’ 
flesh  on  my  bones.  Yon  kin  count  all  my  ribs. 
You  kin  lay  the  whole  length  of  your  airm  be¬ 
twixt  any  two  on  ’em,  and  it  ’ll  lie  thar  as  snug 
as  a  black  snake  betwixt  two  poles  of  a  log- 
house.”  Says  he,  “  Sam’s  got  no  capital!  He 
ain’t  got,  any  time,  five  bushels  of  corn  in  his 
crib  ;  and  he’s  such  a  monstrous  feeder  himself 
that  he’ll  eat  out  four  bushels,  and  think  it 
mighty  hard  upon  him  to  give  me  the  other 
one.”  Thar,  now,  was  your  horse’s  testimony, 
Sam,  agin  you.  Then  I  axed  about  your  cabin, 
and  your  way  of  living.  I  was  curious,  and 
went  to  see  you  one  day  when  I  knowed  you 
waur  at  home.  You  hed  but  one  chair,  which 
you  gin  me  to  set  on,  and  you  sot  on  the  eend 
of  a  barrel  for  yourself.  You  gin  me  a  rasher 
of  bacon  what  hedn’t  a  streak  of  fat  in  it.  You 
hed  a  poor  quarter  of  a  poor  doe  hanging  from 
the  rafters — a  poor  beast  that  somebody  hed 
disabled — ’ 

“  ‘  I  shot  it  myself,’  says  I. 

“  ‘  Well,  it  wms  a-dying  when  you  shot  it ;  and 
all  the  hunters  say  you  was  a  poor  shooter  at 
any  thing.  You  cooked  our  dinner  yourself, 
and  the  hoe-cake  was  all  dough,  not  hafe  done, 
and  the  meat  tvas  all  done  as  tough  as  ef  you 
had  dried  it  for  a  month  of  Sundays  in  a  Flur- 
riday  sun  I  Your  cabin  had  but  one  room,  and 
that  you  slept  in  and  ate  in  ;  and  the  floor  was 
six  inches  deep  in  dirt  I  Then,  when  I  looked 
into  your  garden,  I  found  seven  stalks  of  long 
collards  only,  every  one  seven  foot  high,  with 
all  the  leaves  stript  oft'  it,  as  ef  you  wanted  ’em 
for  broth ;  till  thar  waur  only  three  top  leaves 
left  on  everj'  stalk.  You  hedn’t  a  stalk  of  corn 
growing,  and  when  I  scratched  at  your  turnip- 
bed  I  found  nothing  bigger  than  a  chestnut. 
Then,  Sam,  I  begun  to  ask  about  your  fairm, 
and  I  found  that  you  was  nothing  but  a  squatter 
on  land  of  Columbus  Mills,  who  let  you  have 
an  old  nigger  pole-house,  and  an  acre  or  two  of 
land.  Says  I  to  myself,  says  I,  “  This  poor  fel¬ 
low’s  got  no  capital;  and  he  hasn’t  the  head  to 
git  capital and  from  that  moment,  Sam  Snaf¬ 
fles,  the  more  I  obzarved  you,  the  more  sartin 
’twas  that  you  never  eould  be  a  man,  ef  you 
waur  to  live  a  thousand  years.  You  may  think, 
in  your  vanity,  that  you  air  a  man ;  but  you 
ain’t,  and  never  will  be,  onless  you  kin  find  a 
way  to  git  capital;  and  I  loves  my  gal  child  too 
much  to  let  her  marry  any  pusson  whom  I  don’t 
altogether  consider  a  man  !’ 

“A’ter  that  long  speechifying,  Jedge,  you 
might  ha’  ground  me  up  in  a  mill,  biled  me 
dowai  in  a  pot,  and  scattered  me  over  a  manure 
heap,  and  I  wouldn’t  ha’  been  able  to  say  a 
word ! 

“I  cotched  up  my  hat,  ami  was  a-gwine, 
when  he  said  to  me,  with  his  denied  infernal 
big  grin : 
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“  ‘  Take  another  look  in  the 
glass,  Sam  Snaffles,  and  ob- 
zarve  well,  and  you’ll  see  jest 
whar  it  is  I  thinks  that  you’re 
wanting.’ 

“  I  didn’t  stop  for  any  more. 
I  jest  bolted,  like  a  hot  shot 
out  of  a  shovel,  and  didn’t 
know  my  own  self,  or  what¬ 
ever  steps  I  tuk,  tell  I  got  into 
the  thick  and  'met  Merry  Ann 
coming  towards  me. 

“1  must  liquor  now!” 


“  LOOK  AT  MB,  MEEEY  ANN.  DOES  I  LOOK  LIKE  A  MAN  ?” 


V. 

“Well,  Jedge,  it  was  a  hard 
meeting  betwixt  me  and  Merry 
Ann.  The  poor  gal  come  to 
me  in  a  sort  of  run,  and  hairdly 
drawing  her  breath,  she  cried 
out : 

“‘Oh,  Sam!  What  does 
he  say?’ 

“  What  could  I  say  ?  How 
tell  her?  I  jest  wrapped  het- 
up  in  my  airms,  and  I  cries 
out,  making  some  violent  re¬ 
marks  about  the  old  Squaire. 

“  Then  she  screamed,  and  I 
hed  to  squeeze  her  up,  more 
close  than  ever,  and  kiss  her,  I 
reckon,  more  than  a  dozen 
times,  jest  to  keep  her  from 
gwine  into  historical  fits.  I 
tolled  her  all,  from  beginning 
to  eend. 

“I  telled  her  that  that-  warn- 
some  truth  in  what  the  old 
man  said :  that  I  hedn’t  been 
keerful  to  do  the  thing  as  I 
ouglit ;  that  the  house  loas  mean  and  dirty  ;  that 
the  horse  was  mean  and  poor;  that  I  hed  been 
thinking  too  much  about  her  own  self  to  think 
about  other  things  ;  but  that  I  would  do  better, 
would  see  to  things,  put  things  right,  git  corn  in 
the  crib,  git  ‘capital,’  ef  I  could,  and  make  a 
good,  comfortable  home  for  her. 

“  ‘Look  at  me,’  says  I,  ‘Merry  Ann.  Does 
I  look  like  a  man?’ 

“  ‘  You’re  are  all  the  man  I  wants,’  says  she. 

“‘That’s  enough, ’says  1.  ‘You  shall  see 
what  I  kin  do,  and  what  I  will  do !  That’s 
ef  you  air  true  to  me.’ 

“  ‘  I’ll  be  true  to  you,  Sam,’  says  she. 

“  ‘And  you  won’t  think  of  nobody  else?’ 

“  ‘Never,’  says  she. 

“  ‘Well,  you’ll  see  what  I  kin  do,  and  what 
I  will  do.  You’ll  see  that  I  em  a  man ;  and 
ef  thar’s  capital  to  be  got  in  all  the  country, 
by  working  and  hunting,  and  fighting,  ef  that’s 
needful,  we  shill  hev  it.  Only  you  be  true  to 
me.  Merry  Ann.’ 

“  And  she  throwed  herself  upon  my  buzzom, 
and  cried  out : 

“  ‘I’ll  be  true  to  you,  Sam.  I  loves  nobody 
in  all  the  world  so  much  as  I  loves  you.’ 
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“‘And  you  won’t  marry  any  other  man, 
Merry  Ann,  no  matter  what  your  daddy  says  ?’ 

“  ‘Never,’  she  says. 

“  ‘And  you  won’t  listen  to  this  old  bachelor 
fellow,  Grimstead,  that’s  got  the  “capital”  al¬ 
ready,  no  matter  how  they  spurs  you  ?’ 

“  ‘  Never !’  she  says. 

“  ‘Sw’ar  it!’  says  I — ‘sw’ar  it.  Merry  Ann 
— that  you  will  be  my  wife,  and  never  marry 
Grimstead !  ’ 

“‘I  sw’ars  it,’  she  says,  kissing  me,  bekaize 
we  had  no  book. 

“‘Now,’  says  I,  ‘Merry  Ann,  that’s  not 
enough.  Cuss  him  for  my  sake,  and  to  make 
it  sartin.  Cuss  that  fellow  Grimstead.’ 

“  ‘  Oh,  Sam,  I  kain’t  cuss,’  says  she  ;  ‘  that’s 
wicked.’ 

“  ‘  Cuss  him  on  my  account,’  says  I — ‘to  my 
credit.’ 

“  ‘  Oh,’  says  she,  ‘  don’t  ax  me.  I  kain’t  do 
that.’ 

“  Says  I,  ‘  Merry  Ann,  if  you  don’t  cuss  that 
fellow,  some  wa}^  I  do  believe  you’ll  go  over 
to  him  a’ter  all.  Jest  you  cuss  him,  now.  Any 
small  cuss  will  do,  ef  you’re  in  airnest.’ 

“  ‘  Well,’  savs  she,  ‘  ef  that’s  your  idee,^then 
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I  says,  “i5ro<  his  slcin*  and  drot  my  skin,  too, 
ef  ever  I  marries  any  body  but  Sam  Snaffles. 

“  ‘That  ’ll  do.  Merry  Ann,’  says  I.  ‘And 
now  I’m  easy  in  my  soul  and  conscience.  And 
now.  Merry  Ann,  I’m  g^vine  off  to  try  my  best, 
and  git  the  “capital.”  Ef  it’s  the  “capital” 
that’s  needful  to  make  a  man  of  me.  I’ll  git  it, 
by  all  the  Holy  Hokies,  if  I  kin.’ 

“And  so,  after  a  million  of  squeezes  and 
kisses,  we  parted ;  and  she  slipt  along  through 
the  woods,  the  back  way  to  the  house,  and  I 
mounted  my  horse  to  go  to  my  cabin.  But, 
afore  I  mounted  the  beast,  I  gin  him  a  dozen 
kicks  in  his  ribs,  jest  for  bearing  his  testimony 
agin  me,  and  telling  the  old  Squaire  that  I 
hedn’t  ‘  capital’  enough  for  a  corn  crib.” 

VI. 

“  I  was  mightily  let  down,  as  you  may  think, 
by  old  Squaire  Hopson ;  but  I  was  mightily 
lifted  up  by  Merry  Ann. 

“But  when  I  got  to  my  cabin,  and  seed  how 
mean  every  thing  was  there,  and  thought 
how  true  it  was,  all  that  old  Squaire  Hopson 
had  said,  I  felt  overkim,  and  I  said  to  myself, 

‘  It’s  all  true  !  How  kin  I  bring  that  beautiful 
yaller  flower  of  the  forest  to  live  in  sich  a  mean 
cabin,  and  with  sich  poor  accommydations  ? 
She  that  had  every  thing  comforting  and  nice 
about  her.’ 

“Then  I  considered  all  about  ‘  capital and 
it  growed  on  me,  ontil  I  begin  to  see  that  a 
man  might  hev  good  legs  and  arms  and  thighs, 
and  a  good  face  of  his  own,  and  yit  not  be  a 
parfect  and  proper  man  a’ter  all !  I  hed  lived, 
you  see,  Jedge,  to  be  twenty-three  years  of  age, 
and  was  living  no  better  than  a  three-old-year 
b’ar,  in  a  sort  of  cave,  sleeping  on  shuck  and 
straw,  and  never  looking  after  to-morrow. 

“  I  couldn’t  sleep  all  that  night  for  the  think¬ 
ing,  and  obzarvations.  That  impudent  talking 
of  old  Hopson  put  me  on  a  new  track.  I 
couldn’t  give  up  hunting.  I  knowed  no  other 
business^  and  I  didn’t  hafe  know  that. 

“I  thought  to  myself,  ‘ I  must  I’am  my  busi¬ 
ness  so  as  to  work  like  a  master.’ 

“But  then,  when  I  considered  how  hard  it 
was,  how  slow  I  was  to  git  the  deers  and  the 
b’ar,  and  what  a  small  chaince  of  money  it 
brought  me,  I  said  to  myself : 

“  ‘  Whar’s  the  “  capital”  to  come  from  ?’ 

“Lawd  save  us!  I  ate  up  the  meat  pretty 
much  as  fast  as  I  got  it ! 

“Well,  Jedge,  as  I  said,  I  had  a  most  mis¬ 
erable  night  of  consideration  and  obzarvation 
and  concatenation  accordingly.  I  felt  all  over 


*  “Drot,”  or  “Drat,”  has  been  called  an  American 
vulgarism,  but  it  is  genuine  old  English,  as  ancient  as 
the  days  of  Ben  Jonson.  Originally  the  oath  was,  “  God 
rot  it ;”  but  Puritanism, which  was  unwilling  to  take  the 
name  of  God  in  vain,  was  yet  not  prepared  to  abandon 
the  oath,  so  the  pious  preserved  it  in  an  abridged  form, 
omitting  the  G  from  God,  and  using,  “  Od  rot  it.”  It 
reached  its  final  contraction,  “Drot,”  before  it  came 
to  America.  “  Drot  it,”  “  Drat  it,”  “  Drot  your  eyes,” 
or  “Drot  his  skin,”  are  so  many  modes  of  using  it 
amoBg  the  uneducated  classes. 


mean,  ’cept  now  and  then,  when  I  thought  of 
dear  Merry  Ann,  and  her  felicities  and  cord¬ 
ialities  and  fldelities  ;  and  then,  the  cuss  which 
she  gin,  onder  the  kiver  of  ‘  Drot,  ’  to  that  dried 
up  old  bachelor  Grimstead.  But  I  got  to  sleep 
at  last.  And  I  hed  a  dream.  And  I  thought 
I  seed  the  prettiest  woman  critter  in  the  world, 
next  to  Merry  Ann,  standing  close  by  my  bed¬ 
side;  and,  at  first,  I  thought  ’twas  Merry  Ann, 
and  I  was  gwine  to  kiss  her  agin ;  but  she 
drawed  back  and  said : 

“  ‘  Scuse  me  I  I’m  not  Merry  Ann  ;  but 
I’m  her  friend  and  your  friend  ;  so  don’t  you  be 
down  in  the  mouth,  but  keep  a  good  hairt,  and 
you’ll  hev  help,  and  git  the  “  capital”  whar  you 
don’t  look  for  it  now.  It’s  only  needful  that 
you  be  detarmined  on  good  works  and  making 
a  man  of  yourself.’ 

“  A’ter  that  dream  I  slept  like  a  top,  woke 
at  day-peep,  took  my  rifle,  called  up  my  dog, 
mounted  my  horse,  and  put  out  for  the  laurel 
hollows. 

“  Well,  I  hunted  all  day,  made  several  starts, 
but  got  nothing ;  my  dog  ran  oft',  the  rascally 
pup,  and,  I  reckon,  ef  Squaire  Hopson  had  met 
him  he’d'  ha’  said  ’twas  bekaise  I  starved  him ! 
Eact  is,  we  hedn’t  any  on  us  much  to  eat  that 
day,  and  the  old  mar’s  ribs  stood  out  bigger 
than  ever. 

“All  day  I  rode  and  followed  the  track  and 
got  nothing. 

“Well,  jest  about  sunset  I  come  to  a  hollow 
of  the  hills  that  I  hed  never  seed  before ;  and 
in  the  middle  of  it  was  a  great  pond  of  water, 
what  you  call  a  lake ;  and  it  showed  like  so 
much  purple  glass  in  the  sunset,  and  ’twas  jest  as 
smooth  as  the  big  looking-glass  of  Squaire  Hop¬ 
son’s.  Thar  wa’n’t  a  breath  of  wind  stirring. 

“I  was  mighty  tired,  so  I  eased  down  from 
the  mar’,  tied  up  the  bridle  and  check,  and  let 
her  pick  about,  and  laid  myself  down  onder  a 
tree,  jest  about  twenty  yards  from  the  lake,  and 
thought  tq/est  myself  ontil  the  moon  riz,  which 
I  knowed  would  be  about  seven  o’clock. 

“  I  didn’t  mean  to  fall  asleep,  but  I  did  it ; 
and  I  reckon  I  must  ha’  slept  a  good  hour,  for 
when  I  woke  the  dark  hed  set  in,  and  I  could 
only  see  one  or  two  bright  stars  hyar  and  thar, 
shooting  out  from  the  dark  of  the  heavens. 
But,  ef  I  seed  nothing,  I  haird ;  and  jest  sich  a 
sound  and  noise  as  I  hed  never  haird  before. 

“Thar  was  a  rushing  and  a  roaring  and  a 
screaming  and  a  plashing,  in  the  air  and  in  the 
water,  as  made  you  think  the  univarsal  world 
wms  coming  to  an  eend  ! 

“  All  that  set  me  up.  I  was  waked  up  out  of 
sleep  and  dream,  and  my  eyes  opened  to  every 
thing  that  eye  could  see;  and  sich  another 
sight  I  never  seed  before!  I  tell  you,  Jedge, 
ef  there  was  one  wild-goose  settling  down  in 
that  lake,  thar  was  one  hundred  thousand  of 
’em !  I  couldn’t  see  the  eend  of  ’em.  They 
come  every  minit,  swarm  a’ter  swarm,  in  tens 
and  twenties  and  fifties  and  hundreds  ;  and  sich 
a  fuss  as  they  did  make !  sich  a  gabbling,  sich 
a  splashing,  sich  a  confusion,  that  I  was  fairly 
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conflusterated ;  and  I  jest  lay  whar  I  was, 
a-watching  ’em. 

“You  never  seed  beasts  so  happy!  How 
they  flapped  their  wings  ;  how  they  gabbled  to 
one  another ;  how  they  swam  hyar  and  thar,  to 
the  very  middle  of  the  lake  and  to  the  very  edge 
of  it,  jest  a  fifty  yards  from  whar  I  lay  squat, 
never  moving  leg  or  arm !  It  was  wonderful  to 
see !  I  wondered  how  they  could  find  room, 
for  I  reckon  thar  waur  forty  thousand  on  ’em, 
all  scuffling  in  that  leetle  lake  together ! 

“  Well,  as  I  watched  ’em,  I  said  to  myself: 

“  ‘Now,  if  a  fellow  could  only  captivate  all 
them  wild-geese — fresh  from  Canniday,  I  reck¬ 
on — what  would  they  bring  in  the  market 
at  Spartanburg  and  Greenville?  Walker,  I 
knowed,  would  buy  ’em  up  quick  at  fifty  cents 
a  head.  Forty  thousand  geese  at  fifty  cents  a 
head.  Thar  was  “  capital !  ”  ’ 

“I  could  ha’  fired  in  among  ’em  with  my 
rifle,  never  taking  aim,  and  killed  a  dozen  or 
more,  at  a  single  shot ;  but  what  was  a  poor 
dozen  geese,  when  thar  waur  forty  thousand  to 
captivate  ? 

“What  a  haul ’twould  be,  ef  a  man  could 
only  get  ’em  all  in  one  net !  Kiver  ’em  all  at 
a  fling ! 

“The  idee  worked  like  so  much  fire  in  my 
brain. 

“  How  kin  it  be  done  ? 

“That  was  the  question! 

“  ‘  Kin  it  be  done  ?’  I  axed  myself. 

“  ‘  It  kin,’  I  said  to  myself ;  ‘and  I’m  the  very 
man  to  do  it !  ’  Then  I  begun  to  work  away  in 
the  thinking.  I  thought  over  all  the  traps  and 
nets  and  snares  that  I  hed  ever  seen  or  haird 
of;  and  the  leetle  eends  of  the  idee  begun  to 
come  together  in  my  head ;  and,  watching  all 
the  time  how  the  geese  flopped  and  splashed 
and  played  and  swum,  I  said  to  myself : 

“  ‘  Oh  !  most  beautiful  critters  !  ef  I  don’t 
make  some  “  capital”  out  of  you,  then  I’m  not 
dezarving  sich  a  beautiful  yaller  flower  of  the 
forest  as  my  Merry  Ann  !’ 

“Well,  I  w'atched  a  long  time,  ontil  dark 
night,  and  the  stars  begun  to  peep  down  upon 
me  over  the  high  hill-tops.  Then  I  got  up  and 
tuk  to  my  horse  and  rode  home. 

“And  thar,  when  I  hed  swallowed  my  bit  of 
hoe-cake  and  bacon  and  a  good  strong  cup  of 
coffee,  and  got  into  bed,  I  couldn’t  sleep  for  a 
long  time,  thinking  how  I  was  to  git  them 
geese. 

“But  I  kept  nearing  the  right  idee  every 
minit,  and  when  I  was  fast  asleep  it  come  to 
me  in  my  dream. 

“I  seed  the  same  beautifulest  young  woman 
agin  that  hed  given  me  the  incouragement  be¬ 
fore  to  go  ahead,  and  she  helped  me  out  with 
the  idee. 

“So,  in  the  morning,  I  went  to  work.  I 
rode  off  to  Spartanburg,  and  bought  all  the 
twine  and  cord  and  hafe  the  plow-lines  in 
town ;  and  I  got  a  lot  of  great  fishhooks,  all 
to  help  make  the  tanglement  parfect ;  and  I 
got  lead  for  sinkers,  and  I  got  cork-wood  for 


floaters ;  and  I  pushed  for  home  jist  as  fast  as 
my  poor  mar’  could  streak  it. 

“  I  was  at  work  day  and  night,  for  nigh  on  to 
a  week,  making  my  net ;  and  when  ’twas  done 
I  borrowed  a  mule  and  cart  from  Columbus 
Mills,  thar; — he’ll  tell  you  all  about  it — he  kin 
make  his  affidavy  to  the  truth  of  it. 

“Well,  off’  I  driv  with  my  great  net,  and 
got  to  the  lake  about  noonday.  I  knowed 
’twould  take  me  some  hours  to  make  my  fixings 
parfect,  and  git  the  net  fairly  stretched  across 
the  lake,  and  jest  deep  enough  to  do  the  tan¬ 
gling  of  every  leg  of  the  birds  in  the  very  midst 
of  their  swimming  and  snorting  and  splashing 
and  cavorting!  When  I  hed  fixed  it  all  fine, 
and  jest  as  I  wanted  it,  I  brought  the  eends 
of  my  plow-lines  up  to  where  I  was  gwine  to 
hide  myself.  This  was  onder  a  strong  sapling, 
and  my  calkilation  was  when  I  hed  got  the 
beasts  all  hooked,  forty  thousand,  more  or  less — 
and  I  could  tell  how  that  was  from  feeling  on 
the  line — why,  then,  I’d  whip  the  line  round  the 
sapling,  hitch  it  fast,  and  draw  in  my  birds  at 
my  own  ease,  without  axing  much  about  their 
comfort. 

“  ’Twas  a  most  beautiful  and  parfect  plan, 
and  all  would  ha’  worked  beautiful  well  but  for 
one  leetle  oversight  of  mine.  But  I  won’t  tell 
you  about  that  part  of  the  business  yit,  the 
more  pretickilarly  as  it  all  turned  out  for  the 
very  best,  as  you’ll  see  in  the  eend. 

“I  hedn’t  long  finished  my  fixings  when  the 
sun  suddenly  tumbled  down  the  heights,  and 
the  dark  begun  to  creep  in  upon  me,  and  a  pret¬ 
ty  cold  dark  it  waur !  I  remember  it  well !  My 
teeth  begun  to  chatter  in  my  head,  though  I  was 
boiling  over  with  inward  heat,  all  jest  coming 
out  of  my  hot  eagerness  to  be  captivating  the 
birds. 

“Well,  Jedge,  I  hedn’t  to  wait  overlong. 
Soon  I  haird  them  coming,  screaming  fur  away, 
and  then  I  seed  them  pouring,  jest  like  so 
many  white  clouds,  straight  down,  I  reckon, 
from  the  snow  mountains  oft'  in  Canniday. 

“  Down  they  come,  millions  upon  millions, 
till  I  was  sartin  thar  waur  already  pretty  nigh 
on  to  forty  thousand  in  the  lake.  It  waur  al¬ 
ways  a  nice  calkilation  of  mine  that  the  lake 
could  hold  fully  forty  thousand,  though  oust, 
when  I  went  round  to  measure  it,  stepping  it 
off,  I  was  jubous  whether  it  could  hold  over 
thirty-nine  thousand ;  but,  as  I  tuk  the  measure 
in  hot  weather  and  in  a  dry  spell,  I  concluded 
that  some  of  the  water  along  the  edges  hed 
dried  up,  and  ’twa’n’t  so  full  as  when  I  made 
my  first  calkilation.  So  I  hev  stuck  to  that 
first  calkilation  ever  since. 

“Well,  thar  they  waur,  forty  thousand,  we’ll 
say,  with,  it  mout  be,  a  few  millions  and  hun¬ 
dreds  over.  And  Lawd  !  how  they  played  and 
splashed  and  screamed  and  dived !  I  calki- 
lated  on  hooking  a  good  many  of  them  divers, 
in  pretickilar,  and  so  I  watched  and  waited,  on¬ 
til  I  thought  I’d  feel  of  my  lines ;  and  I  begun, 
leetle  by  leetle,  to  haul  in,  when,  Lawd  love  you, 
Jedge,  sich  a  ripping  and  raging,  and  bouneing 
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and  flonncing,  and  flopping  and  splashing,  and 
kicking  and  screaming,  you  never  did  hear  in 
all  your  born  days ! 

“By  this  I  knowed  that  I  hed  captivated  the 
captains  of  the  host,  and  a  pretty  smart  chaince, 
I  reckoned,  of  the  rigilar  army,  ef  ’twa’n’t  edzact- 
ly  forty  thousand ;  for  I  calkilated  that  some 
few  would  git  away — run  off,  jest  as  the  cow¬ 
ards  always  does  in  the  army,  jest  when  the 
shooting  and  confusion  begins ;  still,  I  reason¬ 
ably  calkilated  on  the  main  body  of  the  rigi- 
ments  ;  and  so,  gitting  more  and  more  hot  and 
eager,  and  pulling  and  hauling,  I  made  one  big 
mistake,  and,  instid  of  wrapping  the  eends  of 
my  lines  around  the  sapling  that  was  standing 
jest  behind  me,  what  does  I  do  but  wraps  ’em 
round  my  own  thigh — the  right  thigh,  you  see — 
and  some  of  the  loops  waur  hitched  round  my 
left  arm  at  the  same  time  ! 

“All  this  come  of  my  hurry  and  ixcitement, 
for  it  was  burning  like  a  hot  fever  in  my  brain, 
and  I  didn’t  know  when  or  how  I  hed  tied  my¬ 
self  up,  ontil  suddently,  with  an  all-fired  scream, 
all  together,  them  forty  thousand  geese  rose 
like  a  great  black  cloud  in  the  air,  all  tied  up. 


tangled  up  —  hooked  about  the  legs,  hooked 
about  the  gills,  hooked  and  fast  in  some  way  in 
the  beautiful  leetle  twistings  of  my  net ! 

“Yes,  Jedge,  as  I’m  a  living  hunter  to-night, 
hyar  a^talking  to  you,  they  riz  up  all  together, 
as  ef  they  hed  consulted  upon  it,  like  a  mighty 
thunder-cloud,  and  off  they  went,  screaming 
and  flouncing,  meaning,  I  reckon,  to  take  the 
back  track  to  Canniday,  in  spite  of  the  freezing 
weather. 

“Before  I  knowed  whar  I  was,  Jedge,  I  was 
twenty  feet  in  the  air,  my  right  thigh  up  and 
my  left  arm,  and  the  other  thigh  and  arm  a-dan- 
gling  useless,  and  feeling  every  minit  as  ef  they 
was  gwine  to  drop  off. 

“  You  may  be  sure  I  pulled  with  all  my  might, 
but  that  waur  mighty  leetle  in  the  fix  I  was  in, 
and  I  jest  hed  to  hold  on,  and  see  whar  the  in¬ 
fernal  beasts  wmuld  carry  me.  I  couldn’t  loose 
myself,  and  ef  I  could  1  was  by  this  time  quite 
too  fur  up  in  the  air,  and  darsn’t  do  so,  onless 
I  was  willing  to  hev  my  brains  dashed  out,  and 
my  whole  body  mashed  to  a  mammock  ! 

“Oh,  Jedge,  jest  consider  my  sitivation ! 
It’s  sich  a  ricollection,  Jedge,  that  I  must  rest 
and  liquor,  in  order  to  rekiver  the  necessary 
strength  to  tell  you  what  happened  next.” 

VII. 

“Yes,  Jedge,”  said  Yaou,  resuming  his  nar¬ 
rative,  “jest  stop  whar  you  air,  and  consider 
my  sitivation ! 

“Thar  I  was  dangling,  like  a  dead  weight, 
at  the  tail  of  that  all-fired  cloud  of  wild-geese, 
head  downward,  and  gwine,  the  Lawd  knows 
whar ! — to  Canniday,  or  Jericho,  or  some  other 
heathen  territory  beyond  the  Massissipp,  and 
it  mout  be,  over  the  great  etarnal  ocean ! 

“When  I  thought  of  that,  and  thought  of 
the  plow-lines  giving  way,  and  that  on  a  sud- 
dent  I  should  come  down  plump  into  the  big 
sea,  jest  in  the  middle  of  a  great  gathering  of 
shirks  and  whales,  to  be  dewoured  and  tore  to 
bits  by  their  bloody  grinders,  I  was  ready  to 
die  of  skeer  outright.  I  thought  over  all  my 
sinnings  in  a  moment,  and  I  thought  of  my 
poor  dear  Merry  Ann,  and  I  called  out  her 
name,  loud  as  I  could,  jest  as  ef  the  poor  gal 
could  hyar  me  or  help  me. 

“And  jest  then  I  could  see  we  waur  a  draw¬ 
ing  nigh  a  great  thunder-cloud.  I  could  see 
the  red  tongues  running  out  of  its  black  jaws  ; 
and  ‘Lawd!’  says  I,  ‘ef  these  all-fired  infarnal 
wild  beasts  of  birds  should  carry  me  into  that 
cloud  to  be  burned  to  a  coal,  fried,  and  roasted, 
and  biled  alive  by  them  tongues  of  red  fire  !’ 

“But  the  geese  fought  shy  of  the  cloud, 
though  we  passed  mighty  nigh  on  to  it,  and  I 
could  see  one  red  streak  of  lightning  run  out  of 
the  cloud  and  give  us  chase  for  a  full  hafe  a 
mile ;  but  we  waur  too  fast  for  it,  and,  in  a 
tearing  passion  bekaise  it  couldn’t  ketch  us, 
the  red  streak  struck  its  horns  into  a  great  tree 
jest  behind  us,  that  we  hed  passed  over,  and 
tore  it  into  flinders,  in  the  twink  of  a  musquito. 

“But  by  this  time  I  was  beginning  to  feel 
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quite  stupid.  I  knowed  that  I  waur  fast  gitting 
onsensible,  and  it  did  seem  to  me  as  ef  mv 
hour  waur  come,  and  I  was  gwine  to  die — and 
die  by  rope,  and  dangling  in  the  air,  a  thousand 
miles  from  the  airth  ! 

“But  jest  then  I  was  roused  up.  I  felt 
something  brush  agin  me ;  then  my  face  was 
scratched  ;  and,  on  a  suddent,  thar  was  a  stop 
put  to  my  travels  by  that  conveyance.  The 
geese  had  stopped  flying,  and  waur  in  a  mighty 
great  conflusteration,  flopping  their  wings,  as 
well  as  they  could,  and  screaming  with  all  the 
tongues  in  their  jaws.  It  was  clar  to  me  now 
that  we  hed  run  agin  something  that  brought 
us  all  up  with  a  short  hitch. 

“1  was  shook  roughly  agin  the  obstruction, 
and  I  put  out  my  right  arm  and  cotched  a 
hold  of  a  long  ann  of  an  almighty  big  tree; 
then  my  legs  waur  cotched  betwixt  two  other 
branches,  and  I  rekivered  myself,  so  as  to  set 
up  a  leetle  and  rest.  The  geese  was  a  tum¬ 
bling  and  flopping  among  the  branches.  The 
net  was  hooked  hyar  and  thar ;  and  the  birds 
waur  all  about  me,  swinging  and  splurging, 
but  enable  to  break  loose  and  git  away. 

“By  leetle  and  leetle  I  come  to  my  clar 
senses,  and  begun  to  feel  my  sitivation.  The 
stiffness  was  passing  out  of  my  limbs.  I  could 
draw  up  my  legs,  and,  after  some  hard  v.'ork,  I 
managed  to  onwrap  the  plow-lines  from  my 
right  thigh  and  my  left  arm,  and  I  hed  the 
sense  this  time  to  tie  the  eends  pretty  tight  to 
a  great  branch  of  the  tree  which  stretched  clar 
across  and  about  a  foot  over  my  head. 

“Then  I  begun  to  consider  my  sitivation. 
I  hed  hed  a  hard  riding,  that  was  sartin  ;  and 
I  felt  sore  enough.  And  I  hed  hed  a  horrid  bad 
skear,  enough  to  make  a  man’s  wool  turn  white 
afore  the  night  was  over.  But  now  I  felt  easy, 
bekaise  I  considered  myself  safe.  MTth  day- 
peep  I  calkilated  to  let  myself  down  from  the 
tree  by  my  plow-lines,  and  thar,  below,  tied 
fast,  warn’t  thar  my  forty  thousand  captivated 
geese  ? 

“‘Hurrah!’  I  sings  out.  ‘Hurrah,  Merry 
Ann  ;  we’ll  hev  the  “  capital”  now,  I  reckon  !’ 

“And  singing  out,  I  drawed  up  my  legs  and 
shifted  my  body  so  as  to  find  an  easier  seat  in 
the  crutch  of  the  tree,  which  was  an  almighty 
big  chestnut  oak,  when,  O  Lawd !  on  a  sud¬ 
dent  the  stump  I  hed  been  a-setting  on  give 
way  onder  me.  ’Twas  a  rotten  jint  of  the  tree. 
It  give  way,  Jedge,  as  I  tell  you,  and  down  I 
went,  my  legs  first  and  then  my  whole  body — 
slipping  down  not  on  the  outside,  but  into  a 
great  hollow  of  the  tree,  all  the  hairt  of  it  being 
eat  out  by  the  rot ;  and  afore  I  knowed  whar  I 
waur,  I  waur  some  twenty  foot  down,  I  reckon  ; 
and  by  the  time  I  touched  bottom,  I  was  up  to 
my  neck  in  honey ! 

“It  was  an  almighty  big  honey-tree,  full  of 
the  sweet  treacle ;  and  the  bees  all  gone  and 
left  it,  I  reckon,  for  a  hundred  years.  And  I 
in  it  up  to  my  neck. 

“I  could  smell  it  strong.  I  could  taste  it 
sweet.  But  I  could  see  nothing. 


“  Lawd  !  Lawd !  From  bad  to  worse ;  buried 
alive  in  a  hollow  tree  with  never  a  chaince  to 
git  out !  I  would  then  ha’  given  all  the  world 
ef  I  was  only  sailing  away  with  them  bloody 
wild-geese  to  Canniday,  and  Jericho,  even 
across  the  sea,  with  all  its  shirks  and  whales 
dewouringhne. 

“  Buried  alive  !  O  Lawd  !  O  Lawd  !  ‘  Lawd 
save  me  and  help  me!’  I  cried  out  from  the 
depths.  And  ‘Oh,  my  Merry  Ann,’  I  cried, 
‘shill  we  never  meet  agin  no  more!’  Scuse 
my  weeping,  Jedge,  but  I  feels  all  over  the 
sinsation,  fresh  as  ever,  of  being  buried  alive 
in  a  bee-hive  tree  and  presarved  in  honey.  I 
must  liquor,  Jedge.” 

VIII. 

Yaou,  after  a  great  swallow  of  peach  and 
honey,  and  a  formidable  groan  after  it,  resumed 
his  narrative  as  follows : 

“  Only  think  of  me,  Jedge,  in  my  sitivation ! 
Buried  alive  in  the  hollow  of  a  mountain  chest¬ 
nut  oak !  Up  to  my  neck  in  honey,  with  never 
no  more  an  appetite  to  eat  than  ef  it  waur  the 
very  gall  of  bitterness  that  we  reads  of  in  the 
Holy  Scripters ! 

“All  dark,  all  silent  as  the  grave;  ’cept  for 
the  gabbling  and  the  cackling  of  the  wild-geese 
outside,  that  every  now  and  then  would  make 
a  great  splurging  and  cavorting,  trying  to  break 
away  from  their  hitch,  which  was  jist  as  fast 
fixed  as  my  own. 

“  Who  would  git  them  geese  that  hed  cost 
me  so  much  to  captivate  ?  Who  would  inherit 
my  ‘  capital  ?’  and  who  would  hev  Merry  Ann  ? 
and  what  will  become  of  the  mule  and  cart  of 
Mills  fastened  in  the  woods  by  the  leetle  lake  ? 

“I  cussed  the  leetle  lake,  and  the  geese,  and 
all  the  ‘  capital.’ 

“  I  cussed.  I  couldn’t  help  it.  I  cussed  from 
the  bottom  of  my  hairt,  when  I  ought  to  ha’ 
bin  saying  my  prayers.  And  thar  was  my 
poor  mar  in  the  stable  with  never  a  morsel  of 
feed.  She  had  told  tales  upon  me  to  Squaire 
Hopson,  it  s  true,  but  I  forgin  her,  and  thought 
of  her  feed,  and  nobody  to  give  her  none. 
Thar  waur  corn  in  the  crib  and  fodder,  but  it 
warn  t  in  the  stable  ;  and  onless  Columbus  Mills 
should  come  looking  a’ter  me  at  the  cabin,  thar 
waur  no  hope  for  me  or  the  mar’. 

“Oh,  Jedge,  you  couldn’t  jedge  of  my  siti¬ 
vation  in  that  deep  hollow,  that  cave,  I  may 
say,  of  mountain  oak !  My  head  waur  jest 
above  the  honey,  and  ef  I  backed  it  to  look  up, 
my  long  ha’r  at  the  back  of  the  neck  a’most 
stuck  fast,  so  thick  was  the  honey. 

“  But  I  couldn’t  help  looking  up.  The  hollow 
was  a  wide  one  at  the  top,  and  I  could  see 
when  a  star  was  passing  over.  Thar  they 
shined,  bright  and  beautiful,  as  ef  they  waur 
the  very  eyes  of  the  angels ;  and,  as  I  seed 
them  come  and  go,  looking  smiling  in  upon  me 
as  they  come,  I  cried  out  to  ’em,  one  hy  one  : 

“  ‘  Oh,  sweet  sperrits,  blessed  angels  !  ef  so 
be  thar’s  an  angel  sperrit,  as  they  say,  living  in 
all  them  stars,  come  down  and  extricate  me 
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from  this  fix ;  for,  so  fur  as  I  kin  see,  I  ve  got 
no  chaince  of  help  from  mortal  man  or  woman. 
Hairdly  oust  a  year  does  a  human  come  this 
way ;  and  ef  they  did  come,  how  would  they 
know  I’m  hyar  ?  How  could  I  make  them  hyar 
me  ?  O  Lawd !  O  blessed,  beautiful  angels  in 
them  stars !  O  give  me  help  !  Hefp  me  out  1’ 
I  knowed  I  prayed  like  a  heathen  sinner,  but  I 
prayed  as  well  as  I  knowed  how;  and  thar 
warn’t  a  star  passing  over  me  that  I  didn’t  pray 
to,  soon  as  I  seed  them  shining  over  the  open¬ 
ing  of  the  hollow  ;  and  I  prayed  fast  and  faster 
as  I  seed  them  passing  away  and  gitting  out 
of  sight. 

“  Well,  Jedge,  sudden tly,  in  the  midst  of  my 
praying,  and  jest  after  one  bright,  hig  star  hed 
gone  over  me  without  seeing  my  sitivation,  I 
hed  a  fresh  sheer. 

“Suddent  I  haird  a  monstrous  fluttering 
among  my  geese — my  ‘capital.’  Then  I  haird 
a  great  scraping  and  scratching  on  the  outside 
of  the  tree,  and,  suddent,  as  I  looked  up,  the 
mouth  of  the  hollow  was  shet  up. 

“All  was  dark.  The  stars  and  sky  waur  all 
gone.  Something  black  kivered  the  hollow, 
and,  in  aminit  a’ter,  I  haird  something  slipping 
down  into  the  hollow  right  upon  me. 

“  I  could  hairdly  draw  my  breath.  I  begun 
to  fear  that  I  was  to  be  siffbcated  alive  ;  and  as 
I  haird  the  strange  critter  slipping  down,  I 
shoved  out  my  hands  and  felt  ha’r — coarse  wool 
— and  with  one  hand  I  cotched  hold  of  the  ha’ry 
leg  of  a  beast,  and  with  t’other  hand  I  cotched 
hold  of  his  tail. 

“  ’Twas  a  great  b'ar,  one  of  the  biggest,  come 
to  git  his  honey.  He  knowed  the  tree,  Jedge, 
you  see,  and  ef  any  beast  in  the  world  loves 
honey,  ’tis  a  b’ar  beast.  He’ll  go  his  death  on 
honey,  though  the  hounds  are  tearing  at  his 
very  haunches. 

“  You  may  he  sure,  when  I  onst  knowed  what 
he  was,  and  onst  got  a  good  gripe  on  his  hind¬ 
quarters,  I  warn’t  gsvine  to  let  go  in  a  hurry. 
I  knowed  that  was  my  only  chaince  for  gitting 
out  of  the  hollow,  and  I  do  believe  them  blessed 
angels  in  the  stars  sent  the  beast,  jest  at  the 
right  time,  to  give  me  human  help  and  assist¬ 
ance. 

“Now,  yer  see,  Jedge,  thar  was  no  chaince 
for  him  turning  round  upon  me.  He  pretty 
much  fllled  up  the  hollow.  He  knowed  his  way, 
and  slipped  down,  eend  foremost— the  latter 
eend,  you  know.  He  could  stand  up  on  his 
hind-legs  and  eat  all  he  wanted.  Then,  with 
his  great  sharp  claws  and  his  mighty  muscle,  he 
could  work  up,  holding  on  to  the  sides  of  the 
tree,  and  git  out  a’most  as  easy  as  when  he  come 
down. 

“Now,  you  see,  ef  he  weighed  flve  hundred 
pounds,  and  could  climb  like  a  cat,  he  could 
easy  carry  up  a  young  fellow  that  hed  no 
flesh  to  spar’,  and  only  weighed  a  hundred  and 
twenty-five.  So  I  laid  my  weight  on  him, 
eased  him  off  as  well  as  I  could,  but  held  on  to 
tail  and  leg  as  ef  all  life  and  etarnity  depended 
upon  it. 


“Now  I  reckon,  Jedge,  that  b’ar  was  pret¬ 
ty  much  more  skeered  than  I  was.  He  couldn’t 
turn  in  his  shoes,  and  with  something  fastened 
to  his  ankles,  and,  as  he  thought,  I  reckon,  some 
strange  beast  fastened  to  his  tail,  you  never 
seed  beast  more  eager  to  git  away,  and  git  up¬ 
wards.  He  knowed  the  way,  and  stuck  his 
claws  in  the  rough  sides  of  the  hollow,  hand 
over  hand,  jest  as  a  sailor  pulls  a  rope,  and  up 
we  went.  We  hed,  howsomdever,  more  than 
one  slip  back ;  but,  Lawd  bless  you !  I  never 
let  go.  Up  we  went,  I  say,  at  last,  and  I  stuck 
jest  as  close  to  his  haunches  as  death  sticks  to 
a  dead  nigger.  Up  we  went.  I  felt  myself 
moving.  My  neck  was  out  of  the  honey.  My 
airms  were  free.  I  could  feel  the  sticky  thing 
slipping  off  from  me,  and  a’ter  a  good  quarter 
of  an  hour  the  b’ar  was  on  the  great  mouth  of 
the  hollow ;  and  as  I  felt  that  I  let  go  his  tail, 
still  keeping  fast  hold  of  his  leg,  and  with  one 
hand  I  cotched  hold  of  the  outside  rim  of  the 
hollow ;  I  found  it  fast,  held  on  to  it ;  and  jest 
then  the  b’ar  sat  squat  on  the  very  edge  of  the 
hollow,  taking  a  sort  of  rest  a’ter  his  labor. 

“  I  don’t  know  what  ’twas,  Jedge,  that  made 
me  do  it.  I  warn’t  a-thinking  at  all.  1  was 
only  feeling  and  drawing  a  long  breath.  Jest 
then  the  b’ar  sort  o’  looked  round,  as  ef  to  see 
what  varmint  it  was  a-troubling  him,  when  I 
gin  him  a  mighty  push,  strong  as  I  could,  and 
he  lost  his  balance  and  went  over  outside  down 
cl’ar  to  the  airth,  and  I  could  hyar  his  neck 
crack,  almost  as  loud  as  a  pistol. 

“I  drawed  a  long  breath  a’ter  that,  and 
prayed  a  short  prayer  ;  and  feeling  my  way  all 
the  time,  so  as  to  be  sure  agin  rotten  branches, 
I  got  a  safe  seat  among  the  limbs  of  the  tree, 
and  sot  myself  down,  detarmined  to  wait  tell 
broad  daylight  before  I  tuk  another  step  in  the 
business.” 

IX. 

“And  thar  I  sot.  So  fur  as  I  could  see, 
Jedge,  I  was  safe.  I  hed  got  out  of  the  tie  of 
the  flying  geese,  and  thar  they  all  waur,  spread 
before  me,  flopping  now  and  then  and  trying  to 
ixtricate  themselves ;  but  they  couldn’t  come 
it !  Thar  they  waur,  captivated,  and  so  much 
‘  capital’  for  Sam  Snaffles. 

“  And  I  hed  got  out  of  the  lion’s  den ;  that 
is,  I  hed  got  out  of  the  honey-tree,  and  warn’t  in 
no  present  danger  of  being  buried  alive  agin. 
Thanks  to  the  b’ar,  and  to  the  blessed,  beautiful 
angel  sperrits  in  the  stars,  that  hed  sent  him 
thar  seeking  honey,  to  be  my  deliverance  from 
my  captivation ! 

“And  thar  he  lay,  jest  as  quiet  as  ef  he  waur 
a-sleeping,  though  I  knowed  his  neck  was  broke. 
And  that  b’ar,  too,  was  so  much  ‘capital.’ 

“And  I  sot  in  the  tree  making  my  calkila- 
tions.  I  could  see  now  the  meaning  of  that 
beautiful  young  critter  that  come  to  me  in  my 
dreams.  I  was  to  hev  the  ‘  capital,’  but  I  was 
to  git  it  through  troubles  and  tribulations,  and 
a  mighty  bad  sheer  for  life.  I  never  knowed 
the  valley  of  ‘  capital’  till  now,  and  I  seed 
the  sense  in  all  that  Squaire  Hopson  told 
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me,  though  he  did  tell  it  ia  a  mighty  spiteful 
sperrit. 

“Well,  I  calkilated. 

“  It  was  cold  weather,  freezing,  and  though 
I  had  good  warm  clothes  on,  I  felt  monstrous 
like  sleeping,  from  the  cold  only,  though  perhaps 
the  tire  and  the  skeer  together  hed  something 
to  do  with  it.  But  I  was  afeard  to  sleep.  I 
didn’t  know  what  would  happen,  and  a  man  has 
never  his  right  courage  ontil  daylight.  I  fou’t 
agin  sleep  by  keeping  on  my  calkilation. 

“Forty  thousand  wild-geese! 

“Thar  wa’n’t  forty  thousand,  edzactly — very 
far  from  it — but  thar  they  waur,  pretty  thick ; 
and  for  every  goose  I  could  git  from  forty  to 
sixty  cents  in  all  the  villages  in  South  Carolina. 

“  Thar  was  ‘  capital !’ 

“  Then  than  waur  the  b’ar. 

“Jedging  from  his  strength  in  pulling  me 
up,  and  from  his  size  and  fat  in  filling  up  that 
great  hollow  in  the  tree,  I  calkilated  that  he 
couldn’t  weigh  less  than  five  hundred  pounds. 
His  hide,  I  knowed,  was  worth  twenty  dollars. 
Then  thar  was  the  fat  and  tallow,  and  the  biled 
marrow  out  of  his  bones,  what  they  makes  b’ars 
grease  out  of,  to  make  chicken  whiskers  grow 
big  enough  for  game-cocks.  Then  thar  waur 
the  meat,  skinned,  cleaned,  and  all ;  thar  couldn’t 
be  much  onder  four  hundred  and  fifty  pounds, 
and  whether  I  sold  him  as  fresh  meat  or  cured, 
he’d  bring  me  ten  cents  a  pound  at  the  least. 

“  Says  I,  ‘  Thar’s  capital!’ 

“  ‘  Then,’  says  I,  ‘  thar’s  my  honey-tree  !  I 
reckon  thar’s  a  matter  of  ten  thousand  gallons 
in  this  hyar  same  honey-tree ;  and  if  I  kint 
git  fifty  to  seventy  cents  a  gallon  for  it  thar’s  no 
alligators  in  Flurriday  !  ’ 

“And  so  I  calkilated  through  the  night, 
fighting  agin  sleep,  and  thinking  of  my  ‘  capital’ 
and  Merry  Ann  together. 

“By  morning  I  had  calkilated  all  I  hed  to 
do  and  all  I  hed  to  make. 

“  Soon  as  I  got  a  peep  of  day  I  was  bright 
on  the  look-out. 

“Thar  all  around  me  were  the  captivated 
geese  critters.  The  b’ar  laid  down  parfectly 
easy  and  waiting  for  the  knife ;  and  the  geese, 
I  reckon  they  waur  much  more  tired  than  me, 
for  they  didn’t  seem  to  hev  the  hairt  for  a  single 
flutter,  even  when  they  seed  me  swing  down 
from  the  tree  among  ’em,  holding  on  to  my 
plow-lines  and  letting  myself  down  easy. 

“But  first  I  must  tell  you,  Jedge,  when  I 
seed  the  first  signs  of  daylight  and  looked 
around  me,  Lawd  bless  me,  what  should  I  see 
but  old  Tryon  Mountain,  with  his  great  head 
lifting  itself  up  in  the  east !  And  beyant  I 
could  see  the  house  and  fairm  of  Columbus 
Mills ;  and  as  I  turned  to  look  a  leetle  south 
of  that,  thar  was  my  own  poor  leetle  log-cabin 
standing  quiet,  but  with  never  a  smoke  stream¬ 
ing  out  from  the  chimbley. 

‘.‘‘God  bless  them  good  angel  sperrits,’  I 
said,  ‘I  ain’t  two  miles  from  home!’  Before  I 
come  down  from  the  tree  I  knowed  edzactly 
whar  I  waur.  ’Twas  only  four  miles  off  from 
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the  lake  and  whar  I  hitched  the  mule  of  Co¬ 
lumbus  Mills  close  by  the  cart.  Thar,  too,  I 
hed  left  my  rifle.  Yit  in  my  miserable  fix, 
carried  through  the  air  by  them  wild-geese,  I 
did  think  I  hed  gone  a’most  a  thousand  miles 
towards  Canniday. 

“  Soon  as  I  got  down  from  the  tree  I  pushed 
off  at  a  trot  to  git  the  mule  and  cart.  I  was 
pretty  sure  of  my  b’ar  and  geese  when  I  come 
back.  The  cart  stood  quiet  enough.  But  the 
mule,  having  nothing  to  eat,  was  sharping  her 
teeth  upon  a  boulder,  thinking  she’d  hev  a  bite 
or  so  before  long. 

“  I  hitched  her  up,  brought  her  to  my  bee- 
tree,  tumbled  the  b’ar  into  the  cart,  wrung  the 
necks  of  all  the  geese  that  waur  thar — many 
hed  got  away — and  counted  some  twenty-seven 
hundred  that  I  piled  away  atop  of  the  b’ar.” 

“Twenty-seven  hundred!”  cried  the  “Big 
Lie”  and  all  the  hunters  at  a  breath.  “  Twen¬ 
ty-seven  hundred!  Why,  Yaou,  whenever 
you  telled  of  this  thing  before  you  always 
counted  them  at  3160  !” 

“Well,  ef  I  did,  I  reckon  I  was  right.  I 
was  sartinly  right  then,  it  being  all  fresh  in  my 
’membrance ;  and  I’m  not  the  man  to  go  back 
agin  his  own  woi'ds.  No,  fellows,  I  sticks  to 
first  W'ords  and  first  principles.  I  scorns  to 
eat  my  own  words.  Ef  I  said  3150,  then  3160 
it  waur,  never  a  goose  less.  But  you’ll  see 
how  to  ’count  for  all.  I  reckon  ’twas  only 
2700  I  fetched  to  market.  Thar  was  200  I 
gin  to  Columbus  Mills.  Then  thar  was  200 
more  I  carried  to  Merry  Ann;  and  then  thar 
waur  50  at  least,  I  reckon,  I  kep  for  myself. 
Jest  you  count  up,  Jedge,  and  you’ll  see  how 
to  squar’  it  on  all  sides.  When  I  said  2700 
I  only  counted  what  I  sold  in  the  villages, 
every  head  of  ’em  at  fifty  cents  a  head ;  and 
a’ter  putting  the  money  in  my  pocket  I  felt  all 
over  that  I  hed  the  ‘  capital.’ 

“Well,  Jedge,  next  about  the  b’ar.  Sold 
the  hide  and  tallow  for  a  fine  market-price; 
sold  the  meat,  got  ten  cents  a  pound  for  it 
fresh — ’twas  most  beautiful  meat ;  biled  down 
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the  bones  for  the  marrow ;  melted  down  the 
grease ;  sold  fourteen  pounds  of  it  to  the  barbers 
and  apothecaries ;  got  a  dollar  a  pound  for  that ; 
sold  the  hide  for  twenty  dollars ;  and  got  the 
cash  for  every  thing. 

“Thar  warn’t  a  famblyin  all  Greenville  and 
Spartanburg  and  Asheville  that  didn’t  git  fresh, 
green  wild-geese  from  me  that  season,  at  fifty 
cents  a  head,  and  glad  to  git,  too ;  the  cheap¬ 
est  fresh  meat  they  could  buy ;  and,  I  reckon, 
the  finest.  And  all  the  people  of  them  villages, 
ef  they  hed  gone  to  heaven  that  week,  in  the 
flesh,  would  have  carried  nothing  better  than 
goose-flesh  for  the  risurrection  !  Every  body 
ate  goose  for  a  month,  I  reckon,  as  the  weather 
was  freezing  cold  all  the  time,  and  the  beasts 
kept  week  after  week,  ontil  they  waur  eaten. 
From  the  b’ar  only  I  made  a  matter  of  full  one 
hundred  dollars.  First,  thar  waur  the  hide, 
$20;  then  450  pounds  of  meat,  at  10  cents, 
was  $45;  then  the  grease,  14  pounds,  $14; 
and  the  tallow,  some  $6  more ;  and  the  biled 
marrow,  $11. 

“Well,  count  up,  Jedge ;  2700  wild-geese, 
at  50  cents,  you  sees,  must  be  more  than  $1350. 
I  kin  only  say,  that  a’ter  all  the  selling — and  I 
driv  at  it  day  and  night,  with  Columbus  Mills’s 
mule  and  cart,  and  went  to  every  house  in  every 
street  in  all  them  villages.  I  hed  a’most  fifteen 
hundred  dollars,  safe  stowed  away  onder  the 
pillows  of  my  bed,  all  in  solid  gould  and  silver. 

“But  I  warn’t  done!  Thar  was  my  bee- 
tree.  Don’t  you  think  I  w^aur  gwine  to  lose 
that  honey  !  no,  my  darlint !  I  didn’t  beat 
the  drum  about  nothing,  I  didn’t  let  on  to  a 
soitl  what  I  was  a-doing.  They  axed  me  about 
the  wild-geese,  but  I  sent  ’em  on  a  wild-goose 
chase  ;  and  ’twa’n’t  till  I  hed  sold  off  all  the 
b’ar  meat  and  all  the  geese  that  I  made  ready 
to  git  at  that  honey.  I  reckon  them  bees  must 
ha’  been  making  that  honey  for  a  hundred  years, 
and  was  then  driv  out  by  the  b’ars. 

“  Columbus  Mills  will  tell  you ;  he  axed  me 
all  about  it ;  but,  though  he  was  always  my 
good  friend,  I  never  even  telled  it  to  him.  But 
he  lent  me  his  mule  and  cart,  good  fellow  as  he 
is,  and  never  said  nothing  more  ;  and,  quiet 
enough,  without  beat  of  drum,  T  bought  up 
all  the  tight-bound  barrels  that  ever  brought 
whisky  to  Spartanburg  and  Greenville,  whar 
they  lies  the  taste  for  that  article  strong ;  and 
day  by  day  I  went  off  carrying  as  many  barrels 
as  the  cart  could  hold  and  the  mule  could  draw. 
I  tapped  the  old  tree— which  was  one  of  the 
oldest  and  biggest  chestnut  oaks  I  ever  did  see 
— close  to  the  bottom,  and  drawed  off  the  beau¬ 
tiful  treacle.  I  was  more  than  sixteen  days 
about  it,  and  got  something  over  two  thousand 
gallons  of  the  purest,  sweetest,  yellowest  honey 
you  ever  did  see.  I  could  hairdly  git  barrels 
and  jimmyjohns  enough  to  hold  it ;  and  I  sold 
it  out  at  seventy  cents  a  gallon,  which  was 
mighty  cheap.  So  I  got  from  the  honey  a 
matter  of  fourteen  hundred  dollars. 

“Now,  Jedge,  all  this  time,  though  it  went 
very  much  agin  the  grain,  I  kept  away  from 


Merry  Ann  and  the  old  Squaire,  her  daddy. 

I  sent  him  two  hundred  head  of  geese — some 
fresh,  say  one  hundred,  and  anotlier  hundred 
that  I  hed  cleaned  and  put  in  salt — and  I  sent 
him  three  jimmyjohns  of  honey,  five  gallons 
each.  But  I  kept  away  and  said  nothing,  beat 
no  drum,  and  hed  never  a  thinking  but  how  to 
git  in  the  ‘capital.’  And  I  did  git  it  in  I 

“When  I  carried  the  mule  and  cart  home  to 
Columbus  Mills  I  axed  him  about  a  sartin  farm 
of  one  hundred  and  sixty  acres  that  he  hed  to 
sell.  It  hed  a  good  house  on  it.  He  selled  it 
to  me  cheap.  I  paid  him  down,  and  put  the 
titles  in  my  pocket.  ‘Thar’s  capital!’  says  I. 

“  That  waur  a  fixed  thing  for  ever  and  ever. 
And  when  I  hed  moved  every  thing  from  the 
old  cabin  to  the  new  farm,  Columbus  let  me 
hev  a  fine  milch  cow  that  gin  eleven  quarts  a 
day,  with  a  beautiful  young  caif.  Jest  about 
that  time  thar  was  a  great  sale  of  the  furniter 
of  the  Ashmore  family  down  at  Spartanburg, 
and  I  remembered  I  hed  no  decent  bedstead, 
or  any  thing  rightly  sarving  for  a  young  wo¬ 
man’s  chamber ;  so  I  went  to  the  sale,  and 
bought  a  fine  strong  mahogany  bedstead,  a 
dozen  chairs,  a  chist  of  drawers,  and  some  oth¬ 
er  things  that  ain’t  quite  mentionable,  Jedge, 
but  all  proper  for  a  lady’s  chamber  ;  and  I  soon 
hed  the  house  fixed  up  ready  for  any  thing. 
And  up  to  this  time  I  never  let  on  to  any  body 
what  I  was  a-thinking  about  or  what  I  was  a-do¬ 
ing,  ontil  I  could  stand  up  in  my  own  doorway 
and  look  about  me,  and  say  to  myself — this  is 
my  ‘  capital,’  I  reckon ;  and  when  I  hed  got  all 
that  I  thought  a  needcessity  to  git,  I  took  ’count 
of  every  thing. 

“I  spread  the  title-deeds  of  my  fairm  out  on 
the  table.  I  read  ’em  over  three  times  to  see  ef 
’twaur  all  right.  TItar  was  my  name  several 
times  in  big  letters,  ‘  to  hev  and  to  hold.’ 

“Then  I  fixed  the  furniter.  Then  I  brought 
out  into  the  stable-yard  the  old  mar’  —  you 
couldn’t  count  her  ribs  now,  and  she  was  spry 
as  ef  she  hed  got  a  new  conceit  of  herself. 

“Then  thar  was  my  beautiful  cow  and  caif, 
sealing  fat,  both  on  ’em,  and  sleek  as  a  doe  in 
autumn. 

“  Then  thar  waur  a  fine  young  mule  that  I 
bought  in  Spartanburg ;  my  cart,  and  a  strong 
second-hand  buggy,  that  could  carry  two  pus- 
sons  convenient  of  two  different  sexes.  And  I 
felt  big,  like  a  man  of  consekence  and  capital. 

“  That  warn’t  all. 

“I  had  the  shiners,  Jedge,  besides — all  in 
gould  and  silver — none  of  your  dirty  rags  and 
blotty  spotty  paper.  That  was  the  time  of  Old 
Hickory  —  General  Jackson,  you  know — when 
he  kicked  over  Nick  Biddle’s  consarn,  and  gin 
us  the  beautiful  Benton  Mint  Drops,  in  place 
of  rotten  paper.  You  could  git  the  gould  and 
silver  jest  for  the  axing,  in  them  days,  you 
know. 

“  I  hed  a  grand  count  of  my  money,  Jedge. 
I  hed  it  in  a  dozen  or  twenty  little  bags  of 
leather — the  gould — and  the  silver  I  hed  in  shot- 
bags.  It  took  me  a  whole  morning  to  count  it 
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up  and  git  the  figgers  right.  Then  I  stuffed  it 
in  my  pockets,  hyar  and  thar,  every  whar,  whar- 
ever  I  could  stow  a  bag ;  and  the  silver  I  stuffed 
away  in  my  saddle-bags,  and  clapped  it  on  the 
mar’. 

“Then  I  mounted  myself,  and  sot  the  mar’s 
nose  straight  in  a  bee-line  for  the  fairm  of 
Squaire  Hopson. 

“I  was  a-gwine,  you  see,  to  supprise  him 
with  my  ‘  capital ;  ’  hut,  fust,  I  meant  to  give 
him  a  mighty  grand  sheer. 

“  You  see,  when  I  was  a-trading  with  Colum¬ 
bus  Mills  about  the  fairm  and  cattle  and  other 
things,  I  ups  and  tells  him  about  my  courting 
of  Merry  Ann ;  and  when  I  telled  him  about 
Squaire  Hopson’s  talk  about  ‘  capital,’  he  says  ; 

“  ‘  The  old  skunk !  What  right  lies  he  to  be 
talking  big  so,  when  he  kain't  pay  his  own 
debts.  He’s  been  owing  me  three  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars  now  gwine  on  three  years,  and  I 
kain’t  git  even  the  intrust  out  of  him.  I’ve  got 
a  mortgage  on  his  fairm  for  the  whole,  and  ef 
he  won’t  let  you  hev  his  da’ter,  jest  you  come 
to  me,  and  I’ll  clap  the  screws  to  him  in  short 
order.’ 

“  Says  I,  ‘  Columbus,  won’t  you  sell  me  that 
mortgage  ?’ 

“  ‘  You  shill  hev  it  for  the  face  of  the  debt,’ 
says  he,  ‘not  considerin’  the  intrust.’ 

“  ‘  It’s  a  bargin,’  says  I ;  and  I  paid  him  down 
the  money,  and  he  signed  the  mortgage  over  to 
me  for  a  vallyable  consideration. 

“I  hed  that  beautiful  paper  in  my  breast 
pocket,  and  felt  strong  to  face  the  Squaire  in 
his  own  house,  knowing  how  I  could  turn  him 
out  of  it !  And  I  mustn’t  forget  to  tell  you 
how  I  got  myself  a  new  rig  of  clothing,  with  a 
mighty  fine  over-coat,  and  a  new  fur  cap ;  and 
as  I  looked  in  the  glass  I  felt  my  consekence 
all  over  at  every  for’a’d  step  I  tuk ;  and  I  felt 
my  inches  growing  with  every  pace  of  the  mar’ 
on  the  high-road  to  Merry  Ann  and  her  beau¬ 
tiful  daddy!” 

X. 

“Well,  Jedge,  before  I  quite  got  to  the 
Squaire’s  farm,  who  should  come  out  to  meet 
me  in  the  road  but  Merry  Ann,  her  own  self! 
She  hed  spied  me,  I  reckon,  as  I  crossed  the 
bald  ridge  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away.  I  do  reck¬ 
on  the  dear  gal  hed  been  looking  out  for  me 
every  day  the  whole  eleven  days  in  the  week, 
counting  in  all  the  Sundays.  In  the  mount¬ 
ains,  you  know,  Jedge,  that  the  weeks  some¬ 
times  run  to  twelve,  and  even  fourteen  days, 
specially  when  we’re  on  a  long  camp-hunt ! 

“Well,  Merry  Ann  cried  and  laughed  to¬ 
gether,  she  was  so  tarnation  glad  to  see  me 
agin.  Says  she : 

‘“Oh,  Sam!  I’m  so  glad  to  see  you !  I  was 
afeard  you  had  clean  gin  me  up.  And  thar’s 
that  fusty  old  bachelor  Grimstead,  he’s  a-com- 
ing  here  a’most  every  day ;  and  daddy,  he 
sw’ars  that  I  shill  marry  him,  and  nobody 
else ;  and  mammy,  she’s  at  me  too,  all  the 
time,  telling  me  how  fine  a  fairm  he’s  got, 
and  what  a  nice  carriage,  and  all  that;  and 


mammy  says  as  how  daddy’ll  he  sure  to  beat 
me  ef  I  don’t  hev  him.  But  I  kain’t  bear  to 
look  at  him,  the  old  griesly!’ 

“‘Cuss  him!’  says  I.  ‘Cuss  him.  Merry 
Ann !’ 

“And  she  did,  but  onder  her  breath — the 
old  cuss. 

“  ‘  Drot  him  !’  says  she  ;  and  she  said  louder, 

‘  and  drot  me,  too,  Sam,  ef  I  ever  marries  any 
body  but  you.  ’ 

“  By  this  time  I  hed  got  down  and  gin  her  a 
long  strong  hug,  and  a’most  twenty  or  a  dozen 
kisses,  and  I  says  : 

“  ‘You  sha’n’t  marry  nobody  but  me.  Merry 
Ann ;  and  we’ll  hev  the  marriage  this  very 
night,  ef  you  says  so  !  ’ 

“  ‘  Oh  !  psho,  Sam  !  How  you  does  talk!’ 

“‘Ef  I  don’t  marry  you  to-night.  Merry 
Ann,  I’m  a  holy  mortar,  and  a  sinner  not  to 
be  saved  by  any  salting,  though  you  puts  the 
petre  with  the  salt.  I’m  come  for  that  very 
thing.  Don’t  you  see  my  new  clothes  ?’ 

“  ‘Well,  you  hev  got  a  beautiful  coat,  Sam  ; 
all  so  blue,  and  with  sich  shiny  buttons.’ 

‘“Look  at  my  waistcoat.  Merry  Ann  !  What 
do  you  think  of  that  ?’ 

“  ‘Why,  it’s  a  most  beautiful  blue  welvet !’ 

“  ‘  That’s  the  very  article,  ’  says  I.  ‘And  see 
the  breeches.  Merry  Ann  ;  and  the  boots  !’ 

“  ‘  Well,’ says  she,  ‘I’m  fair  astonished,  Sam! 
Why  whar,  Sam,  did  you  find  all  the  money  for 
these  fine  things  ?’ 

“  ‘  A  beautiful  young  woman,  a’most  as  beau¬ 
tiful  as  you.  Merry  Ann,  come  to  me  the  very 
night  of  that  day  when  your  daddy  driv  me  off 
with  a  flea  in  my  ear.  She  come  to  me  to  my 
bed  at  midnight — ’ 

“  ‘  Oh,  Sam !  ain't  you  ashamed  !’ 

“‘’Twas  in  a  dream.  Merry  Ann ;  and  she 
tells  me  something  to  incourage  me  to  go  for’a’d. 
and  I  went  for’a’d,  bright  and  airly  next  morn¬ 
ing,  and  I  picked  up  three  sarvants  that  hev 
been  woi'king  for  me  ever  sence.’ 

“  ‘  What  sarvants?’  says  she. 

“  ‘  One  was  a  goose,  one  was  a  b’ar,  and 
t’other  was  a  bee  !’ 

“  ‘Now  you’re  a-fooling  me,  Sam.’ 

“  ‘  You’ll  see  !  Only  you  git  yourself  ready, 
for,  by  the  eternal  Hokies,  I  marries  you  this 
very  night,  and  takes  you  home  to  my  fairm 
bright  and  airly  to-morrow  morning.’ 

“‘I  do  think,  Sam,  you  must  be  downright 
crazy.  ’ 

“  ‘  You’ll  see  and  believe !  Do  you  go  home 
and  git  yourself  fixed  up  for  the  wedding.  Old 
Parson  Stovall  lives  only  two  miles  from  your 
daddy,  and  I’ll  hev  him  hyar  by  sundown. 
You’ll  see !’ 

“  ‘But  ef  I  waur  to  b’lieve  you,  Sam — ’ 

“  ‘I’ve  got  on  my  wedding-clothes  o’  purpose, 
Merry  Ann.’ 

“  ‘  But  Zhain’t  got  no  clothes  fit  for  a  gal  to 
be  married  in,’  says  she. 

“  ‘  I’ll  marry  you  this  very  night.  Merry  Ann,  ’ 
says  I,  ‘  though  you  hedn’t  a  stitch  of  clothing 
at  all !  ’ 
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“  ‘  Git  out,  you  sassy  Sam,’  says  she,  slapping 
my  face.  Then  I  kissed  her  in  her  very  mouth, 
and  a’ter  that  we  walked  on  together,  1  leading 
the  mar’. 

“  Says  she,  as  we  neared  the  house,  ‘  Sam, 
let  me  go  before,  or  stay  hyar  in  the  thick,  and 
you  go  in  by  yourself.  Daddy’s  in  the  hall, 
smoking  his  pipe  and  reading  the  newspa¬ 
pers.’ 

“  ‘We’ll walk  in  together,’ says  I,  quite  con- 
sekential. 

“Says  she,  ‘I’m  so  afeard.’ 

“  ‘  Don’t  you  be  afeard,  Merry  Ann,’  says  I ; 
‘  you’ll  see  that  all  will  come  out  jest  as  I  tells 
you.  We’ll  be  hitched  to-night,  ef  Parson 
Stovall,  or  any  other  parson,  kin  be  got  to  tie 
us  up !’ 

“Says  she,  suddently,  ‘Sam,  you’re  a-walk- 
ing  lame,  I’m  a-thinking.  What’s  the  matter? 
Hev  you  hurt  yourself  any  way  ?’ 

“  Says  I,  ‘  It’s  only  owing  to  my  not  balanc¬ 
ing  my  accounts  even  in  my  pockets.  You  see 
I  feel  so  much  like  flying  in  the  air  with  the 
idee  of  marrying  you  to-night  that  I  filled  my 
pockets  with  rocks,  jest  to  keep  me  down.’ 

‘“I  do  think,  Sam,  you’re  a  leetie  cracked 
in  the  upper  story.’ 

“  ‘Well,’  says  I,  ‘  ef  so,  the  crack  has  let  in 
a  blessed  chaince  of  the  beautifulest  sunlight ! 
You’ll  see  !  Cracked,  indeed  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Wait  till  I’ve  done  with  your  daddy!  I’m 
gwine  to  square  accounts  with  him,  and,  I 
reckon,  when  I’m  done  with  him,  you’ll  guess 
that  the  crack’s  in  his  skull,  and  not  in  mine.’ 

‘“What!  you  wouldn’t  knock  my  father. 


Sam  !’  says  she,  drawing  olF  from  me  and  look¬ 
ing  skeary. 

“  ‘  Don’t  you  be  afeard  ;  but  it’s  very  sartin, 
ef  our  heads  don’t  come  together.  Merry  Ann, 
you  won’t  hev  me  for  your  husband  to-night. 
And  that’s  what  I’ve  swore  upon.  Hyar  we 
air !  ’ 

“When  we  got  to  the  yard  I  led  in  the 
mar’,,  and  Merry  Ann  she  ran  away  from  me 
and  dodged  round  the  house.  I  hitched  the 
mar’  to  the  post,  took  off  the  saddle-hags,  which 
was  mighty  heavy,  and  walked  into  the  house 
stiff  enough  I  tell  you,  though  the  gould  in  my 
pockets  pretty  much  weighed  me  down  as  I 
walked. 

“Well,  in  I  walked,  and  thar  sat  the  old 
Squaire  smoking  his  pipe  and  reading  the 
newspaper.  He  looked  at  me  through  his 
specs  over  the  newspaper,  and  when  he  seed 
who  ’twas  his  mouth  put  on  that  same  conceited 
sort  of  grin  and  smile  that  he  ginerally  hed  when 
he  spoke  to  me. 

“‘Well,’  says  he,  gruffly  enough,  ‘it’s  you, 
Sam  Snaffles,  is  it?’  Then  he  seems  to  dis¬ 
kiver  my  new  clothes  and  boots,  and  he  sings 
out,  ‘  Heigh !  you’re  tip-toe  fine  to-day !  What 
fool  of  a  shop-keeper  in  Spartanburg  have  you 
tuk  in  this  time,  Sam  ?’ 

“Says  I,  cool  enough,  ‘I’ll  answer  all  them 
iligant  questions  a’ter  a  while,  Squaire ;  but 
would  prefar  to  see  to  business  fust.’ 

“‘Business!’  says  be;  ‘and  what  business 
kin  you  hev  with  me,  I  wants  to  know  ?’ 

“‘You  shill  know,  Squaire,  soon  enough; 
and  I  only  hopes  it  will  be  to  your  liking  a’ter 
you  I’arn  it.’ 

“  So  I  laid  my  sad¬ 
dle-bags  down  at  my 
feet  and  tuk  a  chair 
quite  at  my  ease  ;  and 
I  could  see  that  he 
was  all  astare  in  won¬ 
derment  at  what  he 
thought  my  sassiness. 
As  I  felt  I  had  my 
hook  in  his  gills, 
though  he  didn’t  know 
it  yit,  I  felt  in  the 
humor  to  tickle  him 
and  play  him  as  we 
does  a  trout. 

“Says  I,  ‘Squaire 
Hopson,  you  owes  a 
sartin  amount  of 
money,  say  $350,  with 
intrust  on  it  for  now- 
three  years,  to  Dr. 
Columbus  Mills.’ 

“At  this  he  squares 
round,  looks  me  full 
in  the  face,  and 
says ; 

“‘What  the  old 
Harry’s  that  to  you  ?’ 

“  Says  I,  gwine  on 
cool  and  straight. 
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‘You  gin  him  a  mortgage  on  this  fairm  for 
security.  ’ 

“  ‘  What’s  that  to  you  ?’  says  he. 

“  ‘The  mortgage  is  over-due  by  two  years, 
Squaire,’  says  I. 

“‘What  the  old  Harry’s  all  that  to  you,  I 
say  ?’  he  fairl3>^  roared  out. 

“  ‘Well,  nothing  much,  I  reckon.  The  $350, 
with  three  years’  intrust  at  seven  per  cent., 
making  it  now — I’ve  calkelated  it  all  without 
compounding — something  over  $425  —  well, 
Squaire,  that’s  not  much  to  you,  I  reckon,  with 
your  large  capital.  But  it’s  something  to  me.’ 

“  ‘But  I  ask  you  again.  Sir,’  he  says,  ‘what 
is  all  this  to  you  ?’ 

“  ‘  Jist  about  what  I  tells  you — say  $426  ; 
and  I’ve  come  hyar  this  morning,  bright  and 
airly,  in  hope  you’ll  be  able  to  square  up  and 
satisfy  the  mortgage.  Hyar’s  the  dockyment.’ 

“And  I  drawed  the  paper  from  my  hreast 
pocket. 

“  ‘And  you  tell  me  that  Dr.  Mills  sent  you 
hyar,  ’  says  he,  ‘  to  collect  this  money  ?’ 

“  ‘No  ;  I  come  myself  on  my  own  hook.’ 

“‘Well,’  says  he,  ‘you  shill  hev  your  an¬ 
swer  at  onst.  Take  that  paper  back  to  Dr. 
Mills  and  tell  him  that  I’ll  take  an  airly  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  call  and  arrange  the  business  with 
him.  Yon  hev  your  answer.  Sir,’  he  says, 
quite  grand,  ‘  and  the  sooner  you  makes  your¬ 
self  scarce  the  better.’ 

“  ‘  Much  obleeged  to  you,  Squaire,  for  your 
ceveelity,  ’  says  I ;  ‘  but  I  ain’t  quite  satisfied 
with  that  answer.  I’ve  come  for  the  money 
due  on  this  paper,  and  must  hev  it,  Squaire,  or 
thar  will  be  what  the  lawyers  call  four  closures 
upon  it !’ 

“  ‘  Enough  !  Tell  Dr.  Mills  I  will  answer 
his  demand  in  person.’ 

“  ‘  You  needn’t  trouble  yourself,  Squaire  ;  for 
ef  you’ll  jest  look  at  the  back  of  that  paper,  and 
read  the  ’signmeant,  you’ll  see  that  you’ve  got 
to  settle  with  Sam  Snaffles,  and  not  with  Co¬ 
lumbus  Mills !’ 

“  Then  he  snatches  up  the  dockyment,  turns 
it  over,  and  reads  the  rigilar  ’signmeant,  writ  in 
Columbus  Mills’s  own  handwrite. 

“  Then  the  Squaire  looks  at  me  with  a  great 
stare,  and  he  says,  to  himself  like : 

“  ‘It’s  a  bonny  fodder  ’signmeant.’ 

“  ‘Yes,’  says  I,  ‘it’s  bonny fodder—xxfAsx  in 
law — and  the  titles  all  made  out  complete  to 
me,  Sam  Snaffles ;  signed,  sealed,  and  deliver¬ 
ed,  as  the  lawyers  says  it.’ 

“  ‘  And  how  the  old  Harry  come  you  by  this 
paper?’ says  he. 

“I  was  gitting  riled,  and  1  was  detarmined, 
this  time,  to  gin  my  hook  a  pretty  sharp  jerk 
in  his  gills  ;  so  I  says  : 

“  ‘  What  the  old  Harry’s  that  to  you,  Squaire  ? 
Thar’s  but  one  question  ’twixt  us  two — air  you 
ready  to  pay  that  money  down  on  the  hub,  at 
onst,  to  me,  Sam  Snaffles  ?’ 

“  ‘No,  Sir,  I  am  not.’ 

“  ‘  How  long  a  time  will  you  ax  from  me,  by 
way  of  marciful  indulgence  ?’  | 


“  ‘  It  must  be  some  time  yit,’  says  he,  quite 
sulky  ;  and  then  he  goes  on  agin  : 

“‘I’d  like  to  know  how  you  come  by  that 
’signmeant,  Mr.  Snaffles.’ 

“  Mr.  Snaffles  !  Ah !  ha ! 

“  ‘  I  don’t  see  any  neecessity,’  says  I,  ‘  for 
answering  any  questions.  Thar’s  the  docky¬ 
ment  to  speak  for  itself.  You  see  that  Colum¬ 
bus  Mills  ’signs  to  me  for  full  consideration. 
That  means  I  paid  him!’ 

“  ‘  And  why  did  you  buy  this  mortgage  ?’ 

“  ‘You  might  as  well  ax  me  how  I  come  by 
the  money  to  buy  any  thing,’  says  I. 

“  ‘  Well,  I  do  ax  you,’  says  he. 

“  ‘And  I  answers  you,’  says  I,  ‘in  the  very 
words  from  your  own  mouth.  What  the  old 
Harry’s  that  to  you  ?’ 

“  ‘This  is  hardly  ’spectful,  Mr.  Snaffles,’  says 
he. 

“  Says  I,  ‘  ’Spectful  gits  only  what  ’spectful 
gives  !  Ef  any  man  but  you,  Squaire,  hed  been 
so  onrespectful  in  his  talk  to  me  as  you  hev  been 
I’d  ha’  mashed  his  muzzle!  But  I  don’t  wish 
to  be  onrespectful.  All  I  axes  is  the  civil  an¬ 
swer.  I  wants  to  know  when  you  kin  pay  this 
money  ?’ 

“  ‘  I  kain’t  say.  Sir.’ 

“‘Well,  you  see,  I  thought  as  how  you 
couldn’t  pay,  spite  of  all  your  “capital,”  as  you 
hedn’t  paid  even  the  intrust  on  it  for  three 
years ;  and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  was  in  hopes 
you  couldn’t  pay,  as  I  hed  a  liking  for  this 
fairm  always;  and  as  I  am  jest  about  to  git 
married,  you  see — ’ 

‘“Who  the  old  Harry  air  you  gwine  to 
marry?’  says  he. 

“  ‘  What  the  old  Harry’s  that  to  you  ?’  says  I, 
giving  him  as  good  as  he  sent.  But  I  went  on ; 

“‘You  may  be  sure  it’s  one  of  the  woman 
kind.  I  don’t  hanker  a’ter  a  wife  with  a  beard  ; 
and  I  expects- — God  willing,  weather  premit- 
ting,  and  the  parson  being  sober — to  be  married 
this  very  night !’ 

“  ‘To-night !’  says  he,  not  knowing  well  what 
to  say. 

“  ‘  Yes ;  you  see  I’ve  got  my  wedding- 
breeches  on.  I’m  to  be  married  to-night,  and 
I  wants  to  take  my  wife  to  her  own  fairm  as 
soon  as  I  kin.  Now,  you  see,  Squaire,  I  all 
along  set  my  hairt  on  this  fairm  of  yourn,  and 
I  detarmined,  ef  ever  I  could  git  the  “  capital,” 
to  git  hold  of  it ;  and  that  was  the  idee  I  hed 
when  I  bought  the  ’signmeant  of  the  mortgage 
from  Columbus  Mills.  So,  you  see,  ef  you 
kain’t  pay  a’ter  three  years,  you  never  kin  pay, 

I  reckon ;  and  ef  I  don’t  git  my  money  this 
day,  why — I  kain’t  help  it- — ^the  lawyers  will  hev 
to  see  to  the  four  closures  to-morrow!’ 

“  ‘Great  God,  Sir!’  says  he,  rising  out  of  his 
chair,  and  crossing  the  room  up  and  down,  ‘  do 
you  coolly  propose  to  turn  me  and  my  family 
headlong  out  of  iny  house  ?’ 

“  ‘  Well  now,’  says  I,  ‘  Squaire,  that’s  not 
edzactly  the  way  to  put  it.  As  I  reads  this 
dockyment’ — and  I  tuk  up  and  put  the  mort¬ 
gage  in  my  pocket — ‘  the  house  and  fairm  are 
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mine  by  law.  They  oust  was  yourn ;  but  it 
wants  notliing  now  but  the  four  closures  to  make 
’em  mine.’ 

“  ‘And  would  you  force  the  sale  of  property 
worth  $2000  and  more  for  a  miserable  $400  ?’ 

“  ‘  It  must  sell  for  what  it  ’ll  bring,  Squaire  ; 
and  I  stands  ready  to  buy  it  for  my  wife,  you 
see,  ef  it  costs  me  twice  as  much  as  the  mort¬ 
gage.  ’ 

“  ‘  Your  wife !’  says  he  ;  ‘  who  the  old  Harry 
is  she?  You  once  pertended  to  have  an  affec¬ 
tion  for  my  da’ter.’ 

“  ‘  So  I  hed ;  bnt  you  hedn’t  the  proper  af¬ 
fection  for  your  da’ter  that  I  hed.  You  pre¬ 
far’d  money  to  her  affections,  and  you  driv  me 
off  to  git  “capital !”  Well,  I  tuk  your  advice, 
and  I’ve  got  the  capital.’ 

‘  ‘  ‘  And  whar  the  old  Harry,’  said  he,  ‘  did 
you  git  it  ?’ 

“‘Well,  I  made  good  tairms  with  the  old 
devil  for  a  hundred  years,  and  he  found  me  in 
the  money.’ 

“  ‘It  must  hev  been  so,’  said  he.  ‘  You  waur 
not  the  man  to  git  capital  in  any  other  way.’ 

“Then  he  goes  on:  ‘But  what  becomes  of 
your  pertended  affection  for  my  da’ter  ?’ 

“  ‘  ’Twa’n’t  pertended ;  but  you  throwed  your¬ 
self  betwixt  us  with  all  your  force,  and  broke 
the  gal’s  hairt,  and  broke  mine,  so  far  as  you 
could  ;  and  as  I  couldn’t  live  without  company, 
I  hed  to  look  out  for  myself  and  find  a  wife  as 
I  could.  I  tell  you,  as  I’m  to  be  married  to¬ 
night,  and  as  I’ve  swore  a  most  etarnal  oath  to 
hev  this  fairm,  you’ll  hev  to  raise  the  wind  to¬ 
day,  and  square  off  with  me,  or  the  lawyers  will 
be  at  you  with  the  four  closures  to-morrow,  bright 
and  airly.’ 

“  ‘Dod  dern  you !’  he  cries  out.  ‘Does  you 
want  to  drive  me  mad  !’ 

“  ‘  By  no  manner  of  means,’  says  I,  jest  about 
as  cool  and  quiet  as  a  cowcumber. 

“  But  he  was  at  biling  heat.  He  was  all  over 
in  a  stew  and  a  fever.  He  filled  his  pipe  and 
lighted  it,  and  then  smashed  it  over  the  chim- 
bly.  Then  he  crammed  the  newspaper  in  the 
fire,  and  crushed  it  into  the  blaze  with  his  boot. 
Then  he  turned  to  me,  suddent,  and  said  : 

“  ‘  Yes,  you  .pertended  to  love  my  da’ter, 
and  now  you  are  pushing  her  father  to  despe¬ 
ration.  Now  ef  you  ever  did  love  Merry  Ann, 
honestly,  raally,  truly,  and  bonny  fodder^  you 
couldn’t  help  loving  her  yit.  And  yit,  hyar 
you’re  gwine  to  marry  another  woman,  that, 
prehaps,  you  don’t  affection  at  all.’ 

“  ‘It’s  quite  a  sensible  view  you  takes  of  the 
subject,’  says  I ;  ‘  the  only  pity  is  that  you  didn’t 
take  the  same  squint  at  it  long  ago,  when  I 
axed  you  to  let  me  hev  Merry  Ann.  Then  you 
didn’t  valley  her  affections  or  mine.  You  hed 
no  thought  of  nothing  but  the  “  capital”  then, 
and  the  affections  might  all  go  to  Jericho, 
for  what  you  keered !  I’d  ha’  married  Merry 
Ann,  and  she  me,  and  we’d  ha’  got  on  for  a 
spell  in  a  log-cabin,  for,  though  I  was  poor,  I 
hed  the  genwine  grit  of  a  man,  and  would  come 
to  something,  and  we’d  ha’  got  on ;  and  yit. 


without  any  “  capital”  your  own  self,  and  kivered 
up  with  debt  as  with  a  winter  over-coat,  hyar, 
you  waur  positive  that  I  shouldn’t  hev  your 
da’ter,  and  you  waur  a-preparing  to  sell  her 
hyar  to  an  old  sour-tempered  bachelor,  more 
than  double  her  age.  Dern  the  capital !  A 
man’s  the  best  capital  for  any  woman,  ef  so  be 
he  is  a  man.  Bekaise,  ef  he  he  a  man,  he’ll 
work  out  cl’ar,  though  he  may  hev  a  long  strain¬ 
ing  for  it  through  the  sieve.  Dern  the  capital ! 
You’ve  as  good  as  sold  that  gal  child  to  old 
Grimstead,  jest  from  your  love  of  money  !’ 

“  ‘But  she  won’t  hev  him,’  says  he. 

“‘The  wiser  gal  child,’  says  I.  ‘Ef  you 
only  hed  onderstood  me  and  that  poor  child,  I 
hed  it  in  me  to  make  the  “  capital” — dern  the 
capital ! — and  now  you’ve  ruined  her,  and  your¬ 
self,  and  me,  and  all ;  and  dern  my  buttons 
but  I  must  be  married  to-night,  and  jest  as 
soon  a’ter  as  the  lawyers  kin  fix  it  I  must  hev 
this  fairm  for  my  wife.  My  hairt’s  set  on  it, 
and  I’ve  swore  it  a  dozen  o’  times  on  the  Holy 
Hokies !’ 

“  The  poor  old  Squaire  fairly  sweated ;  but 
he  couldn’t  say  much.  He’d  come  up  to  me 
and  say : 

‘“  Ef  you  only  did  love  Merry  Ann !’ 

“  ‘  Oh,’  says  I,  ‘  what’s  the  use  of  your  talk¬ 
ing  that?  Ef  you  only  hed  ha’  loved  your  own 
da’ter!’ 

“Then  the  old  chap  begun  to  cry,  and  as  I 
seed  that  I  jest  kicked  over  my  saddle-bags 
lying  at  my  feet,  and  the  silver  Mexicans  rolled 
out — a  bushel  on  ’em,  I  reckon — and,  O  Lawd ! 
how  the  old  fellow  jumped,  staring  with  all  his 
eyes  at  me  and  the  dollars ! 

“  ‘  It’s  money  !’  says  he. 

“  ‘  Yes,’  says  I,  ‘jest  a  few  hundreds  of  thou¬ 
sands  of  my  “capital.”’  I  didn’t  stop  at  the 
figgers,  you  see. 

“  Then  he  turns  to  me  and  says,  ‘  Sam  Snaf¬ 
fles,  you’re  a  most  wonderful  man.  You’re  a 
mystery  to  me.  Whar,  in  the  name  of  God, 
hev  you  been?  and  what  hev  you  been  doing? 
and  whar  did  you  git  all  this  power  of  capital  ?’ 

“I  jest  laughed,  and  went  to  the  door  and 
called  Merry  Ann.  She  come  mighty  quick. 
I  reckon  she  was  watching  and  waiting. 

“  Says  I,  ‘  Merry  Ann,  that’s  money.  Pick 
it  up  and  put  it  back  in  the  saddle-bags,  ef  you 
please.’ 

“Then  says  I,  turning  to  the  old  man, 
‘  Thar’s  that  whole  bushel  of  Mexicans,  I  reck¬ 
on.  Thar  monstrous  heavy.  My  old  mar’ — 
ax  her  about  her  ribs  now! — she  fairly  squelched 
onder  the  weight  of  me  and  that  money.  And 
I’m  pretty  heavy  loaded  myself.  I  must  light¬ 
en  ;  with  your  leave,  Squaire.’ 

“And  I  pulled  out  a  leetle  doeskin  bag  of 
gould  half  eagles  from  my  right-hand  pocket 
and  poured  them  out  upon  the  table ;  then  I 
emptied  my  left-hand  pocket,  then  the  side 
pockets  of  the  coat,  then  the  skairt  pockets, 
and  jist  spread  the  shiners  out  upon  the  table. 

“Merry  Ann  was  fairly  frightened,  and  run 
out  of  the  room  ;  then  the  old  woman  she  come 
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in,  and  as  the  old  Squaire  seed  her,  he  tuk  her 
by  the  shoulder  and  said  : 

“  ‘Jest  you  look  at  that  thar.’ 

“And  when  she  looked  and  seed,  the  poor 
old  hypercritical  scamp  sinner  turned  round 
to  me  and  flung  her  airms  round  my  neci,  and 
said ; 

“‘I  always  said  you  waur  the  only  right 
man  for  Merry  Ann.’  ^ 

“The  old  spooney! 

“Well,  when  I  hed  let  ’em  look  enough,  and 
wonder  enough,  I  jest  turned  Merry  Ann  and 
her  mother  out  of  the  room. 

“The  old  Squaire,  he  waur  a-setting  down 
agin  in  his  airm-chair,  not  edzactly  knowing 
what  to  say  or  what  to  do,  hut  watching  all  my 
motions,  jest  as  sharp  as  a  cat  watches  a  mouse 
when  she  is  hafe  hungry. 

“  Thar  was  all  the  Mexicans  put  back  in  the 
saddle-bags,  but  he  hed  seen  ’em,  and  thar  was 
all  the  leetle  bags  of  gould  spread  upon  the  ta¬ 
ble  ;  the  gould — hafe  and  quarter  eagles — jest 
lying  out  of  the  mouths  of  the  leetle  hags  as  ef 
wanting  to  creep  back  agin. 

“  And  thar  sot  the  old  Squaire,  looking  at 
’em  all  as  greedy  as  a  fish-hawk  down  upon  a 
pairch  in  the  river.  And,  betwixt  a  whine  and 
a  cry  and  a  talk,  he  says  : 

“  ‘  Ah,  Sam  Snafiles,  ef  you  ever  did  love  my 
leetle  Merry  Ann,  you  would  never  marry  any 
other  woman.’ 

“  Then  you  ought  to  ha’  seed  me.  I  felt  my¬ 
self  sixteen  feet  high,  and  jest  as  solid  as  a 
chestnut  oak.  I  walked  up  to  the  old  man, 
and  I  tuk  him  quiet  by  the  collar  of  his  coat, 
with  my  thumb  and  forefinger,  and  I  said  : 

“  ‘  Git  up,  Squaire,  for  a  bit.’ 

“And  up  he  got. 

“Then  I  marched  him  to  the  big  glass  agin 
the  wall,  and  I  said  to  him :  ‘  Look,  ef  you 
please.’ 

“And  he  said,  ‘I’m  looking.’ 

“And  I  said,  ‘What  does  you  see?’ 

“He  answered,  ‘I  sees  you  and  me.’ 

“I  says,  ‘Look  agin,  and  tell  me  what  you 
obzarves.’ 


“look  aoin,  and  tell  me  what  you  obzakves.” 


“  ‘Well,’  says  he,  ‘I  obzarves.’ 

“And  says  I,  ‘What  does  your  ohzarving 
amount  to?  That’s  the  how.’ 

“And  says  he,  ‘I  sees  a  man  alongside 
of  me,  as  good-looking  and  handsome  a  young 
man  as  ever  I  seed  in  all  my  life.’ 

“  ‘Well,’  says  I,  ‘  that’s  a  correct  obzarvation. 
But,’  says  I,  ‘what  does  you  see  of  woew  own 
stiff 

“  ‘Well,  I  kain’t  edzackly  say.’ 

“  ‘Look  good  !’  says  1.  ‘  Obzarve.’ 

“Says  he,  ‘Don’t  ax  me.’ 

“  ‘Now,’  says  I,  ‘that  won’t  edzactly  do.  I 
tell  you  now,  look  good,  and  ax  yourself  ef  you’re 
the  sawt  of  looking  man  that  hes  any  right  to 
be  a  feyther-in-law  to  a  fine,  young,  handsome- 
looking  fellow  like  me,  what’s  got  the  “capi-' 
tal r’  ’  . 

“Thdn  he  laughed  out  at  the  humoA’  of  the 
sitivation ;  and  he  says,  ‘Well,  Sain  Snaffles, 
you’ve  got  me  dead  this  time.  You’re  a  dif¬ 
ferent  man  from  what  I  thought  you.  But, 
Sam,  you’ll  confess,  I  reckon,  'that  ef  I  hedii’t 
sent  you  off  with  a  flea  in  your  ear  when  I  hed 
you  up  afore  the  looking-glass,  you’d  never  ha’ 
gone  to  work  to  git  in  the  “capital.”’ 

“  ‘I  don’t  know  that,  Squaire,’  says  I.  ‘  Sar- 
Gumstances  sarve  to  make  a  man  take  one  road 
when  he  inout  take  another;  but  when  you 
meets  a  man  what  has  the  hairt  to  love  a  wo¬ 
man  strong  as  a  lion,  and  to  fight  an  inimy 
big  as  a  buffalo,  he’s  got  the  raal  grit  in  him. 
You  knowed  I  was  young,  and  I  was  poor,  and 
you  knowed  the  business  of  a  hunter  is  a  mighty 
poor  business  ef  the  man  ain’t  born  to  it. 
Well,  I  didn’t  do  much  at  it  jest  bekaise  my 
hairt  was  so  full  of  Merry  Ann  ;  and  you  should 
ha’  made  a  calkilation  and  allowed  for  that. 
But  you  poked  your  fun  at  me  and  riled  me 
consumedly ;  but  I  was  detarmined  that  you 
shouldn’t  break  my  hairt  or  the  hairt  of  Merry 
Ann.  Well,  you  hed  your  humors,  and  I’ve 
tried  to  take  the  change  out  of  you.  And 
now,  ef  you  raally  thinks,  a’ter  that  obzarvation 
in  the  glass,  that  you  kin  make  a  respectable 
feyther-in-law  to  sich  a  fine-looking  fellow  as 
me,  what’s  got  the  “  capital,”  jest  say  the  word, 
and  we’ll  call  Merry  Ann  in  to  bind  the  bar-  ' 
gin.  And  you  must  talk  out  quick,  for  the 
wedding’s  to  take  place  this  very  night.  I’ve 
swore  it  by  the  etarnal  Hokies.’ 

“  ‘  To-night  1’  says  he. 

“‘Look  at  the  “capital”’  says  I;  and  I 
pinted  to  the  gould  on  the  table  and  the  silver 
in  the  saddle-bags. 

‘“But,  Lawd  love  you,  Sam,’  says  he,  ‘it’s 
so  suddent,  and  we  kain’t  make  the  preparations 
in  time.’ 

“Says  I,  ‘Look  at  the  “capital,”  Squaire, 
and  dern  the  preparations  !  ’ 

“  ‘But,’  says  he,  ‘we  hain’t  time  to  ax  the 
company.’ 

“‘Dern  the  company’!’  says  I;  ‘I  don’t 
b’lieve  in  company  the  very  night  a  man  gits 
married.  His  new  wife’s  company  enough  for 
him  ef  he’s  sensible.’ 
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‘“But,  Sam,’  says  he,  ‘it’s  not  possible  to 
git  up  a  supper  by  to-night. 

“Says  I,  ‘Look  you,  Squaire,  the  very  last 
thing  a  man  wants  on  his  wedding  night  is 
supper.  ’ 

“Then  he  said  something  about  the  old  wo¬ 
man,  his  wife. 

“  Says  I,  ‘  Jest  you  call  her  in  and  show  her 
the  “capital.”’ 

“So  he  called  in  the  old  woman,  and  then 
in  come  Merry  Ann,  and  thar  was  great  hem- 
mings  and  hawings ;  and  the  old  woman  she 
said : 

“  ‘  I’ve  only  got  the  one  da’ter,  Sam,  and  we 
must  hev  a  big  wedding  !  We  must  spread  our¬ 
selves.  We’ve  got  a  smart  chaince  of  friends 
and  acquaintances,  you  see,  and  ’twon’t  be  de¬ 
cent  onless  we  axes  them,  and  they  won’t  like 
it !  We  must  make  a  big  show  for  tire  honor 
and  ’spectability  of  the  family.’ 

“  Says  I,  ‘  Look  you,  old  lady  !  I’ve  swore 
a  most  tremendous  oath,  by  the  Holy  Hokies, 
that  MeiTy  Ann'and  me  air  to  be  married  this 
very  night,  and  I  kain’t  break  sich  an  oath  as 
that !  Merry  Ann,’  says  I,  ‘  you  wouldn’t  hev 
me  break  sich  a  tremendous  oath  as  that  ?’ 

“And,  all  in  a  trimble,  she  says,  ‘Never, 
Sam!  No!’ 

“‘You  hyar  that,  old  lady!’  says  I.  ‘We 
marries  to-night,  by  the  Holy  Hokies !  and 
we’ll  hev  no  company  but  old  Parson  Stovall, 
to  make  the  hitch  ;  and  Merry  Ann  and  me  go 
off  by  sunrise  to-morrow  morning — you  hyar  ? — 
to  my  own  fairm,  whar  thar’s  a  great  deal  of 
furniter  fixing  for  her  to  do.  A’ter  that  you 
kin  advartise  the  whole  county  to  come  in,  ef 
you  please,  and  eat  all  the  supper  you  kin 
spread!  Now  hurry  up,’  says  I,  ‘and  git  as 
ready  as  you  kin,  for  I’m  gwine  to  ride  over 
to  Parson  Stovall’s  this  minit.  I’ll  be  back 
to  dinner  in  hafe  an  hour.  Men'y  Ann,  you 
gether  up  that  gould  and  silver,  and  lock  it  up. 
It’s  our  “  capital !”  As  for  you,  Squaire,  thar’s 
the  mortgage  on  your  fairm,  which  Merry  Ann 
shiU  give  you,  to  do  as  you  please  with  it,  as 
soon  as  the  parson  has  done  the  hitch,  and  I 
kin  call  Merry  Ann,  Mrs.  Snaffles — Madam 
■  Merry  Ann  Snaffles,  and  so  forth,  and  afore¬ 
said.’ 

“I  laid  down  the  law  that  time  for  all  par¬ 
ties,  and  showed  the  old  Squaire  sich  a  picter 
of  himself,  and  me  standing  aside  him,  looking 
seven  foot  high,  at  the  least,  that  I  jest  worked 
the  business  ’cording  to  my  own  pleasure. 
When  neither  the  daddy  nor  the  mammy  bed 
any  thing  more  to  say,  I  jumped  on  my  mar’ 
and  rode  over  to  old  Parson  Stovall. 

“Says  I,  ‘Parson,  thar’s  to  be  a  hitch  to¬ 
night,  and  you’re  to  see  a’ter  the  right  knot. 
You  knows  what  I  means.  I  wants  you  over 
at  Squaire  Hopson’s.  Me  and  Merry  Ann, 
his  da’ter,  mean  to  hop  the  twig  to-night,  and 
you’re  to  see  that  we  hop  squar’,  and  that  all’s 
even,  ’cording  to  the  law,  Moses,  and  the  prof¬ 
its  !  I  stand  treat.  Parson,  and  you  won’t  be 
the  worse  for  your  riding.  I  pays  in  gould !’ 


“  So  he  promised  to  come  by  dusk  ;  and  come 
he  did.  The  old  lady  bed  got  some  supper, 
and  tried  her  best  to  do  what  she  could  at  sich 
short  notice.  The  venison  ham  was  mighty 
fine,  I  reckon,  for  Parson  Stovall  played  a  great 
stickiht  it ;  and  ef  they  hedn’t  cooked  up  four 
of  my  wild-geese,  then  the  devil’s  an  angel  of 
light,  and  Sam  Snaffles  no  better  than  a  sinner ! 
And  thar  was  any  quantity  of  jimmyjohns,  peach 
and  honey  considered.  Parson  Stovall  was  a 
great  feeder,  and  I  begun  to  think  he  never 
would  be  done.  But  at  last  he  wiped  his  mouth, 
swallowed  his  fifth  cup  of  coffee,  washed  it  down 
with  a  stiff  dram  of  peach  and  honey,  wiped  his 
mouth  agin,  and  pulled  out  his  prayer-book, 
psalmody,  and  Holy  Scrip — three  volumes  in 
all — and  he  hemmed  three  times,  and  begun  to  . 
look  out  for  the  marriage  text,  but  begun  with 
giving  out  the  100th  Psalm. 

“  ‘With  one  consent,  let’s  all  unite — ’ 

“  ‘  No,’  says  I,  ‘  Parson  ;  not  all !  It’s  only 
Merry  Ann  and  me  what’s  to  unite  to-night !  ’ 
“Jest  then,  afore  he  could  answer,  who 
should  pop  in  but  old  bachelor  Grimstead !  and 
he  looked  round  ’bout  him,  specially  upon  me 
and  the  parson,  as  ef  to  say  : 

“  ‘  What  the  old  Harry’s  they  doing  hyar !’ 

“  And  I  could  see  that  the  old  Squaire  was 
oneasy.  But  the  blessed  old  Parson  Stovall,  he 
gin  ’em  no  time  for  ixplanation  or  palaver ;  but 
he  gits  up,  stands  up  squar’,  looks  solemn  as  a 
meat-axe,  and  he  says  : 

“  ‘  Let  the  parties  which  I’m  to  hind  together 
in  the  holy  bonds  of  wedlock  stand  up  before 
me !’ 

“  And,  Lawd  bless  you,  as  he  says  the  words, 
what  should  that  old  skunk  of  a  bachelor  do, 
but  he  gits  up,  stately  as  an  old  buck  in  spring 
time,  and  he  marches  over  to  my  Merry  Ann ! 
But  I  was  too  much  and  too  spry  for  him.  I 
puts  in  betwixt  ’em,  and  I  takes  the  old  bachelor 
by  his  coat-collar,  ’twixt  my  thumb  and  fore¬ 
finger,  and  afore  he  knows  whar  he  is,  I  marches 
him  up  to  the  big  looking-glass,  and  I  says : 

“  ‘Look!’ 

“  ‘  Well,’  says  he,  ‘  what  ?’ 

“  ‘  Look  good,’  says  I. 

“  ‘  I’m  looking,’  says  he.  ‘  But  what  do  you 
mean.  Sir?’ 

“Says  I,  ‘Obzarve!  Do  you  see  yourself? 
Obzarve !  ’ 

‘“I  reckon  I  do,’  says  he. 

“‘Then,’  says  I,  ‘ax  yourself  the  question, 
ef  you’re  the  sawt  of  looking  man  to  marry  my 
Merry  Ann.’ 

“  Then  the  old  Squaire  burst  out  a-laughing. 
He  couldn’t  help  it. 

“  ‘  Capital !’  says  he. 

“  ‘It’s  capital,’  says  I.  ‘But  hyar  we  air. 
Parson.  Put  on  the  hitch,  jest  as  quick  as  you 
kin  clinch  it ;  for  thar’s  no  telling  how  many 
slips  thar  may  be  ’twixt  the  cup  and  the  lips 
when  these  hungry  old  bachelors  air  about.’ 

“  ‘  Who  gives  away  this  young  woman  ?’  axes 
the  parson  ;  and  the  Squaire  stands  up  and  does 
the  thing  needful.  I  lied  the  ring  ready,  and 
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before  the  parson  had  quite  got  through,  old 
Grimstead  vamoosed. 

“  He  waur  a  leetle  slow  in  onderstanding  that 
he  warn’t  wanted,  and  warn’t,  nohow,  any  party 
to  the  business.  But  he  and  the  Squaire  hed 
a  mighty  quarrel  a’terwards,  and  ef ’t  hedn’t 
been  for  me,  he’d  ha’  licked  the  Squaire.  He 
was  able  to  do  it ;  but  I  jest  cocked  my  cap  at 
him  one  day,  and,  says  I,  in  the  Injin  language  : 

“‘Yaou!’  And  he  didn’t  know  what  I 
meant ;  but  I  looked  tomahawks  at  him,  so  he 
gin  ground;  and  he’s  getting  old  so  fast  that 
you  kin  see  him  growing  downwards  all  the  time. 

“All  that,  Jedge,  is  jest  thirteen  years  ago  ; 
and  me  and  Merry  Ann  git  on  famously,  and 
thar’s  no  eend  to  the  capital !  Gould  breeds 
like  the  cows,  and  it’s  only  needful  to  squeeze 
the  bags  now  and  then  to  make  Merry  Ann 
happy  as  a  tomtit.  Thirteen  years  of  married 
life,  and  look  at  me  !  You  see  for  yourself, 
Jedge,  that  I’m  not  much  the  worse  for  wear ; 
and  I  kin  answer  for  Merry  Ann,  too,  though, 
Jedge,  we  hev  hed  thirty-six  children.” 

“What!”  says  I,  “thirty-six  children  in 
thirteen  years !  ” 


The  “Big  Lie”  roared  aloud. 

“  Hurrah,  Sharp  !  Go  it!  You’re  making 
it  spread !  That  last  shot  will  make  the  Jedge 
know  that  you’re  a  right  truthful  sinner,  of  a 
Saturday  night,  and  in  the  ‘Lying  Camp.’  ” 

“To  be  sure!  You  see,  Merry  Ann  keeps 
on.  But  you’ve  only  got  to  do  the  ciphering 
for  yourself.  Here,  now,  Jedge,  look  at  it. 
Count  for  yourself.  First  we  had  three  gal 
children,  you  see.  Very  well!  Put  down 
three.  Then  we  had  six  boys,  one  every  year 
for  four  years ;  and  then,  the  fifth  yeai-.  Merry 
Ann  throwed  deuce.  Now  put  down  the  six 
boys  a’ter  the  three  gals,  and  ef  that  don’t  make 
thirty-six,  thar’s  no  snakes  in  all  Flurriday! 

“Now,  men,”  says  Sam,  “let’s  liquor  all 
round,  and  drink  the  health  of  Mrs.  Merry  Ann 
Snaffles  ancf  the  thirty-six  children,  all  alive 
and  kicking;  and  glad  to  see  you,  Jedge,  and 
the  rest  of  the  company.  We’re  doing  right 
well ;  but  I  hes,  every  now  and  then,  to  put  my 
thumb  and  forefinger  on  the  Squaire’s  collar, 
and  show  him  his  face  in  the  big  glass,  and  call 
on  him  for  an  ohzarvation — for  he’s  mighty  fond 
of  going  shar's  in  my  ‘  capital.’  ” 
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THE  OLD  LOVE  AGAIN. 


By  ANNIE  THOMAS. 

CHAPTER  X. 


MK.  MANNBKS’S  PROJECT  AND  PEARLS. 

“  T  KNEW  it  already,”  Nina  said,  in  a  low 
J_  voice. 

“  You  have  heard  from  him,  then  ?”  he  asked, 
with  prompt  jealousy. 

“  I  have  seen  him,  ”  she  said.  And  his  heart 
throbbed  with  a  quicker  pulsation  as  he  thought, 

“  The  game  is  up,  then,  for  me.”  He  did  not 
seem  inclined  to  continue  the  conversation,  and 
so,  after  a  few  moments,  Nina  said, 

“Tell  me  how  you  know  that  Mr.  Barring¬ 
ton  is  in  town.” 

“How?  Oh!  When  I  found  that  there  was 
no  chance  of  seeing  my  mother  and  you  in  the 
park,  I  took  a  cab  down  to  her  house,  hoping 
to  find  you  there  still.  I  heard  that  you  had 
all  gone  out  together,  and  that  my  mother  was 
expected  back  in  half  an  hour.  A  friend  of 
mine,  who  happened  to  be  an  acquaintance  of 
Mr.  Barrington’s,  was  with  me ;  and  while  we 
were  standing  at  the  window,  waiting  for  my 
mother  to  come  back,  my  friend  pointed  out  a 
man,  who  was  calling  at  the  house  opposite,  as 
‘  Gerald  Barrington.’  Of  course  he  had  no 
idea  that  I  had  any  interest  in  the  name ;  but 
he  pointed  Barrington  out  as  a  man  he  knew.” 

“Calling  at  the  house  opposite  to  your  mo¬ 
ther's  ?”  Nina  almost  gasped.  “Are  you  sure — 
sure 

“Yes,  quite  sure,”  he  answered,  in  some 
surprise. 

“You  did  not  hear  from  your  mother,  then, 
that  that  was  the  very  house  Mrs.  Eldon  is  liv¬ 
ing  in  ?” 

No.  Is  it  ?  I  didn’t  wait  for  my  mother, 
after  all.  I  was  anxious  to  get  home  and  have 
a  quiet  think  by  myself.  Mrs.  Eldon  didn’t 
mention  to  you  that  she  expected  Mr.  Barring¬ 
ton  ?” 

“  No.  Perhaps  she  didn’t  expect  him,”  Nina 
suggested. 

“  I  don’t  know  ;  but  I  should  imagine  that  he 
was  expected.  There  was  a  man  waiting  to 
take  his  horse,  and  a  pretty  woman  was  stand¬ 
ing  at  the  window,  dressed  in  black,  and  beam¬ 
ing  with  smiles  ;  he  had  the  air  of  being  expect¬ 
ed,  too,  as  he  knocked  at  the  door.”  John 
Manners  would  not  say  a  word  more  than  the 
truth,  but  he  would  not  keep  back  a  particle 
of  it  that  might  pain  Nina.  He  was  not  ready 
to  kill  her,  in  order  to  effect  her  t:ure ;  but  he 
was  ready  to  hurt  her  very  much  indeed  for  her 
future  health’s  sake. 

“And  did  not  he  tell  you  that  ho  was  on  in¬ 
timate  terms  with  Mrs.  Eldon  ?”  he  returned, 
after  a  brief  silence. 

‘  ‘  How  should  he  tell  me  ?”  Nina  said,  irritably. 

“Why  should  he  not?  It  would  have  been 
only  natural  and  straightforward  for  him  to 


mention  such  a  fact  to  you,  particularly  as  she 
was  your  intimate  friend  with  whom  you  were 
staying  when  you  met  him  in  the  country,  at  a 
time  he  did  not  know  her.” 

“  I  detest  digging  and  delving  into  people’s 
motives,”  Nina  said,  warmly.  “Perhaps  he 
forgot  it.” 

“  In  the  joy  of  seeing  you,  perhaps  he  did. 
When  did  you  see  him  ?” 

“  This  afternoon,  after  I  parted  with  your 
mother,”  Nina  said,  gazing  round  upon  him. 

“Tlien  he  must  have  been  on  his  way  to  the 
lovely  widow’s  house,”  he  said,  coldly  and  rather 
cruelly.  “  It  could  not  have  escaped  his  mem¬ 
ory,  then.” 

“We  did  not  speak  to  each  other,”  Nina 
said,  feeling  driven  to  open  confession. 

“  Thank  Heaven  for  it !”  Mr.  Manners  said  ; 
and  as  he  said  it  he  came  a  little  nearer  to 
Nina ;  and  the  light  in  the  room  was  very  soft 
and  low,  and  they  were  alone. 

“We  only  bowed  to  each  other,”  Nina  ex¬ 
plained.  And  then  she  thought,  “He  will  think, 
if  I  don’t  tell  him  the  truth,  that  I  gave  the  in¬ 
itiative — that  I  repulsed  him.  ”  And  her  heart 
and  her  taste  revolted  at  practicing  any  form 
of  deceit  toward  this  man  at  her  side. 

“  I  was  prepared  to  hear  many  words  from 
Gerald  Barrington  when  I  did  see  him,”  she 
said,  firmly.  “I  was  expecting  very  import¬ 
ant  words  from  him.  I  can  only  hope  you  will 
not  quite  despise  me  when  I  tell  you  that  my 
depression  just  now  was  due  to  disappointment. 
He  passed  me  almost  coldly.” 

“  For  your  sake  I  can  only  say,  thank  Heaven 
for  it!”  Mr.  Manners  said.  But  he  sat  more 
upright,  and  he  moved  his  arm  from  the  back 
of  the  sofa ;  and  Nina  felt  that  the  crisis  had 
come  that  evening  for  him,  and  that  he  had 
passed  it  safely. 

“  If  I  could  only  condescend  to  make  it  clear 
to  him  that  in  my  heart  I  am  glad  that  it  is  so 
with  Gerald  Barrington,  it  would  be  all  right, 
even  now;  but  I  can’t  stoop  to  conquer.”  So 
she  thought  as  she  sat  twisting  her  fan  and  her 
handkerchief  to  pieces.  And  he  watched  her 
nervous  movements  and  deplored  her  misguided 
fancy. 

“  To  think  that  she  should  wear  the  willow 
for  a  fellow  who  can  leave  her  for  the  first  fair 
face  bent  kindly  upon  him  !”  he  thought.  “  To 
think  that  he  should  know  so  little  of  me  as  to 
believe  me  capable  of  continuing  to  love  Gerald 
Barrington,  after  all!”  she  thought.  And  by 
“  after  all”  she  meant  all  that  intimate  com¬ 
munion  and  companionship  which  she  had  en¬ 
joyed  with  John  Manners,  and  after  the  possi¬ 
bility  had  entered  her  mind  of  being  offered  a 
slight  by  Gerald  Barrington. 

But  they  could  not  see  each  other’s  thoughts. 
Consequently  they  sat  there,  side  by  side,  each 
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misunderstanding  the  other’s  silence  and  embar¬ 
rassment,  and  both  being  misunderstood  by 
sundry  sauntering  guests,  who  came  in  and 
looked  at  them  and  went  out  again,  and  whis¬ 
pered  it  about  that  “Miss  Delany  was  really 
getting  desperate !  She  didn’t  care  how  much 
she  compromised  herself,  provided  she  could 
only  compromise  John  Manners  by  that  seclu¬ 
sion  into  which  she  had  plunged  with  him." 
And  a  few  who  knew  a  little — and  but  a  little 
■ — of  his  domestic  relations,  “wondered  what 
Miss  Graves  would  say!”  for  it  was  getting 
pretty  generally  known  in  circles  into  which 
Mrs.  Manners’s  mind  had  penetrated  that  the 
pretty  little  cousin  was  brought  up  to  town  to 
marry  John  Manners. 

Miss  Delany  saw  the  looks,  and  guessed  at 
the  whisperings,  and  was  superbly  indifferent 
to  both.  She  had  nothing  to  lose  and  nothing 
to  gain,  now  that  John  Manners  seemed  to  be 
calmly  resigning  her  and  his  opportunity.  In 
reality,  their  intercourse  was  restricted  to  the 
merest  commonplaces  after  she  told  him  that 
Gerald  Barrington  and  herself  had  held  no 
communication.  In  appearance,  it  was  warm, 
close,  and  confiding. 

“When  I  went  into  the  room  Mr.  Manners 
was  leaning  on  his  elbow  by  her  side,  with  his 
head  on  her  shoulder  almost,”  one  lady  said, 
moving  John  Manners  many  inches  nearer  to 
Nina  than  the  facts  of  the  case  warranted. 
“  If  we  don’t  hear  that  it’s  an  engagement  in  a 
few  days  after  this  it  will  be  an  outrage  on  so¬ 
ciety,  and  on  your  house  in  particular,”  another 
guest  said  to  the  hostess,  who  was  daughterless 
and  lenient. 

Appearances  confirmatory  of  the  worst  that 
was  feared,  namely,  that  Mr.  Manners  was 
really  and  properly  engaged  to  the  belle  whose 
brightness  had  been  the  theme  of  far  too  uni¬ 
versal  praise  for  far  too  long  a  time,  were  kept 
up  to  the  last.  It  was  on  Mr.  Manners’s  arm 
that  Miss  Delany  descended  at  length  to  get 
into  her  step-mother’s  carriage.  He  had  du¬ 
tifully  waited,  close  at  hand,  while  she  made 
her  adieus,  and  he  did  not  appear  again.  In¬ 
quiring  friends  were  at  once  “  satisfied”  and 
savage. 

It  chanced  just  about  this  time  that  old  Mrs. 
Manners  was  seized  with  a  mighty  longing  for 
uninterrupted  routine,  and  a  return  to  the  nor¬ 
mal  quiet  of  a  country  life.  She  wanted  to 
have  her  days  and  her  hours  and  her  habits 
and  little  fidgets  to  herself;  and  dear  as  her 
niece  was  to  her,  that  niece,  by  reason  of  her 
youth,  interfered  with  the  placid  harmony  of 
the  programme.  “  It  is  high  time  that  John 
made  up  his  mind,”  the  old  lady  thought,  as 
she  was  dressing  on  the  morning  after  that  party 
at  which  John  and  Nina  had  been  considered 
to  compromise  each  other.  And  then  she  re¬ 
solved  that  she  would  speak  to  her  son  that  day. 

She  would  have  a  capital  opportunity  for  do¬ 
ing  so — at  least,  so  she  thought.  John  was 
coming  to  dine  with  them ;  and  after  dinner, 
while  Edith  was  discoursing  sweet  music  in  the 
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front  drawing-room,  Mrs.  Manners  would,  over 
the  coffee  that  he  loved,  open  her  heart  and 
unfold  her  desires  to  her  son.  Edith,  as  a  niece, 
had  been  all  that  was  desirable.  She  had  been 
what  some  people  would  have  called  subservi¬ 
ent  to  the  masterful  old  lady  ;  but  it  came  easy 
to  Edith  to  be  so.  As  a  daughter-in-law,  she 
would,  of  course,  be  the  same.  Besides,  Mrs. 
Manners,  having  watched  over  them  all  her  life, 
felt  sure  of  Edith’s  morals,  “which  was  more 
than  she  did  of  most  young  women’s,”  she  added 
to  herself.  Additionally,  she  had  a  strong  in¬ 
centive  to  arranging  the  match  without  delay  in  a 
dawning  fear  she  had  of  what  she  termed  “Miss 
Delany’s  ways.  ” 

Mrs.  Manners  did  a  great  deal  in  the  quiet, 
comfortable  preparation  line  that  day.  She 
went  out  herself,  in  the  heat  of  the  day,  and  se¬ 
lected  a  bit  of  the  biggest,  pinkest  salmon  that 
the  old  court  suburb  could  supply.  Perfectly 
oblivious  of  the  fact  that  her  son  was  in  the 
habit  of  dining  at  the  best  and  most  recherche 
clubs,  Mrs.  Manners  organized  what  she  imag¬ 
ined  would  be  a  treat  to  him,  in  the  shape  of  a 
repast  in  which  many  of  the  delicacies  of  the 
season  had  a  place.  “Men  are  always  more 
amenable  to  reason  after  a  good  dinner,”  she 
told  herself,  complacently,  when  she  had  made 
all  her  arrangements.  And  then,  it  being  late 
in  the  afternoon,  she  went  up  to  Edith’s  room 
to  see  what  the  girl  thought  of  wearing. 

“John  will  be  here  soon.  Are  you  nearly 
read}^  Edith  ?”  Mrs.  Manners  said,  coming  in 
with  the  animation  of  self-satisfied  bustle  upon 
her  face.  Edith  was  lying  on  the  bed,  reading, 
unexcited,  sleepy,  in  fact,  and  consequently  un¬ 
sympathetic. 

“  He  surely  won’t  be  here  two  hours  before 
dinner,  aunt?  It’s  only  half  past  four.” 

“At  any  rate,  I  should  like  you  to  be  ready 
when  he  does  come,”  the  old  lady  said,  testily  ; 
and  then  she  bustled  up  to  the  door  of  the  ward¬ 
robe,  and  asked  what  dress  Edith  meant  to  wear. 

“  Oh,  it  doesn’t  much  matter,”  Edith  said,  in¬ 
differently,  without  looking  up  from  her  book. 

“But  I  tell  you  it  does  matter;  not  more 
than  one  girl  in  a  thousand  can  afford  to  dis¬ 
regard  her  appearance,  and  3mu’re  not  that  one, 
my  dear.” 

“  Who  is  coming?”  Edith  asked,  languidly — 
the  afternoon  heat  was  making  her  very  heavy  ; 
moreover,  she  was  in  the  midst  of  a  very  pleas¬ 
ant  page  of  “Jenny  Bell’s”  adventures. 

“  John  is  coming.” 

“Any  one  else,  aunt  ?” 

“No.” 

“  Oh,  then,  John  never  does  notice  dress.  I 
shall  wear  that  same  spotted  muslin.” 

Mrs.  Manners  took  out  the  spotted  muslin  and 
looked  at  it,  and  shook  her  head. 

“It’s  tumbled,”  she  said,  “and  to-night  you 
must  look  your  best,  my  dear;  put  on  your  new 
white  llama,  with  the  blue  velvet  trimmings,  and 
I  will  give  you  what  I  have  always  intended  for 
3'ou,  that  pearl  necklet  and  bracelets  that  make 
your  white  skin  look  whiter.” 
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Tlien  Edith  roused  up  to  the  full  knowledge 
of  all  that  was  expected  of  and  for  her,  and  got 
otf  the  bed,  and  began  her  toilet,  looking  very 
flushed  and  pretty.  For  though  it  was  “  only 
John”  who  was  coming  to  see  how  well  she 
looked  in  the  white  llama,  and  the  pearl  neck¬ 
let  and  bracelets,  he  became  of  importance  in 
her  eyes  the  instant  she  assumed  (from  his 
mother’s  manner)  that  he  had  the  will  as  well 
as  the  power  to  confer  upon  her  the  dignity  of 
“a  married  woman.”  For  blue-eyed  Edith  was 
a  booby  of  the  purest  wmter,  and  she  believed 
that  the  badge  of  matronhood  would  bring  only- 
honor  and  glory  and  consideration  to  her,  with 
very  few  cares  and  unpleasant  duties  to  balance 
these  things.  So  she  arrayed  herself  in  full  ar¬ 
mor,  and  w-as  ready  to  do  battle  against  him  long 
before  John  arrived. 

He  came  just  at  the  right  moment,  just  as  the 
dinner  was  ready,  just  as  his  mother  w-as  getting 
impatient  for  his  presence.  It  was  pleasant  to 
the  old  lady,  since  she  had  ordered  her  cuisine  so 
carefully,  to  find  that  his  appetite  was  hearty, 
and  his  palate  pleased  with  that  which  she  had 
provided  for  him.  Hut  it  was  not  pleasant  to  her 
to  find  that  he  was  grave,  silent,  self-absorbed ; 
that  he  was  not  amenable  to  the  subtle  flat¬ 
tery  of  dishes  that  “  had  been  favorites  of  his.” 
“He  will  relax  over  the  coffee,”  Mrs.  Manners 
thought ;  so  she  set  Edith  down  to  the  piano  in 
the  front-room,  and  drew  her  son  away  to  the 
softly  cushioned  sofa  in  the  shaded  back-room, 
where  they  were  screened  from  the  actual  pres¬ 
ence  of  the  girl  by  the  falling  curtains  that 
draped  the  division  doorway'. 

Edith  played,  glibly,  decidedly  badly,  as  half- 
instructed  girls  are  apt  to  do.  She  played  pop¬ 
ular  airs  arranged  for  the  display  of  much  exe¬ 
cution  with  a  spirit  and  dash  that  attracted  the 
ear  and  favorable  regard  of  perambulating  pot¬ 
boys  on  the  delivery  of  ‘  ‘  supper-beer”  bent,  but 
that  did  not  strike  a  corresponding  chord  in 
the  breast  of  John  Manners.  And  she  played 
dreamy  pieces  most  undreamily,  and  bent  her 
fair  head  about  the  while  in  eager  attempt  to 
catch  the  slightest  sound  of  approbation  from 
the  other  room. 

But  all  she  did  hear  when  she  paused  pres¬ 
ently,  in  impatient  vanity,  were  the  words,  “Go 
on,  my  dear,”  from  Mrs.  Manners.  So  she  went 
on,  without  heart  or  soul  or  taste,  feeling  sulkily 
convinced  that  her  music  and  white  llama  and 
whiter  skin,  to  which  the  pearls  were  designed 
as  a  foil,  were  alike  unnoticed  and  unapprecia¬ 
ted. 

Meanwhile  Mrs.  Manners  had  opened  her 
battery. 

“John,”  she  began,  when  Edith  was  in  the 
middle  of  one  of  the  most  prolonged  thunder¬ 
claps,  “I  am  thinking  that  when  I  leave  this 
house  in  September  I  shall  bo  glad  to  let  it  for 
the  remainder  of  my  term.” 

“Are  you  tired  of  London,  mother?  I  fan¬ 
cied  you  would  be  before  long.” 

“If  it  suited  my  health  I  shouldn’t  be  tired 
of  it,”  Mrs.  Manners  said  ;  “  but  I  find  that  rest 


and  quiet  and  my  own  old  ways  suit  me  best. 
Dear  Edith,  good  as  she  is,  is  a  charge  to  an 
old  woman  who  has  lived  alone  so  long.” 

“I  thought  she  was  rather  more  of  a  com¬ 
fort  than  a  charge,”  John  said. 

“So  she  is,”  Mrs.  Manners  said,  decidedly; 
“much  more.  Who  could  doubt  it  that  knows 
her?  The  girl  is  goodness  itself,  John;  and 
when  I  think  that  she  may  be  thrown  away,  no 
wonder  I  feel  her  to  be  a  charge !” 

“Has  she  fallen  in  love  with  a  wrong  man  ?” 
he  asked,  laughing. 

“Far  from  it,” she  said,  hastily.  “If” — and 
here  Mrs.  Manners  began  to  speak  very  signifi¬ 
cantly — “if  her  affections  are  engaged  at  all, 
it  is  by  a  man  whom  I  should  be  the  last  per¬ 
son  in  the  world  to  think  the  ‘  tvrong’  one  in  one 
sense,  though  I  shall  think  him  very  wrong  in¬ 
deed  if  he  does  not  respond.” 

“My  dear  mother,  come  out  as  a  match¬ 
maker!”  he  said,  as  she  put  her  hand  on  his 
arm  and  sunk  her  voice  to  a  most  impressive 
whisper. 

“No,  John.  I  should  scorn  to  be  that,”  she 
said,  energetically;  “but  I  should  act  a  lie  if 
I  pretended  not  to  wish  for  a  certain  match  that 
might  be  made  if  only  both  were  willing.” 

“And  are  not  both  willing?”  he  said,  care¬ 
lessly. 

“  You  can  answer  for  one  of  them,  my  son.” 

“  Then  I  answer  No,”  he  said,  sadly.  “Mo¬ 
ther,  I  am  sorry  that  you  have  set  your  heart 
on  this,  but  we  can’t  have  things  as  we  like. 
You  must  resign  this  cherished  wish,  as  I  may 
have  to  resign  mine  after  long  years  of  pertinac¬ 
ity.  Don’t  grieve  for  Edith.  My  little  cousin 
cares  exactly  as  much  for  me  as  she  would  care 
for  any  other  man  who  might  possibly  marry 
her.” 

Mrs.  Manners  sat  tapping  her  clasped  hands 
upon  her  lap  for  a  few  moments.  He  was 
her  very  dear  son,  but  he  had  disappointed, 
thwarted,  overruled  her,  and  for  a  minute  or 
two  she  had  no  sorrow,  no  sympathy  to  bestow 
upon  his  possible  disappointment  and  heart¬ 
sickness.  When  she  spoke  it  was  to  ask : 

“John,  is  it  that  girl  who  comes  here  out  of 
affected  civility  to  me  who  is  wasting  your 
youth  and  spoiling  your  life — is  it  Miss  Delany 
that  you  love  in  vain  ?” 

“It  is  Miss  Delany  that  I  have  loved  in 
vain,”  he  said,  quietly.  Then  he  rose  up,  add¬ 
ing  :  “  I  shall  not  keep  you  up  late  to-night, 
mother ;  while  I  stay  let  us  go  into  the  other 
room  with  Edith.” 

Then  they  went  in,  and  he  sat  himself  down 
by  Edith’s  side,  and  talked  that  kind  of  “polite 
conversation”  to  her  which  no  man  ever  can  talk 
to  the  woman  he  loves.  And  Edith  knew  that 
she  had  worn  white  llama  and  pearls  in  vain. 

He  was  very  considerate  as  to  their  possible 
fatigue  in  the  midst  of  that  anxiety  and  doubt 
that  he  was  feeling  about  Nina,  and  Nina’s 
wishes  and  desires  respecting  Gerald  Barring¬ 
ton,  and  her  own  future.  “I  know  that  you 
dislike  late  hours,”  he  said  to  his  mother  about 
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half  past  nine  o’clock,  and  then  he  rose  up  to 
go  away,  and  she  did  not  seek  to  detain  him. 

They  did  not  make  much  pretense  of  cheer¬ 
fulness  tvhen  John  was  gone.  Old  Mrs.  Man¬ 
ners  was  unconditionally  and  unmistakably 
cross,  and  Edith  began  to  quake  with  the  fear 
that  she  should  be  called  upon  to  surrender  her 
pearls.  Though  she  had  not  been  told  so  in  so 
many  words,  she  felt  sure,  from  the  whole  man¬ 
ner  of  the  gift,  that  it  had  been  bestowed  in 
hope.  What  if  it  should  be  taken  away  in  de¬ 
spair!  Edith  looked  at  them  fondly  as  she 
unclasped  and  laid  them  down  in  their  velvet 
case  that  night ;  and  she  thought  rather  bitter 
things  of  her  cousin  J ohn. 

Presently  Mrs.  Manners  came  to  see  her 
young  charge,  as  was  her  wont  the  last  thing 
before  retiring  to  rest  herself. 

“Well,  Edith,”  she  began,  “have  you  had 
nearly  enough  of  London  ?” 

“Not  nearLq”  Edith  said,  truthfully. 

“Then  you  won’t  like  my  plan  just  at  first, 
my  dear ;  but  you’ll  see  the  wisdom  of  it  by- 
and-by.  I  shall  give  this  house  up  in  Septem¬ 
ber,  and  go  back  to  our  Hampshire  home,  where 
we  have  friends  and  people  to  care  for  us.” 

“  Oh  !”  Edith  said. 

“I  find  that  I  must  give  up  a  project  that 
was  dear  to  me,”  Mrs.  Manners  went  on,  with 
a  tremulous  voice.  “What  that  project  Avas  I 
needn’t  tell  you  now,  for  you  can’t  help  me  to 
carry  it  out ;  and  my  sou  is  deaf  to  my  Avishes  ; 
so  I  have  noftiing  to  stay  for.” 

“I  shall  be  happy  to  go  back,  since  you  think 
it  better,”  Edith  said,  blushing  a  little;  and 
then  Mrs.  Manners  rose  up  and  kissed  her 
niece;  and  Edith  murmured,  “Will  you  take 
the  pearls  noAV,  aunt  ?”  and  the  ansAver  Avas  : 

“No,  child;  keep  them,  keep  them.”  So 
Edith  slept  Avith  a  light  heart,  after  all. 

- ^ - 

CHAPTER  XL 

IIOAA'  SHE  HBAKD  IT. 

Sir  Aethoe  Delany  had  been  calmly  con¬ 
tent  to  knoAV  that  the  AvidoAV  of  his  Avard  Avas 
Avell  jointured  and  in  good  health  Avhile  she 
staid  far  aivay  from  him.  But  as  soon  as  he 
heard  that  she  Avas  accessible,  easily  accessible 
from  Eccleston  Square,  he  became  anxious  to 
see  her  Avell-being  Avith  his  own  eyes,  and  to 
hear  “Avhat  she  meant  to  do,  poor  thing!”  Avith 
his  own  ears. 

Accordingly,  the  morning  after  the  day  on 
Avhich  Nina  had  accidentally  met  Avith  Mrs. 
Eldon,  Sir  Arthur  declared  it  to  be  his  inten¬ 
tion  to  “  drive  into  Kensington  about  four,  with 
his  Avife  and  daughter,  and  call  on  Prank’s  Avid- 
OAv.”  But  Lady  Delany,  who  did  not  know 
Gertrude,  chose  to  picture  the  latter  as  a  fret¬ 
ful,  sorrowful,  uninteresting  country  lady ;  and 
so  Lady  Delany  excused  herself  from  making 
the  visit ;  therefore  it  fell  upon  Nina  to  go  Aidiile 
her  Avound  Avas  still  fresh.  Por  it  Aims  a  Avound, 


this  discovery  she  had  made,  that  Mrs.  Eldon 
Avas  concealing  something  relating  to  Gerald 
Barrington  from  her  (Nina).  It  might  be  a 
very  slight  something — it  might  be  the  merest 
casual  intimacy,  of  such  an  uninteresting  nature 
that  Mrs.  Eldon  did  not  think  it  Avorth  men¬ 
tioning.  It  “might  be”  that  this  Avas  the  true 
solution  of  the  mystery  that  had  been  main¬ 
tained.  But  Nina  did  not  believe  it. 

Mrs.  Eldon  Avas  at  home.  Mrs.  Eldon  re¬ 
ceived  them  in  her  fascinating,  seductiA'ely  fur¬ 
nished  little  draAving-room,  looking  rather  lan¬ 
guid  from  the  heat,  but  A’ery  much  happier 
than  Sir  Arthur  had  expected  to  see  her  look. 
Even  her  mourning,  deep  as  it  Avas,  had  almost 
a  coquettish  gracefulness  about  it,  Nina  thought, 
angrily.  Why  could  not  Gertrude  be  content  to 
look  her  worst  for  a  little  time  longer  for  poor 
Prank’s  sake,  instead  of  putting  on  that  cloud 
of  airily  falling  crape  AA'hich  she  called  a  dom¬ 
ino,  and  declared  she  Avore  for  coolness  ? 

“  You  left  me  so  quickly  yesterday  that  I  had 
scarcely  a  moment  to  speak  to  you,  Nina,”  Mrs. 
Eldon  said,  Avhen  Sir  Arthur  had  expressed  his 
gratification  at  seeing  her  “at  all, ’’and  “Avell,” 
and  “there,”  and  had  congratulated  her  on  the 
situation  of  her  house,  and  its  arrangement,  and 
on  its  being  “  so  easy  of  access.” 

“I  had  better  leave  Nina  with  you  until  the 
evening,”  Nina’s  father  said,  in  a  burst  of  good 
feeling.  He  Avas  rather  anxious  to  get  aAvay 
himself,  now  that  he  had  done  his  duty  to  the 
“poor  young  Avidow  of  his  poor  young  ward.” 
Mrs.  Eldon  aa'us  very  pretty,  but  in  these  latter 
years  of  his  life  he  had  come  to  haA^e  a  feeling 
of  distrust  for  young  pretty  AA'omen.  His  OAAm 
Avife  Avas  “one  of  them,”  and  in  his  innermost 
heart  he  kneAV  that  he  Avould  have  been  a  far 
happier  man  if  he  had  never  sought  to  Avin  and 
AA'ear  that  youthful  prettiness  of  hers.  More¬ 
over,  he  AAms  apt  to  bore  himself  in  the  society 
of  people  Avho  Avere  not  sympathetic  to  his  in¬ 
terests,  and  prompt  in  rejoinder  and  allusion 
to  the  topics  of  the  day.  Accordingljq  noAV  he 
felt  that  he  should  be  glad  to  get  himself  aivay 
as  speedily  as  possible;  but  as  he  Avished  to 
seem  cordial  and  hearty  and  pleasant,  he  de¬ 
termined  that  he  Avould  leave  Nina. 

“Papa,”  Nina  said,  quickly,  “my  staying 
may  interfere  Avith  Mrs.  Eldon’s  plans ;  an¬ 
other  evening,  Gertrude,  not  this.” 

“Yes,  this,  please,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  im¬ 
patiently.  “Plans!  I  have  no  plans.  I  shall 
be  charmed  if  you  Avill  stay  and  cheer  my  lone¬ 
liness,  Nina.”  Then  Nina  protested  again 
against  doing  so,  but  more  faintly  this  time, 
and  her  protests  Avere  overruled ;  and,  finally. 
Sir  Arthur  Delany  Avent  aAvay  without  her. 

The  hostess  took  her  guest  up  into  her  floAver- 
pcrfumed  chamber,  and  even  before  Nina  had 
taken  off  her  bonnet  she  felt  that  there  Avas  con¬ 
straint  betAveen  them,  and  that  she  had  been 
unAvise  to  stay.  “Papa  has  almost  forced  me 
to  board  you,  Gertrude,”  she  said.;  “and  you 
look  tired,  and  would  rather  be  alone,  I  dare  say.” 

“  No,  lAVOuldn’t.  What  makes  you  say  that  ?” 
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Mrs.  Eldon  said,  shaking  her  head.  “We  are 
not  quite  accustomed  to  one  another  up  here 
yet.  I  am  glad  we  are  to  have  this  evening  to¬ 
gether;  we  shall  wear  off  our  stiff  edges.” 

But  the  stiff  edges  did  not  wear  off  speedily. 
They  bcifh  seemed  afraid  to  go  back  to  the  old 
days  and  to  discuss  them ;  and  the  new  ones 
had  not  supplied  them  with  sufficient  matter 
in  common  to  converse  about.  An  oppression 
that  was  not  entirely  atmospheric  hung  over 
them,  and  they  could  not  disperse  it  with  eau  de 
Cologne  and  fans.  A  dozen  times,  at  least,  Nina 
was  on  the  point  of  mentioning  Gerald  Barring¬ 
ton  ;  but  a  vivid  remembrance  of  what  Gertrude 
had  considered  her  (Nina’s)  folly  of  old  about 
him  restrained  her.  “  Whatever  he  may  be  to 
her  now,”  Miss  Delany  thought,  “lover  or 
friend,  whatever  he  is,  if  he  is  not  mentioned 
between  us  to-night,  he  will  be  unmentionable 
almost  in  future.  I  wish,  without  telling  her 
so  bluntly,  she  could  understand  that  I  haven’t 
an  atom  of  love  for  him  now.” 

Dinner  was  a  diversion.  They  relaxed  a  lit¬ 
tle  during  dinner — relaxed  into  naturalness  and 
cordiality,  so  much  so  that  Nina  resolved  with¬ 
in  herself  to  have  the  truth  out,  by  some  means 
or  other,  when  they  should  get  back  to  the 
drawing-room. 

It  was  hard  to  begin,  though.  In  the  first 
place,  Gertrude  was  very  restless.  She  kept 
on  flitting  about,  from  sofa  to  chair  and  from 
chair  to  fender-stool,  in  a  way  that  was  very 
unlike  her  usual  calm.  She  made  Nina  try  her 
“new  piano  she  became  engrossingly  anxious 
to  hear  Miss  Delany.  In  fact,  she  fidgeted  to 
a  degree  that  made  the  introduction  of  a  serious 
subject  almost  impossible. 

At  last,  about  quarter  to  eight  o’clock,  after 
giving  a  glance  out  of  her  flower- wreathed  win¬ 
dow,  Mrs.  Eldon  seated  herself  abruptly  on  the 
sofa  by  Nina,  and  said  : 

“How  opinions  alter  and  get  modified  and 
softened  by  fuller  knowledge  of  that  which 
they  were  formed  upon  originally;  how  we  all 
change,  don’t  we,  Nina  ?” 

“Yes;  happily  and  unhappily,”  Nina  said, 
in  some  confusion. 

“Happily,  or  unhappily,  wo  do  change ;  that 
is  the  great  point.  Nina,  I  have  had  great  dif¬ 
ficulty  in  making  up  my  mind  what  I  ought  to 
do  by  you  just  at  present ;  whether  I  ought  to  let 
events  roll  on  and  3mu  be  taken  by  surprise,  or 
whether  I  ought  to  prepare  yon  for  something.” 

“Prepare  me,  by  all  means,”  Nina  said. 

“  I  will,  then.  At  eight  o’clock  an  old  friend 
of  yours  is  coming  here,  Mr.  Barrington.” 
She  paused  and  looked  eagerly  into  Nina’s  face. 
Nina  was  absolutely  composed. 

“I  am  glad  you  have  told  me,”  she  said. 

“Yes?  I  could  not  hesitate  to  tell  you,” 
Mrs.  Eldon  said,  warmly,  forgetting  the  state¬ 
ment  she  had  just  made  relative  to  the  difficulty 
she  had  had  in  making  up  her  mind  as  to  what 
she  ought  to  do.  “I  could  not  trap  jmn  into 
meeting  him  without  knowing  your  wishes 
about  it.” 


“You  have  learned  to  tolerate  him,  then,” 
Nina  said.  And  for  a  few  moments  she  wres¬ 
tled  with  a  strong  inclination  she  had  to  remind 
Gertrude  how  she  used  to  rail  at  and  censure 
the  man  who  was  coming. 

“  I  have  learned  to  know  him,”  Mrs.  Eldon 
said,  gravely.  “During  that  long,  sad  time 
that  I  staid  at  Ardleigh  alone  he  was  thought¬ 
ful  and  considerate  for  me  in  a  way  I  did  not 
appreciate  at  the  time.” 

“  But  you  have  learned  to  do  so  since,”  Nina 
said,  with  the  shadow  of  a  sneer  on  her  lip.  Mrs. 
Eldon  saw  and  was  quick  to  resent  the  shadow. 

“I  should  have  been  blind — dull,  indeed — 
if  I  had  not,  Nina.” 

“Yon  have  prepared  me  now.  Tell  me 
something  more,”  Miss  Delany  said. 

“  Nina,  there  are  things  that  are  too  hard  to 
explain  all  in  a  minute.” 

“  Gradual  changes  of  sentiment  rank  among 
these  hard  things,  don’t  they,  Gertrude  ?  I 
will  understand  without  your  telling  me.” 

“  It  has  come  on  so  gradually,  and  yet  so 
quickly,  that  I  have  never  been  able  to  decide  at 
which  point  I  ought  to  have  begun  confiding  in 
you,”  Mrs.  Eldon  said,  softly.  “Nina,  I  am 
longing  to  ask  you  something  ;  may  I  ?” 

“Yes,”  Nina  said.  But  before  Mrs.  Eldon 
could  ask  her  question  there  came  a  knock  at 
the  door,  and  the  next  instant  Mr.  Barrington 
was  ushered  into  the  room. 

“  My  dear  Gertrude—”  he  began  ;  and  then 
he  stopped,  for  he  saw  Nina,  andfcie  looked  at 
once  angry,  confused,  ashamed,  and  agitated. 
And  so  she  met  the  old  love  again. 

“I  have  been  having  a  long  pleasant  talk 
with  Gertrude,”  Nina  said,  rising,  without  a 
trace  of  embarrassment,  and  holding  out  her 
hand  to  him.  “And  you  have  been  our 
theme  for  the  last  few  minutes.  But  I  had  not 
time  to  hear  all  your  address  to  her  has  told  me. 
I  do  congratulate  you  so  thoroughly,  and  wish 
you  such  happiness.” 

He  was  obliged  to  shake  her  hand  and  to  look 
her  ill  the  face,  feeling  that  “fickleness  and 
false  position”  were  stamped  legibly  on  his  brow. 
But  Nina  looked  frank  and  beaming,  and  Ger¬ 
trude  looked  radiant  and  lovely,  and  he  recov¬ 
ered  his  normal  debonair  bearing,  and  secretly 
congratulated  himself  on  this  dread  ordeal  be¬ 
ing  passed. 

The  Delanj's’  carriage  came  for  Nina  soon 
after  this,  and  Gertrude  snatched  a  minute  alone 
with  her  old  friend,  when  the  old  friend  went 
up  to  put  on  her  bonnet. 

“Nina,  what  do  you  think  of  me?”  she  ex¬ 
claimed.  “Are  you  horrified,  disgusted  — 
what?” 

“Neither  one  nor  the  other.  A  little  sur¬ 
prised  ;  but  that  is  a  feeling  that  will  soon  wear 
off.  What  were  you  going  to  ask  me  when 
Mr.  Barrington  came  in  and  stopped  you  ?” 

“This  conclusion  to  which  we  have  come  does 
not  clash  with  your  feelings,  does  it?” 

“No,  no,  no!  not  one!”  Nina  said,  vehe¬ 
mently. 


THE  OLD  LOVE  AGAIN. 
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“  There  will  be  nothing  but  pleasure,  there 
will  not  be  a  shadow  of  awkwardness,  in  our 
interviews  with  you  when  we  are  married?” 
Gertrude  asked,  eagerly  and  inquiringly.  And 
Nina’s  reply  was  : 

“  Certainly  not' — if  we  all  wish  it.”  Then 
she  took  leave  of  Gertrude  and  went  down,  and 
Gerald  Barrington  handed  her  to  her  carriage, 
and  breathed  a  benediction  upon  her  for  going 
away  so  soon. 

He  had  not  quite  resumed  his  easy  air  when 
he  re-entered  the  room  where  Gertrude  was ; 
he  knew  that  she  had  marked  his  confusion, 
and  he  was  not  quite  sure  how  she  might  feel 
about  it.  But  Mrs.  Eldon,  secure  in  his  pres¬ 
ent  undhdded  homage,  was  very  tender  to  the 
feelings  of  the  man  she  loved. 

“  I  think  Nina  is  prettier  than  ever ;  don’t 
you  ?”  she  said,  without  looking  at  him. 

“No,  indeed — I  do  not.  I  hear  she  is  en¬ 
gaged  to  a  Blr.  Manners  ;  do  you  think  it’s  true?” 

“  I  know  he  wants  her  to  be  engaged  to  him, 
and  I  believe  she  is  very  fond  of  him  ;  so,  that 
being  the  case,  we  will  hope  it  is  true.”  So 
they  got  over  their  little  difSculty  concerning 
her. 


CHAPTER  NIL 

HOW  SHE  TOLD  IT. 

Several  days  elapsed  between  Nina’s  dis¬ 
covery  of  the  fact  of  the  pretty  widow’s  engage¬ 
ment  to  her  (Nina’s)  own  old  love  and  the  ne¬ 
cessity  of  imparting  it  to  John  Manners.  “I 
shall  tell  him  myself  the  instant  I  see  him,” 
she  thought;  “and  I  shall  add  that  I  was 
shocked  just  at  first.  He  will  think  that  I  was 
stung  by  jealousy,  and  he  will  be  mistaken,  but 
I  can’t  help  that.”  Then  she  went  on  to  ex- 
iJain  to  herself,  with  much  elaboration  of  argu¬ 
ment,  that  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  to  ex¬ 
plain  the  facts  of  the  case  satisfactorily  to  John 
Manners.  And  then  she  resented  such  an  idea 
obtruding  itself  upon  her — and  arranged  a  form 
of  explanation  to  be  offered  to  him,  after  all. 

It  was  not  speedily  demanded.  The  cur¬ 
rent  of  events  carried  them  apart  for  several 
days — quite  long  enough  for  Nina  to  feel  that 
her  everyday  life  would  he  more  dreary  hence¬ 
forth  wiUiout  John  Manners  than  it  had  ever 
been  before.  Young  Lady  Delany  was  now 
the  mother  of  two  daughters,  and,  in  her  ma¬ 
ternal  anxiety  for  their  future  well-being,  she 
foresaw  much  that  was  detrimental  to  them  in 
Nina’s  continued  presence.  “When  my  own 
girls  are  old  enough  to  go  out  I  shall  be  ham¬ 
pered  with  that  old  maid — for  Nina  will  be  an 
old  maid  by  that  time,”  Ladj^  Delany  would 
say  indiscriminately  to  her  husband,  her  maid, 
and  any  one  else  who  would  listen  to  her.  Sir 
Arthur  resignedly  declared  that  perhaps  she 
was  contemplating  a  trouble  that  never  might 
arise — their  small  daughters  might  not  live  to 
grow  up ;  but  this  view  of  the  case  was  not 
found  consolatory.  j 


The  projected  alliance  between  Mrs.  Eldon 
and  Gerald  Barrington  was  a  fruitful  theme  of 
annoyance  in  the  Delany  household,  and  Nina 
was  compelled  to  hear  it  discussed  daily  with 
nearly  every  visitor  who  came  to  the  house. 
There  was  poignant  pain  to  the  girl  in  this,  for 
her  own  engagement  to  Gerald  Barrington  was 
an  unforgotten  thing  with  many  of  the  old 
friends  of  the  family.  Moreover,  she  could  not 
bring  herself  to  avow  that  she  saw  any  thing 
“indecent”  in  Mrs.  Eldon’s  marrying  a  second 
time.  And  when  she  would  not  avow  this,  her 
step-mother  sarcastically  suggested  that  “Nina 
feared  being  suspected  of  tasting  sour  grapes, 
but  that  in  her  prudence  she  overshot  her  mark, 
and  was  too  generous  for  it  to  be  believed  true.” 
Altogether,  Nina  repented  herself  of  having 
unearthed  her  old  friend,  and  of  having  sur¬ 
prised  her  old  friend’s  secret. 

Eor  three  or  four  days  after  Mrs.  Manners 
and  her  son  had  come  to  the  clear  and  definite 
understanding  as  to  each  other’s  hopes  and  in¬ 
tentions  which  has  been  described,  John  staid 
away  from  the  maternal  roof  and  tried  to  per¬ 
suade  himself  that  his  mother  would  be  indif¬ 
ferent  as  to  her  non-success  in  the  furthering 
of  that  scheme  which  the  dear  old  domestic 
diplomatist  had  come  to  London  to  carry  out. 
Still,  though  he  tried  to  persuade  himself  that 
this  was  the  case,  he  felt  shy  of  going  down  and 
facing  the  girl  who  had  been  offered  to  him  in 
matrimony,  and  whom  he  had  rejected — reject¬ 
ed  kindly  and  politely,  but  still  rejected.  He 
felt  a  little  flushed  in  the  face  as  he  thought  of 
the  possibility  of  Edith  knowing  what  was  going 
on  in  the  back-room  that  night  while  she  was 
making  sweet  music  in  the  front.  And  when 
he  had  reflected  upon  this  possibility  he  did 
hope  that  the  poor  little  thing  with  the  pure 
white  brow  and  the  forget-me-not  eyes  and  the 
feeble  mind  had  not  learned  to  love  him.  If 
she  had — !  Well,  at  any  rate  he  would  see 
Nina  Delany  first,  and  give  her  clearly  to  un¬ 
derstand  that  he  did  not  think  it  well  for  man 
to  live  alone. 

Fraught  with  this  determination  he  went  to 
Eceleston  Square  and  knocked  at  the  Delanys’ 
door  at  an  hour  in  the  afternoon  when  he  knew 
that  the  hottest  sun  would  never  drive  Lady 
Delany  to  seek  the  shelter  of  her  own  roof.  He 
was  fortunate — there  was  no  exception  this  day 
to  that  rule  on  which  he  had  relied.  Lady  De¬ 
lany  was  not  at  home,  and  Miss  Delany  was. 

He  had  to  wait  alone  in  the  drawing-room 
for  some  little  time  before  she  came  to  him. 
And  while  he  was  waiting  he  made  up  his 
mind  definitely,  as  he  believed,  as  to  what  he 
would  say  and  do.  He  had  no  false  shame  in 
the  matter.  Twice  before  he  had  asked  this 
lady  to  marry  him,  and  twice  she  had  refused 
to  do  so.  But  in  her  last  refusal  there  had  been 
an  element  of  regret  for  her  own  determination. 
This  third  time  would  be  the  last  of  his  asking 
her,  not  because  he  would  be  ashamed  to  make 
a  fourth,  or  a  fifth,  or  even  a  sixth  application 
for  that  which  he  much  desired,  but  because 
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time  was  going  on ;  and  lie  knew  that  if  she 
said  him  nay  now,  he  would  nether  again  he 
able  to  feel  very  ardent  about  her  saying  yes. 

Lady  Delany’s  drawing-room  was  a  very 
pleasant  place  to  wait  in.  The  wide  windows 
were  open  on  to  the  balcony,  and  broad  beds  of 
scarlet  geranium  and  mignonnette  spread  out 
in  that  subtile  London  sweetness  of  theirs  before 
him.  They  had  attained  their  fullest  luxuri¬ 
ance  now  in  the  autumn,  as  metropolitan  hor¬ 
ticultural  efforts  always  do,  just  as  people  are 
about  to  quit  town,  and  they  gave  him  pleasant 
ideas  of  bow  the  outside  of  his  house  in  Vere 
Street  might  be  made  to  look  under  the  man¬ 
agement  of  a  wife.  “I hope  with  all  my  heart 
that  Nina  will  be  the  one  to  manage  them  ;  but 
if  she  will  not,  why,  then — ”  He  could  not  com¬ 
pletely  word  his  thought,  for  at  that  instant  the 
door  opened  and  Nina  came  in. 

Prettier  than  ever — ay,  and  looking  as  young 
as  ever  too,  he  fancied,  in  his  great  admiration 
for  her.  And  far  more  cordial  than  ever,  it 
seemed  to  him.  Both  hands  came  out  to  greet 
him.  Cheeks  flushed  and  eyes  sparkled  with 
pleasure.  Even  under  the  excitement  of  re¬ 
cently  acquired  pearls,  Edith  could  never  look 
like  this. 

She  seated  herself  close  to  the  open  window, 
in  the  shade  that  was  cast  by  the  pink  striped 
awning  that  covered  the  balcony,  in  the  current 
of  sweet  air  that  was  wafted  in  over  the  bloom¬ 
ing  mignonnette.  He  placed  himself  opposite 
to  her,  feeling  almost  sorry  that  time  was  going 
on  so  fast,  and  that  he  had  so  definitely  made 
up  his  mind  that  this  was  to  be  the  last  time  of 
asking. 

“Have  you  seen  my  mother  and  my  cousin 
since  I  dined  there  the  other  night  ?”  he  began, 
for  it  was  part  of  his  plan  to  tell  her  his  mo¬ 
ther’s  wishes  about  Edith  and  himself. 

“No ;  but  I  have  seen  Mrs.  Eldon  and  Mr. 
Gerald  Barrington  again.” 

“And  they  have  solved  the  little  mystery?” 
he  asked. 

“Yes.  After  all,  it  is  no  mystery  ;  it  is  the 
natural  result  of  a  certain  set  of  circumstances. 
They  are  engaged,  and  will  be  married  to  each 
other  as  soon  as  her  year  of  mourning  has  ex¬ 
pired.” 

“lam  heartily  glad  of  it,”  he  said. 

“So  am  I,”  she  put  in,  quietly. 

“  Nina,”  he  began,  feeling  rather  more  agita¬ 
ted  than  he  had  felt  on  the  previous  occasions, 
“before  you  told  me  this,  even,  I  had  resolved 
upon  asking  you  that  old  question  again :  this 
confirms  me  in  that  resolve.  Shall  I  tell  you 
why  I  made  it,  and  why  I  mean  this  to  be  the 
last  time  ?” 

“Yes,  tell  me,”  she  stammered  out.  So  he 
too  was  going  to  show  her  that  ties,  strongly  as 
they  bound  him  now,  would  not  bind  him  for¬ 
ever  if  she  tested  them  too  severely. 

“Well,  until  the  other  day — the  day  after  I 
met  you  last — the  possibility  of  my  ever  marry¬ 
ing  any  other  woman  never  entered  my  mind. 
On  that  day  my  mother  worded  the  idea  very 


distinctly  ;  and  since  then  I  have  been  thinking 
that  even  if  I  can  not  love,  I  may  be  a  happier 
man  than  I  am  now  in  being  loved  by  a  single- 
minded,  good-hearted  little  creature  like  my 
cousin.  But  before  I  fall  back  upon  this  silver 
possibility  I  will  try  once  more  to  realize  that 
golden  one  which  I  have  had  before  me  so  long. 
That,  you  have  come  to  like  me  better,  I  am 
sure — have  you  come  to  like  me  well  enough  to 
marry  me?” 

“Yes,”  Nina  said;  “I  have  done  that  for  a 
long  time.  I  did  that  when  you  asked  me  in 
the  garden  at  Pont  de  Brigne ;  but  I  thought 
myself  half-pledged.”  And  then  she  told  him 
all  her  indiscretion  in  going  to  Sedgwick. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

AT  NIGHT  IN  VERE  STREET. 

The  lady’s  family  heard  of  it  with  the  great¬ 
est  satisfaction,  and  Lady  Delany  offered  at 
once  to  take  all  the  trouble  of  furnishing  off 
Mr.  Manners’s  hands.  “  Nina’s  a  baby  about 
bargains,”  she  said,  “but  I  have  a  natural  apt¬ 
itude  for  making  them;  besides,  I  shall  have 
such  pleasure  in  doing  it,  for  if  that  house  is 
done  with  taste  it  will  be  perfect.”  Lady  De¬ 
lany  was  so  warm  on  the  subject  in  her  good¬ 
will  that  they  had  some  difficulty  in  saving 
themselves  from  the  carpets  and  curtains  of  her 
heart,  and  the  consequent  bills.  However,  she 
was  restrained  by  the  statement  from  Nina  that 
they  meant  to  marry  first,  and  furnish  afterward 
— an  unconventional  proceeding  that  robbed 
Lady  Delany  of  half  her  pleasure  in  the  marriage. 

But  the  gentleman’s  family  did  not  hear  of  it 
with  pleasure.  On  the  contrary,  when  Edith 
heard  of  it  she  manifested  a  little  spiteful  scorn 
that  betokened  any  thing  but  pleasure.  John 
had  been  closeted  with  his  mother  an  hour  be¬ 
fore  dinner,  and  had  gone  away  when  dinner 
W'as  announced;  and  Mrs.  Manners  had  sat 
down  to  the  table  in  tears  and  anger.  Prom  the 
hour  in  which  she  had  taken  Edith  to  live  with 
her  she  had  fully  intended  that  her  son  should 
marry  her  niece.  Now  this  intention  was  frus¬ 
trated  by  a  girl  whom  she  (Mrs.  Manners)  did 
not  like.  Accordingly  she  felt  angry  and  hard¬ 
ly  used;  and  her  mood  when  she  was  these 
things  was  not  pleasant. 

She  had  not  been  pleasant  to  her  son.  He 
had  told  her  of  his  engagement,  and  his  hope 
that  the  marriage  would  soon  take  place,  in  as 
few  words  as  possible.  And  she  had  received 
the  communication  in  grim  silence.  Then  he 
had  asked  her  affectionately  to  say  something 
hopeful  and  kind  to  him  on  this  the  realization  of 
his  long-eherished  hope.  Then  she  had  broken 
the  grim  silence  to  utter  even  grimmer  words. 

“You  might  as  well  have  told  me  this  the 
other  evening  when  I  spoke  to  you  about  Edith.” 

‘  ‘  But,  mother,  I  did  not  know  it  myself  then.” 

“  Oh,  I  dare  say  you  knew  very  well  that  she 
would  snap  at  you  direetly  you  asked  her!” 
Mrs.  Manners  said.  And  then  he  could  not 


THE  OLD  LOVE  AGAIN. 


G95 


help  laughing  as  he  remembered  how  his  ex¬ 
perience  contradicted  his  mother’s  aspersion. 

“I  shall  ask  Edith  to  be  one  of  the  bride- 
maids,”  he  said  ;  and  at  that  Mrs.  Manners  did 
grow  very  wrath  indeed,  giving  her  son  to  un¬ 
derstand  clearly  that  she  would  not  give  her 
consent  to  any  act  by  which  his  bridal  with  Miss 
Delany  might  be  the  more  graced  in  the  eyes  of 
the  tvorld. 

“  It’s  a  trifling  obstacle  to  the  carrying  out 
of  that  plan,”  she  said,  “that  I  shall  be  far 
arvay  from  here  by  the  time  you’re  married, 
and  that  I  do  rely  on  Edith’s  gratitude  so  far 
as  to  expect  that  she  won’t  desert  me.” 

After  this  John  went  away,  feeling  that  he 
could  do  no  good  by  remaining,  and  Mrs.  Man¬ 
ners  went  down  to  dinner,  as  has  been  said. 

Edith  had  scented  a  disclosure  and  a  secret 
in  some  mysterious  way,  and  was  disappointed 
that  her  cousin  had  gone  away,  instead  of  stay¬ 
ing  to  dinner,  as  was  his  wont,  when  ho  came 
to  see  them  late  in  the  afternoon. 

“John  seems  to  have  been  in  a  hurry  to  day, 
aunt,”  she  said,  as  she  seated  herself  f  and  Mrs. 
Manners  made  no  reply  for  a  minute  or  two, 
but  took  the  opportunity,  when  the  servant 
■went  out  of  the  room,  of  saying : 

“John  had  nothing  very  pleasant  to  say,  so 
he’s  just  as  well  gone.” 

“Oh!”  Edith  said. 

“He  came  to  tell  me  that  he  is  going  to  be 
married  to  Miss  Delany,”  Mrs.  Manners  said, 
hesitatingly,  half  fearing  how  Edith  might  take 
it,  for  it  seemed  to  her  as  unnatural  that  Edith 
should  not  love  John  as  it  tvas  that  John  should 
not  love  Edith. 

“Then  she’s  tired  of  waiting  any  longer  for 
Mr.  Barrington,”  Edith  said,  vivaciously;  and 
then  she  told  how  she  had  heard  from  their 
maid,  wdio  had  heard  it  from  Mrs.  Eldon’s  maid, 
that  Mr.  Barrington  had  jilted  Miss  Delany  for 
the  beautiful  widow.  “It  really  would  have 
looked  better  if  she  had  waited  a  month  or  two 
longer,  wouldn’t  it,  aunt  ?  for  she  must  think 
that,  living  so  near",  you  will  hear  this  about 
Mrs.  Eldon,  and  she  must  think  that  when  you 
hear  you’ll  tell  John.” 

But  in  spite  of  all  this  violence  that  was  done 
by  it  to  the  sensitive  feelings  of  those  connected 
with  him,  John  Manners  was  very  happy  in  his 
engagement — quite  happy  enough  to  make  him 
anxious  to  terminate  it  in  marriage — about  the 
best  tribute  that  can  be  paid  by  a  man  to  the 
preliminary  stage. 

It  was  expedient  that  they  should  be  mar¬ 
ried  before  the  Delanys  left  town  for  the  end 
of  the  summer  and  the  autumn,  and  so  Nina’s 
time  was  well  taken  up,  and  she  was  able  to 
justify  herself  to  herself  for  suffering  such  a 
long  time  to  pass  before  she  went  to  acquaint 
Mrs.  Eldon  with  the  coming  change.  At  last, 
two  days  before  the  one  appointed  for  her  wed¬ 
ding,  she  went  down  to  the  Victoria  Boad,  and 
found  the  widow  alone  and  sad ;  and  yet  not 
sad  exactly,  but  most  strangely  quiet,  and  sup¬ 
pressed  in  look  and  manner. 


“  Gertrude,”  Nina  said,  after  about  ten  min¬ 
utes’  talk  on  desultory  subjects,  “you  don’t  say 
you  wonder  why  I  have  not  been  here  for  a  long 
time.” 

“I  think  I  have  left  off  wondering  at  any 
thing,”  Gertrude  said,  smiling  softly. 

“Then  I’ll  create  the  emotion  for  you  again. 
I  am  going  to  marry  John  Manners.” 

“  I  have  not  lost  the  power  of  being  glad,  I 
find,”  Gertrude  said,  heartily'. 

“Thank  you.  That’s  nicely,  judiciously, 
sweetly,  kindly  said.  I  am  going  to  marry  him, 
and  to  love  him,  and  to  be  very  happy  with  him. 
I  have  not  lost  the  power  of  wondering.  I 
wonder  if  our  married  paths  will  cross  !” 

Just  for  an  instant  a  look  of  pain  swept  over 
Gertrude’s  face.  Then  she  smiled  it  down,  and 
said : 

“I  shall  cross  your  married  path  often,  I 
hope,  dear ;  but  that  is  all  over  between  Mr. 
Barrington  and  me.  I  am  bound  to  tread  my 
path  without  a  guide,  pledged  to  be  one  in¬ 
stead.” 

“What  do  you  mean  ?  Broken  off  your  en¬ 
gagement  ?  Has  Gerald  Barrington  shown  him¬ 
self  weak  and  unstable  to  you  ?” 

“No  ;  indeed  he  has  not ;  but  poor  Frank’s 
child  will  be  born  soon.  In  my  grief  and  excite¬ 
ment  I  did  not  know  that  I  was  to  be  a  mother. 
Now  I  do  know  it,  and  I’ll  have  my  child  to 
myself,  since  it  has  lost  its  own  father ;  but  I 
am  very  weak  about  it,  Nina.”  Here  she  began 
to  cry.  “I  have  only  just  strength  enough  to 
stick  to  my  determination — not  to  talk  about  it.” 

As  may  be  supposed,  in  spite  of  this  decla¬ 
ration  they  did  talk  about  it  a  great  deal,  and 
Nina  found  herself  advocating  the  cause  of  this 
man,  who  would  lose  a  good  woman  whom  he 
loved  a  second  time  in  his  life,  if  Gertrude  did 
not  relent.  But  Gertrude  gave  no  signs  of  re¬ 
lenting  ;  indeed,  she  seemed  to  think  that  it 
would  be  idle  to  do  so  now,  for  she  had  taken 
what  she  called  her  last  leave  of  Gerald  Bar¬ 
rington,  and  believed  that  he  had  gone  abroad. 
At  any  rate  he  had  left  Jmndon,  and  gone 
she  knew  not  whither. 

There  was  a  happy  coming  home  to  the  pret¬ 
ty  house  in  Vere  Street,  some  six  months  after 
this.  John  Manners  and  his  wife  had  curtailed 
their  wedding  tour,  and  come  back  to  lodgings 
adjacent  to  their  own  house,  in  order  that  they 
might  personally  superintend  the  arrangement 
of  the  furniture,  which  Lady  Delany  had  not 
been  allowed  to  select.  And  now,  on  this  par¬ 
ticular  night,  the  house  was  ready,  and  they 
were  on  their  way  to  it  in  a  cab,  packed  with 
their  traveling  trunks,  and  the  trifles  that  will 
accumulate  even  when  one  is  in  lodgings,  and 
doing  without  every  thing.  They  were  talking 
about  Gertrude,  who  was  the  mother  of  a  pretty 
boy,  and  well  enough  to  have  promised  to  come 
and  spend  the  follo'wdng  day  'with  them,  and 
Nina  was  affecting  to  half  shake  her  head  about 
the  pretty  boy  having  come  after  all,  since  his 
doing  so  was  the  cause  of  poor  Gerald  Barring¬ 
ton  being  cast  adrift  again. 
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“She  never  did  a  wiser  thing  in  her  life 
than  in  casting  him  adrift,  ”  J ohn  Manners  said. 

“I  can  understand  your  feeling  that  about 
me,  but  not  about  Gertrude.” 

“  Can’t  you  understand  my  feeling  it  about 
any  woman  worthy  of  a  thought  ?  He  hadn’t  it 
in  him  to  be  faithful ;  if  he  had  he  would  have 
been  more  favored.  What  he  turned  to  from  you 
the  first  time  !  You  yourself  have  described  his 
wife  to  me.” 

“And  you  yourself  have  told  me  you  con¬ 
templated  the  idea  of  Edith,  if  I  had  said  No, 
the  last  time  you  asked  me,”  Mrs.  Manners 
said,  laughing. 

“Ah!  that  was  a  different  thing,”  Mr.  Man¬ 
ners  remarked.  And  then  the  cab  stopped  at 
their  own  door,  and  they  got  out. 

But  after  they  had  got  out  of  the  cab,  and 
before  they  could  get  into  the  house,  a  gentle¬ 
man  came  strolling  past,  with  a  young  and  very 
lovely  girl  leaning  on  his  ai-m  ;  and  the  girl  was 
looking  up  into  his  face  with  an  impassioned 
warmth  that  can  never  be  feigned,  and  chok¬ 
ingly,  regardless  of  those  in  the  street,  was  im¬ 
ploring  him  to  “  marry  her  now,  or  she  would — 
she  would — ”  And  he,  turning  a  careless  ear 
to  her,  half  glanced  at  the  lady  wlio  was  going 
to  cross  from  the  cab  to  the  door ;  and  his  face 
was  the  face  of  Gerald  Barrington. 

To  think  of  all  he  had  sufi'ered  for  her  in 
years  gone  by,  and  of  all  she  had  suffered  for 
him  — of  the  trials  and  temptations  he  had 


brought  upon  himself — of  his  easy  modes  of 
self-consolation — of  all  the  weakness  and  all  the 
charm  of  the  man,  was  the  work  of  one  instant. 
Then  she  remembered  the  evil  effect  the  out¬ 
cast  feeling  is  sure  to  have  on  a  man.  And 
she  stretched  her  hand  out  to  him  and  called 
him  by  name,  and  bid  him  “mark  the  address 
and  come  and  see  her  husband  and  herself  to¬ 
morrow.” 

“So  I  mark  my  entrance  into  your  home 
with  an  indiscretion,  John,”  she  said,  half  dep- 
recatingly,  when  they  had  got  themselves  into 
the  house. 

“Not  with  an  indiscretion,” he  said,  approv¬ 
ingly.  “But  he  won’t  come.” 

“  I  judge  him  more  leniently  and  more  kind¬ 
ly.  He  will  come.  It  is  Gertrude’s  desertion 
which  has  brought  him  to  this  ;  but  he  shall  not 
revenge  himself  on  Gertrude  by  cruelly  treating 
that  poor  girl.” 

“  Ho  will  not  come,”  Mr.  Manners  repeated. 
And  the  result  proved  him  right.  The  morrow 
came,  and  Nina  watched  for  him  anxiously,  and 
watched  in  vain.  But  the  four  o’clock  post 
brought  her  a  letter  from  him,  containing  these 
few  words  : 

“  This  morning  I  married  the  girl  you  saw  with  me 
last  night.  She  was  good  till  she  knew  me;  and  an 
angel  Interposed  for  her  last  night,  and  saved  her. 
Since  my  marriage  I  have  taken  our  passage  to  Aus¬ 
tralia,  where  I  am  going  to  work  and  lead  a  new  life.” 

She  never  heard  of  the  old  love  again. 


THE  DETECTIVE. 

A  TALE  OF  THE  OLD  WALTON  HOUSE. 


The  remarkable  skill  and  penetration  shown 
by  our  modern  detectives  in  “  shadowing” 
suspected  persons  until  sufficient  proof  has  been 
obtained  to  warrant  their  arrest  is  illustrated 
by  the  daily  history  of  crime.  By  the  term 
“  shadowing”  is  meant  that  vigilant  watch  kept 
upon  the  culprit  by  some  one  who  follows  him 
like  his  own  shadow,  and  to  do  this  successfully 
indicates  no  small  degree  of  skill  on  the  part  of 
the  “detective.”  This  last  expression  recalls 
to  memory  some  strange  facts  which  came  to 
my  knowledge  in  the  early  part  of  my  life,  and 
I  can  never  meet  the  term  in  print  or  hear  it 
in  conversation  without  a  painful  reminiscence. 
This  I  now-  offer  to  the  world,  inasmuch  as  its 
lessons  may  be  not  altogether  useless. 

The  old  Walton  House  is  one  of  the  few  his¬ 
toric  buildings  in  this  city,  not  historic  in  the 
highest  sense  of  the  term,  but  simply  as  com¬ 
memorating  commercial  and  social  greatness  of 
a  past  age.  The  Waltons,  for  several  genera¬ 
tions,  were  the  merchant  princes  of  this  city, 
but  their  glory  began  to  wane  before  the  Revo¬ 
lution,  and  since  then  no  one  of  the  name  has 
restored  its  greatness.  William  Walton,  in 
whom  the  family  culminated,  built  a  mansion 
in  the  fashionable  suburbs  of  the  city,  in  which 
was  exhibited  the  highest  reach  of  colonial 


architecture.  The  locality,  which  is  now  known 
as  Franklin  Square,  was  then  the  most  fashion¬ 
able  spot  in  New  York.  Mr.  Walton’s  mansion 
was  surrounded  by  spacious  grounds  which 
sloped  down  to  the  East  River,  and  afforded  a 
fine  view  of  the  fields  of  Broekellyn,  as  the 
place  opposite  was  called  by  the  Dutch  settlers. 
These  grounds  are  now  cut  off  from  the  river 
by  Water,  Front,  and  South  streets,  and  huge 
warehouses  now  stand  on  the  spot  where  the 
Waltons  (like  the  renowned  Izaak)  were  wont 
to  amuse  themselves  with  piscatorial  sport.* 
The  Walton  House  still  stands,  but  it  is  so 
grievously  changed  that  its  author  would  hard¬ 
ly  know  it.  It  is  hedged  in  with  buildings,  it  is 
defaced  with  alterations,  and  is  cut  up  into 
small  rooms  after  the  fashion  of  a  tenement 
house.  These  changes  have  been  gradual,  and 
at  the  time  to  which  I  have  reference  it  retained 
much  of  its  former  grandeur.  The  Walton  fam¬ 
ily  had  become,  as  it  was  supposed,  extinct,  and 

*  William  Walton  built  the  mansion  referred  to  in 
1T52.  He  died,  childless,  in  1768,  leaving  his  estate  to 
his  grand-nephew,  William  Walton.  The  latter  joined 
the  British  during  the  Revolution,  and  his  estates  were 
in  part  confiscated.  His  chiidren  went  to  England, 
and  one  of  them  entered  the  British  na\’y,  in  which  ha 
rose  to  the  post  of  Rear-Admiral. — Vide  Histoby  of 
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the  property  had  i^assed  into  other  hands,  -when 
suddenly  a  member  of  this  ancient  house  reap¬ 
peared  in  the  person  of  a  British  sea-captain. 
This  event  of  course  made  a  sensation  in  the 
society  of  New  York,  which,  sixty  years  ago,  was 
limited  to  Wall  Street  and  the  lower  part  of 
Broadway,  and  hence  was  easily  stirred.  Cap¬ 
tain  Guilford  Walton  had  nothing,  however,  to 
recommend  him  beyond  the  prestige  of  his 
name  and  former  rank — not  in  the  royal  navy, 
but  in  the  merchant  service.  He  had  sailed 
many  years,  but,  though  sea-captains  generally 
make  money,  he  brought  with  him  no  reputa¬ 
tion  of  wealth.  He  was  well  built  in  form,  and 
might  have  been  called  good-looking,  had  it  not 
been  for  an  expression  peculiarly  sinister  which 
his  countenance  bore  when  in  repose,  but  which, 
however,  passed  away  as  soon  as  he  began  to 
speak.  He  was  an  intelligent  and  agreeable 
companion,  and  could  fascinate  with  his  strange 
sea  tales ;  but  at  times  he  became  silent,  and 
even  moody.  Such  a  man  could  at  once  com¬ 
mand  access  to  the  best  society  of  New  York, 
and  Captain  Walton  was  accordingly  received 
among  the  Hamiltons,  the  Crugers,  the  Gracies, 
and  other  aristocratic  families  whose  mansions 
fronted  the  Battery,  or  were  to  be  found  near 
by  in  Broadway  or  Greenwich  Street.  His  own 
residence  was  far  distant  on  the  east  side  of 
town,  and,  in  fact,  -was  the  mansion  to  which 
reference  has  been  made.  It  was  no  longer  in 
a  fashionable  neighborhood,  but  was  occupied 
by  a  well-to-do  family,  who  were  glad  to  let  a 
suit  of  furnished  apartments  to  a  gentleman 
whose  name  was  identified  with  the  house. 
Here  he  exhibited  an  orderly  life,  and  thus  dif¬ 


fered  much  from  other  sea-faring  men,  who, 
when  ashore,  indulge  in  gaming,  drinking,  and 
other  degrading  habits.  It  was  noticed  that 
he  gradually  cultivated  a  recluse  habit,  or  rather 
yielded  to  an  inclination  of  this  sort,  for  he  sel¬ 
dom  mixed  with  gay  society,  and  when  he  did 
so  he  readily  showed  that  it  was  from  a  desire 
for  its  excitement  rather  than  for  any  gratifica¬ 
tion  of  thought  or  sentiment.  As  he  was  un¬ 
married,  it  was  supposed  that  such  a  prudent, 
steady  bachelor  (of  forty-five  or  thereabout) 
would  live  and  die  a  celibate,  and,  perhaps,  im¬ 
mortalize  his  memory  by  some  great  deed  of 
posthumous  charity. 

These  ideas,  however,  were  soon  overset  by 
his  introduction  to  a  young  lady  who  lived  in 
the  upper  suburbs  of  the  city,  and  was  of  a  re¬ 
spectable  though  not  aristocratic  family.  Her 
father  had  been  a  Tory  during  the  Revolution, 
and  had  lost  a  large  fortune.  He  now  occupied 
a  few  acres  near  what  is  now  called  Spring 
Street,  and  this,  with  a  small  house,  was  all 
that  was  left  of  his  once  splendid  estate.  I  do 
not  know  how  Captain  "VValton  formed  the  ac¬ 
quaintance  of  Anna  Barrington,  but  as  soon  as 
made  it  seemed  to  act  upon  his  nature  with 
great  power.  Anna,  though  neither  rich  nor 
beautiful,  had  the  charm  of  innocence,  and  this 
could  not  but  win  the  admiration  of  one  who 
had  gone  the  world’s  round  and  met  its  con¬ 
ventional  politeness,  so  selfish  and  heartless. 
In  addition  to  this.  Miss  Barrington  was  well 
educated,  and  had  been  so  long  intimate  with 
the  aristocratic  British  families  of  the  city  as  to 
acquire  a  national  tone,  which  attracted  a  true 
Briton  like  Captain  Walton.  The  acquaint¬ 
ance,  therefore,  readily  ripened  into  intimacy, 
and,  as  a  natural  result,  their  strong  mutual 
affinities  led  to  a  matrimonial  engagement. 
Captain  Walton  became  a  constant  visitor  at 
Kirtle  Grove,  as  Mr.  Barrington’s  residence  was 
called,  and  enjoyed  that  degree  of  privilege 
which  is  accorded  to  an  expectant  bridegroom. 

Such  was  the  condition  of  things  when  the 
strange  and  perplexing  train  of  circumstances 
of  which  I  am  about  to  write  took  place.  They 
were  generally  known  in  New  York,  and  were, 
at  the  time,  the  subject  of  much  remark ;  but 
the  impression  they  made  on  the  public  mind 
was  greatly  abated  by  that  far  more  astounding 
event  which  occurred  a  few  months  afterward — 
the  murder  of  Gulielma  Sands.  This  tragedy 
was  exceedingly  mysterious.  Weeks  was  tried 
and  acquitted,  though  since  then  his  guilt  has 
been  made  quite  apparent.  He  no  doubt  se¬ 
duced  Miss  Sands  under  promise  of  marriage, 
and  then  murdered  her  and  threw  her  body  into 
a  well.  The  latter  was  in  a  vacant  lot  not  far 
from  Kirtle  Grove,  and  there  the  body  was  sub¬ 
sequently  discovered.  The  popular  novel,  by 
T.  S. Fay,  entitled  “Norman  Leslie,” is  founded 
upon  this  affair,  which,  as  I  said,  absorbed  pub¬ 
lic  attention  to  the  exclusion  of  all  other  topics. 

I  have  stated  that  the  captain  had  rooms  at 
the  Walton  House,  in  Franklin  Square,  which 
was  separated  from  Kirtle  Grove  by  a  mile’s 
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distance.  It  would  have  been  farther  were  it 
not  the  captain’s  custom  to  take  a  short  cut 
through  several  new  streets,  half  built  up  with 
small  wooden  houses.  The  path  thus  indicated 
w'onld  be  from  Kirtle  Grove  to  Broadway,  and 
thence  across  to  Mulberry  Street.  This  street 
wms  hardly  more  than  a  crooked  highway,  skirt¬ 
ing  the  Collect,  or  pond,  which  covered  what  is 
now  the  site  of  Centre  Street.  After  reaching 
Chatham  Street  the  city  was  closely  built  all  the 
w'ay  to  Eranklin  Square,  but  up  to  this  avenue 
all  was  rural  and  lonely. 

One  night,  shortly  after  his  engagement  with 
Anna  Barrington  had  commenced,  he  happened 
to  remain  unusually  late  in  company  with  his 
fiancee  and  a  lady  friend.  The  conversation 
had  taken  a  religious  turn ;  and,  as  Miss  Bar¬ 
rington  was  of  a  pious  and  meditative  habit,  the 
evidences  of  revelation  were  discussed,  or,  at 
least,  were  talked  about,  and  Captain  Walton 
was  quite  free  to  utterly  deny  them.  This  shock¬ 
ed  Miss  Barrington,  but  the  hope  that  her  lover 
might  change  his  views  induced  her  to  ply 
him  w'ith  arguments  until  the  late  hour  referred 
to.  I  may  remark,  en  passant,  that  Erench  phi¬ 
losophy  was  then  quite  fashionable,  especially 
since  it  was  understood  that  Jefferson  had  re¬ 
turned  from  Ei^ance  a  confirmed  infidel.  The 
conversation  shifted  from  one  aspect  of  the  sub¬ 
ject  to  another  until  it  fell  on  the  supernatural 
and  the  marvelous,  so  much  of  which  is  found 
in  common  life.  Miss  Barrington,  though  not 
superstitious,  in  the  common  acceptance  of  the 
term,  maintained  a  belief  in  these  things,  which 
the  captain,  on  the  other  hand,  treated  with 
ridicule.  This  is  not  at  all  suprising.  Men  of 
the  world  become  hardened  in  unbelief,  because 
their  experience  is  solely  with  material  objects. 
Captain  Walton  could  only  speak  of  that  which 
he  knew,  and  the  supernatural  was  to  him  an 
unknown  world.  This  fact  needs  to  be  borne 
in  mind,  because  the  victim  of  the  fearful  work 
I  am  now  to  describe  was,  from  deliberate  con¬ 
viction,  an  utter  disbeliever  in  the  supernatural. 

The  conversation  was  so  interesting  that  the 
hours  stole  away  with  unobserved  rapidity,  and 
it  was  one  o’clock  before  the  captain  bade  the 
ladies  good-night  and  commenced  his  lonely 
walk  homeward.  His  mind  was  so  engrossed 
with  thought  that  he  reached  Broadway  before 
he  was  aware,  and  crossing  over  that  avenue, 
which  then  was  but  a  country  road,  he  soon 
reached  Mulberry  Street,  the  upper  part  of 
which  merely  traversed  vacant  lots.  Then 
came  unfinished  houses,  with  heaps  of  brick 
and  mortar  in  front,  scenes  of  active  labor 
during  the  day,  but  now  still  and  deserted  ns  a 
grave-yard.  There  was  something  painful  in 
that  very  silence.  It  was  so  solemn  and  al¬ 
most  oppressive  that  his  very  steps  seemed  pe¬ 
culiarly  loud  and  distinct.  While  thinking 
upon  the  contrast  which  I  have  suggested,  it 
occurred  to  him  that  he  was  not  utterly  alone, 
for  he  heard  other  footsteps  regularly  falling, 
and  near  b}^,  too ;  not  over  thirty  feet  behind, 
it  would  soem,  if  one  judged  by  sound,  Might 


it  be  the  city  watch  ?  No ;  for  this  was 
out  of  his  regular  beat,  which  did  not  extend 
so  far  from  the  Park.  Then  some  one  must 
be  on  his  track,  “  dogging  him,”  as  the  phrase 
is.  This  sus])icion  at  once  aroused  the  cap¬ 
tain,  and  he  turned  immediately  to  confront  his 
pursuer.  The  moon  shone  clearly,  and  would 
have  revealed  any  human  form ;  but  none  was 
to  be  seen  ;  and  the  only  conclusion  was,  that  it 
might  have  been  the  echo  of  his  own  footsteps. 
To  assure  himself  on  this  point,  he  stamped  vio¬ 
lently  on  the  ground,  and  then  walked  rapidly 
to  and  fro,  in  the  vain  attempt  to  awaken  an 
echo.  After  these  efforts  he  considered  the 
whole  an  illusion,  and  resumed  his  walk;  but 
before  he  had  proceeded  a  dozen  paces  the 
mysterious  footfalls  were  again  heard  in  his 
rear.  It  seemed  as  though  there  was  a  fixed 
purpose  to  prove  that  they  were  not  an  echo, 
for  the  steps  were  varied  in  a  very  peculiar 
manner.  Sometimes  they  were  slackened  al¬ 
most  to  a  halt,  and  then  there  would  be  a  se¬ 
ries  of  eight  or  ten  rapid  strides,  and  /allowed 
by  a  slow  walk.  Captain  Walton  felt  the  in¬ 
creasing  power  of  this  annoyance.  He  again 
turned  in  a  very  sudden  manner,  glancing  keen¬ 
ly  in  the  rear,  but  with  the  same  result,  for  no 
living  thing  was  visible  above  the  level  of  the 
silent  and  deserted  street.  He  then  retraced 
his  steps,  determined  to  give  the  matter  a  thor¬ 
ough  search ;  but  after  walking  fifty  feet  or 
more,  he  found  his  attempt  fruitless.  His 
nervous  frame  was  intensely  excited,  especially 
when  he  found  himself  thus  balked  ;  but  what 
was  to  be  done?  Nothing  but  to  return  home 
unsatisfied.  As  he  resumed  his  walk  toward 
Chatham  Street  he  felt,  in  spite  of  his  avowed 
unbelief,  that  some  of  Miss  Barrington’s  opin¬ 
ions  were  taking  possession  of  his  mind,  and, 
worse  than  this,  a  really  superstitious  feeling 
began  to  creep  upon  him.  He  contended  in 
vain  with  these  thoughts,  and  in  this  wretched 
frame  he  pursued  his  way.  Eor  a  time  the 
footsteps  were  unheard ;  but  when  passing  the 
old  wooden  building  which  still  stands  at  the  cor¬ 
ner  of  Pearl  and  Chatham  Streets  they  were  re¬ 
sumed,  sometimes  in  a  slow  march,  and  then 
with  sudden  starts,  as  though  his  pursuer  would 
run  him  down.  Some  strange  vagaries  marked 
these  movements,  for  sometimes  they  seemed  to 
be  performing  a  dance,  or  beating  time,  so  as  to 
allow  him  to  got  on,  and  thus  maintain  the 
same  distance  between  them.  Captain  Walton 
was  filled  with  vague  and  indescribable  appre¬ 
hensions,  and  his  excitement  at  last  found  re¬ 
lief  in  the  exclamation,  “Who  goes  there?” 
No  answer  was  received,  and  the  sound  of  his 
voice  broke  in  upon  the  stillness  of  the  hour 
with  a  harsh  and  grating  jar  which  aggravated 
his  nervousness.  He  now  felt  disposed  to  run, 
if  by  so  doing  ho  might  escape  his  pursuer. 
He  did  so,  and  immediately  heard  the  clatter 
of  some  one  of  equal  speed  maintaining  the 
usual  proximity.  Worn  out  with  the  exertion, 
he  then  resumed  a  walk,  which  was  at  once  fol- 
1  lowed  by  his  pursuer ;  and  in  this  mannor  ho 
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at  last  readied  his  abode.  It  was  not  until  he 
sat  in  his  snug  and  cozy  room,  by  a  bright  sea- 
coal  fire,  that  he  could  collect  his  mind  suffi¬ 
ciently  to  reconsider  these  strange  occurrences. 
His  skepticism  had  not  vanished,  but  it  was 
considerably  shaken,  and  nature  was  beginning 
to  show  in  his  case  that  weakness  which  bids  us 
tremble  at  the  approach  of  the  unseen  world. 

Captain  Walton  did  not  retire  before  three, 
and  it  was  a  long  time  before  he  could  sleep. 
As  a  consequence,  he  rose  late,  and  found  him¬ 
self  in  a  nervous  and  very  distressed  frame. 
And  jmt  ho  reflected  on  the  events  of  the  past 
night  with  more  surprise  than  alarm.  Day¬ 
light  had  flung  its  cheer  over  the  world,  and  the 
occurrence  of  a  night  lost  its  power.  He  was 
endeavoring  to  reason  out  the  thing  on  natural 
causes,  when  Eensford,  his  servant,  handed  in 
the  morning’s  mail,  which  was  a  single  letter  of 
small  and  unimportant  appearance,  addressed  to 
Captain  Walton,  Walton  House.  The  contents 
read  thus : 

“You  appear  not  to  recognize  me,  but  perhaps  you 
may  when  we  see  more  of  each  other.  Meanwhile  it 
is  hardly  worth  while  for  you  to  be  so  shy.  However, 
I  will  advise  you  to  keep  clear  of  Mulberry  Street,  un¬ 
less  you  wish  to  meet  The  Detective.” 

The  captain  read  the  strange  epistle  several 
times.  He  scrutinized  the  handwriting,  and 
was  satisfied  he  had  never  met  it  before.  It 
was  a  rude,  coarse  hand,  such  as  illiterate  peo¬ 
ple  generally  write  ;  but  there  was  a  boldness 
in  the  characters  that  spoke  the  tone  of  fa¬ 
miliarity ;  and  then  the  term  “detective” — 
what  could  it  mean  ?  Was  the  writer  a  friend, 
or  foe  ?  If  the  latter,  why  should  he  send 
warning  ?  If  he  was  the  former,  why  should 
he  subscribe  himself  as  one  whom  he  had  reason 
to  dread  ?  Taking  the  whole  thing  into  view, 
it  was  an  inexplicable  mystery,  and  one  with 
very  unpleasant  associations. 

The  next  question  was,  should  this  affair  be 
mentioned  to  Miss  Barrington  ?  It  certainly 
would  interest  her,  inasmuch  as  she  was  a  be¬ 
liever  in  the  supernatural ;  but  then  it  might, 
on  the  other  hand,  excite  apprehensions,  and 
hence  he  concluded  to  say  nothing  about  it. 
This  conclusion  was  strengthened  by  subse¬ 
quent  considerations.  The  mysterious  footfall 
might  be  a  delusion,  while  the  letter  might  be 
a  hoax ;  but  yet,  while  ho  endeavored  to  treat 
the  matter  with  this  indifference,  it  still  haunt¬ 
ed  him,  and  filled  him  with  perplexing  thoughts. 
One  thing  was  certain,  on  returning  from  his 
next  visit  to  Miss  Barrington’s,  he  was  careful 
to  avoid  Mulberry  Street.  In  order  to  do  this, 
he  took  the  broad  highway  on  the  North  Eiver 
side  of  the  city  (at  present  known  as  Hudson 
Street),  and  then  turned  up  Vesey  Street,  pass¬ 
ing  St.  Paul’s  church-yard,  crossed  Broadway, 
thence  down  Partition  Street  (now  Pulton)  to 
Pearl,  and  up  Pearl  to  his  residence.  'During 
this  long  walk  Captain  Walton  heard  nothing 
to  disturb  or  annoy  him ;  and  his  unpleasant 
feelings  had  about  worn  off,  when,  ten  days 
subsequently,  another  incident  occurred  which 


revived  them  with  full  pow'cr.  He  had  been  to 
the  theatre — the  Park  Theatre,  of  course,  for 
it  was  then  the  only  institution  of  the  kind  in 
New  York,  and  for  years  afterward  headed 
its  posters  in  this  simple  but  dignified  style : 
“Theatre” — and  had  escorted  Miss  Barring¬ 
ton  to  the  carriage  which  contained  her  father. 
The  old  gentleman  seldom  went,  except  when 
some  fine  play  of  Shakspeare’s  was  performed  ; 
and  on  this  occasion,  having  seen  one  of  Coop¬ 
er’s  best  impersonations,  he  insisted  on  taking 
Anna  home,  and  thus  relieving  the  captain  of 
a  long  excursion  to  their  residence  and  back. 
The  latter  then  turned  down  Beekinan  Street, 
and,  as  it  was  one  o’clock,  this  locality  was  al¬ 
together  deserted.  Walking  quietly  along,  with 
the  poetry  and  sentiment  of  Shakspeare  welling 
up  in  his  heart,  and  mingling  with  the  memory 
of  Miss  Barrington’s  fine  thoughts  and  pleasant 
conversation,  he  became  suddenly  aware  of  the 
sound  of  steps  dogging  him,  as  on  the  previous 
occasion.  Several  times  he  turned  back,  earn¬ 
estly  hoping  that  he  might  see  some  form  from 
whom  these  sounds  might  naturally  proceed. 
But  all  was  quiet,  the  street  was  deserted,  and 
no  form  was  visible.  He  continued  his  way, 
nervous  and  miserable,  for  the  sounds  became 
clear  and  unmistakable,  and  filled  him  with 
dread.  As  he  reached  St.  George’s  Chapel 
they  seemed  to  strike  simultaneously  with  his 
own  steps.  Then  they  changed,  and  exhibited 
the  former  inequality ;  sometimes  slow,  some¬ 
times  lagging  very  far  behind,  and  then  hurry¬ 
ing  up  in  a  run  until  the  usual  propinquity  was 
reached  ;  and  this  was  not  subsequently  exceed¬ 
ed  nor  diminished.  Again  and  again  Captain 
Walton  turned,  glancing  over  the  shoulder  or 
facing  square  around,  but  no  one  was  visible. 
The  horrors  of  this  intangible,  unseen  persecu¬ 
tion  became  intolerable  ;  and  when,  at  last,  he 
reached  the  old  mansion,  his  nerves  were  in 
such  an  excitement  that  rest  was  utterly  out  of 
the  question,  and  he  did  not  even  attempt  to  lie 
down  until  after  daylight.  He  was  awakened 
by  a  knock  at  his  chamber  door,  proceeding 
from  his  servant,  who  had  the  morning’s  mail. 
There  were  several  letters,  among  which  one 
instantly  excited  his  attention,  and  he  read  its 
contents  with  an  eager  eye.  They  were  as 
follows  : 

“  Do  you  think,  Captain  Walton,  to  escape  me  ?  You 
may  as  well  escape  your  own  shadow.  I  will  he  with 
yhu  when  I  wUl,  and  you  shall  not  only  hear  me,  hut 
meet  me  also ;  for  I  am  not  disposed  to  conceal  my¬ 
self,  though  you  may  think  so.  Still,  why  should  this 
trouble  you  or  break  your  rest  ?  for,  if  you  have  a  clear 
conscience,  you  surely  need  fear  nothing  from 

“Tue  Detective.” 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  dwell  upon  the  feel¬ 
ings  consequent  on  the  perusal  of  this  strange 
and  most  unwelcome  letter.  Captain  Walton’s 
friends  observed  that  he  was  unusually  moody 
and  absent-minded  for  several  days,  but  none 
of  them  could  imagine  the  cause.  As  for  him¬ 
self,  however  he  might  desire  to  look  upon  the 
phantom  steps  as  a  mere  illusion,  there  could 
be  no  question  concerning  the  letters,  There 
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they  lay  before  hiiTi,  identical  in  handwriting  j 
and  he  not  only  read  hut  studied  them  in  eveiy 
word  and  syllable,  until  they  were  printed  on 
his  memory.  The  whole  of  this  affair  grad¬ 
ually  became  connected  with  certain  passages 
in  his  own  life  which,  above  all  others,  he  had 
tried  to  forget,  but  which  now  came  fresh  into 
his  memory.  It  was  therefore  a  fortunate  cir¬ 
cumstance,  inasmuch  as  it  assisted  to  divert 
and  to  occupy  his  mind,  that  he  then  conceived 
the  idea  of  recovering  Mr.  Barrington’s  confis¬ 
cated  estates,  or,  rather,  Anna  Barrington’s. 
This  grew  out  of  a  very  remarkable  position  of 
the  case.  Mr.  Barrington  owned,  prior  to  the 
Revolution,  a  large  tract  of  land  in  the  suburbs 
of  the  city,  which  was  now  worth  five  thousand 
dollars  per  acre,  and  hence  would  bring  an 
enormous  sum  of  money.  This  land,  however, 
was  the  property  of  his  wife ;  but  during  the 
hurry  and  confusion  of  military  proceedings  it 
had  been  viewed  as  belonging  to  himself,  and 
hence  had  been  sold.  Anna  Barrington  was 
now  her  mother’s  sole  heir ;  and,  having  been 
wronged  by  the  sale  of  the  estate,  it  would  be 
proper  for  Congress  to  correct  the  error  and  to 
restore  her  to  her  possession.  To  further  this 
end  Captain  Walton  had  obtained  the  influence 
of  Aaron  Burr ;  and  any  measure  recommend¬ 
ed  by  him  was  sure  to  be  carried.  It  is  true. 
Burr  was  unpopular  in  New  York,  but  his  in¬ 
fluence  in  Congress,  notwithstanding  this,  was 
very  great.  The  excitement  growing  out  of 
this  claim  so  engrossed  Captain  Walton’s  mind 
that  it  lost  its  gloom,  and  seemed  once  more 
elastic  and  natural,  so  that  his  friends  congrat¬ 
ulated  him  on  his  improved  appearance,  and 
Miss  Barrington  could  not  conceal  her  delight. 
After  a  while,  however,  he  was  dismayed  by 
occasional  renewals  of  the  same  annoyance, 
which  occurred  in  the  daytime,  in  lonely  places, 
as  well  as  at  night.  Sometimes  they  appeared 
so  faint  that  it  was  difficult,  if  not  impossible, 
to  distinguish  between  them  and  the  fancies  of 
an  excited  imagination ;  and  when  he  was  in 
company  they  were  heard  by  him  and  by  none 
else.  Eor  instance,  one  night  he  was  returning 
from  a  public  meeting  held  in  Martling’s  tav¬ 
ern,  which  afterward  became  Tammany  Hall; 
for,  although  not  a  politician,  he  would  occa¬ 
sionally  go  to  hear  a  fine  speaker,  and  on  this 
occasion  it  was  expected  that  Burr  would  make 
an  address.  In  this  wo  were  disappointed.  I 
say  we,  because  I  was  one  of  that  number,  and, 
though  but  a  boy  of  sixteen,  I  took  a  vast  inter¬ 
est  in  politics,  and  felt  all  the  importance  of  my 
position  as  one  of  the  rising  generation.  I  well 
remember  that  a  group,  of  which  I  was  a  mem¬ 
ber,  walked  down  Frankfort  Street  to  Pearl, 
and  another  member  of  this  group  was  Captain 
Walton.  He  seemed  taciturn  and  absent-mind¬ 
ed,  and  so  different  from  his  usual  conversa¬ 
tional  mood  that  one  might  imagine  that  some 
deep  anxiety  was  preying  on  his  heart.  I  aft¬ 
erward  learned  that  during  this  walk  he  heard 
those  footsteps  dogging  him  all  the  way  home. 
I  have  understood,  though  I  am  not  positive, 


that  this  was  the  last  time  the  annoyance  ap¬ 
peared  in  this  peculiar  shape  ;  and  it  was  soon 
to  take  a  new  and  more  terrible  form. 

What  this  new  form  was  to  be  might  have 
been  supposed  from  one  of  the  events  of  this 
night.  We  had  reached  Franklin  Square,  and 
the  captain  was  about  to  cross  the  street  to 
reach  the  Walton  House,  when  a  stranger  ap¬ 
peared  in  our  front.  He  was  a  short  man,  had 
a  foreign  look — at  least  such  was  my  impres¬ 
sion  from  a  clear  moonlight  view — wore  a  cap, 
and  seemed  to  be  of  sea-faring  life.  We  saw 
him  full  thirty  feet  ahead,  walking  toward  us 
with  rapid  step  and  manner  indicating  fierce 
excitement,  muttering  to  himself  in  tones  which 
indicated  deep  and  bitter  perturbation.  This 
startling  individual  walked  toward  Captain 
Walton,  and  then  halted  directly  in  his  front, 
and  gazed  upon  him  for  a  moment  with  a  look 
that  seemed  almost  diabolical  with  fury  and 
revenge.  He  then  turned  abruptly  and  disap¬ 
peared  in  an  alley.  I  must  confess  that  I  was 
exceedingly  shocked  at  this  sudden  and  start¬ 
ling  appearance,  which  impressed  me  with  a 
sense  of  danger  such  as  I  never  before  or  since 
have  felt  in  the  presence  of  any  human  being. 

I  had  seen  a  countenance  peculiarly  evil  lit  up 
by  the  excitement  of  bad  piassions  ;  still  it  was 
not  sufficient  to  carry  terror  to  the  heart  of  a 
brave  man.  Hence  I  was  much  surprised  by 
the  effect  it  had  on  Captain  Walton ;  I  knew 
his  reputation  for  courage,  which  indeed,  ac¬ 
cording  to  report,  he  had  shown  on  several  oc¬ 
casions,  and  this  made  his  conduct  the  more 
noticeable.  As  the  stranger  advanced  he  re¬ 
coiled  a  few  steps  and  grasped  my  arm  in  si¬ 
lence,  but  in  a  manner  which  indicated  a  spasm 
of  terror.  Then,  as  the  figure  disappeared,  he 
shoved  me  back  and  sought  to  follow  it  a  short 
distance,  when  he  suddenly  stopped,  in  evident 
confusion,  and  sat  down  upon  a  door-step.  His 
countenance  appeared  ghastly  and  haggard.  It 
was  a  strange  moonlight  scene,  and  we  all  felt 
its  weird  power. 

The  first  to  speak  was  Mr.  Melford,  on 
whose  invitation  Walton  had  gone  to  the  meet¬ 
ing. 

“For  God’s  sake.  Captain,  what’s  the  mat¬ 
ter?  Did  the  fellow  hurt  you?  AVhat  can  it 
mean  ?” 

For  a  moment  no  reply  was  made,  and  then 
Walton  looked  around  distractedly,  and  ex¬ 
claimed,  in  a  manner  which  showed  his  inatten¬ 
tion  to  the  question : 

“  What  did  he  say  ?  I  did  not  hear  it  clear¬ 
ly.  Did  you  make  it  out?  I  know  he  said 
something,” 

“No  matter  what  he  said,”  remarked  Saun¬ 
ders,  another  of  the  group.  “It’s  only  some 
fellow  whom  rum  makes  combative — a  bad  one 
to  meet,  though,  any  where,  for  he  might  handle 
cold  steel.” 

“You  seem  unwell.  Captain  Walton,”  re¬ 
joined  Melford.  “  We  will  assist  you  home;  ’tis 
only  across  the  street.” 

“  I  am  not  exactly  unwell,”  replied  Walton, 
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evidently  trying  to  rally ;  “  but  how  it  is  I  can 
not  tell,  unless  hard  work  on  my  land  claim  had 
worn  me  out,  and  then  late  hours  at  a  political 
meeting,  you  know.  I  have  felt  badly  all  day 
and  evening  too,  and  so  this  overset  me ;  but  I 
am  better  now.  We’ll  go  on.” 

We  accompanied  the  captain  to  his  lodgings, 
and  then  passed  down  toward  Hanover  Square, 
in  which  vicinity  most  of  us  dwelt.  As  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  course,  the  strange  event  was  the  subject 
of  conversation ;  and  though  it  might  have  been 
reasonably  supposed  that  intoxication  was  the 
cause  of  that  fellow’s  conduct,  yet,  after  all,  we 
could  not  shake  off  the  idea  of  mystery  which 
accompanied  it. 

Although  I  had  but  lately  been  introduced  to 
Captain  Walton,  I  took  the  liberty  to  call  next 
day  at  his  lodgings  to  inquire  concerning  his 
health,  and  learned  that  he  kept  his  room,  though 
not,  as  he  said,  “really  ill,”  and  hoped  to  be 
about  by  the  next  day.  I  subsequently  learned 
that  a  short  time  after  I  left  he  sent  for  Doctor 
Hosack,  who  then  was  considered  the  best  phy¬ 
sician  in  Hew  York,  and  there  ensued  one  of 
those  strange  interviews  which  city  physicians 
occasionally  meet.  The  physician  felt  the  pa¬ 
tient’s  pulse  and  inquired  his  symptoms.  In¬ 
stead  of  making  a  direct  reply,  the  latter  talked 
in  a  desultory  and  abstracted  manner,  referring 
but  little  to  the  matter  of  disease,  but  in  some 
way  suggesting  that  there  must  be  a  more  im¬ 
portant  subject  on  his  mind.  Still,  he  com¬ 
plained  of  occasional  palpitation  and  nervous 
distress.  The  doctor  was  a  thorough  man, 
and  did  not  care  to  dismiss  the  case  so  lightly. 
Hence  he  asked  if  there  was  any  painful  cir¬ 
cumstance  or  experience  which  was  then  dis¬ 
tressing  his  patient’s  thoughts.  The  latter  in¬ 
stantaneously  denied  this,  and  even  seemed  wor¬ 
ried  by  the  suggestion.  Doctor  Hosack  then 
remarked  that  he  could  see  nothing  out  of  the 
way  in  all  this,  although,  perhaps,  there  might 
be  a  slight  difficulty  in  digestion.  He  then, 
as  usual,  wrote  a  prescription,  and  was  about 
to  withdraw,  when  Captain  Walton  suddenly 
stopped  him,  as  though  a  new  idea  was  sug¬ 
gested  to  his  mind. 

“Doctor,  I  had  almost  forgotten  a  question 
which  sometimes  occurs  to  me.  I  hardly  know, 
after  all,  whether  it  be  strictly  a  medical  one, 
but  if  not  you  will  excuse  it.  ” 

“Well,  Sir,”  replied  the  physician,  “go  on 
and  propose  your  question.” 

The  captain  seemed  either  embarrassed  by 
this  prompt  reply  or  else  he  had  some  difficulty 
in  framing  his  interrogatory,  for  he  was  silent, 
took  a  turn  about  the  room,  opened  a  book  in 
an  abstracted  manner,  and  then  sat  down  facing 
the  doctor  like  one  who  had  determined  to  meet 
a  difficulty,  and  said : 

“I  suppose  you  will  think  my  question  a 
foolish  one,  but  I  desire  to  know  whether,  when 
a  man  is  dead,  and  is  pronounced  so  by  medic¬ 
al  authority — I  mean  by  a  surgeon  of  respecta¬ 
ble  standing — may  such  a  person  be  restored  to 
life  ?” 


Doctor  Hosack  smiled,  and  a  negative  mo¬ 
tion  of  the  head  indicated  his  reply. 

“But  a  little  farther— I  will  say  a  word  far¬ 
ther,”  remarked  the  captain.  “Suppose  a 
blunder  to  have  been  made.  Suppose  the  sur¬ 
geon  to  have  been  a  mere  quack,  could  he  be 
so  far  deceived  as  to  have  pronounced  a  man 
dead  when  the  case  involved  only  a  temporary 
suspension  of  nature  occasioned  by  extreme  pain 
or  disease  ?” 

“Death,”  replied  the  physician,  “is  general¬ 
ly  unmistakable ;  the  rigor  mortis  soon  proves 
the  difference  between  this  and  any  resemblance, 
whether  it  ensue  from  violence  or  is  the  effect 
of  slow  disease.” 

“That  is  a  very  satisfactory  reply,”  said  the 
captain.  “How  one  word  more,  for  I  presume 
that  you  are  advised  on  all  such  points.  If  a 
man  be  in  danger,  or  may  fear  that  he  is  in 
danger,  of  violence  at  the  hands  of  a  lunatic, 
can  he  not  get  a  warrant  and  have  the  fellow 
locked  up  ?” 

“I  suppose  he  can, ”  replied  the  physician  ; 
“  though  such  a  matter  belongs  to  the  law  rather 
than  to  medicine.” 

Doctor  Hosack  took  his  leave.  He  'was  a 
man  of  rapid  perception  and  deep  penetration, 
and  he  saw  from  these  questions  that  the  mind 
rather  than  the  body  of  his  new  patient  was 
the  seat  of  suffering.  A  few  days  afterward 
the  following  advertisement  appeared  in  the 
Commercial  Advertiser : 

F  GODFREY  BURTON,  formei’ly  boatswain  on 
board  the  ship  Petrel,  will  apply  to  Edward  King, 
Attorney,  14  Wall  Street,  he  will  hear  something  to  bis 
advantage.  Should  he  prefer  to  come  after  dark,  he* 
may  call  up  stairs  on  the  family  at  any  time  up  to  11 
o’clock. 

The  Petrel  was  the  vessel  Captain  "Walton 
had  sailed,  and  as  Doctor  Hosack  knew  this, 
he  suspected  when  he  saw  the  paper  that  his 
patient’s  distress  must  in  some  way  be  identi¬ 
fied  with  the  individual  to  wdiom  this  adver¬ 
tisement  was  addressed.  This,  however,  was 
mere  conjecture,  for  no  information  as  to  the 
real  purpose  of  the  advertisement  was  ever  di¬ 
vulged  by  the  attorney. 

Captain  Walton’s  distress  had  been  generally 
noticed  by  his  friends,  who  ascribed  it  to  hj'po- 
chondria,  and  hence  the}'  were  gratified  to  once 
more  see  an  improvement  in  his  spirits.  One 
of  the  earliest  symptoms  of  this  was  his  appear¬ 
ance  at  a  grand  supper  of  the  Masonic  fraternity, 
to  which  he  belonged.  This  institution  was 
then  strongly  established  in  New  York. 

On  this  occasion  the  captain’s  friends  had 
their  eyes  upon  him,  and  observed  that  he  plied 
the  bottle  freely,  and,  though  at  first  gloomy  and 
abstracted,  he  soon  became  mellowed  and  con¬ 
versational.  This  W'as  a  subject  of  pleasant 
remark;  but  they  did  not  know  that  a  secret 
anxiety  impelled  him  to  this  course,  and  that 
his  excessive  vivacity  arose  not  only  from  the 
use  of  wine,  but  also  from  a  strong  counter  effort 
of  the  mind.  He  left  the  table  early,  and,  in 
obedience  to  his  present  passion,  he  proceeded 
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to  the  Barringtons’,  where  he  spent  a  couple  of 
delightful  hours.  At  the  end  of  this  time  his 
elation  of  spirits  began  to  flag,  and  his  undefined 
apprehensions  threatened  a  return ;  and  when 
he  took  his  leave  he  felt  a  foreboding  of  com¬ 
ing  mischief,  and  his  mind  was  haunted  by  mys¬ 
terious  apprehensions,  which  he  could  not  alto¬ 
gether  i-cpel.  He  pursued  his  way  homeward, 
with  a  dogged  resolution  to  meet  whatever 
might  occur,  and,  as  no  return  of  the  footsteps 
happened,  he  began  to  feel  a  restoration  of  con¬ 
fidence,  He  had  walked  half  a  mile,  and  was 
just  reaching  the  long  line  of  twinkling  lamps 
that  marked  the  city  proper,  and  which  then 
commenced  near  Duane  Street.  At  this  mo¬ 
ment  he  heard  the  report  of  a  musket  behind 
him,  and  the  whistle  of  a  bullet  added  a  still 
more  startling  sensation.  His  first  impulse  was 
to  turn  in  pursuit  of  the  assassin  ;  but  the  road 
was  much  encumbered  with  heaps  of  rubbish, 
and  the  surrounding  fields,  so  vague  and  indef¬ 
inite  in  the  distance,  discouraged  the  pursuit. 
For  a  solitary  individual  to  attempt  the  arrest 
of  a  murderer  was  absurd ;  and  as  he  gazed 
around  all  was  dark  and  solitary.  Hence  he 
turned  to  his  onward  path,  but  under  the  ex¬ 
citement  of  the  alarm  his  pace  quickened  rap¬ 
idly,  and  he  was  approaching  Broadway,  when 
suddenly  he  caught  a  view  of  the  man  in  the  fur 
cap.  They  met ;  but  the  encounter  was  only 
momentaiy.  The  figure  was  walking  at  the 
same  rapid  step  and  with  the  same  threatening 
air  as  before,  and  as  it  passed  him  he  thought 
he  could  hear  -whispers  of  vengeance.  This 
might  have  been  a  mistake ;  but  it  was  enough 
to  have  seen  that  feared  and  horrid  countenance, 
which  he  could  not  banish  from  his  mind.  He 
soon  reached  his  room,  and  vainly  endeavored 
to  seek  repose ;  but  the  events  of  the  past  night 
awoke  a  nervoirs  excitement  of  intense  degree 
— the  festive  scenes  of  the  supper  and  the  visit 
at  Kirtle  Grove,  in  contrast  with  murder  on  him¬ 
self,  and  the  repeated  apparition  of  this  object 
of  dread.  The  effect  of  all  this  was  easily  seen 
when  the  captain  once  more  made  his  appear¬ 
ance  in  public.  The  state  of  his  mind  was  now 
shown  by  its  effect  on  his  body,  and  his  friends 
began  to  remark  this  relapse  ;  but  still  he  strove 
to  present  to  the  world  a  confident  and  cheerful 
bearing.  The  cause  of  his  suft’ering  and  every 
circumstance  connected  with  it  he  guarded  with 
a  reserve  of  the  most  jealous  character.  It 
evidently  was  of  a  nature  which  he  could  not, 
or  would  not,  disclose. 

The  mind  thus  turned  in  upon  itself,  and 
haunted  by  an  anxiety  which  it  dared  not  re¬ 
veal  or  confide  to  any  friend,  even  the  dearest, 
became  the  scene  of  extreme  excitement.  And 
in  this  condition  the  unfortunate  man  was  com¬ 
pelled  to  endure,  with  constant  repetition,  the 
visitations  of  the  dreaded  apparition. 

At  this  time  there  were  several  distinguished 
preachers  in  New  York,  the  most  noted  of  whom 
were  Bishop  Moore  of  the  Episcopal,  Doctor 
Rodgers  of  the  Brick  Church  (Presbyterian), 
and  Doctor  John  M.  Mason  of  the  Cedar  Street 


Church.  The  latter  institution  was  of  the  Scot¬ 
tish  order,  and  the  congregation  had  the  name 
of  being  clear-headed  people.  Their  pastor  en¬ 
joyed  a  great  reputation  for  intellectual  power, 
and  w'as  probably  the  finest  pulpit  orator  New 
York  has  ever  seen.  Ilis  logical  and  meta¬ 
physical  turn  was  well  known,  though  as  a 
preacher  he  was  simple  and  direct. 

Orte  day  Doctor  Mason  was  visited  by  a  stran¬ 
ger,  who,  on  introducing  himself,  proved  to  be 
none  other  than  Captain  Walton.  The  clergy¬ 
man  was  in  his  study,  full  of  work,  when  the 
visitor  was  announced,  and  when  the  latter  en¬ 
tered  the  room  the  former  was  impressed  with 
the  consciousness  that  his  visitor  must  have  re¬ 
cently  been  subjected  to  intense  mental suft’ering. 
After  the  usual  interchange  of  courteous  greet¬ 
ing  the  captain,  who  easily  perceived  the  sur¬ 
prise  which  his  visit  had  elicited,  remarked  thus  : 

“This  is  a  strange  call.  Doctor  Mason.  I 
should  not  under  ordinary  circumstances  have 
ventured  to  disturb  you,  but  my  visit  is  neither 
idle  nor  an  impertinent  intrusion.  You  are 
somewhat  accustomed,  I  presume,  to  have  peo¬ 
ple  ask  advice.  I  need  not  only  advice,  but 
sympathy ;  indeed,  I  may  add  compassion,  for 
I  have  been  a  great  suiferer.” 

“Sir,”  replied  the  clergyman,  “it  will  give 
me  great  pleasure  if  I  can  afford  any  man  re¬ 
lief  in  mental  or  spiritual  distress  ;  but — ” 

“I  know  what  you  would  say,”  resumed  the 
captain,  hurriedly;  “but  I  am  what  you  call 
an  unbeliever,  and  therefore  incapable  of  de¬ 
riving  that  help  from  religion  which  you  would 
recommend ;  and  yet  I  must  say  that  circum¬ 
stances  have  lately  forced  upon  me  the  study 
of  psychological  matters — rather  let  me  say  mat¬ 
ters  of  the  mind  and  soul — so  that  my  unbelief 
has  been  disturbed,  and  I  am  now  disposed  to 
review  the  question  in  a  more  teachable  spirit 
than  ever  before.” 

“Am  I  to  understand,”  said  the  clerg3'man, 
“that  your  difficulties  refer  to  the  evidences  of 
revelation?” 

“I  have  had  such  difficulties,”  -was  the  re¬ 
ply,  “  and  yet  I  am  not  prepared  to  state  them  ; 
but  there  is  one  subject  on  which  I  feel  a  pecul¬ 
iar  interest.” 

He  again  paused,  and  Doctor  Mason  urged 
him  to  proceed. 

“The  fact  is,”  said  Walton,  “whatever may 
be  my  uncertainty  as  to  the  truth  of  what  men 
call  ‘  revelation,’  there  is  one  fact  connected 
with  it  of  which  I  am  deeply  and  even  hor- 
rihly  convinced — nameljq  that  there  is  beyond 
our  present  condition  a  spiritual  world.  This 
I  know,  although  its  operations  may  be  in  a  large 
part  hidden  from  us,  for  sometimes  it  is  terribly, 
even  though  partially,  revealed.  I  am  sure  that 
there  is  a  God,”  continued  Walton,  with  in¬ 
creased  emotion,  “and  that  to  the  wicked  he 
is  a  dreadful  God,  and  I  know  that  retribution 
follows  guilt.” 

The  clergyman  looked  with  intense  interest 
on  his  visitor,  who  proceeded  as  though  unbur¬ 
dening  a  pent-up  mind : 
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“In  ways  the  most  mysterious  and  inexpli¬ 
cable,  and  even  I  may  say  the  most  terrific,  it 
is  proven  that  there  is  a  spiritual  system,  and 
that  an  implacable  and  omnipotent  jtower  ad¬ 
ministers  punishment.  Under  this  system  I 
now  suffer  a  persecution  which  no  tongue  can 
describe ;  I  may  say,  indeed,  I  endure  the  tor¬ 
ments  of  the  damned.  Yes,  there  is  a  hell,  and 
I  feel  it.” 

As  Walton  said  this  his  agitation  became  so 
vehement  that  the  clergyman  was  shocked  and 
even  alarmed.  The  wild  rapidity  with  which 
the  former  spoke,  and  above  all  the  undisguised 
horror  which  stamped  his  features,  afforded  a 
contrast  to  his  ordinary  self-possession  striking 
and  painful  in  the  extreme. 

“  My  dear  Sir,”  exclaimed  Doctor  Mason, 
“it  is  evident  that  you  have  been  suffering 
much ;  but  can  it  not  be  that  your  mind  is  af¬ 
fected  by  your  body  ?  May  it  not  be  that  the 
state  of  mind  you  describe  is  due  to  causes  of 
a  physical  nature  ?  I  am  not  a  physician,  and 
yet  perhaps  a  change  of  air,  or  the  use  of  a  few 
tonics,  may  be  of  more  use  than  any  mental 
remedies,  though,  under  all  circumstances,  we 
need  God’s  mercy.” 

It  was  evident  that  the  clergyman  supposed 
his  visitor  to  be  slightly  deranged,  or  at  least 
in  a  condition  which  required  other  treatment 
than  that  purely  spiritual. 

“Doctor,”  replied  Walton,  “I  thank  you  for 
this  reference  to  diet,  exercise,  an(^  change  of 
air ;  but  let  me  say  I  can  not  accept  the  hope 
which  you  would  thus  establish.  No ;  that 
would  be  self-delusion.  I  am  no  enthusiast. 
I  know  what  I  say  to  be  awful  reality.  My 
only  hope  is,  that  by  some  spiritual  agency  more 
potent  than  that  which  now  tortures  me  it  may 
be  combated,  and  its  victim  be  delivered.  If 
this  can  not  be  accomplished  I  am  a  lost  man — ■ 
lost  now  and  forever  !” 

“But,  Sir,  it  must  be  remembered  that  oth¬ 
ers  have  suffered  similar  conflicts,  and  have—” 

“No,  no,  no,”  interrupted  the  unfortunate 
man;  “I  am  neither  credulous  nor  supersti¬ 
tious.  I  am  and  have  been  far  the  reverse — 
too  skeptical.  But  now,  unless  I  were  beyond 
the  power  of  all  testimony,  unless  I  reject  the 
perpetual  evidence  of  my  own  senses,  I  am 
forced  to  believe — I  have  no  escape  from  the 
horrible  certainty — that  I  am  haunted,  go  where 
I  may,  by  a  demon  !” 

There  was  an  almost  preternatural  energy  of 
horror  in  Walton’s  face,  as  its  damp  and  death¬ 
like  lineaments  turned  toward  his  clerical  list¬ 
ener.  Doctor  Mason  had  attended  some  scenes 
of  fearful  character,  but  had  never  witnessed 
one  like  this. 

“God  help  you,  unfortunate  man!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed.  “You  are  a  sufferer,  no  matter  how 
these  sufferings  were  occasioned.” 

“God  help  me!”  said  Walton,  with  a  look 
of  surprise.  “  WiVf  God  help  me  ?  Yes,  I  ask, 
will  He  help  me  ?” 

“Pray  to  Him.  He  bids  us  call  on  Him  in 
the  hour  of  trouble.” 


“  Pray  to  Him!”  re-echoed  the  vi.sitor.  “Pray 
to  Him  !  I  can’t  pray.  I  could  ns  easily  move 
a  mountain  by  an  effort  of  my  will.  There  is 
something  within  me  that  will  not  pray.  You 
prescribe  an  impossibility.” 

“You  might  not  find  it  such  an  impossibility 
were  you  but  to  try.” 

“Try!  I  have  tried,  and  the  attempt  only 
fills  me  with  confusion  and  terror.  The  aw'ful, 
unutterable  idea  of  eternity  oppresses  and  mad¬ 
dens  my  brain,  and  whenever  my  mind  ap¬ 
proaches  the  contemplation  of  the  Almighty  I 
recoil.  I  am  repelled,  confounded,  terrified. 
The  idea  of  God  is  intolerable.  I  can  not  sup¬ 
port  it.” 

“Then,  my  dear  Sir,  if  such  be  your  unfor¬ 
tunate  case,  say  how  you  w'ould  have  me  serve 
you.  What  can  I  do  to  relieve  you  ?” 

“  Listen  to  me  first,”  replied  Captain  Walton, 
a  little  subdued  in  manner,  and  with  an  evident 
effort  to  abate  his  excitement.  “  Listen  to  me, 
while  I  relate  the  circumstances  of  the  terrible 
persecution  which  has  rendered  my  life  intol¬ 
erable,  and  still  makes  me  fear  death  and  the 
world  to  come  as  much  as  I  hate  existence.” 

The  minister  then  listened  to  the  recital 
which  the  captain  gave  of  the  incidents  which 
we  have  described,  to  which  he  added  :  “  This 
has  now  become  habitual.  It  is  a  part  of  my 
daily  experience.  I  do  not  mean  the  actual 
sight  of  that  man  (or  thing)  ;  that,  thank  God  ! 
is  not  a  daily  infliction.  From  the  unutterable 
horror  of  that  visitation  I  have  been  mercifully 
allowed  times  of  repose,  though  none  of  securi¬ 
ty.  But  I  never  have  any  respite  from  the  con¬ 
sciousness  that  a  malignant  spirit  is  following 
me  wherever  I  go.  I  am  pursued  with  blas¬ 
phemies,  with  cries  of  despair  and  of  appalling 
hatred.  I  hear  those  awful  sounds  calling  aft¬ 
er  me  as  I  turn  the  corners  of  streets.  They 
come  to  me  at  midnight  as  I  sit  in  my  room. 
They  charge  me  with  hideous  crimes,  and — 
great  God  ! — they  threaten  me  with  coming 
vengeance.  Hush !  do  you  hear  that  P’  he 
cried,  with  an  expression  of  renewed  horror. 
“There!  there!  will  convince  you?” 

The  clergyman  felt  his  heart  chill  with  hor¬ 
ror  as,  during  the  sough  of  a  sudden  gust  of 
wind,  he  heard,  or  fancied  he  heard,  the  half- 
articulate  sounds  of  rage  and  derision. 

“  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that  f’  said  Wal¬ 
ton,  drawing  a  long  breath  through  his  teeth. 

“I  heard  the  wind,”  replied  Doctor  Mason ; 

“  but  what  of  that  ?” 

“  The  prince  of  the  powers  of  the  air,”  mut¬ 
tered  Walton,  with  a  shudder. 

“Not  quite  that,”  exclaimed  the  preacher, 
with  an  ill-concealed  unpleasantness  upon  his 
countenance,  the  effect  of  his  visitor’s  excite¬ 
ment.  “  You  must  not  give  way  to  such 
thoughts ;  truth  is  one  thing,  and  imagination 
is  another.  You  should  resist  them.” 

“  Yes,  of  that  I  have  heard  ;  they  say,  Eesist 
the  devil,  and  he  will  flee  from  thee,”  said 
Walton;  “but  //ow  resist  him?  There  is  the 
rub.  What  can  I  do  ?” 
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“And  has  imagination  no  part  in  this  ?’’ 

“No,  Sir,  none!  Was  it  imagination,  or 
even  fancv,  that  made  you^  as  well  as  me,  hear 
but  a  moment  ago  those  appalling  tones  of  hell  ? 
No,  Sir,  it  was  not  imagination.  ” 

“But,  since  you  have  seen  this  person  fre¬ 
quently,”  replied  the  preacher,  “why  have  you 
not  spoken  to  him,  and  why  have  you  not  ar¬ 
rested  him?  Is  it  wise  to  assume  the  opera¬ 
tion  of  supernatural  agency  when  this  might  be 
explained,  if  pains  were  taken  to  sift  the  mat¬ 
ter  ?” 

“  Mj'  reply  to  this,  and  my  reason  why  I  have 
never  employed  the  police,  are  found  in  this 
fact:  there  are  circumstances  connected  with 
this  appearance  which  are  proof  of  its  unearthly 
nature.  I  know  that  the  being  that  haunts  me 
is  not  man.  I  repeat  I  know  this ;  and  I  be¬ 
lieve  that,  were  I  to  undertake  it,  I  could  prove 
this  to  your  own  conviction.  As  to  accosting 
it  as  you  suggest,  I  dare  not ;  I  can  not  do  it. 
When  I  see  it  I  am  powerless,  and  I  stand  thus 
in  the  triumphant  presence  of  supernatural 
power  and  malignity.  Not  only  my  strength, 
but  memory  and  all  other  faculties,  desert  me. 
Oh,  Sir !  I  am  satisfied  you  know  not  my  case. 
Mercy!  mercy!  Heaven  pity  me !” 

He  leaned  his  elbow  on  the  table,  and  passed 
his  hands  before  his  eyes,  as  if  to  exclude  some 
image  of  horror,  repeating  the  last  words  of  the 
sentence  again  and  again  in  a  subdued  mutter. 

“Doctor  Mason,”  he  abruptly  resumed,  rais¬ 
ing  himself,  and  looking  upon  the  preacher  with 
an  imploring  eye,  “I  know  you  will  do  for  me 
all  that  can  be  done.  I  have  laid  before  you, 
in  all  their  fullness,  the  circumstances  and 
agency  of  which  I  am  the  victim.  Now,  Sir,  I 
tell  you  I  can  not  hope  to  escape.  I  can  not 
escape.  I  am  utterly  helpless.  Therefore,  I 
conjure  you,  let  my  case  receive  a  deep  consid¬ 
eration  ;  and  if  any  thing  can  be  done  by  your 
prayers,  or  by  the  prayers  of  your  people,  I  do 
beseech  you  give  me  the  benefit  of  that  inter¬ 
cession.  Deliver  me,  I  pray  you,  from  the 
body  of  this  death  !” 

Drops  of  perspiration  gathered  on  the  speak¬ 
er’s  brow  as  he  proceeded  :  “  Strive  for  me.  It 
is  my  last  chance.  Yes,  I  know  you  will ;  you 
can  not  refuse  such  a  request.  For  this  I  came 
to  your  presence.  Oh  !  protect  me.  Send  me 
away  with  some  hope  of  ultimate  deliverance  ; 
and,  with  that  to  sustain  me,  I  will  nerve  my¬ 
self  to  endure,  day  after  day,  the  hideous  curse 
until  it  be  removed.” 

Doctor  Mason  was  deeply  moved  by  the  ap¬ 
peal,  as  well  he  might  be,  and  he  assured  Cap¬ 
tain  Walton  that  he  would  make  him  the  object 
of  his  prayers,  and  that  his  case  should,  in  an 
impersonal  manner,  be  brought  before  their 
meeting. 

Having  received  this  assurance  Captain  Wal¬ 
ton  departed,  while  the  preacher  returned  to 
the  study  overwhelmed  by  the  strange  inter¬ 
view. 

It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  Captain  Wal¬ 
ton’s  changed  and,  so  to  speak,  eccentric  habits 


should  long  escape  general  discussion,  and  the 
explanations  suggested  were  of  a  very  opposite 
character.  Some  attributed  the  change  to  se¬ 
cret  pecuniary  embarrassments,  while  others 
ascribed  it  to  a  repugnance  against  his  matri¬ 
monial  engagement ;  but  the  most  plausible  of 
the  different  theories  was  that  mental  disease 
was  the  cause. 

From  the  very  commencement  of  this  change 
Miss  Barrington  had  been  aware  of  it,  and  its 
gradual  but  steady  advances  had  filled  her  with 
distress.  His  visits  became  at  length  so  inter¬ 
rupted,  and  his  manner,  whenever  they  occurred, 
so  abstracted,  and  at  the  same  time  so  agitated, 
that  her  father  was  compelled  to  demand  an 
explanation. 

Captain  Walton  respected  Mr.  Barrington’s 
course,  and  at  once  laid  the  matter  fully  before 
him.  The  latter,  with  all  regard  for  the  cap¬ 
tain’s  opinion,  was  inclined  to  treat  the  thing 
in  a  skeptical  manner. 

“Your  annoyance,  then,”  said  he,  “pro¬ 
ceeds  from  the  frequent  appearance  of  a  man 
in  cap  and  great-coat,  with  a  red  vest  and  a 
bad  countenance,  who  meets  you  without  cere¬ 
mony,  and  throws  you  into  ague  fits.  Now, 
Sir,  I  will  make  it  my  business  to  catch  this 
mischievous  fellow,  and  have  him  whipped 
through  the  city  before  we  are  a  month  older.” 

“If  you  knew  what  I  know,”  replied  Walton, 
with  gloomy  agitation,  ‘  ‘  you  would  speak  very 
differently.  Do  not  imagine  that  I  am  so 
weak  and  foolish  as  to  assume,  without  proof 
of  an  overwhelming  character,  my  present  con¬ 
clusions — the  proofs  are  locked  up  here.”  As 
he  spoke  he  tapped  on  his  breast,  and,  with  an 
anxious  sigh,  he  continued  to  walk  up  and  down 
the  room. 

“Well,  well.  Captain,  though  I  am  not  a 
betting  man,  I  would  be  willing  to  wager  a 
heavy  stake  that  I  will  yet  collar  the  ghost.” 

He  was  running  on  in  much  the  same  strain 
when  he  was  not  a  little  shocked  by  observing 
Walton,  who  had  been  looking  out  of  the  win¬ 
dow,  stagger  slowly  back — his  arm  extended 
toward  the  street,  his  face  and  his  very  lips 
white  as  ashes,  while  he  muttered,  “There! 
there!  there!”  Mr.  Barrington  started  for¬ 
ward  instantaneously,  and,  looking  out  of  the 
window,  saw  a  figure  corresponding  with  the 
description  of  the  person  who  had  so  constant¬ 
ly  terrified  his  friend.  He  snatched  his  hat 
and  cane  and  rushed  into  the  street,  hoping  to 
arrest  the  mysterious  stranger.  He  looked 
around,  but  in  vain,  for  any  trace  of  him.  He 
ran  anxiously  to  the  nearest  corner,  expecting 
to  see  at  least  the  retreating  figure,  but  no  such 
figure  was  visible.  Backward  and  forward, 
from  one  corner  to  the  other,  he  ran,  but  still  re¬ 
mained  at  fault  until  the  laughter  of  the  popu¬ 
lace  reminded  him  of  his  absurd  appearance. 
Vexed  and  disappointed  he  returned  to  the 
room,  and  found  Walton  pale  and  trembling. 
They  both  remained  silent,  but  under  emotions 
of  a  very  different  character.  At  last  Walton 
whispered,  “You  saw  it,  then?” 
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It  f  I  saw  him,  you  mean.  To  be  sure  I 
did !  But  what  of  that  ?  Where  is  either  the 
good  or  the  harm  in  seeing  him  ?  The  fellow 
runs  like  a  thief.  I  meant  to  have  had  him 
in  my  hands,  but  he  had  disappeared  before  I 
could  reach  the  corner  where  he  stood.  How¬ 
ever,  next  time  I  shall  be  a  little  more  spry, 
and  he  shall  at  least  feel  the  weight  of  my 
cane.” 

But,  notwithstanding  Mr.  Barrington’s  prom¬ 
ises,  Captain  Walton  continued  to  suffer  from 
the  same  mysterious  cause.  Wherever  he 
might  choose  to  go  he  was  still  constantly 
dogged  or  confronted  by  the  hateful  being  who 
had  established  over  him  so  baleful  and  so  mys¬ 
terious  an  influence.  At  no  time  and  at  no 
place  could  he  consider  himself  secure  against 
that  appearance  which  haunted  him  with  this 
diabolical  perseverance.  His  depression  and 
misery  became  more  settled  every  day,  and  his 
mental  agonies  began  so  to  tell  upon  him  that 
Mr.  Barrington  persuaded  him  to  try  a  voyage 
to  Halifax,  where  some  of  his  Tory  friends 
were  residing,  and  where  he  would  be  sure  of 
a  warm  welcome.  It  was  his  opinion  that  a 
<!hange  of  scene  and  the  fresh  air  of  the  ocean, 
together  with  the  new  society  they  would  meet, 
would  break  through  the  force  of  local  associa¬ 
tion.  Mr.  Barrington  was  now  convinced  that 
Walton’s  persecutor  was  not  an  illusion,  but  a 
substantial  form  of  flesh  and  blood,  inspired  by 
malignant  and  perhaps  murderous  hate.  Un- 
jileasant  as  the  theory  might  be,  it  was  better 
than  Walton’s  notion  that  it  tvas  an  evil  spirit, 
and  he  thought  if  he  could  convince  the  latter 
of  this,  he  would  remove  at  least  a  very  im¬ 
portant  part  of  the  trouble.  In  order  to  pre¬ 
vent  the  enemy  from  following,  the  voyage  was 
kept  secret  from  all  but  the  captain  and  Mr. 
and  Miss  Barrington,  and  at  the  appointed  day 
the  former  two  stepped  on  the  brig  Penelope,,  and 
in  half  an  hour  more  were  under  sail.  The  trip 
was  a  pleasant  one,  and  on  the  tenth  day  they 
made  their  port.  Mr.  Barrington’s  confldence 
in  the  result  of  the  voyage  rose  day  by  day,  for 
Walton  had  not  suffered  any  repetition  of  those 
experiences  which  in  New  York  had  plunged 
him  in  horror.  This  exemption  from  what  he 
had  been  led  to  contemplate  as  part  of  his  des¬ 
tiny,  and  the  security  with  which  it  inspired 
him,  caused  inexpressible  delight,  and  hence  he 
indulged  in  a  thousand  happy  anticipations. 
In  short,  the  couple  could  exchange  congratu¬ 
lations  on  the  termination  of  those  persecutions 
which  had  created  in  one  of  them  such  unsup- 
portable  agony. 

It  was  a  beautiful  day  when  they  reached 
Halifax,  and  the  usual  crowd  of  idlers  stood  on 
the  quay  to  receive  the  passengers.  They 
landed,  and  Mr.  Barrington  walked  a  few  paces 
ahead  of  the  captain.  As  he  made  his  way 
through  the  crowd  a  small  man  touched  him  by 
the  arm  and  said,  “  The  gentleman  is  walking 
too  fast ;  he  will  lose  his  sick  friend  in  the 
throng,  for,  by  mj'  faith,  the  poor  fellow  seems 
almost  fainting.” 
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Mr.  Barrington  turned  and  looked.  It  was 
true;  Walton  had  turned  pale  as  death.  He 
hastened  to  his  side. 

“  My  dear  Captain,  are  you  ill  ?”  he  asked, 
anxiously. 

The  question  was  unheeded,  and  hence  was 
twice  repeated,  when  Walton  stammered  : 

“I  saw  him — I  saw  him  !” 

“iTjui— the  wretch!  WhO' — where — when 
did  you  see  him  ?”  cried  Mr.  Barrington,  look¬ 
ing  around  him. 

“I  saw  him — but  he  is  gone,”  repeated  Wal¬ 
ton,  faintly. 

“But  where — where?”  exclaimed  Barring¬ 
ton.  “For  God’s  sake,  speak!” 

“It  is  but  this  moment — /;ere,”  said  he. 

“But  what  did  he  look  like — what  had  he  on 
— what  did  he  wear  ?  Quick — quick  !  ”  urged 
Mr.  Barrington,  ready  to  plunge  into  the  crowd 
and  collar  the  offender. 

“  He  touched  your  arm — he  spoke  to  you. 
and  he  pointed  to  me.  God  be  merciful  to  me ! 
there  is  no  escape,”  added  Walton,  in  the  low, 
subdued  tones  of  intense  despair. 

Mr.  Barrington  had  by  this  time  penetrated 
the  crowd,  but,  although  the  singular  garb  and 
countenance  of  the  stranger  were  vividly  im¬ 
pressed  upon  him,  yet  he  failed  to  discover  any 
one  bearing  the  slightest  resemblance  to  him. 

“Oh,  my  friend,  it  won’t  do,”  said  Walton, 
with  the  faltering  voice  and  ghostly  look  of  one 
who  has  been  stunned  by  some  mortal  shock ; 

“  there  is  no  use  contending  with  it.  What¬ 
ever  it  is,  the  dreadful  association  between  me 
and  itself  is  now  established.  I  shall  never  es¬ 
cape — never — never !” 

“Nonsense,  nonsense,”  replied  Barrington; 
“  don’t  talk  so.  You  must  not,  I  say.  We’ll 
jockey  the  villain  yet.  Never  mind,  I  say; 
never  mind.” 

There  was  a  look  of  dismay  on  Barrington’s 
face  even  while  he  spoke,  and  it  was  evidently 
lost  labor  to  try  to  inspire  Walton  with  a  single 
ray  of  hope.  The  latter  now  determined  to  re¬ 
turn  to  New  York,  where,  as  he  expressed  his 
belief,  he  would  soon  die.  They  sailed  by  the 
next  packet,  and  one  of  the  first  faces  he  saw 
on  his  arrival  in  this  city  was  that  of  his  implac¬ 
able  destroyer.  Walton  now  seemed  to  have 
lost  not  only  all  enjoyment,  and  every  hope  in 
existence,  but  also  all  independence  of  will. 
He  submitted  himself  impassively  to  the  man¬ 
agement  of  his  friends,  whose  leading  adviser 
was  Mr.  Barrington ;  and,  with  the  apathy  of 
despair,  he  accepted  their  suggestions.  It  was 
determined,  as  a  last  resource,  to  place  him  in 
a  large  country  house  near  Kip’s  Bay,  where 
a  family  and  a  special  medical  attendant  should 
have  charge  of  him.  The  physician  believed 
that  his  patient  was  only  subject  to  a  nervous 
derangement,  and  that  his  imagination  sup¬ 
plied  the  fearful  apparition.  To  guard  specially 
against  all  room  fbr  the  exercise  of  fancy,  Wal¬ 
ton  was  directed  to  confine  himself  to  the  house 
and  to  the  yard,  which  had  a  high  fence  whose 
gates  were  kept  locked.  This  precaution  would 
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secure  him  against  the  casual  appearance  of  any 
one  whom  he  might  confound  with  the  spectre 
which,  as  the  physician  maintained,  his  imag¬ 
ination  recognized  in  every  one  who  bore  any 
similarity  of  size  or  shape.  It  was  hoped  that 
a  few  months’  seclusion  would  stop  this  series 
of  terrible  imaginations,  and  eventually  break 
up  the  associations  which  had  confirmed  the 
supposed  disease.  Cheerful  society  was  abund¬ 
antly  supplied  by  his  friends,  who  entertained 
sanguine  expectations  that  this  obstinate  hypo¬ 
chondria  might  thus  be  subdued.  The  occu¬ 
pants  of  the  mansion,  in  addition  to  the  physi¬ 
cian,  the  patient,  and  the  family  which  kept 
house,  were  Mr.  Barrington  and  his  daughter. 
The  latter,  indeed,  desired  no  other  pleasure 
than  to  minister  to  her  affianced  bridegroom, 
and  to  help  guardhim  from  the  threatening  hor¬ 
ror.  In  due  time  a  steady  carrying  out  of  this 
system  began  to  manifest  its  result  in  Walton’s 
continued  though  gradual  improvement,  both 
in  health  and  general  spirits.  This  was  wel¬ 
comed  with  delight  by  all,  and  especially  by 
Anna,  whose  attachment  to  him,  and  whose 
painful  position,  rendered  her  an  object  of  pity. 
A  week  had  passed,  then  a  fortnight,  a  month, 
and  yet  no  recurrence  of  the  hated  vision  had 
taken  place.  Hence  the  treatment  was  viewed 
as  an  entire  success.  The  chain  of  association 
had  been  broken,  and  the  pressure  on  the  mind 
had  been  removed  ;  and  under  these  circum¬ 
stances  a  love  of  society  and  an  interest  in 
public  affairs  began  to  reanimate  his  mind. 

About  this  time  Mrs.  Anderson,  the  house¬ 
keeper,  sent  her  servant  to  the  kitchen-garden 
to  gather  some  herbs  ;  but  the  maiden  returned 
in  a  state  of  alarm,  before  her  task  was  half 
completed.  Her  explanation  of  her  retreat  was 
to  her  mistress  rather  startling.  It  appeared 
that,  while  in  an  extreme  corner  of  the  garden 
gathering  thyme  and  rosemary,  and  amusing 
herself  by  singing,  she  was  suddenly  interrupt¬ 
ed  by  a  loud,  coarse  laugh.  Looking  up,  she 
saw,  through  the  loosely  tangled  bushes,  a  very 
strange-looking  man,  small  of  stature,  and  with 
a  countenance  of  malignant  and  threatening 
aspect.  She  was  utterly  unable  to  move  while 
the  man  was  gazing  on  her.  He  ordered  her 
to  bear  a  message  to  Captain  Walton,  to  the 
effect  that  he  must  come  abroad  as  usual,  and 
show  himself  out  of  doors,  or  else  expect  a  visit 
in  his  own  room.  On  concluding  this  message 
the  stranger  instantaneously  climbed  the  fence, 
while  the  girl  turned  and  ran  into  the  house,  in 
a  state  of  fright.  Mrs.  Anderson  commanded 
her  to  say  nothing  of  the  kind  to  Captain  Wal¬ 
ton.  At  the  same  time  she  ordered  search  to 
be  made,  by  some  workmen  who  were  repairing 
the  front  of  the  house,  through  the  neighboring 
fields.  No  one,  however,  was  to  be  seen ;  and 
with  many  misgivings  she  communicated  the 
fact  to  the  Barringtons,  who  united  in  the  plan 
of  keeping  it  secret. 

Walton  had,  by  this  time,  begun  to  walk  oc¬ 
casionally  in  the  grounds,  which,  as  has  been 
stated,  were  guarded  by  a  high  fence.  Here 


he  considered  himself  secure  from  all  intrusion  ; 
and  but  for  an  act  of  carelessness  by  one  of  the 
laborers,  he  might  have,  for  some  time  longer 
at  least,  enjoyed  the  same  immunity.  The 
yard  was  entered  from  the  road  by  a  gate,  and 
strict  orders  had,  as  I  have  said,  been  given  to 
keep  this  locked.  This  order  must  have  been 
neglected  ;  for  one  day,  as  Walton  was  pacing 
this'  inclosure,  on  turning  to  retrace  his  steps 
he  saw  the  gate  ajar  and  the  face  of  his  tor¬ 
mentor  gazing  upon  him  through  the  aperture. 
For  a  few  moments  he  stood  riveted  to  the  earth 
— breathless  and  bloodless — in  the  fascination 
of  that  dreaded  gaze,  and  then  fell,  insensible, 
to  the  ground.  There  he  was  found  a  few 
minutes  afterward,  and  was  conveyed  to  his 
room — the  spot  which  he  was  never  afterward 
to  leave  alive. 

From  this  time  a  marked  change,  and  one  not 
easily  accounted  for,  was  observed  in  his  mental 
ft'ame.  He  was  no  longer  the  excited  being  he 
had  been,  no  longer  oppressed  with  extreme 
despair.  A  strange  alteration  had  passed  over 
him,  and  his  mind  seemed  so  tranquil  that  it 
might  have  suggested  the  approaching  stillness 
of  the  grave. 

“  Mr.  Barrington,”  said  he,  one  day  shortly 
afterward,  with  a  look  of  fixed  and  fearful  awe, 
“I  have  at  last  some  relief  bestowed  upon  me 
from  that  world  of  spirits  out  of  which  my  pun¬ 
ishment  has  come.  I  now  am  assured  my  suf¬ 
ferings  will  soon  be  over.” 

Mr.  Barrington  listened  with  sorrowful  at¬ 
tention. 

“  Yes,”  said  he,  in  a  subdued  voice,  “  my 
punishment  is  nearly  ended.  As  regards  sor¬ 
row,  perhaps  I  shall  never,  either  in  time  or 
eternity,  escape  it.  But  this,  this  agony  is  al¬ 
most  over.  A  ray  of  comfort  has  been  revealed 
to  me,  and  in  view  of  this  I  will  bear  with  sub¬ 
mission  all  that  remains  of  my  allotted  struggle.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  you  sjseak  so  tranquill}^” 
replied  Mr.  Barrington.  “Peace  and  cheer¬ 
fulness  are  all  that  you  need  to  make  you  what 
you  formerly  were.” 

“No,  no!  I  can  never  be  that,”  said  Walton, 
in  a  mournful  manner.  “I  am  no  longer  fit 
for  life.  I  am  soon  to  die  ;  but  I  do  not  shrink 
from  death  as  once  I  did.  I  am  to  see  him  but 
once  again,  and  then  all  will  be  ended.” 

“He  said  so,  then  ?”  Mr.  Barrington  suggested. 

Hel — no,  no  !  Good  news  like  this  would 
not  come  from  him.  They  came  so  solemnly 
and  sweetly,  with  love  and  melancholy  such  as 
I  could  not  relate  without  saying  more  than  is 
needful  of  long  passed  scenes  and  characters.” 
As  the  captain  said  this  he  buried  his  face  in 
his  hands  to  hide  his  tears. 

“  Come,  come,”  replied  Mr.  Barrington, 
who  utterly  mistook  the  cause  of  this  emotion. 
“You  must  not  give  way  thus.  What  is  it,  as 
the  doctor  says,  but  a  series  of  dreams,  or,  at 
worst,  the  practices  of  a  cunning  rascal,  who 
enjoys  the  sport  of  playing  on  your  fears  ?  Per¬ 
haps  it  is  a  sneaking  scoundrel,  who  owes  you 
a  grudge,  and  who  thus  tries  to  pay  you  off.” 
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“A  grudge,  indeed,  he  does  owe  me,”  re¬ 
plied  Walton,  with  a  shudder.  Then  adding, 
in  an  abstracted  way,  and  after  a  brief  pause, 
“When  the  justice  of  Heaven  permits  the  Evil 
One  to  carry  out  a  scheme  of  vengeance — when 
its  execution  is  committed  to  tlie  lost  victim  of 
sin  who  owes  his  ruin  to  the  very  man  he  is 
commissioned  to  pursue — then,  indeed,  the  tor¬ 
ments  of  hell  are  let  loose  on  earth.  Such,  Sir, 
have  been  my  experiences,  but  mercy  has  reach¬ 
ed  me  at  last ;  and  if  death  could  come  with¬ 
out  the  dreadful  sight  which  I  am  doomed  to 
see,  I  would  gladly  die  this  moment.  But, 
though  death  is  welcome,  I  shrink  with  an 
agony  you  can  not  understand — yes,  with  a 
maddening  agony — from  the  last  encounter  with 
that  demon.  I  am  to  see  him  once  more,  but 
under  circumstances  unutterably  more  terrible 
than  ever.” 

As  Walton  said  this  he  trembled  so  violently 
that  Mr.  Barrington  was  alarmed,  and  hastened 
to  lead  his  mind  hack  to  the  topic  which  at  first 
seemed  to  tranquilize  it. 

“It  was  not  all  a  dream,”  said  he,  after  a 
long  pause.  “I  was  in  a  different  condition. 
No,  it  could  not  have  been  a  dream ;  for  it  was 
all  as  real,  as  clear,  and  vivid  as  the  scene  be¬ 
fore  me.  It  must  have  been  a  reality.  ” 

“And  what  did  you  see  and  hear?”  asked 
Mr.  Barrington,  in  a  most  anxious  tone. 

“  When  I  saw  him  at  the  gate  I  fell,  as  usual, 
into  a  swoon,  from  which  I  recovered  very  slow¬ 
ly.  I  found  myself  reclining  on  the  bank  of  a 
large  lake  surrounded  by  beautiful  hills,  and  all 
was  illuminated  by  a  soft  rose -colored  light. 
The  scene  appeared  unusually  sad  and  lonely, 
and  yet  it  was  more  beautiful  than  any  thing 
on  earth.  My  head  was  leaning  upon  the  lap 
of  a  girl,  and  she  was  singing  a  strange  and 
wondrous  song  that  seemed  to  tell  of  all  my 
life.  With  that  song  the  old  feelings  that  I 
thought  had  perished  tvithin  me  came  back,  and 
tears  fiowed  from  my  eyes.  I  knew  that  voice — 
oh,  how  well ! — and  while  I  listened  I  was  spell¬ 
bound  by  it ;  and,  gazing  in  those  lovely  eyes,  I 
hardly  stirred  for  fear  I  should  break  the  charm¬ 
ed  scene.  Then  I  turned  from  that  countenance, 
for  painful  memories  began  to  shoot  within  me, 
and  I  only  listened  to  the  voice  ;  but  slowly  the 
song  and  the  scene  grew  fainter  till  all  seemed 
lost  in  darkness  again.  Then  I  wakened  to  this 
world,  comforted,  as  you  have  noticed,  for  I  felt 
that  much  had  been  forgiven  me.  Yes,  she  for¬ 
gave  me.”  As  he  said  this  Walton  wept  bitter¬ 
ly,  and  with  long,  protracted  emotion,  amidst 
which  Mr.  Barrington  judiciously  withdrew. 

From  this  time  the  tone  of  Walton’s  mind 
was  one  of  profound  and  gentle  melancholy. 
But  this  was  not  without  its  interruption.  He 
was  thoroughly  convinced  that  he  was  yet  to  re¬ 
ceive  a  final  visitation  which  should  transcend 
in  point  of  unutterable  horror  all  that  he  had 
yet  experienced.  From  this  unknown  but  in¬ 
evitable  agony  he  often  shrunk  in  paroxysms 
of  abject  terror,  such  as  filled  the  entire  house¬ 
hold  with  dismay,  and  even  with  superstitious 


panic.  The  least  skeptical  of  the  family  were 
often  visited  during  the  solitude  of  the  night 
with  secret  apprehensions  which  they  did  not 
care  to  confess,  and  hence  none  of  them  sought 
to  dissuade  Walton  from  his  new-made  resolu¬ 
tion  to  shut  himself  in  his  own  apartment.  The 
window-blinds  were  kept  closed,  and  his  body- 
servant  slept  in  the  same  chamber,  and  was  not 
out  of  it  day  or  night.  The  physician,  who  had 
at  first  dwelt  with  them,  had  left,  being  no  lon- 
gerrequired,  and  the  servant  referred  to  was  fully 
adequate  to  his  duties.  These,  in  addition  to 
ordinary  attentions,  were  summed  up  in  the  pre¬ 
cautions  necessary  to  prevent  the  dreadful  re¬ 
currence  of  a  visit  from  the  “  detective,”  as  he 
was  generally  styled.  The  door  was  to  be  kept 
carefully  closed,  not  a  window  to  be  left  un¬ 
screened,  and  the  patient  was  not  to  he  left 
alone,  even  for  a  minute,  day  or  night.  Total 
solitude  had  become  to  him  unsupportable.  It 
was  a  distinctive  anticipation  of  some  dreadful 
event. 

Miss  Barrington,  though  now  all  expectations 
of  a  matrimonial  character  were  broken,  ceased 
not  to  minister  to  Walton  with  assiduous  devo¬ 
tion.  She  read  entertaining  books,  and  sought 
in  every  way  to  win  him  from  himself ;  bnt  it 
was  apparent  that,  whatever  might  be  her  tem¬ 
porary  success,  his  fears  soon  preyed  upon  him 
with  increased  power. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  in  this  strange 
household  when  the  closing  scene  occurred.  It 
was  about  two  o’clock  of  a  winter’s  night,  and 
Walton  was,  as  usual,  in  his  bed.  His  servant 
slept  on  a  small  couch  in  the  corner  of  the  room, 
and  a  lamp  was  burning.  The  man  was  sudden¬ 
ly  aroused  by  his  master,  who  said  : 

“  I  can’t  get  it  out  of  my  head  that  there  is 
something  strange  in  the  room  or  the  passage¬ 
way.  Get  up,  Wilson,  and  look  about.  Make 
a  thorough  search.  Such  hateful  dreams  !  ” 

The  servant  arose,  lit  a  candle,  and  examined 
the  chamber,  and  then  entered  the  passage,  and 
proceeded  a  few  steps,  when  the  door  behind 
him  slowly  swung  to  as  though  moved  by  some 
gentle  current  of  air.  This  brief  separation 
from  his  master  did  not  disturb  the  servant,  in¬ 
asmuch  as  the  ventilator  over  the  door  was 
open.  As  he  advanced  in  the  passage  he  heard 
his  master  calling  him,  but  he  omitted  to  reply 
in  the  loud  tones  which  distance  would  have 
rendered  necessary,  for  fear  of  alarming  the 
house.  However,  he  walked  hurriedly  back, 
when,  to  his  amazement,  he  heard  a  strange 
voice  in  the  room  responding  to  Walton.  Pal¬ 
sied  by  terror,  yet  still  alive  to  curiosity,  he 
stood  breathless  and  listening  at  the  threshold, 
unable  to  summon  resolution  to  open  the  door. 
A  moment  more  and  he  heard  Walton  exclaim  ; 

“  Oh  God  !  Oh  my  God  1”  which  utterance  was 
repeated  in  agonizing  tones  several  times.  Then 
came  a  momentary  silence,  which  was  broken 
by  a  yell  of  agony  so  appalling  and  hideous  that, 
under  an  impulse  of  ungovernable  horror,  the 
man  strove  to  open  the  door.  This  seemed  be¬ 
yond  his  power ;  but  whether  it  was  really  se- 
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cured  on  the  inside,  or  whether  his  agitation 
prevented  him  from  perfectly  turning  the  knob, 
is  yet  a  question.  As  he  stood  there,  trembling 
in  awful  dread,  yell  after  yell  rang  louder  and 
wilder  through  the  chamber.  Almost  freezing 
with  horror,  and  scarcely  knowing  what  he  did, 
he  turned  and  ran  up  and  down  the  passage  un¬ 
til  he  was  encountered  by  the  pallid  form  of  Mr. 
Barrington. 

“  What  is  it  ?  Who — where  is  your  master, 
Wilson  ?”  inquired  the  latter,  in  an  incoherent 
manner.  “For  God’s  sake,  is  there  any  thing 
wrong  ?” 

“Lord  have  mercy  on  us!”  exclaimed  Wil¬ 
son,  staring  wildly  on  Mr.  Barrington. 

Without  waiting  for  explanation,  the  latter 
burst  the  door  open  and  entered  the  room,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  the  servant. 

“The  lamp  has  been  moved  from  the  table,” 
said  Wilson.  “See!  they  have  put  it  by  the 
bed.” 

“Draw  the  curtains,  fellow,”  replied  Mr. 
Bamngton,  sternly,  “  and  don’t  stand  gaping 
there.” 

Wilson  hesitated. 


“  Hold  this,  then,”  said  the  former,  impa¬ 
tiently  thrusting  his  candlestick  into  the  man’s 
hand ;  and  then  advancing  to  the  bed,  he  drew 
the  curtains  apart.  The  light  fell  upon  a  figure 
huddled  together  and  half  upright  at  the  head 
of  the  bed.  It  appeared  to  have  slunk  back  as 
far  as  the  solid  paneling  would  admit,  and  the 
hands  were  still  clutched  in  the  bed-clothes. 

“Walton,  Walton,  Walton!”  cried  Mr.  Bar¬ 
rington,  with  mingled  awe  and  vehemence,  at 
the  same  time  taking  the  light  from  the  servant 
and  holding  it  so  that  it  shcme  full  on  the  face. 
The  features  were  fixed,  stern,  and  white.  The 
jaw  was  fallen,  and  the  sightless  eye,  still  open, 
gazed  vacantly  toward  the  front  of  the  bed. 

“Great  God,  he  is  dead!”  he  muttered,  as 
he  gazed  upon  the  fearful  spectacle.  They  both 
continued  to  look  in  silence  for  a  few  minutes. 
“Cold,  too!”  added  the  servant,  touching  the 
dead  man’s  hand;  “and  see,  see,”  added  he, 
with  a  shudder,  “  there  was  something  else  on 
the  bed  with  him  !  Look  there— look  there — 
see  that.  Sir !”  As  Wilson  spoke  he  pointed  to 
a  deep  indenture,  as  if  caused  by  a  heavy  press¬ 
ure,  near  the  foot  of  the  bed. 
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Mr.  Barrington  was  silent. 

“  Oh,  come  away,  Sir !”  whispered  Wilson,  at 
the  same  time  glancing  fearfully  around.  “It 
is  an  awful  spot.” 

At  this  moment  they  heard  the  steps  of  sev¬ 
eral  of  the  family  approaching,  and  Mr.  Bar¬ 
rington,  to  prepare  them  for  the  sight,  loosed 
the  rigid  grip  with  which  the  fingers  of  the  dead 
man  clutched  the  bed-clothes,  and  drew  the 
figure  as  well  as  possible  into  a  reclining  pos¬ 
ture.  Then  they  all  gazed  with  bewildered  feel¬ 
ings  on  the  victim  of  the  implacable  detective. 

sK  Sje 

I  have  spoken  of  these  events  as  first  bring¬ 
ing  the  term  to  my  notice,  and,  having  given 
this  narrative,  I  am  not  under  any  obligations  to 
afford  a  solution  to  the  mystery  it  contains.  I 
never  heard  from  Walton’s  friends  that  any 
clew  was  found  by  which  a  solution  could  be 
wrought  out.  On  the  other  hand,  they  were  very 
anxious  to  hush  the  matter  up.  The  house  at 
Kip’s  Bay  was  pulled  down,  and  both  the  An¬ 
dersens  and  the  servants  soon  left  the  city,  be¬ 
ing,  as  some  supposed,  influenced  by  pecuniary 
inducements.  The  Barringtons,  and  all  others 
who  had  a  family  interest  in  this  strange  affair, 
are  dead,  and  they  left  no  record  of  an  explan¬ 
atory  character.  Reports,  however,  floated  in 
from  a  foreign  shore,  which  took  shape,  so  as 


to  lead  to  the  theory  that  Captain  Walton  had, 
during  the  latter  years  of  his  life,  been  com¬ 
pelled  by  a  higher  power  to  work  out  a  retribu¬ 
tion  for  some  grievous  and  disgraceful  sin.  This 
theory  was  gradually  established  in  the  minds 
of  many  who  were  acquainted  with  the  affair, 
and  their  version  may  thus  be  put  into  shape : 
Captain  Walton,  ten  years  before  coming  to 
New  York,  had,  while  lying  at  Deptford,  where 
his  boatswain  kept  his  family,  formed  a  guilty 
attachment  with  the  daughter  of  the  latter.  The 
father  had  visited  the  frailty  of  his  child  with 
extreme  harshness,  and  she  had  died  of  a  bro¬ 
ken  heart.  Presuming  upon  Walton’s  implica¬ 
tion  in  her  guilt,  the  man  had  behaved  with 
insolence  toward  his  captain,  and  the  latter 
degi-aded  him  from  his  office  as  soon  as  they 
were  at  sea.  He  also  retaliated  on  him  for  his 
cruelty  to  the  girl,  and  during  the  voyage  sub¬ 
jected  him  to  those  terrible  severities  which 
are  within  the  reach  of  a  sea-captain.  The  un¬ 
fortunate  wretch  made  his  escape  at  the  West 
Indies,  and  died  soon  afterward  of  the  wounds 
received  from  the  bloody  use  of  the  cat.  Such 
is  the  story  in  connection  with  the  first  use  of 
the  term  “  detective,”  and  I  never  meet  it,  either 
in  voice  or  in  print,  without  thinking  of  Captain 
Walton,  and  the  fearful  retribution  unfolded  in 
his  history. 
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XL— BATTLES  AND  VICTORY. 

HE  decisive  battle  of  Hohenfriedberg,  by 
which  victoiy  Frederick  probably  escaped 
utter  destruction,  was  fought  on  the  4th  of  June, 
1746.  From  early  dawn  to  the  evening  twi¬ 
light  of  the  long  summer’s  day  the  dreadful 
work  of  slaughter  had  continued  without  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  intermission.  As  the  Austrians,  having 
lost  nearly  one-fourth  of  their  number,  retreated, 
the  Prussians,  in  utter  exhaustion,  threw  them¬ 
selves  upon  the  ground  for  sleep.  The  field 
around  them  was  covered  with  fourteen  thou¬ 
sand  of  the  wounded,  the  dying,  and  the  dead. 

Early  the  next  morningFrederick  commenced 
the  vigorous  pursuit  of  the  retiring  foe.  A  storm 
arose.  For  twelve  hours  the  rain  fell  in  tor¬ 
rents.  But  the  Prussian  army  was  impelled 
onward,  through  the  mud,  and  through  the 
swollen  streams,  inspired  by  the  almost  super¬ 
natural  energy  which  glowed  in  the  bosom  of 
its  king.  It  seemed  as  if  no  hardships,  suffer¬ 
ings,  or  peiils  could  induce  those  iron  men,  who 
by  disciplint  had  been  converted  into  mere  ma¬ 
chines,  to  wander  from  the  ranks  or  to  falter  on 
the  way.  As  we  have  mentioned,  there  were 
throughout  all  this  region  two  religious  parties, 
the  Catholics  and  the  Protestants.  They  were 
strongly  antagonistic  to  each  other.  Under  the 
Austrian  sway  the  Catholics,  having  the  sup¬ 
port  of  the  government,  had  enjoyed  unques¬ 
tioned  supremacy.  They  had  often  very  cruel¬ 
ly  persecuted  the  Protestants,  robbing  them  of 
their  churches,  and,  in  their  zeal  to  defend  what 
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they  deemed  the  orthodox  faith,  depriving  them 
of  their  children  and  placing  them  under  the 
care  of  the  Catholic  priests  to  be  educated. 

“While  the  battle  of  Hohenfriedberg  was 
raging,”  writes  an  eye-witness,  “as  far  as  the 
cannon  was  heard  all  around,  the  Protestants 
fell  on  their  knees  praying  for  victory  for  the 
Prussians.”  Indescribable  was  the  exultation 
when  the  bugle  peals  of  the  Prussian  trumpet¬ 
ers  announced  to  them  a  Protestant  victory. 
When  Frederick  approached,  in  his  pursuit,  the 
important  town  of  Landshut,  the  following  in¬ 
cident  occurred,  as  described  by  the  pen  of  his 
Prussian  majesty : 

“  Upon  reaching  the  neighborhood  of  Land- 
shut  the  king  was  surrounded  by  a  troop  of  two 
thousand  Protestant  peasants.  They  begged 
permission  of  him  to  massacre  the  Catholics  of 
those  parts,  and  clear  the  country  of  them  alto¬ 
gether.  This  animosity  arose  from  the  perse¬ 
cutions  which  the  Protestants  had  suffered  dur¬ 
ing  the  Austrian  domination. 

“The  king  was  very  far  from  granting  so  bar¬ 
barous  a  permission.  He  told  them  they  ought 
rather  to  conform  to  the  precepts  of  Scripture, 
and'  to  ‘  bless  those  that  curse  them,  and  pray 
for  those  that  despitefully  use  them.’  Such, 
the  king  assured  them,  was  the  way  to  gain  the 
kingdom  of  heaven.  The  peasants,  after  a  little 
reflection,  declared  that  his  majesty  was  right, 
and  desisted  from  their  cruel  intention. 


1  (Euvres  de  Frederie,  t.  ii.  p.  218. 
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THE  KETEEAT  OP  THE  AUSTKIANS. 


Eor  several  weeks  the  Austrians  slowly  and 
sullenly  retired.  Their  retreat  was  conducted 
in  two  immense  columns,  by  parallel  roads  at 
some  distance  from  each  other.  Their  wings 
of  foragers  and  skirmishers  were  widely  ex¬ 
tended,  so  that  the  hungry  army  swept  with 
desolation  a  breadth  of  countiy  reaching  out 
many  leagues.  Though  the  Austrian  army 
was  traversing  the  friendly  territory  of  Bohe¬ 
mia,  still  prince  Charles  was  anxious  to  leave 
behind  him  no  resources  for  Erederick  to  glean. 
Frederick  with  his  army  pressed  along,  follow¬ 
ing  the  wide-spread  trail  of  his  foes.  The  Aus¬ 
trians,  with  great  skill,  selected  every  command¬ 
ing  position  on  which  to  erect  their  batteries  and 
hurl  back  a  storm  of  shot  and  shell  into  the  bo¬ 
soms  of  their  pursuers.  But  Frederick  allowed 
them  no  rest  by  day  or  by  night.  His  solid 
columns  so  unremittingly  and  so  impetuously 
pressed  with  shot,  bullets,  bayonet,  and  sabre 
blows  upon  the  rear  ranks  of  the  foe  that  there 
was  almost  an  incessant  battle,  continuing  for 
several  weeks,  crimsoning  a  path  thirty  miles 
wide  and  more  than  a  hundred  miles  in  length 
with  the  blood  of  the  wounded  and  the  slain. 


The  region  through  which  this  retreat  and 
pursuit  were  conducted  was,  much  of  the  way, 
along  the  southern  slope  of  the  Giant  Mount¬ 
ains.  It  W'as  a  wild  country  of  precipitous 
rocks,  quagmires,  and  gloomy  forests.  At 
length  prince  Charles,  with  his  defeated  and 
dispirited  army,  took  refuge  at  Konigsgraft,  a 
compact  town  between  the  Elbe  and  the  Adler, 
protected  by  one  stream  on  the  west,  and  by  the 
other  on  the  south.  Here,  in  an  impregnable 
position,  he  intrenched  his  troops.  Frederick, 
finding  them  unassailable,  encamped  his  forces 
in  a  position  almost  equally  impregnable,  a  few 
miles  west  of  the  Elbe,  in  the  vicinity  of  a  little 
village  called  Chlum.  Thus  the  two  hostile 
armies,  almost  within  sound  of  each  other’s  bu¬ 
gles,  defiantly  stood  in  battle  array,  each  watch¬ 
ing  an  opportunity  to  strike  a  blow. 

“War  is  cruelty,”  said  general  Sherman; 
“and  you  can  not  refine  it.”  “No  man  of  re¬ 
fined  Christian  sensibilities,”  said  the  duke  of 
Wellington,  “should  undertake  the  profession 
of  a  soldier.”  The  exigencies  of  war  often  re¬ 
quire  things  to  be  done  from  which  lytmanity  » 
revolts.  “War,”  said  Napoleon  I.,  “is  the 
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science  of  barbarians.”  One  of  the  principal 
objects  of  Frederick,  in  this  pursuit  of  the  Aus¬ 
trians  through  Bohemia,  was  to  lay  waste  the 
country  so  utterly,  destroying  its  roads  and  con¬ 
suming  its  provisions,  that  no  Austrian  army 
could  again  pass  through  it  for  the  invasion  of 
Silesia.  Who  can  imagine  the  amount  of  woe 
thus  inflicted  upon  the  innocent  peasants  of 
Bohemia?  Both  armies  were  reduced  to  the 
necessity  of  living  mainly  upon  the  resources 
of  the  country  in  which  they  were  encamped. 
Their  foraging  parties  were  scattered  in  all  di¬ 
rections.  There  were  frequent  attacks  of  out¬ 
posts  and  bloody  skirmishej,  in  which  many 
were  slain  and  many  were  crippled  for  life. 
Each  death,  each  wound,  sent  tears,  and  often 
life-long  woe,  to  some  humble  cottage. 

There  are  sometimes  great  and  glorious  ob¬ 
jects  to  be  attained — objects  which  elevate  and 
ennoble  a  nation  or  a  race — which  warrant  the 
expenditure  of  almost  any  amount  of  temporary 
suffering.  It  is  not  the  duty  of  the  millions  to 
suffer  the  proud  and  haughty  hundreds  to  con¬ 
sign  them  to  ignorance  and  trample  them  in  the 
dust.  In  this  wicked  world,  where  kings  and 
nohles  have  ever  been  so  ready  to  doom  the 
masses  of  the  people  to  ignorance,  servitude, 
and  want,  human  rights  have  almost  never 
made  any  advances  but  through  the  energies 
of  the  sword.  Many  illustrious  generals,  who, 
with  saddened  hearts,  have  led  their  armies  over 
fields  of  blood,  have  been  among  the  most  de¬ 
voted  friends  and  ornaments  of  humanity.  Their 
names  have  bean  enshrined  in  the  affections  of 
grateful  millions. 

But  this  war  into  which  the  Prussian  king 
had  so  recklessly  plunged  all  Europe  was  pure¬ 
ly  a  war  of  personal  ambition.  Even  Frederick 
did  not  pretend  that  it  involved  any  question  of 
human  rights.  Unblushingly  he  avowed  that 
he  drew  his  sword  and  led  his  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  peasant  boys  upon  their  dreadful  career 
of  carnage  and  misery  simply  that  he  might 
enlarge  his  territories,  gain  renown  as  a  con¬ 
queror,  and  make  the  world  talk  about  him.  It 
must  he  a  fearful  thing  to  go  to  the  judgment- 
seat  of  Christ  with  such  a  crime  weighing  upon 
the  soul. 

War  has  its  jokes  and  merriment,  but  the 
comedies  of  war  are  often  more  dreadful  than 
the  tragedies  of  peace.  Frederick  in  his  works 
records  the  following  incident,  which  he  nar¬ 
rates  as  “  slight  pleasantry,  to  relieve  the  read¬ 
er’s  mind 

The  Prussians  had  a  detached  post  at  Smirz- 
itz.  The  little  garrison  there  was  much  har¬ 
assed  by  lurking  bands  of  Austrians,  who  shot 
their  sentries,  cut  off  their  supplies,  and  render¬ 
ed  it  almost  certain  death  to  any  one  who  ven¬ 
tured  to  emerge  from  the  ramparts.  Some  in¬ 
ventive  genius  among  the  Prussians  constructed 
a  straw  man,  very  like  life,  representing  a  sen¬ 
tinel  with  his  shouldered  musket.  By  a  series 
of  ropes  this  effigy  was  made  to  move  from 


right  to  left,  as  if  walking  his  beat.  A  well- 
armed  band  of  Prussians  then  hid  in  a  thicket 
near  by. 

Ere  long  a  company  of  Austrian  scouts  ap¬ 
proached.  From  a  distance  they  eyed  the  sen¬ 
tinel,  moving  to  and  fro  as  he  guarded  his  post. 
A  sharp-shooter  crept  near,  and  taking  deliber¬ 
ate  aim  at  his  supposed  victim,  fired.  A  twitch 
upon  the  rope  caused  the  image  to  fall  flat.  The 
whole  band  of  Austrians,  with  a  shout,  rushed 
to  the  spot.  The  Prussians  from  their  ambus¬ 
cade  opened  upon  them  a  deadly  fire  of  bullets. 
Then,  as  the  ground  was  covered  with  the  mu¬ 
tilated  and  the  dead,  the  Prussians,  causing  the 
welkin  to  ring  with  their  peals  of  laughter,  rush¬ 
ed  with  fixed  bayonets  upon  their  entrapped 
foes.  Not  a  single  Austrian  had  escaped  be¬ 
ing  struck  by  a  bullet.  Those  who  were  not 
killed  outright  were  wounded,  and  were  taken 
captive.  This  is  one  of  the  “  slight  pleasantries” 
of  war. 

Frederick’s  army  was  now  in  a  state  of  great 
destitution.  The  region  around  was  so  stripped 
of  its  resources  that  it  could  afford  his  foragers 
no  more  supplies.  It  was  difficult  for  him  to 
fill  his  baggage  trains  even  in  Silesia,  so  much 
had  that  country  been  devastated  by  war.  And 
wherever  any  of  his  supply  wagons  appeared, 
swarms  of  Austrian  dragoons  hovered  around, 
attacking  and  destroying  them.  To  add  to  the 
embarrassments  of  the  Prussian  king,  his  purse 
was  empty.  His  subjects  could  endure  no  heav¬ 
ier  taxation.  All  the  plate  which  Frederick 
William  had  accumulated  had  been  converted 
into  coin  and  expended.  Even  the  massive 
silver  balustrades,  which  were  reserved  until  a 
time  of  need,  were  melted  and  gone.  He  knew 
not  where  to  look  for  a  loan.  All  the  nations 
were  involved  in  ruinous  war.  All  wished 
to  borrow.  None  but  England  had  money  to 
lend  ;  and  England  was  fighting  Frederick,  and 
furnishing  supplies  for  his  foes. 

The  expenses  of  the  war  were  enormous. 
Frederick  made  a  careful  estimate,  and  found 
that  he  required  at  least  three  hundred  and 
seventy-five  thousand  dollars  a  month.  He 
could  not  carry  on  another  campaign  with  less 
than  four  million  five  hundred  thousand  dollars. 
He  had  been  expecting  that  Louis  XV.,  who  in 
person  was  in  command  of  the  French  army  on 
the  Rhine,  would  send  him  a  reinforcement  of 
sixty  thousand  troops  to  enable  him  to  crush 
the  forces  of  prince  Charles.  But  week  after 
week  passed,  and  no  reinforcements  came.  The 
French,  intent  upon  their  conquest,  were  as 
selfishly  pursuing  their  own  interests  on  the 
Rhine  as  Frederick  was  pursuing  his  in  Silesia. 

The  great  victory  of  Fontenoy,  gained  by  the 
French  on  the  Rhine,  caused  boundless  exulta¬ 
tion  through  France.  “The  French,”  writes 
Carlyle,  “  made  immense  explosions  of  rejoic¬ 
ing  over  this  victory;  Voltaire  celebrating  it  in 
prose  and  v'erse  to  an  amazing  degree ;  the 
whole  nation  blazing  out  over  it  into  illumina¬ 
tions,  arcs  of  triumph,  and  universal  three  times 
three  ;  in  short,  I  think  nearly  the  heartiest  na- 
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tional  huzza,  loud,  deep,  long-drawn,  that  the 
nation  ever  gave  in  like  case.” 

But  this  victory  on  the  Rhine  was  of  no  avail 
to  Frederick  in  Bohemia.  It  did  not  diminish 
the  hosts  which  prince  Charles  was  gathering 
against  him.  ■  It  did  not  add  a  soldier  to  his 
diminished  columns,  or  supply  his  exhausted 
magazines,  or  replenish  his  empty  treasury. 
Louis  XV.  was  so  delighted  with  the  victory 
that  he  supposed  Frederick  would  be  in  sym¬ 
pathy  with  him.  He  immediately  dispatched 
a  courier  to  the  Prussian  king  with  the  glad 
tidings.  But  Frederick,  disappointed,  embar¬ 
rassed,  chagrined,  instead  of  being  gratified  was 
irritated  by  the  news.  He  sent  back  the  scorn¬ 
ful  reply  “  that  a  victory  upon  the  Scamander,* 
or  in  the  heart  of  China,  would  have  been  just 
as  important  to  him.” 

Louis  XV.  felt  insulted  by  this  message, 
and  responded  in  a  similar  strain  of  irritation. 
Thus  the  two  monarchs  were  alienated  from 
each  other.  Indeed,  Frederick  had  almost  as 
much  cause  to  be  dissatisfied  with  the  French 

>  Scamander,  a  small  stream  in  Asia  Minor,  cele¬ 
brated  in  the  songs  of  Homer. 


as  they  had  to  be  dissatisfied  with  him.  Each 
of  the  monarchs  was  ready  to  sacrifice  the  oth¬ 
er  if  any  thing  was  to  be  gained  thereby. 

Frederick  was  now  in  such  deep  pecuniary 
embarrassment  that  he  was  compelled  to  hum¬ 
ble  himself  so  far  as  to  apply  to  the  king  of 
France  for  money.  “  If  your  majesty,”  he 
wrote,  “  can  not  furnish  me  with  any  reinforce¬ 
ments,  you  must,  at  least,  send  me  funds  to 
raise  additional  troops.  The  smallest  possible 
sum  which  will  enable  me  to  maintain  my  po¬ 
sition  here  is  three  million  dollars.” 

Louis  XV.  wrote  a  very  unsatisfactory  letter 
in  reply.  He  stated,  with  many  apologies,  that 
his  funds  were  terribly  low,  that  he  was  ex¬ 
ceedingly  embarrassed,  that  it  was  impossible 
to  send  the  sum  required,  but  that  he  would 
try  to  furnish  him  with  a  hundred  thousand 
dollars  a  month. 

Frederick  was  indignant.  Scornfully  he  re¬ 
jected  the  proposal,  saying,  “  Such  a  palm- 
sum  might  with  propriety,  perhaps,  be  offered 
to  a  petty  duke  of  Hesse-Darmstadt.  But  it 
is  not  suitable  to  make  such  a  proposition  to 
the  king  of  Prussia.” 
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Poor  Valori,  the  French  embassador,  was 
placed  in  a  very  embarrassing  situation.  The 
anger  of  the  Prussian  king  vented  itself  upon 
him.  He  was  in  complete  disgrace.  It  was  his 
duty  daily  to  wait  upon  Frederick.  But  the 
king  would  seldom  speak  to  him,  or  even  look 
upon  him ;  and  if  he  did  favor  him  with  a 
glance,  it  was  with  an  expression  of  scorn. 

Frederick  was  rapidly  awaking  to  the  con¬ 
sciousness  that  Maria  Theresa,  whom  he  had 
despised  as  a  woman  and  a  young  wife  and 
motlier,  and  whose  territory  he  thought  he 
could  dismember  with  impunity,  was  fully  his 
equal,  not  only  in  ability  to  raise  and  direct 
armies,  but  also  in  diplomatic  intrigue.  About 
the  middle  of  August  he  perceived  from  his 
camp  in  Chluni  that  prince  Charles  was  re¬ 
ceiving  large  reinforcements  from  the  south. 
At  the  same  time  he  saw  that  corps  after  corps, 
principally  of  Saxon  troops,  were  defiling  away 
by  circuitous  roads  to  the  north.  It  was  soon 
evident  that  the  heroic  Maria  Theresa  was  pre¬ 
paring  to  send  an  army  into  the  very  heart  of 
Prussia  to  attack  its  capital.  This  was,  in¬ 
deed,  changing  the  aspect  of  the  war. 

Berlin  was  almost  defenseless.  All  Saxony 
was  rising  in  arms  behind  Frederick.  The  in¬ 
vader  of  Silesia  was  in  danger  of  having  his  own 
realms  invaded,  and  his  own  capital  sacked. 
Frederick  was  thoroughly  roused.  But  he 
never  allowed  himself  to  appear  agitated  or 
anxious.  He  ordered  Leopold,  the  old  Des- 
sauer,  to  march  immediately,  with  all  the  troops 
he  could  rally,  to  the  frontiers  of  Saxony.  He 
even  found  it  necessary  to  detach  to  the  aid 
of  Leopold  some  corps  from  his  own  enfeebled 
forces,  now  menaced  by  an  Atistrian  army 
twice  as  large  as  he  could  oppose  to  them. 

While  affairs  were  in  this  posture,  the  En¬ 
glish,  eager  to  crush  their  hereditary  rivals,  the 
French,  were  very  anxious  to  detach  the  Prus¬ 
sians  from  the  French  alliance.  The  only  way 
to  do  this  was  to  induce  Maria  Theresa  to  offer 
terms  of  peace  such  as  Frederick  would  ac¬ 
cept.  They  sent  sir  Thomas  Robinson  to 
Schdnbrann  to  endeavor  to  accomplish  this  pur¬ 
pose.  He  had  an  interview  with  her  Hunga¬ 
rian  majesty  on  the  2d  of  August,  1745.  The 
queen  was  very  dignified  and  reticent.  Si¬ 
lently  she  listened  to  the  proposals  of  sir  Thom¬ 
as.  She  then  said,  with  firmness  which  left 
no  room  for  further  argument : 

“It  would  be  easier  for  me  to  make  peace 
with  France  than  with  Prussia.  What  good 
could  possibly  result  now  from  peace  with  Prus¬ 
sia  ?  I  must  have  Silesia  again.  Without 
Silesia  the  imperial  sceptre  would  be  but  a 
bauble.  Would  you  have  us  sway  that  sceptre 
under  the  guardianship  of  Prussia?  Prince 
Charles  is  now  in  a  condition  to  fight  the  Prus¬ 
sians  again.  Until  after  another  battle,  do  not 
speak  to  me  of  peace.  You  say  that  if  we 
make  peace  with  Prussia,  Fredei-ick  will  give 
his  vote  for  the  grand  duke  as  emperor.  The 
grand  duke  is  not  so  ambitious  of  an  empty 
honor  as  to  engage  in  it  under  the  tutelage  of  I 


Prussia.  Consider,  moreover,  is  the  imperial 
dignity  consistent  with  the  loss  of  Silesia  ?  One 
more  battle  I  demand.  Were  I  compelled  to 
agree  with  Frederick  to-morrow,  I  would  try 
him  in  a  battle  to-night.”^ 

On  the  13th  of  September  the  German  Diet 
met  at  Frankfort  for  the  election  of  emperor. 
Frederick  had  determined  that  the  grand  duke 
Francis,  husband  of  the  Hungarian  queen, 
should  not  be  elected.  Maria  Theresa  had 
outgeneraled  him.  Francis  was  elected.  He 
had  seven  out  of  nine  of  the  electoral  votes. 
Frederick,  thus  baffled,  could  only  protest. 
Maria  Theresa  was  conscious  of  her  triumph. 
Though  the  imperial  crown  was  placed  upon 
the  brow  of  Francis,  all  Europe  knew  that  the 
sceptre  was  in  the  hands  of  his  far  more  able 
and  efficient  wife.  Maria  Theresa  was  at 
Frankfort  at  the  time  of  the  election.  She 
could  not  conceal  her  exultation.  She  seemed 
very  willing  to  have  it  understood  that  her 
amiable  husband  was  but  the  instrument  of 
her  will.  She  took  the  title  of  empress  queen, 
and  assumed  a  very  lofty  carriage  toward  the 
princes  of  the  empire.  Alluding  to  Frede¬ 
rick,  she  said,  in  a  very  imperial  tone,  for  she 
deemed  him  now  virtually  vanquished  : 

“  His  Prussian  majesty  has  unquestionably 
talent ;  but  what  a  character  !  He  is  frivo¬ 
lous  in  the  extreme,  and  sadly  a  heretic  in  his 
religious  views.  He  is  a  dishonorable  man, 
and  what  a  neighbor  he  has  been  1  As  to  Si¬ 
lesia,  I  would  as  soon  part  with  my  last  gar¬ 
ment  as  part  with  if.” 

Her  majesty  now  wrote  to  prince  Charles, 
urging  him  to  engage  immediately  in  a  fight 
with  Frederick.  She  sent  two  of  the  highest 
dignitaries  of  the  court  to  Koniggratz,  to  press 
forward  immediate  action.  There  was  an  emi¬ 
nence  near  by,  which  the  Austrian  officers  daily 
ascended,  and  from  which  they  could  look  di¬ 
rectly  into  the  Prussian  camp  and  observe  all 
that  was  transpiring  there. 

The  position  of  Frederick  became  daily  more 
embarrassing.  His  forces  were  continually 
decreasing.  Reinforcements  were  swelling  the 
ranks  of  the  Austrians.  Elated  in  becoming 
the  Imperial  Army,  they  grew  more  bold  and 
annoying,  assailing  the  Prussian  outposts  and 
cutting  off  their  supplies. 

On  the  18th  of  September,  when  the  re¬ 
joicing  Austrians  at  Kfiniggiatz  were  firing 
salutes,  drinking  wine,  and  feasting  in  honor 
of  the  election  of  the  grand  duke  to  the  im¬ 
perial  dignity,  Frederick,  availing  himself  of 
the  carousal  in  the  camp  of  his  foes,  crossed 
the  Elbe  with  his  whole  army,  a  few  miles  above 
Koniggratz,  and  commenced  his  retreat  to  Sile¬ 
sia.  His  path  led  through  a  wild,  sparsely  inhab¬ 
ited  country,  of  precipitous  rocks,  hills,  mount¬ 
ain  torrents,  and  quagmires.  One  vast  forest 
spread  along  the  banks  of  the  Elbe,  covering 
with  its  gloom  an  extent  of  sixty  square  miles. 
A  few  miserable  hamlets  were  scattered  over 
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this  desolate  region.  The  poor  inhabitants  lived 
mainly  upon  the  rye  which  they  raised  and  the 
swine  which  ranged  the  forest. 

Along  the  eastern  edge  of  this  vast  wilder¬ 
ness  the  army  of  Frederick  marched  for  two 
davs.  But  Hungarian  Pandours,  in  swarms, 
savage  men,  on  their  fleet  and  shaggy  horses, 
were  continually  emerging  from  the  paths  of 
the  forest,  with  gleaming  sabres  and  shrill 
war-cries,  assailing  the  flank  of  the  Prussian 
line  wherever  there  was  the  slightest  expo¬ 
sure.  In  the  vicinity  of  the  little  village  of 
Sohr  the  king  encamped  for  two -days.  The 
halt  seemed  necessary  to  refresh  his  horses, 
and  to  send  out  foraging  parties  to  replenish 
his  stores.  But  the  light  horsemen  of  the  foe 
were  so  thick  around  him,  so  vigilant,  and  so 
bold,  that  no  baggage  train  could  enter  his 
camp,  unless  protected  by  eight  thousand  foot 
and  three  thousand  horse. 

Just  at  the  break  of  day  of  Thursday  morn¬ 
ing,  September  30,  as  the  king  was  in  his 
tent,  busy  with  his  generals,  examining  maps 
in  preparation  for  the  immediate  resumption 
of  the  march,  an  orderly  came,  in  breathless 
haste,  to  inform  the  king  that  the  Austrians 
were  advancing  rapidly  upon  him,  and  in  great 
force.  While  he  was  yet  speaking  another  mes¬ 
senger  arrived,  confirming  the  tidings,  and  stat¬ 
ing  that,  apparently,  the  whole  Austrian  army, 
in  battle  array,  was  coming  down  upon  him. 

It  was  a  cold,  dreary,  autumnal  morning. 
The  Austrian  army,  according  to  Frederick’s 
statement,  amounted  to  sixty  thousand  men.' 
But  it  was  widely  dispersed.  Many  of  the 
cavalry  were  scouring  the  country  in  all  direc¬ 
tions,  in  foraging  parties  and  as  skirmishers. 
Large  bodies  had  been  sent  by  circuitous  roads 
to  occupy  every  avenue  of  retreat.  The  con¬ 
solidated  army,  under  prince  Charles,  now  ad¬ 
vancing  to  the  attack,  amounted  to  thirty-six 
thousand  men.  Frederick  had  but  twenty-six 
thousand.  “ 

In  this  hour  of  peril  the  genius  of  the  Prus¬ 
sian  monarch  was  remarkably  developed.  He 
manifested  not  the  slightest  agitation  or  alarm. 
His  plan  was  immediately  formed.  Indeed,  there 
was  no  time  for  a  moment’s  delay.  The  Aus¬ 
trians  had  moved  rapidly  and  silently,  conceal¬ 
ing  their  approach  by  a  thick  veil  of  hussars. 
They  were  already  in  solid  columns,  confident 
of  victory,  advancing  upon  the  Prussian  camp. 
Frederick  was  compelled  to  form  his  line  of  bat¬ 
tle  under  fire  of  the  Austrian  batteries.  .The  dis¬ 
cipline  of  the  Prussians  was  such  that  this  was 
done  with  a  recklessness  of  danger,  rapidity,  and 
mechanical  precision  which  seemed  almost  mi¬ 
raculous,  and  which  elicited  the  admiration  of 
every  one  who  beheld  it. 

The  reader  would  not  be  interested  in  the 


*  Histoire  de  mon  Temps. 

'■>  In  this,  as  in  most  other  similar  cases,  there  is  con¬ 
siderable  diversity  of  statement  as  to  the  precise  num¬ 
ber  of  troops  engaged  on  either  side.  But  there  is  no 
question  that  the  Austrians  were  in  numbers  far  su¬ 
perior  to  the  Prussians. 


details  of  the  battle  which  ensued.  It  lasted 
for  five  hours.  It  was,  as  is  every  battle,  an 
indescribable  scene  of  tumult,  uproar,  and  con¬ 
fusion.  The  result  was  long  doubtful.  De¬ 
feat  to  Frederick  would  have  been  utter  ruin. 

It  is  wonderful  how  one  determined  man  can 
infuse  his  spirit  into  a  whole  host.  Every 
Prussian  seemed  to  have  the  same  desperate 
valor,  and  'determination  to  conquer  or  to  die, 
which  animated  his  king. 

The  sun  had  just  risen  above  the  horizon 
when  the  conflict  commenced,.  It  reached  its 
meridian.  Still  the  storm  of  battle  swept  the 
plains  and  reverberated  over  the  hills.  Heights 
had  been  taken  and  retaken ;  charges  had  been 
made  and  repelled ;  the  surges  of  victory  had 
rolled  to  and  fro ;  over  many  leagues,  now  cov¬ 
ered  with  the  dying  and  the  dead,  the  thunder¬ 
bolts  of  battle  were  thickly  flying;  bugle  peals, 
cries  of  onset,  shrieks  of  the  wounded  crushed 
beneath  artillery  wheels,  blended  with  the  rat¬ 
tle  of  musketry  and  the  roar  of  artillery  ;  rider¬ 
less  horses  were  flying  in  all  directions ;  the 
extended  plain  was  covered  with  the  wreck  and 
ruin  of  battle,  and  ever}’’  moment  was  multiply¬ 
ing  the  victims  of  war’s  horrid  butchery. 

At  length  the  Austrians  were  routed  —  ut¬ 
terly  routed — broken,  dispersed,  and  driven  in 
wild  confusion  into  the  glooms  of  the  forest. 
The  victory  of  Frederick  was  complete.  As  a 
warrior,  he  was  winning  the  title  he  so  greatly 
coveted,  of  Frederick  the  Great. 

It  was  a  glorious  victory.  What  was  the 
price  ?  Five  thousand  six  hundred  Prussian 
young  men  lay  in  their  blood  upon  the  field, 
dead  or  wounded.  Six  thousand  seven  hun¬ 
dred  young  men  from  Austrian  homes  lay  by 
their  side,  silent  in  death,  or  groaning  in  an¬ 
guish,  lacerated  by  the  missiles  of  war.' 

Frederick  was  elated  with  his  victory.  He 
I  had  taken  three  thousand  three  hundred  prison¬ 
ers,  twenty-one  cannon,  and  twenty-two  stand¬ 
ards.  He  had  added  to  the  renown  of  his 
name,  and  strengthened  his  hold  upon  Silesia. 

Prince  Charles,  as  he  was  leading  the  main 
body  of  his  army  to  the  assault,  sent  a  squad¬ 
ron  of  his  fleet-footed  cavalry  to  burn  the 
Prussian  camp,  and  to  assail  the  foe  in  their 
rear.  But  the  troops  found  the  camp  so  rich  in 
treasure  that  they  could  not  resist  the  tempta¬ 
tion  of  stopping  to  plunder.  Thus  they  did 
not  make  the  attack  which  had  been  ordered, 
and  which  would  probably  have  resulted  in 
the  destruction  of  the  Prussian  army.  It  is 
said  that  when  Frederick,  in  the  heat  of  the 
battle,  was  informed  that  the  Pandours  were 
sacking  his  camp,  he  coolly  replied,  “  So  much 
the  better;  they  will  not  then  interrupt  us.”“ 
After  the  retreat  of  the  Austrians,  Frederick 
returned  to  his  camp  to  find  it  plundered  and 
burned.  The  semi-barbarian  assailants  had  also 
consigned  to  the  flames  eight  or  ten  sick  Prus¬ 
sians,  whom  they  found  there,  and  several  wo- 


'  Mulueb,  Tableaux  des  guerres  de  Frederic  le  Grand. 
“  Memoirea  de  Frederic  baron  de  Trench. 
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men  whom  they  caught.  “We  found  the  limbs 
of  these  poor  men  and  women  lying  about,” 
writes  general  Lehwald. 

The  camp  was  so  utterly  destroyed  that 
Frederick  could  not  even  obtain  pen  and  ink. 
He  was  obliged  to  write  with  a  pencil.  Not  a 
loaf  of  bread  nor  a  cup  of  wine  was  left  for  the 
exhausted  king.  The  hungry  soldiers,  after  a 
conflict  of  five  hours,  having  had  neither  break¬ 
fast  nor  dinner,  found  no  refreshments  awaiting 
them.  Yet  without  a  murmur  they  smoked 
their  pipes,  drank  some  spring-water,  and  re¬ 
joiced  in  their  great  victory. 

“  Never  mind,”  said  the  king ;  “  it  is  a  cheap 
price  to  pay  for  escaping  an  attack  from  Pan- 
dours  in  the  rear,  while  such  a  battle  was  rag¬ 
ing  in  front.” 

Frederick  remained  at  Sohr  five  days.  The 
country  was  scoured  in  all  directions  to  obtain 
food  for  his  array.  It  was  necessary  that  the 
troops  should  be  fed,  even  if  the  poor  inhabit¬ 
ants  starved%iiserably.  No  tongue  can  tell  the 
sufferings  which  consequently  fell  upon  the 
peasantry  for  leagues  around.  Prince  Charles, 
with  his  shattered  army,  fell  back  to  Konig- 
gratz,  remorselessly  plundering  the  people  by 
the  way.  Frederick,  ordering  his  army  to  re¬ 
tire  to  Silesia,  returned  to  Berlin. 

The  victory  of  Sohr  filled  Europe  with  the 
renown  of  Frederick.  Still  his  peril  was  great, 
and  the  difficulties  before  him  apparently  in¬ 
surmountable.  His  treasury  was  exhausted. 
His  only  ally,  France,  would  furnish  him  with 
no  money,  had  no  confidence  in  him,  and  was 
in  heart  exasperated  against  him.  Not  a  single 
court  in  Europe  expressed  any  friendship  for 
Frederick.  On  the  contrary,  nearly  all  would 
have  rejoiced  at  his  downfall.  There  seemed 
to  be  no  end  to  the  campaigns  which  were  open¬ 
ing  before  him.  Yet  Frederick  knew  not  where 
to  obtain  the  money  to  meet  the  expense  even 
of  a  single  campaign. 

Under  these  circumstances,  Frederick  made 
indirect  hut  vigorous  exertions  to  bring  the  war 
to  a  close.  “  I  am  ready  and  desirous  now,”  he 
said,  “as  at  all  times,  for  peace.  I  will  imme¬ 
diately  sheathe  the  sword,  if  I  can  be  guaran¬ 
teed  the  possession  of  Silesia.” 

“I,  too,  am  anxious  for  peace,”  Maria  The¬ 
resa  replied,  “  and  will  joyfully  withdraw  my 
armies,  if  Silesia,  of  which  I  have  been  robbed, 
is  restored  to  me.” 

Thus  his  Prussian  majesty  and  the  queen  of 
Hungary  met  each  other  like  two  icebergs  in 
a  stormy  sea.  The  allies  were  exasperated, 
not  conquered,  by  the  defeat  of  Sohr.  Maria 
Theresa,  notwithstanding  the  severity  of  win¬ 
ter’s  cold,  resolved  immediately  to  send  three 
armies  to  invade  Prussia,  and  storm  Berlin  it¬ 
self.  She  hoped  to  keep  the  design  profoundly 
secret,  so  that  Frederick  might  be  taken  at  un¬ 
awares.  The  Swedish  envoy  at  Dresden  spied 
out  the  plan,  and  gave  the  king  warning.  Mar¬ 
shal  Griine  was  to  advance  from  the  Rhine  and 
enter  Brandenburg  from  the  west.  Prince 
Charles,  skirting  Western  Silesia,  was  to  march 


upon  Brandenburg  from  the  south.  General 
Rutowski  was  to  spring  upon  the  old  Dessauer, 
who  was  encamped  upon  the  frontiers  of  Sax¬ 
ony,  overwhelm  and  crush  his  army  with  supe¬ 
rior  numbers,  and  then,  forming  a  junction  with 
marshal  Briine,  with  their  united  force  rush 
upon  Berlin. 

Frederick  was  astounded,  alarmed,  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  overwhelmed,  as  these  tidings  were  clear¬ 
ly  made  known  to  him.  He  had  brought  all 
this  upon  himself.  “And  yet,”  the  wretched 
man  exclaimed,  “what  a  life  I  lead!  This  is 
not  living,  this  is  being  killed  a  thousand  times 
a  day  I ” 

This  despondency  lasted,  however,  but  a  mo¬ 
ment.  Concealing  his  emotions,  he  smoothed 
his  furrowed  brow,  dressed  his  face  in  smiles, 
and  wrote  doggerel  verses  and  jocose  letters  as 
if  he  were  merely  a  fashionable  man  of  pleas¬ 
ure.  At  the  same  time  he  rallied  all  his  mar¬ 
velous  energies,  and  prepared  to  meet  the  exi¬ 
gency  with  sagacity  and  intrepidity  rarely  sur¬ 
passed.  Orders  were  immediately  dispatched 
to  the  old  Dessauer  to  marshal  an  army  to  op¬ 
pose  Grfne  and  Rutowski,  while  the  king  hast¬ 
ened  to  Silesia  to  attack  prince  Charles.  Leo¬ 
pold,  though  he  had  nearly  numbered  his  three 
score  years  and  ten,  according  to  Frederick, 
was  very  glad  to  fight  once  again  before  he 
died.  The  veteran  general  ventured  to  make 
some  suggestions  in  reference  to  the  orders  he 
had  received.  The  king  sternly  replied : 

“When  your  highness  gets  armies  of  your 
own,  you  will  order  them  according  to  your 

mind.  At  present,  it  must  be  according  to 

mine. ” 

Frederick  had  an  army  of  thirty-five  thou¬ 
sand  men  at  Liegnitz,  in  Silesia,  under  the  com¬ 
mand  of  young  Leopold.  Every  man  was  a 
thoroughly  trained  soldier.  The  army  was  in 
the  best  possible  condition.  At  7  o’clock  in 
the  morning  of  November  15,  1745,  the  king 
left  Berlin  at  full  speed  for  Liegnitz.  He  ar¬ 
rived  there  the  next  day,  and  at  once  took  the 
command.  “There  is  great  velocity  in  this 
young  king,”  writes  Carlyle;  “a  panther-like 
suddenness  of  spring  in  him  ;  cunning  too,  as 
any/e/fs  of  them;  and  with  claws  as  the  felis 
leo  on  occasion.” 

Prince  Charles  was  en  route  for  Berlin — a 
winter’s  march  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles. 
He  was  not  aware  that  the  king  of  Prussia  was 
near  him,  or  that  the  king  was  conscious  of  his 
bold  design.  On  Saturday  night,  November 
20,  the  army  of  prince  Charles,  forty  thousand 
strong,  on  its  line  of  march,  suspecting  no  foe 
near,  was  encamped  in  villages,  extending  for 
twenty  miles  along  the  hanks  of  the  Queiss, 
one  of  the  tributaries  of  the  Oder.  Four 
marches  would  bring  them  into  Brandenburg. 
It  was  the  design  of  Frederick  to  fall  with  his 
whole  force  upon  the  centre  of  this  line,  cut  it 
in  two,  and  then  to  annihilate  the  extremities. 
Early  in  the  morning  of  Sunday,  the  21st,  Fred¬ 
erick  put  his  troops  in  motion.  He  marched 
rapidly  all  that  day,  and  Monday  and  Tuesday. 
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In  the  twilight  of  Tuesday  evening,  a  dense  fog 
enveloping  the  landscape,  Frederick,  with  his 
concentrated  force,  fell  impetuously  upon  a 
division  of  the  Austrian  army  encamped  in  the 
village  of  Hennersdort. 

The  assault  was  as  sudden  and  resistless  as 
the  sweep  of  the  avalanche.  The  Austrian 
division  was  annihilated.  Scarcely  a  man  es¬ 
caped.  This  achievement  was  deemed  a  very 
brilliant  passage  of  war.  It  cut  the  Austrian 
army  in  twain  and  secured  its  ruin. 

The  next  morning  the  Prussian  troops,  led 
by  their  indomitable  king,  were  early  on  the 
march,  groping  through  the  thick  mist  to  find 
more  of  the  foe.  But  the  blow  already  given 
was  decisive.  The  Austrian  army  was  shat¬ 
tered,  demoralized,  ruined.  The  king  could 
find  nothing  but  broken  tumbrils,  abandoned 
wagons,  and  the  deTris  of  an  utterly  routed 
army.  Prince  Charles,  bewildered  by  the  dis¬ 
aster,  had  wheeled  his  columns  around,  and 
fled  through  the  passes  of  the  mountains  back 
to  Bohemia.  Five  thousand  of  his  troops  he 
left  behind,  in  killed  or  prisoners. 

Frederick  was  not  overelated  with  liTs  victo¬ 
ry.  He  was  still  terribly  harassed  for  money. 
There  were  campaigns  opening  before  him,  in 
an  unending  series,  requiring  enormous  expend¬ 
iture.  Even  many  such  victories  as  he  had 
just  gained  would  only  conduct  him  to  irretriev¬ 
able  ruin,  unless  he  could  succeed  in  conquer¬ 
ing  a  peace.  In  these  dark  hours  the  will  of 
this  extraordinary  man  remained  inflexible. 
He  would  not  listen  to  any  propositions  for 
peace  which  did  not  guarantee  to  him  Silesia. 
Maria  Theresa  would  listen  to  no  terms  which 
did  not  restore  to  her  the  lost  province. 

Frederick,  in  this  great  emergence,  conde¬ 
scended  again  to  write  imploringly  to  France 
for  pecuniary  aid.  He  received  a  sarcastic  re¬ 
ply,  which  exasperated  him,  and  which  was 
cotiched  in  such  polite  tei'ms  that  he  could  not 
openly  resent  it.  Marshal  Griine,  who  was  ad¬ 
vancing  rapidly  from  the  Rhine  to  Berlin,  hear¬ 
ing  of  the  defeat  of  his  confederates  at  Hen- 
nersdorf,  and  of  the  retreat  of  prince  Charles, 
wheeled  his  columns  south  for  Saxony.  Here 
he  effected  a  junction  with  general  Rutowski, 
near  Dresden.  Their  combined  troops  intrench¬ 
ed  themselves,  and  stood  on  the  defensive. 

On  the  29th  of  December  the  old  Dessauer, 
with  thirty-five  thousand  men,  crossed  the  front¬ 
iers  and  entered  Saxony.  He  marched  rapid¬ 
ly  upon  Leipsic,  and  seized  the  town,  from 
which  a  division  of  Rutowski’s  army  precipitate¬ 
ly  fled.  Leopold  found  here  quite  a  supply  of 
commissary  and  ordnance  stores.  He  also  re¬ 
plenished  his  empty  army  cliest  by  levying  a 
contribution  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
dollars  upon  the  inhabitants.  Then,  by  a  rap¬ 
id  march  northeast  to  Torgo,  on  the  Elbe,  he 
ca])tured  another  imperial  magazine.  Turning 
south,  he  pressed  his  troops  along  up  the  river 
to  Myssen,  which  was  within  two  days’  easy 
march  of  Dresden.  Here  there  was  a  bridge 
across  the  Oder.  Frederick  was  pushing  his 


troops,  by  forced  marches,  from  Hennersdorf, 
to  effect  a  junction  with  Leopold  at  Myssen. 
Unitedly  they  were  to  fall  upon  Griine  and  Ru¬ 
towski  at  Dresden.  In  the  mean  time,  also, 
prince  Charles,  a  despondent  man,  crushed  by 
domestic  woe  and  humiliating  defeats,  was  mov¬ 
ing,  by  not  very  energetic  steps,  to  reinforce  the 
allied  troops  at  Dresden. 

It  was  two  o’clock  in  the  aftenioon  of  Sun¬ 
day,  December  12,  when  the  banners  of  the  old 
Dessauer  appeai-ed  before  Myssen.  The  Sax¬ 
on  commander  there  broke  down  the  bridge, 
and  in  the  darkness  of  the  night  stole  away  with 
his  garrison  to  Dresden.  Leopold  vigorously 
but  cautiously  pursued.  As  the  allied  army 
was  near,  and  in  greater  force  than  Leopold’s 
command,  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  move 
with  much  discretion.  His  march  was  along 
the  west  bank  of  the  river.  The  ground  was 
frozen  and  white  with  snow. 

On  Wednesday  morning,  December  15,  the 
advance  guard  of  the  Prussians  sa#before  them 
the  allied  army,  thirty-five  thousand  strong,  oc¬ 
cupying  a  very  formidable  position.  Marshal 
Griine  and  general  Rutowski  had  advanced  a 
few  miles  north  from  Dresden  to  meet  the  Prus¬ 
sians.  Their  troops  were  drawn  up  in  battle 
array,  extending  from  the  river  Elbe,  on  the 
east,  to  the  village  of  Kesselsdorf,  on  the  west. 
A  small  stream,  with  a  craggy  or  broken  gully 
or  dell,  extended  along  their  whole  front.  The 
southern  ridge,  facing  the  advancing  Prussians, 
bristled  with  artillery.  Some  of  the  pieces  were 
of  heavy  calibre.  Leopold  had  only  light  field- 
pieces. 

In  the  cold  of  the  winter  morning  the  old 
Dessauer  carefully  reconnoitred  the  position  of 
his  foes.  Their  batteries  seemed  innumerable, 
protected  by  earth-w'orks,  and  frowning  along 
a  cliff  which  could  only  be  reached  by  plunging 
into  a  gully  and  wading  through  a  half-frozen 
bog.  There  was,  however,  no  alternative  but 
to  advance  or  retreat.  He  decided  to  advance. 

Forming  his  army  in  two  parallel  lines,  near¬ 
ly  five  miles  long,  facing  the  foe,  he  prepared  to 
open  the  battle  along  the  whole  extent  of  the 
field.  While  thus  engrossing  the  attention  of 
the  enemy,  his  main  attempt  was  to  be  directed 
against  the  village  of  Kesselsdorf,  which  his 
practiced  eye  saw  to  be  the  key  of  the  position. 
It  was  two  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  ere  all  his 
arrangements  were  completed.  The  old  Des¬ 
sauer  was  a  devout  man — in  his  peculiar  style 
a  religious  man,  a  man  of  prayer.  He  never 
went  into  battle  without  imploring  God’s  aid. 
On  this  occasion,  all  things  being  arranged,  he 
reverently  uncovered  his  head,  and  in  presence 
of  the  troops  offered,  it  is  said,  the  following 
prayer : 

“  O  my  God,  help  me  yet  this  once.  Let 
me  not  be  disgraced  in  my  old  days.  But  if 
Thou  wilt  not  help  me,  don’t  help  those  scoun¬ 
drels,  but  leave  us  to  try  it  out  ourselves.” 

Having  uttered  this  prayer,  he  waved  his  hat 
to  his  troops,  and  shouted,  “  On,  in  God’s  name !  ” 

“The  Prussians,”  writes  Carlyle,  “tramp  on 
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with  the  usual  grim-browecl  re.solution,  foot  in 
front,  horse  in  rear.  But  they  have  a  terrible 
problem  at  that  Kesselsdorf,  with  its  retrenched 
batteries  and  numerous  grenadiers  fighting  un¬ 
der  cover.  The  very  ground  is  sore  against 
them  ;  up-hill,  and  the  trampled  snow  wearing 
into  a  slide,  so  that  you  sprawl  and  stagger 
sadly.  Thirty-one  big  guns,  and  near  nine 
thousand  small,  pouring  out  mere  death  on  you 
from  that  knoll-head.  The  Prussians  stagger  ; 
can  not  stand  it ;  bend  to  rightward  to  get  out 
of  shot  range ;  can  not  manage  it  this  bout. 
Rally,  reinforced  ;  try  it  again.  Again  with  a 
will ;  but  again  there  is  not  a  way.  The  Prus¬ 
sians  are  again  repulsed ;  fall  back  down  this 
slippery  course  in  more  disorder  than  the  first 
time.  Had  the  Saxons  stood  still,  steadily 
handling  arms,  how,  on  such  terms,  coidd  the 
Prussians  have  ever  managed  it  ?”' 

At  the  second  repulse  the  Saxon  grenadiers, 
greatly  elated,  gave  a  shout  of  “victory,”  and 
rushed  from  their  works  to  pursue  the  retreat¬ 
ing  Prussians.  This  was  their  ruin. 


i  Caklyle,  vol.  iv.  p.  171. 


“Old  Leopold,  quick  as  thought,  noticing 
the  thing,  hurls  cavalry  on  these  victorious, 
down-plunging  grenadiers  ;  slashes  them  asun¬ 
der  into  mere  recoiling  whirlpools  of  ruin ;  so 
that  few  of  them  got  back  unwounded  ;  and  the 
Prussians,  storming  in  along  with  them,  aided 
by  ever  new  Prussians,  the  place  was  at  length 
carried. 

And  now  the  Prussians  from  the  centre  press 
the  foe  with  new  vigor.  Leopold,  at  the  head 
of  his  victorious  division,  charged  the  allied 
troops  in  flank,  pouring  in  upon  them  his  re¬ 
sistless  horsemen.  Whole  regiments  were  made 
prisoners.  Ere  nightfall  of  the  short  December 
day  the  whole  allied  army,  broken  and  disor¬ 
dered,  was  on  the  retreat  back  to  Dresden. 
The  night  alone  protected  them  from  utter  ruin. 
They  had  lost  six  thousand  prisoners,  and  three 
thousand  in  killed  and  wounded.  “ 


1  Carlyle,  vol.  iv.  p.  171. 

“  Voltaire,  speaking  of  this  action,  says:  ‘It  was 
the  famous  old  prince  of  Anhalt  who  gained  this  de¬ 
cisive  victory.  He  had  heen  a  warrior  fifty  years,  and 
was  the  first  "who  had  entered  into  the  lines  of  the 
French  army  at  Turin  in  1707.  For  conducting  the  in- 
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Prince  Charles  had  arrived  in  Dresden  the 
night  before.  He  heard  the  roar  of  the  can¬ 
nonade  all  the  day.  But  for  some  unexplained 
reason  he  did  not  advance  to  the  support  of  his 
friends.  The  very  unsatisfactory  excuse  offered 
was,  that  his  troops  were  exhausted  by  their 
long  march ;  and  that  having  been  recently 
twice  beaten  by  the  Prussians,  his  army  would 
be  utterly  demoralized  if  led  to  another  defeat. 

On  the  evening  of  Tuesday,  the  14th,  Fred¬ 
erick,  with  his  advanced  guard,  reached  Myssen. 
All  the  next  day,  Wednesday,  he  was  hurrying 
up  his  troops  from  the  rear.  In  the  afternoon 
he  heal'd  the  deep  booming  of  the  cannon  far 
up  the  Elbe.  In  the  evening  the  sky  was  ablaze 
with  the  glare  of  the  watch-fires  of  Leopold’s 
victorious  troops.  The  next  morning  Frede¬ 
rick  pressed  forward  with  all  haste  to  join  Leo¬ 
pold.  Couriers  on  the  way  informed  him  of 
the  great  victory.  At  Wilsdruf,  a  few  miles 
from  the  field  of  battle,  he  met  Leopold,  who 
had  advanced  in  person  to  meet  his  king.  Fred¬ 
erick  dismounted,  uncovered  his  head,  and  threw 
his  arms  around  the  old  Dessauer  in  a  grateful 
embrace. 

Together  the  king  and  his  sturdy  general 
returned  to  Kesselsdorf,  and  rode  over  the  field 
of  battle,  which  was  still  strewn  with  the  ghastly 
wrecks  of  war.  Large  numbers  of  the  citizens 
of  Dresden  were  on  the  field  searching  for  their 
lost  ones  among  the  wounded  or  the  dead.  The 
queen  of  Poland  and  her  children  remained  in 
the  city.  Frederick  treated  them  with  marked 
politeness,  and  appointed  them  guards  of  honor. 
The  king  of  Poland,  who,  it  will  be  remembered, 
was  also  elector  of  Saxony,  applied  for  peace. 
Frederick  replied : 

“  Guarantee  me  the  possession  of  Silesia,  and 
pay  me  seven  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dol¬ 
lars  for  the  expenses  of  this  campaign,  and  I 
will  withdraw  my  army.” 

M.  D’Arget,  private  secretary  of  the  French 
minister  Valori,  gives  an  interesting  account  of 
an  interview  he  held  with  Frederick  at  this 
time.  M.  D’Arget  was  quite  a  favorite  of  the 
king,  who  conversed  with  him  with  unusual 
frankness. 

“These  kind  condescensions  of  his  majesty,” 
writes  M.  D’Arget,  “emboldened  me  to  repre¬ 
sent  to  him  the  brilliant  position  he  now  held, 
and  how  noble  it  would  be,  after  being  the  hero 
of  Gei-many,  to  become  the  pacificator  of  Eu¬ 
rope.” 

“  I  grant  it,  my  dear  D’Arget,”  said  the  king, 
“but  it  is  too  dangerous  a  part  to  play.  Are- 
verse  brings  me  to  the  edge  of  ruin.  I  know 
too  well  the  mood  of  mind  I  was  in  the  last 
time  I  left  Berlin  ever  to  expose  myself  to  it 
again.  If  luck  had  been  against  me  there,  I 
saw  myself  a  monarch  without  a  throne.  A  bad 
game  that.  In  fine,  I  wish  to  he  at  peace.” 


f  antry  he  was  esteemed  the  most  experienced  officer  in 
Europe.  This  great  battie  was  the  last  that  filled  up 
the  measure  of  his  military  glory — the  only  gloi-y  which 
he  had  enjoyed,  for  fighting  was  his  only  province.” — 
Age  of  Louis  X  V.,  chap.  xvii. 


“I  represented  to  him,”  continues  M.  D’Ar¬ 
get,  “  that  the  house  of  Austria  would  never, 
with  a  tranquil  eye,  see  his  house  in  possession 
of  Silesia.” 

“Those  that  come  after  me,”  said  the  king, 
“will  do  as  they  like.  The  future  is  beyond 
man's  reach.  I  have  acquired,  it  is  theirs  to 
preserve.  ,I  am  not  in  alarm  about  the  Aus¬ 
trians.  They  dread  my  armies ;  the  luck  that 
I  have.  I  am  sure  of  their  sitting  quiet  for  the 
dozen  years  or  so  which  may  remain  to  me  of 
life.  There  is  more  for  me  in  the  true  great¬ 
ness  of  laboring  for  the  happiness  of  my  sub¬ 
jects  than  in  the  repose  of  Europe.  I  have  put 
Saxony  out  of  a  condition  to  hurt  me.  She 
now  owes  me  twelve  million  five  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  dollars.  By  the  defensive  alliance  which 
I  form  with  her  I  provide  myself  a  help  against 
Austria.  I  ivonld  not,  henceforth,  attack  a  cat, 
except  to  defend  myself.  Glory  and  my  inter¬ 
ests  W'ere  the  occasion  of  my  first  campaigns. 
The  late  emperor’s  situation,  and  my  zeal  for 
France,  gave  rise  to  the  second.  Always  since, 
I  have  been  fighting  for  my  own  hearths — for 
my  very  existence.  I  know  the  state  I  have 
got  into.  If  I  now  .saw  prince  Charles  at  the 
gates  of  Paris  I  would  not  stir.” 

“And  would  you  regard  with  the  same  in¬ 
difference,”  M.  D’Arget  rejoined,  “seeing  us  at 
the  gates  of  Vienna  ?” 

“Yes,”  the  king  replied.  “I  swear  it  to 
you,  D’Arget.  .  In  a  word,  I  want  to  have  some 
good  of  my  life.  What  are  we,  poor  human 
atoms,  to  get  up  projects  that  cost  so  much 
blood !” 

On  the  25th  of  December,  1745,  the  peace 
of  Dresden  was  signed.  The  demands  of  Fred¬ 
erick  were  acceded  to.  Augustus  III.  of  Sax¬ 
ony,  Maria  ’Theresa  of  Austria,  and  George  II. 
of  England  became  parties  to  the  treaty.  The 
next  day  Frederick  attended  sermon  in  the 
Protestant  church.  Monday  morning  his  army, 
by  slow  marches,  commenced  its  return  to  Bran¬ 
denburg.  Frederick,  highly  elated  by  the  won¬ 
derful  and  almost  miraculous  change  in  his  af¬ 
fairs,  entered  his  carriage  in  company  with  his 
two  brothers,  and  drove  rapidly  toward  Berlin. 
The  next  day,  at  two  o’clock  in  the  afternoon, 
they  reached  the  heath  of  Britz,  five  miles  out 
from  the  city.  Here  the  king  found  an  im¬ 
mense  concourse  of  the  citizens,  who  had  come 
on  horseback  and  in  carriages  to  escort  him  to 
his  palace.  Frederick  sat  in  an  open  phaeton, 
accompanied  by  the  prince  of  Prussia  and  prince 
Henry.  The  throng  was  so  great  that  the 
horses  could  only  proceed  at  the  slowest  pace. 
'The  air  resounded  with  shouts  of  “Long  live 
Frederick  the  Great.”  The  king  was  especial¬ 
ly  gracious,  saying  to  those  who  eagerly  crowd¬ 
ed  around  his  carriage  wheels  : 

“  Do  not  press  each  other,  my  children.  Take 
care  of  yourselves  that  the  horses  may  not  tram¬ 
ple  upon  you,  and  that  no  accident  may  hap¬ 
pen.” 

It  w'as  remarked  that  the  whole  behavior  of 
I  the  king  upon  this  occasion  exhibited  the  ut- 
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most  mildness,  gentleness,  and  affability.  He 
seemed  to  be  influenced  by  the  most  tender  re¬ 
gard  for  th(^  welfare  of  the  people. 

Upon  reaching  the  palace  he  stood  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  upon  the  grand  stairway,  and,  surveying 
the  thronging  thousands,  took  oft'  his  hat  and 
saluted  them.  This  gave  rise  to  a  burst  of  ap¬ 
plause  louder  and  heartier  than  Berlin  had  ever 
heard  before.  The  king  disappeared  within 
the  palace.  Where  the  poor  neglected  queen 
was  at  this  time  we  are  not  informed.  There 
are  no  indications  that  he  gave  her  even  a 
thought. 

At  six  o’clock  in  the  evening  the  whole  city 
was  illuminated.  Frederick  entered  his  car¬ 
riage,  and,  attended  by  his  two  brothers,  the 
prince  of  Prussia  and  prince  Henry,  rode  out 
to  take  the  circuit  of  the  streets.  But  the  king 
had  received  information  that  one  of  his  former 


preceptors,  M.  Duhan,  lay  at  the  point  of  death. 
He  ordered  his  carriage  to  be  at  once  driven  to 
the  residence  of  the  dying  man.  The  house  of 
M.  Duhan  was  situated  in  a  court,  blazing  with 
the  glow  of  thousands  of  lamps. 

“It  was  an  affecting  sight,”  says  M.  Bielfeld, 
“  to  see  a  dying  man  in  the  midst  of  a  brilliant 
illumination,  surrounded  by  princes,  and  visited 
by  a  triumphant  monarch,  who,  in  the  midst  of 
the  incessant  clamor  of  exultation,  sought  only 
to  alleviate  the  sick  man’s  pangs,  participating 
in  his  distress,  and  reflecting  upon  the  vanity 
of  all  human  grandeur.” 

The  king  having  taken  a  tender  adieu  of  M. 
Duhan,  who  died  the  next  morning,  traversed 
the  brilliant  streets  of  the  rejoicing  city,  and  re¬ 
turned  to  the  palace  about  ten  that  evening. 

Frederick  now  entered  upon  a  period  of  ten 
years  of  peace. 
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THE  SPECTEOSCOPB. 


THE  BPEOTKOSOOPE. 


The  greatest  invention,  or  rather  discovery 
and  invention  combined,  of  modern  times, 
in  respect  to  practical  utility,  is  probably  the 
electric  telegraph.  The  one  most  important, 
in  respect  to  the  development  of  scientific  truth, 
is  the  spectroscope.  The  history  of  this  instru¬ 
ment,  now  attracting  so  much  attention,  is 
briefly  this : 

It  was  about  fifty  years  ago  that  Frauenhofer, 
a  distinguished  German  optician  residing  in 
Munich,  by  means  of  some  very  perfect  optical 
apparatus,  and  some  new  and  delicate  obser¬ 
vations  which  he  made  with  it,  discovered 
the  existence  of  certain  very  mysterious  lines, 
some  dark  and  some  bright — the  latter  of  vari¬ 
ous  colors — crossing  the  solar  spectrum,  among 
the  colored  bands  which  form  it.  As  ordinarily 
observed,  by  means  of  a  common  prism,  the  dif¬ 
ferent  colors  are  blended  together,  passing  into 
each  other  by  insensible  gradations.  The  rea¬ 
son  of  this  is  that  in  the  ordinary  spectrum  the 
images  produced  by  the  different  colored  rays, 
or  rather  the  images  produced  by  rays  of  differ¬ 
ent  refrangihility,  on  which  the  effect  of  different 
colors  is  produced  in  the  human  sensorium,  are 
superposed  upon  each  other,  and  their  confines 
blended.  The  great  point  was  so  to  perfect  the 
apparatus  as  to  separate  these  component  por¬ 
tions  of  the  spectrum  as  much  as  possible  by 
the  use  of  the  most  perfect  lenses  and  prisms, 
and  by  the  nicety  of  the  arrangements  for  mak¬ 
ing  the  observation. 


This  Frauenhofer  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  doing,  and 
thus  brought  the  lines 
above  referred  to  fully 
into  view.  This  was  in 
1815.  He  studied  these 
lines  very  attentively, 
and  made  a  very  care¬ 
fully  prepared  colored 
drawing,  representing 
the  spectrum,  as  he  de¬ 
veloped  it,  with  the  prin¬ 
cipal  lines  laid  down 
upon  it.  He  counted  in 
the  spectrum  more  than 
six  hundred  of  these 
lines,  and  he  laid  down 
upon  his  map  three  hun¬ 
dred  and  fifty-four  of 
them.  The  principal  of 
them  he  designated  by 
letters  of  the  alphabet, 
and  they  continue  to  he 
known  as  Frauenhofer’s 
lines,  and  to  be  distin¬ 
guished  severally  by  the 
letters  which  he  gave 
them,  to  this  day. 

The  discovery  of  these 
lines,  and  the  exhibition 
of  the  map  delineating 
them,  copies  of  which  were  multiplied  and  dis¬ 
seminated  throughout  Europe,  excited  great 
attention  ;  but  the  nature  and  the  meaning  of 
the  lines  remained  for  many  years  a  profound 
and  inscrutable  mystery. 

It  was  at  length  discovered  that  while  the 
position  and  character  of  the  lines  in  the  spec¬ 
trum  formed  from  the  sun  were  always  the  same, 
yet  they  varied  greatly  in  spectra  of  rays  issuing 
from  different  artificial  sources  of  light,  though 
constant  for  each  particular  source.  And  it 
was  finally  ascertained  that  they  depended  on 
the  chemical  constitution  and  physical  condition 
—as  whether  solid,  liquid,  or  gaseous — of  the 
ignited  substance  from  which  the  light  came ; 
and  also  in  some  degree  upon  the  character  of 
the  intervening  media  through  which  the  light 
passed  on  its  way  from  the  source  to  the  instru¬ 
ment.  It  would  lead  to  too  much  detail  to  en¬ 
ter  here  into  particulars  in  respect  to  these 
points,  the  object  of  this  article  being  only  to 
give  a  summary  idea  of  the  nature  of  the  dis¬ 
covery,  about  which  so  much  is  said  at  the  pres¬ 
ent  day,  and  of  the  form  and  appearance  of  the 
instrument,  sufficient  for  the  purposes  of  the 
general  reader. 

The  engraving  represents  one  of  the  various 
forms  of  the  instrument.  It  consists  of  a  stand 
with  three  branches,  each  supporting  a  telescop¬ 
ic  tube ;  all  three  of  the  tubes  being  directed 
toward  a  glass  prism  which  occupies  the  centre 
of  the  stand.  This  prism  is  covered,  in  the 
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actual  instrument,  by  a  metallic  box  to  protect 
it  from  injury — openings  being  left  in  the  sides 
of  the  box  opposite  to  the  orifices  of  the  three 
telescopic  tubes. 

The  tube  to  the  right  is  directed  toward  the 
source  of  light,  whatever  it  may  be,  the  spec¬ 
trum  of  which  is  to  be  examined.  It  is  repre¬ 
sented  in  the  engraving  as  receiving  the  light 
from  a  gas  fiame,  the  flexible  pipe  by  which  the 
gas  is  supplied  being  seen  below  upon  the  table. 
The  head  of  the  stand  supporting  the  burner  is 
provided  with  the  means  of  intermingling  vari¬ 
ous  substances  with  the  flame,  in  order  to  ex¬ 
amine  the  spectra  which  they  severally  produce. 

This  telescope  may  also  be  turned  toward 
any  natural  source  of  light — as  the  sun,  for  ex¬ 
ample,  or  a  star,  or  the  aurora  borealis,  or  a 
portion  of  the  Milky-way. 

The  rays  emanating  from  the  source  of  light, 
whatever  it  may  be,  pass  into  this  right-hand 
tube  through  a  very  narrow  vertical  slit,  not 
seen,  of  course,  in  the  engraving.  The  ribbon¬ 
like  beam  thus  formed,  passing  through  the 
tube,  strikes  upon  the  prism,  and  the  various 
rays  separated  by  the  prism,  through  their  dif¬ 
ferent  refrangibility,  enter  the  object-glass  of 
the  tube  on  the  left,  where  an  image  of  the 
spectrum  is  formed,  and  can  be  seen,  magnified, 
by  the  observer,  \vho  places  his  eye  at  the  left 
hand  of  this  tube,  'where  the  eye-glass  is  placed. 
There  is  a  screen  placed  here  near  the  end  of 
the  tube,  to  protect  the  eye  from  rays  coming  to 
it  on  the  outside  of  the  instrument. 

There  is  a  third  tube,  smaller  than  the  others, 
seen  in  the  centre,  and  directed  toward  the 
spectator.  In  the  orifice  of  this  tube  in  the 
engraving  can  be  indistinctly  seen  a  small  mi¬ 
crometer  scale,  illuminated  by  a  candle  placed 
upon  a  stand.  The  light  from  this  arrange¬ 
ment  passes  through  the  small  tube,  and  the 
image  of  the  micrometer  scale  is  reflected  from 
one  of  the  surfaces  of  the  prism,  and  enters  the 
left-hand  tube,  and  is  seen  by  the  observer  su¬ 
perposed  upon  the  spectrum,  and  in^uch  a  po¬ 
sition  as  to  enable  him  to  measure  the  distances 
from  one  spectral  line  to  another,  and  to  determ¬ 
ine  with  precision  the  place  of  any  one  under 
examination. 

The  object  of  this  article  is  simply  to  give  to 
the  general  reader  an  idea  of  the  construction 
and  form  of  the  instrument  and  the  mode  of 
making  observations  with  it,  and  not  to  enter 
at  all  into  a  discussion  of  the  results  which  have 
been  obtained.  It  may,  however,  not  be  out  of 
place  to  state  the  three  general  principles  which 
form  the  foundation  of  the  science  of  spectral 
analysis — or  perhaps,  rather,  the  three  great  di¬ 
visions  within  which  all  the  phenomena  are 
comprised.  The  distinction  depends  on  the 
conditions  under  'which  the  light  to  be  exam¬ 
ined  emanates. 

1.  It  may  emanate  from  an  incandescent 
liquid  or  solid  body. 

2.  It  may  emanate  from  an  incandescent 
gaseous  body. 

3.  It  may  emanate  from  an  incandescent 
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liquid  or  solid,  and  pass  through  an  incandes¬ 
cent  gaseous  medium  on  its  way. 

In  the  first  case,  that  is,  where  the  source  of 
the  light  is  an  incandescent  liquid  or  solid  body, 
the  spectrum  is  continuous,  showing  no  travers¬ 
ing  lines  of  any  kind. 

In  the  second  case,  that  is,  where  the  source 
of  light  is  an  incandescent  substance  in  a  gase¬ 
ous  state,  the  spectrum  produced,  instead  of 
being  continuous,  consists  of  a  certain  number 
of  variously  colored  bands,  which  are  always 
rigorously  the  same  for  the  same  substance, 
but  vary  infinitely  in  number,  eolor,  and  posi¬ 
tion  'V'hen  different  substances  are  compared. 

In  the  third  case,  that  is,  where  light  comes 
from  an  incandescent  solid  or  liquid — and  so 
would,  if  not  modified  in  its  passage,  give  a  con¬ 
tinuous  spectrum — and  passes,  in  its  co'urse, 
through  a  Jlame,  that  is,  through  a  gaseous  sub¬ 
stance  in  a  state  of  incandescence,  the  bright 
lines  which  the  substance  of  the  incandescent 
gas  would  have  produced  if  it  had  been  solid 
are  changed  into  dark  ones.  That  is,  the  gas¬ 
eous  substance  intercepts  and  absorbs  the  pecul¬ 
iar  luminous  vibrations  which  it  would  have 
emitted  if  it  had  been  the  source  of  the  light  in¬ 
stead  of  being  the  medium  through  which  a 
brighter  light  from  another  source  beyond  it  was 
transmitted. 

Thus,  if  the  spectrum  given  by  any  light, 
when  examined  in  the  spectroscope,  consists  of 
a  continuous  longitudinal  band  of  prismatic  col¬ 
ors,  it  is  known  that  the  source  of  tlie  light 
must  be  an  incandescent  solid.  If  it  consists 
of  transverse  bars  or  bands  of  color  on  a  dark 
back-ground,  the  observer  infers  that  the  source 
of  the  light  is  an  incandescent  gas ;  and  the 
number,  positions,  and  colors  of  these  bands 
sho'\y  what  the  substance  is,  provided  it  is  one 
the  spectrum  of  which  is  known.  If,  in  the 
third  place,  the  spectrum  consists  of  a  longi¬ 
tudinal  band  of  prismatic  colors  traversed  by 
dark  lines  or  bars  crossing  it  at  various  in¬ 
tervals,  the  indication  is  that  the  light  under 
examination,  coming  from  some  source  beyond, 
traverses  an  incandescent  gas  or  flame  in  its 
way  ;  and  the  dark  lines,  in  this  case,  are  found 
to  correspond  for  any  substance,  in  breadth  and 
position,  with  the  bright  colored  lines  seen  when 
the  substance  itself  is  the  source  of  light  instead 
of  the  medium  through  which  a  brighter  light 
from  an  incandescent  solid  or  liquid  beyond 
passes  on  its  way. 

These  transverse  bars,  whether  bright,  as  in 
the  second  case,  or  dark,  as  in  the  third,  are 
exceeding  delicate,  though  perfectly  distinct, 
and  are  very  sharply  defined ;  so  that  by  means 
of  a  micrometer,  which  forms  a  part  of  the  in¬ 
strument,  the  position  of  any  one  can  be  very 
precisely  determined,  and  its  identity  ascer¬ 
tained.  And  by  means  of  them  those  who 
have  attained  to  the  necessary  knowledge  and 
skill  required  to  read  and  interpret  these  won¬ 
derful  revelations  can  determine,  'with  apparent 
certainty,  a  great  many  facts  in  relation  to  the 
elementary  constitution  and  physical  condition 
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of  the  substances  which  constitute  the  sources 
of  the  light,  not  only  of  those  which  are  near, 
but  also,  with  equal  facility,  those  which  are 
inconceivably  remote.  The  test  is  applied  with 
the  same  success  to  the  light  emitted  from  art¬ 
ificial  sources  in  the  laboratory,  and  to  that 
coming  to  us  from  the  aurora  borealis,  from  the 
disk,  or  from  the  marginal  coruscations  of  the 
sun,  and  from  the  remotest  nebula  or  star. 

Every  different  substance,  so  far  as  is  knowm, 
has  its  spectrum  marked  by  its  own  peculiar 
and  characteristic  lines.  Even  those  which 
have  never  been  analyzed,  and  so  are  classed  by 
the  chemists  as  simple  substances,  have  usually 
more  than  one,  which  seems  to  indicate  that 
they  are  really  compounds,  and  that  their  act¬ 
ual  elements  have  not  been  ascertained.  This 
being  so,  and  as  the  photosphere  of  the  sun 
contains  a  great  number  of  elements,  the  num¬ 
ber  of  these  lines  in  the  solar  spectrum  is  very 
great.  It  requires,  how’ever,  great  delicacy  and 
exactness  in  the  prism,  and  in  the  arrange¬ 
ment  of  the  apparatus  for  observing  them,  to 
bring  them  into  view.  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  as 
early  as  1G75,  succeeded  in  forming  a  spectrum 
which  show'ed  the  prismatic  colors ;  but  his  ap¬ 
paratus  and  his  method  were  too  imperfect  to 
bring  the  lines  into  view.  Dr.  Wollaston,  in  the 
early  part  of  this  century,  was  the  first  to  do 
this,  and  to  him  is  accordingly  ascribed  the 
honor  of  first  discovering  the  existence  of  the 
lines.  Afterward,  by  means  of  great  improve¬ 
ments  made  in  the  construction  of  optical  instru¬ 
ments,  the  celebrated  optician  Frauenhofer,  as 
we  have  already  seen,  brought  a  great  many 
more  into  view,  and  made  a  map  of  the  spectrum, 
in  which  he  laid  down  the  positions  of  about  six 
hundred  of  them.  This  map  excited  great  at¬ 
tention  throughout  Europe,  as  has  already  been 
stated,  and  the  lines  were  long  known  as  Frau- 
enhofer’s  lines,  though  no  one  had  the  least  idea 
of  the  cause  or  of  the  significance  of  them,  ex¬ 
cepting  that  surmises  were  made  by  different 
observers  that  there  was  some  connection  be¬ 
tween  the  position  and  character  of  the  lines 
and  the  chemical  constitution  of  the  substances 
from  which  the  light  emanated.  The  number 
of  lines  since  brought  to  view  in  the  solar  spec¬ 
trum  is  more  than  six  thousand ! 

Nothing  can  be  more  wonderful  than  the  in¬ 
conceivable  delicacy  of  the  test  which  the  spec¬ 
trum,  fully  developed  and  microscopically  ob¬ 
served,  affords.  It  detects  the  presence  of 
quantities  of  an  element  so  exceedingly  minute 
as  to  be  wholly  inappreciable  by  any  other 
means.  One  of  the  most  curious  illustrations 
of  this  fact  is  afforded  by  the  discovery  of  two 
new  metals  in  a  certain  German  mineral  water, 
by  Professor  Bunsen,  in  I860- — metals  which  ex¬ 
isted  in  the  water  in  quantities  so  exceedingly 
minute  that  by  no  other  possible  means  than 
spectral  analysis  could  their  presence  have  been 
detected.  Bunsen  was  led  to  suspect  the  ex¬ 
istence  of  some  new  element  in  the  water  by 
observing  two  bright  lines  in  the  spectrum  pro¬ 
duced  by  a  flame  in  which  the  alkalies  left  by 


the  evaporation  of  a  portion  of  the  water  had 
been  introduced — which  lines  he  had  never  ob¬ 
served  in  any  other  spectrum.  The  ordinary 
chemical  tests  gave  no  indications  of  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  such  elements.  This  Bunsen  attributed 
to  the  minuteness  of  the  quantities  ;  and  in  or¬ 
der  to  increase  the  quantities  so  as  to  bring  the 
substances  within  the  reach  of  the  usual  methods 
of  analysis,  he  went  to  work  to  evaporate  no 
less  forty-five  tons  of  the  water,  and  from 
the  residue  thus  obtained  he  succeeded  in  ob¬ 
taining  an  appreciable  quantity  of  the  metals  in 
question.  The  names  given  to  them  are  cae¬ 
sium  and  rubidium. 

Another  very  curious  instance  of  the  delicacy 
of  this  test  is  afforded  in  the  case  of  sodium, 
the  spectrum  of  which  is  very  remarkable,  and 
is  characterized  by  one  line  in  particular  by 
which  exceedingly  minute  quantities  can  be 
detected.  Now  sodium  is  one  of  the  most  uni¬ 
versally  diffused  substances  in  nature.  It  is 
one  of  the  constituent  elements  of  common  salt, 
and  so  exists  in  enormous  quantities  in  the 
ocean.  And  as  two-thirds  of  the  surface  of  the 
earth  is  covered  with  -water,  and  as  the  winds 
are  continually  carrying  up  a  fine  spray  from 
the  crests  of  the  waves  into  the  air,  the  water 
of  this  spray  in  evaporating  leaves  the  air  full 
of  infinitesimally  minute  particles  of  salt,  which 
pervade  the  atmosphere  every  where,  and  form, 
as  it  were,  a  portion  of  its  very  substance. 
And  although  the  quantity  of  sodium  thus  pres¬ 
ent  is  too  small  to  be  detected  in  ordinary  cases 
by  any  of  the  usual  chemical  tests,  it  reveals  it¬ 
self  at  once  in  the  spectrum  whenever  the  mi¬ 
nutest  quantity  of  dust  which  has  subsided  from 
the  atmosphere  is  thrown  into  the  flame. 

It  would  require  many  months’  study  to  un¬ 
derstand  fully  the  character  and  the  working 
of  this  instrument,  and  the  nature  and  extent 
of  the  revelations  which  it  has  made,  and  which 
it  is  still  making,  in  respect  to  the  chemical  and 
physical  constitution  of  the  distant  bodies  which 
form  the  sources  of  natural  light.  The  knowl¬ 
edge  which  it  brings  to  us  is  different  in  its 
character,  as  well  as  more  subtile  and  precise  in 
its  minuteness,  in  comparison  with  the  knowl¬ 
edge  which  we  obtain  by  other  means.  With 
the  telescope  the  observer  sees  the  form  and 
the  colors  of  the  object  which  comes  into  the 
field  of  view,  and  so  vastly  magnified  that  de¬ 
tails  are  clearly  distinguished  that  are  wholly 
invisible  to  the  naked  eye.  With  the  spectro¬ 
scope  he  sees  no  form,  and  no  color  character¬ 
istic  of  the  object  which  he  is  studying ;  but 
simply  a  beautiful  iridescent  band,  across  which 
are  drawn  at  intervals  certain  delicate  and  well- 
defined  lines,  which  by  their  position  and  char¬ 
acter  form  for  him  a  perfectly  intelligible  Ian-, 
guage,  which  expresses  the  result  of  almost  ac¬ 
curate,  and  thoroughly  trust-worthy  analysis  of 
the  hidden  constitution  of  the  material  of  -which 
the  object  is  composed. 

Nor  is  it  wholly  to  the  constitution  and  char¬ 
acter  of  distant  and  inaccessible  objects  that 
the  revelations  of  the  spectroscope  have  been 
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confined.  Some  veiy  important  truths  have 
been  brought  to  light  by  it  in  regard  to  the 
chemical  constitution  of  substances  in  the  lab¬ 
oratory  which  have  long  been  subject  to  the 
closest  analytical  examination,  and  many  facts 
have  been  elicited  which  had  baffled  all  preced¬ 
ing  modes  of  investigation.  In  a  word,  the 
“  spectral  analysis”  opens  an  entirely  new  ave¬ 
nue  of  exploration  for  man  into  the  realms  of 
nature  around  him — an  avenue  which  runs  in 
an  entirely  different  direction  from  all  previ¬ 
ously  known,  and  extends  to  an  infinitely  great¬ 
er  distance  than  any  of  them. 

THE  JESSOPS’  WISH. 

EARY  me,”  sighed  Mrs.  Jessop,  who 
was  turning  Patty’s  last  summer’s  dress 
in  order  to  get  it  as  near  this  summer’s  fashion 
as  the  cloth  and  her  native  skill  would  allow, 
“if  a  body  could  spend  a  cent  without  smart¬ 
ing  for  it,  Patty’d  have  as  fine  a  gownd  as 
Square  Harris’s  daughters.  It’s  enough  to 
wear  the  life  out  of  ye,  to  keep  a-turning  and 
a-t-\visting  of  things,  year  after  year,  till  there 
ain’t  a  thread  of  ’em  left.” 

“  What  makes  you  do  it,  then,  Eoxy  ?”  put 
in  Mr.  Jessop. 

“  Do  it !  You’re  enough  to  provoke  a  saint. 
How  are  we  going  to  git  along  without  doing 
of  it  ?  How’s  Patty  ^o  look  like  other  girls  ?” 

“I  don’t  want  her  to  look  like  other  gals; 
she’s  a  sight  better-looking.” 

“There,  don’t  you  be  turning  of  the  child’s 
head.  I  say,  Nathan,  if  we  only  had  a  of 
your  uncle  Reuben’s  hoard,  we’d  shine,  now, 
wouldn’t  we  ?” 

“You  might  as  well  wish  for  the  wind  to 
change,  or  the  north  star  to  change  places 
with  your  kerosene  lamp.  I  reckon  you’d  bet¬ 
ter  git  t/iat  bee  out  of  your  bonnet,  unless,  you 
want  it  to  sting  you.” 

“  Oh  yes,  you’re  alius  a-throwing  of  cold  wa¬ 
ter  on  every  thing.  Now,  if  we  had  a  crumb  of 
his  plenty,  think  how  we  could  trig  up  like. 
You  could  buy  the  clover-field  of  Deacon  Jack- 
man,  and  put  up  new  fences,  and  raise  the 
roof,  and  build  on  an  L — goodness,  how  the 
neighbors  would  gape  !  ”  which  prospect  appear¬ 
ed  to  be  highly  satisfactory  to  Mrs.  Jessop. 

“It  isn’t  worth  thinking  about,  Roxy  ;  it  only 
riles  you  up.  I  guess  we  shall  pull  through 
without  it.” 

“Yes,  with  our  noses  ter  the  grin’stone  all 
our  days,  when  we  might  be  a-dressing  in  the 
best  of  the  land,  and  living  like  gentry.” 

“Lor,”  said  Patty,  who  had  been  vexing 
herself  over  the  trimming  of  her  last  year’s  hat, 

‘  ‘  if  wishes  were  horses,  beggars  would  ride  ; 
and  we’d  be  sure  to  get  a  lift.  But  I’d  just 
like  to  see  how  ’twould  seem  to  ride  in  your 
own  carriage,  and  that  not  a  hay-cart.  I  should 
like  a  silk  gown,  or  satin,  I  don’t  care,  that 
would  stand  alone,  with  a  train  as  long  as  the 
moral  law,  and  to  go  sweeping  up  and  down  a 
big  parlor,  over  a  velvet  carpet ;  and  a  diamond 


ring,  such  as  Miss  Harris's  lover  gave  her,  on 
my  finger ;  and  a  piano  ;  and  to  go  out  every 
night  to  balls  and  operas,  and  have  fellows 
sending  me  bouquets  with  little  notes  in  ’em ; 
and  to  have  more  names  on  my  dancing  card 
than  the  rest  of  the  girls !  There,  how  does 
that  look,  mother?  It’s  awfully  old-fashion¬ 
ed  !  ” — trying  the  hat  on  before  the  glass. 

“It  looks  jest  like  the  picter  of  Maud  Mul¬ 
ler  I  see  in  a  winder  in  town,”  said  her  father, 
“when  she  was  a-raking  hay,  and  the  judge 
put  his  e}^  on  her.  If  t/iat’s  old-fashioned,  I 
should  think  every  body’d  be  a-running  after 
the  old  fashions.” 

“Lor,  pa,  pictures  don’t  have  any  thing  to 
do  with  the  fashions!” 

“  I’m  glad  there’s  something  don’t !”  he  per¬ 
sisted  ;  and  then  he  returned  to  his  planting, 
and  left  Patty  and  her  mother  to  their  own  de¬ 
vices. 

“You  go  and  look  after  the  pie-plant,  Pat¬ 
ty,”  said  Mrs.  Jessop,  “while  I  finish  this 
gownd  off.  I  do  declare  it’s  discouraging 
enough  ter  have  ter  fix  over  old  duds  ;  if  Uncle 
Reuben  had  to  pinch  a  little  himself,  he’d  know 
how  good  it  is.  Now  I  leave  it  ter  any  body  if 
it  isn’t  provoking  ter  hev  all  that  money  in  the 
family,  so  ter  speak,  and  it  all  shet  up  in  a 
bank  or  suthing ;  and  goodness  knows  if  we’ll 
git  a  cent  of  it,  after  he’s  gone ;  like  as  not  he’ll 
leave  it  aU  ter  some  destitute  asylum  or  other. 
Reuben  alius  was  contrary.” 

While  Patty  prepared  the  pie-plant  she  built 
a  castle  out  of  Uncle  Reuben’s  timber.  “Not 
that  I  want  the  poor  old  soul  to  die,”  she  as¬ 
sured  herself ;  “but  it  would  be  so  nice  to  have 
every  thing  yort  wanted,  and  wear  kid  gloves 
and  bronze  boots,  and  never  have  to  do  the 
cooking,  or  sprawl  your  hands  out  of  shape  at 
the  wasli-tub.  Heigh-ho !  I  suppose  I  should 
miss  something  about  the  farm !  It’s  sort  of 
nice  when  the  pease  are  coming  up,  and  the 
larches  are  coming  out,  and  the  fields  are  get¬ 
ting  greener  every  day,  and  when  the  scarlet 
beaus  are  in  blossom.  Then  there  isn’t  any 
thing  to  compare  with  the  apple-blows,  ‘  except 
my  cheeks,’  Elijah  says;  but  Elijah’s  a  goose, 
sometimes.  Still,  when  the  orchard  is  all  in 
bloom  it’s  more  like  an  enchanted  land  than 
common  earth ;  and  there’s  the  birds,  too ! 
But  yet,  I  shouldn’t  have  to  wear  my  gowns  till 
they  dropped  to  pieces  if  I  was  rich ;  and  then 
there’d  be  such  splendid  lovers  coming  to  see 
me,  only — I  suppose — I  should  miss — Elijah!” 
And  just  then  a  shadow  darkened  the  kitchen 
door,  and  Elijah’s  honest  bronzed  face  beamed 
upon  her,  and  made  the  kitchen  fairly  radiant 
with  its  smile.  It  mattered  very  little  to  Pa¬ 
tience  Jessop,  in  that  instant,  whether  she  sat 
in  a  hovel  or  a  palace,  whether  the  walls  were 
hung  with  tapestry  or  were  simply  yellow-wash¬ 
ed.  She  forgot  all  about  Uncle  Reuben’s  wealth 
in  view  of  her  own ;  the  petty  things  that  an¬ 
noyed  her  vanished  like  fog  before  the  sun. 
What  if  she  did  have  to  wear  her  old  clothes 
till  they  were  shabby?  Elijah  loved  her! 
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What  if  the  house  loas  old,  and  the  land  unfer¬ 
tile,  and  the  mortgage  unpaid  ?  Elijah  loved 
her.  Did  not  that  make  amends  for  all  ?  Oh, 
wonderful  power  of  love,  that  gilds  the  cloudi¬ 
est  horizon,  and  without  which  nothing  is  sweet, 
nothing  satisfying  !  Probably  Mrs.  Jessop 
would  have  answered  these  questions  different¬ 
ly _ Mrs.  Jessop,  to  whom  Elijah’s  love  was  not 

such  a  warm  and  vital  thing  as  to  her  daugh¬ 
ter,  since  he  could  offer  Patty  nothing  better 
than  a  farm  life  of  hard-earned  plenty  and  con¬ 
tentment.  Had  she  worked  night  and  day, 
and  denied  herself  many  of  the  necessities  of 
life,  that  Patty  might  have  a  year’s  finishing  at 
South  Hadley,  after  the  district  school  had  done 
all  it  could  for  her,  to  this  end  ?  Was  there  no¬ 
thing  better  for  her  child  than  a  life  pattern¬ 
ed  after  her  own,  a  life  of  hardship  and  self-de¬ 
nial  ?  So  when  Squire  Harris’s  son  had  dropped 
in  to  sit  with  Patty,  Patty’s  mother  had  felt  as 
if  events  were  conspiring  with  her  ambitions ; 
but  for  handsome  Elijah  she  had  few  words 
and  fewer  smiles.  However,  this  may  have 
signified  little  to  the  young  man,  so  long  as  the 
daughter  made  up  the  deficiency. 

‘  ‘  Good-morning,  Elijah,  ”  said  Patty.  “You 
have  made  yourself  a  stranger  lately.  I  haven’t 
seen  your  shadow  since  Wednesday  night. 
Come  in  and  sit  down,  and  give  an  account  of 
your  misdoings !”  This  was  shameful  neglect, 
you  know,  for  it  was  now  Friday  morning ! 

“You  see,”  began  the  culprit,  “I  could  not 
get  away  last  night,  because  mother  had  some 
friends  from  town,  and  she  wanted  me  to  stay 
and  amuse  them.” 

“Indeed!”  said  Patty,  shortly,  and  hacked 
spitefully  at  the  poor  pie-plant.  Then  she  re¬ 
flected  a  little.  Perhaps  these  “  friends”  were 
some  kinsfolk,  some  elderly  dames.  In  that 
case  she  would  put  up  with  it — if  only  they 
were  not  the  Spicer  girls,  who  had  boarded  last 
summer  at  Elijah’s  mother’s,  for  country  air  and 
country  fare  ;  who  had  ridden  with  Elijah  on 
the  hay-cart  and  hunted  butterflies  with  him  in 
the  field ;  who  had  worn  fashionable  dresses  and 
jaunty  hats  into  the  little  vestry ;  who  had  called 
Patty  “a  pretty  country  lass,”  and  had  lent  their 
books  to  Patty’s  lover,  and  kept  Patty’s  heart  in 
a  constant  flutter.  No,  no.  If  Elijah  had  staid 
at  home  to  entertain  the  Spicer  girls,  she  should 
feel  it  her  duty  to  be  aggrieved. 

“And  who  were  your  friends  from  town?”  she 
asked,  trying  hard  to  speak  with  indifference. 

“Well,  you  see,  it  was  an  accident  brought 
them  here — ” 

“ Oh,  I  dare  say!” 

“They  were  going  on  to  Hixon  in  their  own 
carriage — ” 

“I  know  it’s  the  Spicers,”  thought  Patty. 

“  And  they  got  run  into  just  as  they  reached 
here.” 

“How  unfortunate!”  said  she,  feelingly. 

/  “Yes;  and  so,  of  course,  they  came  straight 
to  our  house,  and  mother,  she  persuaded  them 
to  spend  the  night,  and  I’m  to  take  them  over 
this  afternoon  in  our  team,  which  happens  quite 


handily,  as  I  was  going  any  way,  and  their  car¬ 
riage  is  all  in  splinters.” 

Now  there  had  been  some  talk  of  Patty’s 
going  over  to  Hixon  on  this  occasion  ;  and,  if 
the  truth  must  be  told,  it  was  to  do  credit  to 
this  little  journey  that  she  had  remodeled  her 
hat  and  gown. 

“If  I  were  to  be  Uncle  Eeuben’s  heir,”  she 
thought,  away  back  in  a  corner  of  her  grieved 
soul,  “he  wouldn’t  dare  to  treat  me  so.”  There¬ 
by  doing  great  injustice  to  her  lover,  since,  be¬ 
ing  so  much  a  part  of  himself,  he  had  felt  that 
he  might  slight  or  thwart  her  pleasure  as  well 
as  his  own.  She  left  her  seat  now,  and  went  to 
put  the  pie-plant  to  stew.  Keeping  her  back  to¬ 
ward  Elijah,  while  she  said  her  say,  lest  looking 
at  his  face,  and  remembering  how  she  loved 
him,  she  might  be  silly  enough  to  relent. 

“Well,  Elijah,”  said  she,  “what  I’ve  got  to 
say  is,  that,  considering  all  things,  if  you  go  with 
them  to  Hixon  to-day,  or  any  other  day,  you 
needn’t  come  here  to  see  me  again !” 

“  Patty !  what  on  earth  do  you  mean  ?”  he 
cried.  “  Not  go  with  them  to  Hixon  ?  Why 
not  ?  It  would  be  downright  uncivil ;  and  then 
my  mother  wishes  it.” 

“  And  I  do  not  wish  it !  We  shall  see  whose 
wish  has  the  most  influence  with  you !” 

“What’s  the  matter  with  you,  Patty? 
You’re  the  most  unreasonable  girl  alive.  I  tell 
you  it  isn't  a  matter  of  choice.  I  miLst  go. 
How  will  they  get  there,  unless  I  do  ?” 

“They  can  hire  a  team  at  Job  Parsons’s; 
there’s  no  dearth  of  horses  and  wagons,  nor 
drivers  either,  for  the  matter  of  that.”  She 
was  waiting  idly  by  the  stove  now,  watching 
the  seething  pie-plant ;  having  made  her  stand 
upon  this  question,  she  was  ready  to  back  it 
with  argument,  and  grimly  to  abide  the  issue. 

“But  I  must  go,  all  the  same,  Patty,”  he 
persisted.  “  I’ve  promised ;  and  then  they  are 
our  guests.” 

“  Very  well ;  that  settles  it,  I  suppose.” 

“And  you  won’t  go  back  on  me,  Patty,  for 
such  a  nothing?”  he  asked,  laying  his  hand  on 
her  shoulder;  but  Patty  moved  away  from 
under  his  touch. 

“I  have  told  you  what  I  should  do,”  she  re¬ 
plied,  “and  it  is  as  important  for  me  to  keep  my 
word  as  it  is  for  you.  If  you  go  to  Hixon,  you 
know  the  consequences.  ” 

“Well,  Patty,  I  shall  certainly  go.  ” 

“Then  you  needn’t  come  back  to  me.” 

“Patty,  Patty,  do  you  mean  it?  Is  it 
final?” 

“I  do  mean  it,  and  you  will  find  that  it  is 
final.”  And  then  Elijah  wmlked  out  of  the 
house,  without  another  word,  and  home.  Har¬ 
nessed  his  horse  into  the  family  carriage,  and 
carried  his  friends  to  Hixon,  though  I’ll  ven¬ 
ture  to  say  it  was  not  a  pleasant  drive  for  the 
poor  perplexed  fellow. 

As  for  Patty — well,  she  had  earned  what 
she  got.  Every  thing  went  awry  that  day — 
her  pies  burned  to  a  cinder,  her  mother  scolded, 
she  broke  the  eggs  that  she  was  bringing  in 
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from  the  nests  in  her  apron,  and  strained  the 
milk  into  the  colander.  It  was  a  wretched, 
wretched  day,  repeating  itself  in  how  many  to¬ 
morrows  !  By-and-by  she  got  a  trick  of  watch¬ 
ing  the  road  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Elijah  as  he 
went  by.  Sometimes  whole  weeks  slipped 
away  without  one  sight  of  him  ;  then  she  used 
to  manage  to  get  a  little  late  to  church  to  see 
him  as  she  went  in ;  though,  after  all,  she 
never  dared  to  look.  She  would  have  given 
worlds  to  have  known  if  he  so  much  as  raised 
his  eyes  at  her  approach.  More  than  'ever, 
she  longed  inexpressibly  now  for  a  little  of 
Uncle  Reuben’s  hoard,  that  she  might  make 
herself  lovely  and  irresistible  in  Elijah’s  eyes. 
Yet,  had  he  loved  her,  would  he  have  ran 
counter  to  her  wishes  so  stubbornly?  Would 
he  allow  a  hasty  word  to  part  them  ?  Would 
he  not  have  returned  in  spite  of  her  interdict  ? 
And  then,  if  he  loved  her  not,  all  the  purple 
and  fine  linen  of  the  looms  would  never  win 
him  back.  The  thing  that  had  been  so  easy 
to  do,  how  hard  to  undo ! 

Once,  when  a  shower  came  up,  just  before 
church  was  over,  and  while  Patty  stood  in  the 
doorway,  debating  whether  she  should  subject 
her  best  dress  to  the  storm  or  wait  for  the 
movements  of  destiny,  a  familiar  voice  asked 
over  her  shoulder,  “  Will  you  walk  home  under 
my  umbrella  ?”  and  at  that  moment  Tom  Har¬ 
ris  ran  up  the  steps  to  meet  her,  and  said: 
“  They  have  sent  the  carriage  for  Liz  and  Lu  ; 
will  you  let  me  drive  you  home,  Patty  ?” 

“Perhaps  she  didn’t  hear  me,”  thought 
Elijah,  trudging  home  alone,  under  his  um¬ 
brella.  “At  any  rate,  it’s  a  great  deal  nicer 
to  drive  than  to  walk  in  this  mud.  ” 

Silly  Patty,  whipping  along  the  highway  in 
Squire  Harris’s  carriage,  dreamed  her  dreams 
in  the  pauses  of  the  chat,  upon  the  unstable 
basis  of  Uncle  Reuben’s  money,  which  might 
easily  furnish  her  with  just  such  a  luxury  as 
this  she  was  enjoying,  with  fine  India  muslins 
and  wrought  scarfs  like  the  Misses  Harris’s, 
with  the  perfumes  that  seemed  a  part  of  the 
fabric  of  their  garments,  floating,  not  fixed, 
as  the  perfumes  of  the  summer  air.  But  un¬ 
derneath  all  her  dreams  there  lurked  a  gnaw¬ 
ing  susjncion  that  she  had  dealt  cruelly  in 
slighting  Elijah’s  good-will.  “But  then,” 
she  reasoned  with  herself,  “he  offered  it  as  if 
he  felt  it  a  duty  and  not  a  pleasure ;  and  what, 
for  pity’s  sake,  could  we  have  talked  about  all 
the  way  home?”  Perhaps  she  remembered 
other  walks  from  church,  when  it  had  not 
been  difficult  to  find  themes ;  when  even  si¬ 
lence  had  not  been  an  embarrassment. 

One  day  Patty  went  to  a  quilting  at  Parmer 
Dwight’s ;  she  did  her  best  to  appear  lively, 
while  she  stitched  in  herring-bone  and  dia¬ 
mond,  for  Elijah  might  come  in  the  evening 
along  with  the  other  young  fellows,  and — at 
least,  she  would  be  able  to  see  him ;  though 
it  should  be  only  torture,  it  was  a  kind  that 
she  coveted.  "While  she  was  conjecturing  what 
might  happen  if  Elijah  were  to  come,  what  he 


might  say,  and  how  she  might  answer,  Miss 
Emery,  on  her  left,  the  little  dress-maker,  who 
lived  out  at  Carter’s  Crossing,  was  telling  “  how 
frightened  she  got,  a  month  come  Thursday, 
when  a  runaway  horse  went  plump  into  a  car¬ 
riage  with  two  women-folks  in  it,  and  broke 
every  thing  to  splinters.” 

“  I  was  all  of  a  prickle  with  fright,  and  my 
teeth  chattered  in  my  head  enough  to  crack 
’em.” 

“Du  tell!”  cried  Mrs.  Holbrook.  “What 
become  of  the  women-folks  ?” 

“  Oh,  they  picked  themselves  up  as  pert  as 
could  be,  and  shook  the  dust  off  their  black 
gowns ;  and  a  man  come  and  gathered  up  the 
pieces ;  and  the  boss,  he’d  took  to  his  heels  in 
the  beginning.” 

“Lor,”  said  Mrs.  Tewksbury,  “they be  the 
folks  as  was  stopping  at  Elijah  Gowan’s.” 
Patty  pricked  up  her  ears,  left  off  thinking, 
and  began  to  listen.  “Whose  got  the  scis¬ 
sors?”  continued  Mrs.  Tewksbury.  “I  see 
Elijah  take  ’em  off  in  his  kerridge  the  next 
day  in  the  direction  of  Hixon.  I  s’pose  you 
know  all  about  it,  Patty?”  she  said,  turning 
abruptly  to  that  person. 

“Who  was  they?”  asked  Mrs.  Holbrook. 

“The — the  Spicers,”  answered  Patty,  with 
an  effort. 

‘  ‘  Lor,  no ;  bless  your  heart,  ’twa’n’t  them 
Spicers,  nor  nothing  like  ’em.  I  guess  if  I  don’t 
know  them  Spicer  girls  there  ain’t  nobody  as 
ought  ter.  I  used  to  say  to  Eben  last  summer, 
says  I,  ‘Now  you  mark  my  word,  Eben  Tewks¬ 
bury,  but  that  Lucy  Spicer’s  got  her  cap  sot  for 
Elijah  Gowan,  and  she  won’t  leave  no  stone 
unturned  along  of  catching  of  him.’  ‘Pooh  !’ 
said  he,  they  be  jest  his  words ;  ‘  he  won’t  look 
at  her  as  long  as  Patty’s  a  Jessop !  ’  But  I  must 
say  that  she  was  alius  that  much  hanging  around 
him  as  it  made  me  blush  for  her,  a-looking  out 
between  the  blinds  of  my  parlor  chamber,  where 
I  mostly  sets  o’  hot  summer  days.  It  was  Mr. 
Elijah  here,  and  Mr.  Elijah  there ;  and  when 
she  went  home  for  good  and  all,  I  do  believe 
there  was  tears  a-running  down  her  two  cheeks, 
like  a  freshet,  and  she  hugged  Miss  Gowan 
within  an  inch  of  her  life,  and  said  as  how  she’d 
been  a  mother  to  her,  and  Elijah’d  been  more’n 
a  brother  to  her !  Which,  between  us,  I  reckon, 
was  jest  what  she  wanted  him  to  be.  No ;  it 
wa’n’t  the  Spicer  girls,  it  was  two  oldish  women ; 
one  had  gray  curls,  and  both  on  ’em  black  gowns, 
not  fashionable  at  all,  like  the  Spicers’  was,  nor 
full  of  their  airs  and  graces.  Gracious,  I  thought 
you’d  hev  know’d,  Patty  !” 

“  I  guess,”  said  Patty,  brightening  at  this — 

“  I  guess  they  were  Mrs.  Jordan  and  her  sister ; 
they’re  connections  of  Mr.  Gowan’s  first  wife. 

I  have  met  them  at — at  Elijah’s.  One  had  gray 
curls  and  was  short;  they  both  wear  black.” 

“Precisely,”  said  Mrs.  Tewksbury;  “and 
t’other  had  gold-bowed  specks,  and  wasn’t 
neither  tall  nor  short.” 

“Yes;  it  must  have  been  Mrs.  Jordan  and 
her  sister;”  and  Patty  drew  a  long  breath. 
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What  a  relief  it  was  to  find  that  Elijali  had  not 
braved  her  displeasure  for  the  sake  of  any  Spicer 
that  ever  lived  !  That  she  had  issued  her  man¬ 
date  for  naught.  She  felt  as  gay  as  any  laik, 
till  it  occurred  to  her  that  he  must  have  thought 
her  a  horn  fool  in  objecting  to  have  him  take 
two  elderly  relatives  to  Hixon  ;  and  how  should 
she  acquaint  him  of  her  mistake  ? 

What  if  he  didn’t  come  to-night  ?  What  if 
no  chance  offered  of  exchanging  a  word  with 
him  ?  Or  how  should  she  say  it  ?  He  certainly 
had  shown  no  great  amount  of  affliction  at  her 
dismissal  j  he  had  taken  her  at  her  word  with¬ 
out  contesting  it  desperately.  He  might,  at 
least,  have  come  and  made  certain  that  she  had 
meant  it  all ;  that  it  was  not  the  pique  of  the 
moment.  Consistent  in  her  own  pride,  she  gave 
him  no  credit  for  the  same  emotion.  Of  course, 
he  must  know  that  she  loved  him ;  how  should 
she  be  sure  if  the  converse  were  true  unless  he 
were  to  show  it  by  unmistakable  signs  ?  And 
then,  as  night  drew  on,  and  Farmer  Dwight 
brought  out  his  old  fiddle,  and  the  young  men 
came  flocking  in,  in  their  Sunday  suits,  and  the 
dancing  began — then,  as  Elijah  had  failed  to 
put  in  an  appearance,  her  spirits  fell,  like  the 
mercury  in  February,  and  she  retired  from  the 
well-swept  and  roomy  kitchen  to  where  the  ma¬ 
trons,  gathered  in  the  best  room,  discussed  the 
new  pastor,  the  way  to  distill  rose-water,  to  pre¬ 
serve  grapes,  the  pounds  of  butter  made  that 
week.  Miss  Growler’s  rheumatism,  or  any  other 
local  interest.  By-and-by  Tom  Harris  hunted 
her  out  and  begged  her  to  come  and  make  out 
a  set. 

“Aren’t  there  enough  without  me?”  she 
asked. 

“  There’s  never  enough  without  you,  Patty,” 
he  answered,  gallantly,  while  the  matrons  look¬ 
ed  on,  nodding  and  whispering  to  each  other : 
“I  shouldn’t  wonder,  now!”  and  “It  would  be 
a  good  thing  for  her!”  and  “How  would  his 
father  take  to  it?”  and  “What  would  Elijah 
Gowan  say  about  it  ?” 

“I  don’t  think,”  said  Patty,  overhearing  the 
last  query — “I  don’t  think  it  is  any  of  Elijah 
Gowan’s  affair!”  and  then  she  rose,  defiantly, 
and  took  Tom’s  arm  to  the  kitchen.  However, 
on  reaching  the  dancers,  what  was  Patty’s  sur¬ 
prise  to  find  herself  in  the  same  set  wdth  Eli¬ 
jah  !  Her  heart  began  forthwith  to  thump  out 
the  “  Anvil  Chorus”  to  a  charm  ;  she  wondered 
if  every  body  didn’t  hear  it — if  Elijah  himself 
did  not  notice  it  when  he  swung  her,  with  the 
tips  of  his  fingers,  in  that  indifferent  man¬ 
ner  ! 

“You’re  as  white  as  a  ghost,  Patty,”  said 
Tom  Harris.  “Aren’t  you  well ?” 

“I’m  a  little  dizzy,”  said  she.  “I  guess  I 
will  sit  down,  if  you  don’t  mind.” 

“I’ll  get  you  a  glass  of  water;”  and  when 
he  returned  he  whispered,  “Your  father  has 
sent  for  you ;  shall  I  take  you  home  ?” 

“  Thank  you  ;  but  is  any  one  sick  ?  Has  any 
thing  happened  ?” 

“Ahem! — well,  nothing  very — nothing — in 


fact,  your  father  has  just  received  news  of  your 
uncle  Reuben’s  death.” 

Involuntarily  Patty’s  eyes  glanced  across  the 
room  to  where  Elijah  was  making  himself 
agreeable  to  Kitty  Tewksbury.  “  Maybe  you’ll 
be  able  to  look  at  me  next  time  we  meet !”  she 
thought ;  and  then  nature  asserted  itself,  and  a 
cold  shive?  shot  through  her  as  her  soul  shud- 
deringly  cried  out,  “Oh,  I  have  been  all  the 
time  wishing  for  his  money,  yet  how  could  I 
have  it  unless  he  died  ?  Then— I  have— mur¬ 
dered — him !” 

Dead  men’s  shoes  were  not  such  pleasant 
things  as  she  had  esteemed  them ;  they  had  a 
trick  of  pinching ;  they  struck  a  chill  to  her 
very  marrow,  and  froze  the  words  on  her  lips 
and  the  emotions  of  her  heart ;  and  Tom  Har¬ 
ris  was  heard  to  say,  afterward,  “Patty  must 
have  thought  a  sight  of  old  Reuben  Jessop,  for 
she  was  as  glum  as  a  cypress-tree  all  the  way 
home.” 

“Dear  heart !”  said  Mrs.  Jessop,  when  Patty 
had  dismissed  her  escort  and  bolted  the  door. 
“Patty,  we’re  as  rich  as  Cracis,  whoever  he 
was !  Your  poor  uncle  Reuben’s  gone  and  left 
us  the  hull  property !” 

“I — I  wish  he  had — not  died!”  said  Pat- 

ty- 

“Yes,  poor  man,  it’s  a  pity  for  him ;  but  you 
know  he  wouldn’t  hev  been  like  to  hev  give  it 
to  us  while  he  was  living!” 

“Oh,  I  feel  as  if  we  had  murdered  him!” 
cried  Patty,  bursting  into  tears. 

“Lor!”  said  her  mother,  jumping  out  of  her 
chair;  “what  a  start  you  give  me,  to  be  sure. 
Patience  Jessop !  Me,  that  wouldn’t  hurt  a 
hair  of  his  head !  Murdered  him !” 

“  But,  you  know,  we  have  always  been  wish¬ 
ing  for  his  money,  and  that’s  the  same  thing  as 
wishing  him  dead,”  sobbed  Patty;  “and,  of 
course,  when  people  murder  other  people,”  get¬ 
ting  perplexed  between  her  logic  and  her  con¬ 
science,  “they  begin  by  wishing  them  dead !” 

“Du  tell!  Then  perhaps  I  murdered  the 
fust  Miss  Harris,  she  that  was  Tildy  Grosvenor, 
along  of  wishing  ter  hev  a  house  as  grand  as 
hern,  that  night  I  was  watching  with  her,  and 
I  not  able  to  hold  up  my  own  head,  along  of 
neighborliness;  and  maybe  I’ve  shortened  the 
days  of  old  Deacon  Jackman,  a-wishing  for  the 
clover-field  a-joining  our  land !” 

“I  don’t  mean  that,”  said  Patty.  “It 
wouldn’t  have  done  us  any  good  to  have  them 
die.  We  shouldn’t  have  had  the  house  nor  the 
clover-field,  if  they’d  died  twenty  times  over. 
Oh,  I  wish  the  money  was  all  in  the  Red  Sea! 
We  shall  never  enjoy  a  cent  of  it.” 

“  Trust  me  for  that ;  I’m  beginning  to  enjoy 
it  already ;  you’ll  git  over  this  nonsense  by- 
and-by.  You’re  a  leetle  bilious  jest  now  with 
the  excitement ;  when  you  come  ter  be  heving 
as  splendid  gownds  as  any  body,  and  laces  from 
goodness  knows  where,  and  diamonds  from 
Galcondy,  and  ‘pearls  from  the  ocean,’  you’ll 
feel  a  sight  better.  Now,  Patty,  wipe  your 
eyes,  and  guess  how  much  it  is.  There  ain’t 
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a  blessed  letter  of  a  will,  and  ■we’re  the  only 
heirs.  ” 

“I  don’t  care.  I  wish  it  wasn’t  a  cent.  I 
wish  there  had  been  a  -ndll,  and  he  had  left  it 
all  to  the  Harrises,  or  the  Tewksbiirys,  or  any 
body  bnt  us.” 

“  There,  Patty,  you’ll  be  a  monomany  if  you 
take  on  so  for  nothing.  Who’d  ’a  thought,  now, 
of  your  being  that  fond  of  your  uncle  Eeuben  ?” 

“I  wasn’t  fond  of  him.  I  never  could  bear 
the  sight  of  him  ;  but  I  don’t  want  to  be  killing 
folks  just  for  the  sake  of  wearing  silks  and 
satins,  and  feeling  like  a  criminal  in  ’em.” 

“Lor,  I  do  believe  you’re  a  fool,  Patty.  He 
was  lost  overboard,  child,  on  the  way  home 
from  Chiny,  where  he’d  a-went  on  business.  I 
don’t  see  as  how  we  could  ’a  helped  it,  one  way 
or  t’other;  and,  Patty,  there’s  three  hundred 
thousand  dollars,  every  cent  of  it,  to  console 
you.” 

“It  can't  console  me.  I  won’t  touch  it.  "VVe 
shall  never  prosper  with  it,  I  know  we  sha’n’t.” 

“  Pooh  !  I  don’t  hev  no  fear  about  that.  I 
guess  the  neighbors  will  open  their  eyes  some. 
You  see,  me  and  your  fether  think  we’d  better 
sell  out  hei'e  and  move  right  into  your  uncle’s 
house  in  the  city  and  enjoy  ourselves.  Think 
of  that,  Patty !  And  who  knows  but  you’ll  marry 
some  great  shakes  out  there  ?  So  dry  your 
eyes,  and  go  off  ter  bed,  and  dream  you  hain’t 
got  money  enough  ter  buy  a  cow,  but  wake  up 
and  find  you’re  as  rich  as  any  body.” 

But  Patty  couldn’t  dream  any  thing  so  ration¬ 
al  ;  and  she  woke  up  from  a  nap  wringing  her 
hands  like  Lady  Macbeth,  and  crying,  “I  can 
not  wash  it  off— ft  is  murder  !"  After  that  she 
lay  awake,  thinking  very  unwholesome  thoughts. 
She  hated  herself  for  ever  having  wished  for 
Uncle  Eeuben’s  money.  What  should  they  do 
with  three  hundred  thousand  dollars?  They 
were  like  people  thrown  on  a  desert  island  with 
the  ship’s  treasure.  Moreover,  how  could  they, 
who  knew  next  to  nothing  of  polite  life,  hope 
to  figure  respectably  in  aristocratic  circles — 
they,  with  their  bad  grammar  and  false  taste 
and  awkwardness  ?  How  should  they  learn  the 
fashionable  manner  of  entertaining  or  visiting  ? 
What  was  the  etiquette  of  parlor  or  ball-room, 
of  dinner  and  breakfast  ?  Would  not  her  father 
hobnob  with  the  butler,  and  her  mother  join 
issue  with  the  cook  ?  Of  herself  she  felt  equally 
doubtful,  be  it  said.  And  then,  was  it  not  a 
million  times  better  to  be  poor  and  innocent, 
than  rich  and  vulgar  and  sin-burdened  ?  Find¬ 
ing  no  answers  for  any  of  these  pretty  little  co¬ 
nundrums,  they  continued  to  propound  them¬ 
selves.  And  to  leave  the  country,  too,  where 
she  had  been  born  and  bred ;  the  fields,  that 
were  like  familiar  faces  ;  the  woods,  that  seem¬ 
ed  to  welcome  and  to  open  up  all  their  sacred 
depths  to  her,  withholding  no  secret  of  flower 
or  fruit ;  to  leave  the  place  where  every  one 
knew  and  cared  for  her,  in  a  way  of  their  own, 
and  to  go  out  to  people  who  knew  not  Joseph, 
to  adopt  their  customs  and  bear  with  their  slights 
and  caprices ;  and  always,  every  w'here,  to  have 


the  feeling  that  God  had  taken  her  at  her  word 
and  would  require  Uncle  Eeuben’s  life  of  her 
at  last !  Always  to  have  this  shadow  haunting 
her  in  all  places  !  And  then,  if  spirits  walked 
— and  old  Grandmarm  Tewksbury  declared  she 
had  seen  them — what  was  to  prevent  Patty’s 
victim  from  confronting  her  whenever  he  fan¬ 
cied  the  amusement?  What  a  trouble  and  re¬ 
sponsibility  had  suddenly  fallen  upon  them  in 
the  shape  of  a  fortune,  which  they  were  incom¬ 
petent  to  spend !  Should  she  ever  again  feel 
like  the  Patience  Jessop  to  whom  Elijah  had 
once  made  love  ?  And  then— oh,  dreadful  re¬ 
membrance  ! — ^Elijah  had  once  said,  when  she 
had  been  teasing  him  about  Lu  Harris,  just  to 
make  sure  that  he  didn’t  care  a  farthing  for  her, 
“I  shall  never  ask  a  rich  woman  to  marry  me, 
Patty  ;  never!”  And  now  she  was  a  rich  'vv'o- 
man  herself,  and  Elijah  would  never,  never  ask 
to  marry  her  !  And  even  if  he  should,  she  must 
refuse  ;  she  could  never  carry  a  stained  con¬ 
science  into  his  home  and  heart.  She  would 
not  endure  to  hear  him  call  her  good  and  inno¬ 
cent,  and  some  day  to  know  the  truth. 

So  the  Jessop  Earm  w'as  advertised  and  sold 
—to  Elijah  Gowan.  Having  bought  the  farm, 
business  brought  him  to  the  house  now  and 
again,  where  he  found  Patty,  soberly  packing 
the  household  gods,  such  as  were  to  flit  with 
them  ;  hut  after  giving  him  a  civil  good-morn¬ 
ing,  she  paid  him  no  more  heed  than  the  shadow 
of  the  lime-trees. 

“If  it’s  the  money,”  thought  he,  “I’m  just 
as  well  off  without  her  love;”  but,  for  all  this 
fine  reasoning,  he  sighed  deeply  whenever  he 
closed  the  door  behind  him  at  Jessop’s  Earm. 
“Perhaps  I  ought  not  to  have  taken  her  at  her 
word  so  exactly ;  maybe  she  didn’t  mean  it  all. 
One  always  says  too  much  or  too  little ;  yet  it’s 
mighty  hard  to  take  a  rebuif  from  the  girl  you 
love  ;  but  it’s  all  up  now.  If  I  w-ere  to  try  and 
make  it  up,  she’d  be  sure  to  think  I  was  hanker¬ 
ing  after  the  money,  and  I  couldn’t  bear  that.” 

“What  under  the  sun  do  you  s’pose  Elijah’s 
going  to  do  with  the  old  farm?”  asked  Mr. 
Jessop;  “I  don’t  git  his  idee  in  buying  of  it. 

I  told  him  up  and  down  ’twa’n’t  worth  no¬ 
thing!” 

“Mabbe  he  wants  it  to  look  at,”  said  his 
wife,  “it’s  sich  a  putty  place.  Leastways 
’tain’t  no  affair  of  ourn.” 

Old  Eeuben  Jessop’s  fine  mansion  in  the  city 
was  now  awaiting  the  arrival  of  its  new  pos¬ 
sessors,  who  were  to  move  in  during  the  fol¬ 
lowing  month.  In  the  mean  time  the  neigh¬ 
bors  made  the  most  of  the  Jessop  family,-  before 
they  should  get  beyond  their  reach,  in  discuss¬ 
ing  their  income  and  its  tax,  offering  advice  and 
admonition.  “Lor  sakes  a  day!”  said  Grand¬ 
marm  Tewksbury,  bringing  over  her  knitting 
to  sit  with  Mrs.  Jessop  a  while;  “I  knowed  a 
family  when  I  was  a  gal  who  heired  three  times 
as  much  agin ;  but,  goodness,  they  come  ter 
want  arter  all,  every  soul  on  ’em !  Eiches 
takes  'W'ings  ter  theirselves  and  flies  away — un¬ 
less  you  clip  ’em.” 
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“Mercy!”  cried  Mrs.  Jessop;  “liow  did  it 
happen  ?  Eor  I  feel  as  if  we  was  that  rolling 
in  wealth  that  it  couldn’t  never  hev  no  eend !” 

“So  did  they!  And  they  spent  like  water, 
and  give  dinner-parties,  and  evening  pal  ties, 
and—” 

“Now  that’s  one  thing  I’ll  put  my  foot  down 
agin.” 

“Lor,  ’tain’t  no  good.  They  couldn’t  keep 
theirselves.  Every  body  expected  it  of  ’em. 
When  you’re  in  Eome  you  must  do  as  the 
Eoamings  do.  They  went  ter  folk’s  houses, 
and  they  had  ter  hev  folks  ter  theirn— tit  for 
tat,  you  know.  People  in  them  cityfied  places 
don’t  give  away  good  victuals  for  nothing  like 
raisin  cake  and  wine,  mind  ye  ;  they  expect  ter 
git  jest  as  good  hack  agin,  and  they  usual  gits 
it.  Wa’al,  that  warn’t  all,  they  had  money 
in  the  bank,  and  the  hank  broke  and  spilled  the 
money,  and  stocks  they  went  down  to  the  bot¬ 
tomless  pit.” 

“Dear  me,”  mused  Mrs.  Jessop,  “I  wonder 
what’s  best  ter  invest  money  in  ?  There  don’t 
seem  no  security  nowhere  nowadays.  Do  you 
s’pose  stocks  is  good  as  a  general  thing  ?” 

“I’d  a  heap  rather  invest  in  a  stocking,” 
said  grandmarm,  laughing;  “you  put  it  in  a 
stocking,  and  there  you  hev  it  handy  and  sure 
as  shot.” 

“Yes,  but  there’s  burglars!”  suggested  by 
the  mention  of  shot,  which  had  illustrated  a 
vivid  picture  of  a  midnight  assault  in  the  mind 
of  Mrs.  Jessop. 

“I  know;  burglars  is  to  be  considered,  and 
the  help  too.  Now  there’s  Miss  Golding — she 
that  W'as  a  Brown — she  merried  quite  fore¬ 
handed,  and  went  ter  Newmarket  ter  live ;  they 
had  three  folks  ter  wait  on  two,  and  a  pretty 
mess  they  made  of  it,  and  one  of  ’em  stole  the 
teeth  out  of  her  head — they  was  on  a  gold 
plate,  you  see.  Then  I  heerd  Lucy  Spicer  tell 
as  how  a  help  of  theirn  come  within  an  ace  of 
pisening  the  hull  family — ’twas  all  accident ; 
but  that  wouldn’t  hev  done  ’em  no  good  if 
they’d  a-died  of  it.” 

“  Gracious  !  I  won’t  hev  a  servant  a-near  my 
house ;  Patty  and  me’ll  do  all  there  is  ter  do 
atween  us.” 

“And  receive  callers  looking  like  crazy 
Jane,”  said  Patty. 

“Callers  may  mind  their  own  business,  and 
let  folks  be,  in  the  fore  part  of  the  day.” 

“Law,  they  does  all  their  gadding  in  the 
morning  out  there,”  persisted  her  comforter. 

All  this  set  Mrs.  Jessop  to  thinking,  and, 
from  be.ing  unwontedly  silent,  she  burst  out  at 
the  dinner-table,  saying : 

“I  think,  on  the  hull,  the  stocking’d  be 
best!” 

“Which  stocking  ?”  asked  Nathan.  “There’s 
a  plaguey  peg  in  my  boot’s  torn  a  hole  clean 
through  this  left  un.” 

“  There,  Nathan,  you  don’t  never  carry  any 
responsibility  about  with  you !” 

“You  hug  it  so  tight,  Koxy,  there’s  no  gitting 
a  pull  at  it.” 


“  I  guess  it  don’t  worry  you  ;  I  was  a-think- 
ing  how  ter  invest  the — the —  Was  any  body 
a-trying  of  the  pantry  door,  Patty  ?” 

“  Only  the  wind.” 

“Wa’al,  ter  tell  the  truth,  I  don’t  like  ter 
mention  it,  for  fear  some  vagabone  may  be  ly¬ 
ing  round  under  the  winders,  or  somewhere, 
and  ’ll  think  we’ve  got  it  in  the  house,  and  ’ll 
creep  in  after  dark,  and — and — do  some  harm, 
you  see !” 

“Maybe  Uncle  Eeuben  lived  in  the  same 
dread,”  said  Patty,  maliciously. 

“But,”  objected  the  perplexed  Nathan,  “if 
you  don’t  mention  of  it,  how’m  I  ter  know  what 
you  mean  ?” 

“Dear  me,  I  do  believe  it’s  more  bother  to 
be — be — forehanded  than  as  poor  as  pisen!” 

“I  told  you  we  shouldn’t  prosper.  It’s  the 
blood-money,”  said  Patty,  who  was  fast  fulfill¬ 
ing  her  mother’s  prediction  and  becoming  a 
“  monomany”  on  the  subject.  “  Mother  wants 
to  know  how  it  is  best  to  keep  it  beyond  the 
reach  of  other  murderers.” 

“Whist,  child,  what  do  you  mean?  Well, 
there’s  the  Topsy-turvy  Eailway  Company,  that 
pays  good  dividends ;  there’s  insurance  and  bank 
shares,  and  houses  and — ” 

“But  banks  fail,  you  see,  and  houses  they 
go  and  burn  down,  and  railroads  smash  up. 
Can’t  you  think  of  nothing  better,  Nathan  ?” 

“  There’s  the  Hocus-pocus  Mining  Company, 
the  Eocket  Gars  Company — ” 

“I  never  heerd  of  ’em.  Now,  I  leave  it  to 
you,  Nathan,  if  it’s  safe  ter  trust  money  ter  a 
man  you  never  see  nor  heerd  on !  ” 

“’Tain’t  a  man,  Eoxy ;  it’s  a  company!” 

“Wa’al,  what’s  a  company  but  a  lot  of  men 
as  you  never  laid  eyes  on  ?  And  a  fool  knows 
it’s  a  sight  easier  to  steal  and  rob  in  a  crowd.” 

“Lor,  Eoxy,  you’re  awful  sharp  on  ’em. 
Why  not  leave  the  money,  then,  jest  where  Un¬ 
cle  Eeuben  invested  it  ?” 

“I  dunno;  I  don’t  feel  safe  noway.  I  do 
believe  the  stocking’s  best.” 

“  The  stocking  be  hanged !  I  tell  ye,  Eoxy, 
we  sha’n’t  ever  feel  safe,  if  we’re  going  on  like 
this,  till  we’re  in  our  graves.” 

They  had  the  little  dress-maker.  Miss  Emery, 
who  lived  out  at  Carter’s  Crossing,  over,  about 
this  time,  to  assist  in  supplying  a  wardrobe 
suitable  for  city  life. 

“I  hope  you’re  posted  on  the  newest  fash¬ 
ions,”  said  Mrs.  Jessop,  “  ’cause  we  don’t  want 
to  look  as  if  we’d  jest  stepped  out  of  the  ark.” 

“I  guess  I  can  fix  you  up  genteel,”  retorted 
Miss  Emery ;  “  me  that  learnt  my  trade  of  Ma¬ 
dame  Furbelow  in  the  city ;  and  she  says  to 
me,  only  the  other  day,  when  I  was  in  a-pur- 
pose  for  you,  says  she,  ‘  Come  in  ter  my  rooms, 
Hitty,  any  time,  and  help  yourself  to  any  hints 
ye  can  find  lying  round  loose.’  And  there 
was  a  lady,  all  dressed  ter  pieces,  come  in,  and 
says  she,  ‘I  hear  as  how  the  Jessop  heirs  are 
coming  for  ter  live  in  the  old  place,  and  as  we 
are  next-door  neighbors,  and  hev  alius  been  in 
I  the  way  of  seeing  a  good  deal  of  the  old  gentle- 
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man,  I  should  like  to  find  out  suthing  about 
them.’ 

‘“You’ve  come  ter  the  right  shop,  then,’ 
says  Madame  Eurbelow ;  ‘  for  here’s  a  ’pren¬ 
tice  of  mine  as  works  for  Mrs.  Jessop.’ 

“  ‘  Yes,’  says  I ;  ‘  and  there  isn’t  a  better  wo¬ 
man  living.’ 

“  ‘Is  that  true?’  says  she.  ‘I’r’e  heerd  tell 
that  they  was  poor  farmer  folks,  who  murdered 
the  king’s  English,  and — ’  ” 

“  What  does  that  mean  ?”  asked  Mrs.  J essop, 
aghast. 

“Speaking  bad  grammar,”  answered  Patty. 
“That  isn’t  the  worst  kind  of  murder,  either.  ” 

“And  she  went  on  ter  say,”  continued  Miss 
Emery,  “as  how  she  hoped  they  was  people 
she’d  be  pleased  to  know,  not  vulgar,  sich  as 
some  folks  said,  as  would  make  a  laughing¬ 
stock  of  theirselves  in  perlite  society.  You 
going  ter  hev  these  sleeves  cut  Lady  Wash- 
ingting,  or  sabot?  You’ll  cut  a  figger  in  this 
gownd,  or  I  don’t  know  what’s  what.” 

“Lady  Washingting,”  said  Mrs.  Jessop,  smart¬ 
ly,  just  as  if  she  knew  all  about  it. 

“  You’ll  hev  ter  git  some  kid  gloves  ter  match 
the  color.  What  numbers  do  you  happen  ter 
wear  now  ?” 

“  I  dunno,  ter  save  me.  I  never  had  one  on 
in  all  my  born  days.  I  guess  Lisle  thread  ’ll  do.  ’ 

“  Lor !  you  mustn’t  begin  cheap  like,  or 
folks  ’ll  say  you’re  miserly.” 

“Seems  ter  me  folks  is  awful  meddlesome. 
It’s  rather  hard,  at  my  time  of  life,  ter  hev  ter 
begin  ter  do  every  thing  ter  please  folks  as 
hasn’t  no  business  ter  interfere.  I’ve  alius 
dressed  ter  please  myself,  so  fur.” 

“But  now  you’ve  got  ter  dress  and  talk  and 
move  round  generally  to  please  Mrs.  Grundy ! 
put  in  the  dress-maker. 

‘  ‘  Lor !  who’s  she  ?  The  lady  you  was  speak¬ 
ing  of?” 

“  She’s  one  of  ’em.”  ^ 

“Oh!  then  there’s  quite  a  family  of ’em? 
Gooduess  knows,  Patty,  I  don’t  s’posevve  shall  be 
able  ter  draw  a  long  breath  without  their  leave.” 

“Mercy,  mother!”  said  Patty,  “Miss  Emery’s 
laughing  at  you.  Mrs.  Grundy  is  every  body.” 

“Everybody!  Wa’al,  I  never!  She’s  the 
most  wonderfulest  body ! ”  Then,  after  a  pause 
of  thought,  “  Wa’al,  if  that’s  the  case,  we’re  one 
of  ’em  too,  ain’t  we  ?” 

“  Of  course,”  said  Miss  Emery,  soothingly. 

“  I’m  glad  of  that.  It  sort  of  makes  things 
equal.  Turn  and  turn  about  is  fair  play.  And 
if  they’re  bound  ter  pick  me  ter  pieces,  I  can 
oblige  ’em  in  the  same  way,  you  see.” 

“So  you’ll  be  really  going  otf  soon,  said 
Mrs.  Dwight,  coming  in  for  a  farewell  call. 
“Well,  I  hope  you’ll  never  regret  it.  Square 
Harris’s  fust  wife  was  a-telling  of  me,  one  day, 
how  glad  she  was  ter  git  back  ter  simple  man¬ 
ners  and  steady  hours,  after  she’d  spent  a  win¬ 
ter  in  the  city.  Fust,  you  see,  the  help  kept 
a-giving  warning,  or  a-going  up  chambers  and 
a-putting  on  the  young  ladies’  things,  whilst 
they  was  out,  and  going  off  ter  a  frolic  of  theii 


own.  Then  a  burglar  got  in  at  the  basement 
winder,  and  stole  the  silver  off  of  the  table  all 
ready  laid  for  a  dinner-party;  and  then,  what 
does'  a  fire  do  but  break  out  in  the  attic,  along 
of  them  help  a-keeping  of  a  light  a-burning  all 
night ;  and  the  young  ladies,  they  took  the 
varyloid  from  a  beggar-woman  as  they’d  had 
in  ter  eat  up  the  cold  victuals  ;  and  the  water- 
pipes,  they  up  and  bursted,  and  like  ter  hev 
drownded  the  hull  lot,  and  spiled  the  carpets, 
let  alone  the  paper  that  cost  two  dollars  a  roll 
and  putting  on !  ” 

“Yes,”  added  Miss  Emery ;  “and  something 
got  into  the  furnace  and  like  ter  hev  smothered 
them  ter  death.” 

“  Eggsactly,  Miss  Emery.  I  s’pose  you  heerd 
about  it  at  the  time.  They  like  ter  hev  choked 
along  of  that  there  car — ahem,  cardamon  gars. 
And  there’s  so  much  ceremony,”  persisted  Mrs. 
Dwight.  “  You  must  do  this  and  that,  or  you’re 
nobody  nor  nothing ;  and  you  must  know  all 
about  the  operay,  which,  I  say,  it  ain’t  noways 
reasonable,  when  it’s  all  in  furren  words  ;  and 
you  must  know  whose  picter  is  better’n  whose, 
and  change  your  gownd  for  dinner,  and  hev  a 
hair-dresser.” 

“  And  I  that  could  never  bear  a  body  touch¬ 
ing  of  a  hair  of  my  head  !”  cided  Mrs.  Jessop. 

“Yes;  and  Patty’ll  hev  ter  learn  ter  dance 
the  German,”  said  Miss  Emery. 

“I  thought  they  jest  talked  the  German,” 
said  Patty’s  mother.  “I  didn’t  s’pose  any 
body  was  expected  ter  dance  it.  Wa’al,  I  s’pose 
it’s  progress,  as  Nathan’s  alius  telling  of.” 

It  must  be  confessed  that  Mrs.  Jessop  hardly 
entertained  the  cheerful  views  of  wealth  and  its 
enjoyments  which  had  possessed  her  some 
months  before.  The  two  birds  in  the  bush 
were  beginning  to  excel  the  one  bird  in  the 
hand ;  she  was  beginning  to  discover  that  pleas¬ 
ant  places  are  not  always  paved  with  gold,  and 
that  thorns  are  incident  to  every  career,  how¬ 
ever  splendid  outwardly.'  However,  they  were 
very  nearly  ready  to  commence  their  butterfly 
existence  now  ;  and  one  afternoon,  as  Patty  and 
her  mother  were  making  some  of  their  last  prep¬ 
arations,  Mrs.  Jessop  suddenly  observed: 

‘  ‘  ’Tain’t  often  that  people  in  lowly  circum¬ 
stances  gits  riz  to  be  as  good  as  any  body,  is  it, 
now  ?” 

“No,”  said  Patty.  “It  can’t  be  done  in  a 
moment.” 

“I’ve  heerd  as  how  if  you  keep  a-wishing 
and  a-wishing,  by-and-by  you’d  be  sure  and  git 
it.  It’s  uncommon  lucky.  And  yet,  I  dunno ; 
we  hain’t  got  nothing  more  ter  wish  foi',  now  I 
look  back  on  it ;  it  was  kinder  nice  to  plot  and 
plan,  and  be  a-looking  for’ard  ter  suthing  you 
ain’t  got.  Then  when  I’m  fixed  up,  with  no¬ 
thing  ter  do,  there  don’t  seem  no  place  under 
the  sun  for  ter  put  my  hands  in,  and  them  so  big 
and  red,  till  it  seems  as  if  I  wasn  t  any  thing 
else  but  claws,  like  a  lobster. 

“I  guess  it’s  the  old  story,”  said  Patty,  “that 
‘  Satan  finds  some  mischief  still  for  idle  hands 
to  do.’  ” 
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The  afternoon  was  very  still  and  sunny,  the 
shadows  of  the  lime-trees  wove  a  pretty  tracery 
upon  the  grass-plots  outside.  Now  and  then  a 
bird  winged  across  the  sky,  or  a  bee  boomed  in 
at  the  open  window. 

“That’s  a  sign  of  news,”  said  Mrs.  Jessop, 
who  had  fallen  to  thinking  after  her  own  fashion. 
Ear  away  a  belt  of  blue  mist  curled  about  the 
hills,  pierced  by  a  spire  or  two;  the  distant 
woods  lay  like  a  dream  of  solitude  against  the 
remote  horizon  ;  and  in  the  meadow  yonder,  if 
she  chose  to  lift  her  eyes,  Patty  could  see  the 
red  shirts  of  the  hay-makers,  one  of  whom  she 
knew  to  be  Elijah  Gowan.  Sweet  odors,  tan¬ 
gled  in  the  wind,  swept  abroad  like  spirits,  man¬ 
ifest,  but  invisible.  One  seemed  to  hear  nature 
astir  and  growing  athwart  the  silence.  Pres¬ 
ently  there  came  a  step,  deliberate  as  Pate’s, 
along  the  gravel ;  some  one  unhasped  the  gate  ; 
it  creaked  on  its  hinges  as  it  swung  back ;  then 
the  steps  came  on  toward  the  house. 

“There’s  your  father,”  said  Mrs.  Jessop; 
“  go  down  and  put  on  the  tea-kettle,  Patty — for, 
though  they  were  to  be  grand  folks  next  week, 
they  had  not  abandoned  the  simplicities  to-day. 
Patty,  however,  staid  to  change  her  worky-day 
apron  for  a  white  rnfiBed  affair,  and  smoothed 
her  hair;  for  after  all  it  might  not  be  father. 
Perhaps  Elijah  had  come  up  for  a  drink  ;  it  was 
well  to  be  prepared.  Her  heart  was  trembling 
in  her  bosom  as  she  walked  slowly  down  stairs 
and  waited  a  second  before  the  open  door  of  the 
kitchen  to  gain  breath  and  composure.  The 
shadow  of  a  tall  man  blotted  the  patch  of  sun¬ 
shine  that  fell  in  at  the  broad  window.  Patty 
stepped  forward,  resolutely,  and  paused,  smoth¬ 
ering  a  scream  in  her  palpitating  white  throat. 

“Hulloa,  Patty!”  sung  out  a  cheery  voice; 
“is  that  you  or  your  ghost?”  And  then,  the 
color  shifting  in  her  cheeks,  Patty  had  her  arms 
about  the  neck  of  this  intruder,  and  was  crying 
as  if  her  heart  would  break  upon  his  shoulder. 

“  Ob,  Uncle  Reuben  !”  she  shouted  ;  “I  am 
so  glad,  so  glad  !  You  are  not  really  dead,  are 
you  ?  It  was  all  a  stupid  mistake,  and  I  wasn’t 
to  blame,  was  I  ?” 

“The  deuce,  Patty!”  cried  Uncle  Reuben. 

“  I  didn  t  know  you  cared  so  much  for  me. 
Come,  do  I  look  like  a  dead  man  ?  But,  Patty, 
what  do  you  mean  ?  You’re  out  some  hundred 
thousands  by  my  unexpected  appearance.  If  I 
had  been  a  generous  sort  of  fellow,  now,  I  should 
have  staid  in  the  back-ground,  shouldn’t  I  ?” 

“And  made  us  all  miserable.  Oh,  I  don’t 
care  a  cent  for  the  money.  I  hate  it.  ’  It  was 
getting  to  be  the  awfulest  bother,  you  can’t 
think.” 

“Yes  I  can;  it  has  plagued  me  this  good 
while.” 

“And  yet  you  go  on  making  more  and  more, 
and  risking  your  life,”  reproachfully. 

“It's  the  way  of  the  world,  child;  always 
getting  and  never  satisfied.  I  shall  give  you 
a  wedding  dower  when  you  marry,  Patty,  be¬ 
cause  you  are  the  only  person  who  was  ever 
disinterestedly  glad  to  see  me.” 


“  Oh,  don’t  say  so,  uncle ;  and  then,  I  shall 
never  maiTy.” 

“That’s  a  pretty  story  for  a  pretty  girl  to 
tell !  The  young  men  aren’t  fools,  Patty,  mark 
my  word.” 

“Perhaps  that’s  the  reason,”  she  said,  arch¬ 
ly;  “  but  I  can’t  take  your  money,  uncle  ;  and 
I  want  to, make  you  a  confession,  and  then  you 
won  t  want  to  give  it  to  me.  You  see,  we  were 
so  poor,  that  is,  we  had  to  contrive  so  hard  to 
make  things  hold  out,  that  mother  and  I  both 
used  to — I  will  own  it — we  used  to  feel  a  little 
hard  that  you  had  so  much  and  we  so  little ; 
and  I’m  afraid— that  is,  I  know— we  often 
wished  we  had  some  of  your  money,  which  w'as 
very  wrong ;  and  when  the  news  came  that — 
that  it  was  all  our  own,  and  you  were — gone, 
"'■'U)  I  just  felt  as  if  I  had  murdered  you,  and 
I  haven’t  had  a  minute's  peace  ever  since ;  and 
I  tell  you  this,  just  to  explain  why  I  was  so 
delighted  to  see  you  alive  and  well,  and  not  at 
all  because  I  wms  so  fond  of  you,  which,  if  the 
truth  must  be  told,  I  never  was,  though,  per¬ 
haps,  it  was  because  I  didn’t  know  you,  as 
much  as  any  thing.” 

“Humph!”  said  Mr.  Reuben,  who  didn’t 
relish  being  hugged  in  such  a  cause.  “Well, 
Patty,  you’re  a  good  girl.  I  understand.  You 
might  have  taken  advantage  of  this  occasion, 
and  you  wouldn’t.  .You  preferred  honesty.  I 
like  you  all  the  better.  I  foresee  we  shall  real¬ 
ly  get  fond  of  each  other  in  time,  and  you  shall 
have  the  dowry  all  the  same.” 

“Thank  you;  I  don’t  think  there’ll  be  any 
occasion  for  it.  ” 

You  see,  it  was  the  old  story  of  a  passenger 
overboard,  and  a  hen-coop  thrown  out  to  his 
relief,  from  which  he  was  rescued  by  an  out¬ 
ward-bound  vessel,  and  so  Mr.  Reuben  Jessop 
took  a  new  lease  of  life. 

“I  must  say,”  confessed  Mrs.  Jessop,  in  Na¬ 
than’s  conjugal  ear,  “  it’s  a  great  relief.  I’d  no 
idee  means  was  so  troublesome ;  and  then  to 
think  of  all  we’d  ’a  had  ter  hev  went  through 
with,  in  the  way  of  society,  and  not  jest  know¬ 
ing  what  ter  do,  and  us  a-murdering  of  the 
king’s  English,  and  a-making  of  ourselves  a 
laughing-stock ;  and  what  with  the  investing, 
and  the  banks  a-breaking,  and  the  furnace 
a-choking,  and  the  maids  a-stealing  till  you 
was  black  in  the  face,  and  the  gars  a-acting 
like  the  mischief,  and  the  pipes  a-taking  on — 
on  the  hull,  I’m  glad  we’ve  got  out  of  it.” 

“So  am  I,”  said  Nathan;  “  and  what’s  more, 

I  was  never  glad  ter  git  into  it.” 

The  news  of  Reuben  Jessop’s  return  spread 
like  wild-fire. 

“  I  know’d  it  was  all  a  flash  in  the  pan,”  said 
Mrs.  Tewksbury;  “but  they’ve  made  quite  a 
good  thing  of  it.  Old  Reuben,  he’s  been  and 
gone  and  bought  the  farm  back,  and  paid  off' 
the  mortgage,  and  bought  the  clover-field  of 
Deacon  Jackman.  I  wish  rich  old  uncles  would 
come  ter  life  every  day,  as  thick  as  raspberries 
in  the  burnt  land.” 

“  And  he’s  going  for  ter  give  Patty  a  dowry,” 
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put  in  Grandmarm  Tewksbury — “a  dowry, 
when  she  gits  mended,  so  you’d  better  look 
sharp  there,  boys.” 

“Now,”  said  Farmer  Jessop,  after  he  had 
paid  the  purchase-money  over  to  Elijah,  “  what 
on  arth  did  you  want  ter  buy  the  old  place 
for?” 

“To  remind  me  of  Patty,”  said  Elijah,  as 
bold  as  brass,  with  his  eyes  upon  her.  “  Pat¬ 
ty,”  said  he,  as  her  father  went  into  the  next 
room  to  lock  his  papers  into  a  desk,  “have  you 
forgiven  me  for  taking  Mrs.  Jordan  and  her 
sister  to  Hixon?”  He  went  toward  her  as  he 
spoke,  and  held  out  his  hand. 

“I — I  thought  they  were  the — the  Spicers,” 


faltered  Patty.  “  I  was  such  a  fool and  then 
Elijah  had  her  in  his  strong  arms,  and  his  great 
dark  eyes  were  shining  into  hers,  and  bronze 
and  pink  check  brushed  each  other  tenderly. 

“I  am  so  glad  that  Uncle  Reuben  came 
back,  and  that  we  didn’t  get  our  wish,”  said 
she,  “for  you  know  you  would  never  ask  a  rich 
woman  to  marry  you.” 

“Well,  it  never  rains  but  it  pours,”  said  Pat¬ 
ty’s  mother,  on  being  told  of  this  love  affair. 
“If  Patty  likes  him  I’m  not  the  one  ter  stand 
in  the  way.  Young  men  are  pretty  much  alike 
now’days.  I  used  ter  wish  she’d  do  better ;  but, 
lor,  if  we  had  all  our  wishes  granted,  W'e  should 
be  the  miserablest  creturs  alive.” 


THE  SACRED  FLORA. 

[33art  E.] 


The  symbolism  of  flowers  is  a  very  old  po¬ 
etic  theme.  Long  ago  Cowley  wrote  : 

“If  we  could  open  and  unbind  our  eyes. 

We  all  like  Moses  should  espy. 

E’en  in  a  bush,  the  radiant  deity." 

With  the  same  poet  originated  the  comparison 
of  flowers  with  stars.  After  him  Longfellow 
calls  flow'ers  “  stars  of  earth and  Margaret 
Puller  wrote,  “  The  stars  whisper  all  their  se¬ 
crets  to  the  flowers,  and  if  men  only  knew  how 
to  look  around  them  they  need  not  look  above.” 
These  poetic  fancies  have  been  justified  by  the 
scientific  discovery  of  a  coincidence  between 
the  relative  distances  of  leav-es  from  each  other 
on  their  stem  and  the  distances  of  the  planets 
from  each  other,  suggesting  that  the  starry 
heavens  may  be  proved,  after  all — as  the  Scan¬ 
dinavian  Ygdrasill  myth  represents  — a  vast 
flower.  But,  long  before  poets  or  astronomers 
had  affirmed  these  mystical  analogies,  human 
instinct  had  been  at  work  feeling  out  a  certain 
correspondence  between  the  growths  of  the 
earth  and  the  mysterious  heavens.  Mr.  Fer¬ 
guson,  who  has  given  us  interesting  details  con¬ 
cerning  what  he  calls  “tree-worship”  in  India, 
has  yet  not  made  it  clear  that  the  sacred  trees 
were  actually  regarded  as  deities,  nor  how  the 
religious  associations  with  them  originated. 
They  represent  probably  in  their  rudiments  very 
various  experiences  and  ideas.  In  hot  coun¬ 
tries  way-side  prophets  and  worshipers  would 
naturally  seek  their  shade,  and  the  grove  would 
become  their  primitive  temple.  Gautama  means 
“  a  tree,”  the  legend  being  that  the  prophet  was 
born  under — some  say  out  of — a  tree.  In  re¬ 
gions  where  serpents  were  worshiped  certain 
trees  and  plants  may  have  acquired  sanctity, 
because  such  reptiles  were  found  twined  about 
them.  But  oftener,  no  doubt,  trees  were  rev¬ 
erenced  for  their  bountiful  uses  to  man,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  oak,  which  furnished  the  most 
durable  material  for  the  hut  or  raft;  and  the 
palm,  which,  by  fruit,  bark,  leaf,  or  sap,  is  said 
to  yield  as  many  uses  as  there  are  days  in  the 


year.*  Theword  “book”(Ang.-Sax.,6dc;  Ger., 
buch;  old  High  Ger.,  puohhd)  is  simply  beech, 
the  wood  of  which  wnlting-boards  were  made 
(Grimm).  The  earliest  scriptures  of  races  were 
written,  too,  on  the  leaves  and  bark  of  trees — 
whence  hibhs  and  liber,  both  meaning  bark,  came 
to  mean  book.  Much  of  the  Koran  was  written 
thus,  and  we  can  not  forget  that  the  word  bible 
means  papyrus  bark.  The  laws  of  Solon  were 
written  on  wood.  It  must  be  remembered, 
also,  that  in  the  formation  of  language  many 
experiences  and  sensations  must  have  found 
expression  at  first  through  illustration  in  the 
growth  and  life  of  plants.  “  The  righteous 
shall  flourish  like  the  palm-tree.”  The  African 
proverb  runs,  “  If  the  alguana-tree  will  die  to¬ 
morrow  for  want  of  water,  water  will  come  to¬ 
morrow.”  In  the  “White  Lotus  of  the  Good 
Law,”  it  is  said,  “The  sons  of  Buddha,  who 
quietly,  and  full  of  reserve,  cultivate  charity, 
and  conceive  no  doubt  concerning  the  rank 
of  heroes  among  men,  are  named  trees.”  Zo¬ 
roaster  said,  “There  is  a  certain  Intelligible 
which  is  to  be  apprehended  with  the  flower  of 
the  intellect.”  It  is  said  in  the  Bible  that 
Gideon  “took  thorns  of  the  wilderness  and 
briers,  and  with  these  he  taught  the  men  of 
Succoth.”  The  beautiful  metaphors  of  the 
Brahmins,  which  Sir  William  Jones  has  made 
so  familiar,  by  which  the  oak,  giving  shade  to 
the  w^ood-cutter,  and  the  sandal-tree,  perfuming 
the  axe  which  lays  it  low,  are  made  to  teach  the 
love  of  enemies,  and  many  other  ethnical  scrip¬ 
tures,  show  how  deeply  the  poetical  and  moral 
sentiment  of  primitive  races  became  associated 
with  trees  and  flowers.  It  seems  to  me  that 
the  religious  homage  paid  to  trees  or  flowers 
must  be  referred  to  a  much  later  period  in  the 
development  of  races,  to  a  period  after  poets 
had  invested  them  with  ideals  and  m3  ths,  or 
priests  divined  in  them  the  decrees  of  fate ;  not 


*  See  the  beautiful  hymu  of  Anastasius  Grun  to  the 
palm. 
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do  they  seem  ever  to  have  been  mere  fetiches. 
This  question,  however,  can  be  better  dealt 
with  after  we  have  considered  more  particular¬ 
ly  the  sacred  trees  and  plants  themselves. 

Of  all  fruits  the  ArrnE  seems  to  have  had 
the  earliest,  widest,  and  most  mystical  history. 
In  Greece  the  name  of  the  hardy  fruit,  which, 
having  appeared  on  earth  about  the  same 
time  as  man,  has  followed  him  in  his  migra¬ 
tions  around  the  globe,  became  the  name  for 
sheep  and  all  manner  of  wealth,  as 

in  Rome  the  flock,  pecus,  became  peamia,  or 
money.  Theophrastus  enumerates  it  as  among 
the  more  civilized  fruits  (urhaniores).  Tacitus 
says  that  it  was  the  favorite  fruit  of  the  ancient 
Germans,  and  a  shriveled  apple  is  among  the  re¬ 
coveries  from  the  lake-dwellings  of  Switzerland. 
The  myths  concerning  it  meet  us  in  every  age 
and  country.  Aphrodite  bears  it  in  her  hand 
as  well  as  Eve.  The  serpent  guards  it ;  the 
dragon  -watches  it.  It  is  celebrated  by  Solo¬ 
mon  ;  it  is  the  healing  fruit  of  Arabian  tales. 
Ulysses  longs  for  it  in  the  gardens  of  Alcinous ; 
Tantalus  grasps  vainly  for  it  in  Hades.  In  the 
Prose  Edda  it  is  written,  “Iduna  keeps  in  a 
box  apples  which  the  gods,  when  they  feel  old 
age  approaching,  have  only  to  taste  to  become 
3’oung  again.  It  is  in  this  manner  that  they 
will  be  kept  in  renovated  youth  until  Ragna- 
rok”* — the  general  destruction.  Azrael,  the 
Angel  of  Death,  accomplished  his  mission  by 
holding  it  to  the  nostril ;  and  in  the  North¬ 
ern  Folklore  “  Snowdrop”  is  tempted  to  her 
death  by  an  apple,  half  of  which  a  crone  has 
poisoned,  but  recovers  life  when  the  apple  falls 
from  her  lips.  The  Golden  Bird  seeks  the 
golden  apples  of  the  King's  Garden  in  many  a 
Norse  story  ;  and  when  the  tree  bears  no  more, 
“Frau  Bertha”  reveals  to  her  favorite  that  it  is 
because  a  mouse  gnaws  at  the  tree’s  root.  In¬ 
deed  the  kind  mother  goddess  is  sometimes 
personified  as  an  apple-tree.  But  oftener  the 
apple  is  the  tempter  in  Northern  mythology 
also,  and  sometimes  makes  the  nose  grow  so 
that  the  sacred  pear  alone  can  bring  it  again  to 
moderate  size. 

A  P olish  legend,  given  by  Mannhardt,  says  : 
There  is  a  glass  mountain,  on  the  top  of  which 
stands  a  golden  castle,  before  which  is  a  tree 
with  golden  apples.  In  the  castle  lives  the  en¬ 
chanted  daughter  of  a  prince.  Many  vainly  try 
to  get  on  the  mountain ;  but  at  last  the  youth 
who  has  fastened  the  claws  of  a  lynx  to  his 
hands  and  feet  is  successful.  With  the  golden 
apples  he  calms  a  dragon  which  he  finds  at  the 
entrance  ;  and,  finally,  having  broken  the  spell 
that  bound  the  princess,  he  must  remain  with 
her,  and  not  return  to  the  lower  earth.  In  the 
goddess  Holla’s  garden  the  favorite  fruits  are 
the  apple  and  pear — the  latter  of  which  fruits 
retained  its  sanctity  in  France  long  after  the  in¬ 
troduction  there  of  Christianity.  A  Hanove¬ 
rian  legend  says  that  a  girl  was  asked  by  the 


*  Even  BO  said  the  serpent  in  Eden,  “Ye  shall  be¬ 
come  as  gods." 


dwarfs  to  bo  god-mother  to  one  of  their  chil¬ 
dren.  On  the  fixed  day  she  was  led  down  a 
beautiful  staircase,  which  was  under  an  apple- 
tree  in  a  court,  to  a  superb  garden,  whose  trees 
were  laden  with  fruits.  She  was  repaid  for 
coming  by  an  apronful  of  apples,  -which,  when 
she  returned  to  the  earth’s  surface,  were  found 
to  be  of  solid  gold. 

These  golden  apples  are  often  met  with  in 
the  Northern  mythology.  In  some  legends  it 
is  related  that  such  may  be  taken  from  a  tree 
growing  over  a  fountain  of  holy-water  with  a 
rejuvenating  power — all  of  these  myths  being 
traceable  to  the  tree  and  fountain  of  Urd,  one 
of  the  Ndrnir.  In  the  Edda,  Skirnir  offers 
eleven  golden  apples  and  the  ring  Draupnir 
(from  which,  on  every  ninth  night,  eight  equally 
heavy  rings  drop)  to  Gerda,  if  she  will  return 
Freyr’s  love.  The  golden  apple  is  mentioned 
by  Uhland  in  the  poem  beginning : 

“Bei  einera  Wirtbe  wundermeld 
Bar  war  icb  jungst  zu  Gaste; 

Ein  goldner  Apfel  war  eeiu  Scheld 
An  einem  griinen  Aste.” 

The  apple  has  been  a  phallic  emblem  with 
many  races.  In  various  parts  of  England, 
where  ancient  customs  have  survived,  the 
young  people  join  hands  and  dance  around 
apple-trees  andxarol  their  hopes  for  a  prolific 
year,  much  in  me  same  fashion  as  if  the  tree 
were  the  clearly  phallic  May-pole.  The  blos¬ 
soming  of  an  apple-tree  in  harvest  betokens  a 
marriage,  or,  sometimes,  thefuneralofthemaster 
of  the  house.  In  many  parts  of  Germany  apples 
are  believed  to  be  oracular  in  all  love  matters. 
On  New-Year’s  night  it  is  the  custom  to  shoot 
an  apple  seed  from  between  the  fingers  with  an 
invocation ;  and  in  the  direction  of  its  flight 
the  sweet-heart  may  be  looked  for.  In  Aus¬ 
tria,  on  St.  Thomas’s  night,  the  apple  is  cut  in 
two,  and  the  seed  counted  in  each  half ;  if  they 
are  even,  one  will  be  married  soon.  If  a  seed 
be  cut  in  two,  the  course  of  love  will  not  be 
smooth ;  if  two  be  so  cut,  it  is  a  sign  of  com¬ 
ing  widowhood.  Modifications  of  these  exper¬ 
iments  survive  in  the  rustic  amusements,  quite 
common  in  England,  of  counting  the  apple 
seed  with  “  One  I  love,  two  I  love,”  etc.,  and 
in  sticking  them,  each  being  named  after  some 
person,  on  the  forehead — the  right  sweet-heart 
being  proved  by  his  or  her  seed  adhering  lon¬ 
ger  than  the  rest.  On  New-Year’s  Eve,  in  Sile¬ 
sia,  the  maiden,  having  bought  an  apple  at  the 
exact  price  first  demanded  for  it,  lays  it  under 
her  pillow,  and  at  midnight  expects  to  see  her 
future  husband  in  a  dream.  In  Suabia  a  widow 
who  eats  half  of  an  apple  on  St.  Andrew’s  Eve, 
and  places  the  other  half  under  her  pillow,  ex¬ 
pects  a  similar  vision.  In  Austria  the  apple 
must  be  cut  in  two  on  Christmas-eve,  in  the 
dark,  and  without  touching  it  with  the  naked 
hand ;  the  left  half  being  placed  in  the  bosom, 
the  right  laid  behind  the  door,  the  beloved  may 
be  looked  for  at  mijinight  near  the  right  half. 
In  Hessia,  Silesia,  and  Bohemia,  the  apple  is 
carried  about  the  person,  as  a  love-charm,  in 
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ways  indicating  yery  plainly  the  phallic  associa¬ 
tion  with  the  fruit ;  and  the  first  apple  borne  by  a 
tree  is  thought  to  be  an  infallible  cure  for  sterili¬ 
ty.  In  Erzgebirge  the  maiden,  having  slept  on 
St.  Andrew’s  or  Christmas  night  with  an  apple 
under  her  pillow,  takes  her  stand  with  it  in  her 
hand  on  the  next  festival  of  the  Church  there¬ 
after;  and  the  first  man  whom  she  sees,  other 
than  a  relative,  will  become  her  husband.  The 
custom  of  throwing  the  peeling  of  an  apple  over 
the  head,  marriage  or  sirigle-blessedness  being 
foretold  by  its  remaining  entire  or  breaking,  and 
that  of  finding  in  a  peeling  so  cast  the  initial  of 
the  coming  sweet-heart,  are  very  old,  and  both 
well  known  in  England  and  America. 

The  relation  of  the  apple  to  health  is  tracea¬ 
ble  to  Arabia.  In  various  parts  of  Germany  it 
has  been  deemed  potent  against  warts,  on  which 
decayed  apples  are  still  rubbed  in  some  regions 
of  England.  Sometimes  it  is  regarded  as  a 
bane.  In  Hessia  it  is  said  an  apple  must  not 
be  eaten  on  New-Year’s  Day,  as  it  will  produce 
abscess.  In  Suabia  it  is  believed  that  an  apple, 
plucked  from  a  graft  on  the  white  thorn,  will,  if 
eaten  by  a  pregnant  woman,  increase  her  pains. 
But  generally  it  is  curative.  In  Pomerania  it 
is  eaten  on  Easter  morning  against  fevers ;  in 
Westphalia  (mixed  with  saffron),  against  jaun¬ 
dice  ;  while  in  Silesia  and  Thuringia  an  apple 
is  scraped  from  the  top  to  cure  diarrhea,  and 
from  the  bottom  to  cure  costiveness.  In  some 
regions  the  custom  survives  of  placing  an  apple 
in  the  hand  of  a  child  when  it  is  buried,  “to  play 
with  in  Paradise.” 

But  it  is  not  even  chiefly  the  most  useful  trees 
that  have  been  most  venerated.  It  is  probable 
that  the  sanctity  of  the  Oak  antedates  its  ordi¬ 
nary  uses  in  art.  From  the  oracular  oak  of 
Dodona  to  the  sacred  oaks  amidst  which  the 
Druids*  worshiped,  it  has  been  held  profound¬ 
ly  sacred ;  and  when  Augustin  came  to  bring 
Christianity  to  Britain  he  sagaciously  took  his 
stand  under  that  tree  to  make  his  first  appeal 
to  Ethelbert.  He  might  easily  have  claimed 
that  the  oak  was  as  sacred  a  tree  among  the 
Hebrew  patriarchs  as  among  the  Saxons ;  and 
indeed  its  Hebrew  name,  El,  is  substantially  that 
of  the  Deity  himself.  The  chair  of  St.  Peter,  in 
the  Vatican,  is  made  of  oak  board  on  a  frame  of 
acacia.  The  tree  under  which  Abraham  was 
said  to  have  received  his  heavenly  visitors,  the 
“oak  of  mourning”  under  which  Deborah  was 
buried,  the  oak  under  which  Jacob  hid  the  idols 
at  Shechem— the  same  probably  with  that  which 
stood  near  the  sanctuary  tinder  which  Joshua 
set  up  a  stone — the  oak  of  Ophra  under  which 
the  angel  sat  wdten  it  spoke  with  Gideon,  the 
oak  on  which  Absalom  hung,  that  under  which 
the  prophet  sat  at  Bethel  (1  Kings,  xiii.  14), 
that  under  which  Saul  and  his  sons  were  bur- 


*  The  derivation  of  the  word  Druid  from  Apur,  an 
oak,  by  Pliny,  is  not,  however,  certainly  correct.  It 
may  he  from  the  ancient  Thracian  city  of  that  name, 
and  so  indirectly  from  the  oak.  Grimm  derives  it 
from  the  Gaelic  druide,  oak ;  Welsh,  derw.  (See  Max 
Muller’s  “Lectures.”) 


ied— all  preceded  the  period  when  Isaiah  had 
to  rebuke  those  who  carved  idols  from  oak,  and 
when  Ezekiel  proclaimed  the  wrath  of  J ehovah 
against  the  idols  standing  “under  every  thick 
oak.”  The  oak  of  Finnish  legends,  which  ever 
grew  stouter  and  harder  the  more  it  was  cut 
with  axes,  might  be  taken  for  a  symbol  of  the 
strength  with  which  the  superstition  concern¬ 
ing  the  oak  survived  the  efforts  to  destroy  it  in 
Judtea  and  in  Europe.  In  the  Northern  my¬ 
thology  we  find  all  fairy-land  gathered  at  its 
roots.  There  are  several  old  oaks  in  Europe 
which  have  probably  been  preserved  by  the  tra¬ 
ditions  of  sacredness  surrounding  them.  We 
find  many  old  Saxon  laws  protecting  oaks  from 
injury.  It  was  believed,  also,  that  the  elements 
respected  them.  In  England  the  lightning  was 
accosted  thus : 

“Strike  elm,  strike  rowan, 

Not  the  oak.” 

Another  runic  phrase  groups  “aik,  ash,  elm”  as 
the  three  sacred  trees.  In  the  Palatinate  there 
is  a  belief  that  though  the  lightning  strike  an 
oak  it  will  never  set  it  on  fire.  Oaks  were  often 
used  as  marks  in  fixing  territorial  boundaries. 
At  Saintes,  in  the  Charente-Inferieure,  is  the 
most  ancient  of  holy  oaks — said  to  be  nearly  two 
thousand  years  old — unless  we  can  still  call  the 
Stock  am  Eisen  at  Vienna  one.  The  latter  tree, 
into  which  each  apprentice  going  forth  on  the 
“Wanderjahr”  thought  it  an  omen  of  good  to 
leave  his  nail,  has  become  a  mass  of  nails,  and 
it  is  only  by  tradition  that  it  can  be  recognized 
as  the  last  survivor  of  the  oak  grove  (Wienwald) 
whose  sanctity  led  to  the  building  of  the  cathe¬ 
dral  in  it.  In  Oldenburg  and  Brandenburg  it 
is  esteemed  a  remedy  for  toothache.  To  bore 
the  tooth  with  a  nail  till  it  bleeds,  and  then 
■  drive  the  nail  (silently)  into  an  oak-tree,  on  the 
north  side,  at  a  point  where  the  sun  will  not 
shine  on  it.  So  long  as  the  oak  stands  the 
tooth  will  not  ache.  The  pain  ceases  as  soon 
as  the  nail  rusts ;  and  a  nail  beginning  to  rust 
is  generally  chosen.  It  may  be  remarked  that 
the  nail  is  the  chief  Buddhist  talisman  in  Thibet 
to  drive  away  all  manner  of  evil  spirits.  “Dev¬ 
il’s”  oaks,  like  that  near  Marburg,  are  frequent 
in  Germany.  One  of  these  at  Gotha  is  held  in 
great  regard  ;  and,  as  the  people  gather  under  it 
on  festivals,  it  is  called  “  Volkenrode.”  The 
same  custom  prevails  with  the  seven  great  oaks 
of  Ivenach.  In  some  remote  German  villages 
the  custom  of  placing  acorns  in  the  hands  of 
those  who  are  buried  prevails.  It  is  not  an  ac¬ 
cident  that  so  many  events  in  English  tradition 
should  have  oaks  for  their  monuments — as  the 
Parliament  Oak  of  Robin  Hood,  John  Lack¬ 
land’s  Oak  in  Sherwood  Forest,  William  Ru¬ 
fus’s  Oak  in  the  New  Forest,  Herne  s  Oak  at 
Windsor,  and  others.  But  there  are  few  trees 
which  preserve  such  distinct  traces  of  sanctity  as 
the  strange  collection  of  dwarf  oaks  on  Dait- 
moor,  known  as  Wistman’s  Wood.  These  trees 
are  evidently  very  ancient,  and  are  co^eied 
with  gray  mosses.  Their  queer  fantastic  shapes 
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make  them  look  like  transformed  gnomes  hiding 
among  the  granite  blocks.  The  name  “  Wist- 
man”  has  been  traced  by  Kemble  to  Wisk,  one 
of  the  names  of  Wodin,  which  seems  to  mean 
“  the  waste.”  The  “  Wish  Oak”  of  Somerset¬ 
shire  recalls  probably  the  same  title. 

Grimm  has  shown  that  the  use  of  oaks  as 
temples  led  to  much  of  their  sanctity  in  Ger¬ 
many,  and  the  fury  with  which  the  early  Chris¬ 
tian  prelates  cut  down  such  trees — as  Winfoid 
did  the  holy  oak  near  Gaismar,  for  example — 
shows  how  deep  was  the  popular  feeling  con¬ 
cerning  such.  Bishop  Unwin,  of  Bremen,  was 
notorious  for  his  pious  devastations  of  this  kind. 
Many  of  them  survive,  however,  as  wc  have 
seen,  as  at  Minden,  where  the  young  people 
still  dance  around  one  on  Easter-Sunday,  and 
at  AVormeln,  where  there  is  a  solemn  procession 
to  a  holy  oak  every  year. 

The  well-known  superstition  in  India,  that 
holes  in  trees  are  the  doors  through  which  the 
special  spirits  of  those  trees  pass  and  repass, 
reappears,  as  Grimm  has  pointed  out,  in  the 
German  superstition  that  the  holes  in  the  oak 
are  pathways  of  elves ;  and  that  various  local 
troubles,  especially  of  hand  or  foot,  may  be 
cured  by  contact  with  these  holes.  In  West¬ 
phalia,  where  forests  of  oak  are  called  “H0I3' 
Woods,”  and  Brandenburg,  the  peasant  afflict¬ 
ed  with  fever  and  ague  will  sometimes  address 
the  oak  thus:  “Goden  Abend,  du  gode  Olle, 
ick  bringe  di  dat  Warme  un  dat  Kolle.”  In 
Westphalia  the  superstitious  seek  to  relieve 
toothache  by  relating  how,  as  Peter  stood  un¬ 
der  an  oak-tree,  Christ  asked  him  why  he  was 
sad.  “I  may  welt  be  sad,”  said  Peter,  “for 
I  have  the  toothache.”  Then  Christ  told  him 
to  go  down  to  the  dale,  take  water  in  his 
mouth,  and  spit  it  out  again.  In  Old  Ger¬ 
many  the  custom  in  a  case  of  “St.  Anthony’s 
fire”  is  for  the  sufferer  to  go  thrice^nder  an 
oak  and  cry:  “Oak-tree,  I  complain  to  thee 
of  the  wild-fire  which  plagues  me ;  may  the 
first  bird  that  flies  over  take  it  away!”  There 
seems  to  have  been  no  other  tree  so  complete¬ 
ly  identified  with  preternatural  beings.  Near 
Gundalskol  there  long  stood  an  oak  which  was 
popularly  believed  to  have  been  the  habitation 
of  a  Bhjarmand”  for  two  centuries,  but  he  was 
driven  away  when  the  church-bells  came  into 
the  country.  It  is  said  a  farmer  was  engaged 
to  an  elf-gill,  but  instead  of  a  lovely  bride  he 
embraced  an  oak-tree.  In  a  church-yard  in 
Heddinge,  Seeland,  are  the  remains  of  an  oak 
wood,  which  are  declared  to  be  the  soldiers  of 
the  Erl-king.  By  day  they  are  trees,  but  at 
night  armed  beings  of  terrible  power.  In  West¬ 
phalia  the  nearest  oak  is  sometimes  formallv 
told  of  a  death  having  occurred  in  the  family." 

There  is  a  curious  superstition  that  has  been 
traced  from  Eugen  in  the  Baltie  to  Waldeck  in 
Lower  Austria,  that  a  child’s  rupture  may  be 
cured  in  the  following  manner :  Split  a  piece  of 
oak  on  Christmas  or  Good-Eriday  (these  church 
days  are  simply  interpolations  on  older  heliefs), 
and  let  the  child  be  passed  naked  between  the 


split  pieces  three  times  backward  ;  tie  the  pieces 
together  again  with  the  child's  shirt ;  fill  up  the 
cracks  well  wdth  clay ;  and,  if  all  this  has  been 
done  amidst  entire  silence,  the  joined  pieces 
may  be  thrown  on  the  fire,  and  when  they 
have  disappeared  the  rupture  will  have  dis¬ 
appeared  also. 

This^form  of  the  superstition  is,  however,  not 
constant.  At  Rauen,  near  Fiirstenw'alde,  a 
child  wdth  rupture  is  taken  to  a  young  oak, 
which  being  split  in  two  lengthwise  and  the 
rent  held  open,  the  child  is  passed  through 
naked.  The  parts  of  the  tree  are  bound  to¬ 
gether  again,  and  the  rent  plastered  wdth  loam. 
'The  rupture  will  heal  if  that  of  the  oak  does. 
White,  in  his  “History  of  Selborne,”  shows 
that  this  custom  was  known  in  England,  though 
in  connection  wdth  another  tree.  “  In  a  farm¬ 
yard  near  the  middle  of  the  village,”  he  saj’s, 
“stands  at  this  day  (1789)  a  row'  of  pollard 
ashes,  which,  by  the  seams  and  long  cicatrices 
down  their  sides,  manifestly  show  that,  in  for¬ 
mer  times,  they  have  been  cleft  asunder.  These 
trees,  when  young  and  flexible,  were  severed 
and  held  open  by  wedges,  while  ruptured  chil¬ 
dren,  stripped  naked,  were  pushed  through  the 
apertures,  under  a  persuasion  that,  by  such  a 
process,  the  poor  babes  would  be  cured  of  their 
infirmity.  As  soon  as  the  operation  was  over 
the  tree,  in  the  suffering  part,  was  plastered 
with  loam,  and  carefully  swathed  up.  If  the 
parts  coalesced  and  soldered  together,  as  usual¬ 
ly  fell  out,  whei-e  the  feat  was  performed  with 
any  adroitness  at  all,  the  party  -was  cured  ;  but 
when  the  cleft  continued  to  gape,  the  operation, 
it  was  supposed,  W'ould  prove  ineffectual.  We 
have  several  persons  now  living  in  the  village 
who,  in  their  childhood,  were  supposed  to  be 
healed  by  this  superstitious  ceremony,  derived 
down,  perhaps,  from  our  Saxon  ancestors  be¬ 
fore  their  conversion  to  Christianity.” 

It  may  be  remarked  that  in  all  Saxon  coun¬ 
tries  in  the  Middle  Ages  a  hole  formed  by  two 
branches  of  a  tree  growing  together  wms  es¬ 
teemed  to  be  of  highl}’-  efficacious  virtue  for 
one  passed  through  it.  Such  an  abnormal 
growth  would  be  visited  by  the  ailing  from 
great  distances.  It  being  esteemed  especial¬ 
ly  helpful  to  pregnaut  W'omen,  they  frequently 
lost  their  lives  by  attempting  to  pass  through 
small  apertures  of  the  kind.  In  certain  old 
dolmen  doorways  there  are  holes  which  are 
supposed  to  have  been  used  to  pass  persons 
through  either  to  punish  or  heal.  One  of 
these  in  Cornwall  has  been  described  by  Bor- 
lase.  It  closely  resembles  one  in  the  Indian 
temple  at  Malabar,  through  wdiich  penitents 
squeeze  themselves  to  obtain  the  remission  of 
their  sins.  It  is  w'orthy  of  mention,  also,  that  ■ 
there  is  in  the  Saxon  crypt  of  Ripon  cathedral 
a  curious  hole  through  which,  as  the  old  saying 
of  the  neighborhood  runs,  only  the  chaste  can 
pass.  As  it  is  considered  also  a  good  omen 
for  the  unmarried,  the  majority  of  visitors  to 
the  cathedral  sportively  pass  through  the  hole, 
which  w'as  originally,  in  all  probability,  made 
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as  an  accommodation  to  pagan  weaknesses.  In 
Somersetshire  there  still  lingers  a  superstition 
that  cattle  may  be  cured  of  disease  by  driving 
them  through  the  hollowed  stumps  of  trees.  In 
Tyrol  and  Bohemia  water  after  a  thunder-storm 
that  may  have  got  on  the  stump  of  an  oak  is 
held  to  be  a  cure  for  warts.  If  any  one  rubs  a 
piece  of  oaken  wood  silently  over  his  body  on 
St.  John’s  Day,  before  sunrise,  it  is  held  to  heal 
all  open  wounds.  It  is  a  widely  known  super¬ 
stition,  but  found  chiefly  in  the  neighborhood 
of  Brandenburg,  that  if  a  cow’s  milk  be  affected 
it  will  be  made  pure  if  it  passes  into  the  pail  (at 
milking)  through  a  bit  of  perforated  oak  wood. 
In  Oldenburg  it  is  thought  well  to  spread  oak 
boughs  over  the  beer  when  it  is  laid  up  in  the 
spring.  In  Westphalia  there  is  a  strange  le¬ 
gend  that  the  Wandering  Jew  can  only  rest 
when  and  where  he  shall  find  two  oak-trees 
growing  in  the  form  of  a  cross. 

The  Olive  is  of  very  ancient  sanctity.  The 
dove  bearing  an  olive  leaf — which  betokened  to 
Noah  the  subsidence  of  the  flood — may  have 
been  a  symbol  of  a  still  earlier  date ;  at  any 
rate,  we  find  the  olive  reverenced  by  the  Israel¬ 
ites  in  ways  which  seem  to  bear  no  relation  to 
that  tradition.  In  Abimelech’s  fable  the  Olive 
says:  “Should  I  leave  my  fatness,  wherewith 
by  me  they  honor  God  and  man  ?”  (Judges,  ix. 
9.)  In  the  Holy  Temple  two  doors  and  two 
posts  were  of  olive  wood,  and  from  the  same  tree 
were  carved  the  two  cherubim  of  the  oracle.  It 
was  written  too:  “They  shall  bring  thee  pure 
oil-olive,  beaten  for  the  light,  to  cause  the  lam]! 
to  burn  always.”  In  the  time  of  David  we  find 
a  special  officer,  Baal-hanan,  appointed  to  su¬ 
perintend  the  olives  and  sycamores  ;  among  the 
sacred  hills  around  Jerusalem  was  the  Mount  of 
Olives;  and  the  word  Gethsemane  means  “a 
press  for  olive-oil.”  Amidst  the  luxuriant  his¬ 
toric  gardens  of  Greece — the  gardens  of  Midas, 
of  Cyrus,  of  Alcinous,  which  recall  in  their  de¬ 
scriptions  the  traditions  of  Eden — ive  find  the 
olive  pre-eminent,  one  of  the  names  of  Zeus  him¬ 
self  being  Zkvg  Mopiog — the  Guardian  of  the  Sa¬ 
cred  Olives.  The  name  Morice  applied  to  the 
olives  is  significant  whether  we  regard  it  as  de¬ 
rived  from  Mopifiog,  a  poet,  or  Mopog,  fate — 
w'ords  radically  identical.  It  was  sacred  to 
Minerva,  who  was  said  to  have  caused  it  to 
spring  up  beside  the  fountain  which  Poseidon, 
with  whom  she  was  contending,  had  evoked 
from  a  rock  by  the  stroke  of  his  trident ;  and  it 
stood  as  the  serpent-guarded  tree  of  Athenian 
destiny  in  the  Parthenon.  Its  oil  fed  the  sa¬ 
cred  lamps  there  also.  Under  Christianity  it 
became  the  emblem  of  peace,  chiefly  because  it 
had  become,  both  in  Greece  and  Italy,  the  fa¬ 
vorite  tree  to  mark  the  limits  of  landed  proper¬ 
ty,  probably  on  account  of  its  almost  imperisha¬ 
ble  durability.  That  it  had  become  a  symbol  of 
conciliation  is  shown  by  a  fine  in  “  The  Frogs,” 
where  Bacchos  warns  .^schylus :  “It  will  be 
all  right  provided  your  anger  does  not  transport 
you  beyond  the  olives.  ”  Virgil  calls  the  olive 
“pacifera.”  The  inhabitants  of  Thebes  ap¬ 


peared  before  the  altars  of  Artemis  with  olive 
boughs,  in  order  to  avert  the  plague.  The  an¬ 
cient  Cistercian  cloister  near  Dantzig  was  named 
Oliva,  as  an  indication  of  peaceful  intent  toward 
the  pagans. 

Many  trees  and  plants,  no  doubt,  acquired 
sanctity  through  patriotic  association,  simply 
because  they  are  characteristic  of  certain  coun¬ 
tries — as  the  banana-tree,  which  an  Otaheitan 
clasped  in  the  Jardin  des  Plantes,  exclaiming, 
“Tree  of  my  country ;”  and  the  heather,  which 
the  Scottish  emigrants  in  Canada  tried  so  long 
to  raise  there.  But  that  the  sacred  respect  for 
trees  has  been  in  great  part  due  to  their  poetic 
symbolism  is  proved  by  the  general  reverence 
which  has  been  attracted  by  the  useless  ever¬ 
greens.  The  Jews  dreaded  Senacherib’s  threat 
to  destroy  the  cedars  of  Lebanon  more  than  all 
other  dangers  from  his  invasion.  The  Holly 
(i.  e.,  holy)  which  invests  our  churches  at  Christ¬ 
mas  was  a  sign  of  the  life  which  preserved  na¬ 
ture  through  all  the  desolations  of  winter  to 
the  ancient  races  of  the  North,  and  was  gath¬ 
ered  into  pagan  temples  to  comfort  the  sylvan 
spirits  during  the  general  death.  It  is  a  singu¬ 
lar  fact  that  it  is  used  by  the  wildest  Indians  of 
the  Pacific  coast  in  their  ceremony  of  Purifica¬ 
tion.  The  Cypress,  of  which,  as  we  learn  from 
the  Bible,  idols  werer  carved,  was  sacred  as  an 
evergreen.  In  the  “  Gulistan”  of  Sadi  it  is 
written:  “They  asked  a  wise  man,  saying, 
‘  Of  the  many  celebrated  trees  which  the  Most 
High  God  has  created  lofty  and  umbrageous, 
they  call  none  azad,  or  free,  excepting  the  cy¬ 
press,  which  bears  no  fruit ;  what  mystery  is  in 
this?’  He  replied,  ‘Each  has  its  appropriate 
produce  and  appointed  season,  during  the  con¬ 
tinuance  of  which  it  is  fresh  and  blooming,  and 
during  its  absence  dry  and  withered  ;  to  neither 
of  which  states  is  the  cypress  exposed,  being  al¬ 
ways  flourishing;  and  of  this  nature  are  the 
Azads,  or  religious  independents.  Fix  not  thy 
heart  on  what  is  transitory ;  for  the  Tigris  will 
continue  to  flow  through  Bagdad  after  the  race 
of  caliphs  is  extinct.  If  thy  hand  have  plenty, 
be  liberal  as  the  date-tree ;  but  if  it  afford  no¬ 
thing  to  give  away,  be  an  azad,  or  free  man, 
like  the  cypress.’”  Mr.  Tylor  found  among 
the  American  Indians  an  aged  cypress  held  sa¬ 
cred  and  loaded  with  offerings.  The  use  of  yew 
and  cypress  to  plant  beside  graves  in  the  East 
meant  unfading  virtues  or  perennial  remem¬ 
brance.  In  Greece  C3q3resses  were  the  daugh¬ 
ters  of  Eteocles,  hated  hy  the  goddesses  they 
rivaled.  Virgil  associates  cypress  with  Sylva- 
nus.  A  beautiful  piece  of  symbolism  existed 
among  the  North  American  Indians  in  their 
early  custom  of  burying  then-  dead  at  the  root 
of  a  young  maple,  whose  leaves  in  autumn  glow 
like  clusters  of  living  embers.  The  word  “yew” 
is  probably  from  the  same  root  as  “ever.” — 
Ang.-Sax.,y/. 

The  compromising  custom  which  the  early 
Christian  missionaries  had  of  adopting  the 
myths  of  the  countries  to  which  they  went,  and 
associating  their  symbols,  after  sprinkling  them 
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with  holy-water,  with  Christianity,  has  raised 
much  difficulty  in  the  path  of  the  archasologist. 
The  Russian  peasant  now  tells  you  that  the 
Aspen  trembles  because  Judas  hung  himself 
upon  it ;  but  his  belief  that  it  is  the  right  wood 
to  lay  upon  a  witch’s  grave  to  keep  him  or  her 
from  riding  abroad  after  death  seems  to  point 
to  some  pre-histofic  potency.  In  Bohemia  asp¬ 
en  is  held  to  be  a  bar  to  thieves,  and  if  planted 
in  fields  it  prevents  the  ravages  of  moles.  As  a 
general  thing,  however,  its  reputation  with  the 
German  peasant  is  not  good.  Its  name  seems 
related  to  aspiro,  and  in  Lithuania  its  name  is 
drehulle  (drebeii,  to  tremble)  ;  and  the  credulous 
explain  its  trembling  by  saying  that  on  one  oc¬ 
casion  when  the  trees  bowed  before  Jesus  the 
haughty  aspen  refused,  and  has  since  trembled 
under  the  curse  he  pronounced  upon  it.  Else¬ 
where  its  unrest  has  made  it  the  symbol  of  the 
Wandering  Jew.  The  reverence  for  the  carob- 
tree  in  the  East  is  not  confined  to  those  who  call 
it  St.  John’s  tree,  in  the  belief  that  its  pods  fur¬ 
nished  his  food  in  the  wilderness.  St.  Patrick 
borrowed,  rather  than  originated,  the  sanctity 
of  the  shamrock  (^Medicago  lupulina),  held  in 
the  hand  of  Hope  among  the  Greeks,  when  he 
illustrated  the  Trinity  in  its  tliree,  or  found 
the  cross  in  its  four,  leaves.*  Josephus  tells 
us  that  the  flaming  busli  in  which  God  ap¬ 
peared  to  Moses  on  Mount  Horeb  was  previ¬ 
ously  sacred.  The  Portuguese  Catholics  have 
almost  denuded  Madeira  of  its  myrtle  groves 
for  saints’  festivals ;  but  we  know  that  the 
myrtle  has  a  sanctity  older  than  any  Christian 
saint.  The  Myrtle  was  sacred  to  Quirinus,  the 
Sabinian  Mars.  Pliny  relates  that  two  myrtles 
stood  for  a  long  time  before  the  old  temple  of 
Quirinus,  one  being  called  the  patrician,  the 
other  the  plebeian,  myrtle.  So  long  as  the 
Senate  had  pre-eminence,  and  the  common  peo¬ 
ple  were  oppressed,  the  former  of  these  flourished 
and  the  latter  withered.  But  when  the  democ¬ 
racy  came  uppermost  the  plebeian  myrtle  grew 
rapidly,  and  the  other  faded  away.  These  two 
myrtles  seem,  however,  to  be  modifications  of 
the  two  laurels  which  stood  before  the  temple 
of  the  Roman  Mars,  and  symbolized,  as  some 
think,  the  union  of  the  Roman  and  Sabine  peo¬ 
ples.  When  this  alhance  was  established,  after 
a  bloody  battle,  the  combatants  are  said  to  have 
cleaned  themselves,  before  the  temple  of  Venus 
Cloacina,  with  branches  of  myrtle.  The  Athe¬ 
nian  magistrate  wore  myrtle  as  his  symbol — 
possibly  on  account  of  its  being  used  to  make 
implements  of  war,  as  mentioned  by  Virgil ;  and 
from  an  emblem  of  Mars  it  became  the  wreath 
of  Aphrodite,  because,  after  coming  out  of  the 
sea,  as  she  sat  drying  her  hair,  she  was  pursued 
by  satyrs,  and  found  refuge  in  a  myrtle  thicket. 
The  bona  dea.  Fauna,  is  said  to  have  been  beat¬ 
en  with  myrtle  branches  by  Faunus,  an  evident 
symbol  of  fertility.  The  poets  also  related  that 

*  In  an  old  edition  of  Camden  it  is  said  that  the 
Irish,  in  their  flight,  took  shamrocks  from  the  streams 
and  ate  them,  which  looks  as  if  the  plant  they  origin- 
aliy  called  by  that  name  was  the  water-cress. 


the  most  beautiful  and  most  persecuted  virgin 
in  Attica  was  changed  into  a  myrtle-tree.  As¬ 
sociated  thus  with  beauty,  procreation,  sorrow, 
and  war,  it  became  the  prize  of  medieval  chiv¬ 
alry,  and  is  retained  as  the  bridal  wreath  in 
Germany  to  this  day.  In  some  regions  it  is  the 
funeral  wreath  also,  as  in  Bohemia,  where  it  is 
said  that  the  myrtle  will  wither  or  flourish  as  it 
is  a  bridal  or  a  funeral  wreath  that  is  taken  from 
it.  In  the  far  East  it  is  still  held  sacred.  The 
Jews  gather  it  for  their  Feast  of  Tabernacles. 
The  Arabs  have  a  legend  that  when  Adam  was 
driven  out  of  Paradise  he  was  permitted  to  take 
with  him  three  things — “  the  myrtle,  which  is 
the  chief  of  sweet-scented  flowers  in  this  world  ; 
an  ear  of  wheat,  which  is  the  chief  of  all  kinds 
of  food  ;  and  dates,  which  are  the  chief  of  the 
fruits.”  In  Prussia  it  is  held  by  the  supersti¬ 
tious  to  be  an  evil  omen  for  a  bride  or  a  maid 
to  plant  myrtle ;  but  three  leaves  eaten  from  a 
bridal  wreath  is  held  to  cure  any  fever. 

The  subtile  sympathy  which  Nathaniel  Haw¬ 
thorne  felt  between  the  ash-trees  in  front  of  his 
Old  Manse  at  Concord  and  his  own  sombre  gen¬ 
ius  might,  if  analyzed,  reveal  to  us  the  secret 
of  the  spell  which  the  Asii  has  exercised  on 
the  human  imagination  from  the  earliest  times. 
The  Greeks  called  this  tree,  Daubeny  thinks, 
’Apia,  which  would  relate  it  to  ’Aptjg,  Mars — who 
was  the  god  of  agriculture  before  he  was  the 
god  of  war — and  also  to  apin),  virtue.  Its  En¬ 
glish  name  has  certainly  a  curious  identity  with 
that  which  in  Syria  means  “  the  fire  of  the  sun,” 
and  appears  in  Asia — “  th^  sun-burnt  land.” 
In  Genesis,  iii.  12,  it  is  the  name  given  to  man 
as  one  formed  of  dust  and  ashes.  As/iel  in  He¬ 
brew  means  a  sacred  tree;  and  Assyria  repre¬ 
sents  Ashera,  a  sacred  grove.  Though  the 
wwd,  as  it  comes  to  us,  is  from  the  Anglo-Sax¬ 
on  cEsc  (O.  N.,  askr ;  Swd.-Dan.,  asks  High 
Germ.,  ascii),  it  is  difficult  not  to  imagine  that 
it  has  some  distant  relation  to  the  Ash  of  the 
East,  which,  from  being  a  sacred  tree  or  gi'ove, 
became,  under  various  modifications,  a  name  for 
the  deity  among  sun-worshiping  races.  There  is 
an  Arthurian  legend  that  the  knights,  when  very 
cold,  found  to  their  delight  that  the  ash  would 
burn  readily  while  green  ;  and  it  is  possible  that 
this  combustible  character  of  the  tree  led  to  its 
early  association  with  fire  and  the  sun.  In 
regions  where  the  Arthurian  legends  are  very 
strong,  as  in  Somersetshire,  the  “ashen  fagot”  is 
prominently  included  in  the  Christmas  customs, 
there  being  a  superstition  that  misfortune  will 
overtake  the  house  in  which  it  is  not  annually 
burned.  It  is  common  to  hear  the  claim  that 
the  fagot  has  been  burned  in  this  or  that  house 
for  so  many  centuries.  At  Taunton  there  is  an 
annual  “Ash  Fagot  Ball.”  The  fagot  is  hound 
with  three  withes,  which  are  severally  chosen  to 
represent  them  by  the  young  people  present — the 
first  withe  that  breaks  in  the  fire  signifying  that 
they  who  selected  it  will  he  the  first  to  be  mar¬ 
ried.  The  ordinary  Christmas  log  is  a  modifi¬ 
cation  of  the  ash  fagot.  It  is  probable  that  the 
I  association  of  the  ash  with  King  Arthur  grew 
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out  of  its  dedication  to  the  gods  of  strife,  its 
Latin  name,  /faxinus  (lance),  indicating  its  use 
in  making  weapons. 

Most  of  the  surviving  superstitions  concern¬ 
ing  the  ash  may  be  traced  to  the  great  Ash 
Ygdrasill — the  Tree  of  the  Universe.  In  the 
carvings  of  many  old  churches,  especially  in 
Elanders,  one  may  trace  this  tree  and  its  con¬ 
comitant  symbols- — the  eagle,  squirrel,  etc. — 
which  is  usually  said  to  represent  the  Tree  of 
Knowledge.  Although  Ygdrasill  was  certain¬ 
ly  an  ash,  there  is  some  reason  to  think  that, 
through  the  confluence  of  races  and  their  tradi¬ 
tions,  other  sacred  trees  blended  with  it.  Thus, 
while  the  ash  bears  no  fruit,  the  Eddas  describe 
the  stars  as  the  fruit  of  Ygdrasill.  This,  with 
the  fact  that  the  serpent  is  coiled  around  its 
root,  and  the  name  Midgard — i.  e.,  “midst  of 
the  garden” — suggest  that  the  apple-tree  of 
Eden  may  have  been  grafted  on  the  great  ash. 
There  is  a  chapel  near  Coblenz  where  a  tree  is 
pictured  with  several  of  the  distinctive  symbols 
of  Ygdrasill,  while  on  it  the  forbidden  fruit  is 
represented  partly  open,  disclosing  a  death’s- 
head.  The  serpent  is  coiled  around  the  tree’s 
foot.  When  Christian  ideas  prevailed  more 
completely,  and  the  Norse  deities  were  trans¬ 
formed  to  witches,  the  ash  was  supposetl  to 
be  their  favorite  tree.  Erom  it  they  plucked 
branches  on  which  to  ride  through  the  air.  In 
Oldenburg  there  is  a  superstition  that  the  ash 
appears  without  its  red  buds  on  St.  John’s  Day, 
because  the  witches  eat  them  the  night  before 
on  their  way  to  the  orgies  of  Walpurgisnacht. 
Various  popular  superstitions  are  connected 
with  the  tree  in  Germany.  No  snake  can  live 
for  a  moment  under  it.  To  rub  the  body  with 
it  cures  rheumatism,  provided  the  branch  has 
been  plucked  before  sqnrise  by  one  approaching 
it  backward — a  notion  found  in  Erzgebirge  ; 
and  it  is  also  said  that  a  carriage  whose  axle  is 
of  ash  will  go  more  swiftly  than  any  other. 

The  Sorb  (^Sorbus  auciiparia),  commonly  call¬ 
ed  ash,  derived  its  sanctity  from  the  legend  that 
it  once  saved  Thor’s  life.  It  was  when  he  was 
wading  the  river  Vimur  that  the  god,  in  danger 
of  being  swept  away,  grasped  this  bush,  and  aft¬ 
erward  the  proverb  ran,  “The  sorb  is  Thor’s 
salvation.”  Eor  some  generations  after  the  vi¬ 
olent  conversion  of  the  North  by  Olaf  to  Chris¬ 
tianity,  it  rvas  common  in  Scandinavian  coun¬ 
tries  to  cut  every  staff  from  this  tree,  and  to 
have  a  bit  of  its  wood  in  the  hull  of  every  ship, 
since  the  Thunderer  would  never  direct  any 
bolt  against  the  tree  which  had  saved  him.  In 
the  same  regions  it  is  held  by  some  still  to  be 
a  charm  against  formidable  clouds  ;  and  there  is 
a  proverb  that  to  strew  ash  branches  in  a  field 
on  Ash-Wednesday  is  equal  to  three  days’  rain 
and  three  days’  sun.  In  Suabia  it  is  said  to  be 
a  good  treatment  for  wounds  to  insert  a  bit  of 
ash  in  them,  and  then  bury  the  twig  where 
neither  sun  nor  moon  can  shine  upon  the  spot. 

As  the  Kowan  the  sorb  appears  still  invested 
with  the  most  vigorous  superstitions  remaining 
in  the  Scottish  Highlands.  The  “  rowan-cross” 
You.  XLI.-No.  245.-47 


may  be  sometimes  seen  over  the  door,  and  the 
milkmaid  may  occasionally  be  seen  taking  it 
with  her  to  keep  otf  the  witches  which  are  said 
to  enter  cows  and  make  them  unruly.  An  old 
rhyme  of  Scotland  runs  : 

“Black  buggie,  cammer  bead, 

Kowan-tree,  and  red-thread, 

Put  the  witches  to  their  speed." 

It  was  for  a  long  time  a  custom  at  Strathspey 
to  make  large  hoops  of  rowan  and  drive  the  cat¬ 
tle  through  them.  The  word  rowan,  which  has 
occasioned  perplexity  to  etymologists,  is  not  im¬ 
probably  related  to  rune,  an  old  phrase  of  en¬ 
chantment  which  has  been  traced  to  the  San¬ 
scrit  rn,  to  whisper  (whence  run-stafa  and  buch- 
stfi/),  and  is  preserved  in  the  old  word  used 
by  Dryden,  “to  round,”  in  the  sense  to  whis¬ 
per  mysteriously.  It  was  on  this  wood  that 
“  mines”  were  written,  whence  it  was  called 
“rountree;”  but  why  that  wood  was  selected 
has  not  been  explained.  There  is  good  reason 
to  believe  that  the  rowan  was  held  sacred  in 
Druidical  times,  it  being  often  found  near  the 
megalithic  monuments  under  circumstances  in¬ 
dicating  that  it  had  been  planted  there.  I 
learn  from  Mr.  Jon  Hjaltalin,  a  careful  scholar 
in  Scandinavian  antiquities,  that  in  his  own 
country,  Iceland,  the  chief  tree-superstition  re¬ 
lates  to  the  sorb.  It  is  there  said  that  when 
innocent  persons  have  been  put  to  death  it  will 
spring  up  over  their  graves.  On  Christmas- 
eve  lights  will  emanate  from  it  which  nothing 
can  put  out.  It  must  not  be  used  for  fuel, 
else  those  who  surround  the  fire  will  become 
enemies.  It  must  not  be  used  in  building  a 
house,  else  no  woman  can  be  safely  delivered 
of  a  child  in  it.  If  used  in  a  ship,  the  effect  is 
just  the  reverse  of  that  once  ascribed  to  it  in 
other  Northern  .countries  :  the  vessel  will  sink, 
unless  indeed  juniper  be  used  in  the  same. 
Reyner  (sorb)  and  einir  (juniper)  are,  say  the 
Icelanders,  great  enemies,  and  if  they  be  plant¬ 
ed  each  on  the  opposite  side  of  a  tree  they  will 
split  it ;  and  if  both  be  kept  in  the  same  house, 
the  house  will  be  burned.* 

Mannhardt  gives  many  curious  instances  of 


*  In  Iceland  there  are  so  few  trees  that  most  of  the 
superstitions  are  represented  by  stones.  The  plant- 
superstitions  which  exist  are  somewhat  peculiar.  The 
blodeik  (blood-oak)  will  cause  a  ship  built  of  it  to  be 
lost.  S?lja  {Salix  caproicC),  if  kept  in  a  house,  prevents 
people  from  expiring,  but  also  prevents  safe  child¬ 
birth.  If  a  wound  be  received  in  cutting  it,  it  will  not 
easily  heal.  Lasagras  (herb  of  locks,  Paris  quaxlri- 
yiora)  will  open  auy  lock.  Marinstakker  {Alohemilla 
vulgaris)  gives  quiet  sleep  if  placed  under  the  pillow. 
Elskugras  (love-grass,  Satyrium  alhidum)  has  a  mas¬ 
culine  and  a  feminine  root ;  the  lover  who  puts  one 
of  these  under  the  pillow  of  the  beloved  secretly,  and 
the  other  under  his  or  her  own,  will  obtain  the  re¬ 
quital  of  love.  Mjadnrt  (Spircea  idmaria),  if  taken 
on  St.  John’s  Day,  will,  if  put  in  water,  reveal  a  thief; 
it  will  float  if  the  thief  be  a  woman,  sink  if  it  be  a 
man.  Thieves  are  also  revealed  by  freyngras,  which 
Is  steeped  in  water  three  nights  and  placed  under  the 
pillow' :  the  thief  W'ill  be  seen  in  a  dream.  Lakjasoley 
{Caltha  palustris),  if  taken  witli  certain  ceremonies 
and  borne  about,  will  prevent  the  bearer  from  having 
an  angry  word  spoken  to  him.  Sortulyng  {Arbutus 
uvanroi)  will  keep  off  ghosts. 
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the  sui’vival  of  rowan-tree  superstitions  in  Ger¬ 
many  and  Scandinavia.  Its  leaves  are  regard¬ 
ed  as  remedial  in  diseases  of  the  back,  and  its 
wood  furnishes  the  best  yoke  to  keep  bulls 
quiet.  In  Norway,  Denmark,  and  North  Ger¬ 
many,  branches  of  it  are  put  over  stables  to 
prevent  flying  dragons  entering  them.  Rutter 
comes  easily  if  the  churn  be  of  rowan  wood. 
In  Westphalia  the  herdsman  cuts,  with  one 
stroke,  a  young  sorb  on  which  the  sun  has  that 
day  shone,  and  with  it  strokes  his  cow  on 
back,  hip,  and  udder— exorcisms  being  intoned 
— and  the  cow  is  named.  By  that  means  the 
animal  will  give  plenty  of  milk,  especially  if  she 
be  fed  on  sorb  occasionally.  The  custom  is 
also  Swedish  and  Esthonian.  On  the  Swedish 
islands  there  is  a  fungus  called  by  the  inhabit¬ 
ants  witches’  dung  (trull-skid).  If  it  be  put 
into  a  hole  in  a  rowan  stick,  sealed  up,  and  the 
stick  burned,  the  witch  will  become  ill,  and  can 
only  become  well  again  by  coming  to  ask  for 
some  bread-and-milk  at  the  house.  In  Bohe¬ 
mia  it  is  said  that  if  a  gun  will  not  shoot  well 
it  should  be  washed  with  a  decoction  of  rowan 
leaves.  In  Sweden,  where  Thor’s  fondness  for 
beer  is  well  known,  vessels  for  beer  are  made  of 
sorb.  On  one  of  the  Orkneys  is  an  old  rowan 
sacred  to  Thor,  and  the  peasants  hold  that  the 
Norwegian’  empire  would  cease  if  a  branch  of 
that  tree  should  be- carried  off. 

It  is  remarkable  that  while  the  sanctity  of  this 
same  species  of  tree  is  found  in  India,  where  it 
is  reverenced  as  nimbu  {Melia  azodai-acta)^  a 
a  kind  of  manna-ash,*  they  should  have  an  ex¬ 
actly  similar  method  of  making  cows  give  milk 
as  that  found  in  the  North,  but  associated  with 
another  tree  altogether.  There  is  a  passage  in 
the  Vedas  which  prescribes  that  the  co^v  be 
stroked  thrice  with  rods  of  the  a^vastha,  and 
the  Hindoo  herdsman  touches  the  cow  just  as 
the  Scandinavian  does.  In  Normandy  the  rod 
is  hazel,  but  the  procedure  is  identical. 

The  mantle  of  the  ash  seems  to  hare  fallen 
in  Germany  upon  the  Linden,  which  surrounds 
so  many  churches.  The  Sclavonians,  after  the 
Greeks,  who  named  it  (fiXipa,  regarded  it  as  the 
habitation-tree  of  the  goddess  of  love.  In  Scla- 
vonian  countries,  indeed,  the  linden  enjoyed  a 
reputation  equal  to  that  of  the  oak  among  the 
Germans.  There  are  various  indications  that 
the  sanctity  of  the  linden  in  Germany  is  com¬ 
paratively  modern,  and  derived  from  the  Rus¬ 
sians.  Leipsic,  for  instance,  is  really  Lipsk,  the 
Sclavonic  name  for  linden.  (The  word  means 
“gentle.”)  In  Germany  linden  wood  was  chief¬ 
ly  used  for  carving  images  of  saints,  and  the 
oldest  “Marienbild”  on  the  Nonnenburg,  that 
of  Salzburg,  is  carved  from  it.  There  is  a 
general  superstition  that  the  linden -tree  is 


*  The  word  manna  is  said  to  he  from  the  Hebrew 
man  hu,  “what  is  this?”  The  question  is  as  difficult 
to  answer  now  as  when  the  Israelites  found  it.  That 
which  is  now  called  manna  by  the  Arabs  is  a  gum 
from  the  tarfa,  or  tamarisk  shrub  {Tamarix  gallica) ; 
but  it  has  been  supposed  to  have  been  the  buds  of 
various  shrubs,  many  of  them  of  the  sorbus  species. 


never  struck  by  lightning,  and  that  it  will  pro¬ 
tect  the  house  near  which  it  is  planted  from 
both  lightning  and  witches.  Under  this  tree 
Siegfried,  the  hero  of  the  Niebelungen  Lied, 
was  laid,  for  it  was  regarded  as  the  tree  of  the 
resurrection.  A  large  linden  stands  over  the 
grave  of  Klopstock  at  Ottensen,  in  Holstein. 
In  the  cpmetery  at  Annaburg  there  stands  a 
venerable  linden  under  which  every  year  a  ser¬ 
mon  on  the  resun-ection  is  delivered.  In  the 
earlier  ages  of  Germany  judgments  were  pro¬ 
nounced  under  holy  lindens. 

The  child  who,  fortunate  enough  to  get  hold 
of  the  original  version  of  Cinderella,  sympa¬ 
thizes  with  poor  Ashputtel  as  she  sits  under  the 
Hazel,  saying, 

“Shake,  shake,  hazel-tree, 

Gold  and  silver  over  me,” 

and  glows  with  delight  as  the  bird  alights  with 
all  that  is  desirable,  is  catching  the  faint  echo 
of  a  profound  faith  which  once  held  the  hazel 
to  he  in  the  secret  of  all  the  treasures  of  the 
earth.  The  name  of  the  divining-rod  tree 
might  be  traced,  did  the  Aryan  philologers 
permit,  from  the  Syrian  word  hazeh,  signifying 
sleepy  or  hazy,  enchantments  being  generally 
shown  in  that  effect.  To  haze  is  to  mystify, 
and  the  name  suggests  that  the  miserable  prac¬ 
tice  of  “  hazing,”  which  still  disgraces  some 
of  our  schools,  may  be  a  degenerate  pagan 
rite.  (The  schoolmaster’s  rod  used  sometimes 
to  be  of  hazel  too.)  Groves  of  hazel,  or  of  elm, 
which  thence  may  have  been  called  witch-hazel, 
were  frequently  chosen  by  the  Saxons  for  their 
temples,  the  hazel  being  one  of  Thor’s  trees, 
and  considered  an  embodiment  of  lightning.  A 
rod  of  it  was  for  a  long  time  hung  up  in  Bava¬ 
rian  court-rooms  as  a  symbol  of  authority,  and 
from  it  was  also  made  the  officer’s  baton  in 
the  same  country.  Hazel-nuts  are  frequently 
planted  in  old  German  graves.  Branches  of 
hazel  were  hung  up  in  orchards  as  a  protection 
of  fruit  trees  against  lightning.  So  deep  was 
the  faith  of  the  people  in  the  relation  of  this 
tree  to  the  thunder  god,  tliat  the  Catholics 
adopted  and  sanctioned  it  by  a  legend  one  ma:y 
still  hear  in  Bavaria,  that  on  their  flight  into 
Egypt  the  Holy  Eamily  took  refuge  under  it 
from  a  storm.  Many  peasants  carry  a  sprig 
about  with  them  as  a  charm  against  lightning. 
The  East  Prussians  cut  a  green  hazel  stick  in 
the  spring,  and,  when  the  first  thunder  comes, 
make  a  cross  with  it  over  every  heap  of  grain, 
believing  the  corn  may  thereby  be  kept  pure  for 
many  years.  In  Switzerland  it  is  thought  to 
protect  horses  from  all  manner  of  illnesses,  if 
their  oats  be  stirred  with  a  hazel  stick,  which, 
however,  one  must  cut  standing  backward,  and 
while  the  church  bells  are  ringing.  In  Bohe¬ 
mia  the  cure  of  fever  is  as  follows :  A  hazel 
stick  must  be  bought  without  bargaining  ;  or  it 
may  also  be  broken  from  the  woods  before  sun¬ 
rise  ;  then  it  must  be  laid  in  the  corner  of 
the  church,  and  three  paternosters  and  three 
aves  said.  He  who  takes  the  stick  away  will 
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have  the  fever,  and  can  only  get  rid  of  it  by 
breaking  the  same  into  three  pieces.  The 
priests  used  it  on  Palm-Sunday  for  an  aspers- 
ory.  In  South  Bavaria  it  is  cut  on  Palm-Sun- 
day  to  make  handles  for  whips  to  diive  cat¬ 
tle,  and  is  supposed  to  he  potent  in  driving 
away  the  demons  to  which  the  antics  of  flocks 
are  ascribed.  These  whips  are  in  some  regions 
first  sprinkled  with  milk.  They  are  hung  up 
in  cattle- stalls  against  “possessions.”  Three 
pins  made  of  hazel  wood  stuck  in  the  beams 
of  a  house  will  prevent  its  catching  fire.  In 
Bohemia  it  is  said  that  one  who  bears  hazel 
about  him,  cut  at  12  o’clock  on  Walpurgis  night, 
will  never  fall  into  any  hole.  A  rod  cut  in 
Suabia,  on  Good-Priday  or  on  St.  John’s  Eve- — • 
at  midnight — in  North  Germany,  enables  the 
possessor  of  it  to  strike  an  absent  person.  In 
Bohemia  and  Westphalia  it  is  believed  that 
where  hazel-nuts  abound  there  will  be  many 
illegitimate  children.  In  Silesia  young  men 
and  girls  throw  hazel-nuts  at  each  other  at 
a  wedding-feast.  If  one  find  a  nut  with  two 
kernels,  ’tis  a  sign  of  speedy  marriage.  In  the 
Middle  Ages  the  nuts  of  all  trees  were  symbols 
of  fruitfulness,  and  it  is  an  old  German  custom 
to  present  them,  with  apples,  to  young  brides. 
The  superstitions  concerning  the  divining-rod, 
referable  to  the  caduceus  of  Mercury,  bear  traces 
also  of  having  been  christened.  In  Suabia  and 
the  Tyrol  it  is  said  they  must  be  cut  on  Good- 
Eriday ;  in  Bohemia  on  a  Sunday  of  the  new 
moon  before  sunset ;  but  generally,  in  other 
countries,  on  the  midnight  before  St.  John’s 
Day.  It  must  be  hidden,  according  to  the  tra¬ 
ditions  of  the  Hartz  and  Brandenburg,  in  the 
dress  in  which  some  child  has  been  christened, 
and  one  must  baptize  the  rod  in  the  name  of 
the  three  Holy  Kings — or  in  the  name  of  Cas¬ 
par,  if  it  be  gold,  of  Balthasar,  if  silver,  of  Mel¬ 
chior,  if  water,  that  the  rod  is  meant  to  discov¬ 
er.  Along  mth  this  Christian  performance  are 
mingled  pagan  incantations  and  observances. 
In  cutting  it  one  must  go  backward  and,  draw¬ 
ing  it  only  between  his  legs,  cut  it  before  him. 
In  the  Tyrol  it  is  added,  one  must  cut  it  only 
with  a  knife  never  before  used.  In  Bohemia  it 
is  held  that  it  must  not  bo  touched  before  the 
cutting  with  the  naked  hand,  but  a  white  hand¬ 
kerchief  must  be  wrapped  around  the  hand. 
The  nearer  it  can  be  cut  in  the  semblance  of 
the  human  figure  the  better ;  at  any  rate,  it 
must  be  forked ;  and  it  is  held  by  the  two  legs 
for  purposes  of  divination.  The  rod  is  sup¬ 
posed  to  sink  suddenly  when  near  treasures, 
and  is  held  not  only  to  discover  things  in  the 
earth,  but  secrets  in  men,  thieves,  murderers, 
etc.  The  persistency  of  the  belief  in  the  po¬ 
tency  of  the  divining-rod  is  singular.  Mr. 
Lesley,  an  able  geologist  of  Pennsylvania,  who 
has  much  to  do  in  examining  the  petrolean 
regions  of  that  State,  declares,  in  his  very 
valuable  work,  “Masii  Origin  and  Destiny,” 
that  “  Of  ten  or  twelve  thousand  wells  bored 
during  the  last  eight  years  in  the  Venango 
County  oil  region  in  Pennsylvania,  a  thousand 


(more  or  less)  were  located  by  diviners  with  a 
divining-rod ;  or  with  a  pendulum  made  of  a 
deer-skin  bag  inclosing  a  ball  of  musk  ;  or  by 
spiritualists  falling  into  trances  and  executing- 
spasmodic  evolutions  when  they  felt  the  influ¬ 
ence  of  the  spot  to  be  selected.”  It  is  also 
said  that  truffles,  relished  by  modern  as  much 
as  they  were  by  ancient  Greeks,  are  by  them 
hunted  with  divining-rods.  In  a  lecture  de¬ 
livered  at  the  Royal  Institution  last  year,  Mr. 
Tylor  showed  the  resemblance  between  the 
spiritualistic  implement  called  “Planchette” 
and  a  divining-needle,  pointing  to  cabalistic 
signs,  used  by  the  Tartars.  Both  are  certainly 
modifications  of  the  divining-rod,  and  it  would 
be  interesting  to  know  whether  any  particular 
wood  is  generally  employed  by  the  Tartars  for 
their  oracle. 

The  Willow  holds,  in  popular  siqierstitions, 
an  equivocal  reputation.  The  weeping-willow 
presents  in  its  name,  Salix  bahylonica,  an  al¬ 
lusion  to  the  sorrows  of  Israel  when  they  hung 
their  harps  on  the  willows.  The  sisters  of 
Phaeton,  bewailing  his  death  on  the  shores  of 
Eridanus,  were  changed  into  willows.  And  the 
sad  pendent  branches  have  told  their  story  to 
the  heroine  of  Lammermoor,  who  holds  the 
willow  branch  given  by  her  brother;  and  to 
Desdemona,  when  she  sings  : 

“All  a  green  willow  must  be  my  garland.” 

When  Pentecost  feast  is  over  the  Samlander 
sets  up  a  tent  of  willows  before  his  home.  At 
an  early  period  it  was  common  in  Bavaria  to 
surround  the  sick  with  willow.  In  many  coun¬ 
tries — England  among  others — it  was  selected, 
because  it  flowered  just  before  Easter,  to  furnish 
a  substitute  for  palms  on  Palin-Sunday,  willow 
branches  that  had  been  thus  used  being  regarded 
as  of  great  virtue. 

“And  willow  branches  hallow, 

Which  they  jialmes  do  use  to  call.” 

On  the  other  hand,  we  find  in  Bohemia  the  belief 
that  it  was  the  tree  on  which  Judas  hung  him¬ 
self,  and  accordingly  that  the  devil  has  given 
it  a  particular  attraction  for  suicides  ;  also,  that 
a  child  flogged  with  a  switch  of  it  will  waste 
away.  In  East  Prussia  one  still  meets  with 
the  belief  that  it  gives  birth  to  serpents.  In 
Hesse  it  is  held  that  with  knots  tied  in  willow 
one  may  slay  a  distant  enemy.  In  Baireuth 
the  girls  go  at  Easter  midnight  to  a  fountain, 
silently,  and  without  being  seen  ;  into  the  water 
they  throw  little  willow  rings,  each  named  for 
a  person;  whose  ring  sinks  first  will  die  first.. 
Willows  are  also  attractive  to  witches.  In 
Oldenburg  it  is  said  that,  if  a  woman  would  be¬ 
come  a  witch,  she  must  sit  down  with  another 
witch  under  a  willow,  and  renounce  God  and 
the  saints  thus : 

“Hier  sitte  ick  uunern  WOlgen 
TJn  versware  Gott  un  alle  Hillgen.” 

After  which  she  must  write  her  name  with  her 
own  blood  in  a  book.  The  willow  is  often  used 
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to  transfer  toothache,  etc.,  in  the  same  way  as 
the  oak.  In  Bohemia  ninety-nine  leaves  from 
ninety-nine  willows,  dried  and  taken  in  three 
powders,  are  a  remedy  for  fever.  In  the  Voigt- 
land  toothache  is  cured  by  spitting  five  times 
on  a  yellow  willow,  and  making  five  knots  in 
a  branch  of  it.  The  toothache  ends  when  the 
branch  withers.  In  a  few  places  willow  is  used 
to  make  divining-rods. 

The  superstitions  concerning  the  Palm  {Phcc- 
nix  dactijUfera  of  Linnseus)  would  require  a 
volume  for  their  treatment.  It  is  to  Arabia 
what  the  holy  fig  is  to  India.  To  the  Mo¬ 
hammedan  the  date-palm  is  sacred  as  the  fruit 
which  Adam  was  suffered  to  bring  with  him  out 
of  Eden ;  by  the  Christian  all  palms  are  revered, 
as  having  furnished  the  leaves  which  were 
strewn  in  the  path  of  the  Messiah.  In  Syria  its 
name,  Tamar  (Ezekiel,  xlvii.  Solomon  calls  it 
Tadinor'),  became  a  generic  term  for  river- 
streams,  of  whose  proximity  it  was  a  sign  ;  and 
some  have  even  traced  to  that  word  the  names 
of  the  river  Tamaro  in  Italy,  the  Tamar  of 
Cornwall,  and  the  Thames.  Robinson  identi¬ 
fies  the  Gapapii  of  Ptolemy  as  the  palm ;  but 
the  usual  Greek  name  for  it  was  0otvi?,  front  its 
association  with  Phcenicia.  That  the  mythical 
bird,  phenix,  bore  the  same  name,  suggests  the 
possibility  that  the  myth  might  have  arisen  from 
the  springing  of  new  plumage-like  leaves  from 
the  faded  ones.  The  temple  of  Sais,  in  Egypt, 
was  decorated  with  palm,  and  it  is  now  used  in 
Assyrian  temples.  (Cf.  2  Maccabees,  x.  7 ;  2Es- 
dras,  ii.  44-47.)  In  Heliopolis,  where  the  phenix 
myth  had  its  greatest  strength,  it  was  said  that 
when,  at  the  end  of  five  hundred  years,  the 
bird  came  to  burn  and  renew  itself,  the  altar 
was  kindled  with  thorn  and  live  sulphur,,  no 
mention  being  made  of  palm.  In  some  dis¬ 
tricts  of  the  East  the  date-palm  has  been  re¬ 
garded  as  the  tree  of  the  forbidden  fruit  in  Par¬ 
adise  ;  and  it  may  be  noted  that  the  coat  of 
arms  of  the  State  of  South  Carolina  is  a  palmet¬ 
to  with  a  serpent  twined  around  it — a  device,  I 
believe,  of  Spanish  origin,  so  far  as  that  State  is 
concerned,  and  not  impossibly  a  relic  of  the 
Palmers.  As  the  traditional  tree  whose  branch¬ 
es  sweetened  the  bitter  waters  of  Marah,  as  the 
festal  boughs  of  the  Feast  of  Tabernacles,  as 
the  title — “  City  of  Palms” — of  the  valley  which 
was  shown  to  Moses  from  the  top  of  Pisgah, 
the  palm  became  to  the  Jews  an  emblem  of  vic¬ 
tory  worthy  to  greet  the  entry  of  Jesus  into  Je¬ 
rusalem,  and  to  be  held  in  the  hands  of  saints 
amidst  the  splendors  of  the  New  Jerusalem. 
.The  glory  of  Judiea  seems  to  have  taken  its 
palms  with  it.  The  last  palm  in  Jericho  disap¬ 
peared  some  years  back,  and  there  are  few,  if 
any,  in  the  country.  The  trunks  of  them  are 
sometimes  washed  up  from  the  Dead  Sea. 

In  Germany  the  might  of  the  Wild  Huntsman 
wa?  conquered  by  a  leaf  of  palm.*  The  water 


*  In  this  and  most  of  the  cases  following  the  tree 
used  is  that  which  has  been  consecrated  instead  of  the 
Oriental  palm,  ordinarily  the  willow. 


demons  are  especially  in  terror  of  it — which 
seems  to  point  to  its  potency  over  the  Marah 
spring ;  and,  in  this  connection,  it  may  be  men¬ 
tioned  that  in  ancient  Rome  palm  was  steeped  in 
wine  to  sweeten  it.  In  Sclavonian  regions  it  is 
supposed  to  be  especially  endowed  on  Easter- 
day,  and  will  secure  the  field  in  which  it  is  then 
planted  'from  injury  by  bad  weather.  In  Ger¬ 
many  it  is  naturally  the  chief  banner  of  Palm- 
Stinday,  on  which  day — like  the  mistletoe  before 
it — there  is  hardly  any  good  result  that  may  not 
be  secured  by  it.  In  Southern  Germany  one  may 
sometimes  meet  with  the  superstition  that  if  as 
many  Easter  palms  as  there  are  members  of  a 
family  be  thrown  on  a  coal-fire,  each  with  a 
name  on  it,  he  or  she  whose  leaf  burns  first  will 
die  first.  In  Bavaria  one  who,  during  an 
eclipse  of  the  sun,  throws  an  offering  of  palm 
with  crumbs  on  the  fire  will  never  be  harmed 
or  annoyed  by  working  or  w'alking  in  the  sun. 

In  a  storm  palm  switches  laid  cross-wise  on 
the  table  procure  safety.  In  Silesia  three  bits 
of  palm  swallowed  are  supposed  to  cure  fever. 

In  Bohemia  the  charm  against  fleas  is  this : 
During  Fassion-week  put  a  leaf  of  palm  behind 
a  picture  of  the  Virgin ;  at  the  first  stroke  of 
the  resurrection-bell — i.  e.,  on  Easter  morning — 
take  down  the  leaf,  swing  it  thrice,  saying, 
“Depart,  all  animals  without  bones!”  There 
will  be  no  more  fleas  in  the  house  for  that  year. 

It  is  equally  good  against  field-mice,  if  laid 
cross-wise,  with  an  egg,  in  the  afflicted  field  hy 
night.  The  Suahians  put  it  for  the  same  ob¬ 
ject  in  their  granaries.  In  many  regions  palms 
are  thrown  on  the  fire  on  All-Souls’  Day  for  the 
poor  souls  tliat  are  on  that  day  freed  from  purga¬ 
tory. 

The  PorLAE  has  been  thought  by  some  to  have 
derived  its  name  from  pappehi — “  the  pampered 
tree” — by  others  from  being  the  tree  near  which 
the  populus  of  Rome  assembled,  which  would 
bring  it  nearer  papeln,  to  babble  ;  and  it  is  cu¬ 
rious  that  the  place  in  Athens  where  the  taxes 
were  let  out  to  the  farmers  of  the  revenue 
should  have  been  called  Leuke,  because  of  a 
venerable  poplar  (Atuic?))  which  stood  there. 
This  was  the  white  poplar  (Theoph.),  and  cor¬ 
responds  with  ’Axfpojic,  the  lofty  tree  alluded  to 
in  the  Iliad,  xiii.  389.  This  name  is  from 
Acheron,  whence  Hercules  was  said  to  have 
brought  it.  The  black  poplar  is  the  aiyupog  of 
Homer  (Odyssey,  ix.  141),  the  word  also  indi¬ 
cating  that  it  bore  the  shades  of  the  nether 
world  upon  it.  The  grove  of  Academus,  near 
Athens,  was  a  poplar  avenue.  It  was  sacred  to 
Hercules,  “populus  Alcidoe  gratissima.”  A 
well-known  Phoenician  legend  concerning  Her¬ 
cules  relates  that,  when  suffering  from  a  ser¬ 
pent’s  bite,  he  sailed  west,  in  obedience  to  an 
oracle,  to  find  a  certain  plant  which  would  cure 
him.  The  plant  was  found  at  Gades  (Cadiz), 
the  cure  effected,  and  the  Pillars  of  Hercules 
raised  to  commemorate^-the  event.  The  tree, 
the  serpent,  and  the  two  pillars,  constituted  a 
device  on  the  coins  of  Tyre,  and  are  partly  pre¬ 
served  to  this  day  in  the  dollar-mark.  If,  as  is 
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probable,  the  poplar  was  the  healing  tree  meant 
in  this  fable,  the  strong  belief  of  the  Bohemian 
peasantry  that  the  white  poplar  is  an  antidote  to 
the  poison  of  serpents  is  a  significant  fact. 

Grimm  mentions  the  superstitions  concerning 
the  Alder  in  Bohemia,  where  it  is  an  omen  of 
evil  to  cut  it  down.  It  prevents  the  ravages  of 
moles,  and  removes  fevers.  The  legend  of  the 
Erl  (alder)  King,  which  inspired  Goethe’s  bal¬ 
lad,  is  a  well-known  one  under  various  forms 
in  Germany,  though  his  application  of  it  to  the 
alder  is  the  result  of  a  curious  blunder.  In 
Herder’s  “  Stimmen  der  Vdlker,  ”  the  Danish 
word  ellerkonge,  i.  e.,  elfin-king,  was  mistranslat¬ 
ed  erlkbnig,  by  which  Goethe  was  misled.  It 
is  not  improbable,  however,  that  elf  and  ei'l  are 
related  w'ords.  In  Yorkshire  elves  used  to  be 
called  “  addlers,”  probably  because  they  addled 
the  brain.  In  Silesia  and  Erzgebirge  wreaths 
of  alder  are  hung  on  the  house  gables,  on  Good- 
Friday,  to  protect  them  from  lightning. 

The  Birch  is  a  sacred  tree  in  Teutonic  coun¬ 
tries.  In  the  forests  of  Bohemia  its  root  is  car¬ 
ried  about  to  secure  the  bearer  against  attacks 
or  wounds  from  men  or  auimals,  and  is  believed 
also  to  cure  barrenness.  In  Brandenburg  it  is 
used  to  extirpate  caterpillars.  In  the  Oberland 
it  is  planted  before  houses  to  ward  off  lightning. 
In  Oldenburg  bunches  of  birch  found  growing 
on  a  tree  are  called  “  Herennester,”  and  are 
considered  potent  against  the  evil-eye.  In 
East  Prussia  one  expects  to  get  rid  of  a  fever 
by  going  to  a  birch- tree  and  shaking  it,  with 
the  words  :  “  Shake  me  as  I  shake  thee,  and 
then  cease.”  In  Bohemia  the  plan  with  gout 
is  this :  One  must  prick,  on  March  1,  the  limb 
with  a  needle,  and  the  blood  must  be  caught 
with  a  new  piece  of  cloth,  which  is  pul  (no  word 
being  spoken)  under  the  bark  of  a  birch.  If  the 
bark  grows  together  again  the  gout  will  cease. 
The  fasces  of  the  Roman  magistracy  were  made 
of  birch  ;  and  it  may,  from  this  cause,  have 
come  into  the  schoolmaster's  hand  as  the  scep¬ 
tre  of  authority,  and  the  wand  with  which  to 
control  the  spirits  that  sometimes  possess  boys. 
Birch  was  much  used  on  Corpus  Christi  play- 
davs,  and  in  Germany  rods  of  it  so  used  were 
put  in  flax-fields.  Stowe,  speaking  of  London, 
says :  “  On  the  Vigill  of  St.  John  Baptist,  and 
on  St.  Peter  and  Paul  the  Apostles,  every  man’s 
dooro  being  shadowed  with  greene  birch,  long 
fennel,  St.  John’s  wort,  orpin”— the  common 
name  for  which  was  Midsummer  Men — “  and 
such  like,  garnished  with  beautifull  flowers,  had 
also  lamps  of  glasse  with  oyle  burning  in  them 
all  night.”  ■  Sharp  says  he  had  seen  (1780)  in 
Staffordshire  circles  of  birch-trees  surrounding 
the  May-pole,  and  called  the  Bower,  which  was 
evidently  the  origin  of  the  coop  of  birch  branches 
with  which  the  children  invest  themselves  in 
London  on  May-day  now. 

Few  plants  were  held  in  so  much  honor  in  an¬ 
cient  Germany  as  the  Elder,  probably  because 
so  often  found  about  bogs  and  marshes  where 
the  will-o’-the-wisp  abounded,  and  curious  ani¬ 
mals  lingered  longest.  Even  within  this  cen¬ 


tury  it  was  a  plant  which  none,  dared  destroy, 
but  the  German  peasant  taught  his  child  to  say, 
when  he  encountered  it:  “Frau  Ellhorn,  gib 
me  was  von  deinem  holze,  dann  will  ich  dir  von 
meinem  auch  was  geben,  wenn  es  wiichst  im 
Waldo.”*  Its  German  names,  hollunder,  hol¬ 
ler,  holder,  ellhorn — from  the  third  of  which  our 
“elder”  comes — indicate  its  association  with 
Huldah,  the  Good  Mother  of  the  Northern  my¬ 
thology,  whose  offspring  are  the  “elves.”  She 
was  known  by  almost  as  many  tender  appella¬ 
tions  as  the  Madonna  who  succeeded  her — Hel- 
le,  Hilda,  Bertha,  Spillaholle  (i.  e..  Spindle  Hul- 
da),  “Frau  Rose.”  The  varieties  of  the  super¬ 
stitions  connected  with  the  plant  especially  sa¬ 
cred  to  her  correspond  to  the  varied  helpfulness 
to  mankind  attributed  to  her ;  and  as  she  seems 
to  have  had  rites  performed  in  her  honor,  along 
with  Freyja,  in  the  Venusberg  near  Eisenach  so 
late  as  the  fifteenth  century,  it  is  hardly  to  be  won¬ 
dered  at  that  the  superstitions  concerning  her 
should  still  be  singularly  strong.  In  Denmark 
the  legends  concerning  the  elder  are  most  vivid. 
There  its  name  is  hildemoer  (elder  mother),  and 
Hilda  herself  was  once  supposed  to  dwell  with 
her  elves  near  its  roots.  It  is  yet  much  planted 
by  walls,  and  an  old  elder  is  often  pointed  out  as 
having  a  mysterious  history.  Thorpe  mentions 
one  in  a  court-yard  in  Copenhagen  which  is  said 
to  move  about  at  dusk  and  peep  in  at  windows. 
The  idea  that  the  elves  resent  any  injury  done 
their  favorite  plant  is  carried  very  far.  One 
must  not  cut  it  down  without  saying,  “Elder, 
elder,  may  I  cut  thy  branches  ?”  He  will  then, 
if  no  rebuke  be  heard,  spit  three  times  and  pro¬ 
ceed.  Nevertheless,  if  the  Danish  grannies  are 
to  be  believed,  Hilda’s  curse  attends  the  cut-up 
wood.  They  say  children  laid  in  cradles  made 
of  it,  or  even  in  rooms  boarded  with  it,  have 
been  known  to  complain  of  being  pidled  by  the 
legs.  In  Styria  Bertha-night  (January  6)  is 
believed  to  be  a  time  when  the  devil  is  abroad 
in  great  force.  One  may  then  make  a  magic 
circle,  and  stand  in  the  centre  of  it  with  elder¬ 
berries  or  blooms  gathered  on  St.  John’s  night. 
By  these  means  he  may  obtain  some  magic 
fern  seed,  which  will  come  wrapped  in  a  chal¬ 
ice-cloth,  and  the  seed  will  confer  on  one  the 
strength  of  thirty  or  forty  men.  In  West  Ger¬ 
many  the  elder,  besides  being  generally  a  charm 
against  wicked  magic,  is  regarded  as  furnishing 
the  safest  shade  under  which  to  sleep,  because 
it  keeps  off  snakes  and  midges.  In  Thuringia 
the  peasants  take  care  not  to  burn  it,  and  re¬ 
gard  it  as  a  specific  against  toothache  and  nerv¬ 
ous  disorders.  In  the  neighborhood  of  Dresden 
and  Leipsic  its  proximity  insures  a  house  from 
attack,  and  guarantees  that  one  will  die  at  last 
quietly  in  his  own  home.  In  Westphalia  it  is 
much  used  as  an  emetic  and  an  aperient.  On 
the  Rhine  it  is  believed  that  no  poison  can  be 
taken  from  copper  or  other  utensils  which  have 
been  cleaned  with  elder  leaves;  and  that  no 
worm  can  get  into  furniture  so  cleaned.  On 
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the  Lower  Ehiue  it  is  held  that  elder  sticks  pro¬ 
tect  fields  from  moles  and  other  enemies,  and 
they  also  lay  on  their  dead  in  the  coffin  a  cross 
made  of  it.  In  earlier  times,  according  to 
Montanus,  elder  was  among  the  plants  burned 
with  human  bodies,  and  even  later  the  driver  of 
a  hearse  had  a  staff  made  of  it,  which  he  some¬ 
times  used  as  a  whip.  In  the  Tyrol  it  is  common 
to  trim  an  elder-hush  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  and 
pl.ant  it  on  the  new  grave  ;  if  it  blooms  after  that 
it  is  a  sign  that  the  soul  of  the  dead  person  is 
happy.  The  idea  recalls  the  weird  conception  of 
Hawthorne,  in  his  “Scarlet  Letter,”  of  a  dark 
secret  buried  with  a  human  being  coming  up 
afterward  in  the  form  of  a  noxious  plant.  It  is 
good  luck  to  bury  the  cuttings  of  one’s  hair  or 
nails  under  elder.  It  is  still  a  widely  prevalent 
custom  to  cut  cobbolds  and  gnomes  out  of  the 
pith  of  elder,  and  hang  them  up  as  “  Stehauf- 
rniinchen.”  In  Bohemia  three  spoonfuls  of  the 
water  which  has  been  used  to  bathe  a  sick  per¬ 
son  are  poured  under  an  elder,  which  is  accosted 
thus  :  “  Elder,  God  sends  me  to  thee  that  thou 
mayst  take  my  fever  upon  thee.”  This  must 
be  repeated  on  three  successive  days,  and  if  the 
patient  has,  meanwhile,  not  passed  over  water 
he  will  recover. 

Virgil,  in  the  Tenth  Eclogue,  connects  elder 
with  Pan : 

“Pan  dens  Arcadi®  venit;  quern  vidimus  ipsi 
Sanguineis  ebuli  baccis  miuioqne  rubeutem.” 

The  German  legend  of  “the  Juniper  tree” 
has  long  been  a  favorite  subject  of  speculation 
with  the  comparative  mythologists.  A  little 
boy  is  tempted  into  a  chest  by  an  apple,  and 
there  slain  by  his  step-mother,  who  then,  hav¬ 
ing  made  a  soup  of  his  flesh  for  her  husband, 
buries  the  bones  under  a  juniper.  The  juniper 
burns,  and  a  bird  leaps  from  it,  which  goes  about 
singing  the  story  of  the  crime.  After  letting 
ffdl  various  gifts  on  his  kind  sister,  and  a  mill¬ 
stone  on  the  head  of  the  cruel  step-mother,  the 
child  is  resuscitated  amidst  flames  from  the  bird 
form.  In  the  fable  of  Osiris  the  chest,  the 
tree,  and  the  bird  are  found.  In  the  Cretan 
fable  of  Bacchus  we  have  the  apple,  the  repast 
of  flesh,  the  burial  under  the  oracular  tree  at 
Delphos,  and  the  palingenesis.  It  is  a  question 
whether  there  be  not  traces  of  the  same  fable  in 
the  story  of  Elijah,  who,  when  threatened  with 
death  by  Jezebel,  sits  under  a  juniper- tree, 
praying  that  he  might  die,  and  where,  as  he 
slept,  the  angel  touched  him.  Elijah  ascended 
soon  after  in  a  chariot  of  fire,  letting  fall  his 
mantle  on  Elisha,  and  Jezebel  was  dashed  to 
pieces  against  a  stone.  In  Germany  we  find, 
in  various  regions,  that  juniper  is  held  to  be  an 
antidote  to  wicked  devices ;  and  in  Bohemia  it 
is  said  that  no  animal  will  harm  juniper.  A 
very  direct  reference  to  the  burial  of  human  be¬ 
ings  under  it  is  found  in  a  Swedish  fable,  that 
once,  when  a  farmer  was  about  to  cut  down  a 
juniper,  a  voice  from  it  said:  “Eriend,  hew  me 
not !”  The  farmer  having  persisted,  blood  fol¬ 
lowed  his  every  stroke.  In  Westphalia,  when 


one  has  lost  something  by  a  thief  whom  he  sus¬ 
pects,  he  bends  a  juniper  down  with  his  left 
hand,  and  says  :  “  Junipei',  I  bend  and  squeeze 
thee  till  the  thief,  A.  B.,  has  returned  the  stolen 
thing  to  its  place  ;”  then  a  stone  must  be  laid 
upon  the  branch,  and,  if  possible,  the  brain-pan 
of  an  executed  criminal ;  when  the  thief  has  re¬ 
stored  the  article  the  stone  must  be  put  care¬ 
fully  in  i'ts  former  place.  In  the  Tyrol  it  is 
believed  to  be  a  remedy  for  corns  to  break  as 
many  twigs  of  a  juniper  as  one  has  corns,  and 
leave  the  broken  twigs  hanging  until  they  with¬ 
er,  when  the  corns  will  disappear.  The  resem¬ 
blance  between  the  words  machandel  (juniper) 
and  mandel*  (almond),  in  some  German  dialects, 
suggests  that  the  juniper  may  have  been  invested 
with  somewhat  similar  powers  to  those  ascribed 
to  the  almond  in  the  East,  particularly  the  pow¬ 
er  to  promote  reproduction.  It  was  an  almond 
that  impregnated  the  daughter  of  the  river-god 
Sangarius  with  Atys,  the  beautiful  shepherd- 
priest  of  Cybele,  whom  the  goddess  changed, 
for  his  unchastity,  to  a  fir-tree ;  and  the  almond 
is  the  Persea  of  Isis  on  Egyptian  temples.  It 
indeed  has  retained  its  character  for  promoting 
fruitfulness  to  this  day,  it  being  an  ancient  cus¬ 
tom  still  observed  in  some  parts  of  Germany  to 
give  an  almond  to  both  bride  and  bridegroom  at 
the  wedding  banquet.  In  Thuringia  an  almond 
is  put  in  the  wedding  “wine-soup,”  and  the  at¬ 
tendant  into  whose  cup  it  chances  to  fall  will  be 
married  that  year.  Three  almonds  were  fre¬ 
quently  given  in  old  times  to  cows  to  help  their 
milk.  It  is  a  somewhat  anomalous  superstition 
which  leads  the  Saxon  peasant  to  write  the  in¬ 
scrutable  word  Xavia  on  three  bits  of  paper, 
each  of  which  holds  a  bitter  almond;  and  swal¬ 
low  one  almond  on  each  of  three  successive 
evenings  (carefully  throwing  the  paper  in  the 
fire),  all  as  a  remedy  for  fever. 

It  is  one  of  the  anomalies  of  tree-superstition 
that  the  useful  Walnut  should  have  a  diabol¬ 
ical  character  attributed  to  it  in  various  places. 
It  was  thought  to  be  the  great  enemy  of  the 
oak  in  the  North,  the  hereditary  enmity  of 
Ormuzd  and  Ahriman,  as  Dr.  Masius  has  re¬ 
marked,  penetrating  the  vegetable  world  in  the 
hatred  of  black  thorn  for  white  thorn,  sorb  and 
juniper,  and  of  oak  and  walnut.  If  these  are 
planted  near  each  other  one  must  die.  Where 
the  Church  del  Popolo,  at  Eome,  stands,  a  wal¬ 
nut  once  stood,  in  whose  foliage  the  people  be¬ 
lieved  evil  demons  had  their  abode.  The  tree 
was  destroyed  by  Paschal  II.,  and  the  church 
built  by  the  people. 

The  Pine,  consecrated  in  Greece  to  Poseidon 
and  Dionysus,  was  held  sacred  by  many  races. 
Its  soft  wood  was  the  first  to  yield  to  the  earli¬ 
est  implements  which  man  could  construct,  and 
the  rude  raft  transmitted  its  name  (^pinus)  to  the 
ship — on  which  account  it  was  consecrated  to 
the  sea-god  Poseidon.  It  was  the  tree  which  the 
Israelites  chiefly  used  to  make  their  booths  duj- 


*  Mandel  is  from  Latin,  amandola,  deformed  from 
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ing  the  feast  of  the  Seventh  Month.  The  soft 
musical  whisper  yielded  by  its  needles  under  the 
breath  of  the  wind  may  have  suggested  the  idea 
that  the  pine  was  inhabited  by  wind  spirits,  like 
Ariel — an  idea  traceable  in  the  Greek  legend 
that  the  pine  was  the  mistress  of  Boreas  and 
Ran — and  this  superstition  would  be  heightened 
in  Germany  by  the  large  number  of  holes  and 
knots  characteristic  of  it,  such,  in  all  trees,  be¬ 
ing  universally  believed,  as  we  have  seen,  to  be 
doors  for  the  ingress  and  egress  of  wood  spirits. 
In  Smaland,  Sweden,  a  beautiful  woman,  really 
an  elf,  is  said  to  have  left  her  family  through  a 
knot-hole  in  the  wooden  house-w§ll.  As  nearly 
all  ailments  were  regarded  as  the  work  of  mis¬ 
chievous  spirits,  those  whose  bountiful  or  beau¬ 
tiful  trees  indicated  their  benevolence  were  in¬ 
voked  to  cure  the  ill  effects  produced  by  the 
former.  In  Silesia  the  pine,  commonly  called 
there  “Frau  Fichte,”  is  still  supposed  to  have 
great  healing  powers.  On  Midlent- Sunday 
pine  boughs,  bound  with  variegated  paper  and 
gold  spangles,  are  carried  about  by  the  children 
with  songs,  and  then  hung  over  stable  doors  to 
keep  the  animals  from  misfortune.  In  the  pine 
cone  there  are  found  rich  kernels,  which  Pliny 
says  the  Romans  used  to  eat ;  and  it  is  remark¬ 
able  that  the  same  is  a  favorite  food  of  some 
Indian  tribes  in  America.  It  is  possible  that 
the  Bohemi.an  superstition  w'hich  associates  the 
pine  with  great  strength  grew  out  of  its  use  by 
the  Romans.  Sometimes  a  branch  of  young 
pine  is  trained  to  grow  in  a  hoop  and  worn 
round  the  neck.  The  Bohemian  poacher  thinks 
he  can  make  himself  shot-proof  for  twenty-four 
hours  by  finding,  on  St.  John’s  Day,  pine  cones 
on  the  top  of  a  tree,  creeping  around  them, 
taking  them  home,  and  eating  a  single  kernel 
on  each  day  that  he  wishes  to  be  invulnerable. 
In  Thuringia  it  is  esteemed  a  cure  for  the  gout 
to  climb  a  young  pine  and  tie  a  knot  in  its  top¬ 
most  shoot,  saying:  “Pine,  I  bind  here  the 
gout  that  plagues  me.”  The  same  form  must 
be  gone  through  to  cure  film  on  the  eye,  care 
being  taken  that  it  shall  be  on  St.  John’s  night. 
When  the  Puritan  pilgrims  landed  in  New  En¬ 
gland,  in  1620,  the  pine  was  the  only  green  thing 
they  saw,  and  their  first  shelter.  It  thus  became 
the  coat  of  arms  of  Massachusetts. 

The  Fie  has  had  a  sanctity  beginning  with  its 
consecration  in  the  Temple  of  Solomon,  for  whose 
ceiling  it  was  used.  Pliny  speaks  of  it  as  a 
funereal  tree  (Natural  History,  xvi.  10),  which 
was  probably  due  to  the  legend  that,  when 
Atys  was  turned  into  a  fir,  Cybele  sat  under  it, 
mourning,  until  Zeus  promised  that  the  tree 
should  alwa3^s  remain  green.  In  France  it 
was  held  in  such  veneration  by  the  early  in¬ 
habitants  that,  while  they  permitted  St.  Martin 
to  destroy  their  temples,  they  rallied  to  the 
defense  of  their  holy  fir  groves,  which  he  was 
compelled  to  spare.  In  the  religious  festi¬ 
vals  of  the  Hartz  district,  especially  those  of 
Christmas,  the  maidens  dance  and  sing  most 
heathenish  songs  around  the  fir,  which  is.deco- 
rated  with  variegated  eggs,  flowers,  and 'other 


ornaments — this  being  the  origin  of  the  Christ¬ 
mas-tree,  the  normal  Santa  Claus  being  no 
doubt  a  fair  representative  of  the  demon,  who 
was  supposed  to  he  “treed”  in  the  green  branch¬ 
es,  where  he  had  sought  refuge  from  the  gen¬ 
eral  desolation.  Having  been  found  and  sur¬ 
rounded,  he  must  give  his  gifts,  ^n  Voigtland 
it  is  held  that  the  number  of  lights  On  the 
Christmas-tree  must  be  even.  In  Anspach  it 
is  held  that,  of  the  shadows  of  persons  cast  by 
these  lights,  those  of  persons  who  will  die  dining 
the  j'ear  will  appear  headless.  It  is  now  cer¬ 
tain,  through  the  labors  of  Grimm,  Wolff,  and 
others,  that  Wodin  has  taken  Christian  form  in 
St.  Nicholas  (Santa  Claus),  and  he  even  pre¬ 
serves  some  of  the  diabolism  attributed  to  him 
by  missionaries  under  his  sacred  name,  i.  e..  Old 
Nick.  In  Suabia  it  is  said  that  if  one  will 
make  out  of  fir  wood  a  small  milking-stool,  and 
on  Christmas  look  through  the  three  holes  made 
for  its  legs  into  a  church,  he  will  see  all  the 
witches  assembled,  with  milk-pails  on  their 
heads,  and  all  of  them  (the  witches)  sitting  in¬ 
verted  ! 

This,  however,  and  the  Anspach  notion  of 
the  headless  shadows  cast  by  the  lights  of  the 
Christmas  fir,  are  the  only  associations  with 
that  tree  which  could  be  in  the  least  formidable 
to  the  young,  for  whom  it  was  surrounded  with 
much  charming  lore.  In  a  Norse  story,  quot¬ 
ed  by  Thorpe,  w'e  have  a  very  characteristic 
specimen  of  the  genial  faith  which  inhered  in 
the  weird  mythology  of  our  forefathers.  The 
hill  of  the  Hartz  called  Hubinchenstein,  cov¬ 
ered  with  holy  firs,  amidst  which  a  pleasant  vil¬ 
lage  nestles,  has  a  Norse  and  a  post-Christian  • 
explanation  of  its  existence ;  according  to  the 
former  it  was  flung  by  a  giant  out  of  his  shoe, 
as  a  grain  of  sand  which  hurt  him,  while  the 
latter  states  that  the  mountain  floated  there  dur¬ 
ing  the* Deluge.  However,  there  are  beautiful 
fir  cones  found  there,  which  may  be  wrought 
into  various  ornaments.  On  one  occasion  the 
wife  of  a  poor  and  sick  miner  of  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  went  out  to  gather  cones  and  sell  them 
as  a  last  resource  against  the  imminent  starva¬ 
tion  of  her  family.  She  met  a  little  man  with 
a  long  white  beard  in  the  forest,  who  told  her 
where  she  could  get  the  best  cones.  When 
she  arrived  at  the  point  indicated  the  cones 
fell  so  thickly  around  that,  being  frightened, 
she  ran  awa3^  Nevertheless,  the  cones  had 
fallen  into  her  basket,  and  this  basket,  as  she 
went  homeward,  grew  constantly  heavier.  Well 
it  might :  the  cones  turned  out  to  be  of  pure 
silver.  The  next  day  she  went  again  to  the 
wood,  and  found  the  little  man  of  the  snowy 
beard  again,  who,  laughing  at  her  fright,  told 
her  he  was  the  Gubich,  or  king  of  the  dwarfs, 
and  to  the  wealth  which  he  had  bestowed  upon 
her  he  now  added  some  plants,  a  decoction  of 
which  her  husband  drank  and  recovered  health. 
The  now  wealthy  miner  preserved  one  of  his 
silver  cones,  which,  it  is  said,  may  be  found  in 
Grund  to  this  day,  with,  no  doubt,  a  kreutzer- 
loving  guide  to  tell  the  story  of  its  origin.  The 
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Gubich  with  snow-white  heard  is  a  modifica 
tion  of  Santa  Claus,  and  in  those  regions  cones 
are  silvered  over  for  the  Christmas-tree.  He 
brings  them  there  from  his  crystal  cavern, 
whose  golden  floor  is  “  strewed  with  green  fir 
branches.” 

The  superstitions  concerning  the  pine  and 
the  fir  are  especially  found  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
German  mines;  and  it  is  remarkable  that  in 
California,  whose  gigantic  pines  were  regarded 
with  awe  by  the  aborigines,  quite  similar  no¬ 
tions  have  been  known  to  crop  up.  The  gold- 
miners  of  that  region  sometimes  tip  a  cone  with 
the  first  gold  they  find,  and  preserve,  or  per¬ 
haps  wear,  it  as  an  ornament,  which  some  say 
will  bring  luck.  The  etfect  of  the  hunger  for 
gold  which  led  so  many  to  the  American  El 
Dorado  might  be  well  typified  by  the  spells 
sometimes  wrought  on  those  who  became  the 
•sport  of  the  fir  elves,  as  described  in  Grimm’s 
“Elfin  Grove” and  Tieck’s  “Phantoms.”  Some¬ 
times  the  firs  and  pines  hurled  down  heavy  cones 
upon  the  wayfarer  and  killed  him.  Dark  deeds 
were  sometimes  associated  with  them.  Under  a 
fir  Blanscandiz  lures  Genelun  to  break  the  oath 
of  fealty  ;  and  under  the  pine  Paladin  conspires 
with  Marsilia  for  Orlando’s  ruin.  The  spirits 
of  the  pine  and  fir  were,  however,  usually  friend¬ 
ly.  The  kindliness  of  the  old  god  who  presides 
over  the  Christmas-tree,  and  is  the  saint  of 
children,  is  sufficiently  shown  in  the  belief,  com¬ 
mon  in  Southern  Germany,  that  branches  of  the 
fir  laid  on  the  foot  of  one’s  bed  will  keep  away 
the  nightmare,  which,  as  is  well  understood 
in  those  regions,  results  from  an  invasion  of 
.  witches  anxious  to  use  the  sleeper  as  a  horse. 
In  Erzgebirge  bunches  of  fit'  may  be  often  seen 
hung  up  over  barn  doors  to  keep  off  certain 
field  spirits,  which  will  cut  or  steal  grain  wher¬ 
ever  they  can.  In  the  Netherlands  it  is  said 
that  if  on  Christmas-eve  you  put  a  stick  of  fir 
on  the  fire,  but  take  it  off  before  it  is  quite 
burned  up,  and  keep  the  remainder  under  the 
bed,  the  house  will  be  safe  from  lightning  for 
the  year. 

Allusion  has  already  been  made  to  the  prac¬ 
tice  of  the  American  Indians  in  burying  their 
heroes  at  the  root  of  a  young  Maple.  Bernatz, 
in  his  “  Scenes  in  Ethiopia,”  says  that  “  maple- 
trees,  under  which  the  natives  perform  their  re-  ■ 
ligious  rites,  and  offer  sacrifices  to  their  chief 
gods,  Oglia  and  Akete,  are  considered  holy.” 
Dr.  Hermann  Masius  mentions  the  reverence 
for  the  maple  as  very  strong  in  medieval  Ger¬ 
many.  It  was  drawn  into  the  court-yard  of  the 
king  and  wine  poured  on  it.  If  the  tree  were 
felled,  it  was  by  one  who  must  remove  his  hat, 
and  say,  on  his  knees,  “  Good  Maple,  give  me 
of  thy  wood,  and  I  will  give  thee  of  mine,  when 
it  grows  in  the  w'ood.” 

The  Black-thorn  famished  the  material 
from  w'hich  divining-rods  were  made  in  Meck¬ 
lenburg  and  Oldenburg.  It  is  believed  to  cure 
various  illnesses,  especially,  if  gathered  at  East¬ 
er,  erysipelas.  The  buckthorn,  made  into  little 
crosses  and  stuck  in  manure,  will,  according  to 


a  Bohemian  superstition,  keep  one  safe  from  all 
pranks  of  witches  on  their  Walpurgis-night.  In 
Suabia  the  missionaries  declared  that  the  thorn- 
crow'n  of  Christ  was  made  from  this  tree,  as  in 
England  and  France  they  ascribed  the  same  hon¬ 
or  to  the  hawthorn,  which  on  that  account  still 
bears  in  the  latter  country  the  name  of  I'cpine. 
noble.  In.  Austria,  on  Good-Friday,  it  is  com¬ 
mon  to  find  boys  thrusting  “  thorn-apples”  in 
the  hair  of  little  Jews,  and  it  probably  refers  to 
Christ’s  crown  of  thorns.  The  same  legend 
probably  underlies  the  German  story  of  “The 
Jew  in  the  Thorn-bush.”  In  England  the  pop¬ 
ular  reverenci^  for  the  May-thorn  was  conse¬ 
crated  in  the  legend  of  the  Glastonbury  thorn, 
said  to  have  blossomed  out  of  Arimathean 
Joseph’s  staff,  indicating  so  the  spot  where  he 
should  build  Glastonbury  Church.  “At  the 
very  hour  that  Christ  was  born,”  wrote  old  Lay- 
ton,  “it  will  spring, bourgeon,  andbear  flow'ers;” 
and  so  many  still  believe.  The  common  name 
of  the  witch,  hag,  is  the  same  as  haw,  the  haw¬ 
thorn  being  the  Aecfp’e-thorn ;  this  coincidence 
may  not,  however,  be  due  to  the  magical  craft 
of  the  witch,  but  only  to  the  habit  of  those  pre¬ 
sumed  to  be  such  of  sitting  under  the  hedges^ 
The  sanctity  of  the  Avhite-thorn  would  seem  to 
have  come  from  Rome.  Virgil  (Eclogue  5) 
says  that  at  the  death  of  Daphnis  the  thistle 
and  thorn  sprang  up : 

“Pro  molli  viola,  pro  purpnreo  narcisso, 

Carduus,  et  spinis  surgit  paliurus  acutis.” 

This  must  have  been  the  rainnos  of  Dioscorides, 
which,  he  says,  W'as  hung  over  doors  to  keep  off 
enchantments.  The  same  is  said  of  Ovid’s 
spina  alba  (our  hawthorn).  In  Fasti  (Book  9) 
Janus  presents  to  the  goddess  Carna  the  white¬ 
thorn,  to  avert  calamity  from  her  household : 

“  Sic  fatns,  virgam  qua  tristes  pellere  possit 
A  foribus  noxas,  h®c  erat  alba  cledit.” 

Belladonna  is  esteemed  in  Bohemia  to  be  a 
favorite  plant  of  the  devil,  w'ho  watches  it,  but 
may  be  drawm  from  it  on  Walpurgis-night  (when 
it  has  the  power  to  make  horses  strong)  by  let¬ 
ting  loose  a  black  hen,  after  which  he  wdll  run.* 
The  name  refers  to  an  ancient  belief  that  it  is 
the  form  of  a  fatal  enchantress.  The  famous 
apples  of  Sodom  have  been  identified  by  Has- 
selquest  as  of  the  same  family,  Solanice.  (See 
Apoc.,  Book  of  Wisdom,  x.  7.)  Boughs  of  the 
Plum,  gathered  on  the  same  night,  are  placed 
over  the  windows  and  doors  to  keep  away  wdteh- 
es  ;  and,  in  Austria,  the  same  tree  is  planted  to 
protect  fields  against  mice.  The  Chestnut,  in 
Russia,  is  held  to  be  efficacious  against  back¬ 
ache  and  gout.  In  East  Prussia  there  is  a 
superstition  concerning  Dog-avood,  that  its  sap, 
absorbed  in  a  handkerchief  on  St.  John’s  night, 
will  fulfill  all  Avishes. 

Among  the  sacred  trees  of  Germany  the 
Cherry  must  be  included.  To  Avaltz  on  May- 

*  This  superstition  about  the  fondness  of  the  devil 
for  a  black  hen  is  also  found  in  Niederbrackel,  Hoi 
land. 
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day  or  St.  John’s  Day,  then  lie  naked  under  a 
cherry-tree  and  shake  the  dew  on  one’s  back,  is 
in  Brandenburg  still  the  peasant’s  prescription 
for  fever.  If  the  Bohemian  maiden  is  slan¬ 
dered  she  will  sometimes  go  and  stand  under  a 
cherry-tree,  shake  the  dew  from  it  on  her  head, 
then  call  for  something  to  cat,  hut  before  eating 
give  a  portion  to  the  cat  and  the  dog.  Coming 
marriage  or  other  good  fortune  may  be  divined 
in  Silesia  by  cherry  switches  gathered  on  St. 
Barbara’s  Day,  soaked  in  water,  and  kept  till 
Christmas,  when  their  color  and  quantity  of  sap 
retained  are  narrowly  examined.  In  other  re¬ 
gions  various  maladies  are  cured  by  walking 
backward  and  eating  the  buds  of  the  same 
tree.  But  it  is  not  always  a  tree  of  good 
omen.  In  Brandenburg  it  is  regarded  as  the 
sign  that  a  child  will  die,  if,  during  its  illness, 
blossoms  and  ripe  fruits  are  found  on  a  cherry- 
tree.  In  East  Prussia,  it  is  said,  one  must  on 
unlucky  St.  James’s  Day  (July  25)  especially 
avoid  climbing  this  tree,  as  the  danger  of  break¬ 
ing  one’s  neck  will  be  imminent. 

The  Pear  was  held  sacred  chiefly  in  Pranc^ 
We  find  comparatively  few  traces  of  supersti¬ 
tions  connected  with  it  in  England  or  Germany, 
though  it  was  a  favorite  fruit  in  the  goddess 
Holla’s  garden.  Dr.  Masius  speaks  of  an  old 
pear-tree  at  Walserfield,  which  it  was  said 
would,  when  it  again  blossomed,  proclaim  the 
Day  of  Judgment. 

The  field  spirits  which  figure  so  largely  at 
the  present  day  in  the  superstitions  of  the  Rus¬ 
sian  peasantry  linger  in  Germany  in  the  notions 
concerning  the  grain,  straw,  etc.,  which  were  at 
an  earlier  period  believed  to  be  each  under  a 
special  preternatural  guardian.  In  Iceland  the 
farmer  guards  the  grass  around  his  field  lest 
the  elves  abiding  in  it, invade  his  crops.  In 
the  word  “cereal”  we  have  the  record  of  the 
faith  in  the  relation  of  Ceres  to  the  grain  which 
made  the  temple  of  that  goddess  at  Rome  the 
tribune  of  the  democracy — i.  e.,  the  farmers. 
The  torches  with  which  she  searched  for  the 
lost  seed  (Proserpine),  carried  off  the  winter 
frost  (Pluto),  and  raised  it  to  its  flower  again, 
are  still  burning  on  the  altars  of  our  Catholics 
and  Ritualists.  Bertha  (;.  e.,  Berchta,  the  shin¬ 
ing,  from  TTvp,  fire)  was  the  Ceres  of  the  German 
mythology ;  and  all  such  winds  and  clouds  as 
affect  the  crops,  but  do  not  rise  to  the  dignity 
of  storms,  were  believed  to  be  arranged  by  her. 
In  the  Odenwald,  near  Rodenstein,  the  ruined 
castle  of  the  Wild  Huntsman,  there  is  a  weird 
rock  called  the  Wilde  Weibchenstein,  believed 
to  be  the  haunt  of  a  little  woman  who  comes 
out  when  some  one  is  late  in  harvesting,  and 
cuts  the  corn,  and  binds  it  into  sheaves  behind 
the  reapers  with  astonishing  rapidity.  This  is 
Bertha  again.  She  protected  the  grain  so  for¬ 
midably  that  children  were  warned  that  they 
must  not  go  into  a  field  where  it  was  growing 
for  fear  the  wehr-wolf  (whose  howl  they  could 
sometimes  hear  in  the  wind)  would  seize  them. 
On  the  contrary,  in  Schleswig  one  is  deemed  safe 
from  the  wehr-wolf  in  a  corn-field.  Three  hand¬ 


fuls  of  grain  were  solemnly  given  to  every  ani¬ 
mal  on  Christmas  night  in  Franconia ;  and  in 
Eastern  Prussia  three  grains  of  corn,  each  cut 
thrice  through  with  a  knife,  were  given  to  a  cow 
about  to  calve.  Twelfth-tide  brooms  were  held 
to  have  great  virtue  against  witchcraft.  A 
broom  made  at  that  time,  and  laid  on  the 
threshold  over  which  cattle  are  driven,  would 
keep  them  fr^)in  evil  possessions  the  year  round  ; 
and  if  the  axe  and  broom  be  crossed  on  the 
same  the  cattle  will  surely  find  their  way  back. 
If  a  cow‘s«udder  is  swollen  it  must  be  stroked 
three  times  with  such  a  broom,  in  profound  si¬ 
lence,  and  the  broona  then  laid  under  its  crib ; 
then  the  cow  will  recover.  The  straw  which 
was  held  sacred  in  Sweden  as  yule-straw  was 
appropriated  by  Christianity.  It  was  declared 
that  when  the  Virgin  Mary  brought  forth  her 
babe  she  laid  him  on  the  straw  of  the  stable 
where  he  was  born.  The  Galeum  venim  luteum 
is  called  Our  Lady’s  bed-straw,  and  has  been 
painted  by  N.  Poussin  under  the  infant  J esus. 
In  the  more  ignorant  regions  of  Sweden  the 
customs  still  prevail  of  scattering  yule -straw 
in  the  fields  to  help  their  harvest,  giving  a  lit¬ 
tle  of  it  to  the  cattle  to  insure  them  against  dis¬ 
ease,  putting  some  of  it  in  the  nests  of  domestic 
fowls,  and  even  of  making  it  into  a  bed  on  the 
floor  for  the  whole  family  to  sleep  upon  on  Christ¬ 
mas  night.  To  find  two  stems  of  straw  crossed 
is  unlucky. 

The  pantomime  known  as  “Pippin”  pre¬ 
serves  a  bit  of  folklore.  A  gnome  conceives  a 
passion  for  a  miller’s  maid,  whom  he  finds 
sleeping  in  an  enchanted  wood.  He  saves  her 
from  decapitation  (on  condition  that  she  would 
become  his  wife)  -by  so  charming  her  spinning- 
w'heel  that  it  spun  pure  gold  out  of  straw.  Be¬ 
ing  beloved  by  a  prince  she  breaks  faith  with 
the  gnome,  who,  while  she  is  on  her  way  to  the 
altar,  carries  her  away  to  his  enchanted  castle, 
from  which,  however,  she  is  rescued  by  the 
prince.  The  legend  is  another  instance  of  the 
old  belief  that  every  yellow  growth,  of  what¬ 
ever  shade,  derived  its  tint  from  the  gold  in  the 
earth. 

The  flower  growing  amidst  corn,  if  the  eyes  are 
stroked  with  it,  prevents  sight  from  failing,  ac¬ 
cording  to  an  Austrian  belief ;  and  in  Bohemia 
other  cures  are  ascribed  to  it.  It  is  esteemed 
good  for  serpent  bites  and  fevers  to  take  into  the 
mouth  the  earliest  shoots  of  the  corn  in  spring. 
In  the  neighborhood  of  Oldenburg  corn  stalks 
are  strewn  about  the  house  in  which  a  corpse 
lies  to  prevent  any  further  misfortune  to  the 
family.  If  one  finds  a  double  ear  of  corn  in 
Voigtland  he  straightway  puts  it  above  the 
looking-glass  as  a  security  against  lightning ; 
and  in  the  same  country  destiny  is  read  in  corn 
grains.  If  flowers  from  a  corn-field  be  bi'ought 
into  the  house  the  bread  will  become  mouldy. 
In  Jutland  the  l^olytrichum  commune  is  called 
Loki’s  oats,  and  when  there  is  a  shimmering 
motion  in  the  air  it  is  said,  “  Loki  is  sowing  his 
oats.”  Loki  (who  survives  with  us  as  Luck) 
is  the  nearest  approach  to  a  devil  to  be  found 
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ill  the  Northern  mythology,  and  is  sometimes 
spoken  of  as  sowing  weeds  among  the  good 
seed.  (See  Thorpe.)  It  is  not  impossible 
that  the  phrase  “sowing  one’s  wild  oats”  orig¬ 
inated  in  this  Norse  superstition.  The  rhi- 
nanthus,  or  yellow-rattle,  is  called  in  Jutland 
Loki’s  purse.  Millet  (which  will  not  be  eaten 
by  birds  if  sown  after  sunset)  was  much  used 
in  ancient  German  festivals.  Tlie  old  dragon 
(lightning),  which  when  he  appeared  fiery-red 
dropped  gold  somewhere  on  the  ground,  and 
when  blue  betokened  plenty  of  graiii,  was  said 
to  be  fed  on  millet  in  his  earthly  form  (the  ser¬ 
pent)  ;*  and  so  it  was  said  that  millet,  eaten  on 
the  first  day  of  the  year,  would  make  one  rich. 
Grass  blades  give  second-sight,  and  the  sod 
out  of  which  grass  grows  is  potent  against 
witches. 

The  Onion,  deemed  in  ancient  Egypt  a  sym¬ 
bol  of  the  universe,  which  was  thought  similarly 
made  of  concentric  foldings,  is  in  Bohemia  used 
for  fortune-telling.  It  is  also  hung  up  in  rooms 
that  it  may  draw  to  itself  the  maladies  that 
would  otherwise  fall  on  the  inmates.  Gives, 
especially  if  eaten  on  Green-Thursday,  protect 
against  the  evil-eye ;  and  garlic  fits  one  for  la¬ 
bor.  On  the  eve  of  a  festival  garlic  is  given,  in 
Bohemia,  to  the  house-dog,  the  cock,  and  the 
gander,  to  make  them  fearless. 

The  adoption  of  the  Leek  as  the  national 
device  of  Wales  has  been  frequently  explained 
as  resulting  from  its  having  the  old  Cymric  col¬ 
ors,  green  and  white  ;  but  this  is  very  doubtful. 
An  inscription  on  one  of  the  pyramids  shows 
.that  they  were  the  food  of  the  poor,  and  there 
is  some  reason  for  believing  that  the  phrase 
“to  eat  the  leek”  is  remotely  connected  with 
that  fact.  At  Delphos  it  was  ordered  that  the 
gardener  who,  on  the  day  of  Theoxenia,  offered 
the  largest  leek  of  the  species  gethyllis  to  Leto, 
should  receive  a  portion  from  the  holy  table ; 
for  Leto,  when  pregnant  with  Apollo,  had  longed 
for  a  leek. 

It  is  remarkable  that  we  find  so  little  said  in 
the  old  folklore  about  the  Eungi.  Occasion¬ 
ally  we  find  village  children  regarding  mush¬ 
rooms  as  fairy-stools,  but  it  is  difficult  to  trace 
them  to  any  special  associations.  The  astrol¬ 
ogers  burned  them  for  the  cure  of  cattle,  which 
were  said  to  be  particularly  bewitched  by  the 
yellow  mushroom  which  grows  around  trees. 
In  England  toad-stools,  especially  in  regions 
where  pixy-rings  abound,  are  supposed  to  har¬ 
bor  evil  beings,  and  are  always  destroyed  when 
seen.  Red  mushrooms  are  regarded  in  Bohe¬ 
mia  as  diabolical,  and  it  is  a  saying  there  that 
many  mushrooms  betoken  a  bad  harvest  and 
dear  living.  In  Sweden  the  Lichen  caninus  is, 
sought  to  cure  miliary  fever,  said  to  be  brought 
on  by  meeting  elves. 


*  In  Persia  the  heavenly  serpent  is  the  rainbow, 
and,  from  the  character  of  the  rainbow  as  a  good 
omen,  and  that  of  the  serpent  as  a  guardian  of  treas¬ 
ures,  may  have  been  derived  the  saying  that  if  one 
finds  the  end  of  a  rainbow  he  will  discover  there  a 
bag  of  gold. 


In  Russia  it  is  still  a  general  belief  among 
the  peasants  that  on  St.  John’s  night  the  Eern 
flowers,  and,  as  the  finder  of  the  flower  will 
get  from  it  all  that  is  said  to  come  of  the  four¬ 
leaved  shamrock  in  Ireland,  I  was  assured  at 
Moscow  that  it  is  not  uncommon  to  find  persons 
walking  amidst  ferns  at  midnight — the  only  hour 
when,  as  is  supposed,  the  flower  can  be  seen — 
at  the  sacred  time  of  the  year  mentioned.  The 
same  superstition  exists  in  Thuringia.  On  that 
night,  as  is  said  in  Bohemia  and  the  Tyrol,  the 
fern  seed  shine  like  fiery  gold.  In  early  times 
fern  seed  were  called  “wish-seed,”  and  one 
who  held  them  would  find  hidden  treasures, 
which,  where  the  seed  were  scattered,  would  re¬ 
veal  themselves  in  veins  of  bluish  flame  in  the 
earth.  The  sap  of  this  flowering  fern  conferred 
eternal  youth.  In.the  Tyrol  the  Osmunda  rega¬ 
lia,  called  “the  blooming  fern,”  is  placed  over  the 
door  for  good  luck.  In  Bohemia  the  traveler  will 
take  fern  seed  along  for  good  hap,  and  feels  him¬ 
self  especially  safe  from  storms  or  sun-stroke. 
But  the  seeds  which  reveal  treasures  and  procure 
^1  desires  are  not  so  easy  to  get.  According  to 
the  Suabians  they  can  only  begot  just  before  mid¬ 
night  at  Christmas.  They  are  under  keeping  of 
the  devil  (in  Russia  it  is  a  serpent  still),  and  one 
must  prepare  for  the  quest  by  refraining  from 
church  during  Epiphany,  and  thinking  as  much 
as  possible  of  Satan.  The  seeker  takes  his 
stand  at  a  cross-road  where  a  corpse  has  pass¬ 
ed  ;  that  is  the  spot  where  ghosts  and  demons 
swarm  on  Christmas  night,  and  they  try  to 
make  each  one  who  passes  speak  or  laugh. 
Those  who  do  either  would,  in  the  analogy  of 
folklore,  be  changed  to  stones  instead  of  flnding 
the  magical  leaves’;  but  now  it  is  said  the  devil 
tears  them  to  pieces.  They  who  go  on  in  silence 
will  get  the  shining  fern.  On  old  St.  John’s 
night  (July  8,  now  “  Kiliansnacht”),  in  Bohe¬ 
mia,  one  decorated  with  the  “  blooming  fern” 
is  said  to  become  invisible.  There  one  must 
lay  a  communion  chalice-cloth  under  the  fern, 
and  collect  the  seed  which  will  fall  before  sun¬ 
rise.  If  one  finds  the  cloth  steeped  in  sap, 
dew,  or  rain-drops,  from  the  plant,  it  has  the 
same  virtues.  In  Westphalia  fern  seed  which 
have  fallen  unnoticed  into  one’s  shoes  are  po¬ 
tent.  AVhen  one  carries  the  fern  which  se¬ 
cures  treasure  he  will  be  followed  by  adders, 
which  guard  the  treasures.  This  seems  to  be 
the  Lithuanian  form  of  the  sujierstition.  The 
famous  blasting-root  {sprengwurzel,  commonly 
called  springwort)  is  probably  the  fern  root. 
Pliny  records  the  superstition  concerning  it 
nearly  in  the  same  form  in  which  it  is  now 
found  in  Germany.  If  any  one  touches  a  lock 
with  it  it  will  yield  at  once.  In  Switzerland  it 
is  carried  in  the  right  pocket,  to  render  the 
bearer  invulnerable  to  dagger  or  bullet ;  and  in 
the  Hartz  it  is  said  to  reveal  treasures.  One 
can  not  easily  find  it  himself,  but  generally  the 
woodpecker  (according  to  Pliny  that  or  the  ra¬ 
ven  ;  in  Switzerland,  the  hoopac  ;  in  the  Tyrol, 
the  swallow)  will  bring  it  under  the  following 
circumstances  :  When  the  bird  visits  its  nest  the 
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nest  must  be  stopped  up  with  wood ;  the  bird 
opens,  it  by  touching  it  with  this  root.  Mean¬ 
time  a  fire  or  red  cloth  must  be  placed  near, 
which  so  frightens  the  bird  that  it  lets  the  mag¬ 
ical  root  fall.  The  root  is  believed  to  cure  many 
diseases,  and  to  protect  from  lightning.  There 
is  a  species  of  fern  called  in  some  parts  of  Ger¬ 
many  “Irrkraut,  ”  and  if  one  walks  over  it  he 
will  be  likely  to  lose  his  way  and  wander  about, 
unless  he  changes  some  garment  inside  out,  or 
his  feet  exchange  their  shoes,  or  until  the  fol¬ 
lowing  Sunday.  It  will  be  remembered  that 
this  is  the  old  device  for  breaking  the  bewil¬ 


dering  spell  of  the  pixy  in  Devonshire.  It  may 
be  mentioned  also  that  the  pixy-rings  of  Corn¬ 
wall,  or  circles  of  luxuriant  grass,  are  called 
in  Sweden  elf-dances,  or  iilfexing.  In  various 
parts  of  England  there  is  a  superstition  that 
“all  the  ferns  have  one  root.”  This  is  often 
said  in  Somersetshire,  where  there  is  also  a 
saying  that 

“When  furze  is  out  of  blossom 
Kissing  is  out  of  fashiou,” 

the  idea  being,  perhaps,  that  both  are  equally 
perennial. 
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“Veronica,”  etc. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

HE  Reverend  Edwin  Arkwright  lived  in  a 
small  house  in  the  oldest  part  of  Horsing- 
ham.  The  street  he  lived  in  was  narrow  and 
winding:  it  was  called  Wood  Street,  and  was 
perhaps  the  dullest  in  the  whole  town— though 
that  is  a  bold  word.  The  houses  in  Wood 
Street  varied  considerably  in  size,  but  they 
were  all  old  houses.  The  Arkwrights’  resi¬ 
dence  was  very  old.  It  had  lozenge -shaped 
little  panes  of  glass  in  the  windows ;  the  ceil¬ 
ings  were  traversed  by  massive  beams.  Scarce¬ 
ly  any  two  of  the  rooms  were  on  the  same  lev¬ 
el.  You  went  up  steps  and  down  steps,  appai- 
ently  for  no  reason  but  that  the  builder  had 
chosen  that  it  should  be  so.  There  were  in¬ 
scrutable  closets  hidden  away  in  the  thickness 
of  the  walls ;  and  the  deep  seats  in  the  win¬ 
dows  lifted  up  by  means  of  a  hinge,  and  re¬ 
vealed  lockers  which  always  made  me  think  of 
a  ship.  One  characteristic  of  that  house  was 
gloom.  Let  the  sun  shine  as  he  would  out¬ 
side,  within  the  little  low-roofed  parlor  dark¬ 
ness  always  fought  a  good  fight  for  supremacy. 
It  lurked  in  corners,  and  brooded  overhead 
among  the  oaken  rafters.  And  by  three  o’clock 
in  the  afternoon,  save  perhaps  for  a  few  days 
in  the  full  midsummer,  it  had  invaded  the 
whole  room.  Whoso  wished  to  use  his  eyes  in 
the  parlor  at  that  hour  must  remain  close  to 
the  beetle-browed  window,  or  have  recourse  to 
lamp  or  candle.  There  was,  indeed,  one  roomy 
closet  near  the  fire-place  which  never  was  illu¬ 
mined  by  the  light  of  day.  Mrs.  Arkwright 
would  grope  in  it,  and  dextrously  select  what 
she  wanted  by  means  of  her  sense  of  touch, 
aided  sometimes  by  that  of  smell.  Eor  this 
was  a  store  closet,  and  the  children  were  inva¬ 
riably  set  sneezing  whenever  they  approached 
their  young  noses  to  its  spice-laden  atmosphere. 
Once,  and  once  oulj'',  I  saw  that  mysterious  re¬ 
ceptacle  partially  revealed  by  the  feeble  flame 
of  a  rush-light.  I  could  not  help  thinking  of 
the  famous  dark  cavern  of  Kentucky  as  I  peeped 
into  it.  White,  ghastly  looking  jars  loomed  | 


on  the  shelves,  and  seemed  to  blink  when  the 
rush-light’s  ray  fell  upon  them,  like  creatures 
to  whom  dimness  is  natural.  I  could  fancy  that 
the  drab-colored  paper,  in  which  various  house¬ 
hold  stores  were  tied,  had  absolutely  become 
paler  from  long  residence  in  that  atmosphere 
of  total  eclipse.  And  I  certainly  saw  some 
agile  little  insects  scudding  hurriedly  away 
from  the  unwelcome  illumination. 

The  darkness  was  inherent  in  the  structure 
of  the  house.  But  it  had  another  characteris¬ 
tic,  which  was  solely  due  to  the  energy  of  its 
mistress — it  was  inexpressibly  (I  had  almost 
said  insupportably)  clean.  There  was  some¬ 
thing  almost  depressing  in  the  specklessness  of 
that  house ;  it  suggested  such  a  chilling  and 
unsympathizing  superiority  to  human  weak¬ 
ness  !  Poor  Mrs.  Arkwright,  how  she  toiled 
and  strove  !  Five  children  had  to  be  fed  and 
clothed  and  housed  out  of  her  husband’s  scan¬ 
ty  piittance,  eked  out  by  such  chance  earnings 
as  fell  in  his  way.  Five  little  helpless  creat¬ 
ures  were  living  and  eating  and  wearing  out 
their  garments  day  by  day;  and  two  were  dead. 
The  father  spoke  of  the '  departed  ones  some¬ 
times  as  if  their  going  had  been  in  truth  a 
blessing,  though  he  had  doubtless  loved  them 
well.  But  I  am  sure  that  the  mother  never 
ceased  to  regret  those  lost  little  claimants  for 
food  and  care  and  tendance.  Love  that  is 
shone  on  by  sunny  smiles  may  be  a  fair  plant ; 
but  love  that  has  been  watered  by  tears  is  im¬ 
perishable. 

Mrs.  Arkwright’s  children  never  squalled, 
her  chimneys  never  smoked,  her  knives  and 
platters  were  always  bright  and  clean  ;  and  yet 
I  fear  that  her  husband  did  not  always  return 
to  his  hearth  and  home  with  the  willingness 
that  might  have  been  expected  from  so  affec¬ 
tionate  and  domestic  a  man  as  he  was.  In 
truth,  there  was  a  little  flimiliar  fiend  who  made 
a  third  at  his  board ;  who  quenched  the  glow 
of  the  fire,  and  smirched  the  snowy  cloth,  and 
dropped  a  bitter  flavor  into  the  food.  And 
the  name  of  the  fiend  was  Jealousy. 

Mrs.  Arkw'i'ight  W'as  not  a  jealous  wife  in 
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the  ordinary  acceptation  of  the  term  ;  but  she 
was  jealous  of  the  attachment  of  every  human 
being  whom  she  cared  for.  She  was  jealous 
of  her  children,  her  friends,  her  servants.  I 
belietie  she  was  jealous  of  the  purring  cat  that 
rubbed  its  head  against  its  master’s  legs.  She 
miist  have  been  good-looking  onec,  I  fancied. 
She  was  not  indeed  old  in  years  when  I  first 
knew  lier,  but  the  providing  of  that  daily  bread, 
for  which  her  five  little  ones  were  taught  to 
pray,  had  planted  many  a  furrow  in  her  tawny 
face.  She  was  very  dark  ;  black-browed,  black¬ 
haired,  black-eyed.  Hers  was  an  aspect  that 
a  foreigner  would  be  apt  to  consider  peculiarly 
un-English.  But  she  came  of  a  good  old  yeo¬ 
man  family,  that  had  held  the  same  land  in 
our  county  from  generation  to  generation  for 
many  centuries.  I  know  not  whether  the  fa¬ 
miliar  fiend  I  have  spoken  of  had  set  his  mark 
on  her  complexion,  as  well  as  her  mind,  but 
the  truth  is  that  she  was  yellow  and  bitter  as  a 
Seville  orange. 

I  went  to  Wood  Street  one  afternoon  with 
my  books,  and  arrived  there  too  early  for  my 
lesson.  This  had  happened  before.  I  was 
driven  into  town  by  my  father,  and  had  to  ac¬ 
commodate  my  hour  of  setting  forth  to  his  con¬ 
venience  ;  and  on  market  days  he  sometimes 
came  to  Horsingham  rather  early.  Mr.  Ark¬ 
wright  had  not  yet  come  home,  but  I  was  ush¬ 
ered  by  the  little  maid-of-all-work  into  the  par¬ 
lor,  and  I  sat  down  to  wait.  I  thought  at  first 
that  there  was  no  one  there;  but  becoming, 
after  a  minute  or  so,  accustomed  to  the  dim¬ 
ness,  I  perceived-  little  Jane  Arkwright,  the 
youngest  child,  fastened  into  her  wicker  chair, 
which  had  served,  I  fancy,  each  of  the  three 
younger  Arkwrights  in  succession ;  for  things 
“wore”  wonderfully  in  that  household.  Jane 
was  a  fair,  gray-eyed  creature,  like  her  father. 
She  was  fastened,  as  I  have  said,  into  her  chair, 
and  a  kind  of  ledge,  forming  a  table,  was  placed 
in  front  of  her.  On  this  were  ranged  some 
dozen  or  so  different  shaped  bits  of  wood,  cut 
out  of  the  soft  sticks  used  for  lighting  fires,  and 
with  these  she  was  “playing.”  Heaven  knows 
what  fancies  her  baby  brain  connected  with 
those  unpromising  materials!  But  the  little 
creature  was  as  gravely  interested  as  a  chess¬ 
player  over  his  game. 

“  Good-da}",  Jane,”  said  I.  Jane  smiled 
faintly,  and  fixed  her  eyes  upon  me  with  an 
unwinking  gaze.  I  kissed  her,  and  began  to 
talk  to  her  in  baby  fashion,  asking  her  what 
“those  things”  were;  meaning  thereby  the 
bits  of  wood.  Jane  replied,  with  much  com¬ 
posure,  and  a  quiet  putting  aside  of  my  non¬ 
sensical  attempts  to  be  amusing,  “Bix.”  And 
then  resumed  her  occupation  of  arranging  and 
rearranging  the  “  bricks”  on  the  ledge  of  her 
chair. 

“Ah,”  said  Mrs.  Arkwright,  coming  into  the 
room  shortly  afterward,  “you’re  a  little  early. 
Miss  Furness  ;  Mr.  Arkwright  is  not  come  home 
yet.”  She  glanced  sharply  at  me  as  I  knelt 
near  little  Jane.  She  always  professed  a  dis¬ 


like  to  her  children  being  made  “soft,”  as  she 
phrased  it ;  and,  consequently,  discouarged  a 
too  caressing  manner  in  those  about  them.  But 
I  believe  that  her  besetting  failing  was  at  the 
bottom  of  this  ;  and  that  sh,e  grudged  any  scin¬ 
tillation  of  regard  that  went  forth  from  her 
children’s  hearts  to  a  stranger.  Fortunately, 
little  Jane’s  instinct  was  not  to  be  deceived  by 
any  assumed  hardness  of  manner.  She  turned 
on  her  mother  a  very  different  look  from  that 
with  which  she  had  regarded  me,  and  held 
out  her  little  arms  to  be  taken.  It  was  curi¬ 
ous  and  pathetic  to  see  Mrs.  Arkwright’s  face 
change  and  soften  as  she  lifted  Jane  and  set 
the  child  on  her  knee. 

“How  good  she  is!”  said  I.  “She  was  all 
alone  here  when  I  came  in,  and  as  quiet  as  a 
wee  mouse.” 

“She  is  mostly  alone  all  the  morning.” 

“  Poor  little  thing  1” 

‘  ‘  Do  you  think  it  such  a  misfortune  to  be 
alone?  I  would  give  any  thing  for  half  an 
hour  to  myself,  sometimes.  But  Jane  will  soon 
have  to  go  to  school  with  her  brother  and  sis¬ 
ters.” 

“  To  school  1  How  old  is  she  ?” 

“Turned  three.  Oh,  you  needn’t  look  so 
astonished.  Lizzie  went  to  school  before  she 
was  so  old  as  this  one.  But  then  Lizzie  was 
the  eldest,  and  I  had  to  get  her  out  of  the  way 
for  a  few  hours  every  day,  because  there  were 
tu'o  babies  j^ounger  than  herself  to  be  looked 
after.” 

Presently  Mr.  Arkwright  returned,  and  we 
began  our  lesson.  Mrs.  Arkwright  brought 
in  her  work-basket  to  the  parlor,  and  sat  sew¬ 
ing  diligently.  Hers  was  no  dainty  device 
in  delicate  wicker-work,  lined  with  satin,  and 
fitted  with  silver.  Mrs.  Arkwright’s  w'ork- 
basket  was  strong,  ugly,  and  well-worn ;  and 
her  work  on  the  present  occasion  was  the  dex¬ 
trous  insertion  of  a  patch  into  a  pair  of  cloth 
trowsers  of  small  dimensions,  the  property  of 
Edwin  Arkwright,  Jun.,  commonly  known  as 
Teddy. 

“You  are  absent,  I  think,”  said  Mr.  Ark¬ 
wright,  gently,  after  a  patient  explawation  of 
the  meaning  of  a  passage  in  Schiller  which  I 
had  entirely  failed  to  follow.  “Whither  are 
your  thoughts  wandering?”  he  added,  with  a 
smile. 

It  was  a  question  to  w'hich  I  did  not  at  all 
contemplate  giving  him  a  true  answdr.  My 
thoughts  had  been  wandering  with  a  light 
rhythmic  motion  to  the  accompaniment  of  a 
w'altz  tune ;  they  had  fluttered  over  garments 
of  many  colors,  and  flowers,  odorless,  indeed, 
but  of  cunning  workmanship.  Lastly,  they 
had  been  contemplating  an  existence  devoted 
to  cleaning  rooms,  nursing  babies,  and  mend¬ 
ing  trowsers,  as  contrasted  with  such  constitu¬ 
ent  elements  of  happiness  as  the  dancing, 
dresses,  and  adornments  aforesaid,  and  shud¬ 
dering  in  every  fibre  of  their  butterfly  wings  at 
the  picture.  And  yet  at  the  very  same  mo¬ 
ment  there  was  that  within  me  which  sincerely 
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disdained  the  erection  of  selfish  frivolity  into 
an  ideal  of  life.  I  suppose  most  persons  have 
experienced  similar  contradictions. 

I  stammered  out,  “I — I  beg  your  pardon, 
Sir.  Arkwright.  I  am  giving  you  a  great  deal 
of  trouble.” 

He  recommenced  his  explanation,  and  this 
time  I  followed  it  pretty  wel} ;  hut  only  by  a 
strong  exertion  of  will. 

“I  think,”  said  Mr.  Arkwright,  closing  the 
hook  at  the  end  of  my  lesson,  “that  I  must 
ask  you  to  rewrite  that  translation.  It  is 
scarcely  so  well  considered,  or  so  carefully  ex- 
Ijressed,  as  usual.” 

There  was  a  look  of  disappointment  on  his 
face  which  moved  me  greatly.  I  had  often 
told  myself  how  much  to  be  compassionated 
the  poor  man  was,  and  how  glad  I  was  to  think 
that  my  lessons  were  not  irksome  to  him,  but 
that  he  took  some  pride  and  pleasure  in  my 
progress. .  And  now — ! 

Mrs.  Arkwright  put  in  a  word  for  me.  No¬ 
thing  made  her  more  inclined  to  be  merciful  to 
any  one  than  the  perception  that  he  or  she  had 
incurred  her  husband’s  displeasure.  Not  that 
she  loved  to  oppose  Mi-.  Arkwright’s  judgments, 
but  that  it  lulled  her  wakeful  jealousy,  which 
the  least  word  of  praise  from  him  was  certain 
to  irritate. 

“  Come,  Edwin,”  said  she,  with  a  smile  that 
made  one  wish  she  would  smile  oftener.  “Don’t 
be  hard  on  Miss  Eurness.  I  think  this  is  the 
first  time  that  she  has  not  done  even  better  than 
you  expected.” 

“I  hope  I  was  not  very  hard,  Patty,”  said 
Mr.  Arkwright.  He  was  making  my  books  into 
a  packet,  and  fastening  them  together  with  a 
little  leather  strap,  as  he  spoke.  He  had  long, 
slender  white  hands,  which  looked  as  if  they 
were  neither  strong  nor  dextrous,  and  which 
did  not  belie  their  appearance;  for  the  strap 
slipped  from  his  grasp,  and  down  fell  the  books 
in  various  directions  on  to  the  floor. 

“Dh,  pray,  let  me  do  it!”  I  exclaimed, 
kneeling  down  to  gather  the  scattered  books. 
But  before  I  could  do  so  Mrs.  Arkwright  had 
picked  them  up,  and  had  neatly  and  rapidly 
put  them  together  in  a  parcel  firmly  fastened 
by  the  strap.  “  Oh,  I  am  so  much  obliged  to 
you,  Mrs.  Arkwright,”  I  said.  “How  beauti¬ 
fully  you  have  made  the  parcel.  But  I  think 
I  never  saw  such  skillful  hands  as  yours ;  they 
can  do  any  thing.”  , 

“Practice  makes  perfect, ’’replied  Mrs.  Ark¬ 
wright,  and  checked  a  little  sigh,  as  she  resumed 
the  patching  of  Teddy’s  trowsers. 

“Miss  Eurness  is  quite  right,”  said  Mr.  Ark¬ 
wright,  looking  at  his  wife  with  a  beaming  face. 
“They  are  skillful  hands.  Dear,  busy,  helpful 
blinds!”  He  clasped  her  brown  fingers  in  his 
fair  ones  as  he  spoke,  and  for  one  instant,  at 
all  events,  Mrs.  Arkwright  looked  happy. 

It  was  customary  for  Eliza  to  call  for  me  at 
■Wood  Street  on  my  lesson  days,  and  to  accom¬ 
pany  me  to  my  grandfather’s.  She  was  wait¬ 
ing  for  me  now,  and  we  went  away  together. 


On  turning  from  Wood  Street  into  the  main 
street  of  the  town,  we  met  Alice  Kitchen  com¬ 
ing  from  the  market  with  a  covered  basket  on 
her  arm.  She  stopped  to  speak  to  us,  and  to 
exclaim — as  she  did  every  time  she  saw  me, 
however  short  the  interval  might  have  been 
since  our  last  meeting — 

“Miss  Anne!"  Then  changing  the  empha¬ 
sis — “  Miss  Anno  !  How  you  do  grow  !” 

“Do  you  find  me  much  grown  since  last 
Monday,  Alice  ?” 

“  Oh,  but  to  think  as  I  was  not  so  old  as  you 
are  when  we  first  saw  you.  Miss  Anne.  And 
you  such  a  little  white-faced  thing !  Deary 
me!”  ■  ■ 

“  Is  your  father  quite  well,  Alice  ?”  ' 

“Thanks  be.  Miss  Anne,  he  is  nicely.  We 
he  in  a  bit  of  a  worrit  just  now,  for  we’re  going 
to  take  a  lodger  this  races.” 

“  A  lodger !  ”  exclaimed  Eliza.  “  Why,  Al¬ 
ice  Kitchen,  niver  !" 

I  think  that  Eliza  conceived  some  peculiar 
solemnity  of  adjuration  to  be  involved  in  the 
utterance  of  both  Christian  and  surname.  She 
always  used  the  two  when  she  meant  to  be  im¬ 
pressive.  And  she  meant  to  be  impressive 
now.  Eor  let  the  reader  consider  that  a  lodger 
coming  to  Horsingham  for  the  race-week  must, 
in  all  probability,  come  for  the  purpose  of  at¬ 
tending  the  races.  And  the  races  and  all  con¬ 
nected  w'ith  them  were  held  in  abhorrence  by 
the  sect  to  which  Eliza  and  the  Kitchens  be¬ 
longed.  Their  pastor — the  blood-chilling  preach¬ 
er  whose  eloquence  Eliza  had  once  so  singidar- 
ly  commended — was  in  the  habit  of  planting 
himself  under  one  of  the  great  elms  on  the  way 
to  the  course,  and  distributing  hand-bills  to  all 
passers-by,  calling  upon  them  in  exceedingly 
strong  language,  enforced  by  big  black  letters 
reeking  from  the  press,  to  turn  back  while  there 
was  yet  time,  and  flee  from  the  yaivning  gulf 
of  perdition ;  and,  moreover,  uttering  other 
similar  warnings  in  a  loud  voice.  Therefore, 
it  will  be  perceived  that  the  announcement  of 
a  memher  of  this  gentleman’s  flock  receiving  a 
lodger  during  the  race-week  was  calculated  to 
startle  and  even  scandalize  his  fellow-members. 

But  Alice  was  no  whit  abashed.  Professing 
that  she  did  not  want  to  keep  me  standing  in 
the  High  Street,  “  seeing  as  it  was  so  thronged, 
being  market-day,”  she  turned  and  walked  a 
little  way  with  us  through  some  b}'-streets,  and 
she  talked  the  whole  time.  I  think  that  Hors¬ 
ingham  folks — and,  indeed,  the  natives  of  our 
country  generally- — have  a  pre-eminent  gift  of 
speech.  They  love — men  and  women,  young 
and  old — to  “hold  forth.”  The  stream  of 
words  pours  forth  copiously,  and  they  would 
rather  make  a  long  speech  than  a  short  one, 
upon  any  imaginable  topic.  Alice  was  certain¬ 
ly  not  grudgingly  endowed  with  powers  of  talk. 
She  stated  her  case  and  pleaded  her  cause  at 
considerable  length.  Her  arguments  seemed  to 
amount  to  this  :  that  as  it  was  clear  people  ivould 
come  to  the  races  ;  and,  as  the  ungodly  made  a 
profit  of  their  doing  so,  she  saw  no  reason  why 
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she  also  should  not  derive  some  advantage  from 
the  crowd  of  visitors.  “  ’Tisn’t  as  though  fa¬ 
ther  and  me,  sajing  we  woiddn't  let,  ’ud  keep 
folk  from  coming.  Miss  Anne!”  said  she.  “And 
there’ll  be  that  throng  of  strangers  as  niver  was ; 
as  butchers’  meat  alone  ’ll  cost  a  week’s  wage 
pretty  well.  We’ve  furnished  the  little  sitting- 
room  up  stairs  quite  genteel.  And  there’s  Mat’s 
room  empty  now,  as  is  the  best  bedroom  i’  the 
house.”  (“Trust  him  for  that!”  thought  I.) 
“And  so  we’ve  made  up  our  minds  to  set  a 
ticket  i’  the  window.  Father  he  was  against 
setting  the  ticket.  He  thought  it  seemed  like 
encouraging  the  races.  But  I  say,  ‘  No  ;  if  you 
want  to  let,  you  must  make  the  folk  know  it.’ 
Setting  the  ticket  won’t  make  nor  mar  the 
races  as  I  can  see.  So  father  he  came  round 
at  last.” 

“And  what  does  Mr.  Matthew  say  to  it?”  I 
asked. 

“Oh,  Mat,  he’s  clean  against  it,”  answered 
Alice,  coloring  a  little.  “  He  holds  fast  by  the 
wages  of  sin  being  death.  But  then.  Miss  Anne, 
you  see  he’s  well  off  enough.  And  I’m  sure, 
if  father  and  me  got  as  much  out  of  grandfather 
as  Mat  and  his  wife  does —  Well,  that  can't 
be  cured,  and  must  be  endured.”  With  that 
she  bade  us  good-da3q  and  turned  to  go  back, 
having  first  invited  Eliza  to  drink  tea  with  her 
any  Sabbath  evening  after  chapel  that  she  could 
get  leave  from  Dr.  Hewson  to  do  so. 

When  I  told  grandfather  what  Alice  Kitchen 
had  said  he  looked  vexed,  and  passed  his  fin¬ 
gers  through  his  hair  until  it  was  more  like  a 
mane  than  ever.  But  he  made  no  comment 
beyond  muttering  to  himself,  “  Of  course,  of 
course.  The  old  story  !  The  usual  thing !  ” 
He  liked  Alice.  She  had  become  quite  a  fa¬ 
vorite  at  Mortlands.  Since  her  brother’s  mar¬ 
riage  she  had  become  closer  friends  with  Eliza 
than  ever.  And  even  Keturah,  whose  good 
opinion  was  not  lightly  to  be  had,  approved  of 
Alice’s  industry  and  good-humor;  and  e.spe- 
cially  of  a  certain  blunt  honesty  which  charac¬ 
terized  her',  and  which  contrasted  oddly  with 
the  canting  form  of  many  of  her  utterances. 

“And  so  these — ahem! — blessed  races  are 
to  be  more  numerously  attended  than  ever  this 
year,  are  they?”  said  grandfather,  thoughtfully 
nodding  his  head. 

“So  Alice  seemed  to  think,  grandfather.” 

“H’m!”  (with  a  peculiar  grunt  of  discon¬ 
tent). 

“Horsingham  people  are  quite  rejoicing  at 
the  prospect.  They  say  a  night’s  lodging  will 
go  up  to  a  fabulous  price.” 

“Ay,  ay!  Spoiling  the  Egyptians  is  good 
fun  enough.”  Then  he  added,  in  a  lower  tone, 
“But  one  doesn’t  find  it  so  pleasant  when  one’s 
only  daughter  happens  to  have  cast  in  her  lot 
for  better  for  worse  w'ith  one  of  the  tribes  of 
Pharaoh.” 

“//e  will  be  busy  gathering  in  a  plentiful 
harvest,”  observed  Mrs.  Abram,  mysteriously. 

“Pharaoh?” 

“  Satan !” 


“Tut,  Judith!  There,  there,  I  beg  your 
pardon  for  startling  you.  The  harvest  men 
will  reap  on  Horsingham  race -course;  men 
have  sown  there ;  and  they  plant  a  fresh  crojp 
every  year.  More’s  the  pity !  ” 

Grandfather  withdrew  to  his  study ;  and  no 
sooner  had  he  turned  his  back  than  Mrs. 
Abram  bdnt  forward  to  me  with  uplifted  finger, 
and  her  ejms  so  wide  open  that  the  odd  yellow 
specks  in  them  gleamed  very  conspicuously, 
and  huskily  murmured,  in  her  most  inarticulate 
tones,  “Ah, love,  if  he  would  but  understand! 
But  your  dear  grandfather  never  did  think 
enough  of  the  devil !  ” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Alice  Kitchen’s  expectations  were  fulfilled. 
The  races  of  that  autumn  were  more  numerous¬ 
ly  attended  than  any  meeting  that  had  taken 
place  for  many  yeaj-s.  I  remember  that  autumn 
well.  I  have  reason  to  remember  it.  I  re¬ 
member  mother’s  hesitation  as  to  whether  she 
should,  or  should  not,  be  present  on  the  race¬ 
course  on  the  great  “  cup”  day.  And  I  remem¬ 
ber  how  at  last,  despite  grandfather’s  remon¬ 
strances,  she  resolved  to  go.  I  knew  then  as 
well  as  I  know  now — albeit,  nothing  w'as  said 
between  us  to  that  effect — that  mother  went  to 
the  races  and  took  me  there,  in  the  hope  that 
our  presence  might  keep  father  from  the  bet- 
ting-ring,  and  prevent  mischief. 

It  W'as  a  lovely  bright  day.  The  sky  was 
clear,  save  for  a  silver  gauzy  mist  on  the  hori¬ 
zon,  that  looked  like  a  breath  on  a  mirror. 
The  course,  I  heard  it  said,  would  be  in  first- 
rate  order.  The  person  who  said  so  was  Dodd’s 
successor,  the  undersized  groom.  His  name 
was  Flower,  and  I  always  thought  a  more  in¬ 
appropriate  appellation  could  scarcely  have  be¬ 
longed  to  him.  Flower  was  no  favorite  with 
my  mother.  She  discovered,  a  very  few  weeks 
after  his  arrival,  that  he  had  introduced  the 
practice  of  card-playing  into  our  kitchen,  a 
thing  unheard  of  there  before.  He  was  not  al¬ 
ways  quite  sober,  although  never  too  drunk  to 
do  his  work.  His  manner  was  full  of  a  sup¬ 
pressed  insolence,  and  his  tongue  was,  the  oth¬ 
er  servants  said,  versed  in  the  vilest  ribaldry, 
to  which  he  would  give  utterance  on  any  occa¬ 
sion  when  the  presence  of  his  superiors  did  not 
restrain  him.  IJut  neither  these  considerations, 
nor  any  others  which  could  be  presented  to  him, 
availed  with  my  father  to  induce  him  to  dis¬ 
charge  Flower. 

“My  Lucy,  darling,-”  father  w'ould  say,  “can 
yon  tell  me  that  the  man  has  ever  dared  to  be 
insolent  or  ill-behaved  to  you  in  word  or 
look?” 

“Tome?  No,  George;  but — ” 

“Or  to  Anne?” 

“"Why,  no  dear.  Still  I — ” 

“Or  to  me,  or  to  any  gue£>t  or  friend  we 
have?  To  be  sure  not !  And  he  is  a  first-rate 
groom :  quite  first-rate.  As  to  the  servants’ 
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morals,  they  will  take  care  of  themselves.  Or, 
if  not,  I  am  sure  that  neither  you  nor  I  are  able 
to  take  care  of  them.  And  I  wonder  that  you 
should  be  growing  puritanical.  Yoit,  of  all 
people — brought  up  as  you  have  been !  ” 

This  was  said  as  we  were  driving  to  the 
race-course ;  and  I  pondered  on  it  a  good  deal. 
Father  had  given  forth  many  such  utterances 
lately,  and  they  never  failed  to  rouse  my  indig¬ 
nation.  There  was  an  implied  assumption  in 
them  that,  because  grandfather  did  not  profess 
to  be  bound  within  the  narrow  limits  of  any  of 
the  orthodox  codes  of  behavior  known  to  Hors- 
ingham,  therefore  he  and  his  must  necessari¬ 
ly  and  consistently  grant  the  widest  license, 
and  the  most  placid  toleration  to  all  evil-doers 
and  evil-doings.  The  High-Church  people  and 
the  Low-Church  people,  the  Methodists  and 
the  Papists,  the  Zion-chapelites  and  the  Bap¬ 
tists,  publicly  condemned  each  other  to  perdi¬ 
tion  every  seven  days  or  so ;  but  they  were 
quite  unanimous  in  detesting  the  principles  of 
my  grandfather,  who  was  charitable  to  them  all, 
and  comprehended  that  there  were  good  men 
to  be  found  in  every  one  of  these  denomina¬ 
tions.  If  he  would  but  have  anathematized 
any  one  set  en  masse — if  he  would  even  have 
declared  his  conviction  that  they  would  all  of 
them  be  lost,  instead  of  humbly  hoping  they 
might  most  of  them  be  saved,  I  really  believe 
they  would  more  readily  have  forgiven  him. 
In  short,  it  often  occurred  to  me  then,  and  has 
often  occurred  to  me  since,  that  poor  Mrs. 
Abram  had  summed  up  the  public  grievance 
against  grandfather  when  she  said  that  he 
“  never- did  think  enough  of  the  devil.” 

“You’ll  stay  with  us,  George,  won’t  you?” 
said  my  mother,  when  our  carriage  was  got  into 
its  place  in  the  line,  and  the  horses  had  been 
taken  out.  “I  get  nervous  in  this  crowd  if 
you  leave  us  by  ourselves,”  she  added,  with  a 
poor  pretense  of  there  being  no  other  reason 
why  she  wished  to  keep  him  by  her  side. 

“Stay  with  you?  Of  course!”  father  an¬ 
swered,  testily.  “  You  don’t  mean,  I  suppose, 
to  pin  me  to  the  skirt  of  your  gown  ?  I  shall 
be  on  the  course,  and  quite  within  hail  all  day.” 

To  see  a  bright  tear  come  and  tremble  in 
mothers  eye,  and  the  color  flush  into  her  face 
and  then  fade,  leaving  her  very  pale,  made  a 
feeling  of  burning  indignation  rise  in  my  breast 
against  father  ;  and  the  feeling  was  not  quench¬ 
ed  by  my  catching  sight  of  Flower,  who  had 
heard  what  had  passed,  and  was  standing  with 
his  drah-gaitered  legs  apart — as  bowed  and 
fleshless  they  looked  as  the  “wishing-bone”  of  a 
chicken  that  has  been  picked  clean — and  an  inso¬ 
lent  grin  on  his  smooth,  sharp-chinned  visage. 

Presently,  as  the  course  began  to  fill,  I  rec¬ 
ognized  one  or  two  acquaintances.  My  father’s 
cousins  (children  of  that  aunt  who  lived  far¬ 
away  from  us  in  the  country,  and  with  whom  I 
have  mentioned  my  parents  staying  on  a  visit), 
the  Cudberrys,  were  there — one  son  and  three 
daughters — occupying  a  very  odd  vehicle,  which 
I  well  knew  by  sight.  It  was  nearly  square. 


with  four  seats  inside  and  a  roof  supported  by 
poles,  whence  depended  leather  curtains,  which 
were  closed  when  it  was  cold  or  rainy,  but  which 
now  were  furled  back,  and  fastened  by  straps 
and  buckles.  This  vehicle  (“the  sociable,”  it 
was  called  by  the  Cudberrys)  was  driven  by  a 
man  in  a  drab-colored  livery  coat  of  enormous 
size.  It  was  long  and  wide  and  heavy.  The 
collar  of  it  nearly  smothered  him.  The  cuff's 
of  it  were  so  ample  that  his  hands  were  entirely 
concealed.  The  skirt  of  it  hung  over  his  heels. 
It  must  have  been  made  for  a  man  of  exception¬ 
ally  vast  proportions.  Its  present  wearer  was 
rather  short,  with  a  very  wide,  red  face — like  a 
face  reflected  in  the  bowl  of  a  spoon,  I  fancied 
—and  red  hair,  surmounted  'by  a  stiff',  glazed 
hat.  Him,  also,  I  knew ;  he  was  Aunt  Cud- 
berry’s  principal  servant.  His  accomplishments 
were  exceedingly  varied,  and  ranged  from 
“pitching”  a  load  of  hay  to  decanting  a  bottle 
of  port,  whenever  Uncle  Cudberry  could  make 
up  his  mind  to  have  one  opened,  which  was  not 
very  often.  The  young  Cudberrys,  as  they 
were  called,  although  Sam  Cudberry,  the  eldest, 
was  turned  forty,  and  his  sisters  followed  close 
upon  him,  made  a  remarkable  contrast  with  the 
rustic  and  old-world  air  of  their  carriage  and 
their  coachman.  They  were  dressed  in  extrav¬ 
agant  imitation  of  those  works  of  art  on  which 
one  may  feast  one’s  eyes  in  the  shop-windows 
of  tailors  and  dress-makers.  I  never  saw  any 
thing  alive  clothed  quite  in  that  manner  save 
the  young  Cudberrys,  although  I  have  many  a 
time,  when  I  was  a  child,  gazed  admiringly 
upon  certain  waxen  effigies  at  the  door  of  a 
clothing  warehouse  in  the  High  Street,  kept  by 
a  Jewish  tradesman,  which  came  near  to  rival¬ 
ing  Sam  Cudberry  in  general  effect.  His  sis¬ 
ters,  too,  were  marv6ls  of  attire.  I  counted  so 
many  shades  of  color  in  Matilda  Cuclherry’s  gar¬ 
ments  within  a  minute  or  so,  that  I  gave  it  up 
in  despair  of  enumerating  them  all.  The  three 
sisters  were  very  small  and  very  lean,  and  they 
wore  so  much  clothing,  and  that  of  so  conspic¬ 
uous  a  kind,  that  they  themselves  seemed  lost 
and  extinguished  under  it.  They  always  gave 
me  the  idea  of  inhabiting  their  clothes,  if  I  may 
use  such  an  expression,  rather  than  wearing 
them.  They  did  not  love  me,  nor  my  mother, 
nor  my  father,  though  for  him  they  felt,  I  fan¬ 
cied,  a  kind  of  compassion.  I  don’t  know  why, 
and  I  believe  they  did  not  know  why,  either  ; 
and  my  grandfather  they  actually  detested. 
Nevertheless,  catching  sight  of  us,  they  alighted 
from  the  sociable  and  came  toward  us — Sam 
and  Matilda  and  Henrietta  and  Clementina. 

“  How  do,  cousin  ?  How  do,  Mrs.  Furness  ? 
How  do,  Anne  ?”  said  Sam. 

He  had  a  natural,  broad,  country  accent, 
which  would  not  in  itself  have  offended  my  ears, 
albeit  they  were  used  to  a  nicety  of  pronuncia¬ 
tion  in  my  mother  and  grandfather  very  rare 
in  Horsingham.  But  to  hear  Sam  Cudberr}^ 
conscious  and  ashamed  of  his  tendency  to  talk 
his  native  dialect— overlay  it,  and  smother  it, 
and  change  it  into  a  mongrel  speech,  ugly,  like 
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6V6ry  thing  forced  and  strained,  and  vulgar,  like 
every  thing  affected — was  a  trying  thing,  lo 
hear  him  and  his  sisters  mince  and  mouth  their 
words,  and  to  see  the  physical  contortions  of 
lip  and  jaw  which  attended  their  efforts,  was. a 
really  dreadfully  trying  thing.  At  least,  it  was 
so  to  me.  Mother  was  older  and  gentler  and 
more  tolerant  than  I  was,  and  she  bore  it  sweetly. 
For  myself,  I  sometimes  longed  to  make  hide¬ 
ous  grimaces ;  to  roar  out  a  word  at  the  full 
pitch  of  my  lungs ;  to  scream  with  impatience, 
when  I  heard,  Tilly,  or  Hcnny,  or  Clemmy  Cud- 
berry  converse ;  but  the  worst  of  it  was,  that 
the  more  genteel  and  fascinating  was  their  mood, 
the  more  did  they  think  it  necessary  fo  twist  and 
torture  their  native  language.  It  sometimes 
positively  became  a  mere  mopping  and  mow¬ 
ing  ;  and  they  had  all  loud,  high-pitched  voices. 
They  were  very  genteel  on  this  race-day.  Sam, 
in  particular,  was  of  superfine  gentility;  and 
smelled  of  hair-oil  to  a  degree  that  would  have 
been  unbearable  any  where  but  in  the  open  air. 

“Holloa!”  said  my  father,  good-humoredly 
shaking  hands  with  them  all  round.  “  This  is 
something  new,  is  it  not  ?  I  don’t  remember 
ever  to  have  seen  you  at  the  races  before.” 

“Oh,  dear,  Cousin  George,”  replied  Tilly, 
“we  must  make  a  beginning.  I  told  ma,  and 
I  told  pa,  that  our  nursery  days  were  over,  and 
that  we  must  begin  to  do  a  little  like  the  rest 
of  the  world.  Society  has  claims,  you  know.” 

If  a  stentorian  peacock  could  be  endowed 
with  speech,  I  think  he  would  speak  like  Tilly 
Cudberry.  She  pronounced  “  Oh,  dear.  Cous¬ 
in  George,”  “  A-o-oo,  de-o-ah.  Cousin  Jaw- 
arge.”  But  I  do  not  intend  attempting  to  con¬ 
vey  to  the  reader’s  eyes  the  mode  of  speaking 
with  which  father’s  cousins  regaled  our  ears. 
He  must  imagine  it  for  hiVnself — if  he  can. 

“To  be  sure:  must  move  with  the  times, 
you  know,  as  I  tell  the  governor,”  observed 
Sam,  in  corroboration  of  his  sister. 

It  occurred  to  me  that  the  “times”  (in  Hors- 
ingham  at  least)  had  now  been  moving  in  the 
direction  of  the  race-course  for  a  considerable 
period.  But  I  did  not  say  any  thing. 

“  I  suppose,”  said  my  father,  with  an  almost 
imperceptible  embarrassment,  “  that  you’re  not 
going  over  yonder,  Sam,  eh  ?” 

He  pointed  to  the  Grand  Stand.  The  bet¬ 
ting-ring  was  there  too,  as  I  instantly  and  pain¬ 
fully  remembered. 

“What!  to  the  ring?  No,  thank  ye,  George, 
my  boy!  No,  no  ;  S.  C.,  junior,  knows  a  trick 
worth  two  of  that.  No,  no,  no ;  not  if  I  am 
aware  of  it.  One  of  us  is  euough.  The  fami¬ 
ly  will  be  well  represented,  eh  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  ” 

I  felt  as  if  I  could  have  struck  the  booby,  as 
he  stood  beside  the  carriage  with  his  broad 
brassy  countenance  expanded  into  a  grin  at  his 
own  exquisite  humor.  I  do  not  pretend  that 
the  feeling  was  not  very  wrong  and  very  fool¬ 
ish  on  my  part,  and  I  knew  it  to  be  so  then. 
But  although,  alas !  my  conscience  is  far  from 
clear  of  wrong  and  foolish  impulses  at  this  pres¬ 
ent  writing,  I  had  still  less  cool  wisdom  and 


self-command  at  twenty;  which,  my  observa¬ 
tion  leads  me  to  conclude,  is  not  an  altogether 
unparalleled  state  of  things. 

I  suppose  I  looked  as  angry  as  I  felt,  for 
Henrietta  observed,  spitefully,  “  What  a  color 
you’ve  got,  Anne!”  and  then  the  three  sisters 
giggled  in  chorus. 

“  Had  you  not  better  get  into  the  carriage  ?” 
said  my  father,  speaking  to  Tilly,  Henny,  and 
Clemmy,  collectively.  “It  is  higher,  and  you 
will  see  the  course  better  than  from  the  socia¬ 
ble.  You  can  mount  on  the  box,  Sam ;  and, 
as  you  are  not  going  to  the  Grand  Stand,  you 
can  remain  and  look  after  the  ladies.  Mrs. 
Furness  was  just  saying  that  she  did  not  like 
to  he  without  a  gentleman  in  this  crowd.” 

Shall  I  ever  forget  mother’s  face  when  he  hur¬ 
ried  away  across  the  course,  muttering  some¬ 
thing  about  “  expecting  to  see  a  friend,”  and 
“having  made  an  appointment!”  The  wist¬ 
ful  glance  with  which  she  followed  his  retreat¬ 
ing  figure  as  he  made  his  way  through  the 
crowd,  towering  above  most  of  the  men  there, 
and  the  piteous  efforts  she  made  immediately 
afterward  to  look  smiling  and  indifferent  under 
the  sharp  unsympathizing  eyes  of  the  Cudber- 
rys,  are  as  vivid  to  me  now  as  they  were  at  that 
moment. 

“I  wonder  you  let  George  bet,  Mrs.  Fur¬ 
ness,”  said  Tilly,  who  generally  took  the  lead 
in  right  of  her  seniority. 

Mother  put  the  obseiwation  quietly  aside, 
and  made  room  on  the  seat  next  herself  for  one 
of  the  girls.  We  were  five  women  in  the  car¬ 
riage,  and  though  it  was  a  roomy  barouche, 
hired  for  the  occasion,  we  were  more  'crowded 
than  was  comfortable,  owing  to  our  cousins’ 
voluminous  skirts.  I  had  vacated  my  place 
beside  mother  in  favor  of  Clementina,  who  was 
the  quietest  and  least  fidgety  of  the  three  sis¬ 
ters  ;  but  Tilly  turned  her  out  of  it  immediate¬ 
ly,  and  took  it  herself. 

“Oh,  dear,  no!”  she  said,  in  her  most  pea¬ 
cock-like  tones,  and  spreading  out  her  gown, 
so  as  almost  to  overwhelm  my  mother,  like  a 
flood;  “  Miss  Cudberry,  if  yott  please.”  (She 
frequently  spoke  of  herself  as  “Miss  Cudber¬ 
ry.”)  “No,  no,  Clemmy;  it  would  look  pecul¬ 
iar  to  see  you  in  the  post  of  honor  and  Miss 
Cudberry  in  the  carriage.” 

Clementina  submitted  very  quietly  to  the 
superior  claims  of  “  Miss  Cudberry.”  Not  that 
she  Avould  have  allowed  her  elder  sister  to 
tyrannize  over  her ;  but  they  had  made  a  sort 
of  code  of  laws  in  the  family — or  rather  the 
laws  had  grown  up  slowly  by  prescription  and 
precedent  —  and,  among  them,  the  social  su¬ 
premacy  of  Matilda  was  a  leading  article.  It 
was  odd  to  me  to  observe  how  undoubtingly 
they  assumed  that  these  rules  and  regulations 
were  as  well  known  to  the  outer  world  as  with¬ 
in  the  narrow  limits  of  their  family  circle,  and 
with  what  surprise  and  resentment  they  re¬ 
garded  any  breach  of  them  by  unconscious 
strai^gers.  They  had  lived  in  a  very  secluded 
house,  and  in  a  very  secluded  manner,  until 
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quite  recently ;  and  being  the  principal  persons 
in  their  own  village,  were  not  prepared  to  find 
their  greatness  unrecognized  elsewhere.  I  fear 
that  I  was  partly  responsible  for  the  infliction 
on  Horsingham  society  of  the  three  Misses 
Cudberry;  for  from  the  date  of  the  dancing- 
party  at  Sir  Peter  Bunny’s,  of  which  I  have 
slightly  made  mention,  they  made  high  resolve 
to  participate  in  similar  gayeties,  and  pursued 
their  object  with  very  frightful  energy.  “It 
seems  so  ridiculous,  you  know,”  said  Henny, 

•  who  was  perhaps  the  most  spiteful,  although 
not  the  most  demonstrative  of  the  three  sisters, 
“so  truly  incongruous,  that  you,  little  Anne 
Furness,  as  we  were  calling  you  only  the  other 
day,  should  visit  people  we  have  never  been 
introduced  to!  And  go  to  a  ball,  too!  We 
laughed  so  at  home  when  we  heard  it.” 

I  had  been  brought  up  in  great  reverence 
for  the  laws  of  hospitality ;  and  I  felt  that,  so 
far  as  such  considerations  were  concerned,  my 
father’s  carriage  was  the  same  as  my  father’s 
house,  and  I  therefore  refrained  from  uttering 
a  sharp  retort  that  rose  to  my  tongue.  But  if 
the  reader  supposes  that  I  felt  otherwise  than 
indignant  and  contemptuous  toward  my  cousin, 
he  gives  me  credit  for  more  gentleness  and 
amiability  than  I  ever  possessed. 

Meanwhile  Tilly  was  talking  at  the  full  pitch 
of  her  voice  to  Flower,  who  stood  at  the  car¬ 
riage-door  eying  her  with  a  cooh  insolence,  of 
which,  I  think,  she  was  wholly  unconscious. 

“Flowah,  Flowah!  Do  go  and  see  for  our 
sociable !  I  can’t  think  where  it  is  !  Our  so¬ 
ciable,  you  know.  Mr.  Cudberry’s  sociable,  of 
Woolling.  We  came  with  our  man-servant. 
Our  man-servant  is  called  Daniel.  Tell  him  to 
draw  the  sociable  up  in  line  with  the  other  car¬ 
riages  directly,  because  we  shall  perhaps  be 
going  back  to  it,  and  if  he  delays  we  sha’n’t  get 
a  good  position.  ’  And,  Flowah,  tell  him  to  go 
next  a  gentleman’s  carriage.  I  will  not  be  next 
that  donkey-cart.  I  know  it’s  a  donkey-cart, 
for  I  saw  the  donkey  as  we  passed  it  ion  the 
road.  Daniel  his  name  is.  Mr.  Cudberry’s 
man-servant,  of  Woolling.” 

“7  know  him,  miss,”  responded  Flower. 
And  if  he  had  said  in  plain  words,  “I  know 
him  ;  he  is  too  ridiculous  an  object  in  his  livej’y- 
coat  to  be  mistaken  for  any  body  else,”  he 
could  not  have  conveyed  more  distinctly  (to  my 
apprehension,  at  least)  that  that  was  his  real 
meaning. 

Tilly,  however,  continued  to  utter  loud  di¬ 
rections  to  be  given  to  her  “man-servant”  in 
a  screaming  tone,  which  might  have  been  de¬ 
signed — as  perhaps  it  was — to  attract  the  atten¬ 
tion  of  the  whole  course  to  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Cudberry  of  Woolling’s  sociable,  in  charge  of 
Mr.  Cudberry  of  Woolling’s  servant,  was  on  the 
ground,  until  her  attention  was  seized  and  her 
speech  arrested  by  seeing  me  bow  to  Lady 
Bunny,  whose  carriage  had  but  newly  taken  its 
place  in  the  rank  not  far  from  us. 

“The  Bunnys?”  she  demanded,  instantly 
fixing  her  eyes  on  them,  with  no  more  hesita- 
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tion  than  if  they  had  been  so  many  wax-work 
effigies,  incapable  of  embarrassment. 

“Hush  !”  I  exclaimed,  almost  involuntarily. 
“  Yes ;  that  is  Lady  Bunny.” 

Almost  as  I  spoke  Sir  Peter  Bunny  alighted 
from  his  carriage,  and  came  toward  us,  accom¬ 
panied  by  a  gentleman.  I  knew  the  gentle¬ 
man  by  sight.  I  knew  his  name,  too.  I  had 
danced  with  him  at  the  ball.  He  was  an  offi¬ 
cer,  whose  regiment  was  quartered  in  a  small 
town  not  far  from  Horsingham. 

“Mrs.  Furness,”  said  Sir  Peter,  raising  his 
h.at,  “may  I  have  the  honor  of  presenting  to 
you  my  friend,  Mr.  Lacer?  Ensign  Gervase 
Lacer,  of  her  Majesty’s  — th  regiment  of  foot,” 
added  Sir  Peter;  and  I  felt  unreasonably 
ashamed  of  his  doing  so,  and  wished  he  hadn’t, 
and  wondered  if  Mr.  Lacer  guessed  why  I  '’ol- 
ored — as  I  felt  that  I  did. 

My  mother  saluted  the  new-comers  with  her 
own  sweet  and  unaffected  grace.  She  remem¬ 
bered  having  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Mr. 
Lacer  at  Sir  Peter’s  house,  she  said,  although  he 
had  not  then  been  introduced  to  her.  I  could 
see  what  a  favorable  impression  her  manner 
and  her  beauty — for  though  paler  and  more  anx¬ 
ious-looking  than  she  used  to  be,  she  was  still 
very  beautiful — made  on  Mr.  Lacer.  And  I 
perceived,  or  thought  I  perceived,  that  he  was 
surprised  as  well  as  pleased  to  find  me  so  su¬ 
perior  in  refinement  to  the  bulk  of  Horsingham 
people.  And  I  felt — again  qujte  unreasonably 
— half  vexed,  half  triumphant  at  so  perceiving. 

“Introduce  me  !”  said  Tilly,  in  aloud  whis¬ 
per,  and  nudging  my  mother  with  her  elbow. 

There  was  no  help  for  it.  “  Sir  Peter  Bun¬ 
ny,  I  think  you  have  met  my  husband’s  cous¬ 
ins?”  said  mother,  gently.  “Miss  Cudberry” 
— “  Of  Woolling,”  prompted  Tilly,  parenthet¬ 
ically — “Miss  Henrietta,  and  Miss  Clementina 
Cudberry.” 

“Don’t  leave  me  out,  Mrs.  George!”  called 
Sam,  from  his  elevation  on  the  box.  Sir  Peter 
and  Mr.  Lacer  looked  up,  and  Sam  took  his 
hat  off  with  a  flourish.  Mr.  Lacer’s  stare  at 
him  was,  I  felt,  neither  polite  nor  flattering; 
but  Sam  evidently  conceived  himself  to  have 
made  a  very  favorable  impression.  The  course 
was  now  becoming  very  crowded,  and  the  hour 
fixed  for  the  first  race  of  the  day  was  rapidly 
approaching.  Sir  Peter  proposed  to  take  me 
back  with  him  to  his  wife’s  carriage.  Barba¬ 
ra  was  there,  he  said,  and  Lady  Bunny  had 
charged  him  to  get  Mrs.  Furness’s  permission 
for  me  to  join  their  party.  I  hesitated,  and 
looked  at  mother.  “Go,  my  love,”  she  said,^ 
“  since  Lady  Bunny  is  kind  enough  to  wish  it.’ 
I  took  Sir  Peter’s  arm,  and  went  with  him. 
Even  now,  when  I  think  of  it,  I  feel  a  stab  of 
self-reproach.  It  was  selfish,  it  was  almost 
cruel,  to  leave  mother  alone  with  those  hard, 
uncongenial  women,  to  bear  and  conceal  a  thou¬ 
sand  anxious  thoughts  about  my  father  as  best 
she  could.  Mother— God  bless  her !— forgave 
me  then  and  there.  Nay,  I  believe  she  would  not 
have  admitted  there  was  any  thing  to  forgive. 
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Her  maternal  love  demanded  the  sacrifice  of 
no  wish,  or  caprice,  or  self-indulgence  from 
me.  Hut  my  conscience  was  not  to  be  hood¬ 
winked,  and  it  made  me  uneasy  at  inteiwals  all 
the  day. 

Mr.  Lacer  remained  for  a  few  minutes  at 
the  carriage  -  door  speaking  to  my  mother. 
And  Sir  Peter  and  I  must  have  been  quite  a 
long  way  off  when  we  heard  Tilly  Cudberry’s 
voice  screeching  to  Mr.  Lacer,  with  great  vi¬ 
vacity,  “Do  just  be  kind  enough  to  try  if  you 
can  &id  it.  Elowah  has  disappeared !  Mrs. 
George,  where  can  Elowah  be?  Inquire  for 
Mr.  Cudberry  of  Woolling’s  sociable,  Mr. 
Lace-ah !  And  for  our  man-servant,  Daniel. 
Mr.  Cudberry’s  man-servant,  Daniel — of  Wool- 
ling!” 

O 

CHAPTER  X. 

Ladt  Btjknt  and  Barbara  received  me  very 
kindly.  They  had  a  handsome  roving  carriage, 
and  a  great  hamper  full  of  good  things  to  eat 
and  drink,  and  it  was  decidedly  more  comfort¬ 
able  to  be  with  them  than  squeezed  up  as  the 
fifth  in  a  barouche,  of  which  three  other  occu¬ 
pants  were  the  Misses  Cudberry. 

Lady  Bunny  was  a  handsome,  portly  w'oman, 
with  a  slow,  placid  manner.  She  wore  her  hair 
— still  of  a  clear  brown  color,  untouched  with 
gray — in  a  row  of  short,  loose  curls  all  round 
her  head.  This  I  remember  thinking  very  odd 
and  incongruous  when  I  first  saw  her,  I  being 
then  a  little  girl  at  school.  But  the  impression 
soon  wore  off.  And  in  no  other  particular, 
either  of  manner  or  dress,  did  Lady  Bunny 
affect  juvenility.  Barbara  was  very  like  her 
mother.  She  had  the  same  large  light  blue 
eyes,  the  same  fair  complexion  and  dimpled 
chin.  She,  too,  wore  her  hair  in  a  single  row 
of  short  curls,  and  looked  altogether  like  a 
small  copy  of  Lady  Bunny;  for  Barbara, 
though  plump,  was  short,  and  built  on  a  much 
less  massive  scale  than  her  mother. 

“I  would  have  got  Sir  Peter  to  ask  Mrs. 
Eurness  to  favor  us,  my  dear,  but  I  see  she  has 
company,”  said  Lady  Bunny.  She  raised  a 
large  double  eye-glass  to  her  eyes  as  she  spoke, 
and  contemplated  my  cousins  with  her  usual 
deliberate  quietude. 

“Those  are  my  father’s  cousins.  Lady  Bun¬ 
ny,  the  Misses  Cudberry.” 

“  Of  Woolling,”  added  Mr.  Lacer,  who  had 
by  this  time  come  up  to  the  carriage.  He  gave 
me  so  comical  a  glance  as  he  said  the  words 
that  I  could  not  refrain  from  smiling. 

“  Ah,  sure !”  said  Lady  Bunny.  “And  Mr. 
Eurness,  where  is  he,  my  dear?” 

“I  don’t  know — I — I — mean,  I  think  he  is 
over  there.” 

“On  the  Grand  Stand,  my  dear?” 

“Perhaps.  I  am  not  sure.  No,  Lady  Bun¬ 
ny,  he  is  in  the  betting-ring,  I  think.” 

Lady  Bunny  said  no  more.  But  she  raised 
her  double  eye-glass  '  again,  and  looked  this 


time  at  my  mother.  And  placid  as  Lady  Bun¬ 
ny’s  face  was,  I  could  discern  some  traces  of 
trouble  and  compassion  on  it  as  she  did  so. 

“I  think,”  said  Mr.  Lacer,  “that  I  have 
had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  Mr.  Eurness  sev¬ 
eral  times.”  He  was  leaning  with  folded  arms 
on  the  carriage-door.  He  was  on  the  side  next 
me.  The  others  were  watching  the  clerk  of 
the  course,  as  he  cantered  up  and  down,  scat¬ 
tering  the  crowd,  and  the  general  confusion  of 
“clearing  the  course.”  And  I  think  they  did 
not  hear  what  Mr.  Lacer  was  saying.  Indeed,  • 
I  am  almost  certain  that  they  did  not,  for  ho 
spoke  in  quite  a  low  voice. 

“Where  have  you  met  father  ?”  I  asked.  I, 
too,  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  I  am  quite  unable 
to  say  why.  I  am  very  sure  that  it  was  not 
because  I  feared  being  overheard. 

“Oh,  at — several  places.  Does  he  not  go 

to  the  races  at  W -  sometimes?’’  naming 

our  county  town. 

“He  has  been  once  or  twice,  I  believe.” 

“I  have  never  seen  Mrs.  Eurness  with  him 
there.” 

“Mother  never  goes  to  the  races  atW - .” 

•“Nor  you?” 

“No.” 

“You  look.  Miss  Eurness,  almost  as  if  you — ” 

“As  if  I  what?” 

“As  if  you  disapproved  of  races.  There 
was  quite  a  severe  expression  on  your  face.” 
Mr.  Lacer  laughed  as  he  said  it,  but  not  rudely 
— only  merrily,  I  thought ;  but  the  subject  w'as 
one  on  which  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  feel 
merry — mother’s  wistful  face  came  too  vividly 
into  my  mind.  Mr.  Lacer  watched  me  attent¬ 
ively.  I  did  not  see  that  he  did  so,  for  I  did 
not  look  at  his  face,  but  I  felt  it. 

“They  are  going  up  to  the  starting-post,” 
said  he,  looking  at  two  or  three  bright-colored 
specks  that  were  moving  gently  over  the  course 
at  some  distance.  “Will  you  risk  a  pair  of 
gloves  on  the  event,  Miss  Eurness?  I  will 
give  y^  the  field  against  Butterfly.” 

“  Oh  no,  thank  you !  I  never  bet,”  said  I, 
with  what  seemed,  I  dare  say,  ludicrous  earn¬ 
estness.  He  must  have  thought  me  the  most 
unsophisticated  of  provincial  school-girls,  or  the 
most  affected.  Mr.  Lacer  bowed  and  smiled, 
and  then,  as  the  race  was  just  about  to  begin, 
he  mounted  on  to  the  box,  where  Sir  Peter 
was  already  seated. 

This  first  race  was  by  no  means  one  of  the 
important  events  of  the  day.  When  it  was 
over  the  crowd  poured  over  the  course  again, 
and  the  itinerant  jugglers,  mountebankSj  musi¬ 
cians,  and  fortune-tellers  began  to  ply  their  re¬ 
spective  trades.  I  looked  out  anxiously  over 
the  moving  mass  of  heads  to  try  whether  I 
could  descry  my  father.  I  hoped  that,  now 
the  race  was  over,  he  would  rejoin  mother.  I 
knew  how  she  would  be  longing  to  have  him  by 
her  side  again,  away  from  t^iat  surging,  roaring, 
horrible  mass  of  men  in  the  betting-ring.  To 
me  there  seemed  something  infernal  in  their 
vehemence  and  excitement.  Pleasure  or  amuse- 
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merit  there  -vvas  none  within  that  inclosnre  : 
merely  a  hideous,  reckless  lust  of  money,  that 
sparkled  in  their  eyes,  and  flushed  their  eager 
faces,  and  gave  a  loud,  brassy  tone  to  their 
shouting  voices.  It  was  a  pitiable  and  degrad¬ 
ing  spectacle,  I  thought,  to  see  these  human 
creatures  selling  their  very  souls  on  the  hazard 
of  Blue  Jacket  or  Red  Jacket,  following  every 
hound  of  the  panting,  straining  horses  with 
wolfish  eyes,  and  saluting  the  victor  with  almost 
wolfish  howls.  It  shocked  and  revolted  nre  to 
know  that  my  father  was  among  this  crew. 
And  the  hitter  knowledge  I  had  of  mother’s 
pain  of  mind  did  not  dispose  me  to  look  leni¬ 
ently  upon  the  scene.  True,  father  had  prom¬ 
ised  not  to  bet ;  hut,  alas !  it  ivas  some  time 
since  I  had  felt  that  no  reliance  was  to  be  placed 
on  his  word  in  that  respect.  Mother  felt  it, 
too  :  she  had  ceased  to  boast  of  her  implicit 
trust  in  her  husband’s  promise.  In  her  love 
and  fidelity  to  him — poor  mother !  how  loving 
and  how  faithful  a  heart  hers  was — she  for¬ 
bore  to  utter  a  syllable  of  complaint  even  to 
me ;  but  the  subject  of  father’s  promise,  and 
father’s  stanch  adherence  to  his  plighted  word, 
was,  by  a  tacit  and  instinctive  understanding, 
entirely  avoided  between  us. 

Lady  Bunny  observed  my  wandering  gaze. 
“Are  you  looking  for  any  one,  my  dear?”  she 
asked. 

“I  thought  that  perhaps  father  might  he  go¬ 
ing  back  to  our  carriage  now.” 

“Do  you  want  Mr.  Eurness?”  said  Mr.  La- 
cer,  jumping  down  from  the  box.  “Let  me 
go  and  look  for  him  :  may  I  ?  I  know  him  very 
weU  by  sight.  ” 

‘  ‘  Oh,  it  isn’t  for  myself,  but  I  know  mother 
will  be — ”  I  began,  and  then  I  stopped  short, 
confusedly.  He  did  not  seem  to  notice  my 
confusion ;  but  I  knew  beyond  doubt  that  he 
had  noticed  it,  and  that  he  instantly  began 
laughing  and  talking  with  the  others,  in  order 
that  they  might  not  observe  my  flushed  face, 
and  eyes  in  which  tears  were  painfully  brim¬ 
ming  up,  and  only  kept  from  falling  by  a  strong 
effort,  and  I  felt  very  grateful  to  him.  Lady 
Bunny  and  Sir  Peter  were  busily  superintend¬ 
ing  the  unpacking  of  a  huge  hamper.  Barbara 
was  exchanging  nods  and  smiles  with  some 
friends  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  course ;  but 
even  if  their  attention  had  not  been  thus  occu¬ 
pied,  it  would  speedily  have  been  distracted 
from  me,  even  supposing  they  had  been  inter¬ 
ested  in  observing  my  tell-tale  face  before, 
which  was  not  likely,  by  the  arrival  of  Tilly 
Cudberry,  who  advanced  to  the  carriage-door 
with  her  peculiar,  jerky  little  walk,  leaning  on 
her  brother’s  arm.  It  was  impossible  for  any 
being,  unless  it  were  a  person  afflicted  (or  bless¬ 
ed  !)  with  total  deafness,  to  ignore  Tilly  Cud- 
berry’s  presence  for  many  seconds. 

“  You  abominable  creature  !”  she  exclaimed, 
shaking  her  finger  at  Mr.  Lacer.  The  words 
were  intended  to  he  playful,  but  the  voice  in 
which  they  rvere  uttered  was  so  alarmingly  sug¬ 
gestive  of  the  peculiar  tone  of  badinage  known 


generically  as  “Billingsgate,”  that  Sir  Peter 
Bunny  and  his  wife  looked  up  from  the  hamper 
quite  scared,  and  their  servant  very  nearly  let 
fall  a  bottle  of  Champagne  which  he  was  in  the 
act  of  unwiring. 

“Meaning  me.  Miss  Cudberry  ?”  said  Lacer, 
with  a  comical  face  of  dismay. 

‘  ‘  Oh,  I  dare  say,  you  faithless  wretch,  you  ! 
It’s  no  use  putting  on  that  innocent  look — not 
one  bit  of  use !  Didn’t  you  say  you  were  going 
to  find  the  sociable,  and  Daniel,  our  man-serv¬ 
ant?  And  then  you  disappear  like  I  don’t 
know  what,  and  leave  us  in  despair  !  Perfect 
despair !” 

I  shall  never  forget  the  screech  with  which 
she  uttered  the  last  word.  It  rings  in  my  ears, 
when  I  think  of  it,  to  this  day. 

Lady  Bunny  appeared  quite  bewildered.  As 
to  Barbara,  she  was  choking  herself  with  her 
pocket-handkerchief  in  order  to  prevent  an  ex¬ 
plosion  of  laughter. 

“Dear,  dear,  what  is  the  matter  ?”  said  Lady 
Bunny,  in  a  mildly  reproving  tone.  Mr.  Lacer 
explained  that  he  had  endeavored  to  find  the 
“sociable”  and  the  “man-servant,”  but  had 
failed.  He  added  that  he  would  take  the  pres¬ 
ent  opportunity  of  the  interval  between  two 
races  to  make  further  search  for  them.  Just 
as  he  was  moving  away  he  said  to  me,  very 
quietly,  “I  shall  tell  Mr.  Eurness  that  your 
mother  is  without  a  cavalier,  and  get  him  to 
come  back  to  the  carriage.  He  evidently  did 
not  suppose  that  Mr.  Cudberry  would  desert  her 
as  he  has  done.”  I  thanked  him  by  a  silent 
gesture  of  the  head.  I  admired  his  quickness, 
his  self-possession,  his  good-natured  considera¬ 
tion  for  mother.  I  had  seen  so  little  of  the 
world  that  Mr.  Lacer,  with  his  easy,  self-assured 
manner,  which  was  not  to  he  ruffled  even  by 
Tilly  Cudberry,  seemed  to  me  a  very  superior 
being — one  to  be  relied  on,  and  believed  in  im¬ 
plicitly.  Had  he  been  loud,  or  coarse,  or  ob¬ 
trusively  complimentary,  I  should  have  shrunk 
from  him  with  my  old  dainty  shyness.  But  he 
was  really  kind,  and  full  of  tact,  and  he  had  al¬ 
ready  established,  I  scarcely  knew  how,  a  sort 
of  confidential  understanding  with  me  on  the 
subject  of  my  father’s  besetting  sin ;  and  yet 
we  had  said  no  word  to  each  other  save  such 
as  I  have  laid  before  the  reader.  Still,  my 
faith  in  Mr.  Lacer’s  savoir-faire,  great  as  it 
was,  scarcely  led  me  to  hope  that  he  would 
succeed  in  bringing  father  away  from  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  of  the  Grand  Stand.  I  was,  therefore, 
agreeably  surprised  to  see  him  presently  emerge 
from  a  knot  of  people  gathered  round  a  conju¬ 
ror,  and  walk  toward  our  carriage  arm  in  arm 
with  my  father.  I  kept  my  eyes  fixed  on 
mother’s  figure,  and  although  I  could  not,  at 
that  distance,  discern  her  face  distinctly,  I  saw 
the  little  joyful  start  of  surprise  she  gave  when 
father,  whom  she,  sitting  with  her  head  turned 
toward  the  opposite  direction,  had  not  perceived 
approaching,  touched  her  hand  to  attract  her 
attention.  And  my  heart  was  filled  with  ten¬ 
derness  and  compassion  for  her  as  I  saw  it. 
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Meanwhile  Miss  Cndberry  and  Mr.  Sam  Cnd- 
berryhad  made  acquaintance  with  Lady  Bunny 
and  Barbara,  and  were  conversing  with  them 
after  their  own  engaging  fashion.  Lady  Bunny 
was  the  most  hospitable  creature  in  the  world ; 
and,  although  I  could  plainly  see  that  these 
cousins  of  ours  excited  wonder  and  alarm  in 
her  breast,  she  could  not  allow  them  to  stand 
by  while  the  contents  of  the  hamper  were  being 
consumed  without  inviting  them  to  take  a  seat 
in  her  candage  and  a  share  of  the  good  things. 
The  place  in  the  carriage  Tilly  accepted  with 
alacrity,  and  she  did  justice  to  the  solid  viands. 
But  on  being  offered  a  glass  of  Champagne  she 
protested,  with  a  cry  like  that  of  a  huntsman 
giving  the  view-hallo,  that  she  never  touched 
wine — nevah  !  and,  not  content  with  simply  de¬ 
clining,  she  made  a  face  expressive  of  the  ut¬ 
most  disgust,  as  though  these  troublesome 
people  Avere  endeavoring  to  thrust  upon  her 
something  unspeakably  nauseous.  Whereat 
Lady  Bunny’s  large  blue  eyes  grew  larger  than 
ever. 

Sam,  however,  rvas  not  under  any  such  re¬ 
straint  as  his  sister,  and  he  drank  so  much 
wine,  and  became  so  convivial,  that  I  was  quite 
miserable,  dreading  lest  he  should  disgrace 
himself  beyond  forgiveness. 

“Well,  little  missy!”  said  my  cousin  Tilly, 
playfully  waving  the  leg-bone  of  a  chicken  at 
me  previous  to  depositing  it,  cleanly  picked, 
on  her  plate,  “and  hotv  do  you  get  on?  We 
Avere  so  amused.  Lady  Bunny,  to  hear  of  Anne’s 
being  at  a  ball  at  your  house !” 

“Were  a'ou?”  said  Lady  Bunny,  simph'. 
“Dear!  Why?” 

“Oh,  my  goodness,  I  don’t  knoAv!  But 
there  is  an  absurdity  in  the  idea  to  us,  Avhich  I 
dare  say  you  can  hardly  understand.  Gracious !  ” 
Here  folloAved  a  Avild  peal  of  laughter,  in  Avhich 
nobod}'-  joined,  for  the  excellent  reason  that 
none  of  us  had  a  conception  Avhat  had  excited 
it.  Presently  she  proceeded:  “But  Anne  al- 
Avays  Avms  the  funniest  little  frump  of  a  thing. 
Little  Erumpy  we  used  to  call  her  at  home. 
We  are  dreadful  quizes,  you  must  know.  Lady 
Bunn3^  It’s  quite  a  family  trait.”  No  one 
responding  to  this  sally  either,  Tilly  looked 
once  more  at  mo,  and  exclaiming,  “Oh,  you 
queer  little  creature!”  Avent  off  into  a  fit  of 
laughter  behind  her  pocket-handkerchief. 

Barbara  Bunny  here  lost  patience  and  blurt¬ 
ed  out,  Avith  school-girl  abruptness,  “Little! 
Whjq  Anne’s  quite  tall:  she’s  a  head  and 
shoulders  taller  than  you,  at  any  rate!” 

Tilly  changed  the  subject.  “What  a  nice 
creature  that  Mr.  Lacer  is !”  she  said.  “  Such 
a  military  figure !  He  Avas  quite  delighted  to 
ui.ake  our  acquaintance.” 

“Was  he?”  began  Sir  Peter,  and  then  stopped 
and  altered  his  phrase  into  “No  doubt  he  Avas  !” 

“  Oh,  delighted !  WooUing — our  place  is  at 
Woolling — in  fact,  Ave  are  of  Woolling  :  Cud- 
berrys,  of  Woolling — is  only  five  miles  from 
Avhere  his  regiment  is  stationed.  You  may 
fancy  hoAV  he  jumped  at  it  Avhen  I  said  I  Avas 


sure  Pa  and  Ma  Avould  be  glad  to  see  him,  and 
that  there  Avould  a  knife  and  fork  for  him  any 
time  he  liked  to  call.  Because,  as  to  society, 
gracious.  Lady  Bunny,  I  suppose  there’s  nothing 
but  tradesmen’s  families  where  he  is  quartered  ?” 

Poor  Lady  Bunny  colored  a  little,  but  quite 
coincided  in  Miss  Cudberry’s  opinion,  that  as¬ 
sociation  Avith  “tradesmen’s  families”  was  not 
to  be  thought  of.  She  was  a  good  woman,  and 
in  most  things  a  perfectly  sincere  one ;  but  on 
the  point  of  gentility  she  was  Aveak.  Sir  Peter 
professed  himself  even  more  shocked  and  sym¬ 
pathetic  for  Mr.  Lacer’s  forlorn  position  in  be¬ 
ing  quartered  amidst  such  abomination  of  deso¬ 
lation  as  Avas  inA'olved  in  haA'ing  tradesmen’s 
families  for  his  sole  society.  And  yet  Sir 
Peter,  who  was  an  honest,  Avell-principled  man 
in  the  main,  had  stood  behind  a  grocer’s  count¬ 
er  Avith  linen  sleeves  on,  in  his  father’s  shop, 
before  he  took  to  selling  malt  instead  of  sugar, 
and  so  made  his  fortune.  These  anomalies 
perplexed  and  vexed  me  greatly  in  those  days. 

Sam  broke  in  with  enthusiastic  praises  of 
“Lacer.”  Lacer  AA’as  a  top-saAvyer;  Lacer 
kneAv  a  thing  or  tAvo ;  Lacer  and  he,  he  fore¬ 
saw,  would  become  great  chums.  He  AA^as 
more  than  half  tipsy  by  this  time,  and  was  be¬ 
coming  so  thoroughly  odious,  wdth  his  natural 
stupid  coarseness  peeping  through  the  thin 
varnish  of  vulgar  finery  AA’ith  Avhich  he  had 
overlaid  it,  that  even  his  sister  began  to  think 
it  possible  that  the  Bunnys  might  have  too 
much  of  him  if  he  remained  longer.  Of  her¬ 
self  she  never  conceived  that  any  society  could 
have  too  much.  She  therefore  declared  that 
she  must  return  to  her  cousin  George,  and 
send  Sam  to  find  the  sociable  and  Daniel ;  for 
it  Avas  getting  late,  and  they  should  only,  re¬ 
main  for  one  more  race,  the  great  race.  And 
Avith  many  voluble  and  vociferous  adieus  to  the 
Bunnys,  and  holding  out  the  encouraging  hope 
that  it  AAmuld  not  be  long  before  she  paid  tljem 
a  visit,  she  seized  her  brother’s  arm  and  dragged 
him  off. 

“  Your  cousin’s  very — ^lively,”  observed  Lady 
Bunny  to  me;  “but  a  little — ahem! — a  little 
sharp  in  her  manners,  isn’t  she  ?” 

“I  tbink  she  is  very  rude.  Lady  Bunny,” 
said  I,  bluntl3\ 

“Oh,  come,  come,  come!”  said  Sir  Peter, 
smiling,  “  don’t  be  severe.  Miss  Anne ;  don’t 
be  severe.”  Then  turning  to  his  Avife,  he  add¬ 
ed,  “  A  good  old  family,  my  ladA^  A  Avell- 
knoAvn  name.  Cudberrys,  of  Woolling,  liaA'e 
been  on  their  own  land  from  father  to  son  for 
tAvo  centuries  and  a  half.” 

I  saw  no  more  of  Mr.  Lacer  that  day  until 
just  as  AA'e  Avere  about  to  leave  the  course.  I 
had  observed,  AAuth  almost  as  much  surprise  as 
thankfulness,  that  father  remained  in  the  car¬ 
riage  Avith  mother  during  the  rest  of  the  day; 
and  I  therefore  Avas  prepared  for  the  beaming 
face  Avith  which  my  darling  mother  greeted  me 
when  Sir  Peter  escorted  me  back  to  her.  Mr. 
Lacer  came  up  to  say  “  good-by”  as  Ave  Avere 
driving  oft'. 
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“See  you  to-morrow,  Lacer,”  said  my  fa¬ 
ther,  so  familiarly  that  I  stared  at  him.  But 
the  other  took  it  quite  as  a  matter  of  course, 
and  merely  nodded. 

“I  didn’t  know,  George  dear,”  said  mother, 
“that  you  had  invited  Mr.  Lacer  to  Water- 
Eardley  for  to-morrow.” 

“  No,  I  have  not  done  so.  I  shall  see  him  in 
— in  Horsingham.  All  right,  Elower,  go  on.” 

I  noticed  with  much  indignation  that  Flower, 
in  touching  his  hat  to  Mr.  Lacer  as  we  drove 
away,  bestowed  on  him  a  broad  grin  and  a 
grimace  that  was  almost  like  a  wink.  But  I 
concluded  that  he  had  been  drinking.  The 
last  sound  which  saluted  our  ears  as  our  wheels 
left  the  turf  of  the  race-course  for  the  road, 
and  which  rose  above  all  the  mingled  din  of 
the  crowd,  was  Tilly  Cudberry’s  voice,  scream¬ 
ing,  “  Do  be  so  good  as  look  for  a  sociable ! 
Mr.  Cudberry’s  sociable,  of  Woolling!  And 
for  a  man-servant,  answering  to  the  name  of 
Daniel”  (as  if  he  had  been  a  dog),  “  Mr.  Cud¬ 
berry’s  man-servant,  of  Woolling!” 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

A  WEEK  or  so  after  that  race-day  I  was  sit¬ 
ting  engaged  with  some  studies  for  Mr.  Ark¬ 
wright  in  mother’s  little  morning-room,  when 
the  door  was  opened,  after  a  preliminary  tap — a 
loud  and  aggressive  kind  of  tap,  which  seemed 
not  so  much  to  ask  admission  as  to  demand  it 
peremptorily — and  Mrs.  Matthew  Kitchen  walk¬ 
ed  into  my  presence.  I  do  not  think  she  had 
been  to  Water-Eardley  more  than  twice  since 
her  marriage ;  and  on  each  occasion  she  had 
come  with  a  broad  hint  that  she  expected  a 
present.  The  first  time  was^  when  she  an¬ 
nounced  to  my  mother  that  she  was  getting  her 
baby-clothes  ready,  as  she  expected  to  be  con¬ 
fined  within  a  short  time.  That  announce¬ 
ment  induced  mother  to  give  her  a  handsome 
hood  and  a  piece  of  fine  linen.  On  the  occa¬ 
sion  of  her  second  visit,  Mrs.  Kitchen  brought 
her  baby,  and  informed  us  that  it  was  just  going 
to  be  baptized  in  Zion  Chapel,  and  that  old  Mr. 
Green,  the  child’s  great-grandfather,  had  be¬ 
haved  “  very  handsome”  in  the  way  of  gifts  to 
the  infant.  Father  was  present  when  this  was 
said,  and  I  saw  him  wrap  a  sovereign  in  a  piece 
of  paper  and  slip  it  into  Mrs.  Kitchen  s  hand, 
begging  her  to  buy  the  little  one  some  trifle 
with  it.  I  had  nothing  to  give but  if  I  had 
been  mistress  of  a  whole  silversmith  s  shop  full 
of  christening  gifts,  I  would  not  have  bestowed 
one  of  them  on  Selina.  I  felt  as  if  it  W'ould  be 
a  piece  of  hypocrisy  on  my  part  to  do  so,  there 
being  no  emotion  of  kindness  toward  her  in  my 
heart. 

“How  do  you  do,  Selina?”  I  said,  looking 
up  from  my  books  in  some  surprise  as  she  en¬ 
tered. 

“I  am  very  well  and  hearty — I’m  thankful 
to  the  Lord,”  she  answered. 


And  indeed  she  looked  strong  and  thriving. 
She  was  buxom  and  bright-eyed  as  ever,  but 
her  countenance  seemed  to  me  to  have  grown 
harder  without  looking  older.  She  had  very 
handsome  clothes  on,  and  wore  a  gold  watch 
fastened  outside  her  waist-belt. 

“It  is  a  long  time  since  we  have  seen  any 
thing  of  you,”  said  I,  rather  at  a  loss  for  con¬ 
versation. 

Selina  seated  herself  in  an  arm-chair  unin¬ 
vited,  and  folded  her  hands  on  her  lap  before 
making  answer.  “Ah,  so  it  is.  Tm  a  busy 
woman.  I  have  duties.  My  husband  he  is  a 
busy  man,  and  he  expects  me  to  do  likeways.” 

“I  suppose  so.  Every  body  has  duties.” 

“Now,  Miss  Anne,  don’t  you  go  to  take 
oft'ense  because  I  spoke  of  my  duties.  You 
always  was  apt  to  take  offense  from  a  little 
thing.  How’s  your  mother  ?” 

I  explained  to  her  that  mother  was  not  very 
well — was  suffering  from  a  nervous  headache, 
and  could  not  be  disturbed.  She  received  this 
news  very  coolly,  having  lost  none  of  her  old 
insensibility  to  other  people’s  troubles,  and  then 
began  to  inquire  for  father,  and  grandfather, 
and  Eliza,  and  Keturah,  and,  lastly,  for  Mrs. 
Abram.  They  were  all  well,  I  said  shortly. 
Upon  this  she  commenced  favoring  me  with  a 
kind  of  homily  upon  the  “lukewarmness”  of 
my  family  in  general,  and  my  grandfather  in 
particular.  She  herself,  she  averred,  had  been 
“lukewarm”  in  former  days — when  she  lived 
in  a  “lukewarm”  family,  in  fact.  And  she 
delicately  implied  that,  had  she  been  prema¬ 
turely  cut  off  in  that  tepid  condition,  she  con¬ 
sidered  that  the  guilt  of  it  should  in  justice 
have  been  laid  at  our  door.  But  now.  Provi¬ 
dence  having  specially  interfered  to  “snatch 
her” — these  were  her  w'ords— she  was  happy  to 
state  that  she  was  quite  comfortable  as  to  the 
future  prospects  of  herself,  her  husband,  and 
her  little  boy.  Eespecting  the  insignificant  re¬ 
mainder  of  the  human  race,  she  confessed  that 
she  was  not  quite  comfortable.  Long  before 
she  was  half-way  through  this  discourse,  I  had 
signified  to  her  that  I  was  occupied,  that  I  had 
some  studies  to  prepare  for  the  next  day,  and 
that  if  she  had  nothing  to  say  but  in  that  of¬ 
fensive  strain,  I  should  take  leave  to  busy  my¬ 
self  with  my  own  concerns,  and  withdraw  my 
attention  from  her  altogether.  But  this  made 
no  difference  to  Selina.  She  talked  on,  and  I 
sat  with  my  eyes  fixed  on  my  book,  hut  totally 
unable  to  fix  my  mind  there  too.  I  was  burn¬ 
ing  with  indignation,  and  I  could  not  choose 
but  hear  the  woman’s  ignorant  folly,  strongly 
spiced  with  malice.  Why  should  she  feel  ma¬ 
liciously  toward  me  and  mine?  I  asked  myself. 
She  owed  us  nothing  but  gratitude.  As  the 
word  shaped  itself  in  my  thoughts,  it  recalled 
to  me  Keturah’s  stern  saying,  that  Mat  Kitchen  s 
“  natural  man”  was  a  man  that  hated  to  be 
grateful.  To  any  cool  auditor— which  I  was 
far  from  being — I  doubt  not  that  Selina  s  tii  ade 
would  have  appeared  exquisitely  ludicrous. 
She  had  caught  up  certain  phrases  from  the 
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Zion  Chapel  preacher,  and  certain  phrases  from 
her  husband,  and  jumbled  them  all  together 
with  her  own  peculiar  modes  of  speech.  The 
incongrnitv  between  the  fire  and  fuiy  of  some 
of  these  sayings,  and  the  stolid  calm  with  which 
Selina  brought  them  out,  was  extraordinary. 

When  she  had  tired  herself  with  talking,  or 
when,  more  probably,  she  thought  that  for  oth¬ 
er  reasons  of  her  own  it  was  time  to  bring  her 
visit  to  an  end,  she  ostentatiously  turned  her 
gold  watch-face  outward,  and  declared  that  she 
must  be  thinking  of  going.  The  efforts  she 
made  to  see  the  face  of  the  watch,  and  the  dif¬ 
ficulty  she  had  in  doing  so,  in  consequence  of 
the  watch  being  securely  fastened  to  her  belt 
by  means  of  a  great  gold  hook,  reminded  me 
of  my  own  old  struggles  with  my  pocket-hand¬ 
kerchief. 

“  Will  you  not  have  something  to  eat,  Selina, 
before  going  back  ?”  said  I. 

“  Yes,  I  will,”  she  answered,  promptly.  ‘  ‘  I’ll 
take  a  glass  of  beer  and  a  bit  of  cold  meat,  or 
whatever  they’ve  got  in  the  kitchen.  ” 

I  rang  the  bell  and  gave  the  necessary  orders. 
Before  Selina  left  the  room  she  held  out  her 
hand  to  me. 

“No,  thank  you,  Selina,”  said  I,  “I  don’t 
feel  inclined  to  shake  hands  with  you.” 

“Now  that’s  your  pride,  you  see,”  she  re¬ 
torted,  shaking  her  head.  She  did  not  frown, 
or  flush,  or  show  the  least  discomposure.  “  You 
always  was  proud,  from  quite  a  little  thing.” 

“It  is  not  pride  that  makes  me  refuse  to 
shake  hands  with  you,  Selina ;  or,  at  aU  events, 
it  is  no  greater  and  no  different  kind  of  pride 
than  I  shall  show  to  any  of  my  acquaintance 
under  similar  circumstances.  I  think  that  you 
had  no  right  to  come  here  and  speak  to  me  as 
you  have  done.  I  think  you  did  not  mean 
what  you  said  kindly,  and  I  resent  that.” 

“Ah!”  said  she,  still  perfectly  unruffled, 
“that’s  the  carnal  nature,  that  is.  You  can’t 
bear  to  hear  the  truth,  you  know.  I  ain’t  of¬ 
fended  with  you.  Miss  Anne ;  nor  my  hus¬ 
band  won’t  be  offended  when  I  tell  him.  I 
might  ha’  been  the  same  if  Providence  hadn’t 
snatched  me,  only  as  I  never  had  your  tem¬ 
per,  nor  your  pride,  nor  your  height.  You  al¬ 
ways  was  short-tempered,  and  proud,  and  high 
from  a  child.  Remember  me  to  your  mother, 
will  you  ?” 

And  with  that  Mrs.  Matthew  Kitchen  rustled 
out  of  the  room.  I  sat  gazing  at  my  hook  for 
some  time  after  she  had  made  her  exit ;  I  do 
not  know  for  how  long,  but  it  seemed  a  long 
time ;  and  I  woke  up  suddenly  to  the  conscious¬ 
ness  that  I  had  not  understood  one  syllable  of 
what  my  eyes  had  been  resting  on.  I  rose  and 
put  away  my  books  and  papers,  intending  to 
return  to  them  later  in  the  day,  and  went  out 
into  the  garden.  Erom  the  garden  I  wandered 
on  into  the  river-side  meadows,  and  walked  as 
far  as  the  present  confines  of  our  land.  Then 
I  turned,  and  was  strolling  slowly  back  toward 
the  house,  when  I  saw  two  figures  emerging 
from  the  stable-yard.  The  stable-yard  was  a 


part  of  our  premises  that  I  never  visited  now. 

I  had  sometimes  done  so  in  the  days  when 
Dodd  reigned  there.  But  since  Elower’s  ar¬ 
rival  I  had  never  set  foot  within  those  precincts. 
Neither  was  father  apt  to  visit  his  ^tables  since 
the  sale  of  his  hunters.  There  was  nothing 
there  for  him  to  take  pride  in.  Nevertheless, 
one  of  the  two  figures  emerging  from  the  sta¬ 
ble-yard  was  my  father’s.  The  other  person  I 
discerned,  to  my  great  surprise,  to  be  that  of 
Kitchen.  Mat  Kitchen,  like  his  wife,  was  well 
clad.  He  wore  shining  new  black  broadcloth, 
and  a  shining  new  black  hat.  And  his  hair, 
and  his  whiskers,  and  his  eyes  were  black  and 
shining,  tQ  match  his  attire.  But  his  pouting 
mouth  and  his  short  snub  nose  were  as  express¬ 
ive  as  ever  of  sullen  obstinacy,  and  contradict¬ 
ed  the  general  sleekness  of  his  aspect  in  a  for¬ 
bidding  manner. 

The  two  men  did  not  see  me  at  first.  They 
were  talking  earnestly;  or  rather,  my  father 
was  talking,  and  Matthew  was  listening.  I 
heard  the ‘former  say : 

“I’m  sure  you  eould  manage  it  for  me ;  and  as 
to  risk — where’s  the  risk  ?  What  risk  can  there 
possibly  be  ?  I  have  shown  you  enough  to — ” 

Here  Matthew  interrupted  him,  saying,  in  his 
deep,  growling  voice,  “It  don’t  depend  on  me, 
Mr.  Furness.  Showing  me  and  convincing  me 
ain’t  the  question.  Grandfather  Gi’een  is  a 
close  man.  A  religious  man  and  a  godly  man 
he  is,  but  close,  Mr.  Furness.  Nor  he  ain’t 
soft,  ain’t  my  grandfather.  He  looks  after  his 
percentage,  Mr.  Furness,  in  a  way  that  at  his 
years  is  surprising.  And  as  to  security — I 
never  knew  Grandfather  Green  wrong  with  his 
security.  Sometimes  it  comes  over  me  like  as 
though  it  might  be  a  special  providence  in  his 
favor.  For  you  do  see  the  unescutest  done  in 
spite  of  all  their  worldly  cunning,  Mr.  Furness. 
But  Grandfather  Green  he  has  the  wisdom  of 
the  serpent  along  with  the  guilelessness  of  the 
dove — in  a  script ’ral  sense — and  I  never  knew 
him  done  yet,  Mr.  Furness.” 

At  this  point  Mat  Kitchen  became  aware  of 
me,  and,  breaking  off  his  speech  to  my  father, 
said,  “Good-day  to  you,  miss,”  in  the  same 
sullen,  growling  -way  that  he  had  been  talking 
in  all  along. 

“Where  is  Mrs. Kitchen,  Anne?”  asked  fa¬ 
ther,  in  an  odd,  flustered  manner.  “I  thought 
she  went  in  to  have  a  chat  with  you  while  her 
husband  and  I  looked  at  the  pony-chaise.  Do 
you  think  that  little  matter  can  be  managed, 
Matthew  ?” 

“It  may  be  patched  up  for  a  bit,”  returned 
Matthew.  But  I  did  not  believe  him  to  be 
speaking  of  the  pony-chaise. 

It  was  all  so  odd  and  disagreeable  that  I 
drew  a  long  breath  of  relief  when  these  people 
took  their  departure.  They  drove  away  in  a 
high  old-fashioned  gig,  drawn  by  a  tall,  bony, 
ancient  horse.  I  recognized  both  gig  and  horse 
as  belonging  to  Mr.  Green,  the  coach-maker. 
I  had  often  seen  the  old  man  driving  about 
Horsingham  in  it. 
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“  How  smart  Selina  is,”  said  I  to  my  father, 
as  we  stood  side  by  side  at  the  gate,  watching 
the  retreating  yehicle  jolting  along  the  road. 
“I  suppose  her  husband  is  prospering  very 
much.” 

“  Hah !  yes,”  murmured  my  fatheg^  absently. 

“  I  never  was  fond  of  Selina,  father,  as  you 
know.  And  I  think  her  rise  in  the  world  lias 
made  her  quite  unbearable.” 

“Eh?”  said  father,  sharply,  turning  full  on 
me. 

I  told  him  of  Selina’s  homily,  and  my  refusal 
to  shake  hands  with  her.  He  flushed  a  dark 
red,  as  he  did  when  he  was  very  angry.  For  a 
minute  or  so  he  did  not  trust  himself  to  speak. 
Then  he  began  to  scold  me  furiously.  Why 
had  I  been  such  a  fool  as  to  care  what  the  wo¬ 
man  said  ?  Why  could  I  not  have  been  civil, 
and  held  my  tongue  ?  Did  I  know  what  mis¬ 
chief  I  might  have  done  by  my  cursed  missish 
airs  and  pride  ? — had  done,  perhaps  !  For  who 
could  tell  how  Matthew  would  take  it?  This 
was  what  I  learned  at  Mortlands !  This  was 
my  grandfather’s  doing  !  Dr.  Hewson  was  not 
content  with  flying  in  the  face  of  all — father 
hesitated  for  a  word  here — of  all  established 
ordinances  himself,  but  he  must  get  me  talked 
to,  and  lectured,  and  hectored  by  an  ignorant, 
brazen  hussy,  who  was  my  servant  the  other 
day. 

I  wms  greatly  astonished  to  discover  that, 
while  my  father  so  hotly  upbraided  me  for  not 
having  been  civil  and  friendly  to  Selina,  he  was 
at  the  same  time  violently  angry  with  her  for 
her  impudence  and  presumption.  I  bore  my 
scolding  in  silence,  however,  and  after  a  while' 
father  cooled  down.  He  walked  away,  stopped, 
hesitated,  and  came  back  to  me  as  I  still  stood 
leaning  on  the  gate.  “Look  here,  Anne,”  he 
said,  “  the  best  thing  for  you  to  do  will  be  to 
keep  out  of  Selina’s  way  whenever — if  ever — 
she  comes  here  again.  You  can  do  it  quietly, 
without  being  markedly  rude  to  her.  I  have 
a  reason  for  not  wishing  to  offend  that  sulky 
beast.  Mat  Kitchen,  just  now.  I  tell  you  that 
in  confidence.  Anno.  Do  you  understand?” 

“  Yes,  father.” 

“Give  me  a  kiss,  and  let  us  say  no  more 
about  it.”  He  stooped  his  tall  form  to  kiss  my 
forehead.  It  seemed  to  fne  then  a  long,  long 
time  ago  since  I  had  been  so  small  that  father’s 
stooping  had  to  be  supplemented  by  my  stand¬ 
ing  on  tip-toe  in  order  to  reach  his  lips.  How 
he  had  to  bend  but  a  little  way,  for  I  inherited 
his  straight,  upright  figure,  and  was  rather  above 
the  middle  height  of  women. 

I  returned  to  the  morning-room,  but  not  to 
my  interrupted  studies.  I  could  not  fix  my 
mind  on  them.  Mother  was  still  lying  in  her 
darkened  chamber,  a  prey  to  a  violent  nervous 
headache,  and  the  only  thing  that  care  and  af¬ 
fection  could  do  for  her  in  these  crises  was  to 
watch  that  she  was  undisturbed,  and  to  leave 
her  quite  alone.  So  there  I  sat  by  myself, 
looking  out  on  the  gray  autumn  sky  and  the 
rotting  leaves,  and  thinking— or  rather  dream¬ 


ing — sadly  enough,  when  there  arrived  by  the 
Horsingham  carrier  a  letter  for  me  from  my 
grandfather.  The  sight  of  his  handwriting  re¬ 
vived  my  spirits  like  a  cordial.  He  had  been 
wishing  to  come  to  Water-Eardley,  he  said, 
but  had  been,  and  still  was,  busy  with  a  great 
many  fever  cases  among  poor  families  in  a  low 
part  of  the  town.  However,  he  hoped  to  see 
me  at  Mortlands  soon.  He  had  had  pleasant 
news.  Donald  —  I  remembered  Donald,  of 
course — Donald  Ayrlie  was  coming  to  stay  with 
him.  It  was  to  have  been  a  mystery  and  a 
surprise  ;  but  he,  grandfather,  hated  mysteries 
and  surprises.  Ho  would  tell  me  particulars 
when  we  met. 

I  have  mentioned  that  my  recollection  of  my 
old  play-fellow,  Donald,  had  been  fading  rapid¬ 
ly  during  the  latter  years  of  my  school  life.  It 
had  faded  still  more  since  then.  But  on  this 
mention  of  him,  and  this  unexpected  prospect 
of  seeing  him  again,  I  began  to  rub  up  the  mag¬ 
ical  lamp  of  memory,  and  to  summon  the  genii 
of  the  past. 

I  believe  I  had  got  as  far  in  my  recollection 
as  our  joint  discovery  of  the  North  Pole,  when 
the  door  was  opened,  and  the  parlor-maid  an¬ 
nounced  my  second  visitor  that  day, 

“Mr.  Lacer.” 
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Looking  out,  on  a  golden  morning,  from 
the  windows  of  a  castle  above  the  gardens 
of  Genoa  the  Superb,  one  may  see  on  the 
southern  horizon  the  purple  mountain  sum¬ 
mits  of  an  island  not  more  than  a  third  larger 
than  our  little  State  of  Delaware,  rising  from 
the  bosom  of  the  Mediterranean  Sea.  Imag¬ 
ination  never  created  a  wilder  fairy-land. 
Along  its  eastern  borders  stretches  a  range  of 
granite  hills,  whose  loftier  summits,  clad  in 
everlasting  snows,  tower  skyward  full  eight 
thousand  feet.  Where  they  slope  westward 
and  melt  into  the  marshes  of  the  coast,  up¬ 
lands,  covered  with  grand  old  forests,  inter¬ 
vene;  and  in  sweet,  sheltered  valleys  are 
rudely  cultjvated  fields  and  vineyards,  with 
groves  of  fruitful  orange,  olive,  date-palm, 
pomegranate,  fig,  and  citron  trees.  No  navi¬ 
gable  streams  flow  out  of  the  island,  and  not 
many  large  towns  intrude  upon  the  attention  of 
the  lover  of  nature  in  its  wildness,  grandeur, 
and  beauty. 

This  island  was  the  Cyrnus  of  the  Greeks, 
and  is  the  Corsica  of  our  time.  Ligurians, 
Etruscans,  Romans,  and  Carthaginians,  and 
people  of  various  nationalities  of  modern  Eu¬ 
rope,  have  successively  occupied  it.  For  cen¬ 
turies  the  Tuscan  tongue  has  rrttered  the 
thoughts  of  the  people,  aird  the  Italian  Church 
has  satisfied  their  spiritual  wants.  A  hundred 
years  ago  the  French  seized  the  island  by  hon¬ 
est  force.  Afterward  the  English  acquired 
sovereignty  over  it  by  cunning  and  perfidy. 
For  more  than  fifty  years  it  has  been  a  prov¬ 
ince  of  France.  It  has  a  history  as  romantic 
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as  an  Eastern  tale.  Its  daughter,  Madame 
Mere,  has  made  it  immortal  in  the  story  of  the 
human  race. 

In  Ajaccio,  the  capital  of  Corsica,  is  a  spa¬ 
cious  stone  house,  upon  which  travelers  look 
with  profound  interest.  In  it  dwelt,  a  century 
ago,  a  young  married  couple,  named,  respect¬ 
ively,  Carlo  and  Letitia.  No  seer  thought  of 
uttering  a  prophecy  of  their  special  eminence 
in  the  affairs  of  the  world.  The  husband  was 
descended  from  an  ancient  Tuscan  family  of 
noble  blood,  whose  root  was  in  Rome  in  the 
Dark  Ages — a  family  conspicuous  in  the  sav¬ 
age  wars  between  the  Guelphs  and  the  Ghib- 
belines,  which  so  long  desolated  some  of  the 
fairest  portions  of  Italy ;  and  also  in  letters  of 
the  era  of  the  Medici.  The  wife  was  one  of 
the  line  of  the  Counts  of  Colalto,  an  ancient 
family  of  Neapolitan  Italy,  whose  first  repre¬ 
sentative  in  Corsica  was  son-in-law  of  the 
Doge  of  Genoa.  The  husband,  at  their  nup¬ 
tials,  was  a  youth  of  nineteen  years ;  the  wife 
was  a  maiden  of  sixteen  years.  Ho  was  hand¬ 
some,  wise,  and  accomplished ;  she  was  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  and  fascinating  of  all  the 
girls  of  Corsica.  He  had  been  carefully  and 
severely  educated  at  Pisa  and  Rome,  and  soon 
won  the  honorary  degree  ’of  Doctor  of  Laws ; 
she  had  been  as  carefully  instructed  at  home 
and  in  a  Corsican  conventual  school,  in  which 
moral  and  religious  discipline  was  the  para- 
moAint  consideration.  From  earliest  childhood 
strength  was  expressed  in  every  feature  of  her 
character. 

That  pleasant  home  at  Ajaccio  was  an  Eden 
for  the  happy  pair.  But  Satan,  in  the  hideous 
features  of  war,  disturbed  it.  For  a  season 
the  energetic  Pasquale  Paoli,  who  had  driven 
hostile  Genoese  from  Corsica,  had  kept  the  isl¬ 
and  free  from  civil  war  and  foreign  invasion. 
He  was  the  government,  and  sought  to  elevate 
the  people.  Out  of  anarchy  he  evolved  order. 
He  encouraged  industry  of  every  kind,  estab¬ 
lished  a  public  printing-press,  and  founded  a 
university  at  Corte.  He  invited  Rousseau  to 
come  from  France  and  frame  a  republican  con¬ 
stitution  for  Corsica ;  and  so  wide  was  his  fame 
as  a  patriot,  a  soldier,  and  a  statesman,  that 
distinguished  men  from  the  Continent,  and 
even  from  the  British  Islands,  paid  court  to 
him.  The  young  dwellers  in  the  modest  home 
in  Ajaccio  were  his  favorites  in  his  hours  of 
repose  from  public  labors. 

Again  the  Genoese,  in  fulfillment  of  a  bargain 
with  France,  attempted  to  garrison  the  ports 
of  Corsica.  Paoli  baffled  them.  The  French 
king  was  enraged,  and  sent  Marboeuf  and  Chau- 
velin,  with  many  troops,  to  seize  the  island.  Pa¬ 
oli  sounded  the  clarion  for  recruits.  Patriotic 
young  men  flocked  in  eager  troops  to  his  stand¬ 
ard.  Among  them  was  Carlo,  who  forsook  his- 
law  books  and  sachel,  took  position  on  Paoli’s 
staff,  and  on  every  occasion  showed  himself 
worthy  of  his  leader’s  confidence.  The  French 
were  beaten  back  in  several  encounters,  and 
would  have  been  driven  to  their  ships  or  into 


the  sea,  had  not  the  Count  De  Vaux  landed  on 
the  island,  early  in  1769,  w'ith  twenty-two  thou¬ 
sand  men,  and  overwhelmed  Paoli  with  num¬ 
bers  and  weight  of  metal. 

When  Ajaccio  was  threatened  the  people  fled 
to  the  wilt  interior.  Carlo  met  his  darling  Le¬ 
titia  and  their  baby  boy  on  horseback,  almost 
at  the  bead  of  the  fugitives.  She  was  not  un¬ 
accustomed  to  perilous  rides,  for  she  had  fre¬ 
quently  accompanied  her  husband  in  wild  ex¬ 
peditions,  when  the  French  scouts,  the  previ¬ 
ous  year,  were  spreading  over  Corsica.  In  the 
dark  recesses  of  the  spurs  of  the  great  Monte 
Rotondo,  whose  hoary  head  is  almost  ten  thou¬ 
sand  feet  above  the  waters  of  the  sea,  they  found 
shelter.  There  Letitia  suffered  much  from  un¬ 
accustomed  privations,  for  she  was  soon  to  be  a 
mother  again ;  but  her  brave  heart  never  quail¬ 
ed  before  danger  or  pain.  Self  was  merged  in 
her  husband  and  children. 

The  French  were  victorious  every  where. 
Paoli  was  compelled  to  fly  from  his  beloved 
Corsica.  Carlo  accompanied  him  to  Porto  Vec- 
chio,  where  he  was  tempted  to  embark  with  his 
leader  for  Leghorn.  He  would  not  leave  his 
wife  and  child ;  so  he  returned  to  their  retreat 
in  the  shadows  of  the  great  Monte  Rotondo. 
The  French  w'ere  lenient  when  the  prize  was 
won.  Carlo  and  his  family  were  allowed  to  re¬ 
turn  to  their  home  in  Ajaccio  ;  and  Corsica,  as 
a  French  province,  was  soon  quiet  and  peace¬ 
ful.  In  the  local  magistracy  that  was  estab¬ 
lished  by  France  for  the  government  of  Corsica 
Carlo  became  a  prominent  and  influential  mem¬ 
ber,  for  he  was  an  eminent  lawyer. 

On  a  hot  day  at  the  middle  of  August,  not 
long  after  the  return  to  Ajaccio,  Letitia,  as  usu¬ 
al,  attended  mass  in  the  parish  church.  There 
she  was  suddenly  taken  ill,  and  was  borne  to 
her  home,  where,  upon  a  couch  covered  with  a 
piece  of  old  tapestry,  on  which  warlike  scenes 
from  the  Iliad  were  depicted,  she  gave  birth  to 
her  second  son.  Her  first-born,  whose  nativity 
was  at  Corte  a  year  and  a  half  before,  was  named 
Joseph.  To  her  second  son  she  gave  the  name 
of  Napoleon. 

And  so  it  was  that  Corsica  became  the  birth- 
land  of  the  great  French  Ctesar,  for  Carlo  Bo¬ 
naparte  and  Letitia  Ramolini  were  his  parents. 
They  had  loved  and  been  betrothed  when  she 
was  only  fourteen  years  of  age ;  but  their  fam¬ 
ilies  were  active  political  antagonists,  and  the 
marriage  was  deferred  for  about  two  year-s, 
when  the  Paoli  party,  to  which  Carlo  belong¬ 
ed,  became  absolute  masters  of  Corsica,  and 
active  strife  ceased.  They  were  wedded  in 
1766  by  the  archbishop,  and  received  the  bless¬ 
ing  of  her  parents  at  the  nuptials. 

Count  Marboeuf,  the  conqueror,  was  made 
Governor  of  Corsica,  and  Carlo  Bonaparte  and 
his  family  were  highest  on  his  list  of  personal 
friends.  Ten  years  after  that  conquest  the  Cor¬ 
sican  nobles  sent  Carlo  to  Paris  as  their  repre¬ 
sentative  in  the  popular  branch  of  the  imperial 
government  of  France.  Leaving  Letitia  in 
charge  of  their  growing  family,  he  took  Joseph 
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and  Napoleon  with  him.  They  crossed  the  sea 
to  Leghorn  and  journeyed  to  Florence,  where 
Carlo  received  from  the  Grand  Duke,  Leopold, 
a  letter  to  his  sister,  Marie  Antoinette,  the  Queen 
of  France.  She  made  Carlo  a  welcome  guest 
at  Versailles,  when  Napoleon,  then  ten  years 
old,  first  looked  upon  that  gorgeous  palace  of 
which  he  was  afterward  the  master.  Carlo  left 
Joseph  in  a  school  at  Autun,  and  through  the 
influence  of  Governor  Marboeuf  he  was  allowed 
to  place  Napoleon  in  the  Military  Academy  at 
Brienne,  where  the  afterward  eminent  Fichegru 
was  one  of  his  instructors. 

Six  years  later  a  heavy  weight  of  misfortune 
fell  upon  Letitia.  Carlo  was  attacked  by  the 
same  disease  which  terminated  the  life  of  his 
most  illustrious  son  at  St.  Helena  thirty-six 
years  afterward.  He  went  alone  to  Montpel¬ 
ier,  in  France,  for  advice  and  remedies,  and 
there  he  died,  in  1785,  under  the  hospitable 
roof  of  a  girlhood  companion  of  Letitia,  the 
mother  of  the  celebrated  Marshal  Junot. 

When  Carlo  died  Letitia  was  not  thirty-five 
years  of  age,  and  had  been  the  mother  of  thir¬ 
teen  children.  Five  sons  and  three  daughters 
were  yet  living — a  race  of  monarchs  who  oc¬ 
cupied  thrones  and  lost  them  during  one  of  the 
most  wonderful  historical  dramas,  enacted  in  the 
space  of  ten  years,  the  world  has  ever  known. 
She  saw  them  rise  and  fall  while  her  tresses  were 
yet  dark,  and  the  beauty  of  her  youth  yet  bloomed 
on  her  cheeks  and  sparkled  in  her  eyes.  Her 
sons  were  Guiseppe,  or  Joseph,  who  was  made 
King  of  Naples  in  1806,  and  of  Spain  in  1808  ; 
Napoleon,  who  made  himself  Emperor  of  the 
French  and  disposer  of  thrones  in  1805 ;  Lu- 
ciana,  or  Lucien,  who  alone  refused  a  crown, 
but  accepted  a  principality,  with  its  title,  from 
the  Pope,  in  1808  ;  Luigi,  or  Louis,  made  King 
of  Holland  in  1806,  and  refused  the  crown  of 
Spain  in  1809;  and  Girolania,  or  Jerome,  who 
was  made  King  of  Westphalia  in  1807,  when 
that  province  was  erected  into  a  kingdom.  The 
daughters  were  Maria  Anna  Eliza,  who  was 
created  sovereign  of  Tuscany,  with  the  title  of 
Grand  Duchess,  in  1808 ;  Carlotta,  afterward 
Marie  Pauline,  who,  as  wife  of  Prince  Bor- 
ghese,  became  the  most  illustrious  Italian  prin¬ 
cess  of  her  time ;  and  Caroline  Maria  Annun- 
ciado,  the  wife  of  Murat,  who  became  Queen 
of  Naples  in  1808. 

The  young  widow  of  Ajaccio  had  no  reason 
to  dream,  in  wildest  fancy,  of  the  splendors 
that  awaited  herself  and  family.  The  latter 
were  mostly  little  children;  Jerome,  the  youn¬ 
gest,  an  infant  in  her  arms.  She  was  left  with 
scanty  means  for  their  support  and  education. 
To  these  she  devoted  all  her  energies,  with  mar¬ 
velous  success.  Strength,  we  have  observed, 
was  the  prominent  feature  in  her  character, 
and  this  was  displayed  in  the  hour  of  need. 
Napoleon  once  said,  “She  had  the  head  of  a 

man  on  the  shoulders  of  a  woman . Losses, 

privations,  fatigue,  had  no  effect  upon  her ;  she 
endured  all,  braved  all.”  These  came  at  times 
thick  and  fast.  Joseph,  ever  kind  and  good. 


helped  his  mother  with  all  his  might  as  ho 
grew  toward  manhood ;  while  Napoleon,  a 
rather  dull  student  in  outward  expression,  was 
prejjaring,  in  the  military  school  at  Paris,  for 
that  wonderful  career  which  enabled  him,  by 
imperial  decree,  to  make  sovereigns  of  his 
brothers  and  sisters,  and  to  confer  upon  his 
mother,  at  the  age  of  fifty  years,  the  lofty  title 
of  Madame  Mm’e,  equivalent  to  that  of  Empress 
Mother,  with  an  income  of  two  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  dollars  a  year. 

Often  dark  and  weary  was  Letitia’s  journey 
up  to  that  bright  eminence.  Yet  light  beamed 
kindly  upon  her  path.  She  had  the  counsels 
and  aid  of  Archdeacon  Lucien  Bonaparte, 
brother  of  her  husband,  and  the  Abbe  Fesch, 
her  half-brother,  who  was  afterward  a  cardinal, 
and  Napoleon’s  embassador  at  Rome.  The 
good  archdeacon  watched  over  Letitia  and  her 
children  with  parental  tenderness  and  vigilance ; 
while  young  Fesch,  with  equal  zeal,  did  all  in 
his  power  to  promote  their  interests. 

Napoleon,  meanwhile,  had  completed  his 
studies,  entered  the  military  service,  fallen  in 
love  with  a  pretty  maiden  of  Valence  (where 
his  regiment  was  stationed),  with  whom  he  had 
stolen  interviews  ;  and  under  the  inspiration  of 
the  tender,  passion,  after  a  visit  to  Mount  Cenis, 
had  conceived  the  idea  of  becoming  an  author 
and  writing  an  account  of  his  travels,  after  the 
manner  of  Sterne’s  “Sentimental  Journey, 
then  a  popular  style.  Absence  from  the  black 
eyes  of  Mademoiselle  Calombier  allowed  his 
thoughts  to  take  stronger  form,  and  he  began  a 
history  of  Corsica,  which  the  venerable  Paoli, 
then  an  exile  in  London,  approved.  It  glowed 
with  intense  democratic  sentiments,  then  finding 
lodgment  and  nurture  in  the  minds  of  many 
leading  Frenchmen,  who  had  been  inoculated 
with  the  principles  of  the  American  Revolu¬ 
tion  ;  and  his  family  (whom  he  visited  at  Ajaccio 
every  year)  fully  sympathized  with  Lafayette, 
the  Duke  De  Rochefoucauld,  and  others  in  the 
reform  movement  in  France,  which  speedily 
kindled  the  awful  fires  oftheFrench  Revolution. 

The  Constituent  Assembly  of  France,  under 
the  influence  of  Lafayette,  allowed  the  Corsican 
exiles  to  return.  Paoli  went  to  Paris.  He 
was  introduced  to  the  king,  who  created  him  a 
lieutenant-general,  and  made  him  military 
governor  of  Corsica.  He  was  afterward  in¬ 
vested  with  the  civil  title  of  President.  As  the 
revolution  in  France  progressed,  and  its  direc¬ 
tion  was  taken  by  violent  men  from  Lafayette 
and  his  associates,  its  sanguinary  character 
shocked  and  disgusted  Paoli.  At  the  instiga¬ 
tion  of  the  British  government,  under  which 
he  had  found  an  asylum  for  twenty  years,  he 
organized  a  rebellion  against  the  then  luleis 
of  France.  The  French  garrisons  were  finally 
expelled,  when  English  troops  took  their  places, 
and  the  British  monarch  was  declared  to  he 
“  King-  of  Corsica.”  Poor  Paoli,  deceived  and 
wronged,  expected  to  he  made  Viceroy,  hut 
the  office  was  given  to  an  Englishman.  By 
this  perfidy  Paoli  was  ruined. 
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The  Bonapartes  were  against  Paoli  in  the 
rebellious  movement.  They  sagaciously  per¬ 
ceived  that  France  would  be  the  winner,  and 
they  took  sides  with  the  strong.  So,  in  the 
civil  war  that  disturbed  Corsica,  the  sons  of 
Carlo  were  found  in  arms  against  his  old  friend 
and  leader.  They  were  powerful  in  Ajaccio, 
and  the  people  there  kept  the  tricolored  flag 
of  the  French  republicans  floating  over  the 
town.  Paoli  determined  to  humble  it.  The 
three  sons  of  Letitia  were  away  at  that  critical 
moment.  She  took  upon  herself  the  direction 
of  affairs.  She  sent  messages  to  Joseph  and 
Napoleon,  and  giving  public  notice  that  they 
would  speedily  appear  in  Ajaccio,  she  kept  the 
partisans  of  Paoli  quiet. 

Napoleon,  then  acting  provisionally  as  com¬ 
mander  of  a  battalion  of  the  National  Guard, 
went  to  Corsica  with  a  few  troops  in  a  frigate 
bearing  commissioners  of  the  revolutionary 
government.  Meanwhile  Paoli  had  taken  pos¬ 
session  of  Ajaccio.  Napoleon  drove  him  out ; 
but  the  partisans  of  the  old  patriot  rallied,  and 
the  invader  besieged  him  closely  in  a  strong¬ 
hold.  He  escaped,  when  Paoli  resolved  to 
drive  the  Bonapartes  from  the  island. 

Letitia  perceived  her  danger;  but  knew  not 
how  to  escape.  The  way  was  opened.  At 
midnight  she  was  awakened  suddenly,  and 
found  her  room  filled  with  rough  Corsican 
mountaineers.  She  supposed  them  to  be  fol¬ 
lowers  of  Paoli,  and  herself  and  children  prison¬ 
ers.  The  room  was  dimly  lighted  by  a  fir-torch 
that  scarcely  defined  the  features  of  the  leader, 
who  said,  “  Quick !  make  haste.  Signora  Letitia. 
Paoli’s  men  are  close  upon  us.  We  have  no 
time  to  lose.  Fly  with  us.  We  will  defend 
you  or  perish !  ”  • 

It  was  the  voice  of  a  friend  who  spoke — 
Guido  Costa  of  Bastelica,  one  of  the  most 
populous  villages  of  Corsica,  that  lay  nestled  at 
the  foot  of  Monte  d’Oro.  One  of  the  villagers 
had  fallen  in  with  a  body  of  Paoli’s  followers, 
who  told  him  that  they  were  going  to  Ajaccio 
with  orders  to  take  the  Bonapartes  alive  or 
dead.  Costa  heard  of  ’it.  He  aroused  his 
friends,  and  to  the  number  of  three  hundred 
they  made  a  forced  march  and  reached  Ajaccio 
before  Paoli’s  men. 

The  warning  and  departure  occurred  in  the 
space  of  a  few  minutes.  Letitia  and  her  chil¬ 
dren  were  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  rescuing 
column ;  and  all  moved  out  of  the  town  so  si¬ 
lently  that  no  sleeper  was  awakened,  and  the 
flight  was  not  known  until  sunrige,  when  the 
fugitives  were  in  the  deepest  recesses  of  the 
mountains,  in  sight  of  the  sea.  There  they 
rested;  From  an  eminence  near  by  they  could 
see  Ajaccio.  Toward  noon  dense  columns  of 
smoke  were  seen  rising  from  its  bosom.  “That 
is  your  house  that’s  burning.  Signora,”  said  one 
of  the  men.  “Never  mind,”  replied  Letitia; 
“we  will  build  it  better  hereafter.  'Vive  la 
France  f’  But  Letitia’s  house  was  not  burned. 
It  is  there  yet. 

During  two  nights  the  fugitives  journeyed  in 


the  mountains.  As  they  approached  the  port 
of  Calvi,  at  dawn,  a  French  frigate  was  seen  in 
the  harbor.  It  was  a  joyful  apparition  to  the 
wanderers.  The  shore  was  soon  reached  ;  and 
there,  with  tears  of  profound  gratitude  in  her 
eyes,  Letitia  bade  adieu  to  the  good  Costa  and 
his  friends,  and  promised  them  a  life-long  re¬ 
membrance  of  the  services  of  himself  and  men. 
She  had  nothing  else  to  offer.  Nothing  more 
was  desired.  The  frigate  was  soon  reached; 
and  there  the  exiled  mother  found  Joseph  and 
Napoleon  and  the  French  commissioners.  At 
noon  the  ship  stood  for  Marseilles,  where  the 
Bonaparte  family  landed.  It  included  Letitia’s 
half-brother,  the  Abbe  Fesch.  They  were  in 
absolute  destitution,  and  Letitia  and  her  little 
children  gratefully  received  rations  of  bread 
daily  distributed  to  patriot  refugees.  Upon 
the  scanty  pay  of  Joseph  and  Napoleon  as  sub¬ 
alterns  in  military  service  they  depended  for  all 
else. 

Like  other  chief  cities  of  France,  Marseilles 
was  then  a  seething  caldron  of  politics.  Lu- 
cien  Bonaparte,  though  only  a  youth  of  eight¬ 
een,  took  an  active  part  as  an  orator  and  parti¬ 
san  of  the  republicans.  This  fact  promised  to 
bring  the  greatest  misfortunes  upon  his  family 
at  first,  for  the  Bourbons  were  strong  in  Mar¬ 
seilles,  and,  as  in  other  cities,  were  plotting  re¬ 
bellion  against  the  central  power  of  the  Jacobins 
at  Paris.  The  plots  ripened  into  open  revolt, 
in  which  Marseilles  led.  But  the  speedy  re¬ 
duction  of  Lyons,  and  the  terrible  punishment 
inflicted  upon  it,  made  the  Bourbons  pause  in 
Marseilles,  and  great  numbers  of  them  fled  for 
protection  to  Toulon,  the  last  of  the  rebellious 
cities  that  held  out.  The  Bonapartes  were 
with  the  winning  party,  and  were  secure  from 
personal  harm  in  their  humble  home  in  the  old 
town  by  the  side  of  an  ancient  Roman  wuall. 
The  abbe  wisely  laid  aside  his  clerical  dress  and 
character ;  for  it  was  as  offensive  to  the  Jacobins 
to  harbor  a  priest  as  to  give  shelter  to  a  Bour¬ 
bon  prince.  He  exchanged  his  crook  for  a 
halberd,  and  became  military  store-keeper  in 
the  army  of  General  Montesquieu,  who,  in  the 
autumn  of  1793,  swept  over  Savoy. 

Although  Napoleon  was  the  second  son,  he 
was,  by  common  consent,  at  this  time  regarded 
as  the  head  of  the  family.  His  career  soon 
vindicated  his  claim  to  the  distinction.  In  the 
autumn  of  1793  ho  was  assigned  a  conspicuous 
part  in  the  siege  of  Toulon,  a  city  then  held  by 
the  Spanish  and  English,  and  a  place  of  refuge 
of  a  large  number  of  royalists.  Its  possession 
by  the  French  was  very  important.  In  the 
siege  Napoleon’s  military  genius  blazed  forth  in 
amazing  splendor,  dazzling  the  veterans  of  the 
army,  and  lighting  up  for  him  that  pathw'ay  to 
renown  which  he  follow’ed  with  quick  steps. 
Finally  he  submitted  to  the  council  of  wmr  a 
plan  of  attack,  which  was  accepted,  and  success¬ 
fully  carried  out  by  him.  The  victory  diffused 
joy  throughout  France,  and  Napoleon  was  rec¬ 
ognized  by  the  best  officers  of  the  army  as  the 
foremost  military  man  of  the  age  in  promise. 
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“Reward  this  young  man  and  promote  him, 
for,  should  he  be  ungratefully  treated,  he  will 
promote  himself,”  wrote  General  Dugommier 
to  the  Committee  of  Safety ;  and  in  February, 
1794,  Napoleon,  when  in  the  twenty-fifth  year 
of  his  age,  was  commissioned  a  brigadier-gen¬ 
eral.  During  the  next  four  months  ho  made 
the  brilliant  campaign  against  the  Piedmontese 
troops. 

The  promotion  of  Napoleon  promised  better 
days  for  his  mother.  He  provided  a  good  home 
for  her  near  his  head- quarters,  and  the  sun¬ 
shine  of  prosperity  and  hope  warmed  it.  But 
clouds  soon  gathered.  The  po-vver  of  the  Jac¬ 
obins,  which  gave  Napoleon  promotion,  was 
tottering  to  its  fall.  Robespierre  tried  to  se¬ 
duce  the  young  general  into  the  immediate 
service  of  his  party  as  the  successor  of  Henriot, 
in  command  of  Paris,  with  large  emoluments. 
Napoleon  disapproved  the  Reign  of  Terror,  and 
knew  it  could  not  be  immortal.  Indeed,  the 
speedy  passing  away  of  its  sceptre  was  clear  to 
the  vision  of  his  sagacity,  and  he  refused  the 
bribe.  “It  is  not  so  easy,”  he  said  to  his 
brothers,  “  to  save  one’s  head  in  Paris  as  at  St. 
Maximin.  It  is  not  yet  time.  There  is  no 
place  for  me  so  honorable  as  the  army.  We 
must  have  patience :  I  shall  command  Paris 
hereafter.” 

But  Napoleon  and  his  family  were  tempora¬ 
rily  involved  in  the  downfall  of  Robespierre. 
The  general  was  arrested  as  the  tyrant’s  parti¬ 
san.  Joseph  fled  to  Geneva,  and  Lucien  was 
imprisoned  at  Aix.  Letitia  was  again  plunged 
into  the  deepest  poverty  and  distress,  but  she 
bore  all  without  complaint. 

Napoleon,  who  was  released  after  a  few  days, 
vainly  sought  military  employment.  His  am¬ 
bition  was  boundless,  but  it  had  not  yet  made 
France  its  proposed  centre  of  action.  He  was, 
in  spirit,  then,  as  ever  afterward,  a  mere  ad¬ 
venturer,  seeking  self-honor,  and  to  gratify  this, 
he  proposed  to  offer  his  services  to  the  Sultan 
of  Turkey.  His  mother  besought  him  to  be 
patient,  and  to  be  true  to  France.  “  Never 
leave  it,”  she  said,  “except  in  its  service.”  She 
was  ready  to  bear  poverty  for  the  sake  of  her 
children,  and  had  such  faith  in  the  future  that 
she  continually  spoke  words  of  encouragement. 
Her  faith  was  fortified.  At  about  this  time 
Joseph  married  the  daughter  of  a  wealthy 
banker  of  Marseilles,  and  he  was  enabled  to 
place  his  mother  and  young  family  in  a  position 
of  comparative  opulence. 

In  the  reorganization  of  government  in 
France  germs  of  civil  war  were  planted.  The 
Directory  and  the  Convention  that  constituted 
the  government  were  obnoxious  to  the  people, 
and  rebellion  ensued.  It  was  resolved  to  put 
down  the  populace  ef  Paris  by  force  of  arms. 
Napoleon,  who  was  as  ready  to  fight  against 
the  people  as  for  them,  for  despotism  or  against 
it,  as  his  private  interest  might  dictate,  was 
employed  to  lead  the  troops  of  the  Convention. 
And  BO  he  again  entered  the  military  service. 
From  that  time  his  star  was  in  the  ascendant. 


His  military  genius  was  of  the  highest  order,  and 
was  recognized  as  such  by  Carnot,  at  whose  in¬ 
stance  he  was  placed  in  command  of  the  army  of 
Italy  early  in  1796.  His  income  was  now  am¬ 
ple,  and  he  assigned  a  portion  of  it  to  his  mo¬ 
ther,  who  continued  to  reside  in  Marseilles. 
Of  all  her  sons  only  Jerome,  the  youngest,  was 
then  with  her  as  a  dependent,  Louis  having 
entered  the  army  at  the  age  of  seventeen,  and 
Lucien  was  in  the  commissaiy  department. 

Letitia  made  her  abode  with  Joseph,  in  Paris, 
in  1799.  Lucien,  who  had  married  the  daugh¬ 
ter  of  an  inn-keeper,  was  also  living  there. 
Napoleon  was  then  engaged  in  his  magnificent 
scheme  of  empire  in  the  East,  which  contem¬ 
plated  the  conquest  of  Egypt  and  the  whole 
country  eastward  to  the  Indus,  and  the  ex¬ 
pulsion  of  the  English  from  Hindustan.  It  was 
a  splendid  failure,  and  he  suddenly  returned, 
in  time  to  engage  in  the  political  intrigues  in 
Paris  which  resulted  In  the  revolution  of  No¬ 
vember,  1799,  and  his  elevation  to  the  position 
of  absolute  Dictator  of  France,  with  the  specious 
title  of  First  Consul. 

That  was  a  most  trying  period  for  Letitia — 
more  trying  than  poverty  and  privation.  She 
well  knew  the  selfish  ambition  of  her  son,  and 
saw  nothing  but  hopeless  ruin  in  his  failure. 
During  the  roaring  convulsions  in  Paris  on  the 
9th  of  November  her  distress  was  greater  than 
any  she  had  experienced  since  leaving  Corsica 
as  an  exile ;  but  her  courage  and  fortitude  con¬ 
trolled  her  emotions.  “She  appeared  calm,” 
said  the  Duchess  D’Abrantes,  who  was  with 
Letitia  when  the  billows  of  that  revolution 
were  subsiding,  “though  far  from  being  easy; 
for  her  extreme  paleness,  and  the  convulsive 
movement  she  evinced  whenever  an  unexpected 
noise  met  her  ear,  gave  her  features  a  ghastly 
air.  In  these  movements  she  appeared  to  me 
truly  like  the  mother  of  the  Gracchi.  She  had 
three  sons  under  the  stroke  of  fate,  one  of  whom 
would  probably  receive  the  blow,  even  if  the 
others  escaped.  This  she  felt  most  forcibly. 
My  mother  and  myself  remained  with  her  a 
part  of  that  tantalizing  day,  and  only  quitted 
her  on  the  restoration  of  her  confidence  by 
Lucien’s  messengers,  who  w'ere  frequently  sent 
to  calm  her  disquiet.  The  danger  to  which 
the  Bonaparte  family  was  exposed  might  have 
been  even  imminent  on  the  night  of  the  9th  or 
10th.  If  the  Directory  and  the  Councils  had 
triumphed,  all  Bonaparte’s  brothers  would  have 
followed  him  to  the  scaffold  ;  and  their  friends 
and  partisans  would  have  been  exiled,  to  say 
the  least.” 

Napoleon  was  now  next  to  the  imperial  dig¬ 
nity  in  power,  but  he  was  careful  not  to  shock 
too  soon  the  democratic  ideas  of  the  people  by 
ostentatious  display.  His  mother  and  family 
lived  in  great  retirement,  though  provided  with 
ample  means.  The  beautiful  young  widow, 
Josephine  Beauharnais,  who  had  become  the 
wife  of  Napoleon,  was  not  a  favorite  with  the 
mother-in-law.  Letitia  preferred  the  more 
quiet  and  simple  manners  of  the  wdves  of  Jo- 
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sepli  and  Liicien,  for  whom  she  felt  a  real  af¬ 
fection  ;  and  when,  in  1805,  Napoleon  was  Em¬ 
peror  of  the  Erench,  and  a  feud  between  him 
and  Liicien  caused  the  latter  to  make  his  lesi- 
dence  in  Rome,  Letitia  went  with  her  exiled- 
son.  When  the  emperor  upbraided  her  for 
her  partiality,  she  said,  “An  unfortunate  son 
will  always  be  most  dear  to  me.” 

Napoleon  finally  persuaded  Letitia  to  return 
to  Paris,  and  make  her  abode  there  in  a  style 
suitable  for  the  mother  of  a  reigning  monarch. 
He  settled  upon  her  a  pension  of  two  hundred 
thousand  dollars  a  year;  gave  her,  by  royal 
decree,  the  Mtle  of  Madame  Mere,  the  equiva¬ 
lent  of  Empress  Mother,  and  assigned  to  her  a 
palatial  residence  and  a  separate  court.  Even 
then  she  avoided  all  ostentatious  display  and 
vulgar  aping  of  the  old  courts  of  Europe,  to 
tvhich  the  emperor  was  prone  ;  and  she  refused 
to  encourage  that  foolish  extravagance  in  her 
household  which  Napoleon’s  example  and  wishes 
were  calculated  to  foster.  She  was  not  avari¬ 
cious,  as  her  manifold  deeds  of  charity  daily 
attested ;  but  she  could  not  divest  herself  of  a 
fear  wdtli  which  sad  experience  had  impressed 
her,  that  reverses  might  come,  when  the  sav¬ 
ings  made  in  a  season  of  prosperity  might  be 
needed  for  the  purchase  of  daily  food.  Her 
kindness  of  heart  w'as  as  proverbial  as  her  sa¬ 
gacity  in  detecting  imposition  of  every  kind. 
The  deseiwing  ahvays  found  in  her  a  friend ; 
the  undeserving  seldom  felt  the  good  of  her 
bounty.  She  was  often  the  medium  through 
which  favors  were  asked  of  her  illustrious  son, 
and  she  was  always  gratified  when  they  were 
granted. 

Madame  Mere  watched  with  more  anxiety 
than  pride  the  audacity  of  Napoleon  in  interfering 
with  the  concerns  of  other  nations,  and  especially 
in  placing  members  of  his  family  upon  thrones 
to  which  he  had  no  other  claim  of  possession 
than  the  right  which  might  gave.  She  observed 
with  deepest  sorrow  the  often  unscrupulous  and 
cruel  acts  and  policy  of  that  son,  whose  chief 
aim  she  knew  to  be  self-aggrandizement ;  and 
in  her  inmost  soul  she  harbored  a  firm  convic¬ 
tion  that  retributive  justice  would  one  day  pun¬ 
ish  him  with  its  fearful  penalties.  While  the 
world  was  dazzled  with  the  glory  of  his  deeds, 
her  eyes  saw  clearly  the  dark  motives  which  lurk¬ 
ed  in  secret  behind  them.  It  was  not  a  source 
of  comfort  to  her  to  see  her  half-brother,  the  Abbe 
Fesch,  whom  she  loved,  made  cardinal  and  im¬ 
perial  embassador  by  the  means  employed.  She 
was  distressed  when  she  saw  Joseph,  her  first¬ 
born,  obey  the  orders  of  his  imperial  brother, 
and  mount  the  throne,  first  of  Naples  and  then 
of  Spain,  which  had  been  stolen  by  robber- 
bands  from  quarreling  guardians.  She  trem¬ 
bled  when  she  saw  the  republic  of  Holland 
transmuted  into  a  vassal  kingdom,  and  her  son 
Louis  placed  on  the  throne  as  an  expected  pup¬ 
pet  in  the  hands  of  the  emperor.  And  she 
was  unhappy  when  she  saw  Jerome,  her  baby, 
a  young  man  only  twenty-three  years  of  age, 
made  monarch  of  Westphalia,  a  kingdom 


created  for  the  purpose  by  the  ambitious  Na¬ 
poleon.  Nor  was  she  pleased  to  see  her  daugh¬ 
ters  made  imperial  princesses,  and  their  hus¬ 
bands  seated  upon  thrones  by  the  imperial  will 
alone. 

In  1809  the  empire  was  at  its  noontide  glo¬ 
ry.  Nothing  seemed  wanting  to  fill  the  meas¬ 
ure  of 'Napoleon’s  ambition  but  an  heir  to  per¬ 
petuate  his  dynasty.  Josephine  had  failed  to 
gratify  his  desires  in  that  respect.  So,  sacri¬ 
ficing  love,  justice,  humanity,  and  the  mar¬ 
riage  vow  upon  the  red-hot  altar  of  his  unholy 
ambition,  Napoleon  divorced  his  wife  by  his 
own  imperial  decree,  and  married  a  scion  of  the 
house  of  Austria.  It  was  one  of  the  blackest 
crimes  recorded  in  human  history.  His  new 
wife  bore  him  a  son,  but  he  never  sat  on  a 
throne ;  and  the  Napoleon  dynasty  was  re¬ 
vived  thirty-seven  years  after  the  sceptre  and 
crown  were  taken  from  the  first  emperor ;  not  by 
his  own  descendant,  but  by  a  grandson  of  the 
discarded  Josephine,  who,  if  report  speaks  truly, 
has  not  a  drop  of  Bonaparte  blood  in  his  veins. 

This  crime  of  Napoleon  deeply  stirred  the 
righteous  soul  of  Madame  Mere.  The  new 
empress  appeared  to  be  good  and  amiable,  and 
she  learned  to  love  her.  That  empress  had 
revolted  at  the  marriage  when  it  was  proposed 
to  her,  and  said  she  considered  herself  “a  vic¬ 
tim  devoted  to  the  Minotaur.”  Madame  Merc 
honored  her  for  it.  When  the  allies  approached 
Paris,  in  1814,  the  mother  accompanied  the 
young  empress  and  her  court  to  Blois.  On 
that  occasion  she  showed  her  usual  forethought 
and  prudence.  She  drew  from  the  treasury 
the  arrears  of  her  allowance,  and  dismissed 
nearly  all  of  her  attendants. 

By  the  treaty  of  Paris  in  1814,  which  placed 
Louis  XVIII.  on  the  throne,  Napoleon  was 
allowed  to  take  up  his  abode  on  the  island  of 
Elba,  as  its  sovereign,  w-ith  a  revenue  of  over 
a  million  dollars ;  and  Letitia  was  permitted 
to  retain  the  title  of  Madame  Mere,  and  re¬ 
ceive  an  annuity  of  forty  thousand  dollars. 
Early  in  August  of  that  year  she  followed  her 
son  to  Elba,  and  on  the  15th  (his  forty-fifth 
birthday)  she  presided  at  a  ball  given  in  honor 
of  the  anniversary.  She  fondly  hoped  for  more 
quiet  in  that  retreat  than  she  had  enjoyed  for 
years,  and  that  her  son  would  not  again  seek 
the  dizzy  height  from  which  he  had  fallen  so 
gently.  That  dream  -was  soon  and  suddenly 
dispelled.  Napoleon’s  thirst  for  imperial  pow¬ 
er  and  universal  dominion  was  as  intense  as 
ever.  He  fomented  intrigues  in  Paris  against 
King  Louis ;  and  ten  months  after  he  landed 
in  Elba  he  left  it,  debarked  at  Cannes  tvith  an 
escort  of  a  thousand  of  his  old  guard,  and 
started  for  Paris.  His  confidence  in  the  at¬ 
tachment  of  the  French  army  to  his  person  was 
justified  by  events.  Nearly  the  whole  stand¬ 
ing  army  of  France  joined  his  cause.  Louis 
fled.  Europe  was  astounded  by  the  unex¬ 
pected  apparition ;  and  the  Congress  of  sover¬ 
eigns  at  Vienna,  engaged  in  the  nefarious  busi¬ 
ness  of  disposing  of  the  rights  of  nations  for 
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their  own  advantage,  broke  up  in  alarm,  with  a 
cry  to  arms  against  the  “terrible  scourge  of 
Europe.”  Napoleon  remounted  the  throne 
and  defied  all  Europe  for  a  while.  His  sceptre 
departed  from  him  forever  at  Waterloo,  in  June, 
1815,  and  he  was  imprisoned  for  life  on  a  rocky 
island  in  the  South  Atlantic  Ocean. 

Madame  Mere  could  not  be  persuaded  to 
go  back  to  Paris  with  the  emperor  when  he 
left  Elba.  She  went  to  Rome  and  resided  with 
her  brother.  Cardinal  Eesch,  in  whose  palace 
she  had  spacious  and  superb  apartments.  True 
to  her  saying,  “An  unfortunate  son  will  always 
be  most  dear  to  me,”  when  she  heard  of  the 
disaster  at  Waterloo,  and  it  w'as  evident  that 
the  emperor  had  fallen  to  rise  no  more,  she 
offered  him  the  whole  of  her  large  fortune. 
And  she  wou^d  gladly  have  accompanied  him, 
to  cheer  him  in  his  exile  on  St.  Helena,  had 
she  been  permitted.  “  Eor  me,”  said  Napoleon 
to  the  Count  Las  Cases,  while  tears  stood  in 
his  eyes,  “she  would,  without  a  murmur,  have 
doomed  herself  to  live  on  black  bread.”  And 
when  Las  Cases,  on  his  return  to  Europe,  told 
the  story  of  Napoleon’s  situation  to  his  mother, 
she  said,  “My  whole  fortune  is  at  my  son’s  dis¬ 
posal.” 

Madame  Mere’s  continual  solicitude  for  her 
exiled  son  was  manifested  on  many  occasions. 
In  the  autumn  of  1818,  when  the  allied  sover¬ 
eigns  were  assembled  at  Aix-la-Chapelle,  she 
wrote  an  affecting  appeal  to  them  in  his  behalf. 
“Sires,”  she  said,  “I  am  a  mother,  and  my 
son’s  life  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own.  In  the 
name  of  Him  whose  essence  is  goodness,  and 
of  whom  your  imperial  and  royal  majesties  are 
the  image,  I  entreat  you  to  put  a  period  to  his 
misei'y,  and  to  restore  him  to  liberty.  Eor  this 
I  implore  God,  and  I  implore  you,  who  are  His 
vicegerents  on  earth.  Reasons  of  state  have 
their  limits,  and  posterity,  which  gives  immor¬ 
tality,  adores,  above  all  things,  the  generosity 
of  conquerors.  ”  Her  appeal  w'as  in  vain.  The 
sovereigns  knew  how  undying  was  Napoleon’s 
ambition,  and  how  perfidious  was  his  nature 
when  under  the  influence  of  that  ambition,  and 
they  feared  and  hated  him. 

Help  for  him  was  more  easily  rendered  by 
his  mother  in  1819,  when  she  heard  that  he 
was  sick,  that  he  would  not  suffer  an  English 
physician  to  come  near  him,  and  desired  the 
company  of  a  Roman  Catholic  priest.  By  per¬ 
mission  of  the  Rope,  a  mission  was  sent  to  St. 
Helena,  at  her  expense,  consisting  of  Dr.  An- 
tommarchi,  Eather  Bonavita,  and  Abbe  Vig- 
nali.  These  remained  until  Napoleon’s  death 
in  1821. 

Cardinal  Eesch  occupied  the  Palace  Ealcon- 
nieri,  in  Rome,  and  there  Madame  Mere  lived 
twenty-one  years  after  her  brief  sojourn  at  Elba. 
She  lived  in  splendor,  but  quietly  and  unosten¬ 
tatiously.  She  maintained  a  retirement  con¬ 
genial  with  her  tastes,  and  entertained  but  few 
persons  outside  of  her  immediate  family  of  de¬ 
scendants  and  her  intimate  friends.  She  was  a 
devout  daughter  of  the  Italian  Church,  and  was 


ever  ready  to  dispense  its  and  her  own  large 
charities. 

When  she  was  eighty  years  of  age  Madame 
Mere  retained  strong  marks  of  personal  beauty, 
which  Canova  embodied  in  his  fine  bust  of  her ; 
and  her  vivacity  was  sunshine  in  her  household 
until  the  last  days  of  her  life.  Loving  hearts 
and  hands  were  continually  at  lier  service,  un¬ 
til,  on  the  second  day  of  Eebruary,  1836,  when 
she  ivas  eighty-six  years  old,  Letitia  Bonaparte 
of  Corsica— Madame  Mere  of  the  first  Erench 
empire — the  mother  of  the  founder  of  the  Na¬ 
poleon  dynasty,  departed  for  the  world  of  spirits. 

Her  tomb  is  at  Rome  ;  that  of  her  husband  is 
at  St.  Leu,  once  the  estate  of  their  son  Lucien, 
near  Paris. 
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He  does  not  see  the  Gladiator’s  pain, 

Though  hopeless  at  his  feet  for  years 
That  unappealing  agony  has  lain; 

He  never  knew  the  need  of  tears — 

Nor  grief,  nor  fear,  nor  sigh, 

Nor  sorrow’s  shadow,  ever  came  him  nigh. 

He  leans  against  the  woody  trunk,  and  seems 
(If  such  might  be)  a  Grace  at  rest; 

One  foot  on  tip-toe  poised,  as  if  he  deems 
By  dancing  steps  should  earth  be  pressed; 

In  flexile  fingers  he 
Folds  lightly  rustic  pipes  of  Arcady. 

Listening  he  stands,  with  lips  apart,  to  track 
A  train  of  echoes  that  just  now 
Came  swiftly  floating  from  the  woodlands  back. 

As  he  went  fluting— and  his  brow 
With  happy  wrinkles  mars. 

That  never  knew  of  Care  the  deeper  scars. 

He  smiles  at  his  own  music,  and  at  me. 

Who  can  not  meet  his  sunny  eyes. 

So  innocent  of  that  wdiose  mystery 
All  our  brief  gladness  underlies; 

Of  problems  that  perplex. 

And  restless  Nemeses  that  haunt  and  vex. 

The  crowd  of  feverish  nations  past  him  press— 

An  eager,  thought-o’erburdened  throng— 

For  time  is  gold,  and  wealth  is  happiness. 

And  life  is  short,  and  art  is  long : 

He  does  not  see  them — airs 
Blow  on  him  from  another  w’orld  than  theirs. 

In  theirs  the  scheming  despots  rise  and  faU, 

Still  weaving  nets  for  freemen’s  feet; 

Disloyal  spirits  nobler  hearts  enthrall. 

Love  dies.  Truth  hides,  and  armies  meet; 

And  Death’s  resistless  dread 
Forever  threatens  some  beloved  head. 

In  his  world  green  leaves  quiver,  clovered  banks 
Allure  the  sunshine  and  the  breeze, 

And  bright-eyed  squirrels  play  their  joyous  pranks 
Along  the  trunks  of  mossy  trees. 

And  birds  trfll  happy  love 
In  swaying  boughs  the  shade-flecked  turf  a'oove. 


I  enter  in  with  him ;  there  Fancy  sings 
The  notes  that  lull  the  w'eary  brain ;  _ 

There,  bathed  anew  in  Beauty’s  freshening  springs. 
The  soul  is  panoplied  from  pain; 

And  from  the  enchanted  wave 
Comes,  like  AchdlleB,  arrow-proof  and  brave. 

Eeluctant  from  that  realm  and  him  I  part; 

Though  still  the  poet’s  sesame 
To  me  its  gates  unlocks,  the  sculptor  s  art 
Has  of  its  portals  lost  the  key : 

No  later-born  could  seize 
The  cunning  chisel  of  Praxiteles. 


But  live  its  record  thou!  forever  fair. 

The  Celebrated  and  the  Praised, 

As  when  such  triumphs  Sculpture  still  could  dare; 
When  bright  upon  her  altars  blazed 

A  fire  that  has  grown  ertd 

Since  in  the  Tripod  Street  thou  stoodst  of  old. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

The  Duke  of  Devorgoil  was  manifestly  ill  at 
ease,  and  sat  plucking  at  the  sable  cover¬ 
let  as  though  he  would  fain  have  hidden  him¬ 
self  under  its  massive  folds,  and  glancing  to 
left  and  right  nervously ;  but,  shift  as  he  would, 
he  could  no  more  evade  the  steady  gray  eyes 
than  a  patient  can  the  gaze  of  the  magnetizer. 
So  he  met  them  at  last. 

If  a  little  formal,  nothing  could  be  more 
courteous  than  Ralph’s  salute,  nothing  •more 
placable  than  his  voice  and  manner. 

“I  am  happy  to  have  this  opportunity  of 
presenting  your  Grace  to  Lady  Atherstone.” 

Seldom  has  any  dignitary  of  Church  or  State 
been  plunged  in  direr  quandary  than  that  in 
which  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Loamshire  found 
himself  now.  That  first  offense  of  lese-majeste, 
recorded  above,  had  never  been  mitigated  by 
any  after-homage  on  the  part  of  the  criminal. 
Whenever  county  business  brought  them  in 
contact.  Lord  Atherstone  did  not  evince  the 
smallest  inclination  to  defer  to  the  other’s  wishes 
or  opinions.  Twice  or  thrice,  when,  on  the  oc¬ 
casion  of  a  royal  visit,  an  invitation  was  equiv¬ 
alent  to  a  command,  Ralph  had  partaken  of  a 
state  banquet  at  Grandmanoir ;  but  of  his  own 
free-will  he  never  had  darkened  those  august 
portals,  nor  had  he  once  entreated  their  master 
to  honor  Templestowe  with  his  presence. 

Throughout  all  these  years  the  Duke  had 
nursed  a  sombre  resentment,  waiting  and  watch¬ 
ing,  not  overpatiently,  for  an  opportunity  of 
slaking  the  same ;  and,  besides  private  pique, 
he  had  public  grounds  for  enmity.  He  did 
honestly  believe  that  Lord  Atherstone  was  a 
discredit  to  the  order  to  which  they  both  be¬ 
longed,  and  therefore  deserved  in  all  possible 
ways  to  be  discouraged  and  repressed  ;  ay,  and 
there  was  something  more :  Lupus  Eitzrolland 
was  far  too  sublime  a  personage  to  listen  to 
gossip.  To  the  ordinary  cancan  of  society  he 
lent  no  more  attention  than  did  the  Olympians 
to  the  tittle-tattle  of  Troy.  But  he  had  chanced 
to  pass  through  town  soon  after  the  Atherstone 
engagement  was  announced;  and  as  he  sat 
conning  the  papers  in  his  solitary  arm-chair  at 
the  sanctorium,  certain  scraps  of  club  talk  had 
floated  past  his  ear,  leaving  him  to  infer  that, 
if  no  grave  scandal  had  attached  to  Lena  Shaf- 
ton,  she  had  at  least  been  something  imprudent 
in  her  time.  Now,  if  he  had  been  a  rigid  Pu¬ 
ritan  instead  of  a  very  indifferent  Christian, 
the  Duke  could  not  have  entertained  a  holier 
horror  of  any  thing  in  the  shape  of  coquetry. 
No  facilities  for  flirtation  were  provided  at  any 
of  his  entertainments,  either  in  town  or  coun- 
ti'y ;  and  even  on  neutral  ground  couples  in¬ 
dulging  in  the  most  innocent  of  such  diversions 


had  been  known  to  start  guiltily  under  his  aus¬ 
tere  garze,  and  fly  like  timid  hares  to  the  cover 
of  the  conservatory  or  other  fastness,  whither 
the  censor’s  eye  could  not  follow.  Was  not 
the  edifice  of  Lord  Atherstone’s  social  sins  high 
and  broad  enough  already,  but  that  he  must 
add  thereto  the  very  corner-stone,  by  bringing 
into  the  county  a  wife  concerning  whom  the 
world’s  tongue  had  wagged  lightly,  if  not  ac¬ 
cusingly? 

All  things  considered,  here,  in  absolute  com¬ 
pleteness,  was  the  chance  of  retaliation  for 
which  he  had  waited  so  long.  It  was  his  bound- 
en  duty — so  he  had  told  himself  at  least  a  doz¬ 
en  times — no  less  as  head  of  a  family  than  as 
head  of  a  county,  to  assert  his  own  position, 
and  make  the  Atherstones  feel  theirs.  Yes,  it 
should  be  shown  so  plainly  that  all  who  rode 
might  read  the  lesson,  that  the  house  of  Devor¬ 
goil  had  the  privilege  not  only  of  choosing  their 
acquaintance,  but  of  dropping  the  same  at  their 
pleasure.  Indeed,  the  Duke  had  i-ehearsed  the 
whole  scene  to  his  entire  satisfaction ;  how, 
ivhen  the  criminals  approached,  he  would  look 
straight  to  his  front,  neither  frowning  nor  smil¬ 
ing,  but  superbly  serene,  and  implacably  ignore 
their  presence,  so  that  they  would  be  fain  to 
pass  on,  clad  in  the  garments  of  confusion, 
and  a  warning  to  future  misdoers.  As  for  his 
conduct  being  questioned — a  Lord  Lieutenant 
might  possibly,  not  probably,  be  called  to  ac¬ 
count  by  his  sovereign,  but,  assuredly,  by  no 
other  living  creature. 

The  scheme  was  not  ill  laid  ;  but,  like  many 
others  framed  both  by  men  and  mice,  through 
a  slight  miscalculation  it  went  “  a-gley.”  The 
Duke  had  never  reckoned  on  his  enemy  com¬ 
ing  straight  at  him,  and  opening  fire  within 
point-blank  range. 

Had  Hawley  been  told  on  the  eve  of  Preston 
that  on  the  morrow  the  clansmen  wmuld  hurl 
themselves  bare-breasted  on  the  sabres  of  his 
dragoons,  he  would  surely  have  laughed  aloud. 
But  what  the  result  was  we  know;  and  these 
provoking  surprises  will  go  on  happening  till 
the  end  of  time. 

If,  on  the  present  occasion,  the  noble  strate¬ 
gist  avoided  total  rout,  he  escaped  not  sore  dis¬ 
comfiture  ;  instead  of  the  serene  unconcern  that 
he  had'intended  it  should  wear,  his  countenance 
was  full  of  irritated  perplexity  ;  there  ivas  more 
of  nervousness  than  pomposity  in  the  frequent 
clearing  of  his  throat,  and  evidently  something 
more  than  the  right  word  in  the  right  place  was 
a-lacking.  What  he  had  proposed  to  say,  or 
not  to  say,  you  know ;  what  he  said  was  this  : 

“I  am — ahem — happy  to — a — make  Lady — ■ 
er — Atherstone’s  ac — quaintance.  ” 

And,  as  he  lifted  his  hat  a  bare  inch  from  his 
brows,  his  hand  shook  painfully.  He,  also,  was 
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being  “  executed”  in  the  sight  of  all  the  people ; 
but  he  could  not,  like  brave  old  Bailly,  have  re¬ 
plied  to  a  scoffer,  “It  is  with  the  cold.” 

If  the  Baron  had  “  presented”  his  wife,  it 
would  have  sounded  better ;  but  even  this 
poor  salve  to  the  ducal  dignity  was  wanting. 
Nevertheless,  there  .was  now  no  possibility  of 
drawing  back ;  and  henceforward,  till  fresh 
cause  of  offense  arose,  there  must  be  outward 
amity,  however  hollow,  betwixt  Grandmanoir 
and  Templestowe. 

In  such  emergencies  it  is  generally  a  woman 
who  shows  herself  most  calm  and  cruel.  Lady 
Eachel,  perhaps,  was  made  of  sterner  stuff  than 
her  sire ;  for  little  encouragement  couldbe  drawn 
from  her  wiry  salute,  and  not  a  word,  courteous 
or  uncourteous,  escaped  her  lips,  braced  like  a 
steel  trap.  But  Lady  Ursula — hon  hrin  de  fille 
au  fond  and  a  degenerate  Fontenaye — nearly 
spoiled  the  effect  of  her  sister’s  admirable  be¬ 
havior  by  nodding  and  smiling,  and  putting 
some  ridiculous  question  as  to  Lady  Ather- 
stone’s  sporting  taste.  Lena  had  not  betrayed 
the  faintest  embarrassment  from  first  to  last ; 
but  she  did  feel  very  grateful  toward  Lady  Ur¬ 
sula  just  then,  and  her  color  rose  a  little  as  she 
replied  “  that  this  was  almost  her  first  essay ; 
but  that  she  fancied  that  she  should  grow  very 
fond  of  hunting.” 

Jasper  Knowsley  had  a  shrewd  tact  of  his 
own ;  and  it  was  probably  consideration  for 
others  besides  his  hounds,  whose  coats  were 
beginning  to  stare'  under  the  north  wind,  that 
caused  him  to  move  off  toward  the  covert 
without  more  delay.  A  glance  from  Ealph 
told  his  wife  that  the  interview  was  over ; 
and,  after  another  interchange  of  formal  sa¬ 
lutes,  the  pair  followed  in  the  wake  of  the 
field. 

Whether  from  this  passage  of  arms — the  ex¬ 
pression  is  not  much  too  strong — any  of  the  par¬ 
ties  concerned  issued  with  the  honors  of  war,  is 
an  open  question  ;  for,  as  to  the  Lord  Lieuten¬ 
ant’s  intentions,  or  the  causes  that  brought  the 
same  to  naught,  few  of  the  spectators  were  de¬ 
ceived  ;  and  though  many  admired  his  nerve, 
the  extorted  courtesy  did  not  greatly  improve 
Lord  Atherstone’s  social  credit.  Perhaps  Mr. 
Chantrey,  the  horse-breaker,  in  his  homely  lan¬ 
guage,  expressed  pretty  accurately,  the  general 
opinion. 

“The  Dook,  he  meant  to  be  nasty,”  quoth 
honest  Will ;  “  a  blind  man  could  see  that  with 
half  an  eye ;  but  when  it  came  to  the  push,  he 
had  to  drop  it.  ,  It’s  for  all  the  world  like  this 
here  black  colt  of  mine.  He’s  got  plenty  of 
temper,  but  no  pluck  to  speak  of ;  and  if  you 
just  shake  this  here  cutting  whip  at  him,  he’ll 
drop  his  back  and  lob  on  like  a  sheep.  The 
Dook,  he’s  had  a  side-binder  or  two  from  the 
Baron  in  their  time,-  I’ll  pound  it.  Old  Ealph 
ain’t  by  no  means  a  pleasant  sort  to  tackle.  ” 

It  is  time  that  we  too  sliould  follow,  for  the 
rearmost  hound  has  topped  the  covert-fence 
five  minutes  ago. 

A  promising  draw,  certainly.  There  is  good 


lying  on  the  slope  of  the  hill,  and  a  perfect  jun¬ 
gle  under  the  alders  down  there  in  the  hollow, 
filled,  in  days  before  drainage  was  known,  by 
the  ancient  mere.  Hares  by  dozens  are  steal¬ 
ing  away,  and  rabbits  by  scores  scuttling  about 
already ;  and,  if  the  air  is  not  darkened  with 
pheasants,  as  it  would  be  within  the  park-fence 
of  Grandmanoir,  a  whir  of  wings  over  and  anon 
shows  that  there  is  no  danger  of  the  foxes  being 
starved  out  of  this  strong-hold.  The  keeper — 
leaning  against  the  gate-post  yonder,  with  an 
air  of  moody  resignation  —  d’you  allow  that 
he  padded  a  brace,  at  least,  yester  morning  ? 
Moreover,  the  wind  lies  just  right  for  the  vale, 
trending  away  to  the  southward,  till  it  seems 
to  narrow  to  a  point  in  the  gray  distance. 

A  few  go  into  covert  with  the  hounds ;  but 
the  rides  must  be  mere  quagmires  after  the  late 
rains ;  and  the  body  of  the  field  keep  to  the 
sounder  ground  above,  while  the  first  whip 
gets  forward  and  ensconces  himself  in  the  bend 
of  a  high  bull-finch,  so  that,  unseen  himself,  he 
can  peer  through  the  upper  branches  over  the 
open  beyond.  It  is  not  a  day  when,  even  in 
covert,  the  scent  is  likely  to  lie  well ;  while,  at 
the  best  of  times,  Hazlemere  takes  a  deal  of 
working.  And  very  patiently  the  Master  does 
work  it  in  his  own  quiet  fashion,  seldom  speak¬ 
ing  to,  much  less  hurrying,  his  hounds;  so 
that  the  field — no  longer  overshadowed  by  the 
awful  Presence,  for  the  ducal  carriage  keeps  to 
the  main  road  along  the  hill-crest — has  leisure 
for  courtesies  or  for  chaff,  as  the  case  may  be. 

Arthur  Corbett,  visibly  exulting  at  having 
stolen  a  march  upon  his  fellows,  presses  up  to 
salute  Lady  Atherstone,  and  lingers  at  her 
bridle-rein ;  and-  some  half-dozen  more  are 
presented  to  Lena,  including  Mr.  Swarbrick 
and  the  Devereuxs.  Though  Cissy  has,  to  a 
certain  extent,  got  her  company  manners  on, 
her  cordial  welcome  is  by  far  the  brightest 
gleam  of  social  sunshine  that  has  crossed  Lady 
Atherstone’s  path  since  it  led  her  Loamshire- 
ward.  Ealph  performs  his  part  in  these  cere¬ 
monies  creditably  enough  ;  but  he  is  very  chary 
of  his  word,  and  there  is  a  grave,  preoccupied 
look  on  his  face  such  as  Lena  has  not  seen  once 
since  their  mandage. 

Suddenly,  from  the  thickest  of  the  covert  be¬ 
low,  comes  a  whimper,  eager,  yet  not  quite  con¬ 
fident;-  but  Jasper  Knowsley  still  sits  silent 
and  statue-like  in  the  middle  ride  ;  for,  though 
Mariner  is  the  very  gem  of  this  year’s  entry, 
he  is  apt  to  be  a  trifle  too  keen.  The  next 
minute  comes  a  sharp,  joyous  yelp,  about 
which  there  can  be  no  mistake,  and  the  Mas¬ 
ter  smiles  triumphantly  (Mariner  is  the  first 
produce  of  a  famous  cross)  and  cheers  him 
with  a  will ;  then  a  deeper  tongue  chimes  in,  as 
Vigilant,  whose  speech  is  law,  proclaims  that 
youth  may  sometimes  be  right,  though  it  speak 
before  eld  ;  and  other  notes  swell  into  mpsic — 
the  music  that,  more  than  any  other  under 
heaven,  maketh  the  ears  that  hear  it  to  tingle. 

Mr.  Swarbrick,  out  on  the  hill-side,  takes  the 
time  to  a  second  from  a  machine  something 
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larger  than  a  traveling-clock ;  the  which  sig¬ 
nificant  action  causes  some  of  the  thrusting 
ones  to  creep  forward,  though  Jem  Spuirell, 
from  his  post  of  vantage,  flings  back  his  hand 
warningly;  but,  “Gently,  pray,  gently  on  the 
right,”  cries  the  mild  Master,  in  the  act  of 
swattering  through  a  miry  pool ;  and,  “  That’s 
right,  spoil  your  own  sport  and  be  d— d  to  you !  ” 
roars  his  terrible  Echo.  Luckily  the  double- 
barreled  remonstrance  takes  effect,  and  the 
culprits  draw  rein  before  harm  is  done.  Soon 
the  chorus  within  deepens  to  a  crash  ;  from  the 
nook  of  the  bull-flnch  comes  a  scream  that  could 
no  more  be  printed  than  it  could  be  set  to 
notes,  but  which  the  hounds  know  as  well  as 
they  do  the  Master’s  horn ;  and,  without  the 
ceremony  of  taking  a  run,  Jem  dives  head¬ 
foremost  into  the  black-thorn  ;  Swinton  Swar- 
brick,  with  a  dig  of  his  ponderous  spurs,  launch¬ 
es  forth  the  bony  brown,  and  lurches  away  over 
the  meadow,  like  a  rock  let  loose,  for  a  pet  gap, 
which  he  guesses  is  only  lightly  bushed  up, 
followed  by  Arthur,  the  squire  of  dames,  and 
some  dozen  more.  Dick  the  Driver,  who,  ever 
since  the  find,  has  been  fighting  his  savage  till 
they  both  are  all  afoam,  with  a  great  gasp  of 
relief  goes  hurling  at  the  spot  where  the  grow¬ 
ers  are  thickest ;  Godfrey  Colville — keener  for 
a  start  than  he  ever  was  from  Ranksborough — 
goes  straight  as  a  die  at  the  place  that  he  picked 
ten  minutes  ago ;  and  Cissy  Devereux,  humor¬ 
ing  Paladin’s  fidgety  mouth  like  an  artist,  sails 
off  in  his  wake  happier  than  any  crowned  queen. 

“Get  forward  to  the  gate,  Edward”  (this 
to  his  groom);  “and  keep  quite  close  to  me, 
Lena,”  says  Lord  Atherstone,  his  face  lighting 
up  at  last. 

Those  who  make  for  the  same  pass — some 
from  awe  of  the  Baron,  more  for  the  sake  of  the 
bonny  bride — forbear  to  press  upon  the  pair  till 
they  are  fairly  through. 

And  so  the  curtain  is  up,  and  the  play  be¬ 
gun. 

Unluckily,  in  many  dramas,  grave  and  gay, 
the  interest  is  apt  to  decline  steadily  from  the 
opening  scene ;  and  so  it  happened  here.  _  The 
first  burst  of  a  mile  or  so  W'as  quick  enough  to 
satisfy  any  body;  but  then  the  hounds  got 
bothered  in  some  sheep-foil,  and  the  scent,  out 
of  covert,  was  so  miserably  cold,  that  they 
never  picked  up  their  ground  or  got  upon  good 
terms  with  their  fox  again.  The  Master  of  the 
L.  H.  was  patient  to  a  fault,  and  would  “pot¬ 
ter”  on,  as  his  detractors  said,  in  almost  hope¬ 
less  pursuit,  rather  than  try  for  a  fresh  one ; 
but  he  was  compelled  to  do  this  at  last. 

The  second  fox  was  a  cowardly  ringing  brute ; 
and  when  he  did  break,  it  was  only  to  slink 
over  the  hill  along  a  chain  of  spinnies  that 
brought  him  to  a  “creep”  through  the  park- 
pales  of  Grandmanoir ;  the  day,  too,  was  low¬ 
ering  instead  of  lightening ;  so  Lady  Atherstone 
assented  willingly  to  her  husband’s  suggestion, 
that  they  should  turn  homeward  here. 

The  moody  look  had  settled  down  on  Ralph’s 
face  again,  puzzling  Lena  not  a  little,  and  pro¬ 


voking  her  to  boot ;  for  she  herself  felt  in  un¬ 
usually  good  spirits.  She  had  been  present  at 
several  meets  before,  but  had  never  seen  a 
covert  actually  drawn,  and  the  novelty  of  the 
sights  and  sounds  had  kept  her  thoroughly 
amused.  Standard-bearer  had  carried  her  ad¬ 
mirably,  and  they  had  negotiated  two  or  three 
unavoidable  fences  without  any  difference  of 
opinion  ;  moreover,  the  L.  H.,  as  a  rule,  had 
agreeably  surprised  her.  She  liked  the  placid 
Master,,  who,  busy  as  he  was,  had  found  time 
to  be  presented,  exceedingly;  Swinton  Swar- 
brick,  as  a  relic  of  the  old  Squire  Weston 
days,  was  inimitable ;  Mrs.  Devereux  must  be 
charming,  and  Mr.  Corbett — w’ell — he  smiled  a 
little  too  often  and  too  blandly ;  but  he  was 
pleasant  to  look  upon,  and  wonderfully  amusing 
and  well-bred  for  a  provincial  banker.  The 
Grandmanoir  part}'  did  not  impress  her  favor¬ 
ably ;  but  perhaps  the  Duke  could  not  help 
being  fidgety  and  formal,  any  more  than  Lady 
Rachel  could  help  looking  acid ;  and,  though 
she  was  glad  when  the  interview  was  over,  the 
idea  of  an  intentional  slight  had  never  crossed 
her  mind,  much  less  dwelt  there.  So,  perhaps, 
there  was  the  slightest  shade  of  pique  in  her 
tone  w’hen  she  broke  rather  a  long  silence. 

“It  has  been  a  very  stupid  morning  for  you, 
monseigneur.  Indeed,  I  am  half  ashamed  at 
having  enjoyed  it  so  much.” 

Ralph  started  from  his  reverie,  and  his  brow 
cleared. 

“You’re  quite  wrong,  my  dear.  It  would 
have  been  a  very  stupid  morning  if  I  had  not 
had  you  to  look  after,  and — it’s  the  honest 
truth— to  admire.  I  don’t  know  whether  you 
or  Standard-bearer  can  claim  the  most  credit ; 
but  you  deserve  a  good  deal  between  you.  The 
sport  has  been  just  about  what  I  expected — 
much  better  than  I  expected,  if  you  have  been 
really  amused.” 

“But  something  has  gone  wrong,”  she  per¬ 
sisted.  “  I  W'ould  give  any  reasonable  sum  to 
know  your  thoughts  for  the  last  ten  minutes, 
unless  they  have  been  simply  wandering.” 

“  They  have.not  wandered  far,”  he  answered, 
with  his  curt  laugh  ;  “  I  have  been  thinking  of 
my  own  folly  and  blindness  —  a  harder,  word 
than  either  might  suit— which  began  when  I 
first  came  to  live  in  Loamshire,  and  have  gone 
on  ever  since,  from  bad  to  w'orse.  I  had  had 
crosses  and  disappointments,  of  course,  but  so 
have  thousands  who  come  out  smooth  and  smil¬ 
ing.  There  was  nothing  to  make  one  set  one’s 
bristles  up,  and  keep  all  the  world  at  bay.  Peo¬ 
ple  did  try  to  be  civil  when  first  I  came  home, 

I  quite  remember  that ;  but  all  the  forms  and 
ceremonies  bored  me  intensely,  and — I  showed 
it.  There  w'as  another  opening  just  after  Phil¬ 
ip’s  marriage,  but  I  didn’t  take  it,  though  Ma¬ 
rian  tried  hard  to  persuadejne.  Of  course  I’ve 
made  enemies  by  scores.  They  have  never  had 
a  chance  of  hitting  me  before  ;  but  they  have 
got  one  now,  and  I  doubt  if  they  will  let  it  slip, 
that’s  what  I’ve  been  thinking  about,  my  dear.” 
Lena  looked  up,  wondering.  This  was  not 
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the  first  time  she  had  heard  of  her  husband’s 
rough,  unsocial  ways ;  but  as  to  the  immediate 
cause  which  now  moved  him  to  repent  them, 
she  was  still  in  the  dark. 

“Don’t  you  overrate  your  unpopularity?” 
she  said.  “  I  thought  every  body  seemed  good- 
natured  enough  to-day.” 

Ralph’s  keen  gray  eyes  dwelt  on  her  as  if  he 
doubted  whether  she  spoke  in  earnest. 

“  The  Duke  of  Devorgoil,  for  instance  ?  It 
would  not  have  cost  much  trouble  to  have  made 
a  friend  instead  of  a  foe  of  that  pompous  old 
idiot.  If  I  had  not  cut  him  short  in  a  congrat¬ 
ulation-speech,  and  if  I  had  asked  his  opinion 
twice  a  year  at  Quarter  Sessions,  and  lifted  my 
hat  an  inch  and  a  half  higher  whenever  we  met, 
he  would  have  been  civil  enough,  I  dare  say. 
Now  he  would  have  been  any  thing  but  civil 
three  hours  ago,  if  he  had  dared ;  hut — it’s  a 
constitutional  weakness,  I’ve  noticed  it  in  him 
before — he  always  forgets  what  he’s  determined 
to  say  or  do,  as  soon  as  any  one  not  absolutely 
in  his  power  fixes  him  with  their  eyes.” 

Lord  Atherstone  wished  the  words  unsaid  as 
he  saw  the  hot  Shafton  blood  mount  to  his  fail- 
wife’s  forehead;  yet  he  only  half  guessed  the 
cause  of  her  emotion. 

That  she  was  vexed  as  well  as  surprised  by 
this  new  aspect  of  things  is  quite  true.  The 
old  Adam  is  apt  to  rise  rebelliously  within  the 
meekest  and  wisest  of  men  when  they  first  rec¬ 
ognize  that  the  slight  has  been  put  upon  them, 
especially  if  it  be  too  late  to  resent  it ;  and  Lena, 
being  neither  meek,  nor  wise,  nor  masculine, 
felt  the  full  force  of  the  sting;  hut  she  felt 
something  more.  She  felt  it  was  quite  possible 
that  an  ancient  grudge  and  mortified  vanity 
might  not  entirely  account  for  the  Duke,  of 
Devorgoil’s  demeanor;  and  that  if  the  nerve 
had  been  equal  to  the  will,  it  might  have  been 
plain  to  Loamshire  that  Ralph  Atherstone’s 
wife,  as  w^ell  as  Ralph  Atherstone,  was  hence¬ 
forth  to  be  numbered  among  those  whom  the 
Lord  Lieutenant  did  not  delight  to  honor. 

When  Lena  Shafton  was  first  warned  that  if 
she  took  not  better  heed  the  world  would  make 
free  with  her  name,  she  had  smiled  defiantly. 
If  Caryl  Glynne  kept  his  promise,  and  came  to 
claim  her,  he  could  never  taunt  her  with  risks 
incurred  for  him ;  if  he  came  not,  the  gossips 
might  talk  themselves  hoarse  for  aught  she 
cared.  But  after  the  early  bitterness  was  past, 
and  she  had  settled  down  into  the  weary  wait¬ 
ing  that  ended  as  you  wot  of,  she  had,  no  doubt, 
more  than  once  repented  of  her  recklessness, 
though  never  so  keenly  as  now.  The  better  she 
understood  her  husband  the  more  she  looked  up 
to  and  trusted  him ;  and  if  it  was  as  yet  impos¬ 
sible  to  love,  she  found  it  already  quite  easy  to 
honor  and  obey.  It  cut  her  now  to  the  heart 
to  see  him  taking  all  the  blame  to  himself  so 
simply  and  frankly,  when  perhaps  not  half  of  it 
was  fairly  his  share ;  and  for  a  second  or  two 
she  was  moved  to  aby  the  consequences  of  full 
confession.  However,  one  glance  at  his  face 
changed  her  purpose.  Lena’s  courage  could 
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not  be  measured  by  the  ordinary  standard  of 
womankind ;  but  this  thing  she  dared  not  do. 
If  her  voice  trembled  a  little  w-hen  she  made 
answer,  it  was  not  with  anger. 

“I  had  not  an  idea  of  this,  or  I  would  have 
prayed — so  hard — to  be  spared  the  introduction. 
Is  it  absolutely  impossible  to  breathe  Loamshire 
air  without  the  Duke’s  sanction?” 

“Not  at  all  impossible,”  Ralph  answered, 
more  cheerily.  “I’ve  tried  the  experiment, 
you  know  ;  and  I  can’t  say  that  my  lungs  have 
suifered ;  but  if  I  can’t  amend  my  past  errors, 
I  ought  to  try  to  prevent  you  pain  for  them ; 
and,  on  the  whole,  I  think  I  acted  rightly  to¬ 
day.  The  Grandmanoir  folks  will  probably 
keep  up  to  civility-mark  now,  and  that’s  all 
that’s  required  of  them.  So  I  might  have  kept 
my  own  counsel,  and  not  have  spoilt  your  pleas¬ 
ure.  I  am  half  sorry  I  told  you.” 

“You  need  not  be,”  she  said.  “  It’s  always 
best — so  much  best — to  speak  out.” 

“  ‘  Always  best,’  of  a  surety ;  but  is  it  always 
so  easy  ?” 

Had  that  question  been  put  to  Mother  Eve, 
she  would  perhaps  have  answered  Nay,  before 
her  leafen  kirtle  was  sere. 

■o - 

CHAPTER  XXI. 

So  our  first  act  ends ;  and  before  the  curtain 
rises  again  you  must  suppose  an  interval  of 
hard  on  a  year.  During  this  space  there  was 
some  shifting  of  scenes  and  of  dresses,  but  in 
the  actors  or  the  circumstances  no  material 
change. 

On  that  Hazlemere  day  the  Duke  of  Devor¬ 
goil  had,  however  grudgingly,  entered  into  tacit 
recognizance  to  keep  the  peace  toward  Temple- 
stowe ;  and  he  acted  up  to  the  letter  of  his  en¬ 
gagement.  He  drove  over  with  his  daughters 
to  call,  on  a  bright,  balmy  afternoon,  when  the 
odds  against  finding  any  healthy  human  creat¬ 
ure  within  doors  were  hardly  calculable ;  and, 
after  leaving  a  sheaf  of  cards,  went  his  way  with 
a  sense  of  relief,  not  devoid  of  humiliation,  such 
as  may  have  been  felt  by  the  kings  and  kaisers 
of  old  time,  who,  for  their  people’s  sake,  rather 
than  their  own,  submitted  to  signal  penance. 
Eurthermore,  after  ascertaining  by  inquiry,  care¬ 
ful,  though  circuitous,  that  the  Atherstones  were 
absent  (they  had  gone  up  to  town  for  a  fortnight),, 
he  besought  the  honor  of  their  company  at  one- 
of  his  state  banquets.  The  visit  was  returned' 
in  due  course,  and  the  invitation  declined  with 
due  courtesy ;  and  so,  for  the  present,  the- mat¬ 
ter  ended,  it  being  understood  on  both  sides 
that,  whensoever  they  met,  all  the  ceremonies 
of  distant  acquaintanceship  should  be  observed. 

To  a  certain  extent  the  county  took  its  cue 
from  the  Lord  Lieutenant.  There  was  no  overt 
case  of  avoidance ;  the  Atherstones  came  in  for 
their  fair  share  of  set  dinner-parties,  and  neigh¬ 
bors  showed  themselves  not  averse  to  accept 
from  them  the  like  formal  hospitality. 

Ralph  had  quite  broken  through  his  rule  of 
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seclusion,  3’ou  will  observe,  and,  if  the  effort 
was  sometimes  evident,  played  the  host  much 
better  than  might  have  been  expected  from  his 
want  of  practice  j  hut  still  an  invisible  baiiiei, 
almost  resembling  a  line  of  (quarantine,  seemed 
drawn  around  Templestowe. 

The  first  year  of  Lena’s  residence  there  was 
drawing  to  a  close,  and — setting  Hubert  Ash- 
leigh  aside,  parish  duties,  according  to  his  own 
account,  kept  him  much  at  home — she  could 
hardly  claim  intimacy  with  more  than  two  fam¬ 
ilies — the  Devereuxs  and  the  Corbetts.  That 
willful  Cissy  was  little  accustomed  to  defer  to 
authorities,  spiritual  or  temporal,  and  was  ca¬ 
pable  of  quite  as  much  audacity  in  her  friends’ 
quarrels  as  she  displayed  in  her  own  ;  not 
that  there  was  any  quarrel  here,  but  it  is  cer¬ 
tain  that,  had  an  episcopal  as  well  as  a  ducal 
ban  been  actually  launched  against  the  tenants 
of  Templestowe,  Mrs.  Devereux  would  not  have 
cultivated  their  acquaintance  a  whit  less  sedu¬ 
lously.  Now,  from  the  first,  she  was  rather 
drawn  toward  Lady  Atherstone  ;  why,  it  would 
be  difficult  to  say,  for,  though  there  were  cer¬ 
tain  jjoints  of  resemblance,  their  characters,  es- 
sentiall}'^,  were  very  different.  Both  were  self- 
willed  and  fearless,  even  to  recklessness ;  but  in 
Lena  there  was  an  earnestness  and  strength  of 
purpose,  whether  for  evil  or  for  good,  that, 
luckily  for  her  own  happiness,  Mrs.  Devereux 
lacked.  Admiration  was  a  necessity  of  Cissy’s 
existence ;  and  she  would  have  gone  out  into 
the  highways  to  exact  it  from  the  passers-by, 
rather  than  be  stinted  of  the  tribute  ;  while 
Lena  simply  accepted  homage,  neither  showing 
herself  careful  to  seek  it  nor  especially  grateful 
when  it  was  rendered.  It  was  not  hard  to  guess 
that  the  one  life  would  be  full  of  gay  fablimix ; 
but  that  in  the  other  there  had  been,  or  would 
be  found,  a  single  grave  storj'.  Here,  you  were 
looking  on  a  bright,  shallow  lakelet,  apt  to  he 
stirred  into  mimic  waves  under  the  lightest 
breeze,  but  never  likely  to  be  fatal  in  its  vaga¬ 
ries  ;  there,  on  a  deep,  land-locked  tarn,  the  re¬ 
cesses  w'hereof  had  never  yet  been  fully  sound¬ 
ed,  not  easily  to  be  moved  from  serenity,  but 
possibly  dangerous  to  the  stoutest  bark,  if  a 
gust  should  sweep  down  unawares  through  the 
one  gorge  giving  access  to  the  wind.  How¬ 
ever,  in  the  present  state  of  civilization,  differ¬ 
ences  of  character  are  not  a  much  greater  bar 
to  friendship  than  differences  of  opinion ;  and 
so  a  kind  of  camaraderie  was  struck  up  between 
these  two,  and,  on  one  pretext  or  another,  they 
contrived  to  meet  very  frequently.  Lord  Ath¬ 
erstone,  to  speak  truth,  watched  the  growing 
intimacy  with  no  great  favor.  It  was  not  that 
he  disliked  Mrs.  Devereux — indeed,  personally, 
he  rather  admired  her,  and  had  often  been 
amused  by  her  ready  repartees  and  audacious 
•sallies ;  but,  though  he  never  listened  to  gossip, 
he  knew  that  the  petulant  beauty  had  been 
more  than  lightly  spoken  of,  and  that  there  was 
little  chance  of  her  amending  her  ways  ;  and 
altogether,  if  he  had  been  allowed  to  select  a 
companion  for  his  wife,  his  choice  would  scarce¬ 


ly  have  lighted  here;  hut  then  came  the  ques¬ 
tion,  Was  there  any  choice?  and  Ralph  rather 
shrank  from  the  answer ;  at  any  rate,  he  neither 
by  word  nor  deed  attempted  to  check  or  thwart 
their  arrangements.  Once  only,  when  Lena  was 
regretting  that  Hunsden  w'as  so  far  from  Tem¬ 
plestowe,  he  smiled  coldly ;  and  she  divined, 
rather  more  easily  than  if  he  had  frowned,  that 
here  at  least  she  need  not  reckon  on  conjugal 
sympathy. 

As  to  the  second  intimacy,  the  expression 
ought  to  have  been  limited.  Mrs.  Corbett’s 
family  cares  were  so  many  and  various  that,  if 
she  performed  her  strict  duty  toward  society  in 
the  visiting  line,  it  was  perhaps  as  much  as 
could  be  expected  of  her.  Moreover,  her  tastes 
were  decidedly  domestic.  For  some  years  past 
her  husband  had  been  wont  to  appear  at  all 
sorts  of  entertainments,  both  public  and  private, 
en  garden,  and  the  arrangement  seemed  to  suit 
both  parties  so  perfectly  that  it  was  no  wonder 
if  people  in  general  had  come  to  look  iqjon  it 
as  a  most  natural  one.  But  Arthur  Corbett 
was  very  often  at  Templestowe.  Generally  he 
had  some  excuse  for  his  presence  there. 

Among  Lord  Atherstone’s  prejudices  was  an 
irrational  dislike  of  the  legal  profession  in  all 
its  branches  ;  and  for  some  time  past  divers 
agency  matters,  which  usually  pass  through  a 
solicitor’s  oflice,  had  been  transacted  by  the 
Corbetts— an  irregular  way  of  doing  business — 
but  it  worked  well,  notwithstanding.  It  was 
difficult  to  conceive  these  two  men  having  a 
single  idea  in  common ;  and  Arthur’s  little 
weaknesses  were  precisely  of  the  kind  least 
likely  to  find  indulgence  in  the  eyes  of  the 
stern  old  sahreiir ;  nevertheless,  the  Baron  had 
a  high  opinion  of  the  other’s  shrewdness  and 
probity.  Moreover,  he  really  liked  the  sight 
of  his  genial  face,  and  listened  not  unwilling¬ 
ly  to  his  fluent  prattle,  especially  as  it  always 
seemed  to  amuse  Lena. 

Lady  Atherstone  hunted  qwetty  constantly  up 
to  the  end  of  that  season ;  and,  whoever  else 
might  be  in  attendance,  one  special  cavalier  was 
safe  to  be  found,  whenever  hounds  were  not  run¬ 
ning,  not  far  from  her  bridle-rein ;  and  this  was 
more  easily  managed  after  her  brother — carry¬ 
ing  out  his  scheme  of  retrenchment — came  down 
to  Templestowe  ;  for  Miles  speedily  struck  up  a 
great  friendship  with  the  banker,  finding  it  ex¬ 
ceedingly  pleasant,  when  the  meet  lay  beyond 
Heslingford,  to  be  carted  over  luxuriously  from 
the  town  to  the  covert-side,  and  then  to  have 
one  of  the  “little  dinners”  above  mentioned  lo 
fall  back  upon— repasts  infinitely  preferable,  in 
the  hussar’s  opinion,  to  the  fare  at  the  cavalry 
barracks,  where  he  was  also  made  very  wel¬ 
come.  Moreover,  when  they  met  in  society  Mr. 
Corbett  generally  contrived  to  spen(i  a  goodly 
portion  of  the  evening  in  Lady  Atherstone’s 
immediate  vicinity ;  but  the  most  captious  ob¬ 
server  could  not  have  detected  in  his  manner 
the  slightest  approach  to  philandering ;  with¬ 
out  being  obsequious  or  constrained,  it  was  al¬ 
ways  thoroughly  deferential ;  neither  did  closer 
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acquaintance  embolden  liim  to  transgress  the 
outermost  verge  of  familiarity.  Lena  could  not 
be  said  actually  to  encourage  these  assiduities ; 
k  was  not  her  way:  but  that  they  were  agree¬ 
able  to  her  was  quite  evident.  Arthur  Corhett 
certainly  seemed  to  have  the  faculty  of  attract¬ 
ing  and  retaining  her  attention  to  an  extent  not 
attainable  by  any  other  cavalier,  whether  resi¬ 
dent  or  quartered  in  Loamshire.  Before  the 
year  was  out  “  she  had  got  used  to  him,”  as  she 
confessed  to  Cissy  Devereux.  And  in  some 
women’s  mouths  that  expression  means  a  good 
deal. 

Early  in  that  same  spring  Mrs.  Shafton  paid 
a  long  visit  to  Templestowe.  With  the  state 
of  things  within  doors  she  had  every  reason  to 
be  content.  She  had  scarcely  expected  to  find 
Lena  so  soon  and  so  thoroughly  domesticated. 
If  there  was  no  absolute  sympathy  between  hus¬ 
band  and  wife,  clearly  there  prevailed  a  comfort¬ 
able  harmony.  The  aspect  of  affairs  abroad  was 
hardly  so  satisfactory.  Mrs.  Shafton  was  too 
keen  of  wit  not  speedily  to  divine  that  her  daugh¬ 
ter’s  welcome  in  Loamshire  had  been  none  of 
the  warmest.  Eor  many  years  past  she  had 
given  up  the  luxury  of  self-delusion,  and  was 
wont  to  look  annoyances  of  all  kinds  fairly  in 
the  face.  Therefore,  though  rumors  of  Lord 
Atherstone’s  unpopularity  had  reached  her  ears, 
she  never  thought  of  imputing  the  coolness  of 
the  county  solely  to  this  cause  ;  but,  howso¬ 
ever  far  her  misgivings  may.  have  traveled,  she 
kept  them  to  herself;  and  after  a  few  natural 
questions  about  the  neighborhood,  etc.,  had 
been  answ'ered,  she  forbore  to  press  Lena  on 
the  subject;  neither  did  the  latter  appear  in¬ 
clined  to  pursue  it.  Nevertheless,  you  may 
possibly  guess  what  prompted  Mrs.  Shafton,  a 
fortnight  or  so  after  her  arrival,  to  inquire 
whether  there  was  any  probability  of  the  Ash- 
leighs  soon  appearing  at  Templestowe. 

It  was  unlikely  that  Lena  could  have  divined 
the  train  of  her  mother’s  thoughts.  Neverthe¬ 
less,  she  colored  a  little  as  she  looked  up  from 
her  embroidery. 

“I  hardly  know,  mother.  Monseigneur  has 
never  alluded  to  the  subject  yet ;  and  I  am  sure 
hew'ould  have  done  so  if  he  had  expected  them 
soon.” 

Mrs.  Shafton  smiled  pleasantly,  as  she  had 
the  knack  of  doing,  even  when  her  inner  com- 
munings  were  grave. 

“Perhaps  he  prefers  that  you  should  invite 
them.  Men  have  odd  scruples  sometimes  ;  and 
I  fancy  Lord  Atherstone  has  more  delicacy  on 
certain  points  than  the  world  gives  him  credit 
for.  It  would  be  only  graceful  if  you  were  to 
suggest  it,  Lena.  You  liked  what  you  saAV  of 
Lady  Marian,  didn’t  you?” 

“  Very  much.  One  can’t  help  being  amused 
by  her  brisk,  downright  way,  and  quaint,  orig¬ 
inal  sayings ;  and  I  should  think  she  must  be 
honest.  As  for  her  husband — it  would  be  al¬ 
most  treason,  under  this  roof,  to  say  exactly 
what  I  think  of  him ;  but  I  suppose  an  attract¬ 
ive  couple  is  rather  a  rarity,  and,  I  dare  say. 


Mr.  Ashleigh  will  never  care  for  much  of  my 
society.  Perhaps  you  are  right,  too,  mother; 
and  I  wish  I  had  spoken  to  monseigneur  about 
it  sooner.  I’ll  do  so  this  very  day.” 

Lady  Atherstone  felt  much  more  penitent  an 
hour  later,  when  she  saw  her  husband’s  face 
light  up  with  satisfaction  at  her  first  words. 
The  matter  must  have  been  on  his  mind  for 
some  time  past,  or  the  broaching  of  it  would 
not  have  so  pleased  him. 

“  It’s  very  kindly  thought  of,  my  dear,”  he 
said — “kindly  for  me  as  well  as  for  the  children. 
Marian  and  I  have  always  been  great  friends, 
you  know  ;  and  I’m  sure  you  will  find  her  im¬ 
prove  on  acquaintance ;  she’s  such  a  cheery 
creature,  though  a  little  sharp  at  times.  As  for 
Philip,  to  do  him  justice,  he’s  never  much  in 
any  body’s  way  ;  he’s  ahvays  too  much  occupied 
with  his  politics  and  his  ailments ;  though  I 
believe  both  are  about  equally  imaginaiy. 
Would  you  mind  writing  yourself  to  Marian? 
This  address  will  find  her.” 

“It’s  just  what  I  should  have  wished  to  do,” 
Lena  answered.  And  her  letter  went  by  that 
day’s  post. 

Whether  Lady  Marian  felt  specially  grateful 
for  the  invitation  may  be  doubted ;  but  that 
she  was  ready  to  accept  it  is  certain.  Had 
there  been  no  deejier  motive  for  her  so  doing,  a 
natural  curiosity  to  see  how  things  progressed 
at  Templestowe  under  the  new  regime  would 
hav'e  prevented  her  hesitating. 

After  Lord  Atherstone’s  marriage  the  Ash- 
leighs  had  paid  two  or  three  visits,  and  then 
taken  up  their  quarters  at  a  West  End  hotel. 
The  prices  there  were  not  extravagant ;  never¬ 
theless,  the  thrifty  couple  had  not  yet  felt  such 
a  steady  draw  on  their  purse-strings.  It  so 
chanced  that  a  fortnight’s  bill  lay  on  the  break¬ 
fast-table,  side  by  side  with  Lena’s  note  ;  and 
Philip  grumbled  sorely  over  the  items.  Per¬ 
haps  it  was  this  that  made  him  listen  so  readi¬ 
ly  to  his  wife’s  suggestion,  that  he  had  really 
worked  hard  enough  to  earn  a  holiday ;  and 
that,  though  the  House  had  a  good  deal  of  busi¬ 
ness  on  hand  before  the  Easter  recess,  it  might 
possibly  be  scrambled  through  somehow  in  his 
absence.  So  that  same  afternoon  he  paired  off 
with  another  honorable  invalid,  whose  ailments 
were  not  quite  so  visionary  as  his  own,  and  the 
end  of  the  week  found  the  Ashleighs  once  more 
at  Templestowe. 

The  meeting  was  sufficiently  cordial  on  all 
sides,  and  Marian  quite  justified  her  father-in- 
law’s  prediction  that  she  would  improve  on  ac¬ 
quaintance.  Her  manner  toward  the  family 
party  already  assembled  there  could  scarcely 
have  been  improved  upon  ;  she  seemed  to  set¬ 
tle  into  her  new  position  without  an  effort,  and 
never  put  on  those  airs  of  ceremony  or  defer¬ 
ence  to  recent  authority  by  which  some  women, 
under  like  circumstances,  contrive  to  evince 
their  sense  of  injury.  She  was  courteous  with 
Mrs.  Shafton,  pleasantly  confidential  with  Lena, 
and  so  good-natured  to  Miles,  that  the  dragoon, 
who  in  polite  society  was  any  thing  but  bold, 
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under  her  encouragement  waxed  sometimes 
(|uite  talkative.  Lord  Atherstonej  watching 
her  narrowly,  could  not  detect  the  faintest 
change  in  her  bearing  toward  himself  j  so  he, 
at  least,  was  thoroughly  satisfied.  Philip,  too 

_ |)y  dint  of  how  much  private  tuition  will 

never  he  known — behaved  himself,  on  the 
whole,  very  creditably.  He  was  punctilious¬ 
ly,  almost  nervously,  polite  to  Lena  ;  at  proper 
intervals  addressed  a  commonplace  remark  to 
Mrs.  Shafton  ;  and,  if  he  sometimes  started  and 
shivered  at  Miles’s  sudden  entrance,  as  though 
a  gust  of  cold  air  had  swept  in,  he  contrived  to 
keep  his  dislike  of  that  boisterous  person  within 
decent  bounds,  and  cursed  him  only  to  Marian 
sub  sigillo. 

Without  personal  experience  in  the  matter, 
you  may  conceive  that  the  path  of  a  step-mo¬ 
ther — especially  of  a  young  step-mother — is 
beset  by  snares  and  pitfalls ;  so  that  even  Phil¬ 
ip  should  have  failed  to  catch  her  tripping,  says 
not  a  little  for  Lena’s  tact  and  training. 

Though  all  went  on  so  smoothly  in  the  fami¬ 
ly  circle,  Loamshire,  as  a  rule,  was  provokingly 
slow  to  believe  in  the  domestic  happiness  at 
I’emplestowe.  Both  at  home  and  abroad  the 
Ashleighs  seemed  to  be  on  the  best  possible 
tei-ms  with  their  step-mother;  and  perhaps 
neither  husband  nor  wife  led  their  friends  to 
believe  they  were  dissembling  with  dutiful  in¬ 
tent  ;  but  somehow,  after  their  visit  w-as  ended, 
people  who  knew  her  well  began  to  talk  of  ‘  ‘  poor 
Lady  Marian”  (those  who  knew  her  very  slight¬ 
ly,  of  course,  said,  “Poor  deai-  Lady  Marian,” 
looking  mysteriously  compassionate  the  while), 
and  the  prejudice  against  the  Atherstones  was 
not  materially  abated. 

It  was  Ralph  himself  who  proposed  that  they 
should  spend  part  of  the  season  in  town  ;  and 
they  had  no  reason  to  complain  of  their  recep¬ 
tion  there.  If  Lena’s  early  imprudences  were 
not  altogether  buried,  society,  at  least,  could 
afford  to  ignore  them,  now  that  she  was  shel¬ 
tered  under  a  blameless  name.  The  Baron’s 
old  comrades — several  of  whom  had  taken  fam¬ 
ily  honors  years  ago — were  very  ready  to  wel¬ 
come  him  in  his  new  character.  Miss  Belling¬ 
ham  was  one  of  the  earliest  to  bring  a  peace- 
offering,  and  was  as  affectionate,  in  her  formal 
way,  as  if  she  had  never  had  cause  to  complain 
of  lier  niece  ;  Lady  Montfort,  another  relative, 
who  once  had  found  it  convenient  to  forget  that 
any  Shafton  blood  ran  in  her  veins,  offered  to 
be  the  bride’s  sponsor  at  St.  James’s ;  and  few 
cared  to  meddle  with  those  under  the  protection 
of  this  potent  and  warlike  dame,  whose  tongue 
was  a  two-edged  sword,  and  who,  from  the  im¬ 
pregnable  fortress  of  her  virtue,  shot  out  arrows 
like  hail  at  whoso  presumed  to  flout  her  pen¬ 
nant. 

One  circumstance,  perhaps,  smoothed  the  way 
for  Lena.  Even  such  as  were  gifted  with  dis¬ 
agreeably  tenacious  memories  could  not  amuse 
themselves  with  watching  how  she  would  bear 
herself  toward  Caryl  Glynne.  Some  months 
ago  he  had  departed  on  a  long  yachting  tour. 


and  since  then  only  vague  rumors  concerning 
him  and  his  fellow-wanderers  had  come  home. 

Was  Lena  glad  of  this  absence  ?  Assuredly 
she  tried  to  persuade  herself  that  she  was  so ; 
and  if  occasionally  things  around  her  looked 
strangely  flat  and  dull,  like  a  picture  out  of 
which  the  colors  have  faded,  she  had  strength 
of  mind  enough  then  not  to  admit,  even  to  her¬ 
self,  that  there  was  any  special  cause. 

Altogether  their  sojourn  in  town  was  decid¬ 
edly  a  success ;  yet  perhaps  neither  the  hus¬ 
band  nor  the  wife  was  very  sorry  when  the 
time  came  for  their  moving  northward.  The 
grouse-disease  was  rather  prevalent  that  sea¬ 
son  ;  so  Lord  Atherstone  gave  his  Scotch  moor 
a  jubilee;  but  they  made  a  long  stay  at  Kirk- 
fell,  and  the  weeks  spent  there  were  certainly 
the  happiest  that  Ralph  had  known  since  his 
marriage.  That  the  welcome  was  of  the  warm¬ 
est  it  is  needless  to  say ;  and  there  was  delight 
in  the  very  contrast  of  his  present  security, 
with  the  doubts  and  hesitations  of  last  year. 
He  never  entered  the  cozy  drawing-room  with¬ 
out  remembering  how  he  had  paused  on  the 
threshold  to  watch  a  tall  white  figure  and  a 
graceful  head  bowed  over  the  flowers,  and  his 
first  glimpse  of  a  proud  beautiful  face,  and  his 
first  pressure  of  a  soft  slender  hand — all  his 
own  now— his  own,  as  he  believed,  forever.  It 
was  pleasant  to  listen,  out  on  the  hill,  to  the 
banter  of  his  jovial  comrades,  and  to  see  them 
afterward  vying  with  each  other  in  rendering 
their  honest  homage  to  his  queen,  and  pleas¬ 
ant  to  watch  the  complacent  self-congratulation 
of  the  host ;  for  General  Percy  evidently  at¬ 
tributed  all  that  had  happened  since  to  his  own 
diplomacy  and  foresight.  Lena,  too,  was  hap¬ 
py  in  a  quiet  fashion.  The  complete  rest  did 
her  quite  as  much  good  as  the  bracing  air ;  and 
she  half  regretted  the  other  engagements  wdiicli 
at  last  called  them  away  from  Kirkfell. 

However,  in  oneway  or  another,  the  autumn 
passed  quickly  and  uneventfully,  till  the  fall  of 
the  leaf  brought  the  Atherstones  home  again 
once  more. 


LITEEARY  FORGERIES. 

I. 

HAVE  not  cared  to  occupy  myself  with  the 
autographs  of  M.  Chasles,  since  every  one 
has  learned  the  whole  story ;  but,  even  before 
the  fraud  was  unveiled,  I  have  shunned  any  al¬ 
lusion  to  the  subject.  I  was  not  anxious  to  push 
at  a  gate  which  appeared  to  me  open  and  swing¬ 
ing  both  ways.  There  is  great  risk  of  passing 
for  a  dupe  in  treating  seriously  of  certain  things. 
In  my  opinion,  the  hypothesis  of  M.  Chasles 
raised  a  prejudice  sufficient  to  excuse  every  man 
charged  with  the  examination.  To  wLat  pur¬ 
pose  study  the  pieces,  or  compare  the  characters 
and  the  dates  ?  The  system  of  the  learned 
astronomer  fails  in  the  very  enunciation :  his 
theory  was  false,  because  it  contradicted  the 
rules  of  probability — because  it  wms  absurd. 
What !  here  are  thousands  of  letters,  written 
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by  a  great  number  of  persons,  all  bearing  more 
or  less  directly  upon  a  so-called  scientific  dis¬ 
covery  of  Pascal,  and  of  all  this  nothing  had 
transpired  elsewhere!  The  writings  of  Pascal 
already  known  bore  no  trace  of  it ;  the  works 
and  manuscripts  of  Galileo,  -of  Newton,  etc., 
were  equally  silent  on  the  subject !  The  proofs 
of  the  pretended  discovery  are  all  found  here, 
ill  this  collection,  and  are  found  only  here ! 
Not  one  tie  to  bind  the  fact  to  other  facts  al¬ 
ready  established,  to  other  documents,  to  other 
indications !  This  was  a  new  chapter  to  add 
to  scientific  history,  supported,  it  is  true,  by  in¬ 
numerable  pieces  :  but,  like  these  pieces  them¬ 
selves,  left  isolated,  without  any  point  of  con¬ 
nection,  suspended  in  the  air.  I  repeat  it :  un¬ 
der  such  conditions  there  should  have  been  no 
examination:  the  mere  statement  of  the  ques¬ 
tion  sufficed  to  settle  it ;  the  honor  of  the  critic 
himself  commanded  him  to  forbear.  For  such 
as  are  but  slightly  versed  in  historical  studies, 
the  story  of  M.  Chasles’s  manuscripts  can  have 
no  other  interest  than  the  demonstration  of  the 
extremes  possible  to  a  forger’s  boldness  and  a 
mathematician’s  credulity.  I  am  wrong  :  the 
story  shows,  above  all,  how  little  the  studies 
prevalent  in  France  develop  the  critical  facul¬ 
ty,  when  we  have  seen  so  many  fine  minds — 
indeed,  a  whole  academy  —  gravely  occupied, 
during  eighteen  months,  with  the  work  of  the 
most  daring,  but  certainly  also  the  most  com¬ 
monplace,  cheat  who  has  ever  fabricated  auto¬ 
graphs. 

Perhaps  it  might  be  worth  the  trouble  to 
write  a  history  of  false  autographs;  it  would 
be  a  separate  branch,  and  not  the  least  curious, 
of  the  story  of  literary  frauds.  The  false  au¬ 
tograph  should  not  be  confounded  with  the  sup¬ 
posititious  book ;  an  imposition  which  consists 
in  passing  off  a  work  under  the  name  of  a  per¬ 
son  who  is  not  its  author  is  much  more  easy, 
and,  consequently,  much  more  frequent,  than 
one  which  pretends  to  make  us  see  and  touch 
the  very  manuscript  of  the  writer  whose  name 
it  has  borrowed.  There  are  thousands  of  sup¬ 
posititious  books.  They  have  existed  in  all  ages 
— among  the  Hebrews,  the  Greeks,  and  the  Ro¬ 
mans.  There  are  writings  falsely  attributed  to 
Homer  and  to  Virgil,  to  Plato  and  to  Cicero, 
to  Solomon  and  to  St.  Paul.  There  have  even 
been  fabricated  spurious  letters  of  Jesus  Christ ; 
and,  it  may  be  said  in  passing,  the  great  won¬ 
der  is  that  M.  Chasles’s  provider  did  not  go  to 
that  length.  But,  I  repeat,  the  false  autograph 
is  something  much  more  difficult,  and  there¬ 
fore  much  moi’e  rare,  than  the  false  hook.  Be¬ 
sides  the  invention  of  ideas  and  facts,  the  ob¬ 
servance  of  probability,  and  the  imitation  of 
style,  it  is  necessary  to  reproduce  the  material 
conditions  of  an  original  manuscript,  the  ink 
and  paper  of  that  period,  the  handwriting  of  the 
supposed  author — difficulties  which  can  be  sur¬ 
mounted  only  by  care  and  patience,  which  can 
never  be  surmounted  wholly,  but  which  seem 
to  have  a  singular  fascination  for  certain  crafty 
and  dishonest  natures. 


A  history  of  false  autographs  would  have  the 
advantage  of  proving  decisively  in  how  narrow 
a  circle  these  inventors  move.  Let  them  have 
ever  so  much  imagination,  the  task  is  always 
nearly  the  same — to  forge  letters  or  books  of 
known  persons,  and  to  invent  handwritings. 
Besides,  forgers  can  hardly  avoid  repetition,  and 
the  knowledge  of  old  frauds  may  serve  to  place 
the  public  on  guard  against  new  ones.  An¬ 
nins  of  Viterbo  pretended  to  have  discovered 
Sanchoniathon  long  before  M.  De  Wagenfeld. 
Joseph  Vella  showed  Arabic  manuscripts  from 
St.  Sophia,  as  Simonides  has  shown  us  Greek 
manuscripts  from  Mount  Athos ;  Ireland  was 
encouraged  by  Chatterton’s  success  ;  Vrain  Lu¬ 
cas,  or  those  who  employed  him,  saw  the  way 
clear,  no  doubt,  in  view  of  the  good  fortune 
achieved  by  the  letters  attributed  to  Marie  An¬ 
toinette. 

In  the  absence  of  this  history  of  false  auto¬ 
graphs — which  I  commend  to  the  learned  as  a 
book  worth  writing — it  has  occurred  to  me  to  re¬ 
cord  here  some  of  the  most  memorable  frauds 
of  this  kind.  It  will  be,  if  you  like,  a  specimen 
of  the  general  history  that  I  would  gladly  see 
written,  of  two  or  three  chapters  of  which  it  will 
be  composed. 

False  autographs,  in  each  country,  are  natu¬ 
rally  conformed  to  the  taste  of  that  country.  In 
Germany  the  forger  writes  in  Greek  or  Latin ; 
in  France  he  fabricates  correspondence  and 
memoirs  ;  in  England  he  easily  becomes  a  poet 
— he  invents  Shakspeare,  Shelley,  Byron.  Here 
is  audacity,  at  least !  Let  us  begin  with  these 
poetical  impostors. 

England  counts  many  forgers  of  the  sort  just 
mentioned.  From  this  number  I  select  four : 
Chatterton,  the  most  celebrated ;  Fsalmanazar, 
the  most  inventive ;  Ireland,  the  most  impu¬ 
dent  ;  and  Mr.  Byron,  the  most  adroit. 

Every  one  knows  Chatterton.  His  precocity, 
the  success  of  his  literary  frauds,  and  his  suf¬ 
ferings,  all  unite  to  render  him  conspicuous. 
He  is  the  only  literary  impostor  whose  wmrks 
have  a  real  value,  an  interest  independent  of 
the  name  under  which  they  appear.  Chatterton 
has  left  verses,  written  at  the  age  of  eleven, 
which  already  display  grace  and  melody.  He 
was  but  sixteen  when  he  produced  those  so- 
called  poems  of  Rowley  which  deceived  so  many 
excellent  judges,  and  which  still  hold  a  place 
in  English  literature.  It  was  at  nineteen,  final¬ 
ly,  that  he  put  an  end  to  his  life,  after  having 
suffered  the  torments  of  hunger,  and,  more  bit¬ 
ter  yet,  the  agonies  of  disappointed  ambition. 
The  character  of  Chatterton  was  one  made  up 
of  contradictions — greedy  of  renown,  yet  seek¬ 
ing  to  conceal  himself  behind  a  borrowed  name ; 
susceptible  of  domestic  affection,  yet  an  adven¬ 
turer;  jealous  of  his  independence,  yet  the  slave 
of  booksellers  ;  endowed  with  the  cleverness  of 
a  consummate  impostor,  yet  possessed  by  an 
eccentricity  bordering  on  madness.  To  com¬ 
plete  the  paradox,  he  had  received  a  very  im¬ 
perfect  education,  and  even  knew  nothing  of 
Latin,  yet  he  devoted  himself  to  learned  and 
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antiquarian  works.  His  passion  was  to  deceive 
the  literary  public ;  he  had  not  the  vanity  of 
the  poet  who  aspires  to  celebrity,  but  the  more 
subtle  vanity  of  tlie  pseudonym,  who  would 
make  at  once  admirers  and  dupes.  His  inven¬ 
tion,  his  quickness,  and  his  skill  were  extraor¬ 
dinary.  From  the  old  stores  of  pretended  man¬ 
uscripts  of  the  monk  Rowley,  Chatterton  drew 
successively,  not  only  the  drama  of  “  Ella,” 
ballads,  eclogues,  and  those  poems  which,  as  I 
have  just  said,  form  to-day  part  of  the  En¬ 
glish  literature,  but  even  genealogies,  coats  of 
arms,  an  imaginary  description  of  the  ancient 
churches  of  Bristol,  with  plans  and  draughts,  a 
catalogue,  not  lets  visionary,  of  ancient  paint¬ 
ers  and  sculptors,  an  account  of  the  inaugura¬ 
tion  of  a  bridge  over  the  Avon  in  the  thirteenth 
century,  and  a  fragment  of  a  sermon  upon  the 
divinity  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  All  this  in  a  style 
very  passably  imitated  from  that  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  traced  on  parchment  with  an  artificial 
ink,  and  in  Gothic  characters.  To-day  the 
fraud  seems  to  ns  rather  awkwardly  managed ; 
at  the  end  of  the  eighteenth  century  it  made 
many  dupes.  The  works  of  Rowley  have  been 
the  subject  of  an  immense  controversy,  which 
was  not  finished  in  sixty  years.  Strange  !  the 
manuscripts  of  the  false  monk  will  not  bear  the 
least  paleographic  investigation  ;  the  language 
is  no  more  like  old  English  than  our  own  Clo- 
tilde  de  Surville  is  like  the  French  of  the  time 
of  Charles  VII. ;  yet,  with  all  this,  there  is  no 
denying  the  superiority  of  Rowley’s  poetry  to 
all  that  Chatterton  subsequently  published  un¬ 
der  his  own  name,  or  that  was  found  after  his 
death ;  so  that  even  to  this  day  we  find  our¬ 
selves  confronted  by  that  literary  problem — a 
writer  who  has  shown  infinitely  more  grace  and 
talent  in  imitations  than  in  his  own  language  ; 
who,  in  an  obsolete  dialect,  has  left  admirable 
fragments,  but  who  dropped  to  mediocrity  in 
the  moment  when  he  returned  to  the  common 
English  of  his  own  time. 

Fsalmanazar  died  in  1763,  some  years  before 
Chatterton.  In  some  respects  he  was  yet  more 
■  remarkable ;  with  less  genius,  doubtless,  with¬ 
out  even  talent  or  real  literary  aptitude,  he  dis¬ 
played  a  fertility  of  invention  hardly  to  be  sur¬ 
passed.  Fsalmanazar,  to  speak  correctly,  was 
not  a  fabricator  of  autographs  ;  he  was  more  and 
less  than  that — the  inventor  of  a  language,  of 
a  chirography — what  do  I  say?— of  a  nation. 
But  his  life  was  yet  more  wonderful  than  his 
inventions.  It  is  all  a  romance.  This  romance 
he  has  written ;  we  possess  his  autobiography, 
yet  we  do  not  know  his  name !  Out  of  regard 
for  his  family  he  has  sought  to  conceal  it,  and 
he  has  carried  his  secret  with  him :  we  shall 
never  know  who  he  was,  nor  even  whence  he 
was.  It  is  supposed,  however,  that  he  was  born 
in  the  south  of  France,  in  Languedoc  or  Pro¬ 
vence.  His  family  was  poor,  his  father  estab¬ 
lished  at  a  distance,  in  Germany.  George  had 
been  brought  up  with  the  Jesuits,  then  :^vith 
the  Dominicans ;  having  finished  his  theological 
coui'se,  he  was  received  as  preceptor  in  several 


families.  But  he  had  indolent  and  adventurous 
tastes.  lie  was  not  slow  to  adopt  the  role  of  re¬ 
ligious  impostor,  no  doubt  in  order  to  profit  by 
his  theological  studies.  We  find  him  borrow¬ 
ing,  begging,  traversing  Provence,  on  his  way  to 
Rome  ;  repairing  to  Germany  ;  playing  the  part 
sometimes  of  a  converted  Huguenot,  sometimes 
of  an  Irish  student,  or,  again,  of  a  pilgrim.  He 
ran  many  risks,  came  near  being  shot  as  a  spy, 
fell  into  the  depths  of  misery,  and  beheld  him¬ 
self  covered  with  sores  and  vermin.  From  ad¬ 
venture  to  adventure,  from  knavery  to  knavery, 
George  arrived  at  the  grand  fraud  of  his  life. 
Finding  himself  in  a  Protestant  country,  he 
could  remain  neither  pilgrim  nor  Catholic :  he 
gave  himself  out  as  a  Japanese  from  the  island 
of  Formosa,  taken  to  Europe,  he  said,  by  Dutch 
merchants.  Formosa  was  very  little  known ; 
the  young  impostor  recalled,  as  well  as  possible, 
such  accounts  of  Japan  as  he  had  heard  among 
the  Jesuits;  then,  upon  this  slight  canvas,  he 
began  to  embroider  a  whole  world  of  fancy. 
He  fabricated  a  so-called  language  of  Formosa, 
an  alphabet  for  writing  it,  a  grammar  to  explain 
the  rules.  He  made  a  new  division  of  the  year 
into  twenty  months.  He  invented  a  new  relig¬ 
ion,  with  a  book  of  prayers,  and  went  so  far  as 
to  worship  the  rising  and  setting  sun,  with  all 
sorts  of  forms  and  mummeries.  Finally,  he 
accustomed  himself  to  eat  raw  meat.  The  idea 
of  doubting  the  veracity  of  a  man  who  ate  raw 
meat,  and  who  wrote  fluently  in  characters  which 
no  one  knew!  Meanwhile  Fsalmanazar  (such 
was  the  name  he  had  adopted  on  becoming 
Japanese,  and  which  he  retained  to  the  end  of 
his  life)  had  met  another  rogue,  who  conceived 
the  plan  of  profiting  by  him.  This  person, 
named  Innes,  was  chaplain  of  a  Scotch  regi¬ 
ment  then  in  garrison  at  Sluis,  in  Holland.  It 
was  here  that  Fsalmanazar  made  his  acquaint¬ 
ance,  and  that  they  became  intimate.  It  is 
probable  that  Innes  at  first  had  been  himself 
deceived  by  the  false  Japanese,  and  it  is  certain 
that  he  soon  discovered  the  fraud  ;  however,  he 
did  not  abandon  his  designs  on  that  account. 
Innes  took  up  Fsalmanazar,  taught  him  English, 
carried  him  to  England,  showed  him  to  the  Bish¬ 
op  of  London,  baptized  him  with  much  cere¬ 
mony,  and,  altogether,  managed  so  well  that 
he  ended  by  obtaining  from  the  bishop,  as  a  re¬ 
ward  for  services  rendered  to  religion,  a  living 
in  the  county  of  Essex.  Fsalmanazar,  under 
such  patronage,  could  not  fail  to  develop  his 
happy  gifts  and  ingenious  knaveries.  He  hast¬ 
ened  to  translate  the  English  catechism  into  the 
Formosian  language,  and  had  the  pleasure  of 
beholding  the  Bishop  of  London  accord  a  gra¬ 
cious  reception  to  this  work.  It  was  submitted 
to  savans,  who  saw  in  it  nothing  out  of  the  way. 
To  whom  could  it  occur  to  suspect  a  young  man 
of  twenty  of  so  colossal  an  impostnre?  Not 
that  there  were  not,  here  and  there,  weak  points 
in  the  system  of  the  Formosian.  It  is  impos-  . 
sible  to  be  forewarned  of  every  thing:  he  had 
forgotten  to  give  n.toes  to  the  letters  of  his  al¬ 
phabet,  which  caused  him  some  embarrassment. 


LITERARY  FORGERIES. 


77.' 


He  had  believed  that  the  Japanese  wrote  from 
right  to  left,  like  other  Oriental  nations,  which 
furnished  another  argument  against  him.  He 
had  asserted,  rather  carelessly,  that  the  inhab¬ 
itants  of  Formosa  sacrificed  eighteen  thousand 
male  infants  every  year  ;  and  when  it  was  repre¬ 
sented  to  him  that,  at  this  rate,  the  island  would 
long  before  have  been  depopulated,  he  had  no 
other  answer  than  an  obstinate  perseverance  in 
his  declaration  ;  he  had  early  formed  the  reso¬ 
lution  never  to  retract.  Psalmanazar,  however, 
understood  what  he  owed  to  the  public,  and  he 
crowned  all  his  frauds  by  a  new  and  gigantic 
one,  “An  Historical  and  Geographical  Descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  Island  of  Formosa,  with  an  Expla¬ 
nation  of  the  Religion,  Customs,  and  Manners 
of  the  Inhabitants.  By  George  Psalmanazar, 
a  Native  of  that  Island.”  The  work  appeared 
at  London,  in  the  English  language,  in  1701, 
and  was  soon  translated  into  French  and  Ger¬ 
man.  In  the  French  it  passed  through  three 
or  four  editions.  It  was  adorned  by  the  famous 
alphabet,  a  map  of  the  island,  plates  represent¬ 
ing  divinities  of  the  country,  costumes,  religious 
ceremonies,  edifices,  and  vessels  ! 

The  work  rendered  warmer  than  ever  the 
discussions  among  the  savans  which  had  been 
called  forth  by  the  first  inventioms  of  the  au¬ 
thor,  all  the  more  that  this  time  the  quarrel 
was  complicated  by  all  sorts  of  rivalries  be¬ 
tween  the  Protestants  and  the  Catholics,  the 
philosophers  and  the  orthodox.  On  the  whole, 
the  relation  was  considered  authentic,  and  dur¬ 
ing  the  entire  eighteenth  century  it  continued  to 
be  quoted  by  many  as  an  authority.  Walckenaer 
cites  a  “  Universal  Library  of  Travels”  which, 
in  1808,  borrowed  almost  all  of  this  description 
of  Formosa. 

We  are  not  yet  at  the  end  of  the  surprises 
reserved  for  us  by  Psalmanazar.  Once  bap¬ 
tized,  he  studied  at  Oxford,  took  orders,  and 
became  almoner  of  a  regiment.  So  slipped 
awav  a  dozen  years.  All  at  once  he  expe¬ 
rienced  a  deep  and  decided  change.  At  thir¬ 
ty-two  this  warped  nature  redeemed  itself.  I 
know  not  what  hidden  reaction  raised  up  the 
vagrant  again,  vrhat  shock  forced  him  out  O'f 
vanity  and  idleness.  The  squalid  adventurer 
became  the  model  of  modest  virtue,  the  auda¬ 
cious  forger  the  pattern  of  conscientious  schol¬ 
arship.  Psalmanazar  became  a  devout  Chris¬ 
tian,  and  it  must  be  confessed  that  no  convert 
ever  did  greater  honor  to  his  conversion.  No 
intolerance  nor  dogmatism  ;  nothing  but  humil¬ 
ity,  love  of  work,  desire  of  obscurity,  and,  above 
all,  a  profound  repentance  for  the  impostures 
in  which  he  had  indulged.  Indeed,  he  earn¬ 
estly  wished  to  make  some  honorable  amends. 
He  took  occasion  to  introduce,  in  a  treatise  upon 
Geography,  a  rectification  on  the  subject  of  his 
former  description  of  Formosa.  When  his  ad¬ 
ventures  were  spoken  of,  he  turned  the  conver¬ 
sation,  or  was  silent.  Finally,  these  tacit  dis¬ 
avowals  proved  insufficient,  and  he  wrote  a 
confession,  designed  for  publication  after  his 
death. 


Walckenaer  has  well  remarked  the  contrast 
offered  by  the  two  halves  of  our  adventurer’s 
existence.  “His  life,”  says  he,  “was  divided 
into  twO'  parts,  which  hardly  seem  as  if  they 
could  belong  to  the  same  person.  In  the  last 
portion  of  his  life,  and  during  a  half-century, 
he  made  himself  endeared  by  his  piety  and  his 
virtue ;  he  was  conspicuous  for  works  as  solid 
as  important,'  and  he  enjoyed  universal  esteem 
and  welkmerited  consideration!.  In  the  first 
part  of  his  existence,  after  having  received  an 
uncommon  education,  he  fell,  successively  and 
voluntarily,  to  the  very  lowest  ranks  of  society  ; 
he  crawled  in  the  vilest  pursuits.;  covered  with 
the  rags  of  poverty,  and  wasted  by  the  leprosy 
of  utter  wretchedness,  he  appears  to  us  under 
a  hideous  and  disgusting  aspect ;  and  his  base¬ 
ness  and  hypocrisy  make  us  condemn  him  as 
unworthy  of  the  pity  which  he  inspires.”  So 
true  it  is  that  human  nature  is  large  enough, 
or  pliant  enough,  to  lend  itself  to.  all  kinds  of 
contradictions. 

Psalmanazar  lived  a  long  time.  He  devoted 
himself  to  erudition,  knew  Hebrew  pretty  wmll, 
and  gained  his  bread  by  working  for  the  pub¬ 
lishers.  We  owe  to  him  a  good  part  of  a  com¬ 
pilation,  formerly  celebrated,. th e-great  “  Univers¬ 
al  History.”  Dr.  Johnson,  wdio  knew  him  well 
at  that  time,  and  who  belonged  to  the  same 
club,  more  than  once  renders  witness  to  the 
uprightness  and  sincerity  of  the  ancient  adven¬ 
turer.  He  was,  Johnson  told  Boswell,  one  of 
the  men  for  whom  he  entertained  the  greatest 
respect.  .  Psalmanazar  must  have  had  an  ad¬ 
mirable  constitution,  for,  after  having  suffered 
a  long  time  from  every  sort  of  misery  and  pi'i- 
vation,  w'&  find  him,  in  his  old  age,  working 
from  seven  in  the  morning  to  seven  at  night, 
and  taking,  without  inconvenience,  considerable 
doses  of  laudanum..  He  died  in  176S,  at  the 
age  O'f  eighty-three.  .  His  memoirs  W'ere  pub¬ 
lished  the  following  year  by  a  lady,  “  his  worthy 
and  pious  friend,”  whom  he  had  appointed  his 
legatee  and  testamentary  executrix.  It  is  the 
history  of  his  life,  a  general  confession  of  his 
offenses,  a  book  curious,  sincere,  and  which  a 
grain  of  talent,  a  spice  of  deviltry,  might  have 
made  an  incomparable  tale  of  adventures.  But 
the  author  is  too  sincerely  converted  for  that; 
he  is  too  preachy,  too  snuffling — in  a  word,  he 
is  tiresome. 

Ireland,  in  one  sense,  wms  even  more  auda¬ 
cious  than  Psalmanazar :  the  former  invented 
a  country  which  no  one  knew,  the  latter  passed 
off  his  own  poetry  under  the  name  of  a  writer 
whom  every  one  had  read.  And  that  wHter  ? 
The  greatest,  perhaps,  of  all  who  have  ever  held 
a  pen !  Ireland  manufactured  Shakspeare. 
Let  us  add  that  Ireland  had  no  talent,  and  that 
he  made  fewer  dupes. 

William  Henry  Ireland  was  born  in  London 
about  1776.  His  father,  Samuel  Ireland,  en¬ 
graved  in  aquatint,  and  published  illustrated 
travels;  this  father  was  at  the  same  time  an 
amateur  of  old  books  and  prints,  a  species  of 
antiquary,  interested  particularly  in  whatever 


776 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


concerned  Shakspeare,  on  the  watch  for  docu¬ 
ments  and  autographs.  The  son,  evidently, 
early  learned  to  ride  the  paternal  hobby.  A 
journey  to  Stratford-on-Avon,  the  birth-place 
of  Shakspeare,  which  he  made  with  his  father, 
doubtless  completed  the  work  of  turning  all  his 
thoughts  toward  the  great  dramatist  and  his 
forgotten  or  ruined  works.  What  happiness 
for  young  Ireland  if  it  should  happen  to  him 
to  find  some  lines  of  that  precious  writing — a 
poem,  or — who  knows  ? — a  drama !  But,  find¬ 
ing  nothing,  why  should  he  not  make  a  pretense 
of  having  found  something  ?  Why  not  imitate 
the  example  of  Chatterton  ?  Why  not  give  his 
father  the  joy  of  pressing  at  last  to  his  heart  a 
fragment  of  the  writing  of  the  great  poet?  With¬ 
out  counting  the  pleasure  of  circulating  his  own 
verses  under  such  a  name,  of  agitating  the  whole 
republic  of  letters,  of  duping  the  learned. 

It  seems  that  William  Ireland  began  by  de¬ 
ceiving  his  father,  but  it  is  difficult  to  believe 
that  the  latter  did  not  later  become  the  accom¬ 
plice  of  his  son.  However  that  may  be,  the 
young  man  was  only  nineteen  when  he  executed 
one  of  the  boldest  projects  that  ever  came  into 
the  head  of  an  impostor.  It  was  reported,  all 
at  once,  that  Samuel  Ireland,  the  engraver  of 
Norfolk  Street,  was  displaying  manuscripts, 
some  of  which  were  by  Shakspeare’s  own  hand, 
while  others  concerned  his  life  and  his  person. 
He  got  them  from  his  son,  who,  he  said,  had 
found  them  among  some  old  papers  in  the 
country  seat  of  a  neighboring  gentleman.  As 
for  the  name  of  this  gentleman,  the  Irelands 
were  not  at  liberty  to  make  it  known.  Among 
the  documents  in  question  had  been  found  a 
will,  and  from  this  will  contentions  might  arise  ; 
briefly,  the  public  must  content  itself  with  a 
knowledge  of  the  manuscripts,  without  showing 
itself  too  exacting  on  the  question  of  their 
source.  Exactly  the  same  pretense  as  that 
of  poor  M.  Chasles ! 

The  pieces  produced  were  at  first  few  in 
number  :  received  with  transports  of  joy  by  the 
literary  world,  they  were  not  slow  to  multiply. 
There  were  books  which  had  belonged  to  Shaks¬ 
peare,  with  marginal  notes  by  his  own  hand ; 
contracts  and  receipts;  letters  from  Queen 
Elizabeth,  from  Lord  Southampton,  and  vari¬ 
ous  other  persons ;  some  verses  addressed  to 
Anne  Hathaway— afterward  his  wife— to  which 
Shakspeare  had  fastened  a  lock  of  his  own  hair. 
Then  appeared  a  “Profession  of  Eaith,”  ex¬ 
tremely  edifying,  and  whole  passages  of  “  Ham¬ 
let”  and  “King  Lear,”  with  different  readings 
from  the  known  text.  Einally,  luck  not  turn¬ 
ing  against  him,  William  Ireland  risked  the 
grand  move,  and  produced  an  entire  play.  The 
subject  was  borrowed  from  the  history  of  the 
ancient  British  kings,  and  was  called  “Vorti- 
gern  and  Rowena.”  All  these  relics  were  ex¬ 
hibited  by  Samuel  Ireland ;  it  can  be  imagined 
the  house  was  never  empty ;  whoever  would, 
might  see  with  his  eyes,  and  touch  with  his 
hand,  these  sacred  remains  of  the  past.  Bos¬ 
well,  Dr.  Johnson’s  biographer,  thanked  God 


in  contemplating  them.  Parr  and  Wharton 
fell  upon  their  knees  before  the  poet’s  pjious 
“Profession  ofEaith.”  Malone,  the  editor  of 
Shakspeare,  and  Kemble  the  actor,  were  the 
only  ones,  it  is  said,  who  entertained  doubts 
from  the  first  moment.  The  pleasure  of  making 
dupes,  however,  was  not  the  only  profit  derived 
by  young  Ireland  from  the  fraud.  He  sold,  at 
a  very  high  price,  the  books  and  other  ob¬ 
jects  belonging  to  the  poet ;  he  published,  at 
one  hundred  francs  a  copy,  a  volume  of  fac¬ 
similes,  which  found  purchasers  ;  finally^  Sheri¬ 
dan  bought,  for  a  large  sum,  the  play  of  “  Vor- 
tigem,  ”  for  the  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  and  placed 
it  in  rehearsal. 

William  Ireland  had  reached  that  dangerous 
moment  when  the  false  document,  forced  to 
appear  in  broad  daylight,  meets  many  unex¬ 
pected  objections.  There  was  now  an  accessi¬ 
ble  test,  upon  which  Malone  published  an  ex¬ 
haustive  criticism.  Then  came  the  representa¬ 
tion  of  “  Vortigern,”  the  second  of  April,  1796. 
There  was  a  crowd.  At  the  door  of  the  the¬ 
atre  were  distributed  advertisements  for  and 
against  the  authenticity  of  the  piece.  The 
public  verdict  speedily  settled  the  question. 
After  having  indifferently  supported  the  tedium 
of  the  first  two  acts,  the  audience  interrupted 
the  play  with  a  storm  of  hisses.  The  mine  was 
suddenly  exploded  ;  the  forger  was  obliged  to 
disappear  and  to  remain  concealed  for  some 
time.  His  father  exculpated  himself  as  best 
he  could.  As  for  the  dupes,  some  sought  to 
cover  their  retreat,  while  others  swore  by  all 
the  gods  that  they  had  always  suspected  some¬ 
thing. 

The  story  does  not  end  here.  If  William 
Ireland  had  imitated  Chatterton  in  writing 
poems  in  the  archaic  style,  he  imitated  Psal- 
manazar  in  publicly  avowing  tbe  fraud  of 
which  he  had  been  guilty.  Only  the  false 
Japanese  asked  pardon  for  his  crime  of  God 
and  of  men,  while  the  false  Shakspeare  ap¬ 
peared  to  have  taken  a  certain  pleasure  in 
mocking  the  public.  Ireland,  in  his  account 
published  toward  the  end  of  1796,  sought  to 
exonerate  his  father.  He  had  had,  he  said, 
but  a  single  confidant,  a  young  man  named 
Talbot,  who  had  surprised  him  one  day  in  the 
very  act  of  forgery,  and  who,  therefore,  became 
necessarily  a  sharer  of  the  secret.  Ireland, 
however,  gave  proof  of  skill  and  energy.  Like 
all  who  have  followed  the  same  business,  he 
procured  paper  by  tearing  out  the  blank  leaves 
of  old  books.  He  was  careful  to  soil  them 
afterward,  particularly  on  the  edges,  in  order 
to  give  them  an  ancient  air.  The  ink  that  he 
used  was  a  composition  which  turned  brown 
when  exposed  to  the  fire.  The  strings  that 
tied  his  manuscripts  were  drawn  from  old  tap¬ 
estries.  He  had  altered  an  ancient  engraving, 
bought  by  chance,  into  a  pretended  portrait  of 
Shakspeare  in  the  character  of  Shylock.  Un¬ 
happily  for  him,  he  had  but  a  veiy  imperfect 
acquaintance  with  the  handwriting  of  the  poet, 
and  none  whatever  with  that  of  Elizabeth  or 
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Lord  Southampton,  so  that  he  could  not  even 
attempt  to  imitate  them. 

The  confessions  of  Ireland,  by  cutting  short 
all  uncertainty,  only  irritated  the  more  those 
whom  he  had  deceived.  His  career  was  over. 
He  could  not  remain  in  England.  He  went  to 
Erance,  where  he  lived  a  long  time.  There  he 
I'eappeared  during  the  Hundred  Days,  at  which 
period  Napoleon,  for  what  services  I  know  not, 
gave  him  the  Cross.  He  published,  in  1822,  a 


rather  curious  work  upon  tliis  epoch  and  the 
second  Restoration.  He  passed  his  life  in 
writing  for  the  booksellers.  He  has  left  a  liis- 
tory  of  the  county  of  Kent,  several  romauues, 
and  a  poem,  none  of  the  slightest  value.  'The 
author  has  liad  precisely  that  strange  fate  of 
being  himself  the  most  mediocre  of  writers, 
yet  of  passing  off  some  of  Ids  verses  under  the 
name  of  the  greatest  of  poets.  He  died  in 
1836. 


CMtar’s  ftisii  Cjjnir. 


There  have  been  two  topics  of  universal  in¬ 
terest  during  the  summer,  the  heat  and  the 
war.  But,  despite  the  African  fervor,  the  latter 
was  the  absorbing  topic.  There  was  never  a 
more  unexpected  war.  Indeed,  tlie  great  cloud 
appeared,  discharged  itself  so  suddenly  and  with 
such  fury,  that  it  may  be  quite  spent  before  this 
Magazine  is  issued.  The  Beace  Society  has  not 
been  heard  from  recently.  That  general  disarm¬ 
ing  of  the  great  powers,  of  which  there  was  such 
vigorous  suggestion  a  little  while  since,  has  not 
yet  taken  place ;  and  the  millennium  of  swords 
beaten  into  plow-shares  seems  still  remote.  Yet 
it  is  not  a  great  many  years  since  the  Easy  Chair 
was  speculating  with  a  friend,  as  they  strolled 
through  the  busy  streets,  upon  the  aspect  of  a 
great  city  during  a  war.  So  prolonged  and  pro¬ 
found  had  been  our  own  peace  that  a  state  of 
war  had  become  half  fabulous,  and  they  pleased 
themselves  with  fancying  the  alarm,  the  lassi¬ 
tude,  the  paralysis,  which  must  by  turns  affect  a 
city  during  war.  Soon  enough  they  saw  the 
spectacle  which  they  had  fancied.  And  every 
town  and  every  village  and  every  quiet  valley 
among  inland  hills  all  over  the  land  saw  the 
same  spectacle.  And  every  where  even  now, 
when  the  last  gun  was  long  since  fired  and 
the  last  soldier  has  long  ago  become  a  citizen 
again,  the  country  still  shows  and  feels  what  war 
is. 

This  is  the  reason  that  the  news  of  the  war  in 
Europe  was  received  here  with  such  unanimous 
deprecation  and  sense  of  horror.  The  sanguin¬ 
ary  ordeal  has  been  stripped  of  all  romance.  It 
is  no  longer,  as  it  seemed  to  us  when  we  used  to 
read  of  the  wonderful  campaigns  of  Napoleon 
Bonaparte,  “a  great  drama;”  it  is  merely  a 
cruel  and  causeless  tragedy.  In  summer  days 
of  leisure  a  young  Easy  Chair,  for  instance,  read 
of  Lodi,  of  Marengo,  of  Austerlitz,  of  Water¬ 
loo,  of  the  ghastly  Russian  expedition,  as  it 
read  of  Diomede  and  Pandarus,  of  Hector  and 
Achilles,  upon  the  plain  of  Troy.  _  The  awful 
carnage,  the  inexpressible  suffering  in  the  field, 
the  unimaginable  sorrow  in  countless  homes, 
seemed  as  unreal  and  remote  as  the  personal 
grief  in  Lydia  when  Cyrus  conquered  Croesus. 
But  every  Easy  Chair  reads  the  newspapers  de¬ 
scribing  the  present  war  of  another  Bonaparte 
with  eyes  touched  by  the  magic  of  experience. 
It  is  romance  no  longer.  It  is  crime. 

Yet  if  any  one  is  inclined  hopelessly  to  sup¬ 
pose  that  history  is  an  eternal  circle,  that  we 
merely  seem  to  advance,  and  that  civilization  is 
but  a  finer  form  of  barbarism,  let  him  be  com¬ 


forted  by  observing  a  few  significant  facts  that 
distinguish  this  w'ar.  The  war  indeed  is  itself  a 
fact,  and  most  deplorable.  It  is,  as  Mr.  Glad¬ 
stone  called  it  at  the  Lord  Mayor’s  dinner  in 
London,  “a  quarrel  the  most  mournful  and 
miserable  ever  witnessed  by  mankind.”  It  is, 
also,  as  Mr.  Gladstone  did  not  say,  because  he 
was  speaking  in  the  name  of  a  neutral  and 
neighboring  government,  a  war  springing  from 
the  pride  of  one  man.  It  is  almost  literally  a 
war  without  excuse  and  without  object.  It  is, 
therefore,  as  wanton  and  wicked  a  war  as  could 
be  imagined. 

But  the  quicker  conscience  of  civilization  is 
to  be  seen  in  nothing  more  plainly  than  in  the 
instant  and  universal  recognition  of  that  fact, 
in  its  emphatic  statement  by  the  English  prime 
minister,  and  by  the  vehement  protest  of  the 
moral  public  opinion  of  the  world.  That  senti¬ 
ment  now  distinctly  demands  that  there  shall  be 
no  war  without  extreme  and  inevitable  cause. 
It  denounced  Louis  Napoleon  with  unsparing 
severity  as  a  malefactor.  The  attempts  to  justi¬ 
fy  him,  or  to  insist  that  the  sympathy  of  the 
world  should  be  neutral  between  Prussia  and 
Erance,  w'ere  absurdly  futile.  It  was  an  invita¬ 
tion  to  stultification,  to  oblivion  of  any  difference 
between  right  and  wrong.  It  was  an  airy  ex¬ 
hortation  to  believe  that  the  anguish  of  thousands 
and  thousands  of  loving  hearts  was  nothing  to  us 
because  they  w'ere  Erench  and  Prussian  hearts, 
and  that  the  tortures  of  the  wounded  and  dying 
upon  bloody  fields  need  not  affect  us,  because 
they  were  foi’eign  fields  over  the  sea.  The  uni¬ 
versal  and  indignant  protest  against  the  war,  and 
the  overpowering  condemnation  of  its  author, 
were  the  declaration  that  there  can  no  longer  be 
a  neutrality  of  the  public  heart  or  conscience, 
and  that  any  man  wlio  invokes  war  to  avenge  his 
mortified  vanity  or  his  personal  grief  shall  share 
the  condemnation  of  the  forger  and  the  murder¬ 
er.  The  development  of  such  a  sentiment  and 
its  powerful  expression  are  largely'  due  to  the  po¬ 
litical  changes  which  society  is  rapidly  undergo¬ 
ing,  which  reverse  the  theories  and  practices  ot 
the  warlike  ages,  and  assert  the  essential  value 
and  equality  of  men.  As  the  people  come  into 
power,  wars  will  be  waged  only  from  dire  neces¬ 
sity.  Not  that  republics  have  not  been  as  belli¬ 
cose  as  other  governments,  but  that  by  the  con¬ 
ditions  of  our  modern  republics  intelligence  is  so 
developed  that  the  moral  protest  will  be  a  con¬ 
stantly  increasing  force. 

The  better  state  of  things  is  also  sAn,  despite 
the  fact  of  the  w'ar,  in  the  constant  attempt  of 
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the  guilty  government  to  justify  itself  before  the 
world,  "it  is  an  attempt  which  not  only  shows 
the  vivid  consciousness  oi  the  existence  of  a  pub¬ 
lic  moral  tribunal,  but  also  of  the  weight  of  its 
opfriion.  The  Duke  of  Grammont,  the  French 
foreign  minister,  said  that  the  tone  of  the  En¬ 
glish  newspapers  deeply  irritated  France.  That 
tliey  deeply  irritated  the  Emperor  is  very  proba- 
l)le.  They  vexed  his  uncle  also.  But  his  uncle 
had  a  short  and  easy  way  with  such  dissenters. 
Sir  Samuel  Romilly  said  that  Louis  the  Four¬ 
teenth  was  never  so  independent  of  public  opin¬ 
ion  as  Napoleon  Bonaparte.  He  prohibited  all 
English  newspapers  ;  and  one  of  his  courtiers  in 
1 800  told  an  English  nobleman  that,  if  the  En¬ 
glish  press  was  not  silenced  in  its  censure  of  Na¬ 
poleon,  there  must  be  war  to  the  death.  Cobbett 
was  mentioned  by  name  by  Napoleon  as  an  edi¬ 
tor  who  must  be  punished.  Poor  Dr.  Addington, 
the  predecessor  of  Mr.  Gladstone,  remonstrated 
with  the  newspapers,  but  he  could  not  punish 
them,  as  the  great  Napoleon  did,  for  a  difference 
of  opinion.  The  nephew  is  irritated,  but  he 
does  not  threaten  nor  haughtily  demand  peremp¬ 
tory  punishment  of  misbelievers.  Like  a  crim¬ 
inal  at  the  bar,  he  proceeds  to  justify.  He  tries 
to  defend  himself.  One  of  the  New  York  pa¬ 
pers  said  that  it  was  likely  to  be  a  war  of  docu¬ 
ments  as  well  as  of  Chassepots  and  needle-guns. 
Documents  are  official  proofs.  Their  production 
is  an  evidence  of  an  uneasy  consciousness  of  the 
kind  of  tribunal  which  sits  in  permanence  upon 
the  w'ar. 

Then  also  the  amelioration  of  war  is  seen  in 
the  attitude  of  both  combatants  toward  neutrals. 
The  old  rule  was  that  every  thing  must  give 
place  to  the  war.  Neutrals  had  such  rights  only 
as  the  belligerents  chose  to  concede.  But  the 
Congress  of  Paris,  in  185G,  showed  the  increas¬ 
ing  influence  of  neutral  interests  and  the  deep¬ 
ening  conviction  that  w'ar  must  be  regarded  as  a 
horrible  alternative,  wdiose  direful  consequences 
should  spread  as  little  as  possible  beyond  the 
belligerents.  The  doctrine  that  free  ships  make 
free  goods  is  a  sign  that  peace  and  not  W'ar  is 
coming  to  he  regarded  as  the  normal  state  of  thq 
civilized  world.  But  at  the  very  beginning  of 
this  war,  the  very  first  act  of  Prussia,  against 
whom  the  fury  of  France  was  to  be  hurled,  was 
a  declaration  that  all  merchant  vessels,  including 
those  of  France,  should  be  secure  upon  the  sea. 
This  is  a  step  in  the  humanity  of  war  beyond 
that  taken  by  any  nation.  In  1856,  at  the  Con¬ 
gress  of  Paris,  we  had  offered  to  take  it  in  com¬ 
pany  with  the  other  great  powers.  Prussia,  on 
the  eve  of  a  tremendous  war,  takes  it  alone.  It 
is  asserted,  indeed,  that,  having  a  long  coast  and 
a  small  navy,  it  was  her  interest  to  do  it,  hoping 
that  France  would  do  the  same.  The  Easy 
Chair  is  not  of  those  who  suppose  that  Bismarck 
expected  any  such  action  from  France.  He 
knew  the  force  of  the  French  navy,  and  he  knew 
that  the  French  government  in  so  crucial  a  war 
would  not  surrender  a  single  advantage.  He 
undoubtedly  expected  that  France  would  demand 
the  letter  of  the  bond  of  1856,  as  she  did.  She 
consented,  accordingly,  that  free  ships  should 
make  free  goods,  but,  unlike  her  magnanimous 
antagonist,  refused  to  allow  the  Prussian  flag  to 
protect  any  thing. 

Why  tl4u  did  Bismarck  pursue  such  a  policy  ? 
To  secure  a  moral  advantage.  And  a  moral  ad¬ 


vantage  was  possible  only  because  of  that  better 
public  opinion  in  regard  to  war  of  which  we 
have  been  speaking,  and  which  is  thus  acknowl¬ 
edged  to  exist,  and  to  be  worth  propitiating  by 
the  most  astute  of  living  statesmen.  With  the 
same  consciousness  and  purpose  he  published  to 
the  world  the  fact  of  the  overture  from  France 
to  absorb  Belgium.  There  was  a  great  deal  of 
contem^rt  in  the  indignation  with  which  this  an¬ 
nouncement  tvas  received,  because  it  seemed  a 
kind  of  travesty  of  the  old  Napoleonic  policy  by 
the  inadequate  heir  of  a  famous  name.  The 
time  has  so  wholly  passed  in  w'hich  it  is  permit¬ 
ted  to  a  king  or  an  emperor  to  lay  such  j)lots, 
that  there  w'as  also  a  certain  incredulity  in  the 
wonder  with  which  it  was  heard.  And  if  the 
design  itself  showed,  upon  the  part  of  the  chief 
plotter,  an  indifference  to  the  puljlic  opinion  of 
which  we  have  been  speaking,  the  result  and  his 
subsequent  conduct  serve  all  the  more  forcibly 
to  prove  the  existence,  and  character,  and  power 
of  that  opinion. 

The  very  circumstances,  therefore,  which  are 
irresistibly  conspicuous  about  the  war  show  the 
presence  and  force  of  a  feeling  tvhich  will  hasten 
the  work  of  the  Peace  Society.  Surely  it  is  a 
sentiment  wFich  every  honest  man  and  woman 
will  strive  to  deepen  and  strengthen.  When 
governments  feel  it  to  he  necessary  to  deprecate 
the  judgment  of  the  world  upon  their  armed  con¬ 
tests,  such  contests  will  become  fewer  and  fewer. 
As  war  becomes  more  humane,  also,  it  tends  to 
disappear.  There  is,  indeed,  another  theory 
which  declares  that,  the  more  ferocious  warfare 
is,  the  sooner  it  will  he  ended.  If  wells  are 
poisoned,  and  bullets  are  made  explosive,  and 
the  ocean  is  ravaged,  and  wounds  and  suffering 
are  aggravated,  and  the  horrors  of  death  are 
multiplied,  says  this  theory,  nations  will  be  more 
wary  of  undertaking  wars.  The  reply  is  simple 
and  conclusive.  Civilization  repudiates  such  a 
policy,  barbarism  'pursues  it.  But  among  civil¬ 
ized  nations  wars  not  only  diminish,  but  they 
are  more  sharply  denounced  ;  while  the  normal 
condition  of  savages  is  war.  To  adopt  the  bar¬ 
barous  policy — and  its  adoption  has  been  gravely 
urged  in  recent  discussions  upon  maritime  war 
and  neutral  rights — would,  of  course,  be  to  bar¬ 
barize  all  nations  that  resorted  to  it.  But  is 
war  likely  to  disappear  in  the  degree  that  the 
world  relapses  into  barbarism  ? 

No,  no;  an  age  in  which  Florence  Nightin¬ 
gale  goes,  a  humanizing  influence,  with  the  Brit¬ 
ish  army  to  the  Crimea — an  age  in  which  thou¬ 
sands  of  Florence  Nightingales  are  organized  into 
a  Sanitary  Commission,  which  tenderly  follows 
the  Ajnerican  army,  like  a  good  genius  attend¬ 
ing  a  hero — is  not  an  age  which  fosters  war, 
but  which  diligently  plants  the  palm  of  peace. 
Mournful  and  miserable,  indeed,  is  the  struggle 
which,  as  we  write,  begins  to  shake  Europe,  and 
which  sickens  eveiy  heart  in  America,  that  only 
too  freshly  recalls  six  years  ago.  Remembering 
ourselves,  we  know  what  France  and  Prussia — 
the  France  and  Prussia  of  the  people — feel  to¬ 
day.  What  consolation  there  is,  is  for  the  as¬ 
saulted  Prussians,  to  whom  no  alternative  was 
left.  The  King  of  Prussia  said,  with  truth,  “I 
am  compelled  to  draw  the  sword  to  ward  oif  a 
wanton  attack.”  And  how  curisusly  must  a 
thoughtful  Frenchman  wonder  whether  the  gen¬ 
ius  of  his  race  forbids  the  hope  that  the  people 
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of  France  will  ever  firmly  and  intelligently  direct 
their  own  destiny ! 

“  The  elephant  now  goes  round,  goes  round ; 

The  hand  begins  to  play; 

The  little  hoys  undel-  the  monkeys’  cage 

Had  better  get  out  of  the  way!” 

The  Easy  Chair  can  not  properly  ask  the  high¬ 
ly  respected  reader  whether  he  has  lately  been  to 
a  country  circus,  because  a  circus  is  cosmopol¬ 
itan,  and  Mr.  Merryman,  who,  far  up  in  some 
retired  valley  of  the  Green  Mountains,  runs  into 
the  ring  and  says,  “Here  I  am!”  ran  into  the 
same  ring,  with  the  same  humorous  ejaculation, 
in  the  great  city,  only  a  month  ago.  But  when 
YOU  reflect  that  he  said  the  same  thing  last  even¬ 
ing  and  this  afternoon,  and  will  say  it  again  this 
evening  and  to-morrow  afternoon,  you  will  ad¬ 
mire  the  unflagging  zeal  with  which  he  works  at 
his  profession.  However,  that  is  not  the  thing 
to  think  of  when  we  go  to  the  circus.  And  by 
all  means  let  us  go  in  the  country  if  we  can,  be¬ 
cause  a  city  audience  is  callous  with  constant  dis¬ 
sipation,  while  in  the  country  there  is  always  a 
large  part  of  the  audience  which  is  wholly  inex¬ 
perienced  in  the  enjoyment.  And  the  size  of 
the  audience,  the  unexpected  crowd,  in  the  coun¬ 
try,  suggests  also  the  monotony  of  the  life  there, 
which  every  body  is  delighted  to  invade  with  any 
excitement. 

The  premonitory  symptoms  of  the  circus  break 
out  upon  the  village  fences  in  the  form  of  huge 
placards,  conveying  a  temj)tation  which  is  both 
appalling  and  irresistible.  It  is  at  once  evident 
that  the  utmost  ferocity  in  the  wild  beasts  may 
be  expected.  The  rhinoceros  is  a  terrible  creat¬ 
ure.  His  horn,  which  is  a  yard  long,  glistens 
horribly  in  the  sun  while  he  tears  through  the 
jungles  of  the  tent  at  an  incalculable  speed.  As 
for  the  elephant,  his  huge  legs,  trunk,  ears,  and 
tail  are  all  flying  in  difierent  directions  as  he 
rolls  a  brace  of  royal  Bengal  tigers  over  and 
over,  who  frightfully  gnash  their  teeth  and  glare 
upon  Behemoth  with  a  savageness  that  curdles 
the  village  blood  in  its  veins.  The  African  lion 
in  his  native  wilds  is  consuming  three  villagers 
and  other  men  at  one  meal,  and  the  polar  beat- 
lies  under  the  ample  shade  of  the  glacier  receiv¬ 
ing  a  friendly  visit  from  walruses  and  seals.  If 
you  can  turn  your  eyes,  from  these  delightful 
horrors,  there  is  the  celebrated  highly-trained 
animal,  Napoleon,  the  horse  that  waltzes  to  slow 
music.  And  here  is  Mademoiselle  Eclair  flying, 
and  gracefully  kissing  her  hand  to  applauding 
worlds  as  she  flies,  through  several  miles  of  pa¬ 
pered  hoops.  And  the  modern  Hercules  simul¬ 
taneously  catches  nOO-pounders,  with  a  smile, 
upon  the  nape  of  his  neck  and  each  elbow.  Ace 
Petite  Elise,  aged  five  years,  flutters  in  the  most 
angelic  manner,  with  tiny  flags  in  her  hands, 
over  floating  draperies.  All  is  delight  and  grace 
and  happiness,  skill,  ferocity,  and  surprise,  in  the 
premonitory  symptoms. 

The  young  villager  studies  these  great  bills 
with  inexpressible  awe  and  expectation.  He 
saw  them  last  year,  perhaps,  and  probably  the 
year  before.  He  has  proved  the  quality  of  their 
veracity.  He  knows  whether  the  rhinoceros 
really  does  plow  up  the  elephant’s  belly,  and  the 
elephant’s  flying  leaps  has  he  not  seen?  But 
who  knows  not  the  magic  of  a  play-bill?  Yes, 
and  of  a  dinner-bill?  The  first  blue-bird  in 


spring  does  not  more  surely  foretell  a  suminer 
that  shall  not  be  than  the  bill  of  fare  in  the  din¬ 
giest  cellar  smelling  of  beer  insinuates  the  deli¬ 
cate  vision  of  a  dinner  beyond  Delmonico.  Then 
is  there  not  the  Grand  Entree  of  the  whole  com¬ 
pany  ?  the  band,  comfortably  sitting  in  Cleo¬ 
patra’s  barge,  playing  livel}'  tunes  with  an  over¬ 
powering  proportion  of  bass  drum  ?  the  dusky, 
dusty  elephants,  slowly  following,  flapping  their 
huge  ears  like  punkahs,  and  stoically  restraining 
that  promised  tendency  of  legs,  trunk,  and  tail  to 
fly  abroad  ?  and  the  camels,  Bactrian  and  other, 
come  lounging  along ;  and  the  boys  instantly 
lose  themselves  in  a  learned  labyrinth  of  debate 
whether  it  is  the  camel  that  has  two  humps  and 
the  dromedary  one.  Then  roll  in  solemn  silence 
all  the  red  vans,  in  which  we  know,  with  feelings 
not  to  be  described,  that  zebras  and  gnus,  and 
leopards  and  jaguars,  and  lions  and  tigers,  are 
passing,  although  invisible.  If  there  is  a  hoarse 
growl,  a  sullen  rumble,  a  snarl,  a  scratch —  Oh 
joy !  that  in  these  cages  is  something  that  doth 
live  1 

What  a  procession  it  is !  And  when  does  it 
move,  and  by  what  roads  ?  •  What  if,  driving  by 
a  lonely  way  for  pleasure  upon  one  of  the  burn¬ 
ing  afternoons  of  this  summer,  you  had  sudden- 
Iv  come  upon  camels  and  elephants  plodding 
heavily  along!  You  would  not  have  been  sur¬ 
prised,  for  you  are  a  philosopher,  and  evidently 
our  zone  has  lost  its  balance,  and  the  tropics  have 
marked  us  for  their  own ;  but  what  would  your 
horse  have  said  ?  There  was  a  lemonade  mer¬ 
chant  at  the  circus— for  we  are  going  gradually 
thither — who  said  mysteriously,  as  he  chipped 
the  ice,  “  Long  before  the  sun’s  first  ray  We  are 
off  and  far  away !”  Does  that  help  the  matter  ? 
Suppose  that  you  are  passing  your  vacation  at  a 
farm-house,  and  are  awakened  at  dawn,  not  by 
the  proud  challenge  of  chanticleer,  but  by  the 
roar  of  the  king  of  beasts  under  your  bowery 
window!  “Suppose,  my  beloved  brethren,” 
said  the  deacon  at  the  prayer-meeting,  to  the 
thoughtless  world’s  peoyfle  who  had  come  in  to 
scoff — “  suppose,  my  beloved  brethren,  that  you 
should  wake  up  to-moi'row  morning  and  find 
yourselves  dead,  what  would  you  say  then  ?” 
One  dweller  near  the  springs  of  Dove,  by  which 
the  circuses  pass  to  the  neighboring  town,  has 
a  convenient  theory  of  the  souring  of  milk.  If 
it  comes  upon  the  table  in  that  state,  he  says, 
“  Succus  at  Dove  to-night.” 

“  How  do  you  know  ?” 

‘  ‘  Milk's  sour.  ” 

“How  does  that  prove  it?” 

“  Cows  can’t  stand  the  noise.  When  the  succus 
goes  by,  and  the  animils  snarl,  it  curdles  the  milk 
in  the  bag.  ’Least  s’pose  so.  Can’t  ’count  for  it 
no  other  way.” 

The  tent  is  stretched  in  a  large  field,  and  there 
are  other  tents  adjacent — moons,  as  it  were,  to 
the  great  planet.  Flags  wave  gayly  from  the 
tops  of  poles.  There  is  a  long  line  of  vans  and 
a  tent  of  horses.  What  a  peaceful  encampment ! 
How  much  pleasanter  to  see  than  those  summer 
camps  upon  the  Rhine !  Here  is  the  tent  of 
‘  ‘  Grand  Opera  Troupe  and  Ethiopian  Minstrels, 
w'lth  a  prodigious  picture.  In  one  corner  of  the 
picture  a  dandy,  of  a  kind  never  seen  upon  eaith, 
is  bowing  to  a  New  York  lady  of  the  extremest 
fashion — a  combination  of  chignon,  paniei,  and 
high  heels ;  a  clown  sprawls  upon  the  ground ; 
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and  in  the  other  corner  a  Lydia  Ihompson  ap¬ 
palls  Sam  Slick  with  a  tremendous  demonstra¬ 
tion  of  the  cancan.  It  is  all  extravagance  and 
bright  paint;  but  the  humor  lies  altogether,  like 
Cap’ll  Cuttle’s,  in  the  application.  And  here  is 
the  tent  of  the  giant.  Major  Goliath,  illustrated 
by  a  full-length  portrait.  It  must,  indeed,  be 
fidly  as  long  as  the  Major,  representing  that  gal¬ 
lant  officer  as  about  twenty-five  feet  high.  We 
ordinary  people  are  depicted  as  reaching  half¬ 
way  from  the  Major's  ankles  to  his  knees.  Rut 
human  nature  is  avenged  by  Miss  Fairy  Mite, 
who  is  to  be  seen  in  the  same  tent,  and  who, 
judging  from  her  portrait,  also  generously  ex¬ 
posed  gratis,  is  ap]iarently  of  the  proportions 
of  a  grasshopper.  Miss  Ada  Chubley,  the  far- 
fiimed  fat  girl,  completes  the  trio  of  attractions 
in  this  department — admission  only  twenty-five 
cents. 

The  circus  ticket-seller  sits  in  a  red  van  upon 
wheels,  and  sells  the  tickets  through  the  open 
back.  That  of  itself  is  something.  It  has  a  pic¬ 
nic  air.  It  sets  the  refrain  humming  again, 
“  Long  before  the  sun’s  first  ray  We  are  off  and 
far  away.”  It  makes  the  circus  seem  a  merry- 
go-roun'd.  But  the  ticket-seller,  somehow,  is  not 
merry,  nor  in  any  degree  suggestive  of  merriment 
and  festivity.  He  sits  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  and 
has  taken  off  his  cravat  and  color,  and  sells  tick¬ 
ets  Avith  a  weary,  mechanical  air,  which  is  wholly 
inexplicable  to  the  youngest  visitor  of  the  party, 
who  has  different  associations  with  a  circus. 
And  the  men  at  the  door  of  the  tent,  who  take 
the  tickets  as  we  pass  in,  do  not  seem  in  the 
least  degree  excited.  The  older  of  the  younger 
members  observes  that  they  are  as  indifferent  to 
the  pleasure  of  which  they  are  a  part  as  a  con¬ 
fectioner’s  boy  to  candy.  The  eyes  of  the  younger 
sparkle  as  we  deliver  the  tickets. 

Well,  here  it  is  again,  as  the  clown  says ;  the 
old  familiar  smell.  One  whiff,  and  we  are  all 
children  once  more.  It  is  a  mingling  of  tan- 
yard  and  stable  and  menagerie  ;  but  it  is  unmis¬ 
takable.  And  all  around  the  ring  is  a  rising 
bank  of  eager  spectators.  It  is  midsummer,  and 
it  is  not  a  sombre  audience.  The  women  and 
children  are  in  light  dresses  ;  the  men  in  drilling 
coats,  and  often  in  shirt-sleeves.  Every  body  has 
a  small  palm-leaf  fan,  and  there  is  a  half-dizzy 
flutter  in  the  aspect  of  the  audience.  But  such 
eager  attention!  We  walk  slowly  along,  and 
there  are  no  seats.  People  upon  the  lower 
benches  only  wish  that  we  would  get  out  of  the 
way,  and  not  hide  the  view.  Down  go  the 
younger  members  upon  the  grass  at  the  edge  of 
the  ring,  and  the  elders  squeeze  in  somewhere 
modestly,  and  immediately  wish  that  the  next 
comers  would  get  out  of  the  way  and  not  hide 
the  view.  And  there  is  the  same  old  ring,  and 
the  same  old  clown,  and  the  same  old  double- 
checked  slowly-cantering  horse ;  and  there  is  the 
same  old  Mr.  Merryman.  “  My  sw'eet-heart 
says — I  have  a  sweet-heart,”  and  we  are  all  de¬ 
lighted  at  the  droll  fellow’s  humor — “my  sweet¬ 
heart  says,  ‘You’d  better  not  keep  your  cap  on 
’fore  folks.’  And  she  snakes  it  off'— -so !”  ’Tis 
irresistible. 

That  funny  fellow  must  have  been  doing  that 
very  thing,  and  saying  those  very  words,  ever 
since  the  siege  of  Troy.  And  he  seems  never  to 
have  said  it  before.  It  is  a  happy  inspiration. 
And  so  it  is,  when,  in  that  same  old  gay  round 


voice,  he  says  to  the  solemn  ring-master,  who 
snaps  his  whip  in  a  highly  stately  manner  : 

“  Do  you  know  wdiat  my  gal  says  ?” 

‘  ‘  No,  Sir ;  I  don’t  know  what  the  person 
whom  you  call  your  ‘gal’  says.” 

“She  says—”  and  tlie  wit  follows  the  ring¬ 
master  steadily  around  the  pole. 

“  Well,  Sir,  what  does  she  say?”  demands  the 
ring-master  with  dignified  urgency. 

“  Wouldn’t  you  like  to  know !” 

“  Come,  Sir,  none  of  your  freedom  with  me 
and  he  feigns  a  snap  with  his  whip  at  the  clown’s 
leg,  who  feigns  a  pain,  and  catches  up)  his  leg 
and  hops  comically  after  his  leader. 

“  Well,  my  gal  says,  says  she — ” 

“Very  well.  Sir,  what?” 

“Shoo,  fly,  don’t  bodder  me !” 

We  all  laugh  again,  not  immoderately,  but 
pleasantly ;  while  one  delighted  auditor  behind 
us  enjoys  every  sally  and  every  intended  sally. 
Nor  can  the  funny  man  exclaim,  “I  say!”  but 
the  friend  behind  snickers  and  shouts,  and  is 
evidently  having  his  full  money’s  worth.  When 
Mr.  Merryman  sings  his  song,  lamenting,  with 
apprropriate  expressions  of  face,  that  ‘  ‘  Sally’s 
gone  away,”  the  delight  of  our  friend  is  uncon¬ 
trollable.  Laughing  is  not  enough.  He  nudges 
all  his  neighbors  with  his  elbows.  He  slaps  his 
knees,  and  he  whispers,uttei  ly  overcome,  “Wa’al, 
I  never  see  nuthin’  to  beat  that.”  He  takes  good 
wholesome  pleasure  in  every  thing  that  is  said  or 
done ;  but  his  eyes  cling  with  pathetic  fondness 
to  Merryman ;  and  wdien  that  gay  fellow  retires 
toward  the  curtain,  and,  turning,  says,  “Ladies 
and  gentlemen,  the  song  of  ‘  Sally’s  Gone  Away,’ 
and  twenty  other  new  songs  that  you  haven’t 
seen  in  any  other  book,  are  to  be  had  in  a  little 
volume  which  will  be  offered  to  you,  price  ten 
cents  :  sold  for  the  benefit  of  a  poor  orphan 
boy ;  and  I’m  the  chap,”  slapping  his  fat  sides — 
it  is  too  much  for  our  appreciative  neighbor,  who 
merely  pants  “  Oh !  oh  !”  in  utter  exhaustion  of 
delight,  unable  to  laugh  longer. 

Meanwhile  Mademoiselle  £clair  has  bounded 
into  the  ring  and  waves  her  hand,  and  smiles  the 
most  arid  and  mechanical  of  smiles,  and  is  lifted 
to  her  horse  and  kneels  and  stands  and  puts  out 
her  arm  in  the  most  wearisome  way,  poor  thing! 
and  smiles  more  of  that  arid  smile,  and  tlien  sits 
quietly  sidewap's  upon  the  steed,  while  the  at¬ 
tendants  bring  in  long  tubs,  exaggerated  speci¬ 
mens  of  those  in  which  ice-cream  forms  are  car¬ 
ried  about.  The  attendants  stand  upon  the  tubs 
and  hold  up  the  hoops  covered  with  tissue-pa¬ 
per,  and  up  springs  Mademoiselle  Midair  upon  the 
back  of  her  steed,  wdiich  begins  to  canter,  and 
Mademoiselle  first  goes  under  the  hoops,  to  get 
a  good  stiirt,  and  then,  with  an  intent,  doubtful, 
half-frightened  air,  she  gives  a  jump,  and  happily 
the  tissue-paper  breaks  and  the  rider  comes  safely 
through.  But  if  her  feet  caught,  or  the  steed 
lost  his  gait,  how  she  w'ould  come  dowm,  poor 
thing !  and  how  all  of  us  who  are  gaping  at  her 
would  shout  and  laugh  ! 

“  Tl\e  elephant  now  goes  round,  goes  round ; 

The  band  begins  to  play; 

The  little  boys  under  the  monkeys’  cage 
Had  better  get  out  of  the  way!” 

\ye  are  all  sitting  gasping  as  well  as  gaping. 
It  is  three  o’clock  of  one  of  the  most  torrid  days, 
and  we  are  packed  upon  the  narrow  board  seats 
under  the  canvas  roof.  All  the  women  and 
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most  of  the  men  are  fanning,  and  to  the  right 
of  us  and  to  the  left  of  us  it  is  one  volley  of 
“  whew !”  “  whew  !”  The  men  ease  their  necks 
in  their  sticky  collars ;  hut  we  none  of  us  take 
our  eyes  off  the  ring.  If  we  had  never  seen  a 
man  or  a  horse  before  we  could  not  stare  more 
steadfastly.  Young  mothers  with  screaming 
and  belligerent  babies — babies  who  sprawl  and 
kick  and  splutter  and  grow  red— merely  rise,  if 
they  are  on  the  lower  seat,  and  move  slowly  up 
and  down  before  the  audience,  their  eyes  fixed 
and  their  souls  intent  upon  the  Acrobatic  Breth¬ 
ren,  one  of  whom,  at  the  top  of  the  tent,  is  now 
liolding  the  other  by  his  teeth,  while  the  oth¬ 
er  makes  himself  horizontal  high  up  over  our 
heads,  and  goes  spinning  round  in  a  wholly  diz¬ 
zy  and  bewildering  manner.  The  staring  young 
mothers  promenade  slowly  and  stare  steadily, 
totally  regardless  of  the  frantic  burdens  in  their 
arms.  It  is  a  noise  and  a  straggle  to  which 
they  are  well  used.  They  are  plainly  young 
mothers  without  what  are  called  nerves,  and 
who  do  not  credit  any  body  else  with  them.  The 
Easy  Chair  tries  vainly  to  accommodate  its  feet 
upon  the  seat  before  it,  lest  it  drop  ignominious- 
ly  through.  But  a  staring  elderly  lady,  sedu- 
louslv  fanning,  and  resolved  to  have  value  for 
every  penny  of  the  entrance-money,  moves  this 
way  and  that  to  enjoy  a  perfect  view,  and  on 
each  side  encounters  a  foot  of  the  Easy  Chair. 
She  turns  round  and  surveys  the  offender,  who 
looks  blandly  unconscious,  and  vainly  endeavors 
to  adjust  the  relations  of  things,  hut  succeeds 
only  in  infringing  upon  the  similar  rights  of  oth¬ 
ers. 

These  little  incidents  make  it  warmer,  which 
is  needless ;  and  while  they  are  occurring,  and 
Mr.  Merryman  is  making  ludicrous  remarks,  we 
are  all  unable  to  hear,  because  of  an  extraordi¬ 
nary  voice,  which  says  something  unintelligible 
and  monotonous  in  a  singsong  staccato  tone. 
Listening  closely,  we  can  hear  “Each  and  every 
one,  should  secure  a  copy  of  the  song-book; 
price  ten  cents !  ten  cents  for  the  book.  While 
away  an  hour  every  evening ;  each  and  every 
one}’  And  so  on  from  the  beginning.  This  is 
a  constant  accompaniment  of  the  performance. 
The  seller  of  song-books  passes,  and  is  succeed¬ 
ed  by  a  boy,  copiously  beaded  with  perspiration, 
carrying  a  metal  tray  holding  tumblers  of  iced 
lemonade.  He  is  evidently  a  graduate  of  the 
same  school  of  elocution.  “  Each  and  every  one 
should  have  a  tumbler  of  iced  lemonade ;  keep 
you  cool  for  the  whole  of  the  afternoon  and  part 
of  the  evening.  How  many  did  you  say.  Sir  ?” 
All  delivered  in  the  same  hard,  stilted,  measured, 
absurdly  solemn  tone.  The  lemonade  boy  drips 
by:  and  then — “Each  and  every  one  should 
have  a /an,  to  keep  yourself  cool!’’  The  whole 
performance  is  like  one  of  the  highly  gilt  vol¬ 
umes  that  you  find  upon  hotel  tables,  which  have 
an  air  of  being  books ;  but  every  other  page  is 
a  circular,  and  it  is  not  a  book,  but  an  advertise¬ 
ment.  Bresently  the  ring-master  himself  stops 
and  says:  “At  the  close  of  the  entertainment 
the  grand  opera  troupe  and  minstrels  will  give 
a  concert  in  the  adjacent  tent.  You  wall  please 
to  take  notice  that  it  is  by  females  only.  Tick¬ 
ets  will  be  offered  to  the  audience,  to  saveftiem 
trouble  in  procuring  them  afterward  at  the  ticket- 
office.  Each  and  every  one  can  secure  tickets 
for  the  gi-and  opera  troupe  without  leaving  their 


seats.  Brice  twenty-five  cents !  But  our  own 
performance  is  not  more  than  half  through.” 
Which  is  a  melancholy  departure  from  the  truth, 
as  events  prove. 

“The  elephant  now  goes  round,  goes  round; 

The  band  begins  to  play; 

The  little  boys  under  the  monkeys’  cage 

Had  better  get  out  of  the  way!” 

“I  didn’t  care  a  cent  to  come  to  the  succus, 
hut  the  childern  wanted  to  see  the  wild  beasts,” 
says  one  broad-\vaisted  and  round-backed  ma¬ 
tron,  steadily  fanning,  to  another.  But,  truth- 
ward,  the  remark  is  at  least  suspicious,  for  no¬ 
body  loses  less  of  the  spectacle.  She  watches 
with  delight  Signor  Caoutchouchi,  the  India  rub¬ 
ber  man,  whose  shins,  neck,  and  calves  appear  to 
be  interchangeable,  and  who,  as  the  elder  of  the 
younger  members  remarks,  is  equally  at  home 
upside  dow'n  or  inside  out.  Mrs.  Broadwaist 
may  not  care  a  cent  for  the  succus,  but  she  is 
deeply  interested  in  La  Petite  Elise,  who  stands 
upon  her  papa’s  shoulder  upon  the  gentle  can- 
terer,  and  waves  her  little  arms  and  kisses  her 
little  hands,  and  bounds  out  amidst  our  hearty  ap¬ 
plause.  Presently  the  elephant  himself  appears, 
flapping  those  dusky  ears,  and  the  little  boys  who 
have  front  seats  upon  the  ground  close  to  the 
ring  suddenly  retire  with  a  serious,  preoccupied 
air;  not  as  if  they  were  obeying  any  exterior 
suggestion,  hut  an  inw’ard  monitor.  The  huge 
beast  treads  over  the  Saracenic  gentleman  in  a 
dirty  turban,  who  carries  a  cowhide ;  and  he 
limps  around  the  ring  upon  three  legs,  and  he 
poises  himself  upon  one  of  the  inverted  ice-cream 
freezers,  wheezing  and  roaring  to  a  degree  which 
is  evidently  coincident  with  renewed  w'arnings 
of  the  boys’  inward  monitor,  for  they  withdraw 
still  further. 

And  so  must  we  all,  loudly  informed  that  the 
concert  by  the  grand  opera  troupe  is  about  to  be¬ 
gin — tickets  for  sale  at  the  door.  But  we  prefer 
to  pass  around  and  look  at  the  animals,  although 
the  authorities  immediately  warn  us  to  leave,  as  it 
is  necessary  to  close  the  tent  in  order  to  prepare 
for  the  evening  performance.  The  ’noscerous  is 
a  dreadful  disappointment  to  the  younger  mem¬ 
ber,  who  had  expected  to  behold  the  unicorn  of 
Scripture,  and  to  see  an  agile  animal  with  a  long 
ivory  rapier  upon  his  nose,  ‘  ‘  rearing  up”  for  a 
grapple  with  an  equally  lively  lion.  The  heavy, 
hulking  beast  with  a  swelling  upon  his  proboscis 
— for  no  horn  is  visible— is  far  from  satisfactory. 
We  are  shuffled  out  with  the  crowd,  and  emerge 
upon  a  contest  of  attractions. 

One  man  in  front  of  the  concert  tent  declares 
that  “each  and  every  one  should  hear  this  un¬ 
paralleled  concert.  Such  a  musical  attraction  is 
seldom  offered.  Only  twenty-five  cents.  ”  Op¬ 
posite,  and  very  near,  is  the  tent  of  IMajor  Goliath 
and  Miss  Fairy  Mite.  A  stentor  bawls  the  hid¬ 
den  charms  of  that  canvas  in  masterly  style : 
“Ten  thousand  dollars  offered  for  the  equal  of 
this  lusus  naturae.  I  give  you  my  word  of  hon¬ 
or,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  I  have  never  seen 
his  equal  for  intelligence  and  lea.rning.  ffhe  fat 
girl  is  alone  worth  the  price  of  a  ticket.  Affable 
as  he  is  tall,  ladies,  and  a  universal  favorite. 
Ten  thousand  dollars  offered  for  the  equal  of 
this  lusus  naturiB.”  The  amount  was  spouted 
out  in  such  a  prodigious  voice  that  it  made  as 
much  noise  as  if  it  had  been  half  a  million,  and 
it  seemed  to  make  us  all  richer  to  hear  such 
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enormous  sums  so  lavishly  and  loudly  mention¬ 
ed.  But  the  lemonade  merchants  were  not  less 
sonorous:  “Step  up,  ladies  and  gentlemen. 
We  are  not  selling  now ;  we  are  giving  it  away ! 
Ice  lemonade  only  five  cents  a  glass !  A  ruin¬ 
ous  rate !  Each  and  every  one  should  take  a 
glass  of  ice  lemonade.  ’Twill  keep  them  cool 
ail  the  afternoon  and  part  of  the  evening.  With 
sugar,  lemons,  and  plenty  of  ice,  We  make  you 
a  drink  that’s  uncommonly  nice.  Five  cents ! 
Five  cents  a  glass !  Sheer  ruin  !  Step  up,  la¬ 
dies  and  gentlemen !” 

Every  body  was  going.  Only  those  stragglers 
for  whom  the  tent  of  the  succus  has  a  resistless 
attraction  still  hovered  about.  Mrs.  Broad- 
waist,  who  came  only  because  the  children 
wanted  to  see  the  wild  beasts,  went  last  and 
lingeringly.  It  was  the  same  old  circus.  No¬ 
thing  was  changed.  Will  any  thing  ever  be 
changed?  Will  they  always  have  the  trained 
horse  doing  exactly  the  same  things,  and  the 
elephant  likewise?  Will  there  be  always  the 
Mademoiselle  Eclair  jumping  through  the  hoops, 
and  the  Petite  Elise  doing  what  her  great-grand¬ 
mother  in  the  same  business  did  at  her  age? 
Will  the  drunken  fellow  in  the  seedy  clothes 
always  come  tumbling  into  the  ring  from  the 
outside,  and  must  he  always  have  been  to  school 
with  Mr.  Merryman,  who  betrays  him  into 
sprawling  in  the  dust  ?  Shall  all  the  world  ad¬ 
vance,  science,  art,  civilization  itself,  and  the 
succus  stand  still?  One  thing  only  was  new; 
Monsieur  Eclair  rode  around  the  ring  sitting  in 
a  chair  upon  his  horse’s  back  and  fanning  him¬ 
self.  And  to  call  that  new  is  probably  only  to 
betray  how  long  it  is  since  the  Easy  Chair  had 
heard  the  stirring  words  : 

“The  elephant  now  goes  round,  goes  round; 

The  band  begins  to  play; 

The  little  boys  under  the  monkeys’  cage 

Had  better  get  out  of  the  way !” 


A  SAD  letter  of  M.  Prevost-Paradol  to  a  friend 
in  France,  in  which  the  minister  speaks  despond- 
ingly  of  his  position,  has  been  published  since 
his  death.  It  is  the  letter  of  a  man  entirely  ill 
at  ease.  He  would  have  renounced  politics,  but 
it  was  impossible.  He  ought  to  be  in  the  Cham¬ 
ber  of  Deputies,  but  he  could  not  afford  “to  de¬ 
vote  forty  or  fifty  thousand  francs  to  an  elec¬ 
tion.”  To  come  to  America  was  to  allow  the 
course  of  events  in  France  to  be  determined,  and 
to  fit  himself  for  affairs.  It  is,  indeed,  a  melan¬ 


choly  letter,  and  has  been  made  the  occasion  of 
some  melancholy  comments  upon  the  penalties 
of  public  life,  as  illustrated  from  some  conspicu¬ 
ous  careers  among  ourselves. 

Undoubtedly  the  three  most  noted  American 
men  of  the  last  generation  died  disappointed  men. 
Webster,  Clay,  and  Calhoun  are  sorrowful  names 
to  mention.  What  inducement,  cries  the  critic, 
has  a  nran  to  serve  his  country  ?  See  what  abuse 
was  hurled  at  Washington,  at  Lincoln !  Con¬ 
template  the  ex-Presidents !  Who  would  serve 
a  public  which  forever  proves  itself  ungrateful  1 

But  is  it  ungrateful  to  Washington?  Is  it 
ungrateful  to  Franklin?  Is  it  ungi-ateful  to  any 
of  the  famous  fathers  ?  When  a  man  complains 
or  feels  that  he  has  served  his  country  for  naught, 
what  does  he  mean  ?  That  he  has  not  helped 
his  country?  That  it  is  not  stronger,  wiser, 
better  for  his  services  ?  No ;  he  means  some¬ 
thing  very  different.  He  means  that  he  has  not 
received  the  reward  that  he  wished. 

If  the  careers  of  the  three  Senators  of  the  last 
generation  arc  melancholy  to  contemplate,  why 
are  they  so  ?  Is  it  because  they  seiwed  the 
country  according  to  their  powers  and  percep¬ 
tions,  or  because  they  are  felt  to  be  personally 
disappointed  men?  The  truth  is  plain.  If  a 
man  serves  his  country  that  he  may  be  person¬ 
ally  honored,  his  disappointment  wall  sour  him¬ 
self  and  his  friends.  But  w'e  must  understand 
what  honor  is.  Would  Webster,  or  Clay,  or 
Calhoun  be  more  honored  or  regarded  if  they 
had  been  President?  Would  they  have  been 
more  famous?  What  is  the  reward  of  public 
life?  Is  it  noble  fame  and  public  gratitude,  or 
an  office?  Would  John  Bright’s  political  ca¬ 
reer,  his  public  service,  be  without  reward  if  he 
had  never  been  called  into  the  cabinet,  if  he 
should  never  be  made  prime  minister? 

Webster,  Clay,  and  Calhoun  gave  their  lives 
and  talents  to  public  life,  and  were  rewarded 
with  great  fame  and  all  but  the  highest  office. 
If  they  were  disappointed,  the  moral  is  not  that 
republics  are  ungrateful,  but  that  the  personal 
ambition  of  public  men  is  inordinate.  The  testi¬ 
mony  of  Mr.  Greeley  has  been  given  upon  this 
subject  in  a  little  speech.  He  says  :  “  I  wish  to 
give  my  testimony  as  that  of  one  nearly  sixty 
years  of  age,  and  who  for  forty  years  has  been 
actively  engaged  in  political  strife,  and  that  with¬ 
out  holding  office  or  attaining  wealth  or  position  ; 
that  I  feel  that  my  career  has  been  a  satisfactory 
one.” 


CMtar’s  I’ittrnnj  lUtait 


rOETEY. 

IT  is  curious  how,  in  the  cycles  of  time,  litera¬ 
ture  returns  to  its  starting-point.  The  oldest 
books  of  the  world  are  its  sacred  books.  The 
philosophy  of  China,  the  poetry  of  India,  the 
legends  of  our  own  North  American  aborigines, 
the  mythology  of  Greece  and  Home,  and  last, 
though  not  least,  the  entire  literature  of  the  He¬ 
brews,  their  history,  philosophy,  poetry,  and  ro¬ 
mance,  are  religious.  It  would,  indeed,  almost 
seem  as  though  nothing  else  had  potver  of  per¬ 
manent  life.  And  now  w'e  have  come  back, 
having  traveled  a  long  journey  meanwhile,  to  an 


era  which  again  produces  nothing  but  religious 
literature.  The  modern  romance,  in  its  best 
form,  is  a  parable.  The  modern  history  is  not 
only  philosophy,  but  religious  philosophy,  teach¬ 
ing*  by  example.  Modern  philosophy  is  never 
really'content  to  deal  with  any  less  problems  than 
those  which  concern  the  infinite.  And  no  poems 
really  stir  the  heart  of  the  age  deeply  that  do  not 
have  in  them  somewhat  of  reflected  light  from 
the  #her  world.  The  poetry  of  Rossetti  and  of 
Swinburne  only  ruffles  the  surface.  The  poetry 
of  Wordsworth,  of  Tennyson,  and  of  Whittier  is 
needed  to  sound  the  depths  of  the  soul.  Nobody 
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ever  suspected  Timothy  Titcomb  of  being  a  gre.at 
poet,  but  bis  “Bitter-Sweet”  and  bis  “  Katliri- 
na”  attained  an  unexampled  popularity,  chiefly 
because  they  discussed,  in  the  realm  of  feeling 
and  imagination,  problems  in  soul-experience  that 
can  not  be  solved  by  the  analyses  of  the  intellect. 
The  Modern  Joh^  by  Henry  Peterson  (H.  Pe¬ 
terson  .and  Co.),  is  a  genuinely  modern  poem  in 
that  it  is  written  by  one  who  appreciates  this 
spirit  of  tlie  age.  It  is  characteristically  a  relig¬ 
ious — we  might  almost  say  that  it  is  a  theological 
— poem.  It  follows,  in  the  outline  of  the  story, 
curiously  close  to  its  Hebrew  original.  The 
story  opens  with  a  picture  of  Job  in  his  prosper¬ 
ity,  “perfect  and  upright,  and  one  that  feared 
God  and  eschewed  evil.”  But  affliction  soon 
overtakes  him.  Drought,  rust,  and  barrenness 
blast  his  fields ;  his  flocks  and  herds  die ;  his 
wealth  withers  to  dust  and  ashes ;  his  wife  and 
children  fall  a  prey  to  the  spotted  fever ;  and, 
finally,  the  boils  that  afflicted  his  prototype  break 
out  all  over  him.  Comforters — Job’s  comforters 
— come,  in  the  persons  of  two  clergymen,  to  con¬ 
sole  him,  by  declaring  his  afflictions  to  be  a  di¬ 
vine  judgment  for  his  sins.  And  finally,  caught 
up  into  heaven,  he  talks  not  with  God,  but  with 
God’s  vicegerent,  Michael,  whose  interpretation 
of  the  mystery  of  life  closes  the  hook.  Job’s 
wife  alone  is  wanting,  and  her  place  is  very  well 
supplied  l^y  an  impish  dwarf,  Judas.  But  here 
the  similarity  ends.  That  mystery  of  suffering 
which  Jehovah  declares  to  the  Hebrew  Job  to 
be  inexplicable,  Michael  explains  to  the  modern 
Job: 

“  God  rules  the  earth,  hut  rules  it  through  his  pow¬ 
ers, 

As  he  rules  all  the  planets  and  the  suns.” 
Michael  is  lord  and  ruler  of  the  earth.  But  he 
is  neither  omnipotent  nor  omniscient.  He  can 
never  tell  what  the  result  of  any  course  of  action 
will  be,,  since  men  are  free  agents,  and  he  can 
never  be  sure  what  they  will  do.  ,  He  does  the 
best  he  can.  But  he  makes  some  bad  blunders, 
and  causes  immense  mischief,  by  his  ignorance 
or  his  inability  to  cope  with  Satan  and  his  tre¬ 
mendous  .agencies.  This  is  the  moral  and  mean¬ 
ing  of  the  whole  poem.  As  a  work  of  poetic 
art,  it  is  a  remarkable  book.  The  characters  of 
Job  and  Judas  are  strongly  marked,  and  the 
devil  is,  if  the  reader  will  excuse  the  expression, 
an  admirable  devil.  But  as  an  explanation  of 
the  mystery  of  £in  and  suffering,  it  is  a  lamenta¬ 
ble  failure.  The  moral  of  the  ancient  Job  is 
better  th.an  that  of  the  modern  one.  The  the¬ 
ology  of  the  Hebrews  is  better  than  that  of  the 
Hindoos.  It  is  better  to  bow  before  the  throne 
of  an  all-seeing  and  all-mighty  God  whose  love 
we  trust,  though  his  ways  .are  past  our  finding 
out,  than  before  a  Michael  who  means  well  but 
is  quite  incompetent  to  manage  the  estate  which 
has  been  intrusted  to  him.  We  have  so  little 
respect  for  overseers,  and  agents,  and  middle¬ 
men,  and  subordinate  officials  of  all  sorts,  in  ter¬ 
restrial  affairs,  that  we  should  be  very  loth  to  ac¬ 
cept  any  theology  which  transfers  them  to  the 
kingdom  of  heaven. 

TRAVELS. 

William  H.  Dall’s  treatise  on  Alaska  and 
its  Resources  (Lee  and  Shepard)  has  been  on 
our  table  for  some  time  awaiting  our  attention. 
Alaska  is  a  pleasant  topic  to  think  and  read 


about  with  the  thermometer  at  102°  in  the 
shade;  hut  a  ponderous  volume  of  over  six  hun¬ 
dred  pages  is  rather  formidable  reading  for  the 
dog-days,  and  we  have  not  made  so  rapid  prog¬ 
ress  in  it  as  we  could  have  wished.  It  is  to 
be  added  that  Mr.  D.all’s  book  is  not  one  to  be 
judged  of  by  a  glance  at  the  title-page  and  the 
table  of  contents,  nor  can  the  cream  of  its  rich 
pages  be  taken  off  by  any  skimming  process. 
It  is  really,  what  the  American  press  does  not 
often  furnish  us,  a  genuinely  original  contribu¬ 
tion  to  our  stock  of  knowledge,  and  is  likely  to 
prove  rather  a  perm.anent  than  a  popular  addi¬ 
tion  to  the  American  literature  of  travel.  In 

1864  the  pkan  was  devised  of  constructing  an 
international  telegraph  from  San  Francisco,  by 
the  way  of  Behring  Strait,  to  Siberia  and  Russia. 
An  expedition  of  observation  was  started  in 

1865  to  explore  the  Yukon  territory,  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  which,  by  the  death  of  its  original  com¬ 
mander,  fell  into  the  hands  of  Lieutenant  Dali. 
Before  their  explorations  were  completed  the 
completion  of  the  laying  of  the  Atlantic  cable 
superseded  the  necessity  of  any  further  prosecu¬ 
tion  of  their  work,  and  in  August,  1867,  the 
Western  Union  Telegraph  Company  abandoned 
the  hopeless  enterprise,  which  had  already  cost 
nearly  three  million  of  dollars,  and  recalled  the 
expedition.  Lieutenant  Dali’s  scientific  enthu¬ 
siasm  was  aroused,  and  he  resolved  to  rem.ain 
and  prosecute  his  researches  for  himself,  which 
he  actually  did  for  a  year,  entirely  alone.  Dur¬ 
ing  his  two  years  of  absence  he  did  not  receive 
a  single  letter  from  home,  so  complete  was  his 
isolation.  The  result  of  his  observations  and 
explorations  is  a  valuable  addition  to  the  cab¬ 
inet  of  the  Smithsonian  Institute,  and  the  vol¬ 
ume  before  us,  which  is  part  journal,  part  n.ar- 
rative,  part  description,  part  scientific  analysis. 
The  style  is  vivacious  and  entertaining ;  the  de¬ 
scriptions,  both  of  nature  and  of  Russian  and 
Innuit  life,  th.at  of  a  careful  observer.  It  is  a 
perfect  cyclopedia  of  information  concerning 
Alaska.  It  opens  up  to  the  average  reader  a 
Land  hitherto  almost  wholly  unknown.  Its  chief 
defect  is  its  size.  The  .author  assumes  a  degree 
of  interest  on  the  part  of  the  American  reader 
in  that  land  of  Indi.ans  .and  Oranians,  to  use  his 
own  word,  which  the  American  public  are  far 
from  feeling.  We  wish,  for  our  own  comfort  in 
reading  and  for  the  largest  usefulness  of  the 
book  itself,  that  its  author  had  made  it  one-half 
the  size.  The  illustrations  are  very  fair  in  exe¬ 
cution,  and  the  m.ap  is  an  admirable  one. 


It  is  just  possible  th.at  some  of  our  readers 
never  heard  of  Musardu.  They  may  even  be 
oblivious  of  “the  populous  and  thriving  towns 
of  Zolu,  Zow-Zow,  iSalaghee,  Fissahbue,  and 
Bokkasaw.”  They  may  even  be  ignorant  of 
Ziggah  Forrah  Zue,  with  its  “vast  and  noisy 
market.”  Nay,  it  would  not  he  surprising  if 
the  whole  territory  of  the  Western  Mandingoes 
may  be  an  unknown  land  to  them.  _  For  their 
benefit  we  will  say  that  it  is  a  territory  lying 
just  east  of  Liberia.  We  have  read  with  more 
than  usual  interest  the  plain,  simple,  and  unos¬ 
tentatious  story  by  Benjamin  Anderson  of 
his  Journey  to  Alusardu,  the  capital  of  the  Man- 
dingoes,  and  the  difficulties  with  which  he  had 
to  cope,  and  the  dangers  he  had  to  face  and 
overcome.  The  narrative  is  a  straightforward, 
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manly  one,  w  ithout  any  attempt  at  display,  and 
gives  the  reader  a  glimpse  of  life  in  the  interior 
of  Africa,  which  it  is  more  agreeable  to  get  by 
the  eyes  of  another  tourist  than  by  one’s  own. 
Mr.  Anderson,  let  us  add,  is  a  pure-blooded 
negro,  and  his  narrative  is  printed  and  pub¬ 
lished  under  the  auspices  of  the  Smithsonian 
Institute. 

We  may,  perhaps,  classify  among  books  of 
travel  Mr.  Kingston’s  reminiscences  of  Arte- 
mus  Ward,  very  w’ell  entitled  The  Genial  Show¬ 
man  (Harper  and  Erothers),  for  he  was  a  very 
genial  showman  indeed,  and  this  gossipy  volume 
is  a  very  genial  book.  Not,  certainly,  a  remark¬ 
able  addition  to  the  literature  of  biography,  but 
a  very  pleasant  and  readable  series  of  sketches, 
from  which  you  may  extract,  without  difficulty, 
many  a  pleasant  laugh,  and  some  little,  though 
not  very  valuable  or  useful,  information  con¬ 
cerning  American  shows  and  the  private  life  of 
American  showmen. 

SCIENCE  AND  ART. 

To  say  that  a  book  is  French  is,  in  some 
styles  of  literature,  no  less  than  in  fashions  and 
millinery,  its  best  recommendation.  Such  a 
book  is  Figuier’s  Primitive  Man  (D.  Appleton 
and  Co.).  From  the  frontispiece  to  the  conclud¬ 
ing  exclamation  point  it  is  French  all  over. 
The  lively,  piquant  style  is  French ;  the  accu¬ 
rate  but  not  heavy  scholarship  is  French ;  and 
the  numerous  plates  are  the  same  that  were 
used  in  the  original  French  edition.  Only  the 
version  is  English.  We  are  learning  very  fast 
that  no  people  excel  our  Galilean  neighbors  in 
the  facility  with  which  they  bring  the  results  of 
dry  research  directly  before  the  people,  so  that 
even  children  can  learn  the  sciences  while  at 
]day.  A  book  on  this  subject  was  wanted.  Sir 
J.  Lubbock’s  work  is  not  quite  popular  enough 
in  its  style — in  fact.  Sir  John  is  himself  too 
much  of  a  scholar  in  this  department  to  take 
kindly  to  the  creation  of  popidar  effects.  He 
has  not  that  combination  of  faculties  that  makes 
the  dashing  Professor  Huxley  so  popular  with 
both  the  savans  and  the  lecture-going  and  news¬ 
paper-reading  public.  Figuier  is  a  Frenchman, 
and  probably  has  no  more  faith  than  most  of  his 
country??!en  in  Revelation  ;  but  he  know'S  that  on 
such  a  subject  the  prejudices  of  his  country- 
ivomen  must  be  consulted,  and  he  is  as  soundly 
orthodox  as  the  Pope  of  Rome.  “Man  de¬ 
scended  from  a  monkey  ?  Cousin-german  to  a 
gorilla?  Profane  doctrine!  Besides,  here  are 
some  scientific  arguments  against  it.  To  be 
sure,  I  must  make  man  from  twenty  to  one 
hundred  thousand  years  in  existence,  but  the 
Bible  doesn’t  deny  it ;  and  are  not  M.  I’Abbe 
This-one  and  Mr.  Bishop  T’other-one  among  the 
leading  advocates  of  this  prolonged  antiquity  ?” 
And  so  this  most  pious  of  the  sciences,  com¬ 
mended  by  the  most  pious  of  prelates,  is  piously 
introduced  to  the  pious  French  people.  And 
yet,  with  its  somewhat  unnecessary  disclaimer 
of  irreligion,  we  do  like  the  book.  Every  one 
ought  to  know  something  about  arcineology,  and 
here  we  have  it  in  a  compact,  readable  form. 
The  ages  of  stone,  of  bronze,  and  of  iron ;  the 
dolmens  and  cromlechs  ;  the  caves  and  tombs 
and  lake  dwellings;  cracked  thigh-bones  of 
mammoths,  and  oyster-shells  from  Danish  kit¬ 
chen-middens  ;  hatchets  and  arrow-heads  and 


fishhooks ;  and  even  combs  and  hair-pins  and 
necklaces ;  here  they  are  all  described,  and  not 
only  so,  but  pictured  out  on  almost  every  page. 
These  smaller  pictures  are  of  very  great  value. 
They  are  accurate  and  indispensable  to  the 
reader.  But  we  can  not  say  as  much  for  the 
astonishing  full-page  engravings  on  which  the 
designer  has  been  allowed  to  indulge  a  most  ex¬ 
traordinary  imagination.  Life  must  have  been 
poetry  in  those  days,  if  we  can  trust  these  pic¬ 
tures  of  the  “noble  savage.”  Look  at  that 
“Family  in  the  Stone  Age.”  The  skin  is  un¬ 
tanned  by  exposure.  The  mother,  nursing  her 
child,  with  her  half-grown  children  around  her, 
has  as  delicate,  girlish,  and  refined  a  face  and 
figure  as  you  would  any  where  find.  The  fa¬ 
ther,  posted  in  a  striking  attitude,  and  gazing 
out  on  the  ocean,  is  a  veritable  Hercules  in 
physical  development,  and  belongs  to  the  high¬ 
est  Greek  style  of  feature.  We  would  suggest 
one  caution  to  those  who  read  this  book.  Re¬ 
member  that  the  geology  of  man,  this  study  of 
pre-historic  times,  is  a  science  yet  in  its  in¬ 
fancy.  Its  conclusions  are  not  yet  to  be  fully 
trusted  when  they  do  more  than  describe  the 
bare  relics  which  have  been  discovered.  When 
they  divide  the  ante-historic  period  into  defined 
stone,  bronze,  and  iron  ages,  or  when  they 
attempt  to  prove  from  the  Neanderthal  skull 
what  was  the  mental  development  of  primitive 
man,  or  when  they  W'ould  say  whether  the 
human  remains  of  Europe  indicate  an  antiquity 
of  five  thousand  or  of  five  hundred  thousand 
years,  they  are  treading  on  slippery  ground.  On 
such  questions  the  best  authorities  are  at  swords’- 
points.  So  long  as  Vogt  and  Quatrefages  differ 
on  these  matters  we  will  wait  till  the  fight  is 
out,  and  meanwhile  content  ourselves  with  look¬ 
ing  at  Figuier’s  figures,  or,  it  may  be,  import  a 
little  of  his  French  enthusiasm  for  the  investiga¬ 
tion  of  some  of  our  American  antiquities. 

Dr.  T.  S.  Verdi,  in  his  book  on  Maternity 
(J.  B.  Ford  and  Co.),  has  treated  a  very  delicate 
subject  with  great  delicacy.  His  book  fairly  de¬ 
serves  the  description  of  its  title-page,  “  A  Pop¬ 
ular  Treatise  for  Young  Wives  and  Mothers.” 
For  a  long  ivhile  a  false  sensitiveness  veiled  all 
the  various  physiological  questions  connected 
with  maternity  in  an  obscurity  which  was  only 
less  injurious  to  the  morals  than  to  the  health. 
Women  were  allowed  to  grow  up  and  to  enter 
the  marriage  state  in  utter  ignosance  of  those 
truths  which,  above  all  things,  it  concerned  them 
to  understand.  Such  books  as  were  written  on 
the  subject  were  of  a  character  to  intensify  the 
popular  dislike  and  suspicion  of  all  medical  litera¬ 
ture  bearing  upon  it.  We  welcome  cordially  the 
improvement  indicated  in  public  sentiment  by 
such  works  as  this  of  Dr.  Verdi.  To  be  igno¬ 
rant  in  this  matter  is  a  crime,  a  crime  not  only 
against  one’s  self,  but  against  humanity  and  the 
state.  Every  young  wife  and  mother,  nay,  every 
woman,  should,  through  some  such  treatise,  ac¬ 
quaint  herself  with  her  own  constitution,  the  laws 
of  her  own  being,  and  the  dangers  which  threaten 
both  her  and  her  offspring.  Among  the  various 
volumes  of  this  kind  which  the  last  two  or  three 
I  years  have  produced  we  give  a  high  place  to  that 
of  Dr.  Verdi.  It  is  more  distinctively  medical 
than  some  others.  It  belongs  to  the  homeopathic 
school,  and  the  remedies  it  prescribes  are  homeo¬ 
pathic  remedies.  But  apart  from  this  considera- 
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tion — a  recommendation  to  some  of  our  readers, 
and  a  radical  defect  in  the  eyes  of  others — it  is 
admirable  in  its  exposition  of  the  principles  of 
physiology,  in  its  interpretation  of  the  laws  of 
hygiene,  and  in  the  eminent  good  sense  of  its 
practical  directions,  not  only  to  the  invalid,  but 
to  the  as  yet  strong  and  rvell. 

Charles  Scribner  and  Co.  add  to  their  excel¬ 
lent  library  of  “Illustrated  Wonders”  a  volume 
on  the  Wonders  of  Architecture.  To  those  who 
are  familiar  with  foreign  guide-books  there  will 
he  no  new  revelations  on  the  subject  in  the  il¬ 
lustrations  of  this  volume,  which  do  not  do  the 
theme  justice.  The  book  itself  gRes  a  very  ex¬ 
cellent,  though  a  necessarily  brief,  sketch  of  the 
different  styles  and  schools  of  architecture,  and 
is  a  very  convenient  and  readable  compend. 

KELIGIOTJS  AHD  PHILOSOPHICAL. 

Ann  that  patient  research  can  do  to  illustrate 
the  life  and  labors  of  St.  Paul  by  elaborate 
learning,  Conybeare  and  Howson  have  done  so 
perfectly  that  their  work  is  of  necessity  without  a 
rival,  and  deserves  to  be  without  an  imitator. 
Dr.  Barnes,  therefore,  in  his  Scenes  and  Inci¬ 
dents  in  the  Life'  of  the  Apostle  Paul  (Ziegler, 
M‘Curdy,  and  Co.),  does  wisely  to  refrain  alto¬ 
gether  from  entering  the  field  which  they  have 
cultivated  so  satisfactorily.  But  if  the  work  of 
Conybeare  and  Howson  is  perfect  of  its  kind,  it 
does  by  no  means  exhaust  the  life  of  the  great 
Apostle.  It  is  as  an  author  that  Paul  has  been 
most  influential  on  the  destinies  of  mankind. 
A  work  which  should  seize  and  portray,  in  mod¬ 
ern  and  unecclesiastical  language,  the  spirit  and 
tenor  of  the  Apostle’s  teachings,  which  should 
do  for  the  letters  of  Paul  what  “  Ecoe  Homo” 
has  done  for  the  words  of  Christ,  could  not  fail 
to  render  an  essential  service  to  humanity  and 
the  cause  of  truth.  Scarcely  less  would  be  the 
service  which  one  would  render  who,  seizing 
the  salient  facts  in  Paul’s  life,  should  exhibit  the 
truths  which  he  taught  by  his  example,  who 
should  elucidate  his  life  and  character  not  by  a 
profusion  of  learning,  as  Conybeare  and  Howson 
have  done,  but  by  an  appreciation  of  his  charac¬ 
ter  and  its  significance,  interpreting  Paul’s  life 
as,  for  example,  Bayne  has  interpreted  the  life 
of  Howard.  It  is  the  latter  office  which,  if  we 
judge  aright.  Dr.  Barnes  has  undertaken  to  ful¬ 
fill.  “The  work,”  he  tells  us,  “is  founded  on 
the  principle  that  the  nature  of  true  religion  is 
fiiirly  illustrated  in  the  lives  of  its  friends ;  and 
that  more  can  be  learned  of  its  nature  fiom  the 
example  of  those  whose  lives  are  conformed  to 
its  rec^uirements  than  from  a  creed  or  a  mere 
abstract  statement  of  its  doctrines.”  Our  chief 
criticism  upon  his  execution  of  the  plan  is  that 
his  book  is  too  dogmatic ;  the  story  is  burdened 
with  too  heavy  a  moral.  As  the  fashion  of 
preachers  is,  a  very  large  conclusion  is  drawn 
from  a  very  small  text,  a  very  extensive  hut 
rather  thin  fabric  out  of  a  very  small  cocoon.  In 
short,  the  book  is  too  much  like  a  volume  of  ser¬ 
mons,  and  leaves  on  our  mind  the  suspicion  that 
the  crude  material  may  have  been  a  series  of 
parochial  sermons  or  lectures  on  the  life  of  Paul ; 
that  Dr.  Barnes  has  simply  tapped  his  ministe¬ 
rial  barrel  at  the  demand  of  the  publishers ;  and 
that,  as  they  are  shrewd  publishers,  and  are 
aware  that  sermons  are  not  a  popular  form  of 
literature,  he  has,  at  their  solicitation,  cast  them 
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in  a  slightly— very  slightly— different  form.  His 
arguments,  too,  though  it  would  be  heresy  to 
impugn  them,  will  be  more  satisfactory  to  the 
faithful  than  to  the  skeptical;  they  are  flavored  a 
little  with  that  characteristic  which  belongs  pre¬ 
eminently  to  the  preacher  whose  misfortune  it  is 
to  have  ordinarily  no  adversary  to  answer  him 
and  expose  his  weak  points.  The  rationalist,  for 
example,  will  ask  Dr.  Barnes,  who  argues  for  the 
supernatural  character  of  Paul’s  conversion,  how 
he  explains  the  conversions  of  Constantine  and 
Loyola ;  and  why  he  admits  the  visions  of  the 
Jewish  any  more  than  of  the  Roman  or  of  the 
Spanish  saint.  We  do  not  say  there  is  no  differ¬ 
ence,  but  we  do  say  that  in  a  discussion  of  this 
event  it  devolved  on  Dr.  Barnes  to  point  out 
that  difference.  To  the  arguments  with  which 
he  presses  upon  the  modern  Athenians  the  im¬ 
portance  of  pushing  their  investigations  into  the 
realm  of  religious  truth,  the  disciples  of  Comte 
and  Herbert  Spencer  will  reply  by  asserting  the 
incompetence  of  the  human  faculties  to  deal  with 
spiritual  truth,  and  will  find  in  his  pages  no  re¬ 
sponse  to  their  position.  And  the  Arminian 
will  hardly  agree  that  the  Lord’s  declaration  to 
Paul  on  shipboard,  “there  shall  he  no  loss  of 
any  man’s  life  among  you,”  amounts  to  a  dem¬ 
onstration  of  particular  and  personal  election. 
In  short,  as  a  hook  of  “evidences”  this  volume 
does  not  compare  with  the  same  author’s  lec¬ 
tures  on  the  “Evidences  of  Christianity,”  nor 
does  it  constitute,  as  the  preface  partially  prom¬ 
ises  it  shall,  “an  argument  of  great  force”  in 
favor  of  the  Christian  religion.  It  is  rather  a 
book  of  pleasant  and  profitable  reading  to  those 
whose  faith  is  unshaken ;  and  will  be  of  greater 
service  to  instruct  and  nurture  the  believer  than  to 
strengthen  the  doubting  or  convince  and  convert 
the  skeptical.  The  hook  is  handsomely  printed 
on  slightly  tinted  paper,  and  we  recognize  in  it 
a  sign  of  improvement  in  subscription  books. 
The  full-page  pictures  are  very  fair,  but  the 
small  wood-cuts  are  a  positive  blemish.  They  are 
either  very  badly  cut,  or,  what  appears  more  prob¬ 
able,  printed  from  very  old  and  tvell-worn  plates. 

Despite  the  author’s  disavowal  in  his  preface, 
the  public  at  large  will  he  very  apt  to  accept 
Professor  Noah  Porter’s  treatise  on  American 
Colleges  and  the  American  Public  (C.  C.  Chat- 
field  and  Co.,  New  Haven)  as  an  exposition  and 
defense  of  the  principles  of  education  maintained 
at  Yale  College.  The  hook  is  written  by  a  lead¬ 
ing  professor  in  that  honored  institution.  It 
was  originally  contributed,  in  a  series  of  articles, 
to  the  literary  and  theological  organ  of  New 
Haven,  The  New  Englander.  It  is  dedicated 
to  President  Woolsey.  It  is  printed  in  the 
office  of  the  College  Coiirant.  It  comes  to  us 
with  the  imprint  of  a  New  Haven  publisher. 
And  it  maintains  and  defends  from  the  attacks 
of  educational  iconoclasts,  and  the  emendations 
and  alterations  proposed  by  educational  reform¬ 
ers,  the  “old  landmarks”  which  Yale  still  con¬ 
tinues  to  maintain  despite  the  seductive  ex¬ 
amples  of  Cornell  University  and  Harvard  Col¬ 
lege.  Professor  Porter  does,  indeed,  admit, 
rather  reluctantly,  the  fallibility  of  college  fac¬ 
ulties,  and  the  possibility  of  reforms  in  detail, 
even  in  Yale  College  itself.  But  the  reforms  he 
suggests  are  incidental  and  not  veiy  impoitant, 
reforms  in  conduct  and  spnit  rathei  than  in 
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any  fundamental  principles  of  education.  His 
strength  is  laid  out  in  opposing  radical  altera¬ 
tions.  His  book  may  be  defined  as  a  plea  for 
conservatism.  He  argues  for  tlie  maintenance 
of  classical  studies,  for  the  superiority  of  the 
dead  over  the  modern  languages  and  over  sci¬ 
ence  as  a  means  of  development,  for  the  contin¬ 
uance  of  enforced  recitations,  for  the  perpetu¬ 
ity  of  the  dormitory  system,  against  the  sub¬ 
stitution  of  lectures  for  text-books,  against  the 
secularization  of  the  college,  and  against  the 
transfer  of  its  guardianship  from  a  close  corpo¬ 
ration  to  the  ever-changing  body  of  its  alumni ; 
in  a  word,  for  the  American  College  very  nearly 
as  it  is,  without  either  the  addition  of  any  con¬ 
siderable  graftings  from  English  or  German 
soil,  or  any  pruning  of  imagined  excrescences, 
and  old  and,  as  some  modern  educators  would 
have  us  believe,  dead  limbs — efi'ete  and  now 
blossomless  and  fruitless  growths  of  the  past. 
Dr.  Porter  is  thoroughly  at  home  in  his  subject, 
writes  con  anwre,  and  has  produced  the  very  best 
plea  for  conservatism  in  education  that  we  have 
ever  met  with.  Still,  it  is  this  and  nothing 
more.  It  is  a  defense,  a  resolute  and  able  de¬ 
fense,  of  the  educational  system  of  the  past 
against  the  attacks  of  a  not  too  reverential 
present.  We  applaud  the  spirit  which  leads  this 
knight -errant  of  scholastic  institutions  in  gen¬ 
eral,  and  of  Yale  College  in  particular,  to  set 
his  lance  against  the  falsely  so-called  utilitarian¬ 
ism  which  would  substitute  what  the  Germans 
call  the  “  bread-.and-butter”  sciences  for  the  lib¬ 
eral  studies — book-keeping  for  Virgil  and  Ho¬ 
mer,  and  mechanics  for  moral  philosophy ;  but 
we  could  wish  he  had  been  able  to  get  out  of  the 
atmosphere  of  New  Haven,  to  look  on  a  larger 
world  than  Yale,  to  perceive  the  true  meaning 
and  spirit  of  American  civilization,  and  to  see 
what  are  its  educational  wants,  and  what  3'et 
will  be  its  educational  "provisions.  Por  while  it 
is  true  that  man  is  more  than  American,  and 
that  no  system  of  education  ought  to  be  merely 
national,  any  more  than  it  should  be  sectarian, 
while  one  of  the  very  objects  of  scholarship  is  to 
break  down  local  and  national  prejudices,  and 
naturalize  men  from  all  nations  as  from  all  sects 
in  the  one  great  republic  of  letters,  'while  it  is 
true  that  in  the  kingdom  of  literature,  as  in  the 
kingdom  of  heaven,  men  come  from  the  north 
and  the  south,  from  the  east  and  the  west,  and 
sit  down  together,  yet  it  is  no  less  true  that  the 
traditional  instruments  and  methods  of  the  Mid¬ 
dle  Ages  are  not  the  best  which  the  resources  of 
the  nineteenth  century  can  afford,  and  that  some 
greater  modifications  in  the  present  too  narrow 
system  of  schooling  are  required  by  the  spirit  of 
the  age,  and  by  the  enlarged  domain  of  knowl¬ 
edge,  tlian  Dr.  Porter  recognizes  in  the  one 
short  chapter  which  he  devotes  to  a  discussion 
of  some  proposed  remedies  of  acknowledged 
evils  in  the  present  college  system. 


liocl.s  and  Sfioals  (American  Unitarian  Asso¬ 
ciation)  is  the  title  of  a  small  volume  of  sermons 
by  Rev.  George  H.  Hepworth,  pastor  of  the 
Church  of  the  Messiah,  in  New  York.  Mr.  Hep- 
worth  is  a  student  of  real  life.  He  is  more  suc¬ 
cessful  in  describing  the  “rocks  and  shoals”  of 
the  great  city  than  he  is  in  pointing  out  the  way 
to  escape  them.  His  style  is  free,  fresh,  and  un¬ 
conventional.  But  there  is  nothing  of  the  ser¬ 


mon  about  these  lectures  except  the  text,  and 
nothing  whatever  of  that  moral  power  over  the 
heart  and  life  which  is  the  first  condition  of  truly 
and  permanently  successful  preaching.  They  are 
the  sermons  of  a  popular  but  not  powerful  preach¬ 
er. — Characteristically  unlike  them  are  the  lec¬ 
tures  of  James  Peeeman  Clarke — Steps  to  ile- 
fic/' (American  Unitarian  Association).  Nomin¬ 
ally  a  Unitarian,  Mr.  Clarke  is  one  of  those  men 
of  whom  the  age  is  prolific,  who  are  too  broad¬ 
minded  to  belong  to  anj^  school,  though  too 
sensible  to  dissociate  themselves  wholly  from  all 
schools.  He  is  a  Unitarian  as  Mr.  Beecher  is  a 
Congregationalist,  Father  Hecker  a  Roman  Cath¬ 
olic,  and  as  Robertson  was  an  Episcopalian.  He 
delights  to  deal  with  the  intellectual  religious 
problems  of  his  time.  Careless  of  the  theology 
of  the  past,  seizing  the  theological  problems  of 
the  present,  his  book  is  an  admirable  presenta¬ 
tion,  not  of  orthodox  religion,  nor  yet  of  Uni¬ 
tarian  religion,  but  of  the  Christian  religion  in 
its  largest  and  broadest  sense,  as  an  experience 
of  love  toward  God  and  man,  and  of  faith  in 
Christ  and  the  Holy  Spirit  as  against  the  cheer¬ 
less  and  senseless  philosophies  of  atheism  and 
deism  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  bondage  of 
Romanism  on  the  other.  It  is  an  admirable 
book,  though  it  is  to  be  read  with  tlm  lemem- 
hrance  that  it  is,  after  all,  written  from  the  Uni¬ 
tarian  stand-point.  Certainly  the  evangelical 
school  will  not  accept  Mr.  Clarke’s  conception  of 
the  divinity  of  Christ  as  a  basis  of  reconciliation 
between  themselves  and  their  Socinian  antago¬ 
nists. 

NOVELS. 

It  has  often  been  said  that  there  is  nothing  in 
American  life  from  which  romance  can  be  made, 
and  that  it  is,  therefore,  a  barren  field.  The 
truth  is,  however,  that  all  life  has  the  elements 
from  which  romance  can  be  made ;  only  the 
chemistry'  by  which  it  is  to  be  e.xtracted  must  be 
learned.  It  is  much  easier  to  find  romance  in 
European  life,  because  one  has  had  there  so 
many  predecessors,  and  the  processes  by  which 
the  romantic  element  is  extracted  are  all  fixed  and 
formulated.  What  we  want  is  not  the  element 
of  romance,  but  the  genius  to  find  it.  The  va¬ 
riety  in  American  life  is  so  great  that  it  is  full  of 
fallow  fields  for  the  novelist.  If  The  New  Tim¬ 
othy  (Harper  and  Brothers),  by  W.  M.  Baker, 
does  not  introduce  to  us  a  new  Dickens,  it  does 
bring  us  a  writer  who  has  studied,  in  a  painstak¬ 
ingway,  the  Southwestern  life,  and  who  has  drawn 
it  with  no  little  artistic  skill,  and  with  a  truthful¬ 
ness  to  the  life  that  is  a  perpetual  wonder  to  us. 
The  book  is  evidently  not  without  its  didactic 
purpose.  It  is  a  sharp  criticism  on  some  ortho¬ 
dox  developments  from  an  orthodox  stand-point. 
Mr.  Wall,  the  hero,  the  New  Timothy,  is  a 
young  minister  not  without  serious  faults,  but 
who  yet  struggles  upw'ard  into  better  life.  But 
the  story  is  a  portrait  gallery  throughout ;  and 
some  of  the  characters,  the  beautiful,  fat,  indo¬ 
lent  Miss  Mills,  the  heiress ;  Mrs.  General  Li¬ 
kens,  Mr.  Merkes,  Mr.  Long,  not  to  name  others, 
are  not  simply  individuals,  but  rise  to  the  dignity 
of  types,  and  show  that  Mr.  Baker  must  rank 
not  only  as  a  copyist  of  nature,  but  as  a  writer 
of  no  little  creative  power,  able  to  generalize  his 
characters  so  that  they  stand  in  the  reader’s  mind 
as  individuals,  but  still  as  file-leaders  of  classes 
of  whom  he  knows  a  long  line  in  his  own  acquaint- 
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ance.  We  can  not  but  admire  the  strict  and  al¬ 
most  rigid  exactness  of  Mr.  Baker’s  portraitures. 
It  is  the  best  mistake  a  novelist  can  make  in  the 
beginning  of  his  career  to  paint  life  too  closely. 
But  we  are  glad  to  note  a  growing  freedom  in 
our  author’s  delineations,  not  less  truthfulness, 
but  more  liberty. 

Mr.  John  Esten  Cooke  has  been  actuated 
by  a  very  commendable  spirit  in  writing  the 
Heir  of  Gaymoimt  (Van  Evrie,  Horton,  and  Co.) 
— viz.,  a  desire  to  teach  the  F.  F.  V.’s  the  value 
of  hard  work.  He  has  evidently  studied  the  ag¬ 
ricultural  books  and  papers  to  good  advantage, 
and  makes  a  romance  out  of  cabbages  and  corn 
and  grape-vines  such  as  only  the  believers  in  the 
five-acres-enougli  style  of  literature  will  be  able 
to  credit.  Certainly  since  the  era  of  the  Arabian 
Nights  such  farming  was  never  known  as  that  of 
Edmund  Cartaret.  However,  spite  of  its  inher¬ 
ent  absurdity,  the  story  is  entertaining  reading, 
and  will  do  to  while  away  an  hour  in  the  cars  or 
on  the  veranda  after  dinner.  It  is  a  story  to  be 
read  when  you  want  no  temptation  to  mental  ex¬ 
citement  or  mental  activity  of  any  sort ;  to  be 
read  to-da}'-  and  forgotten  to-morrow.  —  Mrs. 
Oliphant  frankly  discloses  the  secret  of  the  in¬ 
terest  of  her  last  novel  by  its  title,  John:  A  Love- 
Story  (Harper  and  Brothers).  There  is  nothing 
strikingly  original  in  the  characters,  and  the  plot 
is  simple  and  natural  enough.  But  the  story  has 
a  peculiar  charm  to  it,  nevertheless — that  which 
belongs  to  the  story  of  true  love,  which  it  is  al¬ 


ways  difficult  to  tell  truly  and  simply,  as  it  is  told 
here.  —  Julia  Ivavanagh  might  have  entitled 
her  last  novel,  Silvia  (D.  Appleton  and  Co.),  a 
love-story,  too ;  for  though  there  are  some  side 
issues— a  forged  will,  a  thrice-attempted  assassin¬ 
ation,  a  conflagration,  and  an  embezzlement — the 
interest  of  the  story  all  centres  about  Silvia  and 
Charles  Meredith.  Indeed,  they  and  Mrs.  Groom 
are  the  only  real  characters.  It  is  only  when  they 
are  on  the  stage  we  read  with  much  interest. 
We  do  not  wonder  that  Mr.  Lovell  is  perpetual¬ 
ly  bored.  How  can  it  be  otherwise  when  he 
spends  his  days  in  the  tiresome  society  at  Lady 
John’s  ?  The  first  half  of  the  book  is  charming. 
Then  it  grows  wearisome.  It  would  be  twice^as 
good  if  it  were  half  as  long. — True  to  Herself 
(Harper  and  Brothers),  by  F.  W.  Robinson,  is 
not,  on  the  other  hand,  exactly  a  love-story, 
though,  of  course,  there  is  a  fair  admixture  of 
love  in  it.  Minnie  Garth  is  true  to  herself  be¬ 
cause  she  is  true  to  her  father,  the  father  she  had 
been  taught  to  fear  and  almost  hate ;  and  the  story 
of  her  life  is  the  story  of  her  seeking  and  finding 
and  coming  to  love  him,  despite  many  obstacles 
and  many  misadventures.  The  whole  plan  of  the 
story  is  somewhat  novel,  and  the  incidents  are 
not  borroived  from  those  of  any  predecessor.  On 
the  whole,  we  are  inclined  to  regard  Mr.  Robin¬ 
son  as  the  best  of  our  second-class  novelists,  de¬ 
cidedly  the  superior  of  Anthony  Trollope,  though 
less  popular ;  and  this  novel  is  fully  equal  to  his 
jirevious  work. 
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KOEETLING’S  METHOD  OF  BELIEF  FEINTING. 
GLASS  plate  is  coated  with  a  non-trans¬ 
parent  varnish,  and  the  desired  figures  are 
drawn  on  it  with  a  needle,  the  dark  parts  being 
entirely  removed.  The  glass  is  then  bound  to  a 
zinc  plate,  coated  with  a  layer  of  asphaltum  var¬ 
nish,  and  the  whole  exposed  for  a  length  of  time 
to  tlie  sunlight,  after  which  the  zinc  plate  is 
washed  with  oil  of  turpentine.  The  light  pass¬ 
ing  through  the  scratched  lines  on  the  glass  plate 
renders  the  asphaltum  directly  subjacent  insolu¬ 
ble  in  turpentine,  and  the  corresponding  portion 
of  the  zinc  remains  coated,  while  the  rest  is  laid 
bare.  The  plate  is  then  etched  in  the  usual  man¬ 
ner,  leaving  the  figure  in  relief,  and  capable  of 
being  printed  from  like  a  wood-cut,  when  prop¬ 
erly  mounted. 

WHITE-LEAD. 

An  eminent  German  practical  chemist  has 
lately  had  his ,  attention  called  to  the  defects  of 
white-lead  prepared  by  the  so-called  English 
method,  especially  to  the  comparatively  slight 
covering  property  which  it  possesses.  As  some 
of  our  readers  are  aware,  this  method  consists 
in  calcining  lead  in  a  reverbera.tory  furnace  with 
one  per  cent,  of  its  weight  of  sugar  of  lead  dis¬ 
solved  in  water,  and  placing  the  mixture  in  hor¬ 
izontal  troughs  communicating  with  each  other 
and  closed  above.  A  current  of  carbonic  acid 
gas  is  conducted  through  the  troughs,  obtained 
usually  by  burning  coke.  A  sufficient  pressure 
is  produced  by  the  bellotvs  of  the  furnace  in  which 
the  coke  is  burned  to  force  the  gas  through  cool¬ 


ing  tubes  into  the  mixture,  which  is  continually 
stirred  during  the  introduction  of  the  carbonic 
acid.  This  process,  however,  according  to  care¬ 
ful  experiment,  is  not  sufficient  to  produce  a 
soft  white  lead,  of  a  suitable  coating  quality,  as 
the  product  is  found  to  contain  too  much  hy¬ 
drated  oxide  of  lead.  On  this  account  the  sug¬ 
gestion  was  made  —  with  an  excellent  practical 
result — to  use  two  and  a  half  per  cent,  of  neu¬ 
tral  acetate  of  lead,  dissolved  in  water,  to  one 
hundred  parts  of  the  oxide  of  lead,  to  which  a 
slight  quantity  of  vinegar  is  to  be  added.  By 
acting  upon  this  suggestion,  it  was  found  that 
the  process  of  the  fabrication  of  lead  was  great¬ 
ly  accelerated,  and  that  a  very  much  better  ar¬ 
ticle  was  produced,  having  an  extraordinary 
coating  power. 

BEST  COLOES  FOE  SIGNAL  LIGHTS. 

Experiments  late]3''  prosecuted,  as  to  the  shades 
of  color  recognizable  most  easily  and  at  the  great¬ 
est  distances,  have  resulted  in  proving  that  bright 
yellow  has  the  advantage  in  this  respect ;  and  that 
next  to  this  comes  blue.  Violet,  green,  and  red 
are  said  to  be  less  easily  recognizable  than  any 
other.  In  the  construction  of  signals,  therefore, 
whether^  designed  to  be  used  by  night  or  dajq  it 
would  be  well  to  bear  this  practical  suggestion 
in  mind. 

•  COLD  PEEIOD  IN  EUEOPE. 

The  scientific  journals  of  Europe  have  much 
to  say  of  a  remarkable  period  of  cold  which  oc¬ 
curred  during  the  fii'st  half  of  February  of  the 
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present  year,  and  wliicli  reached  its  greatest  in- 
teiisitv  in  the  southern  steppes  of  Kussia,  as  on 
similar  occasions,  in  January,  1848,  and  Janu¬ 
ary  18, >0.  The  occurrence  of  this  period  ot 
cold  is  believed  to  have  been  occasioned  by  the 
fact  that  a  very  violent  polar  current  was  hin¬ 
dered  by  an  opposing  equatorial  current  from 
extendiiig  southward,  and  changed  to  a  clear, 
cold  east  wind.  This  current  then  extended 
in  an  immense  breadth  over  Europe,  gradually 
wearing  itself  out  by  meeting  the  warm  currents 
from  the  Atlantic.  An  appreciable  length  of 
time  was  of  course  required  for  the  extension 
of  this  storm  of  cold  toward  the  west,  and  its 
progress  was  readily  determined  by  means  of 
th*e  electric  telegraph,  its  entire  duration  occu¬ 
pying  about  fourteen  days.  The  temperature 
indicated  varied  in  difl'ereut  places.  Thus,  at 
Stettin  it  was  at  about  zero  of  Fahrenheit ;  at 
liatisbon  it  was  — 10°;  at  Moscow,  -1-3°;  at 
Constantinople,  4-22°;  at  Paris,  4-20°;  and  at 
other  places  varying  in  a  similar  manner. 

COPYING  OLD  WEITINGS. 

Press  copies  of  old  letters  or  manuscript  can 
be  taken,  it  is  said,  by  pressing  the  pages  on  the 
dampened  paper  in  the  usual  way,  and  then  ap¬ 
plying  the  vapor  of  ammonia.  Although  no  re¬ 
sult  may  appear  to  follow  the  first  operation,  we 
are  assured  that  after  the  second  the  letters  will 
ajjpear  distinctly  on  the  dampened  blotting-pa¬ 
per.  Another  method  consists  in  dampening  the 
manuscript  with  a  solution  of  sugar,  honey,  or 
mucilaginous  matter,  and  then  ap])lying  as  here¬ 
tofore.  In  this  case  the  sugar  is  put  on  the  pa¬ 
per,  instead  of  being  mixed  previously  in  the 
ink,  as  is  done  in  one  form  or  other  with  ordi¬ 
nary  copying  inks. 

We  have  already  made  allusion  to  the  method 
of  M.  Carre,  by  which  satisfactory  copies  can  be 
taken  of  letters  and  other  manuscript  some  con¬ 
siderable  time,  even  years,  after  having  been 
written.  This,  in  brief,  is  accomplished  by  wet¬ 
ting  unsized  copying  paper  with  a  solution  of 
one  part  of  hydrochloric,  or  muriatic  acid,  and 
twelve  of  water,  instead  of  plain  water ;  and, 
after  laying  this  on  the  manuscript,  subjecting 
the  whole  to  pressure  with  the  ordinary  copying 
press.  This  method  has  also  lately  been  used 
to  test  the  antiquity  of  certain  writing,  since, 
when  the  manuscript  is  thirty  years  old,  only  an 
illegible  copy  can  be  made.  On  the  other  hand, 
writing  less  than  ten  years  old  disappears  entire¬ 
ly  after  immersion  of  some  hours  or  days  in  the 
same  solution,  while  that  thirty  years  old  and 
more  continues  legible  after  fifteen  days’  macera¬ 
tion.  In  taking  a  press  copy  of  writing  by  Carre's 
method  any  acid  absorbed  by  the  paper  can  be 
neutralized  by  exposing  it  for  a  few  seconds  above 
a  dish  containing  aqua  ammonia. 

CLOSING  CRACKS  IN  STOVES. 

It  may  be  convenient  to  know  a  ready  method 
of  closing  up  cracks,  which  are  not  uncommon, 
in  cast  iron  stoves ;  and  we  are  assurecj  that  the 
following  recipe  is  a  I’eliable  one.  Good  wood 
ashes  are  to  be  sifted  through  a  fine  sieve,  to 
which  is  added  the  same  quantity  of  clay,Jinely 
pulverized,  together  with  a  little  salt.  The  mix¬ 
ture  is  to  be  moistened  with  water  enough  to 
make  a  paste,  and  the  crack  of  the  stove  filled 
with  it.  This  cement  does  not  peel  off  or  break 


away,  and  assumes  an  extreme  degree  of  hard¬ 
ness  after  being  heated.  The  stove  must  be  cool 
when  the  application  is  made.  The  same  sub¬ 
stance  may  be  used  in  setting  in  the  plates  of  a 
stove,  or  in  fitting  stove-pipes,  serving  to  render 
all  the  joints  perfectly  tight. 

THE  HEATON  PROCESS  OP  MANEPACTURING 
STEEL. 

Although  this  process,  invented  by  Mr.  John 
Heaton,  the  proprietor  of  Langley  Mills,  near 
Nottingham,  has  now  been  in  use  by  him  for  a 
year  or  two,  yet,  as  we  are  not  aware  that  any 
establishment  has  yet  been  started  in  the  United 
States  for  its  employment,  it  may  interest  some 
of  our  readers  to  learn  something  about  it.  It 
is  essentially  a  direct  method  of  producing  steel 
chemically  that  bids  fair  to  be  of  the  very  first  im¬ 
portance,  and  almost  to  revolutionize  that  branch 
of  industry.  This,  to  express  it  in  the  fewest 
words,  consists  in  pouring  melted  iron  upon  ni¬ 
trate  of  soda  in  a  cupola  furnace,  by  means  of 
which  the  oxygen  developed  from  the  nitrate 
combines  with  all  the  impurities — carbon,  sili¬ 
con,  phosphorus,  sulphur,  etc. — which  disappear, 
leaving  the  iron  in  the  form  of  a  crude  steel,  to 
be  used  in  that  form,  or  to  be  converted  by  a 
subsequent  process  into  cast  steel.  The  details 
of  the  process  are  as  follows : 

Cast  iron  of  any  quality  (and  this  constitutes 
the  chief  advantage  of  the  new  process)  is  melt¬ 
ed  in  a  common  iron  cupola  furnace,  and  a  known 
quantity — from  half  a  ton  to  a  ton — i.s  tapped 
out  into  an  ordinaiy  crane  ladle,  which  is  swung 
round  to  the  side  of  the  converter.  This  is  a 
tall  cylinder  of  boiler-plate  iron,  open  at  the  bot¬ 
tom,  and  with  a  space  between  it  and  the  floor. 
There  is  a  fire-brick  lining  to  the  converter,  and 
a  conical  covering,  out  of  which  an  iron  funnel 
opens  into  the  atmosphere.  In  the  bottom  are 
placed  a  number  of  short  cylindrical  pots,  lined 
with  brick  and  fire-clay.  Into  the  bottom  of  one 
of  these  pots  is  placed  a  given  weight  of  crude 
nitrate  of  soda,  the  surface  of  which  is  leveled, 
and  covered  with  a  circular,  perforated  plate  of 
thick  cast  iron.  At  the  side  of  the  cylinder  is 
a  hopper,  covered  by  a  loosely  hinged  flap  of  boil¬ 
er-plate.  This  is  raised,  and  the  ladleful  of 
cast  iron  is  poured  into  the  converter,  descending 
upon  the  top  of  the  perforated  plate,  which  be¬ 
comes  gradually  heated,  and  a  reaction  soon 
commences  in  the  nitrate,  resulting  in  the  de¬ 
velopment  of  brown  nitrous  fumes,  followed  by 
blackish  -  gray  and  whitish  fumes  mixed  with 
steam.  In  five  or  six  minutes  deflagration  en¬ 
sues,  with  a  roaring  noise,  and  the  escape  of  a 
brilliant  yellow  flame  from  the  top  of  the  chim¬ 
ney,  this  lasting  for  a  minute  and  a  half,  and 
then  subsiding.  The  converter  is  then  detached 
from  the  chimney,  and  the  contents  of  the  pot 
emptied  on  the  iron  pavement  of  the  foundry, 
consisting  of  crude  steel  and  of  slag.  The  steel 
is  in  a  pasty  state,  and  the  slag  fluid,  the  cast 
iron  plate  melted  up  with  the  general  mass. 

The  crude  steel  thus  made  is  then  broken  up, 
and  again  heated  on  a  balling  furnace;  after¬ 
ward  rolled  or  forged  into  suitable  shapes.  The 
material  in  this  form  is  called  “steel  iron,”  and 
has  qualities  fully  equal,  for  most  purposes,  to 
the  Lowmoor  iron.  It  welds  perfectly,  is  neither 
“hot-short”  nor  “  cold-short, ”  and  forges  well 
at  both  a  low  red  and  clear  yellow  heat.  To 
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convert  this  again  into  cast  steel,  the  cakes,  after 
squeezing  in  the  shingling  hammer,  are  broken 
up  and  put  into  ordinary  clay  melting  pots  hold¬ 
ing  about  60  lbs.  each.  To  100  lbs.  of  the  metal 
are  added  2^  or  3  lbs.  of  spiegeleisen,  or  its 
equivalent  of  oxide  of  manganese  and  charcoal, 
and  the  whole  fused  and  cast  into  ingots.  It  is 
now  cast  steel,  and  from  it  bars  can  be  produced 
in  the  usual  way,  fit  for  any  required  purpose. 

Various  reports  have  been  published  upon  the 
iron  and  steel  produced  by  the  Heaton  process, 
all  of  them  unanimous  in  its  praise.  Mr.  Eobp't 
Mallet  pronounces  it  in  strict  accordance  with 
theory,  and  that  it  can  be  conducted  safely  and 
economically  on  any  scale,  yielding  results  of 
greatest  value,  competing  with  any  other  known 
process.  Eirst-class  wrought  iron  and  steel  can 
be  produced  from  inferior  brands  of  pig-iron, 
abounding  in  phosphorus  and  sulphur,  to  which 
no  other  method  is  applicable.  Mr.  Mallet’s  re¬ 
port  concludes  with  the  words  :  “  Heaton’s  proc¬ 
ess  constitutes,  both  with  respect  to  economy  of 
production  and  utilization  of  inferior  pig-iron, 
one  of  those  metallurgic  advances  which  leave 
their  mark  indelibly  on  great  national  indus¬ 
tries.” 

CONNECTION  OP  METEOKOLOGICAL  CONDI¬ 
TIONS  AND  DISEASE. 

The  result  of  an  investigation  into  the  varia¬ 
tion  in  the  rate  of  mortality  with  changes  in  the 
character  of  the  season  establishes  quite  con¬ 
clusively  the  fact,  that  the  influence  of  meteoro¬ 
logical  causes  in  producing  fluctuations  in  the 
rate  of  mortality  is  much  greater  than  any  other 
recognized  agent  j  and  that  the  class  of  diseases 
most  affected  by  meteorological  changes  is  the 
so-called  zymotic.  It  is  also  stated  that  the  rela¬ 
tive  increase  in  the  number  of  fatal  cases  of  dis¬ 
ease  at  different  ages,  in  unfavorable  seasons,  is 
greatest  between  the  ages  of  twenty- five  and 
"seventy-five,  and  among  classes  most  exposed  to 
the  vicissitudes  of  the  weather. 

FOSSIL  MAMMALS  IN  CHINA. 

The  occurrence  of  some  interesting  species  of 
extinct  mammalia  in  China  has  recently  been 
announced  in  connection  with  a  collection  lately 
brought  to  England  by  Mr.  Swinhoe,  the  well- 
known  naturalist  and  explorer  of  Eastern  Asia, 
most  of  the  specimens  having  been  obtained  by 
him  in  apothecaries’  shops  at  Shanghai,  where 
they  seem  to  have  been  preserved  as  articles  of 
the  materia  medica.  These  consist  principally 
of  two  new  species  of  elephant ;  a  new  hyena,  a 
new  tapir,  a  new  rhinoceros,  and  a  species  of 
Chalicotherium.  The  geological  age  of  these 
fossils  is  referred  to  the  upper  pliocene,  or  the 
post-pliocene,  with  the  exception  of  the  Chalico- 
theviuvi^  which  belongs  to  the  miocene  peiiod. 

THE  FOSSIL  PEDIGREE  OF  THE  HOESE. 

Much  interest  has  been  excited  by  the  lecture 
delivered  by  Professor  Huxley  before  the  Geo¬ 
logical  Society  of  London,  having  special  refer¬ 
ence  to  the  geological  age  of  the  horse,  and  the 
successive  forms  of  its  supposed  development 
from  a  primitive  ancestr}'',  as  exhibited  in  strata 
of  successive  periods  of  deposition.  This  was 
made  the  subject  of  a  special  lecture  by  the  learn- 
,  ed  professor  at  the  Royal  Institution,  entitled 
“The  Pedigree  of  the  Horse,”  in  which  the  ar¬ 


guments  for  the  view  in  question  were  presented 
in  a  popular  form.  Premising  his  adherence  to 
the  views  of  Mr.  Darwin  in  regard  to  tlie  evolu¬ 
tion  of  species  of  animals  from  their  predeces¬ 
sors,  he  stated  that  the  case  in  question  was 
one  of  extreme  strength,  and  able  to  resist  any 
amount  of  criticism.  After  showing  that  the 
horse  of  the  present  day  differs  from  ordinary 
quadrupeds  in  having  one  instead  of  two  or 
more  bones  in  each  of  the  fore-arms  or  front 
limbs,  and  in  each  of  the  hind-legs,  and  that  it 
has  lost  some  of  the  toes  of  the  average  quadru¬ 
ped,  and  really  walks  on  the  tip  of  the  nail  of 
the  middle  toe  of  each  foot,  its  teeth  also  being 
arranged  in  layers  of  hard  and  soft  substances, 
so  as  to  give  a  rough,  grinding  surface,  like  that 
of  a  millstone — he  stated  that  the  remains  of 
the  horse  so  constituted  are  found  in  abundance 
during  the  later  geological  periods  of  both  Eu¬ 
rope  and  America,  and  exhibit  no  marked  change 
in  sti-ucture  until  the  upper  miocene  period  is 
reached.  In  this  period  a  second  form,  called 
the  Hipparion,  is  discovered,  similar  to  the  horse, 
but  with  two  more  toes,  one  on  each  side  above 
the  hoof  of  each  foot,  and  likewise  tipped  with  a 
small  hoof;  while  the  teeth,  although_  still  re¬ 
sembling  those  of  the  horse,  are  more  like  those 
of  the  ordinary  hoofed  mammal.  Going  still 
farther  back  in  geological  time,  we  find  in  the 
lower  miocene  deposits  an  animal  called  the  An- 
chitherium,  having  the  supplementary  toes,  and 
their  hoofs,  more  developed  and  lower  down. 
Its  teeth  also  have  still  less  of  the  special  struc¬ 
ture  of  those  of  the  horse,  while  the  skull  is  more 
like  that  of  other  ungulates.  Thus  the  farther 
the  horse  is  traced  back  in  time,  the  nearer  does 
it  approach  to  the  average  quadruped  in  the 
matters  of  skeleton,  feet,  and  teeth.  ^  He  submit¬ 
ted  that  it  was  impossible  to  get  evidence  more 
complete  than  this,  of  its  kind,  of  the  origin  and 
pedigree  of  the  horse. 

GENERAL  CONSTITUENTS  OP  METEORITES. 

According  to  Eammelsburg,  the  essential  con¬ 
stituents  of  meteorites,  which  are  always  present 
in  every  different  class  of  these  bodies,  are  nick¬ 
el,  iron,  phosphorus,  sulphides  of  the  metals, 
oxides,  silicates,  free  silicic  acid,  and,  in  rare  in¬ 
stances,  carbon  and  combinations  of  carbon. 

IMPROVED  ENVELOPES. 

One  of  those  very  simple  improvements  in  the 
construction  of  a  long-known  article  has  recently 
been  announced  in  England,  in  regard  to  the 
gumming  of  envelopes,  consisting  in  applying  the 
mucilage  to  the  lower  part  of  the  envelope  in¬ 
stead  of  the  flap.  On  moistening  the  edge  of 
the  flap,  as  usual,  and  pressing  it  down  upon  the 
gummed  surface  below,  a  very  thorough  adhesion 
takes  place,  without  the  objection  of  getting  the 
taste  of  the  gum  in  the  mouth,  or  removing  a 
part  of  it  by  the  tongue. 

PERUVIAN  MAIZE. 

Among  the  agricultural  products  of  Peru  is  a 
kind  of  Indian  corn,  called  Carogua.  This  is 
of  remarkable  size,  attaining  an  elevation  of  ten 
feet  or  more,  and  with  a  grain  an  inch  in  length. 
It  grow's  at  a  great  height  upon  the  mountains, 
and  thrives  in  a  poor  soil.  The  yield  of  the  coin 
is  said  to  be  60  per  cent,  additional  to  that  of  the 
ordinary  kinds,  and  of  forage  90  pei  cent.  Ex- 
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periments  recently  made  in  France  show  it  to  be 
well  adapted  to  the  mountainous  portions  of  that 
country,  and  it  would  doubtless  do  equally  well 
in  the  United  States. 

TREE  OF  RAPID  GROWTH. 

Experiments  have  recently  been  made  in  Al¬ 
giers  with  a  very  remarkable  species  of  Austra¬ 
lian  acacia  (the  Lophantha),  and  to  its  adapta¬ 
bility  to  the  reclaiming  of  arid  deserts  by  cover¬ 
ing  them  in  a  very  short  time  with  a  dense  forest 
growth.  Seeds  sown  at  Hyeres,  in  France,  in 
May,  reached  a  height  of  over  ten  feet,  and  a 
circumference  at  the  base  of  nearly  seven  inches, 
by  November.  The  lateral  branches  stretched 
out  nearly  five  feet,  and  the  whole  tree  was  of  a 
beautiful  pyramidal  shape. 

HYDRAULIC  MORTAR. 

An  easy  way  of  making  hydraulic  mortar  out 
of  ordinary  lime  consists  in  adding  to  burned  lime 
as  much  water  as  it  will  take  up  witliout  becom¬ 
ing  pasty,  and  allowing  it  to  stand  in  heaps  for 
eight  days,  and  sw'ell  up.  It  is  then  passed 
through  a  wire  sieve  with  meshes  about  the  fif¬ 
teenth  of  an  inch  in  diameter,  for  the  purpose  of 
separating  the  hard  particles.  The  residuum  of 
preceding  siftings  that  have  been  exposed  to  wa¬ 
ter  or  moist  air  are  to  be  rubbed  up  and  added 
to  the  mass,  the  whole  to  be  well  mixed  together 
and  then  piled  up  in  heaps,  protected  from  rain, 
till  needed.  It  may  be  preserved  thus  for  years, 
ready  for  use  at  any  moment. 

ALBERTYPE  PRINTIHG. 

Tliis  method  of  printing  directly  from  the 
photographic  negative,  invented  by  Albert,  of 
Munich,  a  year  or  two  ago,  is  probably  familiar 
to  many  of  our  readers,  but  as  some  additional 
details  of  manipulation  have  lately  been  an¬ 
nounced,  it  may  be  of  interest  to  many  to  have 
some  account  of  the  entire  process.  For  this 
purpose  a  glass  plate,  about  five-eighths  of  an 
inch  thick,  is  coated  with  the  following  solu¬ 
tion  :  Filtered  water,  300  parts ;  white  of  egg, 

1 50  parts  ;  gelatine,  1 5  parts  ;  bichromate  of 
potash,  8  parts. 

The  plate  thus  covered  is  to  be  dried,  a  black 
cloth  laid  behind  it,  and  exposed  two  hours  to 
the  light.  It  is  then  covered  with  a  mixture  of 
gelatine  and  bichromate  of  potash,  in  the  pro¬ 
portion  of  gelatine,  200  parts ;  bichromate  of 
potash,  100  parts;  and  W'ater,  1800  parts. 
When  this  coating  is  dried  the  plate  is  printed 
ui5on  by  means  of  a  negative,  the  rays  of  light 
falling  perpendicularly.  After  a  sufficient  ex¬ 
posure  the  plate  is  washed  and  then  printed 
from,  like  a  lithographic  stone — that  is,  a  fatty 
ink  applied  by  means  of  a  roller,  and  then  a 
print  taken  off,  under  a  lithographic  press. 
The  theory  of  the  process  is  as  follows ;  The 
photographed  surface  of  the  plate  is  washed 
with  cold  water,  not  to  take  off  any  por¬ 
tion  of  the  gelatine,  but  only  to  remove,  the 
chrome  salt  and  to  moisten  the  gelatine.  The 
portions  of  the  layer  that  have  been  the  most 
exposed  to  the  light,  and  corresponding  to  the 
deepest  shades,  are  entirely  insoluble,  and  do 
not  take  up  the  water.  The  less  illuminated 
portions  take  up  some  water,  not  being  entirely 
insoluble ;  but  the  higher  lights,  or  the  portions 
of  the  plate  not  exposed  at  all,  absorb  the  water. 


The  lower  plate  thus  prepared  is  treated  just 
like  .a  lithographic  stone.  When  the  ink  passes 
over  it  the  color  sticks  to  the  dark  shades,  in  a 
less  degree  to  half  lights,  and  not  at  all  to  the 
entirely  light  portion,  on  account  of  its  coating 
of  moisture.  One  peculiarity  of  the  impressions 
thus  obtained  consists  in  the  fact  that  lights  and 
shades  are  not  presented  in  a  continuous  tone, 
as  in  an  ordinary  lithograph,  but  in  a  fine  gran¬ 
ulation,  \vhich  is  the  result  of  the  manner  in 
which  the  gelatine  absorbs  or  repels  the  water. 
Sometimes  this  granulation  is  undistinguishable 
without  a  lens,  but  it  can  always  be  detected  on 
close  examination.  It  is  said  that  a  thousand 
impressions  have  been  taken  from  a  single  plate, 
although  this  is  perhaps  questionable. 

PREPARATION  FOR  SOFTENING  LEATHER. 

An  oil  has  lately  been  introduced  into  com¬ 
merce  in  Germany  wdiich  answers  an  excellent 
purpose  in  softening  stiffened  leather,  and  ren¬ 
dering  it  almost  as  pliable  as  when  new.  This 
preparation,  it  is  said,  consists  of  a  mixture  of 
sixteen  parts  of  oleic  acid,  two  parts  of  alcohol 
of  90  per  cent.,  and  one  part  concentrated  sul¬ 
phuric  acid.  The  oleic  ether  formed  is  poured 
off,  it  being  a  thin,  brownish  oil.  It  is  separa¬ 
ted  from  the  free  sulphuric  acid  and  the  alcohol 
by  shaking  it  up  in  warm  water  and  decanting 
it.  On  mixing  this  oleic  ether  with  an  equal 
weight  of  fish  oil,  and  adding,  for  the  purpose 
of  concealing  the  smell,  from  a  quarter  to  half  an 
ounce  of  nitro-benzole  to  the  pound,  a  prepara¬ 
tion  will  be  obtained  which  experiment  has  shown 
to  possess  all  the  qualifications  required  for  the 
purpose. 

LUMINOUS  FLAMES  AND  SOUND. 

Among  the  curiosities  of  physical  science  is 
the  well-known  fact  that  luminous  flames  are 
very  sensitive  to  sound,  exhibiting  different  phe¬ 
nomena  under  different  circumstances.  An  in¬ 
genious  savant  proposes  to  turn  this  to  practical 
account,  and  for  this  purpose  has  devised  an  ap- 
pai'atus,  consisting  of  two  upright  copper  rods, 
one  of  which,  at  its  upper  extremity,  has  a  met¬ 
al  band  attached  at  a  right  angle,  and  consisting 
of  thin  layers  of  gold,  silver,  and  platinum,  weld¬ 
ed  together.  When  exposed  to  heat  the  bands 
expand  unequally  and  bend  to  one  side,  thereb}' 
coming  into  contact  with  a  platinum  x'oint  which 
is  attached  to  the  other  bar,  so  as  to  stand  at 
about  four-tenths  of  an  inch  from  the  bands. 
Both  ends  are  connected  with  the  poles  of  a 
small  electrical  battery,  in  the  cii'cuit  of  which 
an  electrical  bell  is  introduced,  in  a  distant  part 
of  the  room,  and  which  sounds  whenever  the 
circuit  is  closed.  A  flame  is  now  brought  to 
about  ten  inches  from  the  metal  band,  and  on 
removing  to  a  distance  of  ten  or  fifteen  yards 
from  the  flame,  and  whistling,  the  flame  an¬ 
swers  immediately,  by  becoming  shorter  and 
broader.  In  this  way  it  comes  into  contiguity 
with  the  metal  band,  and  this,  curving  to  one 
side  as  it  is  heated  by  the  flame,  touches  the 
platinum  point,  closes  the  current,  and  we  hear 
the  distant  bell  sound  each  time  in  answer  to 
the  whistle.  In  a  similar  manner,  the  cry  of 
a  child  in  its  cradle  by  night  may  be  carried  to 
the  room  of  its  parents ;  and,  hy  a  somew'hat 
similar  arrangement,  a  thief  attempting  to  open 
a  door  with  a  key,  can  sound  a  distant  alarm- 
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bell,  if  he  makes  the  least  noise.  It  is  even  pos¬ 
sible  to  arrange  an  Apparatus  resembling  this,  by 
means  of  which,  in  a  fog  or  by  night,  the  ap¬ 
proach  of  a  boat  or  vessel  can  be  detected  at  a 
great  distance,  by  the  sounding  of  a  bell  in  the 
captain’s  cabin. 

ELECTRIC  LIGHT  IN  PHOTOGRAPHY. 

Among  the  most  interesting  communications 
made  before  the  American  National  Academy  of 
Sciences,  at  its  last  meeting,  at  Washington,  in 
April,  was  one  by  Dr.  Woodward,  of  the  Army 
Medical  Museum,  in  regard  to  the  use  of  the 
electric  light  'in  photography.  Occupied  for 
many  years  in  the  preparation  of  photographic 
negatives  of  microscopic  objects,  the  author  ex¬ 
perienced  great  inconvenience  from  the  dilBculty 
of  working  at  times  when  the  sun  did  not  shine 
sufficiently  for  his  purposes  ;  and,  after  trying 
various  kinds  of  artificial  illumination,  he  finally 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  electric  light, 
under  some  circumstances,  was  to  be  preferred 
even  to  the  sun  itself,  since  photographs  could 
be  taken  at  any  time  of  day  or  night,  and  after  a 
much  shorter  exposure  than  to  the  sunlight. 
The  magnesium  light  was  found  to  have  some 
advantages,  especially  when  the  object  was  not 
to  be  magnified  more  than  one  thousand  times ; 
but  for  average  work,  especially  under  very  high 
powers,  the  electric  light  was  found  to  surpass  all 
its  rivals. 

The  apparatus  used  was  a  Duboscq's  lamp, 
kept  going  by  a  battery  of  fifty  small  Grove’s 
elements.  Seven  and  a  half  pounds  of  strong 
commercial  nitric  acid,  with  three  of  sulphuric, 
diluted  with  ten  times  the  quantity  of  water, 
were  sufficient  to  charge  the  battery  and  keep  up 
a  continuous  light  for  three  or  four  hours,  during 
which  time  from  twelve  to  thirty  or  more  photo¬ 
graphs  could  be  produced,  the  number  varying 
with  the  character  of  the  subject  and  the  amount 
of  preparation  required.  Dr.  Woodward  states 
that  for  a  negative  of  one  thousand  diameters, 
about  thirty  seconds  are  sufficient  for  some  ob¬ 
jects,  while  for  others  about  three  minutes  were 
required.  This  light  was  found  to  be  perfectly 
adapted  for  producing  photographs  of  the  soft 
tissues  with  any  power  under  a  thousand  diame¬ 
ters. 

REMOVAL  OP  PHOSPHORUS  FROM  IRON 
ORES. 

It  is  said  that  iron  ores  containing  phosphates 
can  be  purified  by  treatment,  first,  with  sulphuric 
acid,  and  a  subsequent  washing  with  water.  In 
some  cases,  instead  of  the  sulphuric  acid,  some 
other  oxygen  combinations  of  sulphur  are  em¬ 
ployed.  Ores  which  contain  sulphurets  and  car- 
Ijonates  should  be  roasted  before  the  treatment 
just  referred  to. 

SIRUP  OP  HYDRATE  OP  CHLORAL. 

A  German  preparation  for  a  sirup  of  hydrate 
of  chloral  is  made  in  the  proportion  of  ten  grains 
of  the  hydrate  of  chloral,  eighty-five  of  the  sirup 
of  sugar,  and  five  of  rectified  alcohol,  to  be  di¬ 
gested  at  a  gentle  heat,  and  put  away  for  use. 
This  sirup  can  be  prepared  in  advance,  and 
keeps  without  change  for  a  considerable  time. 
If  prepared  for  immediate  use  the  addition  of 
alcohol  is  superfluous.  The  peculiar  taste  of 
hydrate  of  chloral  can  be  corrected  by  chloro¬ 


form;  one  drop  of  chloroform  to  one  hundred 
and  twenty  or  one  hundred  and  fifty  grains  of 
hydrate  of  chloral  being  enough  to  disguise  its 
taste  completely. 

PLIGHT  OF  ViNGED  ANIMALS. 

In  course  of  an  elaborate  memoir,  published  by 
the  Linntean  Society  of  London,  Dr.  Pettigrew, 
of  Edinburgh,  proves  conclusively,  by  a  large 
number  of  dissections  and  experiments,  that  the 
motion  of  the  wing  of  a  flying  animal,  whether 
bat,  bird,  or  insect,  is  actually  that  of  a  screw — 
and,  indeed,  a  reciprocating  screw — a  figure  of  8 
track  being  described  during  the  oscillations  of 
the  wing,  similar,  in  some  respects,  to  that  de¬ 
scribed  by  an  oar  in  sculling. 


FLIGUT  or  A  BIBD. 


This  is  true  of  the  vibrating  wing  when  the 
bodies  are  artificially  fixed ;  but  when  at  liberty, 
and  flying  at  a  high  horizontal  speed,  a  figure 
of  8  is  actually  converted  into  a  wave  track, 
since  the  wings  are  carried  forward  by  the  body, 
and  are  never  permitted  to  complete  more  than 
a  single  curve  of  the  8. 


FLIGHT  OF  AN  INSECT. 


These  announcements  have  lately  been  con¬ 
firmed  in  a  curious  manner  by  Professor  Marey,  of 
the  College  of  Erance,  in  Paris.  This  gentleman, 
well  known  in  connection  with  experiments  in  the 
use  of  the  sphymograph,  has  actually  caused  the 
wing  of  a  bird  or  insect  in  motion  to  register  its 
own  movements  in  the  folloiving  manner  :  A 
cylinder  revolving  at  a  given  speed  is  envel¬ 
oped  by  a  sheet  of  thin  paper,  smeared  with 
lampblack,  and  to  this  the  tip  of  the  rapidly  vi¬ 
brating  wing  of  the  insect  is  applied  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  cause  it  to  brush  out  its  track  on 
the  blackened  paper.  A  similar  result  is  ob¬ 
tained  from  the  bird  by  fixing  a  registering  ap¬ 
paratus  to  the  wing  and  causing  the  bird  to  fly 
in  a  chamber.  In  this  case  the  register  is  con¬ 
nected  with  the  cylinder  by  means  of  delicate 
wires,  and  the  registry  is  effected  by  means  of 
electricity.  In  both  cases  a  figure  of  8  and  the 
wave  movement  originally  described  by  Dr.  Pet¬ 
tigrew  are  faithfully  reproduced. 

The  lectures  of  Professor  Marey,  as  published 
in  the.  Revue  des  Cours  Scientifiques,  are  illustra¬ 
ted  by  numerous  diagrams,  showing  the  nature 
of  the  movement  of  the  wing,  and  will,  it  is  un¬ 
derstood,  be  transmitted  and  published  in  this 
country  before  long. 

BEST  MODE  OF  APPLYING  CORALLINE. 

On  dissolving  a  given  quantity  of  coralline  in 
a  boiling  hot  solution  of  one  part  of  sirup  of 
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water-glass  and  four  of  water,  a  paint  of  tlie 
most  beautiful  rose  and  the  most  brilliant  car¬ 
mine-red  will  be  obtained.  This  solution  has 
been  applied  with  great  eftect  to  the  coloring  of 
white  woods  containing  veiy  little  tannin,  such 
ns  fir,  white  pine,  linden,  etc.,  which  afterward 
can  be  lacquered  and  polished.  It  is  also  used 
for  wall  paper  and  other  materials,  for  coloring 
pictures,  by  basket-makers,  and  for  lead  pencils 
and  artificial  flowers  it  also  renders  good  service. 
The  solution  must  be  used  within  a  day  or  two 
after  preparation,  as  it  decomposes  and  loses  its 
efficiency. 

INFLUENCE  OP  OZONE  ON  NITRO-GLYCE- 
EINE,  ETC. 

According  to  recent  experiments,  the  presence 
of  a  small  percentage  of  ozone  produces  sponta¬ 
neous  explosion  of  nitro-glycerine,  dynamite, 
iodide  of  nitrogen,  chloride  of  nitrogen,  and 
other  similar  compounds.  Gunpowder  prepared 
with  picrate  of  potash  is  also  slightly  decom¬ 
posed  under  similar  circumstances,  while  ordina¬ 
ry  gunpowder  is  affected  in  the  course  of  some 
weeks.  The  explosion  of  picrate  of  potash  in 
the  establishment  of  Fontaine,  in  Paris,  some 
time  ago,  which  caused  a  number  of  deaths,  and 
was  for  a  time  so  inexplicable,  is  now  asserted  to 
have  been  produced  by  atmospheric  ozone  ;  and 
some  otherwise  unintelligible  explosions  of  gun¬ 
cotton  have,  it  is  suggested,  been  produced  in  a 
similar  manner. 

OXYGENATED  BREAD. 

An  article  of  diet  termed  oxygenated  bread 
has  of  late  been  introduced  into  England,  and 
found  considerable  favor.  For  its  preparation 
the  bread  is  placed  under  an  air-pump,  and  the 
carbonic  acid  gas  and  atmospheric  air  exhausted, 
and  then  oxygen  admitted  in  sufficient  quantity 
to  fill  the  pores  of  the  bread.  An  inconven¬ 
ience  attending  its  use  is  its  tendency  to  become 
mouldy  very  rapidly.  This  can  be  obviated  by 
avoiding  the  use  of  yeast,  or  by  placing  a  paper 
saturated  with  a  solution  of  carbonic  acid  on  the 
top  of  the  box  in  which  the  bread  is  preserved, 
this  scarcely  affecting  the  taste  of  the  bread.  A 
single  mouthful  of  oxygenated  bread  is  said  to 
remove  the  want  of  appetite,  and  to  induce  an 
agreeable  sensation  in  the  epigastrium  in  dys¬ 
peptic  attacks.  In  the  case  of  gastric  disturb¬ 
ances  arising  from  nervous  depression,  incom¬ 
plete  assimilation,  or  scrofulous  affections,  it  is 
said  that  the  use  of  this  bread  produces  a  very 
sensible  improvement  in  the  course  of  one  or  two 
weeks. 

DOMESTICATION  OF  THE  REINDEER  IN  THE 
REINDEER  PERIOD. 

An  interesting  question  has  lately  been  raised 
as  to  whether  the  ox,  horse,  and  reindeer  were 
domesticated  during  the  so-c.alled  reindeer  period. 
Bretimeyer  is  inclined  to  take  the  affirmative, 
against  most  other  paleontologists.  Vogt  is  very 
decidedly  opposed  to  the  idea ;  and  especially  on 
account  of  the  entire  absence  of  the  dog.  He 
says  that  any  one  who  has  seen  a  herd  of  tamed 
reindeer  will  readily  understand  that  their  use 
without  dogs,  especially  trained  for  the  puipose 
of  keeping  them  in  order,  is  entirely  impossible. 
The  reindeer  is  so  stupid  and  incapable  of  train¬ 
ing,  and  his  return  to  a  wild  condition  takes 


place  so  readily,  that  man  alone,  without  the  as¬ 
sistance  of  the  dog,  can  not  look  after  him.  He 
therefore  considers  that  the  training  of  the  dog 
must  have  preceded  that  of  the  reindeer ;  and, 
since  no  bones  of  the  dog  are  found  among  the 
remains  of  the  reindeer  period,  we  must  conclude 
that  the  reindeer  bones  of  that  epoch  belonged 
exclusively  to  wild  animals  that  were  killed  from 
time  to' time,  as  needed  for  food. 

CLEANING  PRINTED  SHEETS. 

A  method  recommended  by  a  foreign  contem¬ 
porary  for  cleaning  printed  matter  and  engrav¬ 
ings  consists  in  fastening  the  sheets  to  a  board 
by  broad-headed  tacks,  and  washing  it  with  clean 
water,  to  which  a  slight  percentage  of  carbonate 
of  ammonia  has  been  added.  This  process  must 
be  conducted  very  carefully  wdth  a  soft  brush. 
The  paper  is  then  to  be  rinsed  off  with  water, 
and  the  operation  repeated  on  the  back  side  as 
soon  as  it  is  dried.  It  is  then  to  be  moistened 
with  water  acidulated  with  pure  wine  vinegar, 
and  again  washed  with  water,  to  which  a  little 
chloride  of  lime  has  been  added.  Finally,  it  is 
washed  off  again  and  dried  in  the  air  by  sunlight. 
In  this  way  it  becomes  extremely  white  without 
any  injury  to  the  impression.  Some  valuable  en¬ 
gravings  have,  it  is  said,  been  completely  restored 
by  this  method. 

LABELS  FOR  OUTDOOR  PLANTS. 

A  convenient  method  of  preparing  outdoor  la¬ 
bels  for  plants,  capable  of  resisting  any  weather, 
consists  in  first  cutting  them  out  of  smooth  paste¬ 
board,  and  writing  upon  them  whatever  may  be 
desired  in  ordinary  ink.  When  this  is  dry  they 
are  immersed  in  linseed-oil,  oi',  what  is  still  bet¬ 
ter,  linseed-oil  varnish,  until  they  are  completely 
permeated  by  the  liquid ;  after  which  they  are 
hung  in  the  open  air  upon  threads  to  dry.  They 
become  like  iron,  and  resist  wet  for  a  long  time, 
and  are  more  durable  than  slips  of  metal. 

WHITENING  LINEN. 

According  to  a  French  writer,  crystallized  car¬ 
bonate  of  soda,  although  so  great  a  favorite  with 
the  w'asherwomen,  is  a  declared  foe  to  linen, 
since,  notwithstanding  its  cleansing  powder,  it  at¬ 
tacks  the  fibre,  and  after  a  time  makes  it  so  rot¬ 
ten  as  to  cause  it  to  tear,  almost  at  the  touch. 
An  improvement  on  this  substance,  it  is  said, 
consists  in  the  employment  of  a  solution  in  the 
proportion  of  two  pounds  of  soap  to  twenty-five 
quarts  of  warm  water,  to  which  are  to  be  added 
one  table-spoonful  of  essence  of  turpentine  and 
three  spoonfuls  of  ammonia.  The  mixture  is 
to  be  stirred  by  the  help  of  a  little  broom,  and 
the  linen  immersed  in  it  for  several  hours,  the 
tub  being  completely  covered.  The  articles  are 
then  to  be  washed  in  the  ordinary  way,  rinsed 
in  tepid  w'ater,  and  then  blued,  if  this  is  neces¬ 
sary.  The  same  solution  can  be  used  twdce  over 
by  heating  again  and  adding  half  the  amount 
giv'en  of  essence  of  turpentine  and  ammonia. 

It  is  claimed  that  this  process  is  accompanied 
by  great  economy  of  time,  labor,  and  fuel,  and 
that  the  linen  experiences  little  or  no  injury,  ap¬ 
pearing  finally  in  a  condition  of  irreproachable 
whiteness.  The  ammonia,  it  is  said,  does  not 
exert  any  corrosive  eftect  upon  the  fibre,  since 
it  evaporates  immediately ;  and  the  odor  of  the 
turpentine  entirely  disappears  in  drying. 
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UNITED  STATES. 

UR  Record  closes  on  the  25th  of  August.  It 
necessarily  consists  mainly  of  a  summary 
of  the  military  operations  in  Europe. 

The  North  Carolina  election,  on  the  3d  of 
August,  resulted  in  a  Democratic  victory,  the 
conservatives  electing  five  out  of  seven  delegates 
to  Congress,  and  securing  also  a  large  majority 
in  each  House  of  the  State  Legislature. 

Mr.  Erelinghnysen  has  formally  declined  the 
appointment  of  Minister  to  England. 

Admiral  David  G.  Earragut  died  at  Ports¬ 
mouth,  New  Hampshire,  on  the  I4th  of  August, 
in  the  seventieth  year  of  his  age. 

EUROPE. 

When  we  closed  our  last  Record  the  Erench 
Emperor  had  arrived  at  Metz,  assuming  the 
position  of  commander-in-chief  of  the  Erench 
army.  His  forces  were  then  stationed  as  fol¬ 
lows  :  In  the  vicinity  of  the  Rhine,  and  in  the 
advance,  were  three  corps  :  theEirst,  under  Mar¬ 
shal  M ‘Mahon,  at  Strasbourg ;  the  Eifth,  under 
General  De  Eailly,  at  Bitche,  northwest  from 
Strasbourg,  and  a  little  north  of  west  from  Weis- 
senburg;  and  the  Seventh,  under  General  Douay, 
at  Belfort,  some  distance  south  of  Strasbourg. 
Eour  corps  were  stationed  in  a  direct  line  east¬ 
ward  from  Paris  :  at  Chalons,  the  Sixth  Corps, 
under  Marshal  Canrobert ;  at  Metz,  the  Third 
and  Eighth,  under  Marshal  Bazaine  and  General 
Bonrbaki ;  and  at  St.  Avoid,  the  Second  Corps, 
under  General  Frossard.  Nortli  of  Metz,  at 
Thionville,  was  the  Fourth  Corps,  under  Gener¬ 
al  Count  Ladmirault.  The  Emperor’s  plan  of 
campaign  evidently  contemplated  an  advance 
across  the  Rhine.  In  his  address  to  his  soldiers, 
on  assuming  the  command,  the  Emperor  said : 
“The  war  which  now  commences  will  be  long 
and  hardly  contested,  for  its  theatre  will  be  places 
hedged  with  obstacles  and  thick  with  fortresses  ; 
but  nothing  is  beyond  the  persevering  efforts  of 
the  soldiers  of  Africa,  Italy,  and  Mexico.  You 
will  prove  once  more  what  the  French  army  is 
able  to  accomplish,  animated  by  a  sentiment  of 
dutv,  maintained  by  discipline,  influenced  by  love 
of  country.  Whatever  road  we  may  take  across 
our  frontiers  we  will  find  upon  it  glorious  traces 
of  our  fathers,  and  we  will  show  ourselves  worthy 
of  them.” 

The  Prussians  were  meanwhile  concentrating 
their  forces  on  the  east  of  the  Rhine,  and  it  soon 
became  evident  that  they  had  it  in  their  power 
to  bring  into  the  field  immediately  a  much  larger 
army  than  the  Erench.  Ihe  South  German 
States  promptly  declared  their  adherence  to  the 
Prussian  cause.  The  conscription  embraced  all 
between  20  and  32  years  of  age.  It  was  an¬ 
nounced  that  950,000  men  were  at  the  disposal 
of  Prussia,  of  whom  nearly  700,000  were  ready 
to  take  the  field.  The  popular  war  enthusiasm 
in  Germany  seemed  more  profound,  and  likely  to 
be  more  permanently  sustained,  than  in  France. 
After  the  declaration  of  war  was  made  by  France 
the  King  of  Prussia  left  Ems  for  Berlin.  On 
July  31,  with  General  Moltke,  the  most  able  of 
German  strategists,  and  Count  Von  Bismarck, 
his  Prime  Minister,  he  set  out  for  Mayence,  the 
Prussian  head-quarters,  where  he  arrived  on  the 


3d.  The  Prussian  forces  were  then  concentra¬ 
ted  in  the  triangle  formed  by  the  Rhine,  the  Mo¬ 
selle,  and  the  Saar  rivers. 

The  French  army  assumed  the  offensive,  but 
only  for  a  single  day.  It  crossed  the  frontier 
August  2,  and  captured  Saarbriick,  a  position  of 
little  importance,  and  held  b}'  a  small  Prussian 
force.  This  was  on  the  French  left.  The  next 
day  the  Prussians,  under  the  Crown  Prince, 
Frederick  William,  attacked  the  French  right- 
centre  at  Weissenburg,  which  was  held  by  Gen¬ 
eral  Douay’s  division  of  M  ‘Mahon’s  corps.  The 
position  was  carried,  800  French  prisoners  were 
taken,  and  General  Douay  was  killed.  From 
that  action  the  French  were  put  on  the  defensive. 
Edmond  About,  writing  after  the  event,  saj  s : 

“  Having  declared  war,  we  let  the  Prussians  be¬ 
gin  it.  True,  neither  party  was  ready,  yet  the 
French  lost  twenty  days  in  useless  marching  and 
countermarching.  They  were  surprised  at  Weis¬ 
senburg  by  an  enemy  whom  there  were  no  vi- 
dettes  to  watch,  no  skirmishers  to  meet,  and  no 
settled  plan  to  repel.”  The  Crown  Prince  again 
attacked  M‘Mahon  at  Worth,  on  the  6th,  and 
with  marked  success,  capturing  4000  prisoners 
and  30  guns.  The  same  day  the  French  left, 
under  General  Frossard,  was  attacked,  and  com¬ 
pelled  to  retire.  M‘Mahon,  on  the  right,  had 
for  a  time  been  cut  off  from  the  main  army. 
The  French  centre  remained  firm  at  Metz,  where 
were  three  corps  that  had  not  been  under  fire. 

On  the  receipt  of  the  Emperor’s  telegram,  ac¬ 
knowledging  a  defeat,  there  was  great  consterna¬ 
tion  in  Paris,  and  that  city  was  declared  in  a 
state  of  siege,  though  the  enemy  was  over  200 
miles  away.  The  Empress  issued  a  proclama¬ 
tion  appealing  to  th'e  patriotism  of  the  people. 

M‘Mahon,  after  his  defeat,  fell  back  on  Sa- 
verne,  having  reinforced  the  garrison  at  Stras¬ 
bourg,  which  by  his  retreat  had  been  left  uncov¬ 
ered.  On  the  8th  the  Prussians  menaced  Metz 
and  occupied  St.  Avoid ;  M‘Mahon’s  retreat  was 
continued  to  Nancy,  and  the  Emperor  was  re¬ 
ported  to  be  at  Chalons. 

The  Prussians  had  thus  compelled  the  French 
army  to .  swing  back  its  entire  centre  and  right 
around  Metz  into  the  interior  of  France. 

On  the  9th  the  Corps  Legislatif  met,  and,  by 
a  large  majority,  carried  an  order  against  the 
then  existing  ministiy. 

After  M ‘Mahon’s  and  Frossard’s  defeat.  Mar¬ 
shal  Bazaine  was  made  commander-in-chief  of 
the  French  army.  The  revulsion  in  Paris  had 
given  power  to  the  Orleanist  faction,  and  we  soon 
find  General  Trochu  a  major-general  of  the  army, 
taking  the  place  of  Leboeuf,  and  General  Chan- 
garnier  holding  a  prominent  position  on  the  Em¬ 
peror’s  staff. — On  the  10th,  in  the  Cmus  Legisla¬ 
tif,  a  measure  was  carried  conscripting  all  un¬ 
married  men  from  the  age  of  twenty-five  to  thirty- 
five.  General  Count  Palikao  announced  the  new 
ministry  as  follows  :  Minister  of  Count  Pa¬ 
likao  ;  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs,  De  la  Tour 
d’ Auvergne ;  Minister  of  the  Interior,  Henri 
Chevreau  ;  Minister  of  Justice,  M.  Grandperret; 
Minister  of  the  Marine,  De  Genouilly ;  Minister 
of  Finances,  Pierre  hlagne  ;  Minister  of  Public 

Works,  Jerome  David  ;  Minister  of  Public  In¬ 
struction,  Jules  Brame  ;  Minister  of  Commerce, 
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Clement  Dnvernois  ;  President  of  the 
Council  of  State,  Busson  Billaut. 

On  the  14tli  the  Prussians  occupied 
Nancy,  evacuated  by  the  French  the  day 
before.  The  united  annies  of  Frederick 
Charles  and  General  Steinmetz  —  the 
right  and  centre  of  the  Prussian  army- 
had  their  head-quarters  at  Herny,  on  a 
direct  line  with  Saarbriick,  and  within 
twenty  miles  of  Metz. — In  the  Corps 
Le'gislatif  a  proposition  made  by  Jules 
Eavre  for  a  Committee  of  Defense  re¬ 
ceived  only  from  fifty  to  sixty  votes. — 
Count  Palikao  issued  an  address  to  the 
troops  blaming  them  for  firing  too  rapid¬ 
ly.  At  Weissenburg,  he  said,  they  used 
more  ammunition  in  one  day  than  the 
Prussians  did  in  three. 

On  the  14th  M'Mahon  was  at  Toni, 
the  Emperor  at  Verdun,  and  the  main 
body  of  the  French  army,  which  had 
been  concentrating  for  some  daj's  at 
Metz,  was  attempting  to  move  westward 
from  the  Moselle  toward  the  Meuse,  i.  e. , 
toward  Verdun,  in  order  to  keep  up  its 
communication  with  hi  ‘Mahon.  This  was 
Sunday.  When  half  of  the  French  army 
had  crossed  over  to  the  left  bank  of  the 
Moselle  the  Prussians  made  an  attack, 
which  appears  to  have  been  a  surprise, 
as  Napoleon,  in  his  dispatch,  says : 
“Our  advance  guard  had  no  knowledge 
of  the  presence  of  any  force  of  the  ene¬ 
my.”  The  Emperor,  however,  claimed 
that  after  four  hours’  fighting  the  Prus¬ 
sians  were  repulsed  with  great  loss.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  King  of  Prussia 
claimed  a  victory  for  his  army. 

From  this  point  uirtil  the  time  of  clos¬ 
ing  our  Record  there  have  been  several 
engagements  fought  between  Metz  and 
Verdun,  the  object  of  the  Prussians  evi¬ 
dently  having  been  to  keep  the  main  body 
of  the  French  army  at  Metz,  while  the 
Crown  Prince,  with  an  army  number¬ 
ing  from  160,000  to  200,000,  should  ad¬ 
vance  toward  Paris. — On  the  16th  the 
Prussians  lost,  it  is  reported,  40,000.  In 
regard  to  the  battles  which  followed  each 
other  day  after  day,  from  the  14  th  to  the 
21st,  we  only  know  this,  that  they  were 
very  severe.  The  French,  though  re- 
peatedl}^  driven  back  to  hletz,  it  is  re¬ 
ported,  finally,  on  the  23d,  succeeded  in 
advancing  northward  from  Metz  toward 
Montmedy.  A  later  telegram,  however, 
throws  doubt  upon  this  statement,  and 
indicates  that  Eazaine  was,  on  the  24th, 
still  held  at  Metz.  It  is  very  doubtful 
whether,  even  in  this  case,  the  Crown 
Prince  would  venture  to  advance  upon 
Paris.  M ‘Mahon,  having  broken  up  the 
encampment  at  Chalons,  was  prepared 
to  oppose  an  army  of  170,000  against 
any  force  moving  upon  Paris. 

The  French  government  has  asked  for 
a  loan  of  1,000,000,000  francs.  The 
books  w'ere  opened  on  the  23d,  and  be¬ 
fore  night  080,000,000  francs  were  sub¬ 
scribed.  The  French  declare  that  peace 
is  impossible  as  long  as  a  Prussian  soldier 
treads  French  soil. 
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A  GENTLEMAN  just  returned  from  an  ex¬ 
tended  Western  tour  reports  to  the  Drawer, 
as  in  duty  bound,  the  following  as  having  oc¬ 
curred  in  one  of  the  thriftiest  towns  in  Minne¬ 
sota  : 

A  young  lawyer,  clever,  but  slightly  irregular, 
having  married  a  bright,  sensible,  plucky  young 
woman,  promised  faithfully  to  abandon  all  sinful 
ways,  and  be  very  good.  The  new  wife  kept  her 
fond  husband  pretty  well  in  hand,  and  for  months 
every  thing  was  lovely.  But  meeting,  in  an  un¬ 
lucky  hour,  certain  old  cronies  from  a  neighbor¬ 
ing  town,  whom  he  had  not  seen  since  his  nup¬ 
tials,  he  yielded  to  importunities,  and  joined  them 
in  “just  one  little  tear-.”  The  “tear”  was  vig¬ 
orous  and  prolonged,  lasting  until  ever-so-many 
o’clock,  when,  being  in  a  condition  of  conceded 
fuddlement,  be  w'as  led  home  by  one  of  the 
troop,  who,  after  posing  him  safely  on  his  door¬ 
steps,  rang  the  bell,  and  retreated  somewhat  de¬ 
viously  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  to  see  if  it 
would  be  answ’ered.  Promptly  the  “porte”  was 
“ouverted,”  and  the  fond  spouse,  who  had  waited 
up  for  her  truant,  beheld  him  in  all  his  toddiness. 
“Why,  Walter,  is  this  you  ?” 

“Yes,  mydear.” 

“  What  in  the  world  has  kejit  you  so  ?” 
“Been  out  on  littleturnwithboys,  my  d-d-ar- 

“Why,  Walter,  you  are  intoxicated!’ 
“Y-y-es,  dear,  I  estimatethat’sso.  ” 

“What  on  earth  made  you  get  so  drunk? 
And  why — oh,  xohj,  do  you  come  home  to  me  in 
this  dreadful  state?” 

“Because,  my  darling,  all  tli  other  places  'r 
shut  up  !” 

OuB  Fifteenth  Amendment  friend  is  progress¬ 
ing.  He  begins  to  study,  and  is  ambitious  to 
learn.  Eecently,  in  one  of  the  schools  taught 
by  a  young  lady,  a  colored  brother  whispered  to 
his  teacher,  and  said:  “Miss,  won’t  you  please 
give  me  a  Bible  lesson ;  for  they  call  on  me  to 
preach  sometimes,  and  I’m  mighty  tight  upton 
the  loords  !” 


Talking  with  a  friend  a  few  days  since,  while 
fishing  at  Pelliam  Bridge,  we  were  told  the  fol. 
lowing  anecdote,  hitherto  unpublished,  in  con¬ 
nection  with  the  late  Archbishop  Hughes ;  He 
had  been  rather  overworked,  and  for  recupera¬ 
tion  had  gone  to  Long  Branch.  There  he  found 
two  or  three  gentlemen  with  whom  he  was  on 
terms  of  personal  intimacy,  who  saw  that  what 
the  bishop  required  was  quiet,  pleasant  diver¬ 
sion.  They  therefore  proposed  a  row  out  to  the 
“fishing-banks,”  and  a  day’s  fishing.  Next 
morning,  having  secured  the  services  of  the  lead¬ 
ing  fisherman  at  the  Branch,  they  were  rowed 
out.  The  morning  being  somewhat  foggy,  the 
bishop  enveloped  himself  in  a  cloak.  Just  as 
they  were  coming  to  the  right  place  for  anchor¬ 
ing  the  boatman  saw  bearing  down  for  the  same 
spot  a  steamboat,  which  so  annoyed  him  that  he 
commenced  to  swear  quite  freely.  One  of  the 
gentlemen  quietly  nudged  him,  and  glanced  at 
the  bishop.  But  the  fisherman  “didn’t  take,” 
and  ‘  ‘  ripped  out”  'again  awfully.  ‘  ‘  Sh ! — sh  !  ” 


quietly  whispered  the  gentleman,  giving  him  an¬ 
other  nudge,  and  a  significant  and  deprecatory 
glance  at  the  bishop,  whereat  the  old  fellow 
paused,  and,  leaning  over,  asked,  in  a  whisper, 
“/s  the  old  man  pious  f'  The  answer  was  a 
nod,  and  he  ceased  blaspheming.  The  good 
bishop  would  occasionally,  with  great  point,  nar¬ 
rate  this  little  incident. 


Fon  the  following  we  are  indebted  to  an  En¬ 
glish  friend : 

When  Mr.  John  Stuart  Mill  was  returned  to 
Parliament  for  Westminster,  an  immense  crowd 
gathered  in  Covent  Garden  to  hear  the  announce¬ 
ment  of  the  state  of  the  poll  in  the  afternoon. 
Close  by  were  handsome  equipages  crowded  with 
ladies,  some  oF  whom  were  well  known  to  fame. 
Later  in  the  day,  after  the  mob  was  tired  of 
waiting,  a  short,  stout  man,  with  a  bushy  head 
of  (say)  tawny  hair,  suddenly  showed  his  head 
above  the  rostrum,  and  shunted  out  an  arm, 
semaphore  fashion,  as  if  to  bespeak  the  ears  of 
the  friends,  Komans,  and  countrymen  present. 
Loud  cheering  and  clapping,  and  cries  of  “  That’s 
Mills!  That’s  him!  Don’t  you  see?”  But  a 
very  stout  man,  w'ho  wore  a  blue  apron  and 
smelled  of  fish,  hissed  fiercely.  “What  are  yer 
hissin’  for  ?”  inquired  a  pugnacious  friend  of  Mr, 
“Mills.”  “Hissin’!”  said  the  fisherman;  “why, 
he  says  a  man  as  has  only  eighteen  bob  a  week, 
like  me,  ought  to  be  lugged  up  if  he  has  more 
than  three  children !”  This  concrete  version,  or 
rather  perversion,  of  Mr.  Mill’s  doctrine  would 
startle  both  him  and  the  shade  of  Sismondi, 
whose  teaching  he  invokes.  But,  w'hatever  the 
limit  (Sismondi  says  tiuo),  it  might  well  have 
puzzled  all  the  Mills,  Malthuses,  Eicardos,  and 
Sismondis  that  ever  lived  to  hear  the  impromptu 
comment  of  a  free-spoken,  elderly  dame  who 
supported  the  fisherman.  “Flow,”  said  she, 
with  infinite  contempt,  “can  you  tell  they  ivon’t 
all  three  of ’em  be  twins?" 


In  one  of  the  western  towns  of  this  State  re¬ 
sided  some  years  since  a  somewhat  noted  char¬ 
acter,  called  “The  Major.”  When  the  local 
savings-bank  suspended  payment,  and  hundreds 
of  depositors  lost  their  little  all,  the  Major,  per¬ 
haps  unjustly,  was  more  bitterly  accused  of  mal¬ 
feasance,  as  one  of  its  directors  and  largest  stock¬ 
holders,  than  any  one  else ;  and  he  was  seriously 
adi'ised  by  his  friends  not  to  show  himself  on  the 
street  until  the  public  indignation  had  somewhat 
abated,  lest  personal  injury  should  be  inflicted 
upon  him.  But  the  Major  was  ever  careless  of 
personal  consequences ;  and  so,  on  the  Monday 
following  the  report  of  the  collapse,  he  sauntered 
down  toward  the  post-office  with  his  usual  non¬ 
chalant  mien.  Fie  immediately  found  himself  pm'- 
sued  by  half  a  dozen  clamorous  people,  including 
an  irate  Irishwoman.  All  of  tliem  accosted  him 
with  reproaches  and  threats ;  but  the  Celt,  with 
all  the  volubility  of  her  race,  heaped  the  most 
furious  reproaches  upon  him. 

“There  he  goes,  the  ould  thafe!”  she  cried. 
“Come  back  here,  ye  ould  spalpeen,  and  give 
me  back  the  bread  ye’ve  taken  from  the  mouths 
of  me  childer !” 
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The  object  of  these  attacks,  not  at  all  discom¬ 
posed,  faced  about,  and  coaxingly  said : 

“Now,  really,  my  good  people,  you  mustn  t 
blame  me  about  this  sad  affair  of  the  savings- 
bank.  I  hadn't  any  thing  to  do  with  it.  I  was 
as  much  surprised  and  grieved  as  any  of  you  to 
learn  it;  and,  after  all,  you  simple  creatures! 
you  don’t  seem  to  realize  half  the  truth  of  this 
wretched  business.  There’s  a  great  deal  more 
about  it  than  the  mere  loss  of  your  monc}^,  I  can 
tell  you.” 

The  serious  tone  and  solemn  countenance  of 
the  speaker  hushed  the  noise  of  his  accusers,  and 
one  of  them  inquired,  in  a  more  respectful  voice, 
what  he  meant. 

“The  miserable  institution,”  burst  forth  the 
Major,  swelling  with  mock  anger,  “  it  broke  on 
Sunday!  Just  think  of  it!  a  bank  breaking 
itself  and  the  Sabbath  all  at  once !  Anormous  !” 

He  turned  and  walked  rapidly  away  under 
cover  of  this  astounding  announcement,  and  was 
out  of  reach  before  it  occurred  to  his  pursuers 
that  one  of  the  Major’s  clever  artifices  had  been 
played  upon  them. 

A  Georgi.v  friend,  who  has  laughed  over  some 
of  the  very  extra-judicial  decisions  of  learned 
judges  that  have  found  their  way  into  the  Draw¬ 
er,  sends  the  following  as  having  actually  occurred 
in  one  of  the  cities  of  that  State ; 

Our  friend  is  full  of  the  dignity  of  his  office, 
and  entirely  convinced  that  the  affairs  of  the 
country  w’ould  come  to  a  full  stop  but  for  his 
efforts.  Not  long  since  a  man  was  brought  be¬ 
fore  him  on  a  warrant  for  vagrancy.  A  plainer 
case  could  not  be  presented,  and  as  the  evidence 
was  given  in,  the  young  law^'er  who  was  defend¬ 
ing  him  thought  it  hopeless.  On  arising  to  sum 
up,  while  badgering  his  head  what  to  say,  he 
happened  to  notice  that  his  client  was  tolerably 
well  dressed,  and  called  the  attention  of  the 
Court  to  that  fact,  claiming  that  no  man  who 
wore  ‘  ‘  good  clothes”  could  properly  be  consid¬ 
ered  a  vagrant,  a  vagrant  being  a  ragged,  dirty 
vagabond.  Observing  that  the  Court  made  a 
memorandum  of  “good  clothes,”  he  had  the 
good  sense  to  sit  down.  After  the  prosecution 
had  concluded,  the  judge,  with  his  rich  brogue, 
said:  “TheCaart  having  ittintively  haard  the 
ividence  and  the  remarks  av  counsil,  is  of  the 
opinion  that,  inasmuch  as  the  prisoner  wears 
good  clothes,  he  can  not  properly  be  considered 
a  vagrant ;  but,  as  he  has  not  shown  to  the  sat¬ 
isfaction  of  the  Caart  how  he  obtained  thim 
clothes,  I  shall  bind  him  over  for  simple  larceny  !” 

He  was  so  bound  over,  and  the  papers  are  on 
record  in  the  county  clerk’s  office. 


Nothing  like  grammar !  Better  go  without  a 
cow  than  go  without  that.  There  are  numberless 
“  professors”  who  go  “  tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  my 
boys !”  around  the  country,  peddling  a  weak  arti¬ 
cle,  by  which  in  “  twenty  days”  tliey  guarantee 
to  set  a  man  thoroughly  up  in  the  English  lan¬ 
guage.  An  instance  in  point  comes  from  Green¬ 
ville,  Alabama,  where  a  “professor”  had  labored 
with  the  youth  of  that  people,  and  taught  them 
to  dote  on  grammar  according  to  “Morris’s” 
system.  During  one  of  the  lectures  the  sentence, 
‘‘Mary  milks  the  cow,”  was  given  out  to  be 
parsed'.  Each  word  had  been  parsed  save  one, 
which  fell  to  Bob  L - ,  a  sixteen -year -old, 


near  the  foot  of  the  class,  who  commenced  thus  : 
“Cow  is  a  noun,  feminine  gender,  singular 
number,  third  jierson,  and  stands  for  Mary.” 
“  Stands  for  Mary !”  said  the  excited  professor. 
“How  do  you  make  that  out?”  “Because,” 
answered  the  noble  pupil,  “if  the  cow  didn’t 
stand  for  Mary,  how  could  Mary  milk  her  ?” 


A  Scotch  gentleman,  who  has  recently  taken 
a  run  through  the  South,  says  that  the  only  negro 
song  he  heard  that  had  a  vindictive  turn  about 
it  was  one  dating  from  an  early  day  in  the  con¬ 
flict,  and  was  said  to  have  been  first  sung  by  an 
old  negro  prophetess  at  a  jubilee  meeting  of 
emancipated  slaves  near  Washington.  It  run 
thus : 

“If  cle  debblc  do  not  catch 
Jeff  Davis,  dat  Confederate  wratch, 

And  roast  and  frigazee  dat  rebble, 

What  is  de  use  of  any  debble  ?” 


That  the  newly  imported  serving  -  woman 
reads  the  papers  is  fairly  deducible  from  a  re¬ 
mark  she  made  in  the  parlor  of  her  master’s 
house  a  day  or  two  since.  While  clearing  up 
that  apartment  she  became  discouraged  at  the 
profusion  of  articles  with  which  the  room  was 
filled,  and  exclaimed,  “Och!  an’  sure  things  is 
layin’  round  wholesale  and  advertail !” 


Speaking  the  other  day  of  the  different  forms 
of  burial-service  used  by  different  religious  bodies, 
a  gentleman  remarked  that  the  briefest  one  he 
had  ever  heard  was  that  used  by  a  Scotch  deacon, 
the  clergyman  being  absent.  When  the  hearse 
reached  the  grave  the  solemnities  began  and 
concluded  as  follows:  “Tak’  him  oot.”  “Put 
him  in.”  “  Cover  him  up.” 

And  then  they  aU  “gang’d  bock  again.” 


We  fear  that  some  of  the  merchants  whose 
stores  are  located  on  the  City  Hall  Park  side¬ 
walks  are  not  governed  by  that  fine  moral  sense 
that  should  animate  the  conscientious  dickerer ; 
for,  under  date  of  July  14,  from  Colusa,  Cali¬ 
fornia,  we  have  the  following  statement : 

When  I  was  walking  around  the  Park,  oppo¬ 
site  the  Astor,  I  saw  a  decrepit  pea-nut  mer¬ 
chant  sitting  over  his  basket,  aw'aiting  custom¬ 
ers.  I  made  a  purchase  and  sauntered  on,  open¬ 
ing  and  eating  them  as  I  W'alked.  I  found  that 
iov  every  good  nut  there  were  a  dozen  bad  ones ; 
so,  turning  back,  I  accosted  the  vendor,  and  told 
him  that  the  nuts  he  sold  me  were  bad.  That 
enterprising  trader,  wdth  perfect  frankness,  re¬ 
plied  :  “I  know  it.  I  didn’t  ask  you  to  buy  ’em, 
did  If”  He  had  “the  law  on  his  side,”  and  I 
walked  over  to  the  Astor. 


Mr.  Datid  Macrae,  a  Scotch  gentleman,  has 
just  published  in  Edinburgh  a  book  about  “The 
Americans  at  Home,”  which  contains  several 
anecdotes  of  that  singular  people.  When  he  was 
at  Mobile  he  was  desirous  of  seeing  Captain 
Semmes,  of  Alabama  notoriety,  and  asked  the 
clerk  of  the  hotel  if  he  knew  where  the  captain 
lived.  No,  he  didn’t. 

“What  paper  does  he  edit  ?” 

“  No  paper,”  said  the  clerk.  “  He  did  edit  a 
paper  once,  but  he  gave  that  up.  ” 

“  What  is  he  doing  now?” 

“God  knows,”  said  the  clerk. 


EDITOE’S  DEAWER. 
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“I  reckon  the}'’!!  be  ab!e  to  te!!  you  at  the 
Tribune  office,”  said  a  ta!!  gent!eman  who  was 
!ounging  against  the  rai!s. 

Away  to  the  T'ribuiie  office  Mr.  Macrae  went, 
made  his  way  up  to  the  editor’s  room,  but  was 
taken  aback  by- the  foiiowing  intimation  on  the 
door : 

POSITIVELY  NO  ADMITTANCE 

Until  after  Two  o'clock, 

EXCEPT  TO  WHIP  THE  EDITORS. 

After  some  !itt!e  trouble,  but  without  whipping 
any  Southron,  he  found  Captain  Semmes,  and 
had  a  taik  with  him.  The  ta!k  didn’t  amount 
to  much. 


Hillsborough,  Missouri,  where  the  commis¬ 
sariat  seems  to  be  irreguiariy  organized,  contrib¬ 
utes  (in  an  enveiope  indorsed  “  iiterary  biz”)  the 
foiiowing : 

A  gentieman  was  passing  through  here  recent- 
iy,  when  he  came  upon  a  youth  of  apparentiy 
seventeen  summers,  who  was  furiousiy  scratch¬ 
ing  at  the  side  of  a  graveliy  hi!!. 

“What  are  you  after,  my  friend?”  inquired 
the  stranger. 

“After  a  grouud-hog  1  saw  run  in  this  hoie.” 

“Why,  you  don’t  expect  to  get  him  in  that 
way  ?” 

“Git  him!  Bound  to  git  him!  We're  out 
of  meat !" 

Talk  about  things  that  are  “siow!”  Couid 
any  thing  be  more  ieisurely  than  the  foiiowing, 
from  a  correspondent  at  Martinsville,  Virginia? 

“  In  this  region  you  will  find  every  few  miles 
turb  mills  for  grinding  corn,  nearly  all  of  which 

(through  ignorance)  are  very  ‘  slow.’  Nell - 

had  the  honor  of  being  the  presiding  genius  over 
one  of  the  slowest  of  turbs.  Having  started  his 
mill  one  morning,  he  proceeded  to  get  his  break¬ 
fast,  but  had  not  been  long  seated  at  table  when 
his  dog  set  up  a  furious  barking  in  the  direction 
of  the  mill.  Thinking  the  animal  had  treed  a 
’possum,  he  hurried  to  the  spot,  and  found  that 
the  dog  had  eaten  the  meal  up,  and  was  harking 
at  the  spout  for  more  !'' 

The  freemen  of  Eushford,  Minnesota,  cele¬ 
brated  with  becoming  ceremonial  the  late  anni¬ 
versary  of  the  ‘  ‘  glorious  Fourth.  ”  As  a  part  of 
the  proceedings  the  following  “  sentiment”  was 
offered  from  the  stand,  and  is  supposed  to  ex¬ 
press  the  general  tendency  of  Western  thought 
respecting  the  Sixteenth  Amendment : 

“  The  woman  of  the  coming  time !” 

Shall  man  to  vote  app’int  her  ? 

Well,  vea  or  no ;  your  bottom  dime. 

He’ll  do  as  she’s  a  min’  ter ! 

We  know  she  “loill,”  or  else  she  “won’t”— 
’Twill  be  the  same  as  now ; 

And  if  she  does,  or  if  she  don’t — 

God  bless  her,  any  how  1 

A  CORRESPONDENT  at  Paris  furnishes  the  fol¬ 
lowing  neat  saying  of  a  lady  to  the  eminent  phi¬ 
losopher  and  doubter,  M.  Ernest  Eenan,who,  by- 
the-way,  rarely  shows  himself  in  the  Parisian 
salons,  but  who  on  this  occasion  was  present  at 
a  reception  given  by  one  of  the  ministers.  He 

was  there  presented  to  Madame  G - ,  who  paid 

him  some  rather  sarcastic  compliments  about  his 
learned  writings.  “Sir,”  she  said,  “lam  sure 


that  there  is  among  the  Apostles  one  whom  you 
will  not  have  failed  to  treat  as  a  brother  and  col¬ 
league.  ” 

“And  who  is  that,  madame?”  asked  M.  Eenan. 

“  St.  Thomas,”  was  the  reply. 

The  members  of  a  church  in  one  of  the  very 
rural  towns  of  Illinois  recently  procured  a  small 
cottage  organ  to  aid  the  vocal  services.  This 
was  quite  acceptable  to  most  of  the  congrega¬ 
tion  ;  but  one  good  brother  was  opposed  to  it. 
On  the  Sunday  evening  following  its  introduc¬ 
tion  he  was  called  on,  as  usual,  to  close  the 
meeting  with  prayer.  Raising  his  head,  he  re¬ 
plied,  “  Call  on  the  mersheen  ;  if  it  can  sing,  it 
can  pray.  Call  on  the  mersheen.” 

That  was  very  neat  of  a  good  old  gentleman 
on  his  friend,  as  they  were  cracking  jokes  at  each 
other : 

“Did  you  ever  see  me  when  I  had  taken  more 
than  you  thought  I  could  carry  ?” 

“No,  indeed  ;  I  can  not  say  that  I  have,”  was 
the  reply  ;  “  but  I  have  seen  you  when  I  thought 
you  had  better  have  gone  twice  after  it.  ” 

Grief  and  business  have  seldom  been  more 
thoroughly  mixed  than  in  the  following  obituary 
advertisement.  The  residence  of  the  defunct  we 
omit,  and  the  name  we  have  changed,  therefore 
it  will  not  worrit  his  friends  : 

“Othniel  Sitgreaves,  we  are  sorry  to  stait, 
has  decesed.  Fie  departed  this  last  Mundy. 
He  ivent  4th  without  any  struggle,  and  sich  is 
life.  He  kept  a  nice  store,  which  his  wife  now 
waits  on.  His  virchews  wos  numerous,  and  his 
wife  inherits  them.  We  are  happy  to  stait  that 
he  neVer  cheeted,  speshully  in  the  wate  of  mak- 
erel,  wich  wos  always  nice  and  smelt  sweat,  and 
his  survivin’  wife  is  the  same  way.  We.niver 
new  him  to  put  sand  in  his  suger,  though  he  had 
a  big  sand-bar  in  front  of  his  house ;  nor  water 
his  lickers,  tho  the  Ohio  river  past  his  door. 
Piece  tu  his  reipanes.  He  leves  1  wife,  9  chil¬ 
dren,  1  kow,  4  hoses,  a  growcer’s  and  other 
quadroopeds  to  mourn  his  loss.  But  in  the 
langwidge  of  the  poit,  his  loss  is  thare  eturnal 
gane.” 

Dr.  Shelton  Mackenzie,  in  his  entertain¬ 
ing  “  Life  of  Dickens,”  has  the  following  hit  by 
Dickens  at  Thackeray,  as  to  the  originality  of 
the  latter’s  witty  reply  to  Mr.  Angus  B.  Reach, 
when  the  latter  told  him  that  his  name  should  be 
pronounced  Ree-ack — Thackeray  asking  him,  as 
he  passed  a  peach,  “  Mr.  Ree-ack,  will  you  take 
a  pee-ack  ?"  Dickens  (it  was  at  a  dinner-party) 
asked  Thackeray,  “Dirf  you  say  that  ?”  “Cer¬ 
tainly.”  “And  think  it  original?”  “Of  course. 
Perhaps  you  said  it?”  “No,”  replied  Dickens, 
with  a  merry  twinkle  of  the  eye ;  “  but  I  was  at 
Lord  John  Eussell’s  the  other  day,  and  having 
to  wait  for  him  a  few  minutes,  took  up  a  book, 
which  happened  to  be  one  of  the  volumes  of  Lorn 
Moore’s  ‘Diary.’  There  I  read,  under  date  of 
1826,  I  think,  that  Luttrell,  the  wit,  dining  next 
a  gentleman  whose  father  invented  the  small 
napkins,  or  serviettes,  used  after  dinner  to  put 
finger-glasses  or  wine-glasses  upon,  addressed 
him  as  ‘■Mr.  Boyley,'  and  was  informed,  rather 
angrily,  that  the  real  name  was  Deh’-Oyley,  with 
a  long  rest  between  the  elided  preposition  ‘  D’  (or 
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de)  and  the  rest  of  the  word.  ‘  Very  well,’  said 
Luttrell,  in  his  blandest  manner,  pointing  to  a 
neighboring  dumpling  on  the  table.  ‘  May  I 
trouble  you,  Mr.  D' — Oyley,  for  a  little  of  that 
d’ — umpling  ?’  So,”  added  JJickens,  turning  tri¬ 
umphantly  to  Thackeray,  ‘■‘■your  joke  is  at  least 
thirty  years  old.” 


Does  seem  to  us  that,  at  this  present  writing, 
there  are  at  the  various  eligible  street  corners, 
church  fronts,  and  under  good  shading  around 
the  parks  and  squares,  a  larger  number  of  strong, 
first-class  blind  beggars  than  were  ever  before 
seen  in  New  York.  Begging  has  become  as 
much  a  fine  art  with  us  as  ever  it  was  in  the 
Old  World.  Each  respectable  beggar  has  his 
particular  stand  or  district,  inside  the  metes  and 
bounds  of  which  no  other  respectable  beggar  in¬ 
trudes.  And  a  good  business  they  make  of  it. 
The  which  is  merely  prefatory  to  the  introduc¬ 
tion  of  a  little  dialogue  between  two  Dublin  pro¬ 
fessors  of  indigence : 

“Good-morning  to  ye,  Mrs.  Fogarty”  (reaches 
a  snuff-box  to  offer  a  pinch). 

“Thin  good-morrow  kindly,  Judy;  I  hope  I 
see  you  well  this  mornin’.  ” 

“  fc'o,  Mrs.  Fogarty,  you  married  your  daugh¬ 
ter  ?” 

“  I  did — praise  be  to  goodness !” 

“Did  she  get  a  good  match?” 

“Faix,  thin,  it’s  herself  that  did!  She  got 
blind  Darby  Driscoll,  on  the  Dyke,  that  makes 
more  than  any  o’  thim  beggars  in  Cork.” 

“I'm  delighted  to  hear  it,  Mrs.  Fogarty.  Did 
you  giv«  her  any  fortune,  Mrs.  Fogarty  ?” 

“  Any  fortune,  is  it !  Ah,  thin  now,  Judy,  is 
it  insultin’  me  you’d  be?  Sm'e  you  know  in 
your  heart  that  a  child  of  mine  was  never-  mar¬ 
ried  widout  it.  Didn’t  I  give  her  the  best  side 
ofPatherick  Street,  which,  \iioell  beyged,  is  worth 
seven  and  sixpence  sterling  a  week?” 


There  was  once  an  itinerant  preacher  in  West 
Tennessee,  who,  possessing  cor\piderable  natural 
eloquence,  had  become  possessed  of  the  idea  that 
he  was  also  an  e.xtraordinary  biblical  scholar. 
Under  this  delusion  he  would  very  frequently, 
at  the  close  of  his  sermons,  ask  any  member  of 
his  congregation  who  might  have  a  “knotty 
text”  to  unravel,  to  announce  it,  and  he  would 
explain  it  at  once,  however  it  may  have  troubled 
“  less  distinguished  divines.”  On  one  of  these 
occasions,  iro  one  presuming  to  propound  a  text, 
he  was  about  to  sit  down,  when  a  chap  “back 
by  the  door”  announced  that  he  had  a  Bible 
matter  of  gi-eat  “concarn,”  which  he  desired  to 
be  enlightened  upon.  The  preacher,  quite  ani¬ 
matedly,  professed  his  willingness  and  ability, 
and  the  congregation  was  in  great  excitement. 
“What  I  want  to  know,”  said  the  outsider,  “  is, 
whether  Job’s  turkej^  was  a  hen  of  gobbler?’’ 
The  expounder  looked  confused,  and  the  con¬ 
gregation  tittered,  as  the  questioner  capped  the 
climax  by  exclaiming,  in  a  loud  voice,  “  I  fetched 
him  down  on  the  fust  question  From  that  time 
the  question-asking  was  abandoned. 


Speaking  of  morality,  how  tersely  and  strong¬ 
ly  put  is  the  following,  from  one  of  Robertson's 
sermons,  a  volume  of  which  has  recently  been 
published  by  the  Harpers  : 

“  Every  profession  has  its  conventional  moral¬ 


ity,  cuiTent  nowhere  else.  That  which  is  per¬ 
mitted  by  the  peculiar  standard  of  truth  acknowl¬ 
edged  at  the  bar  is  falsehood  among  plain  men ; 
that  which  would  bo  reckoned  in  the  army  purity 
and  tenderness  would  be  elsewhere  licentiousness 
and  cruelty.  There  is  a  parliamentary  honor 
quite  distinet  from  honor  between  man  and  man. 
Trade  has  its  honesty,  which,'  rightly  named,  is 
fraud.  And  in  all  these  cases  the  temptation  is 
to  live  content  with  the  standard  of  a  man’s  oivn 
profession  or  society.  ” 


A  LEGAL  brother  in  Maine,  somewhat  noted 
for  his  avarice  and  smallness  generally,  while  en¬ 
gaged  recently  in  the  trial  of  a  cause,  was  beaten 
on  a  technical  point  by  the  counsel  opposed.  This 
exasperated  the  old  gentleman,  who  accused  his 
young  adversary  of  sharp  practice.  The  young 
gentleman  quickly  retorted;  “  The  court  and  the 
bar  will  readily  recognize  the  fact  that  smcdl  ob¬ 
jects  can  be  picked  up  only  on  sharp  jmnts." 
The  com-t  and  bar  recognized. 


Rather  a  matter-of-fact  treasurer  of  a  Boston 
railroad  corporation  was  he  who,  on  being  told 
on  the  day  of  the  reception  of  the  tidings  of  the 
death  of  Dickens,  by  the  president,  that  “the 
death  of  Charles  Dickens  would  be  a  serious  loss 
to  us  all,  ”  replied  :  “  Charles  Dickens  !  There  is 
no  such  name  as  that  of  any  one  that  works  for 
this  corporation.” 


It  will  be  remembered  that  the  President, 
accompanied  by  several  members  of  his  eabin- 
et  and  other  government  officials,  attended  the 
funeral  obsequies  of  General  Thomas  at  Troy. 
'While  en  route,  the  train  to  which  their  car  was 
attached  came  to  a  halt  at  one  of  the  stations 
upon  the  Hudson  River  Railroad,  where  a  large 
concourse  of  people,  in  anticipation  of  the  ar¬ 
rival  of  the  distinguished  party,  had  assembled 
around  the  de'pot,  all  manifesting  a  lively  anx¬ 
iety  to  behold  the  Chief  Magistrate  of  the  nation. 
At  the  proper  time  the  whistle  sounded,  the  train 
approached,  and  before  the  wheels  ceased  revolv¬ 
ing  the  crowd  rushed  round  the  train  in  every 
direction,  until  they  discovered  the  carriage  of 
the  excursionists,  which  they  invested  on  every 
side,  peering  through  the  doors  and  windows, 
and  eagerly  scrutinizing  every  face  in  sight,  as 
well  as  all  persons  who  came  out ;  but,  to  their 
intense  disappointment,  they  eould  not  find  the 
President ;  neither  did  he  seem  disposed  to  grat¬ 
ify  their  euriosity  by  coming  out  and  exhibiting 
himself.  Just  before  the  train  was  about  to  depart, 
and  as  they  were  on  the  point  of  giving  up  the 
search.  General  Parker,  Commissioner  of  Indian 
Aft'airs,  came  out  upon  the  front  platform,  and 
remained  there  for  a  moment.  Now  the  gen¬ 
eral,  although  an  educated  and  polished  gentle¬ 
man,  has  a  physiognomy  and  complexion  which 
bear  unmistakable  attestation  to  his  aboriginal 
lineage.  No  sooner  did  he  make  his  appearance 
than  one  of  the  spectators,  who  professed  to  be 
tvell  acquainted  with  General  Grant,  and  who 
had  been  designated  to  point  him  out  to  the  as¬ 
sembled  tyros,  gave  a  very  significant  tvink  and 
nod  to  the  crowd,  at  the  same  time  eagerly  ex¬ 
claiming,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  “That’s  him, 
boys !  that’s  him !  ”  Thereupon  all  looked  with 
deep  and  respectful  interest  iqion  the  man  they 
took  to  be  the  renowned  hero,  and  various  com- 
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ments  were  liazarded  in  regard  to  liis  personal 
appearance,  his  military  bearing,  etc.,  etc.,  all  of 
which  were  of  the  most  just  and  complimentary 
character.  Only  one  individual  manifested  any 
doubt  about  the  identity  of  the  person  before 
them,  and  this  man,  it  appeared,  had  served  un¬ 
der  General  Grant  in  the  early  part  of  the  war. 
He,  after  walking  several  times  past  the  Com¬ 
missioner,  and  giving  him  a  most  scrutinizing 
examination,  at  length  turned  to  the  assembly, 
remarking :  ‘‘  Waal,  now.  I'll  just  tell  you  fellers 
what  it  is.  If  that’s  General  Grant,  the  ole  man’s 
got  confoundedly  sun-burnt  since  he  went  to 
Washington,  sartin  sure!” 


There  has  just  been  published  in  Paris  a  book 
entitled,  “Private  Recollections  of  Prince  De 
'Palleyrand,”  which  contains  several  anecdotes 
of  that  clever  and  witty  diplomatist  hitherto  un- 
jmblished : 

Cambaceres  said  to  Prince  De  Talleyrand; 
“A  great  many  epigrams  have  been  written 
against  Count  Sieyes,  but  they  are  groundless. 
I  have  heard  him  speak  very  often  in  our  assem¬ 
blies,  and  he  has  always  shown  himself  to  be  a 
very  profound  man.”  Prince  De  Talleyrand  re- 
])lied  :  “  Profound  is  not  the  proper  word  to  ap¬ 
ply  to  him.  You  should  say  hollow — very  hol¬ 
low.” 

When  Prince  De  Talleyrand  returned  from  a 
mission  to  Berlin,  other  German  courts,  and  St. 
Petersburg,  Napoleon  asked,  “Well,  what  do 
they  say  about  me  in  the  northern  courts  ?” 
Prince  De  Talleyrand  replied,  “  Sire,  some  think 
you  are  a  god,  others  a  demon ;  but  I  met  no¬ 
body  who  thought  you  a  man.” 

One  morning,  after  the  campaign  of  Dresden, 
Napoleon  observed  Prince  De  Talleyrand  at  his 
levee,  and  bade  him  remain,  as  he  wished  to  talk 
privately  with  him.  After  the  company  had 
gone,  he  W'ent  up  to  Talleyrand  and  bawled: 
“  What  have  you  come  here  for  ?  To  show  me 
your  ingratitude?  You  give  the  public  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  you  belong  to  a  party  in  opposition. 
You  think,  I  dare  say,  that  were  I  to  die  you 
w'ould  be  President  of  the  Council  of  Regency. 
Now,  mark  my  words.  Were  I  so  much  as  dan¬ 
gerously  ill,  the  first  thing  I  should  do  would  be 
to  have  you  shot.”  Prince  De  Talleyrand,  with 
the  grace  and  quiet  of  a  courtier  who  had  just 
received  new  favors,  how'ed  low  and  respectfully 
as  he  replied :  “  I  did  not  require.  Sire,  such  a 
warning  to  address  most  fervent  prayers  to  Heav¬ 
en  to  vouchsafe  health  and  long  life  to  your  Ma¬ 
jesty.  ” 

One  of  Napoleon’s  favorite  ironical  expressions 
was,  “And  what  will  the  Faubourg  Saint  Ger¬ 
main  say  ?”  He  was  ahvays  secretly  irritated  by 
the  disdain  and  opposition  of  the  old  nobles,  and 
wms  especially  annoyed  by  the  disdain  and  oppo¬ 
sition  shown  to  him  by  Countess  De  Narbonne, 
the  mother  of  Count  Louis  de  Narbonne,  one  of 
his  aids-de-camp.  After  the  battle  of  Austerlitz 
(when,  .moreover,  he  had  literally  showered  favors 
on  Count  Louis  de  Narbonne)  he  hoped  that  he 
had  fairly  won  the  mother’s  heart,  although  she 
was  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  obstinate  adher¬ 
ents  of  the  House  of  Bourbon,  to  'which  she  was 
attached  by  personal  affection.  Soon  after  the 
battle  of  Austerlitz  Napoleon  abruptly  turned  on 
Count  Louis  de  Narbonne,  and  asked,  “Does 
your  mother  love  me  now  ?”  Count  De  Narbonne 


was  too  embarrassed  to  reply.  Prince  De  Tal¬ 
leyrand  exclaimed,  “Sire,  Madame DeNarbonne 
has  not  yet  got  further  than  admiration.” 


Now  that  the  oyster  has  resumed  his  pleasant 
position  at  table,  let  us  tell  the  following  of 
Thackeray:  When  a  dish  of  large-sized  “ISad- 
dle-Rocks”  was  set  for  the  first  time  before  him, 
he  gazed  at  them  for  several  moments,  and  then 
asked  what  he  was  to  do  with  them. 

“Eat  them,  of  course.” 

“Oh  !  eat  them,”  said  Thackeray,  as  if  a  new 
light  had  dawned  upon  him ;  adding,  after  a 
pause,  “Well,  here  goes!” 

When  he  had  swallow'ed  one,  liis  friend  asked 
him  how  he  felt  after  it. 

“TyeeZ,  ”  said  he,  “as  if  I  had  swallowed  a 
hahy  /” 


During  the  late  “difficulty”  Southern  sol¬ 
diers  were  quite  as  fond  of  joking  each  other  as 
they  were  of  doing  that  same  at  our  expense. 
This  from  a  “Nof  Ca’lina”  friend,  who  is  proud 
of  his  “  tar  and  turpentine”  State  : 

A  North  Carolina  regiment,  marching  by  a 
camp  occupied  by  troops  from  Virginia,  one  of 
the  latter  asked,  bantering!}', 

“  Say,  got  any  tar  left  ?” 

“  No  ;  General  Lee  has  used  it  all  up,  putting 
it  in  the  trenches  here.” 

“Ah!  What's  that  for?” 

“  To  make  the  Virginians  stick  to  their  posts.” 


WHEN  FIRST  SHE  CALLED  ME  “NED.” 

When  first  I  saw  those  beaming  eyes, 

When  first  she  answered  “Mr.  Brown,” 

Ah,  how  I  felt  my  poor  heart  rise 
And  fall  beneath  my  silken  go-wm! 

I  was  a  country  curate  then; 

My  income — it  was  scarce  a  jot; 

How  coidd  I  hope  that  such  a  gem 
Would  brighten  a  poor  preacher’s  cot  ? 

And  yet,  whene’er  w'o  met,  she  smiled — 

I  never  saw  her  pout  or  frowm ; 

And  still  my  heart  beat  high  and  -wild 
Whene’er  she  answered,  “Mr.  Browm.” 

The  laughing  spring  to  summer  turned, 

And  autumn  brought  its  golden  fruit, 

And  stronger  still  my  love  it  buraed, 

But  all  my  eloquence  w'as  mute. 

One  day  we  walked  along  the  shade 
Of  green  boughs,  waving  overhead ; 

Then,  half  in  sport,  and  half  afraid. 

She  archly  smiled  and  called  me  “Ned.” 

Oh,  how  it  thrilled  my  very  frame. 

And  joy,  like  lightning,  through  me  sped, 

When  first  she  dropped  the  formal  name 
Of  “Mr.  Brown,”  and  called  me  “Ned!” 

Then,  then  true  rapture  played  her  part — 

No  words  my  rapture  could  define; 

I  pressed  her  to  my  throbbing  heart. 

Kissed  her  warm  cheek,  and  called  her  “mine.” 


Probably  no  man  laughs  more  heartily  at 
the  jokes  perpetrated  on  him,  especially  those 
that  occurred  during  the  war,  than  General  But¬ 
ler.  That  one  of  a  Southern  person  who,  seeing 
placarded  on  the  fences  and  gutters  pf  New  Or¬ 
leans,  “Buy  your  shirts  at  Moody’s,”  supposed 
it  not  merely  to  be  an  order  to  that  effect  from 
head-quarters,  but  that  General  Butler  .was  act¬ 
ually  a  partner  in  the  concern !  A  joke,  some¬ 
what  similar,  is  told  of  General  D - ,  who  was 

jocosely  said  to  have  a  penchant  for  rebel  fur¬ 
niture.  Being  seriously  ill  on  one  occasion,  an 
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officer  asked  the  surgeon  in  attendance  what  the 
matter  was.  ‘  ‘  Only  a  heavy  meal  of  furniture, 
said  the  surgeon  ;  “but  I  have  got  him  to  throw 
up  a  bureau  and  a  rocking-chair,  and  I  think  he 
will  get  round.” 

Some  years  ago  there  resided  in  one  of  the 
principal  towns  of  Maine  a  butcher,  who,  though 
illiterate,  was  not  without  wit.  During  one  of 
his  diurnal  rounds  with  his  cart  he  stopped  at 
Judge  B - ’s,  who  asked,  “What  have  you  to¬ 

day,  Thomas  ?” 

“  Mutton,  Judge.” 

“  How  much  a  pound  ?” 

“Two  cents  and  a  half.  Have  some ?” 

“Two  cents  and  a  half  a  pound!”  replied  the 
judge,  in  affected  astonishment.  “I’ll  live  on 
faith  before  I’ll  pay  two  cents  and  a  half  a  pound 
for  mutton !  ” 

The  butcher-man  paused  a  moment,  and,  hold¬ 
ing  out  his  hand,  replied,  “Judge,  you’ll  have  to 
diet  on  repentance  some  time  before  you  can  live 
iipon  faith  !" 

As  an  illustration  of  the  progress  of  education 
in  Connecticut,  we  introduce  this : 

N - ,  1866. 

Mt  beau  sir,  I  want  to  in  forim  you  that  I  am  a  boy 
of  moral  good  caracter  and  would  be  wishfiill  to  stud 
the  interest  of  my  employers  and  would  gow  to  your 
office  if  you  ivould  give  me  a  chance  to  gow  to  a  forin 
contry  so  as  I  would  have  any  sort  of  Pay  I  am  prety 
well  sienced  in  lerulng  and  is  be  tween  17  and  18  years 
of  age  and  I  can  gave  a  good  recomdation  please  an¬ 
swer  this  and  let  me  know  your  respect  full  friend 

John - - 

A  boy  so  well  “sienced  in  lerning”  should  at 
once  come  to  this  metropolis,  where  that  sort  of 
thing  is  so  promptly  and  remuneratively  recog¬ 
nized. 


One  who  signs  himself  “yours  fraternally,”  in 
Alabama,  sends  the  following  as^a  specimen  of 
the  hand-bill  of  that  region  : 

strayed ! 

STRAYED  frOra  me  at  torvn,  one  white,  black,  and 
red  speckled  cow'.  If  any  person  should  see  her  about 
here,  I  will  thank  him  If  he  wMll  notify  me  at  town. 
She  is  one  of  the  old  stock,  and  W'ill  have  one  calf  in 
abeut  tw’o  weeks. 


A  BEIGHT  young  lady  of  Indiana,  on  hearing 
of  the  approaching  marriage  of  a  friend,  sat  down 
and  dashed  off  the  following,  to  ‘  ‘  rid  her  mind 
of  the  consciousness  of  neglected  duty 

“Mydeab  — — :  I  hear  you  and  —  will  soon  be 
joined  by  the  holy  bonds  of  matrimony,  and  ere  you 
have  quite  passed  into  his  hands  I  wish  to  give  you  a 
few  words  of  advice.  Be  kind  to  him,  for  he  is  one 
that  must  be  treated  tenderly,  or  fade  away.  Love  him 
much,  for  he  is  worthy  of  all  trust,  honor,  and  love. 
And  when  you  stand  to  be  united,  be  ever  ready  with 
your  own  strong  arm ;  in  the  excitement  of  the  scene 
he  may  exhaust  his  sensitive  nature,  and,  unless  you 
lend  him  your  aid,  he  may  faint  away.  Treat  him  care¬ 
fully.  Make  the  fires  for  him.  Saw  his  wood  for  him. 
Work  for  him.  Walk  for  him.  Kill  yourself  for  him. 
Then,  if  on  your  death-bed  he  thanks  you,  humbly  ac¬ 
cept  his  thanks,  and  depart  in  peace !” 

Admirable  woman ! 


From  Jordan,  New  York,  where  the  public 
highway  is  in  a  notoriously  and  proverbially  un¬ 
satisfactory  condition  for  purposes  of  locomotion, 
a  legal  friend  sends  the  following : 

Some  little  time  since  I  was  employed,  on  be¬ 


half  of  the  complainant,  to  prosecute  a  prisoner 
for  stealing,  and  during  the  trial  undertook  to 
impeach  the  testimony  of  one  of  the  leading  wit¬ 
nesses  for  the  culprit.  To  do  so  I  called,  among 
others,  Tom  R - ,  who  at  home  was  consid¬ 

ered  by  his  neighbors  to  be  a  “  knowledgable 
man,”  well  posted  in  the  law.  On  being  placed 
in  the  stand  he  assumed  a  grave  demeanor,  which 
led  the  audience  to  believe  that  his  testimony  on 
so  important  a  question  would  be  received  by 
Court  and  jury  as  conclusive.  Judge  of  the  sur¬ 
prise  and  merriment  of  his  hearers,  and  the  con¬ 
sternation  of  myself,  when,  in  answer  to  my 
question,  “What  is  the  character  of  the  wdtness 
for  truth  and  veracity  in  the  community  where 
he  resides  ?”  he  replied,  with  the  utmost  gravity  : 
‘  ‘  Bad  for  truth,  but  good  for  veracity !  ” 

An  expression  of  liilarity  lighted  up  the  gen¬ 
eral  countenance ;  then  we  all  laughed. 


There  lived,  in  1844,  in - County,  Ohio, 

a  man  who  had  just  been  elected  Justice  of  the 
Peace,  upon  whom  called,  one  fine  morning,  a 
couple  to  be  married.  The  new  justice  asked 
for  a  little  time  to  prepare  for  the  case ;  consult¬ 
ed  “Swan’s  Treatise,”  but  could  not  find  the 
ceremony  laid  down,  and  not  liking  to  lose  the 

job,  turned  round  and  said,  “  S - ,  hold  up 

your  right  hand,  and  with  your  left  take  the 
hand  of  the  lady,”  which  being  done,  the  justice 
continued:  “You  do  solemnly  swear  that  you 
will  take  the  -woman  you  hold  by  the  hand  to  be 
your  lawful  and  wedded  wife,  and  do  by  her  as 
other  people  does  under  like  circumstances,  so 
help  you  God  I”  As  there  was  no  book  to  kiss, 
he  did. the  next  best  thing,  and  “  swapped  gum” 
(as  they  say  in  Iowa)  with  the  ber-ide. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  in  Western  New  York 
mentions  a  certain  grave-yard  in  his  bailiwick 
which  seems  to  abound  in  curious  conceits  in 
memoriam.  We  append  two  specimens.  The 
first  is  an  epitaph  which,  after  reciting  the 
virtues  of  the  deceased  through  a  dozen  lines, 
concludes  with  an  injunction  to  her  friends  and 
relatives : 

“Lika  Xancy  live,  like  Xancy  die.” 

Another  stone,  erected  over  the  remains  of  an 
old  gentleman  by  his  sons,  bears  the  brief  but 
touching  inscription : 

“  Our  Father — Anoiioeed.” 

A  thoughtless  friend  has  suggested  to  our 
con-espondent  that  to  complete  the  idea  and 
render  it  harmonious,  a  cenotaphic  tablet  should 
be  placed  next  it,  and  exhibit  the  status  of  the 
widow  of  the  deceased,  as  follows : 

“  Our  Mother— Afloat." 


Judge  Chase,  of  Vermont,  was  a  man  of  ex¬ 
cellent  sense,  and  withal  a  great  stickler  for  the 
dignity  of  courts.  A  case  of  very  trifling  im¬ 
portance,  having  well-nigh  run  the  gauntlet  of 
legal  adjudication,  came  up  at  length  to  the 
highest  court  in  the  State.  The  counsel  for  the 
plaintiff  was  opening  with  the  usual  apologies  for 
a  frivolous  suit,  when  the  subject-matter,  “to 
wit,  one  turkey,  of  great  value,”  etc.,  catching 
the  ear  of  the  judge,  he  called  out,  “  Mr.  Clerk, 
strike  that  case  from  the  docket.  The  Supreme 
Court  of  the  State  of  Vermont  does  not  sit  here 
to  determine  the  ownership  of  a  turkey  !” 
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The  barbaric  dream  of  chivalry  proved  sin¬ 
gularly  attractive  to  the  imaginative  peo¬ 
ple  of  France.  The  strength  and  glory  of  the 
nation  were  wasted  in  endless  wars.  The  same 
impulse  that  leads  the  Comanche  to  butcher  the 
Sioux,  or  the  King  of  the  Guinea  Coast  to  burn 
the  villages  of  his  neighbors,  drove  the  French 
kings  and  nobles  to  fierce  inroads  upon  Ger¬ 
many  and  a  constant  rivalry  with  Spain.  Glory 
was  only  to  be  won  upon  the  battle-field ;  be 
who  fought  was  a  noble  ;  the  honest  laborer 
was  his  inferior  and  his  slave.  To  murder,  to 
waste,  and  to  destroy,  were  the  proper  employ¬ 
ments  of  kings  and  princes  ;  while  the  church 
of  Rome  aroused  anew  the  worst  elements  of 
human  nature  by  preaching  a  series  of  ruthless 


crusades  and  by  its  example  of  a  general  perse¬ 
cution.  ' 

Chivalry,  the  offspring  of  barbarism  and  su¬ 
perstition,  culminated  in  the  person  of  Francis 
I.  By  historians  Francis  is  usually  called  gal¬ 
lant,  but  his  gallantry  consisted  only  in  an  in¬ 
tense  selfishness  and  an  utter  moral  corrup¬ 
tion.  “  He  was  the  scourge  of  France,  the  de- 


1  De  Felice,  Hist.  Protestants  in  France.  D’Au- 
bignii,  Refonnation  in  Europe,  book  2,  c.  x.  Martin, 
Hist.  Fran.,  ix.  See  Gassier,  Historic  cie  la  Chevalene 
Frangaise,  i.  2T7,  for  the  cruel  traits  of  chivaliy ;  so, 
too,  i.  360,  for  the  origin  of  constables  and  marshMs. 

2  For  this  period  Smiles,  the  Huguenots,  and  'W'hiti^ 
Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew,  may  be  consulted  with 
advantage.  Capeflgue,  Frangois  I"',  enlarges  on  cet 
esprit  chevaleresque,  etc.,  i.  p.  209. 
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stroyer  of  his  people ;  and  if,  in  this  respect,  he 
was  no  worse  than  his  contemporaries  Chailes 
V.  Henry  VIII.,  and  the  popes  of  Rome,  he 
was  more  guilty,  because  more  highly  endowed. 
Nature  had  been  singularly  bountiful  to  the 
chief  of  the  house  of  Valois.  His  form  was  tall 
and  graceful ;  his  mind  had  been  fed  upon  ro¬ 
mance  and  song.  He  was  a  poet,  the  author 
of  sweet  and  plaintive  verses :  a  hero  longing 
to  renew  the  exploits  of  Amadis  and  Charle¬ 
magne  ;  the  friend  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  the 
patron  of  Clement  Marot.'  Yet,  with  all  these 
softening  impulses  and  tastes,  Francis  lived  the 
life  of  a  savage.  At  home  in  his  splendid  pal¬ 
ace,  the  Louvre,  he  was  plunged  in  the  coarse 
pleasures  of  a  profligate  court ;  abroad  he 
rushed  like  a  madman  from  battle-field  to  bat¬ 
tle-field,  never  happy  unless  surrounded  by 
carnage.  Under  the  rule  of  its  chivalric  king 
France  knew  every  woe  of  which  nations  are 
capable.  Whole  districts  were  desolated  by 
the  tax-gatherer,  the  conscription,  the  inva¬ 
sion  of  the  enemy,  the  hand  of  persecution. 
Famine,  disease,  poverty,  bloodshed,  were  the 
gifts  of  Francis  to  his  people ;  and  while  the 
king  and  his  mistresses  were  borne  in  pomp 
from  banquet  to  banquet  beneath  canopies  of 
velvet  seamed  with  gold,  the  mothers  of  Lan¬ 
guedoc  saw  their  children  die  of  hunger  in 
once  prosperous  towns,  and  the  holy  men  and 
women  of  Merindol  were  butchered  hy  thou¬ 
sands  to  soothe  the  venal  bigotry  of  their  mas¬ 
ter.'*  It  is  sometimes  said  that  the  crimes  of 
kings  and  popes,  like  Leo  X.,  Henry  VIII.,  and 
Francis,  are  to  be  palliated  by  the  general  bar¬ 
barism  of  their  age ;  it  might  be  easily  shown 
that  they  were  usually  the  most  vicious  and 
corrupt  of  their  contemporaries.  In  France 
were  thousands  of  wise,  pure,  honorable,  and 
gifted  men,  well  fitted  to  rule  a  nation,  who 
saw  Avith  shame  and  horror  the  cruelties  and 
the  vices  of  the  unhappy  Francis  and  his  perse¬ 
cuting  court. 

In  the  dawn  of  this  disastrous  reign  the  Hu¬ 
guenots  first  appear.  They  were  the  direct 
offspring  of  the  Bible.  ^  As  the  sacred  volume, 
multiplied  by  the  printing  presses  of  Germany, 
first  made  its  way  into  France,  it  Avas  received 
as  a  neAV  revelation.  Before  Luther  had  pub¬ 
lished  his  theses  it  is  said  that  there  Avere  Prot¬ 
estants  at  Paris,  and  Avherever  the  Bible  came 
it  was  certain  to  found  a  church.  But  it  Avas 
chiefly  among  the  men  of  labor  and  of  thought 
that  its  teachings  were  ever  Avelcome.  Labor, 
flying  from  the  decaying  cities  of  Italy  and  the 
disturbed  dominions  of  Charles  V.,  had  found 
a  new  home  in  many  of  the  toAvns  of  France ; 
accomplished  workmen  in  silk  and  linen,  iron 
or  clay,  had  stimulated  the  prosperity  of  Lyons 
and  Tours,  Saintes  and  Meaux ;  painters,  sculp¬ 
tors,  architects,  and  poets  had  sprung  up  amidst 

A  Schmidt,  Geschichte  von  Frankreich,  ii.  293,  and 
ii.  693,  note.  Le  protecteur  de  Marot  en  est  souvent 
I’heureux  rival. 

2  De  Felice,  p.  32.  White,  Massacre  of  St.  Bartholo¬ 
mew,  p.  13,  =  Smiles,  Huguenots,  p.  23. 


the  barbarism  of  chivalry ;  Paris  Avas  as  re- 
noAvned  for  its  painters  as  for  its  goldsmiths : 
and  the^ollege  of  France  spread  liberal  learn¬ 
ing  among  the  ambitious  students  of  the  day. 
To  the  cultivated  artisan  and  the  classical 
scholar  the  gross  corruptions  of  the  church, 
and  the  open  vices  of  monks  and  priests,  Avere 
singularly  odious ;  for  the  one  had  learned  the 
charm  -of  virtue  by  practicing  a  regular  life, 
the  other  by  a  study  of  Socrates  and  Cicero. 
When,  therefore,  the  Bible,  in  its  modern  trans¬ 
lation,  Avas  laid  before  the  people,  a  wonderful 
religious  revolution  swept  over  France.  Near¬ 
ly  the  Avhole  Avorking-class became  Protestants.* 
The  great  manufacturing  toAvns  Avere  converted 
at  once  from  Romanism  to  the  faith  of  St.  Paul. 
Almost  every  eminent  artisan  or  kiventor  Avas 
a  Huguenot.  Stephen,  the  famous  printer, 
Palissy,  the  chief  of  potters,  the  first  French 
sculptor,  Goujon,  the  great  surgeon  Pare,  and 
a  throng  of  their  renoAvned  companions,  shrank 
from  the  mass  as  idolatrous,  and  lived  by  the 
precepts  of  the  Bible.’  The  professors  of  the 
College  of  Fh-ance  and  the  ablest  of  living  schol¬ 
ars  adopted  the  princijfies  of  reform.  The  im¬ 
pulse  spread  to  nobles  and  princes.  The  house 
of  Bourbon  and  of  Navarre  Avere  nearly  all 
Huguenots.  Marguerite,  the  sister  of  Francis, 
became  the  chief  support  of  the  reformers,  and 
the  king  himself  seemed  for  a  moment  touched 
and  softened  by  the  sacred  language  of  inspi¬ 
ration.  The  Bible  ruled  over  the  rejoicing 
French.  Of  the  Avonderful  poAver  of  this  Avide 
reform  it  is  impossible  to  speak  Avithout  enthu¬ 
siasm.  SAviftly  there  spread  over  the  manu¬ 
facturing  toAvns  of  France  a  reign  of  saintly 
purity.  Men  once  more  shrank  from  vice  and 
clung  to  virtue.  The  gross  habits  of  the  Mid¬ 
dle  Ages  Avere  throAvn  aside ;  the  taverns  and 
theatres  Avere  deserted,  the  morris-dancers  and 
jongleurs  no  longer  amused  ;  the  rude  dissipa¬ 
tion  of  the  peasantry,  the  licentious  fetes  of 
priests  and  nobles,  aAvakened  only  disgust ;  but 
in  every  village  prayer-meetings  Avere  held,  and 
the  Bible  Avas  studied  by  throngs  of  eager  stu¬ 
dents,  Avho,  for  the  first  time,  Avere  now  enabled 
to  listen  to  the  voice  of  inspiration. 

The  reformation  began,  it  is  said,  at  Meaux, 
a  small  manufacturing  tOAvn  on  the  borders 
of  Flanders,  which  had  learned  from  its  Flem¬ 
ish  neighbor  industry  and  independence.’  Its 
people  had  been  coarse  and  rude,  its  priests 
A'icious,  indolent,  and  dull,  and  the  little  tOAvn 
had  found  its  chief  recreation  in  drunkenness 
and  barbarous  license.  Its  inhabitants  Avere 
wool-carders,  fullers,  cloth-makers,  and  mechan- 

>  Archives  Curieuses,  1®''  ser.,  vol.  ii.  p.  459,  La  Ke- 
haiue  de  Lyon,  a  contemporary  tract,  denounces  the 
new  faith  as  the  cause  of  the  independent  spirit  of 
the  Avorkmen  of  Lyons.  Until  noAv  they  had  obeyed 
their  masters  (1529).  Mais,  depuis  la  veniie  de  ceste 
faulce  secte  nouvellement  non  trouvde  mais  renou- 
vellee  de  ces  mauldictz  Vauldoys  et  Chaignartz  ve- 
nans  de  septentrion,  unde  omne  malum,  et  iniguitas,  le 
peuple  a  prinse  une  elevation  et  malice,  etc.  The 
people  began  to  doubt  the  divine  right  of  their  princes 
to  rule.  2  Smiles,  Huguenots,  p.  37. 

2  De  Felice,  p.  19. 
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ics,  living  by  the  product  of  their  daily  labor, 
and  grasping  eagerly  at  every  uncultivated 
pleasure.  Jacques  Lefe'vre,  the  translator  of 
the  Bible  into  Erench,  a  man  of  nearly  seventy, 
and  the  young  and  brilliant  Earel,^  his  faith¬ 
ful  associate,  preached  to  the  worldng-meu  of 
Meaux  and  distributed  among  them  copies  of 
the  gospels.  At  once  the  mass  was  deserted, 
the  priest  contemned,  and  eager  throngs  list¬ 
ened  to  the  daring  missionaries  who  ventured 
to  unfold  the  long-forgotten  truth. A  swift 
and  graceful  transformation  passed  over  the 
busy  town.  No  profane  word  was  any  longer 

1  Said  Farel :  Je  vieus  prouver  la  v^rit4  de  mes  doc¬ 
trines,  et  je  le  ferai  au  peril  de  ma  vie.  See  Histoire 
Geneve,  par  A.  Shoarel,  ii.  p.  S9. 

s  See  Felice,  p.  19. 


uttered,  no  ribaldry  nor  coarse  jests  were  heard. 
Drunkenness  and  disorder  disappeared ;  vice 
hid  in  the  monastery  or  the  cloister;  in  every 
factory  the  gospels  were  read  as  a  message 
from  above,  and  the  voice  of  prayer  and  thanks¬ 
giving  mingled  with  the  clamor  of  the  shuttle 
and  the  clash  of  the- anvil.  The  rude  and  bois¬ 
terous  artisans  were  converted  into  refined  and 
gentle  believers,  ever  seeking  for  the  pure  and 
the  true ;  and  the  sudden  impulse  toward  a 
higher  life  awakened  at  Meaux  by  the  teach¬ 
ings  of  Earel  and  Lefevre  stirred,  like  an  elec¬ 
tric  shock,  every  portion  of  diseased  and  decay¬ 
ing  France.  A  moment  of  regeneration  seemed 
near,  a  season  of  wonderful  advance. 

At  a  later  period  Palissy,  the  potter,  has  left 
a  pleasing  account  of  a  similar  transformation. 
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In  the  busy  town  of  Saintes,  where  he  was  pur 
suing  with  incredible  toil  and  self-denial  one 
of  the  chief  secrets  of  his  art,  Palissy  became 
the  founder  of  a  church.  Too  poor  to  pur¬ 
chase  a  copy  of  the  Bible,  he  learned  its  con¬ 
tents  by  heart,  and  every  Sunday  morning 
exhorted  or  instructed  nine  or  ten  of  his  fel¬ 
low-townsmen  who  assembled  in  secret  to  hear 
the  Word  of  God.  The  little  congregation 
soon  grew  in  numbers.’  For  some  time  they 
met  at  midnight,  and  hid  from  piersecution. 
At  length  the  purity  of  their  lives  and  the 
earnestness  of  their  faith  won  the  respect  of 
tlie  people  of  Saintes  ;  a  pastor  was  procured  ; 
the  people  crowded  to  the  Protestant  assembly  ; 
a  revival  spread  over  the  town,  and  a  sudden 
reform  in  morals  made  Saintes  a  haven  of  rest 
and  peace.  Coarse  plays  and  dances,  extrava¬ 
gance  in  dress  and  license  in  living,  scandal, 
quarrels,  and  lawsuits,  says  Palissy,  had  almost 
wholly  passed  away.  Instead  of  profane  lan¬ 
guage  and  idle  jesting  were  heard  only  psalms, 
prayers,  and  spiritual  songs.’’  The  religion 
ruled  over  the  happy  town,  and  even  the 
priests  and  monks,  stirred  by  the  general  im¬ 
pulse,  began  to  pray  and  preach  with  honest 
fervor,  and  to  emulate  the  purity  of  the  zeal¬ 
ous  reformers.  A  gentle  harmony  prevailed 
between  the  rival  churches ;  for  the  moment 
the  evil  passions  of  men  were  charmed  into 
repose.  Then,  adds  Palissy,  might  be  seen, 
on  Sundays,  bands  of  work-people  walking 
cheerfully  in  the  meadows,  groves,  and  fields, 
singing  spiritual  songs  together,  or  reading  to 
one  another  from  the  sacred  volumes ;  young 
girls  and  maidens  chanting  hymns  beneath  the 
pleasant  shade ;  boys,  with  their  teachers,  full 
of  a  steadfast  purpose  to  live  a  noble  life.  The 
very  countenances  of  the  people,  he  asserts, 
were  changed ;  the  coarse  lines  of  sensuality 
had  been  swept  away,  and  from  every  face 
shone  only  benevolence  and  truth. 

The  picture  of  the  reformed  village,  drawn 
by  the  honest  pen  of  the  gentle  artisan,  reads 
like  an  idyllic  dream  amidst  the  dreadful  story 
of  the  reign  of  the  chivalric  Francis  ;  it  seems 
scarcely  more  probable  than  Livy’s  narrative 
of  the  golden  age  of  Numa,  or  Homer’s  legend 
of  the  gentle  Pheeacians.  Yet  it  was  no  doubt 
■  true.  In  many  towns  and  cities  of  martial 
France  similar  scenes  were  witnessed.  More 
than  two  thousand  churches  sprang  up  in  the 
apparently  ungenial  soil.  The  early  Hugue¬ 
nots  were  noted  for  their  austere  virtues,  their 
truthfulness,  their  love  of  peace.  They  lived 
together,  a  happy  brotherhood,  joined  in  a 
common  faith,  a  similar  purity  of  life.  Men 
trusted  the  word  of  a  Huguenot  when  the  oath 
of  the  Catholic  noble  awakened  only  distrust. 
They  brought  honesty  into  commerce,  and  the 
domestic  virtues  into  every  home.  They  soft¬ 
ened  their  enemies  by  a  tolerant  patience ; 
they  strove  to  convert  rather  than  to  destroy  ; 


1  Palissy,  CEuvres  Completes,  Kecepte  Veritable,  108. 
=  Smiles,  p.  39-42. 


their  brilliant  leaders,  adorned  by  rare  talents 
and  eminent  virtues,  attracted  the  admiration 
of  the  age ;  and  it  seemed  possible  that  the 
tide  of  reform  might  sweep  unchecked  over 
France,  subdue  by  its  gentleness  the  hostility 
of  the  Galilean  church,  and  restrain,  with  a 
mighty  force,  the  barbarous  instincts  of  the 
feudal  princes  and  the  impulsive  kiug. 

But, France  was  not  permitted  to  reform  it¬ 
self.  It  was  the  slave  of  nn  Italian  master 
and  of  a  throng  of  Italian  priests.  From  their 
distant  thrones  a  series  of  cruel  and  vicious 
popes  awoke  the  fires  of  discord  in  the  pro¬ 
gressive  nation,  denounced  the  gentle  Hugue¬ 
nots  as  the  enemies  of  Heaven,  and  demanded 
their  extirpation.  ‘  The  French  priests,  roused 
to  madness  by  the  intrigues  of  Rome,  began 
the  fatal  labor  of  persecution  ;  the  uncultivated 
noljles  and  the  immoral  court  yielded  to  the 
fierce  anathemas  of  the  Italian  potentate  ;  rob¬ 
bers  and  assassins  were  let  loose  upon  the 
peaceful  congregations  of  reformers;  the  hor¬ 
rors  inflicted  by  the  popish  inquisitors  awoke 
retaliation,  and  the  dawning  hope  of  France 
was  forever  lost  in  the  unexampled  terrors  of 
its  religious  wars. 

The  pope  gave  the  signal  for  a  perpetual  St. 
Bartholomew’s;  Francis  obeyed,  perhaps  re¬ 
luctantly,  the  Italian  priest ;  a  general  crusade 
began  against  all  those  flourishing  Protestant 
communities  where  sanctified  labor  had  lately 
born  Hesperian  fruit.  In  1525  Clement  VII. 
sanctioned  or  created  the  French  Inquisition, 
endowing  it  with  “apostolical  authority”  to  try 
and  condemn  heretics.  A  series  of  royal  edicts 
followed,  enjoining  the  public  officials  to  extir¬ 
pate  the  reformers  ;  and  in  every  part  of  France 
it  became  the  favorite  pastime  for  the  idle  and 
the  dissolute  to  plunder  the  houses  of  the  Hu¬ 
guenots,  burn  their  factories,  desolate  their 
homes  by  dreadful  atrocities,  and  bind  them 
with  malevolent  exultation  to  the  stake.^  At 
the  command,  by  the  instigation  of  Clement, 
Paul,  Julius,  Pius,  the  successors  of  St.  Peter, 
every  Romanist  in  France  was  made  an  assas¬ 
sin,  every  faithful  adherent  of  the  pope  was  en¬ 
joined  to  rob  or  murder  an  unoifending  neigh¬ 
bor.^  The  era  of  reform,  which  had  lately 
seemed  so  near,  vanished  before  the  malevo¬ 
lent  interference  of  the  Italians  ;  the  commands 
of  Rome  checked  the  advancing  tide  of  civiliza¬ 
tion.  Bands  of  plunderers,  blasphemers,  rav- 
ishers,  murderers  obeyed  the  Holy  Father  and 
sprang  upon  the  Protestant  communities.  No 

1  The  Eomish  church  has  always  advocated  the  ex¬ 
tirpation  of  heresy,  where  it  can  be  accomplished  with 
safety  to  itself.  De  Castro,  De  Justa  Hoeret.  Puni- 
tione,  1547, 119.  Jure  divino  obligantur  eos  extiiijare, 
si  absque  majori  incommode  possint  So  fides  illis 
data  servanda  non  sit. 

2  D’Aubigne,  Eef.  in  Europe,  i.  552-567.  Francis 
was  hired  by  the  clergy  to  extirpate  the  Huguenots. 
See  J.  Simon,  La  Liberte  de  Conscience,  p.  128  et  seq., 
for  the  cruelties  of  the  king. 

2  Eelations  des  Ambassadeurs  Venitiens,  Doc.  Ined. 
Hist.  France,  i.  p.  520.  Fu  introdotta  questa  peste  iii 
Francia,  etc.  It  was  a  horrible  poison  the  Catholics 
I  wished  to  expel. 
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more  were  heard  the  chant  of  holy  songs  on 
Sundays  in  the  pleasant  groves  ;  no  longer  fair 
young  girls  made  sacred  music  in  the  forest  ; 
no  more  the  manly  youth  planned  lives  of  gen¬ 
erous  purpose.  The  austere,  benevolent  Hu¬ 
guenot  was  cut  down  at  his  forge  or  his  shuttle  ; 
his  wife  and  children  became  the  victims  of  the 
papal  soldiers ;  every  village  rang  with  blas¬ 
phemy  and  the  jests  of  demons ;  every  enor¬ 
mity  was  perpetrated  in  obedience  to  the  or¬ 
ders  of  the  pope. 

Palissy  has  described,  with  simple  truthful¬ 
ness,  the  effects  of  the  papal  interference  upon 
his  once  prosperous  church  at  Saintes.  The 
town  had  been  invaded  by  a  band  of  papal 
persecutors.  The  very  thought  of  those  evil 
days,  he  exclaims,  fills  my  mind  with  horror. 

To  avoid  the  spectacle  of  the  robberies,  mur¬ 
ders,  and  various  crimes  perpetrated  in  the 
town,  he  concealed  himself  for  two  months  in 
his  own  house.  During  all  this  long  period 
the  work  of  persecution  went  on,  until  all  the 
reformed  had  fled  from  the  hapless  neighbor¬ 
hood.  It  seemed  to  Palissy  as  if  Satan  had 
broken  loose  and  raging  demons  had  suddenly 
taken  possession  of  Saintes.  Where  lately  had 
been  heard  only  psalms  and  spiiitual  songs  and 
exhortations  to  a  holy  life,  now  echoed  on  every 
side  abominable  language,  dissolute  ballads,  pro¬ 
fanity,  and  execrations.  Led  by  their  priests, 
“  a  band  of  imps,”  he  says,  issued  from  a  neigh¬ 
boring  castle,  entered  the  town  with  drawn 
swords,  and  shouted,  “Where  are  the  heretics  ? 
we  wUl  cut  their  throats  at  once.”  They  rushed 
from  house  to  house,  robbing  and  murdering ; 
they  uttered  blasphemies  against  both  God  and 
man.^  Palissy  himself  soon  after  escaped  to 
Paris.  Here  he  was  employed  for  many  years 
by  Catherine  de  Medicis  and  her  children  ;  was 
at  last  sent  to  the  Bastile  for  heresy,  and  by 
dying  in  prison  escaped  the  stake.  His  narra¬ 
tive  of  the  events  at  Saintes,  of  the  horrors  of 
the  papal  persecution,  may  be  accepted  as  an 
accurate  picture  of  what  happened  in  every 
Protestant  village  or  to^vn  in  Erance  by  the 
direct  command  of  the  pope  at  Rome. 

There  now  began  a  remarkable  contest  be¬ 
tween  the  Romish  church  and  the  Bible — be¬ 
tween  the  printers  and  the  popes.'*  Eor  many 
centuries  the  Scriptures  had  been  hidden  in  a 
dead  language,  guarded  by  the  anathemas  of 
the  priests  from  the  public  eye,  and  so  costly 
in  manuscript  form  as  to  be  accessible  only  to 
the  wealthy.  A  Bible  cost  as  much  as  a  land¬ 
ed  estate  ;  the  greatest  universities,  the  richest 
monasteries,  could  scarcely  purchase  a  single 
copy.  Its  language  and  its  doctrines  had  long 
been  forgotten  by  the  people,  and  in  their  place 
the  intellect  of  the  Middle  Ages  had  been  fed 
upon  extravagant  legends  and  monkish  visions. 


•  Smiles,  44,  45. 

‘  RelatVen.  Amfi.jDoc.  Ined.,ii.  139.  Correro  thinks 
the  heresies  might  have  been  repressed  if  Francis  had 
been  more  active.  Yet  it  was  during  this  period  that 
Montaigne  was  writing  his  essay  upon  “  Cruelty,”  and 
teaching  wisdom  from  history. 


the  fancies  of  idle  priests,  the  fables  of  the  un¬ 
scrupulous.  The  wonders  worked  by  a  favorite 
image,  the  virtues  of  a  relic,  the  dreams  of  a 
dull  abbot  or  a  fanatical  monk,  had  supplanted 
the  modest  teachings  of  Peter  and  the  narrative 
of  Luke.  Men  saw  before  them  only  the  impos¬ 
ing  fabric  of  the  church  of  Rome,  claiming  su- 
premac}'  over  the  conseienceand  the  reason,  par¬ 
doning  sins,  determining  doctrines,  and  had  long 
ceased  to  remember  that  there  ■w;?is  a  Redeem¬ 
er,  a  Bible,  even  a  God.  A  practical  atheism 
followed.  The  pope  was  often  a  skeptic,  except 
as  to  his  own  right  to  rule  ;  the  church  and  the 
monasteries  teemed  with  the  vices  depjicted  by 
Rabelais  and  Erasmus.  Then  in  the  close  of 
the  fifteenth  centuiy  a  flood  of  light  was  poured 
upon  mankind.  The  new  art  of  printing  sprang 
into  sudden  maturity,  and  great  numbers  of 
Bibles  were  scattered  among  the  people.  They 
were  sought  for  with  an  avidity,  studied  with 
an  eagerness,  received  with  an  undoubting  faith 
such  as  no  later  age  has  witnessed  ;  arrayed  in 
the  charm  of  entrancing  novelty,  the  simple 
story  of  the  gospels  and  the  noble  morals  of  the 
epistles,  translated  for  the  first  time  into  the 
common  dialects,  descended  as  if  newly  written 
by  the  pen  of  angels  upon  the  minds  of  men. 

Every  honest  intellect  was  at  once  struck  with 
the  strange  discrepancy  between  the  teaching 
of  the  sacred  volume  and  that  of  the  church 
of  Rome.*  No  religion,  indeed,  seemed  less 
consistent  with  itself  than  that  of  medieval 
Romanism.  ■  The  Mohammedan  of  the  fifteenth 
century  still  clung  with  tenacity  to  the  minute 
requirements  of  the  Koran  ;  the  Jew  obeyed  in 
every  particular  the  injunctions  of  the  Deca¬ 
logue  ;  the  Greeks  and  Romans  had  suffered  few 
alterations  in  the  rituals  of  Jupiter  and  Diana. 
But  it  was  found  upon  the  slightest  inspection 
that  there  was  no  authority  for  the  Romish  in¬ 
novations  in  any  portion  of  the  Scriptures. 
There  was  no  purgatory,  no  mass,  no  papal 
supremacy,  no  monasteries,  no  relics  working 
miracles,  no  images,  no  indulgences  to  he  found 
in  the  book  that  contained  the  teachings  of 
Christ  and  his  Apostles.  The  inference  was  at 
once  every  where  drawn  that  the  theories  of 
the  Roman  church  were  founded  upon  im¬ 
posture  ;  and  when,  at  the  same  time,  the 
shameless  lives  of  its  priests  and  popes  were 
brought  before  the  public  eye  by  satirists  and 
preachers,  its  gross  corruption  was  believed  to 
be  the  necessary  result  of  its  want  of  truthful¬ 
ness  ;  its  cruelty  and  violence  seemed  the  off¬ 
spring  of  its  unhallowed  sensuality  and  pride. 
The  Bible  alone  could  now  satisfy  the  active 
intellect  of  Erance ;  the  Bible  awoke  anew  the 
simple  church  of  the  apostolic  age. 

To  the  Bible  the  popes  at  once  declared  a 


*  To  the  sellers  of  indulgences  the  New  Testament 
was  particularly  odious.  It  stopped  their  trade.  So 
Lyndesay’s  pardoner  or  indulgence-seller  exclaims : 

I  give  to  the  devill  with  gude  intent 
This  unsell,  wickit  New  Testament, 

With  thame  that  it  translaitit. 

Satyre  of  the  Three  Estates. 
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deathless  hostility.  To  read  the  Scriptures  was 
in  their  eyes  tlie  grossest  of  crimes ;  for  they 
QQj2f0sg0d  by  their  acts  that  he  who  lead  must 
cease  to  he  a  Eomamst.^  Not  muiderj  iob~ 
bery,  nor  any  other  offense  was  punished  with 
such  dreadful  severity.  “  The  tongues  of  the 
gentle  criminals  were  usually  cut  out;  they 
were  racked  until  their  limbs  parted  ;  they  were 
then  forced  to  mount  a  cart,  and  were  jolted 
over  rough  streets  in  agony  to  the  stake.  Here 
they  were  burned  amidst  the  jeers  of  the  priests 
and  the  populace.  Yet  the  Bible  sustained 
them  in  their  hour  of  trial,  and  they  died  ever 
with  hymns  of  exultation.  Great  wars  were 
undertaken  to  drive  the  sacred  volume  from 
schools  and  colleges.  The  Inquisition  was  in¬ 
vested  with  new  terrors,  and  was  forced  upon 
France  and  Holland  by  papal  armies.  The 
.Jesuits  were  .every  where  distinguished  by  their 
hatred  for  the  UJble.  In  the  Netherlands  they 
led  the  persecutions  of  Alva  and  Philip  II. ; 
■they  rejoiced  with  a  .dreadful  joy  when  Ant¬ 
werp,  Bruges,  and  Ghent,  the  fairest  cities  of 
the  working-men,  were  reduced  to  pauperism 
■and  ruin  by  the  Spanish  arms ;  for  the  Bible 
had  perished,  with  its  defenders.  “  There  are 
above  forty  thousand  Protestants  in  this  town,” 
wrofn  Sir  Thomas  Gresham  from  Antwerp  in 
1666  ‘‘  which  will  die  rather  than  that  the 
Word  of  God  shall  be  put  to  silence.”  A  few 
years  later  their  heroic  resolution  had  been  ful¬ 
filled  ;  they  had  nearly  all  perished  by  famine, 
disease,  and  the  sword  of  Alva. 

To  burn  Bibles  was  the  favorite  employment 
of  zealous  CathoHcs.  Wherever  they  were 
found  the  heretical  volumes  were  destroyed  by 
active  inquisitors,  and  thousands  of  Bibles  and 
Testaments  perished  in  every  part  of  France. 
Yet  the  fertile  press  soon  renewed  the  abund¬ 
ant  fruit,  and  the  skillful  printers  of  Germany  ^ 
and  Switzerland  poured  forth  an  incessant 
stream  of  French,  Dutch,  and  English  Bibles, 
besides  an  infinite  number  of  tracts  and  treat¬ 
ises  by  eminent  reformers.  The  demand  for 
these  books  could  never  be  sufficiently  supplied. 
At  Nuremberg,  Mentz,  and  Strasbourg  there 
v/as  an  eager  struggle  for  Luther’s  smallest 
pamphlets.  Of  his  catechism  one  hundred 
thousand  were  sold.  The  sheets  of  his  tracts, 
often  wet  from  the  press,  were  hidden  under 
the  purchasers’  cloaks  and  passed  from  shop  to 
shop.  The  most  hated  and  the  most  feared 
of  all  the  agents  of  reform,  in  this  remarkable 
period,  by  priest  and  pope,  was  the  humble  col¬ 
porteur  or  Bible-seller.  Laden  with  his  lit¬ 
tle  pack  of  Bibles,  Testaments,  and  Protestant 
treatises,  the  godly  merchant  made  his  way  from 
Antwerp  or  Geneva  into  the  heart  of  France, 
and  beneath  the  hot  summer  sun  or  in  the 
snows  of  winter  pursued  with  patient  toil  his 


1  Said  Paul  IV. ;  A  heretic  never  repents;  it  is  an  evil 
for  which  there  is  no  remedy  but  fire. 

2  Said  Montaigne,  Essay  on  Cmelty :  I  live  in  a  time 
abounding  in  examples  of  this  vice ;  we  see  nothing  in 
ancient  histories  more  extreme  than  what  we  meet 
with  every  day. 


dangerous  traffic.*  He  knew  that  if  detected 
he  must  die ;  he  felt  that  the  keen  eyes  of  in¬ 
quisitors  and  priests  were  every  where  watch¬ 
ing  for  his  coming.  Yet,  often  disguised  as 
a  peddler  of  ribbons  and  trinkets,  he  made 
his  way  into  the  castles  of  the  .nobles  or  the 
homes  of  the  working-men,  and  cautiously  ex¬ 
posed  his  forbidden  wares.  They  were  bought 
with  eagerness,  and  read  by  noble  and  peasant. 
But  not  seldom  the  daring  missionary  was  dis¬ 
covered  and  punished  ;  his  little  stock  of  Bibles 
was  dragged  forth  and  burned  by  rejoicing 
priests,  and  the  humble  Bible-seller  was  him¬ 
self  sacrificed,  in  fearful  tortures,  to  the  dread¬ 
ful  deity  at  Eome. 

Between  the  printers  and  the  popes  the  war 
now  began  that  has  never  ceased.  The  clank 
of  the  printing-press  had  to  the  ears  of  the  Ital¬ 
ian  priesthood  an  ominous  sound.  “We  must 
destroy  printing,”  said  an  English  vicar,  “or 
it  will  destroy  us.  ”  The  Sorbonne  of  Paris  de¬ 
nounced  the  printers  in  1534,  and  burned  twen¬ 
ty  of  them  within  six  months,  and  one  woman. 
A  printer  of  the  Eue  Saint  Jacques  was  con¬ 
demned  for  publishing  Luther’s  works  ;  a  book¬ 
seller  was  burned  for  having  sold  them.  At 
last  the  Sorbonne,  the  council  of  the  papal  fac¬ 
tion,  in  1535,  obtained  a  decree  from  the  king 
for  the  total  suppression  of  printing.^ 

Eobert  Stephen  was  one  of  the  most  emi¬ 
nent  printers  and  scholars  of  the  age.  From 
his  accurate  press  at  Paris  had  issued  Latin 
Bibles  and  Testaments  of  singular  excellence 
and  beauty.  But  he  was  a  Huguenot,  and  even 
the  favor  and  protection  of  the  king  and  the 
court  could  not  shield  him  from  the  rage  of  the 
Sorbonne.  It  was  discovered  that  in  the  notes 
to  his  Latin  Bible  of  1545  he  had  introduced 
heretical  doctrines..  He  was  prosecuted  by  the 
Faculty  of  Theology,  and  fled  from  France  to 
escape  the  stake.  His  contemporary,  the  poet, 
printer,  and  scholar,  Dolet,  was  burned  for 
atheism  in  1546.  Yet  the  bold  printers  in 
Protestant  Geneva,  Germany,  and  the  Low 
Countries  defied  the  rage  of  popes  and  inquis¬ 
itors,  and  still  poured  forth  an  increasing  tide 
of  Protestant  tracts  and  Bibles.  The  press 
waged  a  ruthless  war  upon  the  antichrist  at 
Eome.  It  founded  the  republic  of  Holland, 
the  central  fount  of  modern  freedom :  it  re¬ 
formed  England  and  the  North.  It  filled  the 
common  schools  with  Bibles  and  instructed 
nations  in  the  humanizing  lessons  of  history. 
From  age  to  age  it  has  never  ceased  to  inflict 
deadly  wounds  upon  the  papacy;  until  at 
length  even  Italy  and  Spain  liave  been  rescued 
from  the  grasp  of  the  Inquisition  and  the  Jes- 


'  ■*  De  Felice,  p.  73.  Reading  the  Bible  to  a  congre- 

!  gation  unauthorized  hy  law  is  still  a  criminal  offense 
in  Prance,  or  was  so  in  1857-  See  M.  Jules  Simon’s 
La  Liberte  de  Conscience,  p.  27.  His  treatise  may  bo 
read  with  instruction. 

2  A.  F.  Didot,  Paris  Guide.  C’est  ainsi,  says  Didot,  a 
good  authority,  que  traitait  I’imprhnerie  celui  qu'on 
!  h  volu  surnommer  le  Pire,  ou  le  Restaurateur  des  Let- 
I  tree,  p.  296.  The  French  are  slowly  discovering  the 
1  absurdity  of  their  received  histories. 
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uits,  and  have  proclaimed  the  freedom  of  the 
press.  In  the  city  of  Rome  alone,  under  the 
tyranny  of  an  infallible  pope,  the  printer  lies 
chained  at  the  mercy  of  his  ancient  adversary ; 
from  the  dominions  of  Pins  IX.  the  Protestant 
Bible,  the  source  of  modern  civilization,  is  ex¬ 
cluded  by  penalties  scarcely  less  severe  than 
those  imposed  by  Pius  V.  And  as  once  more 
the  Italian  priests  prepare  to  renew  their  war¬ 
fare  against  the  printing-press  and  the  Bible  in 
the  cities  of  free  America,  they  will  encounter, 
though  with  new  arts  and  new  arms,  their  suc¬ 
cessful  adversary  of  the  Old  World.  The  prin¬ 
ter  once  more  defies  the  pope.  He  points  to 
the  ashes  of  his  martyrs,  scattered  in  the  wa¬ 
ters  of  the  Seine  or  the  Scheldt  in  the  sixteenth 
century ;  to  the  prisons  of  Bologna  or  of  Rome, 
so  lately  filled  with  the  dying  advocates  of  a 
free  press  in  the  nineteenth ;  to  the  crimes  of 
Pius  IX.,  no  less  than  those  of  Pius  V.,  as  his 
gage  of  battle.^ 

More  than  thirty  years  of  ceaseless  persecu¬ 
tion,  filled  with  scenes  of  horror,  of  flourishing 
seats  of  industry  sacked  and  blighted,  of  holy 
men  and  women  martyred  with  incredible  suf¬ 
ferings,  of  dreadful  atrocities  perpetrated  in  ev¬ 
ery  town  and  village  by  the  emissaries  of  the 
popes,  had  passed  over  the  patient  Huguenots 
before  they  resolved  to  take,  up  arms  in  self- 
defense.  Their  gentle  pastors,  with  persistent 
magnanimity,  inculcated  theories  of  non-resist¬ 
ance.  Calvin  himself,  rigid  and  severe,  still 
urged  upon  them  obedience  to  their  merciless 
kings.  He  was  content  to  meet  the  savage 
barbarism  of  the  Inquisition  with  spiritual  arms. 
From  his  strong-hold  at  Geneva  he  organized 
his  Bible  societies,  and  poured  an  incessant 
stream  of  reformed  literature  over  every  part 
of  Prance.  He  cheered  the  martyrs  with  au¬ 
stere  exhortations  ;  his  Bible-sellers  were  seen 
in  every  secluded  path  and  by-way,  stealing 
with  fearless  faith  from  congregation  to  congre¬ 
gation  ;  his  presses  at  Geneva  were  never  idle ; 
his  “  Institutes”  were  scattered  widely  over  his 
native  land.  During  this  period  of  suffering 
the  Huguenots  continued  to  increase  in  num¬ 
bers.  Yet  their  congregations  were  often 
forced  to  meet  in  caves  and  forests,  and  to  chant 
in  subdued  tones  their  sacred  songs,  lest  their 
persecutors  might  break  in  upon  them  with  fire 
and  sword.  Often  the  pious  assembly  was  dis¬ 
covered  in  its  most  secret  retreat,  and  men, 
women,  and  children  were  mass.acred  by  hordes 
of  priests  and  brigands. 

At  Meaux,  the  birth-place  of  reform,  fourteen 
persons  were  burned  alive  in  the  market-place. 
In  the  south  of  Prance  two  Protestant  towns, 
Cabrieres  and  Merindol,  were  razed  to  the 
ground — every  house  was  destroyed,  and  the 
unoffending  people  were  murdered  in  the  streets. 


I  The  present  pope  began  his  reign  by  promising  a 
free  press  and  liberal  reforms  to  his  people.  He  vio¬ 
lated  all  his  promises ;  and  there  is  no  existing  gov¬ 
ernment  that  has  shown  such  exce83i|^  severity  to  its 
political  opponents  as  that  of  Pius  IX.  See  Facts  and 
Figures  from  Italy,  and  Italy  in  Transition. 


Pour  or  five  hundred  women  and  children,  who 
had  taken  refuge  in  a  church,  were  butchered 
at  once ;  twenty-five  women,  who  had  hidden 
in  a  cave,  were  smothered  by  a  fire  kindled  at 
its  entrance  by  the  papal  legate.  At  Paris,  on 
the  night  of  September  4,  1637,  a  congrega¬ 
tion  of  Protestants  was  gathered  in  secret  at  a 
private  house  in  the  suburbs.'  Many  of  them 
were  refined  and  pious  men  and  women  from 
the  cultivated  classes  of  society ;  some  tvere 
noble  and  connected  with  the  court.  But, 
united  by  a  common  piety,  they  celebrated  the 
communion  and  listened  to  the  exhortations  of 
a  faithful  pastor.''  They  were  startled  by  the 
cry,  outside  the  door,  of  “  Death  to  the  Luther¬ 
ans!”  A  wild  mob  of  papists  surrounded  the 
house  and  besieged  all  night  the  terrified  wm- 
men,  who  were  guarded  alone  by  the  swords  of 
the  gentlemen  who  attended  them.  In  the 
morning  the  police  arrested  the  whole  Hugue¬ 
not  congregation  and  dragged  them  through 
the  streets  to  the  filthy  dungeons  of  the  Chftte- 
let,  where  they  had  neither  room  to  lie  or  sit 
do-wn.  By  the  strict  law  their  lives  were  for¬ 
feited  ;  they  were  offered  pardon  if  they  would 
go  to  mass.  But  not  one  consented.  A  long 
and  terrible  imprisonment  passed  away  before 
they  were  brought  to  trial.  Among  the  cap¬ 
tives,  the  fate  of  Philippa  de  Lunz — a  refined 
and  high-bred  woman,  only  twenty-two  years 
old,  a  widow,  possessed  of  wealth  and  influence 
— is  singularly  illustrative  of  the  papal  theories. 
She  was  examined,  and  refused  to  recant.  She 
was  next  led  out  for  execution.  In  the  gay 
city  of  Paris,  in  September,  1658,  a  throng  of 
papists  assembled  around  a  pile  of  fagots  in 
the  Place  Maubert,  dancing,  singing,  and  call¬ 
ing  for  the  victims.  The  king,  it  is  said,  look¬ 
ed  on  from  a  distance ;  the  courtiers  were  not 
far  off ;  the  priests  were  no  doubt  all  present. 
At  length  a  cart  drove  into  the  square,  on  which 
were  seen  Philippa  and  two  Huguenot  com¬ 
panions.  Their  tongues  had  already  been  cut 
out.  But  Philippa  had  laid  aside  her  widow’s 
weeds,  and  was  dressed  in  her  best  attire.  For 
she  said,  on  leaving  prison,  “  Why  should  not  I 
rejoice  ?  I  am  going  to  meet  my  husband.” 

She  witnessed  the  horrible  convulsions  of  her 
two  friends  as  they  expired  amidst  the  flames. 
She  was  lost  in  fervent  prayer.  The  execution¬ 
ers  roughly  Seized  her,  tore  off  her  outer  dress, 
and  held  her,  with  her  head  downward,  in  the 
fire.  Her  feet  had  already  been  burned  off. 
She  was  then  strangled,  and  her  great  soul  es¬ 
caped  to  heaven.^ 

Several  others  of  the  prisoners  were  executed. 
But  flieir  fate  now  awakened  the  attention  of 
Europe.  Calvin  wrote  to  the  survivors  a  letter 
of  encouragement ;  at  his  entreaty  the  princes 
of  Germany  interceded  for  them;  the  younger 

1  White,  Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew,  p.  40-43. 

2  The  Huguenots  fled  from  Paris  in  great  numbers. 
The  streets  resounded  with  the  cry  of  the  ban  pro¬ 
claimed  against  them.  J.  Simon,  La  Liberty  de  Con¬ 
science,  p.  131. 

3  White,  Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew,  p.  43. 
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prisoners  were  carried  to  monasteries,  from 
whence  they  were  afterward  allowed  to  escape  ; 
others  were  pardoned  upop  making  an  apparent 
recantation  ;  and  it  is  possible  that  even  the 
French  king  and  court  were  satisfied  with  the 
woes  already  inflicted  upon  the  pious  congrega¬ 
tion  of  Paris.  But  the  pope  was  enraged  at  the 
lenity  shown  to  the  Huguenots,  and  denounced 
the  faint  trace  of  toleration  on  the  part  of  the 
king.  He  complained,  he  remonstrated.  He 
was  discontented  because  every  prisoner  had 
not  been  hung  with  his  head  downward  in  the 
flames  and  strangled,  like  Philippa  de  Lunz.  ^ 

I  have  sketched  the  fate  of  the  Protestants 
of  Paris,  as  an  illustration  of  the  Roman  doc¬ 
trine  of  employing  force  in  preserving  religious 
unity.  The  popes  and  the  Italian  priests  still 
defend  that  theory  of  persecution  by  which 
Philippa  de  Lunz  was  strangled ;  by  which 
every  country  of  Europe  has  been  filled  with 
woe  ;  by  which,  if  honestly  accepted,  everv  de¬ 
vout  Roman  Catholic  might  be  converted  into 
an  assassin.’ 

Silenced  and  overpowered,  their  congrega¬ 
tions  broken  up,  their  pastors  driven  »from 
Frauc^  the  Huguenots  still  expressed  their  re- 
ligiou^mpulses  by  a  singular  expedient.  Music 
came  to  their  aid.  Clement  Marot  translated 


'  Laurent,  Le  Catholicisme  et  la  Eeligion  cle  I’ave- 
nir,  Paris,  1869,  p.  677  ct  neq.,  shows  that  the  Holy  Office 
is  stiU  defended  by  the  Koraish  bishops. 

“  The  Syllabus  still  asserts  that  heresy  must  he  re¬ 
pressed  by  force.  The  infallible  pope  still  wields  the 
sword  of  persecution. 


the  Psalms  of  David  into  French 
verse,  and  soon  the  inspired  songs 
of  the  Jewish  king  were  chanted 
in  every  city  of  the  realm.  They 
resounded  in  plaintive  melodies 
from  the  caves  and  forests  where 
the  Huguenots  still  ventured  to 
assemble ;  they  made  their  way 
into  the  palace  and  the  castle ; 
and  Francis,  Henry  II.,  Catherine 
de  Medicis,  and  Henry  of  Na¬ 
varre,  had  each  a  favorite  psalm. 
Catherine,  with  some  propriety, 
selected  “  O  Lord,  rebuke  me 
not Diana  of  Poitiers,  the  mis¬ 
tress  of  Henry  II.,  delighted  in 
the  JDe  Profundis.  The  Hugue¬ 
nots  sang  the  psalms  as  a  substi¬ 
tute  for  divine  worship  ;  and  oft¬ 
en,  as  throngs  of  Parisians  were 
walking  on  summer  evenings  in 
the  pleasure-grounds  of  Pre  aux 
Clercs,  some  daring  reformer 
would  strike  the  key-note  of  a 
psalm  of  Marot,  and  the  strain, 
caught  up  by  innumerable  voices, 
would  swell  over  the  gay  assem¬ 
blage.  The  King  and  Queen  of 
Navarre  often  went  to  the  fash¬ 
ionable  walk  to  hear  the  singing. 
But  the  priests  at  length  pro¬ 
cured  an  edict  forbidding  the 
practice,  and  the  voice  of  sacred  melody  was 
finally  hushed  in  the  horrors  of  St.  Bartholomew. 

King  Francis,  the  chivalric,  died  of  his  own 
excesses ;  his  son,  Henry  II.,  succeeded,  the  hus¬ 
band  of  Catherine  de  Medicis.  He  was  even 
more  vicious  and  cruel  than  his  father;  he  per¬ 
secuted  with  Italian  severity ;  he  died  amidst 
the  thanksgivings  of  the  Huguenots,  pierced  by 
the  lance  of  a  rival  knight,  at  a  magnificent 
tourney.  His  death  made  way  for  the  rule  of 
his  widow,  Catherine  de  Medicis,  and  their 
three  miserable  sons.  Nor  can  one  reflect  with¬ 
out  a  shudder  of  disgust  upon  that  wretched 
group  of  depraved  men  and  more  monstrous 
women,  into  whose  hands  now  fell  the  destiny 
of  the  Huguenots  and  of  fair  and  progressive 
France.  Touched  by  tbe  genial  impulse  of  re¬ 
form,  filled  with  a  brilliant  generation  of  poets, 
scholars,  accomplished  artisans,  and  gifted 
statesmen,  such  as  the  world  has  seldom  known, 
the  unhappy  realm  was  checked  in  the  moment 
of  its  advance  by  the  follies  and  the  crimes  of 
Catherine,  the  popes,  and  the  Guises.  Rome 
ruled  at  Paris,  and  in  the  peaceful  and  holy 
communities  described  by  Palissy  and  Beza  was 
soon  aroused  a  dreadful  discord  that  ended  in 
their  destruction.  The  workman  fled  from  his 
forge  or  his  loom  to  die  upon  the  battle-field ; 
the  scholar,  the  musician,  and  the  poet  carried 
the  fruits  of  his  genius  to  foreign  lands ;  the 
Italian  prelate,  with  malevolent  touch,  blighted 
the  dawning  civilization  of  France.^ 


1  A  Romish  view  of  the  persecution  of  the  Huguenots 
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Catherine  de  Meclicis  led  the  revelries,  the 
fashions,  and  the  politics  of  the  age.  Her 
youth  had  been  singularly  unfortunate.^  No 
friendly  voice,  no  fond  or  tender  counsels,  had 
awakened  in  her  cold  heart  a  trace  of  filial  or 
maternal  love.  Her  father,  Lorenzo  de  Medi- 
cis,  had  deserved  by  his  vices  the  miseries  ho 
endured  ;  her  mother  was  no  less  unhappy  ; 
and  Catherine,  the  descendant  of  the  wealthiest 
mercantile  house  in  Europe,  was  born  penniless 
and  a  child  of  evil  omen.  It  was  foretold  of 
her  at  her  birth  that  she  would  bring  destruc¬ 
tion  to  the  city  where  she  was  born  ;  the  torvns- 
people  of  Elorence  would  have  exposed  the  in¬ 
fant  in  a  basket  to  the  balls  of  their  enemies. 
But  she  was  preserved  alive,  tvas  shut  up  in  a 
convent,  and  in  the  school  of  Macchiavelli  and 
of  Rome  learned  dissimulation  and  self-con¬ 
trol.  Her  uncle  became  pope,  and  Erancls  I., 
anxious  to  win  the  support  of  Clement,  married 
his  son  Henry  to  the  portionless  orphan,  then  a 
girl  of  fourteen.  But  misfortune  still  follorved 
the  child  of  evil  omen.  The  pope,  her  uncle, 
soon  died ;  Francis  reaped  no  benefit  from  the 
hasty  marriage ;  and  Catherine  came  into  the 
family  of  Valois  only  to  be  neglected  by  her 
husband  for  Diana  of  Poitiers,  and  to  be  con¬ 
temned  by  her  regal  relatives  as  the  penniless 
descendant  of  a  race  of  merchants. 

For  many  years  she  lived  powerless  and  ob¬ 
scure,  the  nominal  wife  of  a  depraved  king.^ 
Yet  she  was  singularly  beautiful.  Her  brill¬ 
iant  complexion,  her  large  and  lustrous  eyes, 
the  inheritance  of  the  Medicean  family,  her 
graceful  form,  her  hand  and  arm  that  no  paint¬ 
er  nor  sculptor  could  imitate,  were  set  oif  by 
manners  so  soft  and  engaging  as  to  win  the  es¬ 
teem  even  of  her  foes.  Few  left  her  presence 
without  being  charmed  by  that  graceful  courtesy 
w'hich  had  descended  to  her  from  Lorenzo  the 
Magnificent ;  few  could  believe  that  her  placid 
countenance  concealed  the  passions,  the  resent¬ 
ments,  the  unsparing  malice  of  the  most  am¬ 
bitious  of  women.  From  Lorenzo  Catherine 
had  inherited,  too,  a  love  for  exterior  beauty  in 
dress  or  form  ;  a  taste  for  lavish  elegance.  She 
shone  at  tourneys,  and  glittered  in  stately  pro¬ 
cessions.  From  him,  perhaps,  came  that  pas¬ 
sion  for  political  intrigue  that  seemed  the  only 
vigorous  impulse  of  her  placid  nature,  and  for 
which  at  times  she  became  a  murderess,  revel¬ 
ing  in  the  spectacle  of  her  bleeding  victims,  or 
meditated  and  prepared  the  corruption,  the  deg¬ 
radation,  or  the  death  of  her  own  sons. 

By  some  ardent  Roman  Catholic  writers 
Catherine  is  adorned  w'ith  all  saintly  virtues  as 
the  guardian  and  defender  of  the  church;  by 
most  historians  she  is  looked  upon  as  an  in¬ 


is  given  by  De  Saucli6res,  Coup  d’CEil  sur  I’Histoire  du 
Calvinisme  en  Prance  (1844).  This  author  palliates  the 
massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew,  and  exults  over  the  Ee- 
vocation. 

1  Vita  di  Caterina  do’  Medici,  Alberi,  softens  the 
portrait  of  Catherine.  La  gran  ligura  de  Caterina — 
domina  intera  un’  epoca  importantlssima,  etc. 

3  Alberi,  p.  45. 


comprehensible  mystery. '■  Not  even  her  con¬ 
temporaries  could  penetrate  that  chill  and  icy 
heart,  where  no  maternal  nor  friendly  affections 
ever  dwelt,  where  pity  and  compassion  never 
came,  which  was  dead  to  the  sufferings  of  oth¬ 
ers,  and  even  to  her  own,  and  discover  the  se¬ 
cret  springs  that  guided  her  erratic  polici’  of 
vacillation  and  crime.  Yet  it  is  possible  that 
the  true  mystery  lay  in  her  boundless  super¬ 
stition.  For  the  common  modes  of  belief  she 
had  nothing  but  skepticism.  She  toyed  with 
the  Huguenots ;  she  was  not  afraid  to  cajole 
or  def}'  the  Catholics  and  the  pope.  But  be¬ 
fore  the  sorcerer  or  the  fortune-teller  all  her 
narrow  intellect  was  botved  in  abject  submis¬ 
sion.^  Her  credulity  \vas,  perhaps,  the  cause 
of  her  impassive  cruelty.  She  obeyed  implicitly 
the  decrees  of  the  stars  ;  she  consulted  with  awe 
the  famous  seer  of  Salon,  Nostrodamus,  whose 
name  and  writings  are  still  cherished  by  the 
lovers  of  curious  mysteries,  and  whose  rude 
oracles  were  freely  purchased  hy  the  noble  and 
the  great  of  his  superstitious  age.  She  wore  a 
mystic  amulet  or  chain  that  still  exists ;  she 
kept  around  her  astrologers  and  alchemists,  and 
possibly  believed  that  in  all  her  cruelties  and 
crimes  she  was  governed  by  an  overruling  fate. 
It  is  probable  that  a  secret  insanity  clouded  tli§ 
active  mind  of  the  French  Medea.  Yet  at  the 
age  of  thirty-nine  Catherine  held  in  her  un¬ 
steady  hand  the  destiny  of  France. 

By  her  side  had  grown  up  into  rare  beauty 
and  equal  dissimulation  and  pride  a  woman 
scarcely  less  mysterious  than  herself.  The 
character  of  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  is  still  the 
subject  of  animated  debate.  She  was  the  wife 
of  Francis  II.,  Catherine’s  eldest  son,  now  King 
of  France.^  He  was  a  feeble,  mindless  boy  of 
sixteen,  but  the  acute  and  brilliant  Mary  was  a 
year  or  two  older,  full  of  graces  and  accomplish¬ 
ments,  of  ambition  and  pride.  In  the  splendid 
dawn  of  her  mournful  career  Mary  was  rightful 
Queen  of  France  and  Scotland,  and  the  popish 
claimant  of  the  crown  of  England.  She  seemed 
the  most  powerful  and  prosperous  of  living  wo¬ 
men,  and  in  the  petulance  of  youthful  pride  was 
accustomed  to  taunt  her  mother-in-law,  Cathe¬ 
rine,  whom  she  hated,  with  being  the  daughter 
of  a  race  of  Florentine  shop-keepers.  The  two 
acute  and  heartless  women  struggled  for  power ; 
but  the  contest  was  soon  ended  by  the  death 
of  Francis  and  the  reluctant  retreat  of  Mary 
from  the  palaces  and  revels  of  Catholic  France 
to  the  barren  wilds  of  her  northern  king¬ 
dom. 

At  the  head  of  the  violent  faction  of  the 
Catholics  stood  the  ambitious  family  of  the 
Guises.  The  feeble  kings,  and  even  the  as¬ 
piring  Catherine,  were  forced  to  submit  to  the 
impetuous  and  overbearing  policy  of  these  de¬ 
voted  adherents  of  the  papacy.  It  was  the  fa¬ 
vorite  aim  of  the  Guises  to  exterminate  the  Hu- 


'  The  Venetian  embassador,  Suriano,  1569,  de.tcribeB 
her  as  femme  sage,  mais  timide,  irresolue,  et  tonjours 
femme  Eelations,  etc.,  vol.  i.  p.  559. 

2  Capeflgue,  Fraiif  ois  1",  ii.  8.  =  Alberi,  p.  S9. 
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guenots,  and  to  lay  at  the  feet  of  the  Roman  pon¬ 
tiff  France  purified  by  a  general  massacre  of  his 
foes.  Yet  the  power  of  the  Guises  was  only  of 
recent  origin.  Their  father,  Duke  Claude,  had 
come  up  to  the  French  court  an  impoverished 
adventurer,  and  had  died  leaving  enormous 
wealth,  the  fruit  of  a  corrupt  but  successful 
career.  His  family  of  six  sons  were  the  in¬ 
heritors  of  his  fortune  and  power.  His  daugh¬ 
ter  was  the  mother  of  Mary  of  Scotland.  His 
eldest  son,  Duke  Francis,  ruled  over  the  family, 
the  court,  and  the  king ;  the  second,  Charles, 
Cardinal  of  Lorraine,  had  engrossed  innumerable 
benefices,  and  was  almost  the  pope  of  France  ; 
his  rare  eloquence  and  vigorous  intellect  were 
employed  with  fatal  effect  in  the  cause  of  per¬ 
secution  ;  his  sonorous  voice  had  chanted  at 
the  Council  of  Trent  a  perpetual  anathema 
against  heresy.  The  two  Guises,  Duke  Fran¬ 
cis  and  the  cardinal,  were  called  by  their  con¬ 
temporaries  “the  butchers;”'  nothing  stirred 
their  savage  breasts  with  such  real  joy  as  the 
spectacle  of  Huguenots  dying  by  torture.  It 
was  the  custom  of  the  cardinal,  after  a  stately 
dinner  at  his  regal  palace,  to  show  his  guests  a 
fair  array  of  martyrs  executed  for  their  enter¬ 
tainment,  or  sometimes  to  hang  up  a  tall  and 
stalwart  reformer  in  the  banqueting  chamber 
itself.  Such  monsters  as  the  Guises,  Catherine, 
or  her'children  have  never  been  produced  in  anv 
form  of  Christianity  except  the  Roman  Catho- 

1  VV^hite,  Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew,  p.  85.  The 
Ihrchess  of  Guise  nearly  fainted  at  one  of  these  exhi- 
bitfous. 


lie,  and  are  the  necessary  result  of 
the  Romish  doctrine  of  force. 

As  if  in  happy  contrast  to  Cath¬ 
erine  and  Mary,  two  women  of  sin¬ 
gular  piety  and  decorum  ruled  over 
the  chiefs  of  the  Huguenots.  Jeanne 
dAlbret,  Queen  of  Navarre  and 
mother  of  Henry  IV.,  governed  her 
little  kingdom  with  masculine  vigor, 
expelled  the  priests  and  the  mass, 
corresponded  with  Calvin,  and  scoff¬ 
ed  at  the  malice  of  the  pope.*  To 
Jeanne  the  Huguenots  owed  their 
best  counsels  and  their  final  suc¬ 
cess  ;  for  she  educated  her  son  in 
the  valleys  of  the  Pyrenees  to  bear 
toil  and  hunger,  to  feed  on  the 
coarsest  food,  to  play  barefoot  and 
bareheaded  with  the  children  of 
the  villages,  and  to  prepare  him¬ 
self  by  early  deprivations  for  the 
duties  of  camp  and  court.  Henry 
descended  from  his  native  mount¬ 
ains  robust,  tall,  strong  in  mind  and 
will,  tender-hearted  and  benevo¬ 
lent,  the  direct  opposite  of  the  three 
malicious  and  degraded  kings,  his 
predecessors,  who  had  been  mould¬ 
ed  by  the  corrupting  hand  of  their 
mother,  Catherine  de  Medicis.  An¬ 
other  pure  and  courageous  woman, 
Charlotte  de  Laval,  wife  of  the  great 
Coligny,  inspired  the  most  eminent  of  the  Hu¬ 
guenots  with  her  own  heroic  zeal.  She  urged, 
she  implored  her  husband  to  take  up  arms  in 
defense  of  reform ;  and  when  Coligny  pointed 
out  to  her,  with  wise  and  tender  words,  the 
dangers  and  sufferings  that  must  fall  upon 
them  both  if  he  yielded  to  her  advice,  she  no¬ 
bly  promised  to  bear  all  without  a  murmur. 
The  Huguenot  mothers,  in  fact,  in  this  hour 
of  danger,  seemed  to  emulate  the  heroism  of 
Jeanne  d’Albret  and  the  wife  of  Coligny,  and 
bade  their  husbands  and  their  sons  go  forth  to 
battle,  followed  by  their  blessings  and  then- 
prayers. 

Yet  the  Huguenots  were  fearfully  outnum¬ 
bered.  They  formed  scarcely  a  twentieth  part 
of  the  population  of  France.  Paris,  the  chief 
city  of  the  realm,  was  intensely  Catholic.  The 
court  and  the  Guises  held  in  their  potver  the 
capital  and  the  government  of  the  nation. 
Calvin  and  the  Protestant  pastors  urged  sub¬ 
mission  upon' the  persecuted  Huguenots,  and 
it  was  with  sincere  reluctance  that  Coligny  and 
the  chiefs  of  his  party  raised  at  last  the  stand¬ 
ard  of  a  religious  warfare.  A  terrible  atrocity 
suddenly  aroused  them  to  action.  “  On  Sunday, 
March  1,  1562,  the  bells  rung  for  service  in  the 
little  town  of  Vassy,  in  Champagne,  and  a  con- 

1  De  Felice,  p.  14.  .Jeanne  introduced  into  Bearn  a 
puritanic  austerity.  She  was  learned,  bold,  severe,  the 
most  eminent  woman  of  her  age. 

=  Even  De  Saucliires  admits  the  long  patience  of  the 
Huguenots.  Se  soumit,  quoique  avec  heaucoup  de 
paine,  a  sc  laisser  punir,  etc.  Yet  see.s  in  them  only 
Cette  secte  turhulente.  Coup  d’CEil,  j).  4. 
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gregation  of  twelve  hundred  Hu¬ 
guenots  had  gathered  in  a  large 
barn  to  celebrate  their  simple  woi’- 
ship.  Duke  Francis  of  Guise  rode 
into  the  village  at  the  head  of  a 
party  of  soldiers  on  his  way  to  Par¬ 
is.'  The  peal  of  the  Huguenot 
bells  enraged  the  fanatical  chief, 
and  after  dinner  he  led  out  his 
soldiers  to  disturb  or  destroy  the 
peaceful  worshipers.  They  broke 
into  the  barn  ;  the  Huguenots,  un¬ 
armed,  threw  stones  at  the  intrud¬ 
ers,  and  one  struck  the  Duke  on 
the  cheek.  He  gave  orders  for  a 
general  massacre  of  the  Protest¬ 
ants  ;  men,  women,  and  children 
w'ere  cut  down  or  shot  by  the  mer¬ 
ciless  assassins ;  few  escaped  un¬ 
harmed  from  the  dreadful  scene ; 
the  duke,  covered  with  the  blood 
of  innocence,  rode  on  in  triumph 
to  Paris.  He  was  received  in  the 
most  Catholic  city  as  the  avenger 
of  the  church.  Surrounded  by  a 
body-guard  of  twelve  hundred  gen¬ 
tlemen  (?)  on  horseback,  he  enter¬ 
ed  the  city  by  the  St.  Denis  gate 
amidst  the  applause  of  a  vast  throng 
of  citizens;  the  streets  rang  with 
songs  and  ballads  composed  in  his 
honor ;  he  was  from  this  time  the 
consecrated  leader  of  the  papal 
party ;  and  the  priests  and  bishops  from  every 
pulpit  celebrated  that  “noble  lord”  who  had 
instigated  and  guided  the  massacre  of  the  her¬ 
etics  at  Vassy.  A  year  later  the  duke  lay  on 
his  dying  bed,  his  ambition  stilled  forever,  his 
furious  rage  quenched  in  the  last  agonies ;  and 
in  the  varying  accounts  of  his  dying  hours  it  is 
at  least  certain  that  there  rose  up  before  him 
the  picture  of  the  pious  congregation  he  had  so 
ruthlessly  destroyed — a  memory  of  the  wicked¬ 
est  of  all  his  evil  deeds. 

At  the  news  from  Vassy  the  Huguenots  rose 
in  arms,  and%)r  ten  years  all  France  was  filled 
with  civil  discord ;  the  factories  were  closed, 
the  seats  of  industry  sank  into  decay,  and  the 
vigor  of  the  nation  was  wasted  in  a  useless  war¬ 
fare  ;  the  Duke  of  Guise,  fierce,  ambitious,  full 
of  physical  and  mental  poAver,  fell,  in  the  open¬ 
ing  of  the  contest  Avhich  he  had  begun,  by  the 
hand  of  an  assassin.  His  death  tvas  charged 
upon  Coligny,  who  denied  the  accusation,  but 
scarcely  condemned  the  act.  The  war  raged 
with  new  violence,  and  the  Huguenots  repaid, 
with  dreadful  retaliations,  the  savage  deeds  of 
their  foes  ;  frequent  truces  were  made,  the  na¬ 
tion  sighed  for  peace,  and  even  Catherine  her¬ 
self  would  have  consented  to  grant  toleration 
to  reform,  would  have  aided  in  giving  harmony 
and  prosperity  to  France.  But  the  pope  and 
the  Italian  faction  still  ruled  in  the  divided  na- 

‘  For  the  massacre  at  Vassy,  see  Martin,  Hist.  France, 
X.  p.  110.  Les  gens  du  due  conunencerent  a  insuiter 
les  Huguenots. 
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tion,  and  saw  without  a  sentiment  of  pity  or  re¬ 
gret  the  horrors  they  had  occasioned,  the  fierce 
passions  they  had  aroused,  the  holy  impulses 
they  had  stifled  forever.  They  called  inces¬ 
santly  for  the  total  extermination  of  the  Htt- 
guenots;'  they  lamented  every  truce  as  im¬ 
pious,  denounced  every  effort  toward  concilia¬ 
tion;  they  inculcated  a  merciless  cruelty,  an 
undying  hatred.  Paul  IV.,  maddened  with 
strong  Avine  and  the  insanity  of  a  corrupt  old 
age,  had  instigated  the  latest  persecutions  that 
led  to  the  civil  wars  of  France. "  His  successors, 
Pius  IV.  and  V.,  fanned  the  fires  of  strife,  and 
called  incessantly  for  blood ;  they  aimed  the 
assassin’s  dagger,  or  roused  the  evil  passions  of 
devout  Catholics,  by  insisting  upon  the  duty  of 
repressing  heresy  by  force ;  nor  can  there  be 
found  in  history,  except,  perhaps,  among  their 
OAvn  predecessors,  three  sovereigns  who  have 
so  increased  the  sum  of  human  misery — three 
potentates,  in  any  age,  Avho  have  less  deserved 
the  name  of  Christians. 

The  teachings  of  the  popes  and  the  A'iolence 
of  the  Catholic  faction  led  to  the  massacre 
of  St.  BartholomeAV.^  Catherine  de  Medicis, 
Aveary  of  incessant  civil  Avar,  guided,  perhaps, 
by  her  malignant  star,  had  resolved  to  gratify 

- T - - 

‘  Pius  V.  to  Catherine,  April  13, 1569,  urged  the  com¬ 
plete  extirpation  of  the  Huguenots.  He  pressed  Charles 
IX.,  March  28,  1669,  to  destroy  them.  Yet  to  Platina, 
Vitiu  Pont,  this  barbarian  is  a  model  of  piety,  p.  390. 

‘  Ranke  notices  Paul’s  Indulgence  in  wine. 

3  De  Felice,  p.  16T. 
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the  court  of  Eome,  the  Guises,  and  the  Paris¬ 
ians  by  a  total  extermination  of  all  those  emi¬ 
nent  and  generous  chiefs  who  had  so  long  de¬ 
fied  the  armies  of  their  Catholic  foes.  Within 
her  dark,  inscrutable  breast  had  been  matured 
a  plot  of  singular  efficacy  for  drawing  into  her 
toils  the  leaders  of  the  Huguenots,  and  the  les¬ 
sons  she  had  learned  in  the  school  of  Mac- 
chiavelli  were  exemplified  with  matchless  pow¬ 
er.  It  is  impossible,  indeed,  to  believe  that  St. 
Bartholomew  was  not  premeditated;'  it  seems 
certain  that  a  rumor  of  the  approaching  horror 
had  filled  the  extreme  faction  of  the  Catholics 
with  secret  joy.  A  hollow  pacification  had 
been  arranged  ;  Catherine  proposed  to  Jeanne 
d’Albret  and  the  Huguenot  chiefs  to  complete 
the  union  of  the  two  parties  by  marrying  her 
daughter  Marguerite  with  young  Henry  of  Na¬ 
varre  ;  Catherine’s  son,  Charles  IX.,  consented 
to  the  match,  and  pressed  it  in  spite  of  the  op¬ 
position  of  the  pope,  and  in  the  summer  of  1572 
the  ominous  wedding  was  celebrated  at  Paris 
with  rare  pomp  and  boundless  ostentation. 

Young  Henry  of  Navarre,  at  nineteen,  frank, 
generous,  a  Huguenot  in  faith  if  not  in  practice, 
was  brought  up  by  his  mother,  Jeanne,  Queen 
of  Navarre,  to  be  married  to  the  daughter  of 
her  bitterest  foe,  and  to  mingle  with  a  society 
and  a  court  w^ose  profligacy  and  corruption  she 

1  Most  modem  writers  have  abandoned  the  theory 
of  premeditation ;  but  the  proof  is  strong  on  the  other 
side.  See  an  able  and  learned  article  in  the  Korth  Brit¬ 
ish  Review,  St.  Bartholomew,  October,  1869 ;  and  Mar¬ 
tin,  Hist,  de  France,  x.  553. 


had  ever  shrunk  from  wdth  disdain. 
It  would  have  been  well  for  the 
austere  queen  had  she  still  repelled 
the  advances  of  her  rival.  But 
Jeanne  seems  to  have  yielded  to 
the  arts  of  Catherine,  and  to  have 
believed  that  some  trace  of  woman¬ 
ly  tenderness  lingered  in  the  breast 
of  the  new  Medea.  She  consented, 
for  the  sake  of  the  oppressed  Hu¬ 
guenots,  to  suffer  her  son  to  marry 
the  child  of  the  house  of  Valois,  and 
ventured  to  come  up  to  Paris,  the 
citadel  of  her  foes.  Her  death  soon 
followed.  Whether  premature  age 
filled  with  sorrows  and  doubts  had 
weighed  her  down,  sudden  disease, 
or  secret  poison,  the  annalists  of  the 
period  could  not  determine,  but 
among  the  Huguenots,  shocked  at 
the  suddenness  of  their  loss,  arose 
a  dark  suspicion  that  their  favorite 
queen  had  died  by  the  Italian  arts 
of  Catherine.  It  was  said  that  the 
mother  of  the  expected  bride  had 
poisoned  the  mother  of  the  bride¬ 
groom  by  presenting  her  with  a  pair 
of  perfumed  gloves,  prepared  with  a 
deadly  powder ;  it  was  believed  that 
the  austere  and  spotless  Queen  of 
Navarre  had  been  lured  into  the 
circean  circle  of  the  French  court 
to  be  made  way  with  the  more  securely.  Yet 
Jeanne  d’Albret  died,  as  she  had  lived,  a  stern 
reformer,  an  example,  and  a  warning.  The 
corrupt  ladies  of  Catherine’s  court,  who  visited 
her  in  her  last  hours,  saw  with  wonder  that 
the  courageous  queen  needed  none  of  the  cus¬ 
tomary  ceremonies  of  the  papal  church.  She 
asked  only  the  prayers  of  the  Huguenot  pastors 
and  the  simple  rites  of  the  apostolic  faith.' 

Meantime  Paris  was  filled  with  a  throng  of 
the  bravest  and  noblest  of  the  reformers,  who 
had  been  lured  into  the  centre  of  their  foes.'’ 
Coligny,  loyal,  and  trusting  the  word  of  his 
king,  rode  boldly  into  the  fatal#nare.  Wise 
and  faithful  friends  had  wmrned  him  of  his  im¬ 
prudence;  a  devoted  peasant  woman  clung  to 
his  horse’s  rein  and  begged  him  not  to  trust  to 
the  deceivers  ;  but  no  entreaties  nor  warnings 
could  shake  his  resolution.  He  was  followed 
by  his  companions  in  arms,  the  heroes  of  many 
a  brilliant  contest.  But  it  was  noticed  that  as 
the  Huguenots  entered  the  city  no  cheer  of  rec¬ 
onciliation  arose  from  the  bigoted  citizens; 
that  the  streets  w'ere  filled  with  menacing 
throngs ;  that  every-  eye  was  averted  in  hatred 
and  gloom. ^  Henry  of  Navarre  and  his  cousin, 
the  Prince  of  Conde,  came  to  Paris  in  the  first 
days  of  August,  and  were  Ipdged  in  the  palace 


1  Mem.  Marguerite,  p.  24. 

2  Sully,  Mem.,  i.  p.  21-30. 

3  The  Catholic  writers  deny  premeditation,  on  the 
testimony  of  Anjou,  Marguerite,  and  Tavannes.  See 
De  Sauclieres,  p.  236.  But  Sorbon,  the  king’s  confessor, 
proclaims  it ;  so  Capilnpi,  SaUdati,  and  Michiei. 
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of  the  Louvre.  Coligny  and  his 
followers  occupied  an  inn  or  hotel 
on  the  street  of  Bresse  ;  the  king, 
Charles  IX.,  Catherine,  and  the 
young  Duke  of  Guise,  received 
their  victims  with  eager  civility, 
and  Charles  welcomed  Coligny  al¬ 
most  as  a  father.  The  city  rang 
with  revelry ;  the  .  young  princes, 
Henry,  Conde,  the  Dukes  of  Anjou 
and  Alen9on,  and  Charles  IX., 
joined  with  ardor  in  the  revels  and 
sports ;  and  Catherine,  surrounded 
by  a  corrupt  train  of  beautiful  wo¬ 
men,  inspired  the  dreadful  hilarity. 

Paris,  in  the  sixteenth  century, 
possessed  few  of  those  attractions 
that  have  made  it  in  the  nineteenth 
the  most  magnificent  of  cities.^  It 
was  renowned  chiefly  for  its  nar¬ 
row  and  filthy  streets,  impaved  or 
lighted,  the  perpetual  haunt  of  fe¬ 
ver  or  plague;  for  its  sordid  and 
often  starving  population  ;  and  for 
the  fierce  superstition  of  its  monks 
and  priests.  Several  grand  hotels 
of  the  nobility,  each  a  well-garri¬ 
soned  fortress,  arose  amidst  its 
meaner  dwellings ;  the  new  pal¬ 
ace  of  the  Louvre,  lately  built  by 
Francis  I.,  was  the  residence  of 
the  court  hut  the  Tuileries  was 


admikjvl  coligny. 


unfinished,  and  the  Palais  Eoyal  did  not  yet 
exist;  and  high  walls,  pierced  hy  lofty  gates, 
shut  in  the  medieval  city  from  the  free  air 
of  the  surrounding  plains.^  Yet  in  the  hot 
summer  of  1572  its  streets  were  filled  with 
brilliant  throngs  come  up  to  ivitness  the  mar¬ 
riage  of  Henry  and  Marguerite,  of  the  Protest¬ 
ant  and  the  Catholic,  and  every  eye  was  fixed 
with  curiosity  and  expectation  upon  the  prepa¬ 
rations  for  the  splendid  ceremony.  Henry,  the 
generous  son  of  the  mountains,  was  already  re¬ 
nowned  for  his  courage  and  his  manly  vigor  ; 
Marguerite  was  known  only  as  the  child  of  the 
corrupt  Catherine.  Her  life  had  been  passed 
in  ceaseless  terror  under  the  iron  sway  of  her 
mother,  the  enmity  of  her  brother  of  Anjou,  and 
the  doubtful  favor  of  Charles.  Yet  she  had  wit 
and  talent,  a  pleasing  manner,  a  graceful  per¬ 
son,  a  natural  duplicity  encouraged  by  her  early 
training ;  and  few  of  the  virtues  of  her  name¬ 
sake,  the  elder  and  purer  Marguerite,  had  de¬ 
scended  to  her  luckless  grandniece,  But  the 
young  pair  were  still  in  the  bloom  of  youth 
when  all  Paris  attended  their  nuptials. 

The  wedding  was  celebrated  on  the  18th 
of  August,  beneath  a  pavilion  richly  adorned, 
in  front  of  the  church  of  Notre  Dame.  It  was 
performed  with  neither  Protestant  nor  Catholic 
rites.*  Henry,  attended  b}"  the  king,  Charles 
IX.,  and  the  two  royal  dukes,  all  dressed  alike 

r  Paris  Guide,  p.  557,  La  Palais  du  Louvre. 

2  Yet  we  could' scarcely  call  the  Louvre  a  sanctuary, 
Tidth  De  Lasteyrie.  C’est  un  sanotuaire,  p.  657. 

3  Paris  Guide,  p.  560.  ^  Sully,  i.  p.  21. 


in  yellow  satin,  covered  with  precious  stones, 
and  followed  by  a  long  array  of  princes  and 
nobles,  attired  in  various  colors,  ascended  the 
platform;  the  king  led  in  hjg  sister,  who  was 
robed  in  violet  velvet,  embroidered  with  the 
lilies  of  France  and  glittering  with  pearls  and 
diamonds.  Catherine  de  Medicis  followed,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  fair,  frail  circle  of  maids  of  honor. 
A  bright  summer  sun  shone  on  the  gay  pageant 
and  gleamed  over  the  towers  of  Notre  Dame. 
The  ceremony  wms  performed  by  the  Cardinal 
Bourhon ;  but  no  sooner  was  it  ended  than  the 
hride  left  her  husband  to  witness  mass  in  the 
cathedral,  while  Henry  turned  sternly  away  from 
the  unscriptural  rite.  In  the  evening  a  grand 
entertainment  was  given  in  the  Louvre  ;  mask¬ 
ers  and  royal  and  noble  revelers  filled  its  widet 
saloons,  and  for  several  days  afterward  Paris 
was  a  scene  of  strange  merriment,  and  of  feasts 
and  tourneys,  upon  which  the  wiser  Huguenots 
looked  with  grave  disdain.  ^ 

But  the  dreadful  day  was  near  when  the  se¬ 
cret  purpose  of  the  wild  revels  was  to  he  per¬ 
fectly  fulfilled.  The  week  which  had  opened 
with  the  wedding-feast  and  the  carousal  was  to 
close  in  more  than  funereal  gloom.  Charles  and 
Catherine  had  constantly  assured  the  pope  that 
the  marriage  was  only  designed  to  insure  the 
destruction  of  the  Huguenots.  Orders  were 
sent  to  the  governor  of  Lyons  to  allow  no  cou¬ 
riers  to  pass  on  to  Eome  until  the  24th  of  Au- 

1  Marguerite,  Memoires,  Guessard,  editeur,  p.  25-27, 
has  described  with  minuteness  the  splendor  of  her  dress 
and  of  the  pageant. 
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gust ;  it  was  intended  that  the  news  of  the 
wedding  and  the  massacre  should  reach  the 
Holy  Eathef  at  the  same  moment.^  The  Hu¬ 
guenots,  unconscious  of  danger,  still  remained 
in  Paris.  On  Eriday,  the  22d,  they  were  star¬ 
tled  from  their  security  by  the  first  deed  of 
crime.  Coligny  was  shot  at  by  order  of  the 
young  Duke  of  Guise,  and  was  borne  back  to 
his  inn  wounded,  though  not  mortally,  amidst 
the  rage  of  his  companions  and  the  secret  joy 
of  his  foes.  In  the  hot  days  of  August,  amidst 
the  noisome  streets  of  Paris,  the  admiral  lay  on 
his  sick-bed,  surrounded  by  his  bravest  follow¬ 
ers  in  arms.  He  was  surprised  by  a  visit  from 
the  king,  who  came  to  express  his  sympathy 
for  his  suffering  friend — his  rage  at  his  treach¬ 
erous  foe.  But  with  him  came  also  Catherine, 
who  wept  over  the  wounded  Coligny,  and  the 
Duke  of  Anjou,  apparently  equally  grieved,  but 
who  were  only  spies  upon  the  impulsive  king. 
They  feared  that  the  wise  and  good  Coligny 
might  succeed  in  awakening  the  better  element 
in  the  nature  of  the  unhappy  Charles. 

Erom  this  moment  a  gloom  settled  upon  the 
crowded  city,  and  its  Catholic  people,  no  doubt, 
felt  that  the  hour  of  vengeance  drew  near.®  On 
Saturday,  the  23d,  the  Huguenots  could  scarce¬ 
ly  go  into  the  streets  without  danger.  They 
gathered  around  the  bedside  of  Coligny,  or  in 
the  chamber  of  Henry  of  Navarre,  but  seem  nev- 

1  Martin,  Hist.  Fran.,  x.  This  letter  seems  of  itself 
to  prove  premeditation. 

2  Le  Tocsin  contre  les  Autheurs,  etc..  Archives  Cu- 
rieuses,  ser.,  vol.  vii.  p.  42-50. 


er  to  have  thought  of  escape.  They 
breathed  out  threats  against  the 
assassin.  Guise  ;  yet  they  still  trust¬ 
ed  to  the  professions  of  Catherine 
and  the  word  of  the  king.  Nor 
does  Charles  seem  to  have  been 
altogether  resolute  in  his  horrible 
design.  He  wavered,  he  trem¬ 
bled,  he  W'as  weary  of  blood¬ 
shed.  His  feeble,  imperfect  intel¬ 
lect  seems  still  to  have  turned  to 
his  friend  Coligny  for  support,  and 
Catherine  saw  with  secret  rage 
that  some  traits  of  humanity  and 
softness  still  lingered  in  the  breast 
she  had  striven  to  make  as  cold 
and  malevolent  as  her  own.‘ 

The  August  night  of  the  23d 
sank  down  over  Paris,  and  upon 
its  narrow  streets  and  gloomy  lanes 
a  strange  stillness  rested.  The  cit¬ 
izens  awaited  in  silence  the  signal 
for  the  massacre  of  the  Huguenots 
and  the  perfect  fulfillment  of  the 
constant  injunctions  from  Rome. 
Every  Catholic,  every  Piirisian, 
knew  that  the  popes  had  never 
ceased  to  inculcate  a  general  de¬ 
struction  of  the  heretics.  The 
king’s  body-guard  had  been  sta¬ 
tioned  under  arms  in  the  city;  the 
citizens  were  provided  with  weap¬ 
ons  at  the  public  cost ;  the  houses  of  the  Hugue¬ 
nots  were  marked  to  guide  the  murderers  to  their 
doors ;  the  Catholic  assassins  were  enjoined  to 
wear  a  white  cross  to  distinguish  them  from 
their  victims.  But  while  all  was  still  without, 
in  a  retired  chamber  of  the  Louvre  a  scene  of 
human  passion  and  wickedness  was  exhibited 
such  as  can  scarcely  be  paralleled  in  history.  A 
mother  was  urging  her  half-insane  son  to  an  un¬ 
equaled  deed  of  crime.  Charles  hesitated  to 
give  the  final  order.  Soon  after  midnight  Cathe¬ 
rine  had  risen,  perhaps  from  sleep,  and  gone  to 
the  king’s  chamber.  She  found- Charles  irreso¬ 
lute,  and  excited  by  a  terrible  mental  struggle. 
He  was  probably  insane.  At  one  moment  he 
cried  out  that  he  would  call  upon  the  Hugue¬ 
nots  to  protect  his  life ;  at  another  he  over¬ 
whelmed  with  reproaches  his  brother  Anjou, 
whom  he  hated  and  feared,  and  who  had  now 
entered  the  room.  The  other  members  of  the 
guilty  council — Guise,  Nevers,  and  their  asso¬ 
ciates — followed  and  gathered  around  the  king. 
He  still  paced  the  room  with  rapid  steps,  inca¬ 
pable  of  decision.  But  Catherine,  roused  to  a 
fierce  rage,  her  voice  filled  with  sinister  mean¬ 
ing,  told  Charles  that  it  was  too  late  to  recede, 
and  that  the  order  must  be  given.  The  king,® 
still  scarcely  twenty-two  years  old,  accustomed 
from  infancy  to  tremble  before  his  mother’s 
glance,  his  mind  enfeebled  by  dissipation  and 

1  White,  Mass.,  p.  396. 

“  Marguerite,  Memoirea,  p.  29,  describes  Charles  as 
tres-prndent,  et  qui  avoit  este  toujours  tres-obeissant 
ii  la  royue  ma  mere,  et  prince  tres-Catholique,  p.  31. 
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crime,  conscious  that  if  he  disobeyed  that  men¬ 
acing  tone  his  own  life  waa  not  safe,  and  that 
Catherine  might  remove  him  by  her  secret  arts 
to  place  her  favorite  Anjou  on  his  throne,*  in  a 
sudden  access  of  terror  or  of  frenzy,  gave  the 
fatal  command.  Erom  this  moment  all  that 
was  gentle  in  his  nature  died  forever,  and  he 
became  the  chief  promoter  of  the  general  mas¬ 
sacre,  the  active  instrument  in  the  hands  of  un¬ 
sparing  Rome. 

Guise  at  once  went  swiftly  from  the  room  to 
begin  the  labor  of  death  by  the  murder  of  Co- 
ligny.^  The  clash  of  his  horse’s  hoofs  resounded 

■  Henri  de  Valois,  par  De  Noailles,  p.  1,  2,  de¬ 
scribes  the  endless  schemes  of  Catherine  to  make  An¬ 
jou  a  king. 

2  Martin,  Hist  Fran.,  x.  567.  De  Felice,  164-167. 


in  the  still  Sabbath  morning  as  he  led  a  party 
of  soldiers  to  the  admiral’s  quarters.  Cathe¬ 
rine,  Charles,  and  the  other  conspirators,  terri¬ 
fied  at  what  they  had  done,  kept  closely  to¬ 
gether,  and  gathered  at  a  window  overlooking 
the  Tennis  Court.  “We  were  smitten,”  says 
Anjou,  “  with  terror  and  foreboding.”  Cath¬ 
erine,  it  is  said,  even  sent  to  recall  Guise  ;  but 
he  replied,  “It  is  too  late.”  Coligny  had  been 
stabbed  in  his  bed-chamber,  and  his  body  thrown 
out  of  the  window  into  the  court  below.  Many 
Huguenots  perished  with  him.  The  death  of  the 
chief  of  the  reformers  roused  the  conspirators 
to  new  energy,  and  Catherine  gave  orders  that 


Sidly,  Mem.,  i.  25.  They  cut  off  Coliguy’s  head,  and 
brought  it  to  Catherine. 
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th6  signal  for  the  general  massacre  should  be 
given  before  the  appointed  hour.  The  clock 
of  the  church  of  Ht.  Germain  I’Auxerrois 
sounded  over  silent  Paris.  ^  Its  ominous  peal 
i\n  awful  clamorj  such  as  the  eaith  had 
never  witnessed  before.  A  clang  of  bells  re¬ 
sponded  from  every  tower  and  belfry,  the  ad¬ 
herents  of  the  pope  seized  their  arms,  rushed 
to  the  houses  of  the  Huguenots,  and  murdered 
every  inmate,  from  the  sleeping  infant  to  the 
gray-hiiired  grandsire  and  the  helpless  maid. 
The  city  had  been  suddenly  illuminated,  and 
from  every  Catholic  house  the  blaze  of  torches 
lighted  up  the  labor  of  death.  Beneath  their 
rays  were  seen  women  unsexed,  and  children 
endowed  with  an  unnatural  malice,  torturing 
and  treating  with  strange  malignity  the  dying 
and  the  dead.  It  is  impossible,  indeed,  to 
narrate  the  details  of  this  awful  event,  over 
which  Catholic  kings  and  priests  rejoiced,  and 
for  which  the  infallible  pope  at  Rome  gave 
public  thanks  to  God. 

Within  the  palace  of  the  Louvre  itself,  where 
a  few  days  before  every  saloon  had  rung  with 
festivity,  and  where  mask  and  dance  and 
throngs  of  gallant  knights  and  maidens  had 
greeted  the  nuptials  of  Henry  and  Marguerite, 
now  echoed  the  groans  of  the  dying  Huguenots, 
and  the  shrieks  of  the  terrified  queen. ^  In  the 
evening  Marguerite  had  been  driven  by  her  en¬ 
raged  mother  from  her  presence  and  from  the 
arms  of  her  sister  Claude,  who  would  have  de¬ 
tained  her,  and  was  forced  to  go  trembling  to 
the  apartment  of  her  husband,  lest  her  absence 
might  excite  suspicion.  She  lay  awake  all 
night,  filled  with  a  sense  of  impending  danger  ; 
she  pretends  that  she  knew  nothing  of  the  ap¬ 
proaching  event.  Henry’s  rooms  were  filled 
with  his  companions  in  arms,  who  passed  the 
night  in  uttering  vain  threats  against  the 
Guises,  and  planning  projects  of  revenge.  To¬ 
ward  morning  they  all  went  out  in  company 
with  the  king ;  and  Marguerite,  weary  with 
watching,  sank  into  a  brief  slumber.  She  was 
aroused  by  a  loud  cry  without  of  “  Navarre ! 
Navarre  !”  and  a  knocking  at  the  door.®  It  was 
thrown  open,  a  man  wounded  and  bleeding, 
pursued  by  four  soldiers,  rushed  into  the  room, 
and  threw  his  arms  around  the  queen.  He 
clung  to  her,  begging  for  life.  She  screamed 
in  her  terror;  the  captain  of  the  guard  came  in 
and  drove  off  the  soldiers,  and  the  wounded 
Huguenot  was  allowed  to  hide  himself  in  her 
closet.  Marguerite  fled  hastily  across  the  halls 
of  the  Louvre  to  her  sister’s  room,  and,  as  she 
passed  amidst  the  scene  that  had  so  lately 
rung  with  the  masks  and  revels  of  her  wedding 
night,  she  saw  another  Huguenot  pierced  by 
the  spear  of  his  pursuer,  and  heard  the  clamor 
of  the  general  massacre.  Eaint  and  trembling, 

'  Le  Tocsin,  Archives  Curienses,  1“’'  ser.,  vol.  vii.  p. 
54.  Toute  la  viUe  fut  en  un  instant  tonte  remplie  de 
corps  morts  de  toute  sexe  et  age. 

2  Memoires,  etc.,  de  Marguerite  de  Valois,  par.  M.  P. 
Guessard,  editeur,  p.  32.  Marguerite’s  narrative  may 
be  relied  on  for  personal  details. 

®  Mem.  Marguerite,  p.  34. 


she  went  to  her  mother  and  the  king,  threw 
herself  at  their  feet,  and  begged  the  lives  of 
two  of  her  husband’s  retainers. 

Meantime,  when  Henry  of  Navarre  had  left 
his  room  in  the  morning,  he  had  been  arrested, 
and  carried  to  the  king’s  chamber  ;  but  of  the 
throng  of  Huguenots  who  had  attended  him  in 
the  night  only  a  few  escaped.  Each  man,  as  he 
passed  out  into  the  court,  between  two  lines  of 
Swiss  guards,  was  stabbed  without  mercy.  T wo 
hundred  of  the  noblest  and  purest  reformers 
of  France  lay  piled  in  a  huge  heap  before  the 
windows  of  the  Louvre;  Charles  IX.,  Cathe¬ 
rine,  and  her  infamous  train  of  maids  of  honor, 
inspected  and  derided  them  as  they  lay  dead. 
All  throtigh  that  fearful  Sabbath  day,  the  feast 
of  St.  Bartholomew,  and  for  two  succeeding 
days,  the  murders  went  on ;  the  whole  city  was 
in  arms ;  every  hat  or  cap  was  marked  with  a 
w'hite  cross,  and  every  Catholic  w'as  converted 
into  an  assassin.’  Charles,  a  raging  lunatic, 
rode  through  the  streets  laughing  and  jesting 
over  the  fallen ;  the  streets  were  filled  with 
corpses  ;  the  Seine  was  turned  to  blood  ;  many 
Catholics  grew  rich  by  the  plunder  of  the  Hil- 
guenots  ;  and  it  was  believed  that  the  king  and 
his  brother,  Anjou,  shared  the  spoils  of  opu¬ 
lent  merchants  and  skillful  goldsmiths.  The 
papal  nuncio,  Salviati,  overjoyed  at  the  spec¬ 
tacle,  wrote  to  the  pope  that  nothing  was  to  be 
seen  in  the  streets  but  white  crosses,  producing 
a  fine  effect ;  he  did  not  see  the  heaps  of  dead, 
nor  the  scenes  of  inexpiable  crime.  Charles 
IX.  shot  at  the  flying  Huguenots  from  his  bed¬ 
room  window'.  The  rage  of  the  murderers  w'as 
chiefly  turned  against  women  and  infants.® 
One  man  threw  two  little  children  into  the 
Seine  from  a  basket ;  another  infant  w'as 
dragged  through  the  streets  by  a  cord  tied 
around  its  neck  by  a  throng  of  Catholic  chil¬ 
dren  ;  a  babe  smiled  in  the  face  of  the  man 
who  had  seized  it,  and  played  with  his  beard, 
but  the  monster  stabbed  the  child,  and,  with 
an  oath,  threw  it  into  the  Seine. 

For  three  days  the  massacre  continued  with 
excessive  atrocities;  a  month  later  Huguenots 
W'ere  still  being  murdered  in  Paris.  It  is  com¬ 
puted  that  several  thousand  persons  perished  in 
that  city  alone.  In  every  part  of  the  kingdom, 
by  orders  of  the  king,  an  effort  was  made  to 
exterminate  the  Huguenots ;  and  Lyons,  Or¬ 
leans,  Bordeaux,  and  all  the  provincial  towns 
ran  with  blood.  Four  thousand  reformers  are 
said  to  have  been  killed  in  Lyons.  At  Bor¬ 
deaux,  Auger,  the  most  eloquent  of  the  Jesuit 
preachers,  employed  all  his  pow'ers  in  urging  on 
the  work  of  slaughter.  “Who,”  he  cried, 
“executed  the  divine  judgments  at  Paris? 
The  angel  of  the  Lord.  And  who  will  execute 
them  in  Bordeaux  ?  The  angel  of  the  Lord, 
however  man  may  try  to  resist  him!”  The 


1  Le  Tocsin,  a  contemporary  account,  describes  how' 
poor  shoemakers  and  tailors  died  for  their  faith ;  how'- 
women  and  chiidren  were  thrown  into  the  Seine,  p. 
5T.  The  particulars  can  not  be  repeated. 

“  Le  Tocsin,  p.  54-5T. 
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number  of  the  slain  throughout  France  has 
been  variously  estimated  at  from  ten  to  one 
hundred  thousand.  History  has  no  parallel  to 
offer  to  this  religious  massacre  even  in  its  most 
barbarous  periods. 

The  pope,  Gregory  XIII.,  received  the  news 
of  the  fate  of  the  Huguenots  with  unbound¬ 
ed  joy.^  The  wish  of  his  heart  had  been  grat¬ 
ified,  and  Charles  IX.  was  now  his  favorite 
son.  Home  rang  with  rejoicings.  The  guns 
of  the  castle  of  St.  Angelo  gave  forth  a  joyous 
salute;  the  bells  rang  from  every  tower;  bon¬ 
fires  blazed  throughout  the  night;  and  Greg¬ 
ory,  attended  by  his  cardinals  and  priests,  led 
the  magnificent  procession  to  the  church  of  St. 

1  Le  Tocsin,  p.  T6.  Louant  Dietr  qu’ii  son  adven4- 
ment  a  la  papante  une  si  bonne  et  heureuse  nouvelles 
s’etait  presentee. 

VoL.  XLL— No.  246.-  52 


Louis,  where  the  Cardinal  of  Lorraine,  the 
brother  of  the  Duke  of  Guise,  chanted  a  Te 
Deum.  The  cry  of  the  dying  host  in  France 
was  gentle  harmony  to  the  court  of  Home.  A 
medal  Avas  struck  to  commemorate  the  glorious 
massacre ;  a  picture,  which  still  exists  in  the 
Vatican,  was  painted  by  Vasari,  representing 
the  chief  events  of  St.  BartholomeAV.  The 
pope,  eager  to  show  his  gratitude  to  Charles 
for  his  dutiful  conduct,  sent  him  the  golden 
rose ;  and  from  the  pulpits  of  Rome  eloquent 
preachers  celebrated  Charles,  Catherine,  and 
the  Guises  as  the  new  founders  of  the  papal 
church.' 

'  It  was  the  Avorking-men  Avho  had  chiefly  suffered 
by  the  massacre.  At  Meaux  une  grand  nombre  d’arti- 
sans  suffered.  The  murders  Avere  joined  Avith  general 
robbery.  See  Albert,  Vita  Cat.  Med.,  p.  14T. 
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But  from  every  Protestant  land  one  cry  of 
reproach  and  detestation  arose  against  those 
royal  murderers  and  assassins  who  had  covered 
■with  infamy  their  country,  and  even  their  age. 
The  intelligent  were  affrighted  at  a  barbarity 
that  seemed  worthy  only  of  an  Attila  or  an 
Alaric ;  the  humane  and  the  good  looked  upon 
tlie  massacre  in  Prance  as  something  portentous 
and  almost  incredible.  Clothed  in  mourning, 
with  every  eye  averted  in  gloom  and  aversion, 
the  English  court  and  its  Protestant  queen  re¬ 
ceived  the  Erench  embassador.  La  Mothe  Fe'ne- 
lon,  after  the  intelligence  of  the  fatal  event ; 
and  the  envoy  himself,  touched  with  shame, 
confessed  that  he  blushed  for  his  country.  The 
mild  Emperor  of  Germany,  Maximilian  II.,  la¬ 
mented  that  his  son-in-law,  Charles  IX.,  had 
incurred  such  an  overwhelming  load  of  guilt. 
The  Protestant  powers  of  the  North  joined  in 
the  general  condemnation.  Philip  II.,  of 
Spain,  alone  laughed  aloud — for  the  only  time, 
it  is  said — when  he  heard  how  well  Catherine 
had  performed  her  task.  Yet  Catherine  herself 
soon  found  that  her  bloody  deed  was  only  inju¬ 
rious  to  herself.  She  hated  the  Guises,  she  fear¬ 
ed  Philip  II.,  she  despised  the  pope,  but  to  them 
alone  could  she  now  look  for  support  and  coun¬ 
tenance.  New  dangers  thickened  around  her. 
The  Huguenots,  enraged  at  the  massacre,  rose 
once  more  in  arms ;  the  sympathy  of  England 
encouraged  the  revolt ;  Catherine  endeavored 
to  excuse  or  explain  her  share  in  the  massacre, 
and  discovered  that  she  had  committed  a  great 
crime  in  vain.* 

But  upon  the  feeble  intellect  of  her  unhappy 
son  the  effect  of  the  dreadful  deed  he  had  wit¬ 
nessed  and  directed  was  fatal.  The  tierce  ex¬ 
citement  had  scarcely  passed  away  when  his 
health  began  to  decline.  His  mind  was  torn 
by  remorse  and  terror ;  his  conscience  never 
slept.  Around  him  in  the  air  he  heard  strange 
noises  like  the  voices  bf  the  dying  Huguenots. 
The  ghosts  of  the  murdered  stood  by  his  bed¬ 
side  ;  his  room  seemed  suffused  with  blood. 
His  nurse,  who  had  reared  him  when  an  infant, 
was  a  Huguenot,  and  now  watched  over  him  as 
he  was  dying.  “  Oh,  nurse,”  he  cried  to  her, 
amidst  sobs  and  tears,  “  what  shall  I  do  ?  lam 
lost!  I  am  lost!”  She  tried  to  soothe  him 
with  the  hope  that  repentance  and  a  Saviour’s 
righteousness  might  save  his  guilty  soul.  Cath¬ 
erine  came  to  him  soon  after  with  the  good 
news  of  the  capture  of  one  of  her  enemies. 
“Madame,”  he  said,  “such  things  concern  me 
no  longer  ;  I  am  dying.”  He  received  the  last 
rites  of  the  Roman  church,  and  died  soon  after. 
Catherine’s  favorite  son,  the  Duke  of  Anjou,  for 
whom  she  had  plotted  and  schemed  with  inces¬ 
sant  labors,  now  became  king,  and  it  was  be¬ 
lieved  that  the  miserable  Charles  had  been  car¬ 
ried  off  by  poison  administered  by  his  mother. 

Catherine  died,  her  son  was  assassinated,  her 

>  Alberi,  p.  382.  She  makes  Charles  IX.  declare  that 
it  was  a  political  conspiracy  that  produced  the  massar 
ere;  to  Philip  n.  she  wrote  on  the  29th  of  August, 
thanking  God  for  his  mercy. 


guilty  race  faded  from  the  earth,  and  Henry  of 
Navarre  became  King  of  Prance.  In  1598  the 
Edict  of  Nantes  gave  peace  to  the  Huguenots, 
and  once  more  a  period  of  progress  and  reform 
opened  upon  the  prosperous  realm.  In  the 
opening  of  the  seventeenth  eeq^ury  there  was 
still  hope  for  Prance.  Vigorous,  energetic,  act¬ 
ive,  intellectual,  the  Huguenot  element  in  the 
nation  began  rapidly  to  sweep  away  the  barba¬ 
rism  of  the  age.  The  reformers  were  every 
where  active.  They  inculcated  industry,  and 
soon  in  every  part  of  Prance  grew  up  flourish¬ 
ing  manufactures  and  a  valuable  trade.*  The 
moral  vigor  of  the  people  was  renewed ;  hon¬ 
esty,  purity,  and  mental  culture  supplanted  the 
barren  dreams  of  chivalry  and  the  corruption 
and  indolence  of  the  Catholic  rule.  Great 
Protestant  churches  were  erected,  in  which 
immense  congregations  listened  to  their  accom¬ 
plished  preachers  and  heard  lessons  of  virtue 
and  self-restraint.  To  be  as  “honest  as  a  Hu¬ 
guenot”  was  a  eommon  proverb.  To  be  indus¬ 
trious,  frugal,  generous,  sincere,  was  diseovered 
to  be  far  better  than  to  be  a  Conde  or  a  Mont¬ 
morency.  The  period  of  progress  continued 
long  after  the  death  of  Henry  IV.,  and  even 
Richelieu,  who  crushed  the  Huguenots  forever 
as  a  political  party,  never  sought  to  extirpate 
them  wholly.  In  the  dawn  of  the  reign  of 
Louis  XIV.  the  nation  still  advanced  under  the 
influence  of  Huguenot  principles,  and  the  most 
eminent  men  of  the  age  belonged  to  the  party 
of  reform.  The  wise  Colbert  was  a  Huguenot 
the  poets,  orators,  and  authors  of  the  day  re¬ 
flected  the  vigor  of  the  new  movement;  the 
Protestant  schools  and  colleges  inspired  with 
new  life  the  fading  intellect  of  France.^ 

Then  once  more  the  tyrannical  hand  of  Rome 
was  stretched  forth  to  crush  the  rising  impulse 
of  reform.  But  it  was  now  the  disciples  of 
Loyola  and  Lainez  that  aroused  the  last  great 
persecution  of  the  Huguenots.  Louis  XIV.,  in 
the  latter  period  of  his  reign,  guided  by  the 
counsels  of  the  Chancellor  Le  Tellier  and  the 
Jesuit  Pere  La  Chaise,  resolved  to  win  the  fa¬ 
vor  of  heaven  by  a  complete  destruction  of  the 
heretics.  Madame  De  Maintenon,  herself  once 
a  Huguenot,  confirmed  the  malevolence  of  the 
king,  and  grew  rieh  by  the  plunder  of  the  re¬ 
formers.  Slowly  the  cloud  of  ruin  gathered 
around  all  those  fair  and  prosperous  communi¬ 
ties  that  had  sprung  up  under  the  influence 
of  the  new  faith.  The  Huguenots  foresaw 
with  hopeless  alarm  their  own  final  destruc¬ 
tion.  They  held  in  their  hands  the  commerce, 
manufactures,  and  the  wealtli  of  the  nation ; 
but  they  were  comparatively  few  in  numbers, 
and  had  no  longer  any  hope  of  resistance.  Their 
churches  were  torn  down  ;  their  printing-press¬ 
es  were  silenced  ;  they  were  forbidden  to  sing 


'  Smiles,  The  Huguenots,  p.  130.  The  Huguenots 
were  excellent  farmers ;  manufactured  silk,  velvet,  pa¬ 
per,  and  a  great  number  of  other  articles.  See  Weiss, 
Hist,  of  the  French  Protestant  Refugees,  p.  2T. 

2  Smiles,  p.  135.  Colbert  was  honest,  and  died  poor. 
^  Martin,  Hist.  Fran.,  xiv.  p.  667  et  seq.  Stephens. 


THE  HUGUENOTS. 


819 


psalms  on  land  or  water ;  were  only  allowed  to 
bury  their  dead  at  night  or  at  daybreak,  and 
were  oppressed  by  all  the  malicious  devices  of 
the  Jesuit  fathers.  Yet  they  submitted  patient¬ 
ly,  and  still  hoped  to  soften  the  rage  of  their 
enemies  by  holy  lives  and  Christian  charity. 
Stricken  by  a  mortal  disease.  Chancellor  Le 
Tellier,  from  his  bed  ot  death,  prajj'ed  the  king 
to  revoke  the  Edict  of  Nantes,  and  extirpate 
the  Huguenots.^  He  died  rejoicing  that  he 
had  once  more  awakened  the  fires  of  persecu¬ 
tion.  Louis  XIV.  obeyed  the  commands  of 
the  Jesuits,  and  repealed  (1686)  the  edict  of 
toleration  that  had  alone  given  hope  to  Erance. 
A  wide  scene  of  horror  spread  over  the  flourish¬ 
ing  realm.  Every  Huguenot  dwelling  was  in¬ 
vaded  by  fierce  dragoons,  °  the  missionaries  of 
the  persecuting  king ;  the  wealth  and  rich  prod¬ 
ucts  of  the  industrious  reformers  were  snatched 
from  them  by  the  indolent  and  envious  Catho¬ 
lics  ;  the  manufactories  were  deserted,  flourish¬ 
ing  cities  sank  into  ruin,  and  such  crimes  were 
perpetrated  by  the  savage  soldiers  of  Louis  as 
can  only  be  paralleled  in  the  various  persecu¬ 
tions  instigated  by  the  popes  of  Rome.  Yet  the 
king  and  his  courtiers  found  only  a  cruel  joy  in 
the  sufferings  of  the  people.  Even  literature, 
the  faded  product  of  the  corrupt  age,  celebrated 
Louis  as  the  destroyer  of  heresy ;  and  the  in¬ 
famous  band  of  gifted  preachers  who  adorn  and 
disgrace  this  period  of  human  woe  united  in 
adoring  the  wisdom  of  their  master  and  the 
piety  of  the  Jesuits.  Bossuet,  with  rare  elo¬ 
quence  and  singular  inhumanity,  triumphed  in 
the  horrors  of  persecution  ;  Massillon  repeated 
the  praises  of  the  pitiless  Louis ;  Elechier,  the 
pride  of  the  Romish  pulpit,  exulted  in  the  dread¬ 
ful  massacres  ;  Bourdaloue  was  sent  to  preach 
in  the  bleeding  and  desolate  provinces,  and 
obeyed  without  remonstrance ;  and  the  whole 
Catholic  priesthood  were  implicated  in  the  fear¬ 
ful  crimes  of  that  fatal  period.^  The  wise,  the 
good,  the  gentle  Huguenots  became  the  prey 
of  the  vile,  the  cruel,  and  the  proud. 

Nothing  is  more  remarkable  in  history  than 
the  constant  hostility  the  church  of  Rome  has 
always  shown  toward  the  working-classes — the 
fatal  result  of  Catholic  influence  upon  industry 
and  thrift.  Ghent,  Bruges,  and  Antwerp,  un¬ 
der  the  rule  of  Alva  and  the  Jesuits,*  saw  their 
commerce  and  manufactures  sink  forever,  and 

1  Sismondi,  xxv.  p.  614. 

2  Les  dragons  6t6  de  trea  bons  missionnaires,  wrote 
Madame  De  Maintenon,  Sismondi,  xxv.  p.  621 ;  and 
she  bought  up  at  a  low  price  the  estates  of  the  exiled 
Huguenots. 

3  Hist.  Fanat,  1692,  par  M.  De  Brueys ;  Archives  Cu- 
rieuses,  vol.  ii.  p.  318.  Bossuet,  Oraison  fun^bre  de 
Michel  le  Tellier,  p.  833.  FWchier  boasted  that  Le 
TeUier  had  given  the  last  blow  to  the  dying  sect.  Ora- 
ison  funSbre  de  M.  le  Tellier,  1686,  p.  364.  The  inhu¬ 
manity  of  Massillon,  Bourdaloue,  Bossuet,  and  FIA 
chler  makes  them  responsible  for  the  horrors  of  the 
dragonnades.  Eminent  in  eloquence,  in  cruelty  they 
were  still  barbarians.  F^nelon  alone  protested  against 
the  persecution.  Eacine  ventured  to  assail  covertly  the 
persecutor. 

i  See  Relation  d’Antoine  Tiepolo,  p.  143.  They  had 
revolted  to  save  their  commerce  and  industry. 


their  laboring -classes  fly  to  Amsterdam  and 
Leyden.  Spain  and  Italy,  under  the  destruct¬ 
ive  activity  of  the  popes  and  the  Inquisition, 
were  soon  reduced  from  the  highest  prosperity 
to  a  low  rank  in  commerce  and  trade.  Swarms 
of  monks  and  nuns  took  the  place  of  honest  la¬ 
borers,  and  industry  was  extirpated  to  maintain 
the  corrupted  church.  It  was  only  when  En¬ 
gland  ceased  to  be  Catholic  that  it  began  to 
lead  the  world  in  letters  and  in  energy ;  it  was 
when  Germany  had  thrown  otf  the  papal  rule 
that  it  produced  a  Goethe  or  a  Schiller,  and  in 
the  present  day  the  traveler  is  every  where 
struck  by  a  remarkable  dissimilarity.  In  Cath¬ 
olic  Ireland  all  is  sloth  and  decay,  empty  pride 
and  idle  superstition.  In  Protestant  Ireland 
all  is  life,  energy,  and  progress.  A  Catholic 
canton  of  Switzerland  is  always  noted  for  it? 
degraded  laboring-class,  their  indolence  and 
vice.  The  Protestant  cantons  abound  in  all 
the  traits  of  advance.  The  Romagna  and  the 
papal  states,  so  long  as  they  remained  under 
the  rule  of  the  popes,  were  the  centres  of  sloth,  im¬ 
providence,  and  crime,  and  brigands  ruled  over 
desolate  fields  that  might  have  glowed  with 
abundant  harvests.  In  Erance,  under  Louis 
XIV.,  the  whole  energy  of  the  Jesuits  and  the 
king  was  directed  to  the  ruin  of  the  laboring- 
classes,  and  their  vigorous  efforts  were  followed 
by  a  signal  success.  Seldom  has  so  dreadful  a 
revulsion  fallen  upon  the  industrial  population 
of  any  nation.  It  was  as  if  the  factories  of 
Lowell  or  Manchester  were  suddenly  closed, 
and  half  their  population  murdered  or  sent 
into  exile ;  as  if  every  Protestant  were  driven 
from  New  York,  and  every  warehouse  plun¬ 
dered  in  Boston.  Hundreds  of  factories  were 
destroyed,  many  villages  were  deserted,  many 
large  towns  half  depopulated,  and  great  dis¬ 
tricts  of  the  richest  land  in  Erance  became 
once  more  a  wilderness.*  At  Tours,  of  forty 
thousand  persons  employed  in  the  silk  manu¬ 
facture  scarcely  four  thousand  remained  ;  the 
population  of  Nantes  w'as  reduced  one-half;  it 
is  estimated^  that  one  hundred  thousand  per¬ 
sons  perished  in  Languedoc  alone,  one-tenth  of 
them  by  fire,  strangulation,  or  the  rack  !  Such 
was  the  victory  of  the  faith  over  which  Massil¬ 
lon,  Bossuet,  and  Bourdaloue  broke  forth  into 
loud  applause ;  for  which  they  celebrated  the 
miserable  king,  with  whose  vices  they  were 
perfectly  familiar,  as  the  restorer  of  the  church. 
“Let  our  acclamations  ascend  to  heaven,”  said 
Bossuet,  “let  us  greet  this  new  Constantine, 
this  exterminator  of  the  heretics,  and  say,  ‘King 
of  Heaven,  preserve  the  king  of  earth.’  ”  “  At 
the  first  blow  dealt  by  the  great  Louis,”  cried 
Massillon  over  the  general  massacre,  “heresy 
falls,  disappears,  and  bears  its  mahce  and  its 
bitterness  to  foreign  lands. 

Rome  and  the  pope,  too,  were  eloquent  in 


1  Smiles,  Huguenots,  p.  169.  Weiss,  i.  116. 

^  By  Boulainvers,  De  Felice,  p.  340. 

3  I  have  abridged  the  eloquence  of  the  two  inhuman 
preachers.  La  Liberte  de  Conscience,  J.  Simon,  p.  186, 
ventures  to  mention  their  disgrace. 
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congratulation  over  the  ruin  of  the  working- 
classes  of  Erance.  Te  Deums  were  sung  ;  pro¬ 
cessions  moved  from  shrine  to  shrine  ;  the  Pope 
addressed  a  letter  to  Louis  filled  with  ^  his 
praises.^  The  whole  Romish  church  rejoiced 
in  the  slaughter  of  the  heretics.  Public  thanks¬ 
givings  were  oifered  at  Paris;  medals  were 
struck  to  commemorate  the  fortunate  event ;  a 
brazen  statue  was  erected  to  Louis  on  the  Hotel 
de  Ville,  with  a  brief  Latin  inscription,  “To 
the  asserter  of  the  dignity  of  kings  and  of  the 
church.”  During  the  Revolution  it  was  taken 
down  and  converted  into  cannon,  to  be  aimed 
against  the  throne  and  the  priesthood. 

There  now  occurred  in  the  course  of  their 
annals  that  wonderful  spectacle  of  heroism  and 
devotion,  the  flight  of  the  Huguenots  from 
Erance.^  The  pure,  the  wise,  the  good,  the 
noble,  the  wealthy  or  the  poor,  animated  by  a 
common  resolution  to  preserve  their  faith  at 
the  cost  of  all  they  held  dear,  resolved  to  aban¬ 
don  their  native  land  and  throw  themselves 
upon  the  charity  of  strangers.  From  every 
part  of  France,  in  mournful  processions,  in  se¬ 
cret,  by  night,  in  strange  disguises,  and  in  fear¬ 
ful  suflferings  and  dangers,  a  vast  throng  of  men, 
'women,  children,  made  their  way  to  the  front¬ 
iers.  No  severity  could  restrain  them ;  no 
offers  of  emolument  or  favors  could  induce 
them  to  accept  the  Romish  creed.  Louis  and 
his  priestly  advisers  dispatched  the  fierce  dra¬ 
goons  in  pursuit  of  the  fugitives,  and  filled  the 
galleys  and  the  prisons  with  their  helpless  cap¬ 
tives.  The  unparalleled  enormities  inflicted 
upon  the  flying  Huguenots  can  scarcely  be  de¬ 
scribed  in  history.^  Yet  still  the  wonderful 
flight  went  on.  Powerful  nobles,  the  owners 
of  great  estates,  left  their  ancestral  homes,  and 
through  a  thousand  dangers  escaped  impover¬ 
ished  to  Germany  and  Switzerland.  Fair  and 
gentle  women,  accustomed  to  the  ease  and 
luxury  of  the  chS,teau  and  the  city,  stole  forth 
disguised,  often  in  the  midst  of  winter,  and 
thought  themselves  happy  if,  clambering  over 
the  snow-clad  hills,  and  wandering  through  the 
W'ild  forest  of  Ardennes,  they  could  at  last  reach, 
with  broken  health  and  exhausted  resources,  a 
shelter  in  the  free  cities  of  Holland.  Two  young 
ladies  of  Bergerac,  disguised  as  boys,  set  out 
on  the  perilous  journey.  It  was  winter ;  yet 
they  plunged  bravely  into  the  forest  of  Ar¬ 
dennes,  on  foot,  and  with  wonderful  constancy 
pressed  on  beneath  the  dripping  trees,  along 
the  woodland  roads,  oppressed  by  hunger,  cold, 
privation  ;  and  for  thirty  leagues  joyfully  pur¬ 
sued  their  dangerous  way.  Their  constancy 
never  wavered ;  they  were  sustained  by  the 
hope  of  approaching  freedom.  But  the  guards 
seized  them  as  they  approached  the  frontier 


>  Weiss,  i.  125. 

2  Weiss,  Hist,  des  Kfifugies  Protestants  De  Prance, 
describes  the  period  from  Henry  IV.,  the  revocation, 
the  emigration.  He  has  been  freely  used  by  later 
writers. 

3  See  Memoires  d’un  Protestant  condamne  anx  Ga- 
16res. 


and  threw  them  into  prison.  Their  sex  was 
discovered ;  they  were  tried,  condemned,  and 
shut  up  for  the  remainder  of  their  lives  in  the 
Convent  of  the  Repentants  at  Paris. 

The  lord  of  Castelfranc,  near  Rochelle,  with 
his  wife  and  family,  set  out  in  an  open  boat  to 
escape  to  England.  He  was  overtaken.  Three 
of  his  sons  and  three  of  his  daughters  were 
sent  as  slaves  to  the  Caribbean  Islands ;  three 
other  daughters  were  held  some  time  in  con¬ 
finement,  and  were  then  allowed  to  escape  to 
Geneva.  The  slaves  were  finally  liberated,  and 
the  family  was  afterward  reunited  in  England. 
The  two  Misses  Raboteau,  who  lived  near  Ro¬ 
chelle,  refused  to  become  converts  to  Roman¬ 
ism,  and  were  then  offered  the  alternative  of 
marrying  two  Roman  Catholics  or  being  shut 
up  for  life  in  a  convent.*  They  resolved  to 
fly.  Their  uncle  was  a  wine-merchant,  and 
promised  to  aid  them  to  escape.  He  inclosed 
each  young  lady  in  a  large  cask,  and  thus  con¬ 
veyed  them  on  board  one  of  his  ships.  They 
reached  Dublin  in  safety,  married,  and  several 
eminent  and  gifted  Englishmen  trace  their 
origin  to  the  brave  fugitives. 

Geneva,  the  city  of  Calvin,  showed  unbound¬ 
ed  generosity  to  the  distressed  Huguenots,  and 
from  its  narrow  resources  contributed  large 
sums  to  maintain  the  hapless  strangers.  The 
Catholics  looked  upon  it  wdth  singular  aver¬ 
sion.  The  inhuman  saint,  Francis  de  Sales, 
had  in  vain  called  out  for  its  destruction.  “  All 
the  enterprises,”  he  exclaimed,  “undertaken 
against  the  Holy  See  and  the  Catholic  prince 
have  their  beginning  at  Geneva.’”  To  destroy 
Geneva,  he  thought,  would  dissipate  heresy. 
But  Holland,  Prussia,  and  at  length  England, 
were  scarcely  less  active,  and  in  every  part  of 
Protestant  Europe  the  industrious  Huguenots 
pdanted  the  germs  of  prosperity  and  reform. 
Huguenots  filled  the  army  with  which  William 
of  Orange  invaded  England;  they  fought  in 
the  armies  of  Marlborough,  and  aided  in  bring¬ 
ing  to  shame  the  last  days  of  their  persecutor, 
Louis.  They  wandered  to  America,  and  found¬ 
ed  prosperous  settlements  in  New  York  and 
South  Carolina. 

A  Protestant  seigneur,  Dumont  de  Bostaquet, 
has  described  the  sufferings  of  a  noble  Hugue¬ 
not  family  in  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  His 
ancestral  chhteau  stood  amidst  the  richest  fields 
of  Normandy.^  Around  it  on  all  sides  spread 
out  the  wide  and  splendid  domain  of  his  an¬ 
cient  race.  The  chateau  was  adorned  tvith 
costly  hangings  and  the  rarest  furniture ;  its 
pleasure-grounds  and  gardens  sloped  gradually 
away  and  were  lost  in  a  girdle  of  woodlands. 
His  plate  was  of  great  value ;  his  stable  filled 
with  horses  of  unrivaled  speed ;  his  gilded 
coach,  attended  by  outriders  and  musketeers, 


1  Smiles. 

^  Vie  de  St.  Franpois  de  Sales,  Lyons,  1633,  p.  120, 
121. 

5  Memoires  inedites  de  Dumont  de  Bostaquet,  Paris, 
1864.  These  memoirs  were  preserved  by  the  author’s 
descendants,  and  have  but  lately  been  published. 
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was  conspicuous  at  the  gatherings  of  the  pro¬ 
vincial  nobility  of  Normandy. 

For  tliirty  years  the  life  of  the  Protestant 
lord  had  glided  on  in  opulence  and  ease  ;  a 
family  of  sons  and  daughters  had  grown  up 
around  him,  gifted,  intelligent,  refined ;  and 
his  stately  chateau  was  often  the  scene  of 
masks  and  gay  carousals.  It  does  not  seem 
that  the  Huguenot  chiefs  were  marked  by  any 
puritanic  austerity.  The  family  at  Bostaquet 
were  fond  of  merry  entertainments  and  Christ¬ 
mas  revels ;  the  hunting-horn  often  sounded 
through  their  broad  domains  ;  and  young  ladies, 
queens  of  the  chase,  gave  the  last  blow  to  the 
panting  stag.  The  chateau  resounded  with 
mirth  and  gallantry,  with  music,  dance,  and 
song ;  and  the  Protestants  mingled  without  dis¬ 
tinction  with  their  Homan  Catholic  neighbors. 

At  length,  in  1687,  the  storm  of  persecution 
broke  over  the  quiet  scenes  of  Normandy;  a 
line  of  dragoons  surrounded  the  Protestant 
district ;  each  avenue  of  escape  was  closed ; 
and  the  alternative  was  offered  to  every  heretic 
of  recantation  or  imprisonment,  and  perhaps 
death.  The  dragoons  committed  the  most 
horrible  atrocities ;  the  Huguenot  chateaux 
were  sacked  and  burned ;  the  noblest  families 
were  often  treated  with  barbarous  indignities 
until  they  accepted  the  Eomish  faith.  Bos¬ 
taquet  at  first  yielded  to  the  powerful  tempta¬ 
tion.  He  looked,  perhaps,  on  his  wife  and 
happy  children;  on  his  fair  estate  he  had  so 
loved  to  enlarge ;  on  his  pleasure-grounds  and 
gardens,  planted  under  his  care ;  on  the  scenes 
of  his  youth  and  his  ancestral  home ;  and 
obeyed  the  commands  of  the  persecutors.  Eor 
the  first  time  in  the  ch§,teau  of  Bostaquet  the 
priest  and  the  Jesuit  ruled  unrestrained,  and 
the  unhappy  family  were  even  compelled  to 
attend  mass.^  But  conscience  awoke;  the 
saddened  countenances  of  the  seigneur  and  his 
sons  and  daughters  showed  their  abhorrence 
of  the  feigned  conversion ;  and  parents  and 
children  watched  eagerly  for  the  happy  mo¬ 
ment  when,  abandoning  their  costly  home  and 
their  ancestral  lauds,  they  might  escape,  im¬ 
poverished  exiles,  to  England. 

One  fair  summer  day  from  the  ancient  cha¬ 
teau  set  out  a  band  of  pilgrims,  on  whom  rested 
the  radiance  of  a  perfect  faith.  At  the  head 
went  the  Seigneur  Bostaquet ;  his  mother, 
eighty  years  old,  rode  by  his  side,  and  was  the 
most  ardent  of  all  the  pious  company ;  his  sons 
and  daughters  of  various  ages  followed ;  many 
friends  and  fugitives  joined  the  cavalcade  as 
they  made  their  way  to  the  sea-coast.  The 
evening  was  charming ;  the  moon  shone  bright 
and  full ;  the  emigrants  moved  on  cheerfully  in 
the  cool  night-air,  and  rejoiced  at  the  prospect 
of  the  sea.  The  old  lady  of  eighty,  with  her 
daughters  and  her  grandchildren,  sat  on  the 
shingle  of  the  beach  watching  beneath  the 

1  The  Jesuits  were  always  the  leaders  in  all  the  worst 
persecutions.  Memoires  d’un  Protestant  condamn6 
aux  Galeres,  p.  3.  Les  Jesnites  et  les  pretres— ces  im- 
pitoyahles  et  achamds  persecuteurs. 


moonlight  for  the  ship  that  was  to  carry  her 
away  forever  from  her  native  land. 

A  loud  outcry  arose,  and  a  band  of  robbers, 
or  coast-guards,  attacked  the  unprotected  Hu¬ 
guenots.  Bostaquet  and  his  friends  seized  their 
pistols,  and  drove  off  their  assailants.  But  they 
soon  came  back  ;  Bostaquet  was  wounded,  and 
was  forced  to  abandon  his  family  and  ride  for 
life  toward  the  frontier.  Accompanied  by  a 
friend  he  made  his  way  over  the  hostile  coun- 
try,  often  aided,  however,  by'  generous  Catho¬ 
lics;  crossed  mountains,  woods,  and  rivers, 
and  reached  at  length  the  shelter  of  friendly 
Holland.  The  ladies  on  the  beach  were  seized 
by  the  coast-guard  and  shut  up  in  convents, 
from  whence  they  afterward  escaped  to  En¬ 
gland.  Bostaquet’s  large  estates  were  con¬ 
fiscated  ;  his  servants  sent  to  the  galleys ;  his 
family  ruined ;  but  he  distinguished  himself  as 
an  officer  in  the  army  of  William  III.,  and  lived 
prosperously  for  many  years  in  Ireland. 

A  yet  more  dreadful  fate  than  loss  of  home 
and  country  awaited  those  unlucky  Huguenots 
who  were  arrested  in  their  efforts  to  escape.* 
They  were  condemned  at  once  to  the  galleys. 
The  French  galleys  were  vessels  usually  a  hun¬ 
dred  and  fifty  feet  long  and  forty  wide.  They 
were  employed  to  guard  the  coasts,  and  some¬ 
times  to  attack  English  cruisers  that  approach¬ 
ed  the  shore.  Along  each  side  of  the  galley 
ran  a  bench  or  seat,  to  which  the  slaves  were 
fastened  by  an  iron  chain  around  one  leg,  and  of 
sufficient  length  to  allow  them  to  sleep  on  the 
deck  beneath.  Here  they  remained  night  and 
day,  exposed  to  the  torrid  heat  or  the  winter’s 
cold,  half  fed,  and  urged  on  by  blows  and  impre¬ 
cations  in  the  painful  task  of  pulling  the  heavy 
oars.  In  these  floating  dungeons,  surrounded 
by  convicts  and  criminals  of  the  deepest  guilt, 
the  pure  and  gentle  Huguenots  sometimes  con¬ 
tinued  for  ten  or  twenty  years,  chained  to  the 
bench,  or  often  died  of  exposure  and  the  enemy’s 
shot,  and  were  flung  ignominiously  into  the  sea. 
Old  men  of  seventy  years  or  boys  of  fifteen  or 
sixteen  soon  yielded  to  the  fearful  toil;  but 
others,  more  vigorous  and  mature,  endured  long 
years  of  torture,  and  were  at  last  released  at  the 
instance  of  the  Protestant  powers.  The  cap¬ 
tains  of  the  galleys  usually  treated  their  galley- 
slaves  with  barbarous  severity.  They  scourged 
their  bare  backs  to  make  them  row  with  speed  ; 
they  threw  them  on  the  deck  and  had  them 
beaten  for  trivial  faults.  Emaciated,  faint,  and 
feeble,  the  poor  slave  often  sank  beneath  the 
blows  and  died,  happy  to  escape  from  the  in¬ 
tolerable  torments  inflicted  by  the  stately  and 
gracious  Louis. 

But  the  most  unsparing  of  their  tormentors 
was  usually  the  chaplain  or  priest  of  the  galley.  “ 
He  was  almost  always  a  Jesuit.  The  disciples 
of  Loyola  were  thought  peculiarly  fitted  for  this 
unattractive  task.  It  seems  to  have  been  the 
duty  of  the  chaplain  to  see  that  the  Huguenots 

'  De  Felice,  p.  337. 

2  Les  Forf  ats  pour  la  Foi,  par  A  Coquerel  Fils,  Paris, 
1866. 
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were  not  spared  in  any  one  of  their  sufferings, 
and  to  strive  to  induce  them  to  recant  by  inces¬ 
sant  cruelty  and  blows.  *  Yet  such  was  the  won¬ 
derful  constancy  of  these  faithful  martyrs  that 
they  chose  rather  all  the  pains  of  their  sad  con¬ 
dition  than  to  accept  an  idolatrous  mass.  With 
one  word  of  recantation  they  were  offered  a  re¬ 
lease  from  all  their  sufferings  ;  with  one  feigned 
submission  they  might  have  been  free.  No 
promises  moved  them  from  their  resolution  ;  no 
artful  insinuations  could  deceive  them  into  in¬ 
sincerity.  “  You  must  know,”  said  Pather 
Garcin,  a  priest,  to  the  maimed  and  bleeding 
hlarteilhe,  who  has  left  an  account  of  his  im¬ 
prisonment — “you  must  perceive  that  the  church 
has  no  share  in  this  matter.  You  are  punished 
for  disobedience  to  the  king.”  “  But  suppose,” 
he  replied,  “we  wish  for  time  to  reflect,  could 
we  not  be  set  free?”  “By  no  means,”  said  the 
priest ;  “  you  shall  never  leave  the  galleys  until 
you  recant.”  And  he  ordered  their  torments  to 
be  redoubled.  It  was  the  church  that  insti¬ 
gated  the  barbarity  of  the  king.  “ 

In  the  galleys  might  be  seen  for  many  years  a 
sacred  company  of  the  purest,  the  most  refined, 
and  the  most  intelligent  of  the  Erench.  The 
men  who  might  have  saved  and  reformed  the  na¬ 
tion  were  chained,  in  horrible  torture,  amidst 
robbers  and  assassins.  Marolles,  once  coun¬ 
selor  to  the  king,  by  the  express  order  of  Louis, 
was  secured  by  a  heavy  chain  around  his  neck, 
and  compiled  his  “  Discourse  on  Providence” 
while  fastened  to  the  oar.^  Huber,  father  of 
three  illustrious  sons,  was  also  a  galley-slave. 
The  Baron  De  Caumont,  at  the  age  of  seventy, 
labored  with  the  rest.  But  few  ministers  of  the 
reformed  faith  were  found  among  the  number, 
since,  if  captured,  they  were  usually  put  to  death. 
More  than  a  thousand  Huguenots  appear  on  the 
lists  of  galley-slaves,  and  it  is  believed  that  the 
real  number  has  never  been  told.  At  length, 
in  1713,  at  the  solicitation  of  Queen  Anne,  the 
sad  remnant  of  the  saintly  band  were  set  free 
from  their  tortures,  and  came,  maimed  and  fee¬ 
ble,  to  Geneva;  That  noble  and  ever-honored 
city  received  the  miserable  exiles  with  fond  con¬ 
gratulations  and  overflowing  bounty.  The  mag¬ 
istrates,  the  clergy,  and  a  large  part  of  the  pop¬ 
ulation  came  out  from  the  gates  and  welcomed 
the  galley-slaves  as  they  approached  the  walls ; 
they  were  covered  with  honors  and  glad  felici¬ 
tations  ;  and  every  citizen  took  to  his  arms  some 
one  of  the  band  of  martyrs  and  bore  him  proud¬ 
ly  and  fondly  to  the  comfort  and  luxury  of  his 
Protestant  home. 

With  the  flight  of  the  Huguenots  a  general 
decay  settled  upon  France,  and  in  the  last  days 
of  the  persecuting  Louis  his  vain,  aspiring  na- 
tui'e  was  borne  down  by  a  thousand  humilia¬ 
tions.  No  Protestant  Turenne  any  more  led 

1  Mi^moires  cVun  Protestant  coiidamn^  aux  Galeres, 
t).  362.  The  missionaries  or  disciples  of  St.  Vincent  de 
Paul  seem  to  have  been  equally  cruel  -nuth  the  Jesuits. 

2  Memoires  d’un  Protestant  condamne  aux  Galores, 

Paris,  1864,  p.  362.  On  peut  voit,  says  Marteilhe,  parlil 
le  caractere  diabolique  de  ces  missionnaires  fourbes  et 
cruels.  3  Weiss,  L  p.  100. 


on  the  French  armies  to  victory ;  no  Huguenot 
Colbert  saved,  by  careful  economy,  the  re¬ 
sources  of  the  nation.  The  best  soldiers  of 
France  were  fighting  in  the  ranks  of  Marl¬ 
borough  and  Eugene;  its  rarest  scholars — a 
Descartes,  a  Bayle,  a  Jurieu — spoke  through 
the  printing-presses  of  Leyden  or  Amsterdam  ; 
its  artisans  had  fled  to  England,  Holland,  and 
America ;  its  people  were  chiefly  beggars.*  All 
over  France,  under  the  Catholic  rule,  men,  wo¬ 
men,  children  fed  on  roots  and  grasses,  and 
browsed  with  the  beasts  of  the  field.  Paris 
became  one  vast  alms-house,  and  it  is  esti¬ 
mated  that,  at  the  breaking  out  of  the  Revolu¬ 
tion,  two  hundred  thousand  paupers  claimed 
charity  from  the  hands  of  the  king.  The 
Jesuits  alone  flourished  in  the  decaying  nation, 
and  ruled  with  dreadful  tyranny  over  churches 
and  schools,  the  prisons  and  the  galleys.  Lit¬ 
erature  died  out ;  the  mental  despotism  of  the 
church  gave  rise  at  last  to  Voltaire,  Rousseau, 
and  the  Encyclopedists  ;  the  Jesuits  were  over¬ 
thrown  by  the  indignation  of  the  age ;  but  their 
fall  came  too  late  to  save  from  an  unexampled 
convulsion  that  society  which  they  had  subject¬ 
ed  only  to  corrupt.  “ 

Under  the  rule  of  the  Jesuits  (1700-1764) 
the  Huguenots  who  remained  in  France  are 
still  supposed  to  have  numbered  nearly  a  mill¬ 
ion.  But  they  were  no  longer  that  bold  and 
vigorous  race  who,  in  the  sixteenth  century, 
had  nearly  purified  the  nation.  The  Jesuits 
watched  them  with  restless  vigilance.^  They 
were  forced  to  hide  their  opinions  in  cautious 
silence,  to  study  the  Scriptures  at  the  peril  of 
death.  Yet  they  still  maintained  their  church 
organization  in  secret,  and  elders,  deacons,  and 
evangelists  still  held  their  yearly  meetings  in 
lonely  places,  sheltered  by  the  forest  or  the 
cave.  The  religious  services  of  the  Huguenots 
were  held  with  equal  difficulty  and  danger. 
Driven  from  the  cities  and  public  places,  tjhe 
devoted  people  would  wander  to  the  utter  soli¬ 
tude  of  some  unfrequented  woods,  or  gather  in 
great  throngs  beneath  a  fissure  in  the  rock. . 
Sometimes  at  night  they  assembled  on  the  sea¬ 
shore,  or  climbed  among  inaccessible  hills, 
where  no  hostile  eye  could  follow.^  The  Hu¬ 
guenots  were  noted  among  the  Catholics  for 
their  love  of  solitary  places,  and  their  sect  was 
called  the  “Church  in  the  Desert.”  Here,  in 
the  heart  of  rocks  and  wilds,  they  ventured 
once  more  to  chant  the  psalms  of  Marot,  and 
heard  the  plaintive  eloquence  of  their  perse¬ 
cuted  preachers  with  fond  and  eager  attention. 
Yet  often  the  Jesuits  pursued  them  to  their  re¬ 
treats  with  malignant  eyes,  and  broke  in  upon 
them  in  the  midst  of  their  supplications.^  It 
was  the  favorite  occupation  of  the  active  dis- 

*  Le  Detail  de  la  France,  1695,  Archives  Curieuses,  has 
a  clear  account  of  the  embarrassments  of  trade,  p.  311. 

”  Weiss,  L  p.  100,  describes  the  depopulation  of 
France.  ^  3  Martin,  Hist.  France,  xviii.  p.  19. 

^  Hist,  des  Eglises  du  Desert,  C.  Coquerel. 

3  Martin,  Hist.  Fran.,  xviii.  p.  21.  Sometimes  the 
Huguenots  turned  upon  their  persecutors  and  killed 
a  Jesuit. 
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ciples  of  Loyola  to  follow  the  church  to  its 
home  in  the  desert,  and  bring  to  justice  the 
bold  criminals  who  still  refused  to  worship  at 
the  shrine  of  Mary ;  they  were  still  resolved  to 
extirpate  every  trace  of  heresy  in  Erance. 
Eighteen  Huguenot  pastors  were  executed  or 
burned  in  the  reign  of  Louis  XV. ;  their  dying 
voices  were  often  hushed  in  a  loud  beating  of 
drums.  The  galleys  and  the  prisons  were  still 
filled  with  reformers  ;  some  perished,  forgotten, 
in  lonely  dungeons ;  some  died  in  chains  or 
torture.  The  Jesuits,  who  knew  the  power  of 
books  and  of  the  press,  strove  to  destroy  every 
trace  of  Protestant  literature  or  libraries ;  they 
would  have  read  throughout  all  Erance  only 
history  as  sanctioned  by  the  popes,  or  morals 
as  treated  by  the  casuists  ;  a  decree  was  issued 
(1727)  ordering  aU  “new  converts”  to  give  up 
their  Protestant  books ;  in  every  town  and  vil¬ 
lage  of  Erance  bonfires  were  fed  with  Bibles 
and  Testaments,  or  other  “pernicious”  treat¬ 
ises;^  the  reformed  libraries  were  wholly  de¬ 
stroyed,  and  the  Huguenots,  once  the  most 
learned  of  their  contemporaries,  sank  low  in 
mental  culture.  The  Erench  intellect  was  fed 
on  the  brilliant  sophisms  of  Eousseau,  the 
sharp  diatribes  of  Voltaire,  the  historical  fables 
of  Bossuet  and  the  Jesuit  fathers. 

One  of  the  last  and  most  remarkable  of  the 
scenes  of  Eomish  tyranny  in  Erance  was  the 
tragedy  of  Jean  Galas.  In  the  holy  city  of 
Toulouse,  in  the  year  1761,  still  lingered  a  few 
heretics,  distinguished  for  their  peaceful  lives 
and  spotless  morals.  Yet  to  their  Catholic 
neighbors  they  were  ever  objects  of  suspicion 
and  dislike.  Toulouse,  indeed,  had  long  been 
renowned  for  its  rancorous  bigotry.  It  was 
called  the  holy  city  because  in  one  of  its  crypts 
might  be  seen  the  skeletons  of  seven  of  the 
Apostles,  and  in  its  bosom  the  cruel  Saint  Dom¬ 
inic  had  first  conceived  or  applied  the  machinery 
of  his  holy  inquisition.  The  spirit  of  Dominic 
ruled  over  the  people,  and  Toulouse  had  been 
hallowed,  in  the  eyes  of  popes  and  Jesuits,  by 
several  massacres  of  the  Huguenots  seldom 
■  equaled  in  savage  cruelty.  In  1562  a  Protest¬ 
ant  funeral  procession  was  passing  timidly 
through  its  streets  ;  it  was  assailed  by  an  angry 
throng  of  Catholics  ;  a  general  slaughter  of  the 
heretics  followed,  and  three  thousand  men,  wo¬ 
men,  and  children  were  torn  to  pieces  by  their 
Eomish  neighbors.  The  pope,  Pius  IV.,  ap¬ 
plauded  the  holy  act ;  an  annual  fete  was  in¬ 
stituted  in  honor  of  the  signal  victory;  and 
every  year,  until  1762,  a  magnificent  spectacle, 
attended  by  the  blessings  and  the  indulgences 
of  successive  popes,  kept  alive  the  rage  of  bigotry 
and  inspired  the  thirst  for  blood.  “ 

Jean  Galas,  a  quiet  Protestant  merchant, 
lived  (1761)  among  this  dangerous  population.^ 


1  Smiles,  p.  342  and  note. 

2  Histoire  de  Toulouse,  Alddguier,  iv.  315. 

3  Jean  Galas,  et  sa  T'amUle,  Paris,  1858,  par  Athanase 
Coquerel  Fils.  M.  Coquerel  has  done  valuable  serv¬ 
ice  to  the  cause  of  historical  truth  by  his  various  mon¬ 
ograms  from  the  Huguenot  annals. 


He  was  sixty-three  years  old,  respected  for  his 
honesty  and  his  modest  character ;  with  his 
wife,  six  children,  and  one  maid-servant,  a 
Catholic,  he  lived  over  his  shop,  which  stood  on 
one  of  the  best  streets  of  the  city.  He  had 
four  sons  and  two  daughters,  and  the  eldest  of 
his  sons,  Marc-Antoine,  the  cause  of  the  ruin 
of  his  family,  was  now  about  twenty-six.  He 
was  a  moody,  indolent,  and  unhappy  young 
man,  who  had  sought  admission  to  the  bar,  and 
been  rejected  because  he  was  a  heretic.  He 
had  sank  into  melancholy  in  consequence,  and 
had  apparently  meditated  upon  suicide.  Yet 
in  October,  1761,  no  shadow  of  gloom  rested  on 
the  innocent  family.  It  was  evening.  The 
shop  was  closed  and  barred  ;  a  visitor  came  in, 
and  the  Huguenot  family  gathered  round  their 
modest  supper-table  and  passed  the  evening  in 
cheerful  conversation.  Meantime  the  elder 
son,  Marc-Antoine,  left  the  table  to  go  below. 
“Are  you  cold,  monsieur?”  said  the  servant 
to  him.  “No,”  he  answered  ;  “I  am  burning 
with  heat.”  He  passed  on  and  went  down 
stairs.  About  ten  o’clock  the  younger  son, 
Pierre,  went  to  conduct  their  visitor  to  the  door, 
and  found  his  brother  suspended  by  a  cord,  and 
quite  dead.  He  had  hung  himself. 

The  father,  stricken  with  grief,  took  the  body 
of  his  son  in  his  arms ;  a  physician  was  called, 
who  could  do  nothing  ;  an  irreparable  woe  had 
fallen  on  the  gentle  household ;  the  mother 
wept  over  her  first-born.*  But  common  sorrows 
were  not  to  sufBce  for  the  fated  family,  and  a 
dreadful  bigotry  was  to  make  their  names  re¬ 
nowned  over  Europe  and  in  history.  A  curious 
crowd  gathered  around  the  barred  door  of  the 
shop,  and  a  suspicion  arose  among  the  Catholics 
that  the  Galas  family  had  put  their  son  to  death 
to  prevent  him  from  abjuring  his  faith.  The 
wild  fancy  grew  into  a  certainty;  the  throng 
broke  into  the  shop ;  the  father,  mother,  the 
son,  and  the  servant,  were  arrested  and  shut  up 
in  a  close  confinement ;  the  church,  the  gov¬ 
ernment,  and  the  people  of  Toulouse  assumed 
their  guilt;  and  the  dead  Marc-Antoine,  a 
Protestant  and  a  suicide,  was  buried  in  solemn 
pomp  as  a  martyr,  attended  by  all  the  clergy  of 
the  city,  followed  by  a  vast  and  splendid  proces¬ 
sion,  and  covered  with  all  the  honors  and  bless¬ 
ings  of  the  Eoman  church. 

All  Toulouse,  now  mad  with  religious  hatred, 
called  for  the  punishment  of  the  Galas  family.^ 
It  was  asserted  that  all  Protestants  were  assas¬ 
sins  ;  that  they  made  away  invariably  with  their 
children,  if  necessary,  to  prevent  their  conver¬ 
sion  to  the  Eomish  faith.  It  was  believed  that 
the  whole  Galas  family  had  been  engaged  in  the 
murder  of  Marc-Antoine  ;  that  father,  mother, 
his  brothers,  and  even  the  sisters,  had  united 
in  the  secret  immolation.  Jean  Galas,  after  a 
long  process,  was  tried  and  convicted.  But  no 
evidence  of  any  value  had  been  pi’oduced  against 
him,  and  his  own  clear  proofs  of  his  innocence 

1  Histoire  de  Toulouse,  Aldeguier,  iv.  29T-302. 

2  Hist,  de  Toulouse,  iv.  SOT.  Tout  ce  que  pouvait  etre 
dit  a  la  charge  de  la  famille  Protestant,  etc. 


824 


HAEPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


were  excluded  by  a  fanatical  court.  The  maid¬ 
servant,  a  Catholic,  who  could  have  shown  that 
he  was  absent  from  the  room  where  the  fatal 
event  occurred,  was  never  suffered  to  be  exam¬ 
ined.  Galas  appealed  to  the  Parliament  of 
Toulouse ;  the  church  ruled  over  the  highest 
tribunal,  and  Galas  was  sentenced  to  a  horrible 
death.  He  died  on  the  rack,  still  declaring  his 
innocence.  “Wretch,”  cried  one  of  his  perse¬ 
cutors  to  him  as  he  lay  in  torture,  “you  have 
but  a  moment  to  live.  Confess  the  truth.” 
Galas,  unable  to  speak,  made  a  sign  of  refusal, 
and  the  executioner  drew  the  cord  around  his 
neck. 

But  all  Europe  soon  rang  with  the  barbarous 
deed.’  Voltaire  took  up  the  cause  of  the  Galas 
family ;  friends  at  court  aided  in  reversing  the 
judgment  of  the  fanatics  of  Toulouse  ;  in  vain 
the  whole  Roman  church  assumed  the  defense 
of  the  murderers  of  Galas,  or  Dillon,  the  Irish 
Archbishop  of  Toulouse,  showered  indulgences 
and  honors  on  the  guilty  counselors ;  public 
opinion  for  the  first  time  in  France  condemned 
persecution,  and  the  corrupt  church  trembled 
before  it.  Rose  Galas,  the  widow,  the  bereaved 
mother,  the  most  unfortunate  of  women,  went 
up  to  Paris,  and  was  received  with  sympathetic 
attention  by  the  court  and  the  king ;  a  new  trial 
was  ordered  ;  the  innocence  of  the  Galas  family 
was  shown  by  conclusive  proof;  the  judgment 
was  reversed,  and  a  late  justice  was  done  to  the 
unhappy  Huguenots.  Yet  the  Gatholic  church, 
confident  in  its  infallibility,  never  abandoned  its 
belief  in  the  guilt  of  its  victims,  and  its  falsified 
manuals  of  history  will  continue  to  assert  that 
Marc-Antoine  Galas  was  a  martyr  for  the  faith 
as  long  as  the  papacy  endures. 

The  Revolution  soon  followed,  and  the  exam¬ 
ple  of  persecution  which  the  clergy  of  France 
had  exhibited  for  so  many  ages  was  now  retort¬ 
ed  upon  them  with  signal  vigor.  The  scaffolds 
ran  red  with  the  blood  of  the  priests.  The  gal¬ 
leys  and  the  prisons,  once  crowded  with  Hugue¬ 
nots,  were  now  filled  with  their  persecutors. 
Ghained  to  the  bench  and  toiling  at  the  oar, 
the  Roman  Gatholic  clergy  experienced  all  those 
woes  their -church  had  so  freely  inflicted  on  the 
gentle  heretics,  A  general  emigration  of  priests 
and  nobles  took  place.  France  lost,  for  a  time, 
a  hu-ge  proportion  of  its  people ;  yet  it  is  im¬ 
possible  not  to  be  struck  with  the  unimportant 
efiect  of  this  later  -emigration  compared  with 
that  wide  scene  of  disaster  and  national  decay 
that  followed  the  flight  of  the  Huguenots. 
When  the  gay  nobles  and  the  corrupt  clergy 
crossed  the  frontiers  no  floin-ishing  manufac¬ 
turing  cities  fell  into  decay ;  no  fertile  districts 
returned  to  their  native  wildness ;  no  intellect¬ 
ual  dullness  or  moral  decline  succeeded  a  pe¬ 
riod  of  unwonted  progress.  It  is  probable,  it 
is  certain,  that  the  destruction  of  a  single  centre 
of  industry  and  trade  by  the  intrigues  of  the 
Jesuits  under  Louis  XIV. — the  exile  of  its  pi- 


>  De  Felice,  p.  428.  Rocliette  and  three  companions 
were  executed  at  Toulouse  the  same  year. 


ous  artisans  and  their  well-trained  families — 
was  more  injurious  to  France  than  the  expul¬ 
sion  of  all  its  nobility  and  the  fall  of  its  mon¬ 
archy  and  its  church.  In  the  one  case  it  lost  a 
centre  of  moral  advance  ;  in  the  other  only  the 
sources  of  religious  and  political  decay. 

Under  Napoleon  the  Huguenots  experienced 
the  toleration  of  a  despot ;  at  the  Restoration 
they  became  nominall}^  free.  They  were  no 
longer  forced  to  worship  in  caves  and  deserts. 
The  last  massacre  and  persecution  occurred  at 
Nimes  in  1815.’  But  the  Gatholic  powers  of 
France  and  the  popes  of  Rome  have  never 
ceased  to  oppress  by  ingenious  devices  the  rising 
intellect  of  the  reformers.  The  Bourbons 
strove  to  suppress  the  dissidents;’  even  Louis 
Philippe  was  forced,  in  obedience  to  the  Romish 
supremacy,  to  deny  equal  rights  to  his  Protest¬ 
ant  subjects.  And  in  our  own  day’  a  cloud  of 
danger  still  hangs  over  the  future  of  the  Hu¬ 
guenots.  France  once  more,  as  in  the  days  of 
Louis  XIV.,  has  fallen  under  the  control  of  the 
Jesuits.^  Slowly  the  society  of  Loyola  has 
spread  like  a  miiftma  over  the  land  it  so  often 
desolated.  The  schools  and  colleges  have  been 
transferred  to  Jesuit  teachers ;  the  Protestant 
teachers  are  persecuted  and  trampled  down. 
The  Galilean  church  has  abandoned  its  feeble 
show  of  independence,  and  is  the  strong  defend¬ 
er  of  the  persecuting  faction  at  Rome  ;  the  pol¬ 
itics  of  France  are,  perhaps,  controlled  by  the 
chief  of  the  order  of  the  Jesuits.  A  strange 
mental  darkness  is  settling  upon  the  nation, 
and  in  most  of  the  French  schools  and  colleges 
it  is  openly  taught  that  Louis  XIV.  was  a  mag¬ 
nanimous  king ;  that  the  persecution  of  the 
Huguenots  was  a  righteous  act ;  that,  as  the 
Jesuit  Auger  declared,  or  Bossuet  and  Massil¬ 
lon  implied,  it  was  “the  angel  of  the  Lord” 
that  presided  at  the  massacre  of  St.  Barthol¬ 
omew  and  directed  the  horrors  of  the  dragon- 
nades.’ 

The  Huguenots,  therefore,  are  still  in  peril 
in  their  native  land  ;  their  ancient  foes,  the 
Jesuits,  rule  over  the  church,  and  are  plotting 
their  destruction.  An  infallible  pope  sits  on 


>  De  Felice,  p.  4T8.  2  De  Felice. 

s  J.  Simon,  La  Liberty  de  Conscience,  p.  217,  shows 
that  as  late  as  1850  Protestant  meetings  were  suppress¬ 
ed,  Protestant  schools  broken  up  by  unjust  laws.  It  is 
doubtful  if  things  have  improved  since  then. 

*  M.  Athanase  Coquerel  thinks  a  new  persecution  im¬ 
possible  m  France  (Les  Fortats,  p.  142) ;  yet  he  sug¬ 
gests  a  doubt  (p.  143).  If,  as  M.  Jules  Simon  tells  ns, 
it  IS  a  criminal  act  to  read  the  Bible  to  an  assembly 
without  permission  from  the  government  (see  La  Lib¬ 
erty  de  la  Conscience,  p.  217),  or  to  establish  and  main¬ 
tain  a  Protestant  school  in  a  Catholic  neighborhood, 
the  Huguenots  .can  scarcely  be  thought  secure  (see  p. 
218,  note). 

2  The  history  authorized  by  the  French  government 
and  the  Romish  church  misrepresents  all  the  leading 
facts  in  the  religious  wars.  The  massacre  of  Vassy 
appears  as  a  quarrel  between  the  two  religions;  the 
Duke  of  Guise  is  full  of  benevolence  and  honor !  See 
Simple  Recits  d’Histoire  de  France  (1870),  the  state 
history  for  secondary  schools,  p.  141.  The  massacre 
of  St.  Bartholomew  is  made  to  seem  un  coup  i\  ITtal- 
ienne ;  the  horrors  of  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  are  not 
mentioned. 
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the  throne  of  St.  Peter,  who  proclaims,  as  the 
direct  revelation  from  heaven,  the  persecuting 
doctrines  of  Pius  IV.  and  Pius  V. ;  *  who  has  him¬ 
self  filled  the  dungeons  of  Rome  and  Bologna 
with  the  advocates  of  the  Bible  and  of  a  free 
press.  It  is  possible  that  Prance  may  prove 
the  last  battle-ground  between  the  Jesuit  and 
the  reformer,  the  Bible  and  tlie  pope.  It  is 
certain  that  in  such  a  struggle  the  printing- 
press  will  not  be  silent ;  that  the  printer  will 
still  def}"  his  natural  foes;  that  the  public  senti¬ 
ment  of  the  age  will  rise  in  defense  of  truth 
and  honesty  ;  and  that  the  lessons  of  history 


1  In  a  somewhat  extensive  work,  hy  Professor  Lau¬ 
rent,  of  Ghent,  Le  Gatholicisme  et  la  Religion  de  I’ave- 
nir,  may  he  found  a  clear  statement  of  the  medieval 
tendencies  of  Rome.  The  pope  still  threatens  perse¬ 
cution,  defies  governments,  annuls  their  acts,  and 
only  waits  for  an  opportunity  to  destroy  all  his  foes. 
See  p.  362,  411, '568,  etc. 


will  dissipate  forever  the  lingering  delusions  of 
chivalry  and  of  the  Middle  Ages.‘ 

We  have  thus  imperfectly  reviewed  the  sad 
but  instructive  story  of  the  Huguenots.  The 
tale  of  heroism  is  always  one  of  woe.  Yet  the 
impulse  toward  reform  begun  at  Meaux  by 
Farel  and  Lefevre  has  never  been  lost,  and  the 
energy  and  the  sufferings  of  their  disciples  have 
every  where  aided  the  progress  of  mankind. 
It  would  not  be  difficult  to  trace  the  beneficent 
influence  of  Huguenot  ideas  in  the  prosperity 
of  England,  Holland,  America,  or  France. 


1  At  the  congress  of  the  Roman  Catholic  bishops  of 
Germany,  Prance,  Belgium,  and  England,  at  Malines, 
in  1863,  Archbishop  Deschamps  excused  the  massacre 
of  St.  Bartholomew,  and  defended  persecution.  No 
Roman  Catholic  dares  denounce  the  Inquisition,  or  to 
relate  true  history.  He  is  obliged  to  repeat  the  feeble 
ideas  that  flow  from  the  diseased  intellect  of  the  Rom¬ 
ish  Propaganda.  See  Laurent,  Gatholicisme,  p.  574, 
and  book  xi.,  on  Traditional  Religion. 
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I  KNOW  a  story,  fairer,  dimmer,  sadder. 

Than  any  story  painted  in  your  books.  / 

You  are  so  glad?  It  will  not  make  you  gladder; 

Yet  listen,  with  your  pretty  restless  looks. 

“  Is  it  a  Fairy  Story  ?”  Well,  half  fairy — 

At  least  it  dates  far  back  as  fairies  do. 

And  seems  to  me  as  beautiful  and  airy; 

Yet  half,  perhaps  the  fairy  half,  is  true. 

You  had  a  baby  sister  and  a  brother. 

Two  very  dainty  people,  rosy  white. 

Sweeter  than  all  things  else  except  each  other! 

Older  yet  younger — gone  from  human  sight! 

And  I,  who  loved  them,  and  shall  love  them  ever. 

And  think  with  yearning  tears  how  each  light  hand 
Crept  toward  bright  bloom  and  berries — I  shall  never 
Know  how  I  lost  them.  Do  you  understand? 

Poor  slightly  golden  heads!  I  think  I  missed  them 
First  in  some  dreamy,  piteous,  doubtful  way ; 

But  when  and  where  with  lingering  lips  I  kissed  them. 
My  gradual  parting,  I  can  never  say. 

Sometimes  I  fancy  that  they  may  have  perished 
In  shadowy  quiet  of  wet  rocks  and  moss. 

Near  paths  whose  very  pebbles  I  have  cherished. 

For  their  small  sakes,  since  my  most  bitter  loss. 

I  fancy,  too,  that  they  were  softly  covered 
By  robins,  out  of  apple  flowers  they  knew. 

Whose  nursing  wings  in  far  home  sunshine  hovered. 
Before  the  timid  world  had  dropped  the  dew. 

Their  names  were — what  yours  are.  At  this  you  wonder. 

Their  pictures  are — yottr  own,  as  you  have  seen ; 

And  my  bird-buried  darlings,  hidden  under 

Lost  leaves — why,  it  is  your  dead  Selves  I  mean ! 
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ASCENT  TO  THE  CAVE. 


The  Cave  of  Bellamar,  although  discovered 
but  a  few  years  since,  already  enjoys  a 
world-wide  reputation.  At  the  present  day  no 
visitor  to  Cuba  fails  to  repair  to  that  wondrous 
subterranean  palace,  unrivaled,  perhaps,  in  the 
grandeur  of  its  stalactitic  masses  and  the  exqui¬ 
site  detail  of  its  sparry  decorations.  Easy  of  ac¬ 
cess  from  Havana  by  railway,  and  commodiously 
and  safely  prepared  for  the  reception  of  visitors, 
it  fully  repays  one  for  a  day’s  absence  from  the 
busy  scenes  of  the  capital. 


About  a  mile  from  the  bridge  of  Bailen,  on 
the  south  side  of  the  city  of  Matanzas,  there  is 
a  group  of  pretty  villas  designated  by  the  name 
of  Bellamar — a  favorite  place  of  resort  in  the 
hot  season  for  sea-bathing.  Not  far  from  these 
is  th'fe  famous  cavern,  which  borrows  its  name 
from  this  picturesque  hamlet.  At  a  short  dis¬ 
tance  beyond  Bellamar  you  turn  your  back  upon 
the  foamy  beach,  and,  following  a  tortnous  road 
of  reddish  earth,  thickly  strewn  with  fragments 
of  calcareous  rock,  you  ascend  a  steep  and  rug- 
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ged  hill,  on  the  summit  of  which  is  the  entrance 
to  the  cave. 

On  the  17th  of  April,  1861,  some  laborers 
were  at  work  on  this  hill  extracting  limestone 
for  a  kiln,  which  still  stands  on  tlie  premises. 
One  of  these  laborers,  in  forcing  a  crow-bar  into 
the  interstices  of  the  loose  rock,  suddenly  felt 
it  slip  through  his  hands  and  disappear,  as  if  by 
magic,  into  the  earth.  Upon  examination  it  was 
discovered  that  the  crow-bar  had  slid  through 
a  fissure  into  a  sort  of  well-like  cavity.  This 
natural  weU  was  very  deep  and  dark.  In  a  few 
days  the  opening  made  by  the  crow-bar  was 
widened  sufficiently  to  admit  the  body  of  a  man. 
It  needed  no  little  boldness  to  venture  into  the 
yawning  abyss  of  this  cavity  at  the  end  of  a 
rope.  Mr.  Santos  Parga,  owner  of  the  prem¬ 
ises,  having  been  informed  of  the  mysterious 
disappearance  of  the  crow-bar,  upon  gazing 
down  into  this  opening,  surmised  that  the  most 
valuable  portion  of  his  property  was  not  on  his 
lands,  but  under  them.  Being  a  man  of  nerve 
and  intrepidity,  he  resolved  to  unravel  for  him¬ 
self  the  secrets  of  this  remarkable  cavern.  Upon 
being  lowered  through  the  perilous  aperture  he 
found  himself,  torch  in  hand,  descending  into  a 
vast  and  magnificent  temple,  whose  pillars  were 
of  glittering  crystal,  and  whose  lofty  dome  was 
formed  of  fantastic  arches  that  sparkled  as  if 
coated  with  frosted  silver. 

Parga  was  not  able  to  explore  his  wonder¬ 
ful  subterranean  domain  very  far,  owing  to  the 
dangers  which  threatened  him  at  every  step. 
There  were  deep  gullies  which  he  could  not 
cross,  and  steep  precipices  down  which  it  would 
have  been  madness  to  attempt  a  descent.  It 
was  not  without  considerable  labor  that  he,  with 
a  few  companions,  succeeded  after  several  days 
in  penetrating  into  some  of  the  main  avenues. 

At  present  the  visitor  finds  every  thing  very 
conveniently  arranged  for  the  descent.  A  com¬ 
fortable  pavilion  has  been  constructed  over  the 
entrance,  rendered  accessible  by  the  improve¬ 
ment  of  the  roads  to  vehicles  from  the  city. 

Led  by  aguide,  who  providesus  with  alantern 
or  a  torch  made  of  long  wax-candles  twisted  to¬ 
gether,  we  descend  by  a  stairway  into  the  cave. 
This  stairway  is  furnished  with  a  hand-rail, 
and  is  supported  by  an  artificial  wall.  We 
descend  some  twenty  or  thirty  steps  to  an 
eminence  within,  around  which  a  railing  has 
been  placed  that  we  may  safely  approach  the 
verge  of  the  precipice,  and  gaze  into  the  fright¬ 
ful  abyss  below.  Here  also  we  may  divest  our¬ 
selves  of  such  extra  articles  of  clothing  as  might 
interfere  with  our  transit  through  the  galleries, 
or  render  our  subterranean  sojourn  uncomfort¬ 
able  in  consequence  of  the  excessive  heat, 
which,  in  some  portions  of  the  cave,  is  almost 
intolerable. 

From  this  elevated  natural  terrace  we  obtain 
our  first  grand  view  of  the  interior.  It  is  like 
standing  in  the  gallery  of  a  temple.  This  first 
hall  is  about  five  hundred  feet  in  length,  with 
an  average  width  of  two  hundred,  and  an  ele¬ 
vation  from  the  abyss  to  the  dome  of  about  one 


hundred.  A  number  of  large  lamps  have  been 
so  placed  that  the  whole  interior  can  be  taken 
in  at  a  glance.  At  the  farthest  extremity  of 
this  chamber  are  two  dark  spots.  These  are 
the  entrances  to  two  of  the  principal  avenues, 
which,  after  continuing  for  some  distance,  in¬ 
tersect  each  other,  so  that  we  can  pass  out  of 
the  main  hall  at  one  of  the  dark  spots  and  re¬ 
turn  into  it  by  the  other.  At  the  apex  of  this 
irregular  V  another  avenue  starts,  which  pene¬ 
trates  still  deeper  into  the  earth,  altering  the  V 
into  a  Y,  the  base  of  which  is  nearly  a  mile 
from  the  entrance  under  the  pavOion.  The 
general  course  of  these  avenues  is  east.  Start¬ 
ing  also  from  the  main  hall  is  another  principal 
avenue,  running  south  for  a  distance  of  three 
miles,  according  to  the  measurement  made  by 
Mr.  Santos  Parga.  A  third  avenue  penetrates 
under  the  hill  in  a  westerly  direction  for  a  dis¬ 
tance  of  a  mile,  diverging  also  from  the  main 
hall,  or  “  Gothic  Temple,”  as  it  is  named. 

As  we  step  upon  the  terrace  the  first  object 
that  strikes  us  is  one  calculated  to  make  an 
impression  not  soon  to  be  forgotten.  It  is  a 
cluster  of  tall  stalagmites  standing  directly  in 
the  centre  of  the  chamber.  We  do  not  need 
the  hint  from  the  guide  to  the  eflect  that  this  is 
called  the  “  Guardian  of  the  Temple  we  see 
that  at  once  for  ourselves.  It  is  the  colossal 
statue  of  a  warrior  seated  upon  a  sort  of  Gothic 
throne ;  in  his  right  hand  he  holds  uplifted  a 
tall,  keen  lance ;  his  left  arm  is  bent,  and  rests 
upon  his  thigh ;  his  head  is  slightly  turned,  as 
if  toward  the  opening  by  which  we  have  just 
entered  ;  he  stares  us  in  the  face,  and,  as  the 
yellow  and  unnatural  light  of  the  lamps  flickers 
about  his  vague  features,  we  can  easily  imagine 
that  we  feel  the  fixed  and  freezing  glare  of  his 
stony  eyes.  We  are  forcibly  reminded  of  some 
tale  of  enchantment  read  in  our  childhood,  and 
we  can  not  divest  ourselves  of  the  singular  fas¬ 
cination  which  this  weird  and  supernatural 
figure  exercises  over  us.  Our  curiosity  com¬ 
pels  us  to  seek  a  nearer  view  of  this  stern,  mo¬ 
tionless,  eternal  sentinel,  placed  there  by  nature 
to  watch  over  the  hidden  treasures  of  this  shad¬ 
owy  domain.  Accordingly  we  descend  into 
the  dark  gulf  at  our  feet,  along  a  zigzag  path 
cut  in  the  gravelly  and  crystallized  soil  of  the 
ten’ace,  and  approach  the  spot  where  we  but  a 
moment  since  saw  the  giant  form  of  the  warrior- 
gnome.  Alas !  we  seek  for  it  in  vain  ;  it  is  no¬ 
where  to  be  seen,  having  melted  away  as  though 
at  another  touch  of  the  enchanter’s  wand. 
What  we  behold  in  its  place  is  but  a  confused 
heap  of  broken  stalagmites,  without  any  dis¬ 
coverable  shape  or  meaning.  The  delusion  is 
complete. 

From  the  foot  of  the  terrace  we  look  up  at 
the  lofty  dome  overhead,  incrusted  with  spark¬ 
ling  crystallizations  which  dazzle  us,  and  gaze 
down  from  the  little  bridge  on  which  we  stand, 
and  which  spans  a  deep  and  perilous  ravine, 
into  the  darkness.  We  can  not  escape  a  sort 
of  vague  terror.  Indeed,  we  feel  here  as  tres¬ 
passers  upon  a  forbidden  precinct ;  and  as  if 
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there  were  a  fifth  element — darkness — which 
we  have  rashly  entered. 

Among  the  pillars  of  the  temple,  which  look 
as  if  they  were  sustaining  the  weight  of  the 
lofty  arches,  there  is  one  remarkable  for  its 
huge  proportions ;  it  is  called  the  “  Mantle  of 
Columbus,”  owing  to  the  deep  flutings  in  its 
surface,  which  bear  some  resemblance  to  the 
drooping  folds  of  a  mantle.  Here  the  stalac¬ 
tites  and  the  stalagmites,  the  former  growing 
downward  and  the  latter  upward,  have  met 
and  formed  one  solid  mass  of  crystallization 
about  sixty  feet  in  height  and  twenty  feet  in 
thickness,  as  white  as  snow  and  as  transparent 
as  alabaster.  As  we  wander  through  the  gro¬ 
tesque  aisles  of  this  gorgeous  cathedral  every 
thing  around  us  sparkles  with  brilliant  corus¬ 
cations  that  dazzle  the  eye. 

Whatever  advantage,  as  to  extent,  other 
caves  may  possess  over  Bellamar,  surely  none 
in  the  world  can  surpass  its  wondrous  wealth 
of  rare  and  exquisitely  beautiful  crystalliza¬ 
tions.  Nature  seems  to  have  exhausted  her 
fancy  in  producing  these  myriads  of  quaint 
forms  and  curious  combinations.  The  stalac¬ 


tites  are  singularly  capricious  and  beautiful. 
From  the  gigantic  “  Mantle  of  Columbus”  to  the 
newly  formed  delicate  tubes  and  cones,  scarce¬ 
ly  an  inch  in  length,  there  exists  every  inter¬ 
mediate  variety  of  size.  Some  are  flat  and 
transparent,  and  will  vibrate  when  struck,  with 
a  sound  as  clear  and  melodious  as  a  silver  bell. 
Others  are  tube-like,  hollow,  twisted,  or  curved, 
sometimes  branching  like  coral,  at  others  hang¬ 
ing  like  hooks,  or  darting  sharply  upward. 
According  to  the  accidents  of  their  position, 
they  assume  at  times  entirel}'  different  forms. 
Now  they  are  frozen  dribblets  along  the  yellow’ 
surface  of  the  rock  ;  again  they  have  worked 
themselves  into  grotesque  fringes,  or  are  scal¬ 
loped  into  delicate  frills;  now  they  are  like 
glittering  serpents  flashing  wildly  in  the  torch¬ 
light  ;  then  the  rock  is  coated  as  if  with  a  heavy 
frost ;  and  again,  the  shapes  take  the  form  of 
crucibles,  of  cornucopice,  or  of  flowers  tinged 
with  delicate  colors  and  resembling  dahlias  and 
roses. 

In  the  complex  web  which  they  form  it  is 
difficnlt  at  times  to  separate  the  stalactites  from 
the  stalagmites.  The  latter  form,  in  some 
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places,  rich  curtains  of  the  whitest  and  most 
quaintly  patterned  lace ;  they  hang  like  the 
rich  drapery  of  silken  robes ;  or,  like  motion¬ 
less  cascades  of  glittering  diamonds,  they  ex¬ 
tend,  wave  after  wave,  and  fold  after  fold,  from 
the  ceiling  to  the  floor.  Sometimes  they  as¬ 
sume  the  most  grotesque  forms  and  resem¬ 
blances  ;  here  and  there  we  see  them  about 
the  floor  like  devotees  kneeling  before  fantas¬ 
tic  idols,  in  silent  and  eternal  adoration  ;  again 
they  seem  like  weary  travelers  stretched  out  to 
rest  at  noon  on  the  cool  grass  bj'  the  wayside ; 
or,  perhaps  again,  like  plumed  and  naked  sav¬ 
ages  gathered  in  dread  circles  around  the  coun¬ 
cil  fire  to  plot  the  war-path,  or  to  plan  the 
chase. 

And  all  this  is  accomplished  simply  by  the 
combination  of  water  with  lime!  A  feeble 
stream  of  water  permeates  the  limestone  above, 
and  filters  through  it,  carrying  along  some  mi¬ 
nute  particles  of  lime  in  solution.  As  this  wa¬ 
ter  drops  from  the  roof  of  the  cave,  or  dribbles 
along  the  surface  of  its  walls,  it  leaves  behind 
it  these  calcareous  particles,  which,  in  the  form 
of  carbonate  of  lime,  harden  and  are  crystal¬ 
lized,  forming  a  thousand  capricious  figures. 
If  the  drops  fall  from  the  roof,  the  form  is  gen¬ 
erally  that  of  a  pendent  tube,  or  elongated  cone, 
terminating  in  a  keen  point,  to  which  every 
additional  drop  from  above  naturally  runs. 
Each  drop  remains  there  suspended  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  contributing  its  infinitesimal  quota  of 
hme  toward  the  lengthening  of  the  stalactite 
downward ;  it  then  falls  to  the  ground,  carry¬ 
ing  with  it  the  residue  of  the  lime,  which  is  there 
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deposited  and  crystallizes,  contributing  to  the 
growth  of  the  stalagmite  upw’ard.  Thus  every 
drop  tends  to  increase  the  two  formations. 

If  the  dribblet  of  water,  however,  flows  along 
the  surface  of  a  rock,  then  it  leaves  the  lime  be¬ 
hind  it  to  mark  its  devious  path  in  the  form  of 
delicate  tracery  and  fringes.  If  the  quantity 
of  water  is  large,  then  the  cascades  and  curtains 
and  snow-drifts  are  formed.  The  roof  of  the 
cave,  its  walls,  and  its  floor,  are  thus  all,  at  the 
same  time,  being  ornamented  through  the 
agency  above  described.  Considering  the  ex¬ 
treme  slowness  of  the  process,  how  many  ages 
it  must  have  required  to  agglomerate  gigantic 
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masses  of  crystallization  like  that  called  the 
“  Mantle  of  Colnmhus !  ”  And  yet  this,  neces¬ 
sarily,  is  not  so  old  as  the  cave  itself. 

Caves  such  as  Bellamar  are  to  be  met  with 
on  a  smaller  scale  in  all  the  calcareous  forma¬ 
tions  on  the  island,  where  natural  bridges,  tun¬ 
nels,  and  subterranean  rivers  are  likewise  found. 
The  origin  of  the  Cave  of  Bellamar  may  be  due 
to  volcanic  action  ;  but  it  is  more  probably  ow¬ 
ing  to  the  gradual  erosion  of  yielding  strata  by 
the  action  of  water.  The  wonderful  tunnel 
bored  by  the  Cuzco  River,  in  the  eastern  part 
of  the  island,  might  suggest  the  origin  of  a  cave 
like  this  of  Bellamar.  The  Cuzco  is  an  insig¬ 
nificant  and  shallow  stream,  which,  however, 
in  the  rainy  season,  becomes  a  powerful  torrent. 
A  lofty  ridge  barred  the  course  of  its  ancient 
channel,  and  through  the  heart  of  this  ridge  it 
has  carved  a  tunnel  large  enough  to  admit  of 
the  passage  of  huge  trunks  of  palms  and  erio- 
dendrons.  After  disappearing  at  the  base  of 
the  hill,  several  hundred  feet  below  the  crest,  it 
does  not  appear  again  until  it  comes  out  at  the 
other  side  of  the  ridge,  a  distance  of  nearly 
three  miles.  Any  volcanic  action  tending  to 
alter  the  level  or  bed  of  the  stream  might  divert 
its  waters  into  a  different  channel ;  the  former 
one  would  be  soon  covered  with  a  dense  vege¬ 
tation,  and  all  distinct  traces  of  it  be  lost.  The 
tunnel,  or  cavern,  itself  probably  disturbed  from 
its  original  horizontal  position,  would  remain 
to  puzzle  future  geologists. 

The  Cave  of  Bellamar,  however,  has  no  known 
communication  with  the  upper  air  except  by 
means  of  the  artificial  entrance  broken  through 
the  thin  crust  which  roofs  over  the  principal 
hall,  or  “Gothic  Temifie,”  and  its  avenues,  as 
far  as  explored,  have  all  a  downward  grade, 
sinking  to  the  depth  of  four  hundred  feet  be¬ 
low  the  surface  of  the  hill. 

Passing  the  “  Guardian  of  the  Temple,”  we 
will  visit  what  is  called  the  “  Altar.”  It  stands 
in  a  spacious  niche  at  the  other  side  of  the  cham¬ 
ber,  and  facing  the  “Mantle  of  Columbus.”  It 
is  a  rude  imitation  of  an  altar,  around  which 
one  may  imagine  that  he  can  discover  the  forms 
of  sculptured  images,  animals,  and  flowers. 

We  next  follow  the  guide  into  the  low  sub¬ 
terranean  passages,  entering  at  the  dark  spot 
on  the  left,  into  what  is  called  the  “  Avenue  of 
the  Eountain.”  This  avenue  is  about  half  a 
mile  in  length,  and  presents  at  every  step  ob¬ 
jects  curious  and  beautiful ;  here  you  have  on 
one  side  fantastic  arabesques  sculptured  in  re¬ 
lief  on  the  dusky  walls,  quaint  Gothic  friezes 
and  cornices,  and  Norman  pillars  ;  on  the  other 
side  is  a  miniature  polar  scene,  with  its  ice¬ 
bergs  and  piled  snow-drifts  and  icicles  ;  be¬ 
yond  we  stop  to  notice  the  exquisite  embroid¬ 
ery  on  a  cambric  robe,  or  the  delicate  tracery 
on  a  half-drawn  curtain ;  then  we  come  to  a 
portion  of  the  passage  which,  as  it  narrows, 
becomes  so  low  that  we  must  stoop  to  avoid 
the  long  stalactites  which  hang  from  the  roof ; 
then  we  creep  earefully  along  the  brink  of  some 
deep  gullies  and  ravines  which  look  like  new- 
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dug  graves,  where  all  is  sepulchral  and  dark 
and  dismal.  Suddenly  we  find  the  passage  has 
widened  into  a  beautiful  chamber,  radiant  with 
crystallizations,  which  make  it  seem  as  if  we 
had  passed  from  the  night  into  the  day. 

Here  is  the  fountain  or  spring  from  which 
the  avenue  takes  its  name.  It  wells  up  near 
the  middle  of  the  passage.  It  is  a  clear  and 
sparkling  fountain,  gurgling  in  a  polished  vase 
of  sculptured  alabaster. 

We  are  now  at  the  apex  of  the  V.  On  our 
left  is  a  dark  and  irregular  opening.  This  is 
the  entrance  into  the  passage  through  which, 
by^-and-by,  as  we  return,  we  shall  again  enter 
the  “Gothic  Temple.”  Ricking  our  way  cau¬ 
tiously  among  the  debris  of  fractured  stalag¬ 
mites,  we  soon  reach  a  gloomy  archway  and  re¬ 
cess  called  the  “  Devil’s  Gorge.”  Any  lugubri¬ 
ous  vaticinations  suggested  by  this  name,  how¬ 
ever,  are  rapidly  dispelled  by  the  sight  of  a 
monster  church  organ,  with  its  pipes  quite 
symmetrically  and  elegantly  arranged,  and  its 
row  of  ivory  keys,  which  seem  only  to  need  the 
touch  of  some  enchanted  hand  to  fill  those 
dark  corridors,  those  gloomy  depths,  and  lofty 
vaults,  with  the  swelling  and  sonorous  strains 
of  a  solemn  music  not  meant  to  be  listened  to 
by  mortal  ears. 

Not  far  from  the  organ  there  is  another  ob¬ 
ject  which  carries  us  pleasantly  back  to  the  fa¬ 
miliar  world  of  irrepressible  realities :  it  is  a  rare 
and  beautiful  stalagmite,  broad,  smooth,  thin, 
and  very  transparent,  with  perpendicular  folds 
and  plaits,  and  tastefully  embroidered  along 
the  base  with  rich  and  graceful  patterns.  This 
is  called  the  “Embroidered  Petticoat.”  In 
order  to  show  the  embroidery  to  advantage,  a 
light  is  placed  behind  it,  when  the  exceeding 
transparency  of  the  stalagmite  sets  off  the  denser 
lines  of  the  patterns  to  greater  advantage.  Be¬ 
side  this  memento  of  the  upper  world  there  is, 
just  beyond,  an  elegant  sofa,  covered  with 
white  damask,  with  its  curiously  wrought  back 
of  silver  and  of  ivory,  and  its  rich  and  glossy 
cushions,  which,  though  not  so  soft  as  they 
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look,  yet  silently  invite  the  beholder  to  the 
dreamy  luxury  of  an  Oriental  siesta.  This 
luxury,  ho'wever,  ■we  must  endeavor  to  forego, 
because  there  yet  remains  a  great  deal  to  be 
seen,  and  the  guides,  who  are  all  day  long 
breathing  this  cavernous  atmosphere,  and  are 
constantly  being  taught  how  much  has  been 
successfully  accomplished  by  the  restless  and 
persevering  labor  of  ages,  will  not  fail  to  re¬ 
mind  us  that  to  them  also,  in  this  dark  world  of 
subterranean  speculation,  “time  is  money.” 

So  we  take  another  lingering  look  at  the 
wonders  of  the  “Devil’s  Gorge,”  and,  with  a 
parting  sigh  for  the  damask  sofa,  we  again  fol¬ 
low  the  guide,  and  plunge  still  deeper  into  the 
cavern  in  search  of  other  wonders. 

After  continuing  along  the  avenue  for  a 
short  distance  we  come  to  a  contracted  and 
rugged  passage,  where  we  have  to  stoop  low  to 
avoid  a  savage-looking  boar’s  head,  with  keen 
and  'desperate  tusks,  that  menace  us  from  the 
low  roof,  and  immediately  beyond  we  suddenly 
find  ourselves  in  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
chambers  of  the  cave.  It  is  called  the  ‘  ‘  Cham¬ 
ber  of  the  Benediction,”  because  it  has  been 
rendered  historical  that  here  a  certain  Cath¬ 
olic  bishop,  who  had  come  to  visit  the  cave, 
was  so  enchanted  with  the  beauties  he  beheld, 
that,  in  the  exuberance  of  his  pious  admiration 
for  the  wonders  of  the  created  world,  he  blessed 
and  consecrated  the  Cave  of  Bellamar. 

This  splendid  hall  is  nearly  forty  feet  from 
the  floor  to  the  roof ;  it  is  somewhat  more  than 
that  in  length,  and  has  a  breadth  varying  from 


twenty  to  twenty-five  feet.  The  extreme  beauty 
of  its  crystallizations,  with  their  spotless  white¬ 
ness  and  brilliancy,  its  graceful  columns,  and  the 
smooth  and  even  floor,  all  render  it  a  favorite 
spot  with  visitors. 

On  the  right,  as  we  enter,  there  is  a  running 
spring  which  overflows  into  a  shallow  basin, 
whose  pure  waters  are  seen  to  glisten  among 
numberless  stalagmites.  This  shallow  basin  is 
in  a  low  recess  under  a  massive  frieze-work, 
highly  ornamented,  and  the  receding  portions 
of  which  are  seen  beautifully  reflected  on  the 
tranquil  surface.  Upon  approaching  the  spring 
we  stoop  and  look  into  the  recess,  and  perceive 
that  there  is  at  the  back  of  it  a  dark  opening, 
through  which  comes  the  streamlet  like  a  silver 
thread.  That  dark  aperture  is  the  mouth  of 
an  extensive  passage,  which  has  been  explored 
for  the  distance  of  nearly  a  mile  hy  Mr.  Parga 
and  two  others.  When  at  that  distance  from 
the  mouth  a  jet  of  water  from  the  roof  extin¬ 
guished  their  only  remaining  taper.  They  at¬ 
tempted  to  light  some  matches  with  which  they 
had  provided  themselves,  but  these  had  been 
rendered  useless  by  the  dampness,  and  one 
after  another  failed  until  only  one  was  left. 
This  was  their  last  hope.  They  felt  it  would 
be  impossible,  in  the  dark,  to  retrace  their  steps 
through  the  labyrinth  of  narrow  and  tortuous 
passages,  and  the  dangerous  places  they  had 
passed.  They  groped  about,  feeling  with  their 
hands  for  a  dry  spot  on  the  surface  of  the  rocks. 
The  last  match  was  finally  tried ;  it  flickered 
for  an  instant,  and  went  out !  The  situation 
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of  the  explorers  was  now  very  critical.  Weary 
as  they  were— for  they  had  been  wandering  all 
day  through  those  intricate  passages — they  were 
now  eompelled  to  creep  on  their  hands  and 
knees,  the  sharp  stalagmites  tearing  their 
clothing  and  lacerating  their  limbs.  At  mo¬ 
ments  they  would  sit  down  to  rest  themselves, 
exhausted  and  despairing,  in  this  horrible 
darkness.  It  was  midnight,  and  they  seemed 
to  be  no  nearer  to  the  mouth  of  the  passage 
than  they  had  been  in  the  afternoon,  when 
their  light  was  extinguished.  A  frightful 
death  was  staring  them  in  the  face.  Hour 
after  hour  passed  away,  and  as  they  groped 
.about  those  dark  passages,  which  brought  back 
to  their  ears  only  the  useless  echoes  of  their 
own  voices,  the  perils  of  their  situation  became 
every  moment  more  and  more  apparent,  and  its 
terrors  increased  as  hope  grew  less. 

At  last,  toward  morning,  one  of  them  thought 
he  heard  the  echoes  of  other  voices.  They 
listened  with  breathless  anxiety ;  a  calmness 
and  silence  as  profound  as  that  of  the  grave 
seemed  to  mock  their  hopes. 

Suddenly  there  Ciime,  faint  and  distant,  the 
reverberation  of  a  voice.  They  replied,  and  it 
answered  them  again.  They  pushed  on  toward 
this  voice,  groping  in  the  darkness.  The  two 
voices  sought  each  other.  Soon  a  distant  glim¬ 
mer,  like  that  of  a  faint  star,  shone  in  the  dis¬ 
tance.  It  came  ne.arer  and  nearer. 

The  wife  of  Mr.  Parga,  alarmed  at  his  long 
absence,  had  persuaded  some  friends  to  go  into 
the  cave  in  search  of  him.  They  were  in  this 
way  rescued  from  a  fearful  doom. 

This  basin,  with  its  crystal  waters  and  its  cool 
atmosphere,  has  a  delightful  effect  upon  the  mind 
of  the  visitor.  But  the  guide’s  narrative  is  not 
calculated  to  produce  an  equally  agreeable  re¬ 
sult.  We  are  never  entirely  at  our  ease  when 
underground.  The  close,  hot  air  of  these  caves 
suffocates  us ;  the  silent  darkness  ahead  is  hor¬ 
rible  ;  the  brain  reels ;  there  is  at  moments  an 
irrepressible  longing  for  the  upper  air ;  the 
voices  of  our  companions  sound  weird  and  un¬ 
natural,  and  the  red  glare  of  the  tapers  has 
something  demoniacal  in  it.  We  are  startled 
at  every  slight  noise  behind  us  ;  a  sort  of  vague 
terror  haunts  us  lest  the  lights  may  go  out,  or 
may  not  last  until  we  regain  the  entrance  ;  or 
the  ponderous  dome  give  way,  and,  blocking 
up  the  narrow  aperture  which  is  our  only  means 
of  exit,  may  consign  us  to  the  frightful  doom  of 
being  buried  alive  in  this  natural  sepulchre ! 

Near  the  spring  is  a  beautiful  piece  of  crys¬ 
tallization  called  the  “  Mantle  of  the  Virgin.” 
The  crystals  which  adorn  it  are  of  extraordi¬ 
nary  size  and  brilliancy.  It  looks  like  a  mantle 
of  white  satin,  embroidered  with  silver  thread, 
.and  ornamented  with  diamonds  and  pearls. 

The  vaulted  roof  of  this  beautiful  chamber  is 
hung,  in  some  parts,  with  Innumerable  stalac¬ 
tites  of  all  shapes  and  sizes,  the  most  of  them 
presenting  the  appearance  of  alabaster  lamps 
hung  from  the  ceiling.  As  the  guide  waves 
his  torch  over  his  head,  each  one  of  these  lamps 
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darts  forth  a  thousand  brilliant  coruscations  in 
blended  rays  of  azure,  gold,  and  crimson.  They 
are  fairy  lanterns,  each  lit  with  the  blaze  of  a 
burning  diamond.  Among  these  stalactites 
there  is  one  deserving  of  special  notice.  We 
reach  it  by  passing  through  a  narrow  and  ir¬ 
regular  passage  called  the  “London  Tunnel.” 
This  stalactite  is  an  exquisite  specimen  of  sub¬ 
terranean  workmanship.  It  has  been  named 
“Don  Cosme’s  Lamp,”  from  the  fact  that  a 
Havanese  gentleman  of  that  name  offered  to 
pay  a  thousand  dollars  for  it,  provided  he  was 
allowed  to  earry  it  home  with  him  entire.  It 
is  a  yard  and  a  half  in  length,  quite  broad  at 
tbe  top  where  it  is  joined  to  the  roof,  and  term¬ 
inates  below  in  a  keen  point.  It  is  a  perfect 
specimen  of  its  kind,  and  is  covered  with  brill¬ 
iant  crystallizations,  and  fancifully  decorated 
with  the  most  delicate  filigree  work,  tinted  with 
violet  and  pale  gold.  The  myriads  of  minute 
branching  stalagmites  on  its  surface  are  twisted 
and  woven  about  each  other  in  the  most  capri¬ 
cious  and  complex  shapes.  Indeed  this  por¬ 
tion  of  the  cave  can  not  be  surpassed  for  the 
beauty  and  quantity  of  its  crystallizations.  The 
roof  and  walls  are  literally  incrusted  with  them. 
It  will,  perhaps,  be  our  good  fortune  to  notice 
a  curious  and  beautiful  representation  of  a 
rainbow  on  one  part  of  the  wall,  in  which,  on  a 
dark  ground,  the  colors  of  the  solar  spectrum 
are  accurately  displayed  in  a  semicircular  form. 
As  a  torch  is  moved  back  and  forth  befUre  it 
the  effect  is  beautiful  beyond  description.  Here, 
too,  the  ceiling  is,  in  many  parts,  of  a  rare  and 
delicate  salrnon-eolor,  studded  with  myriads  of 
brilliants;  and  graceful  colonnades  of  stalac¬ 
tites,  solid  to  the  floor,  fall  into  varied  perspec¬ 
tive  as  you  move  about  the  chamber,  giving  to 
the  whole  the  appearance  of  some  enchanting 
Oriental  retreat. 

We  pass  out  of  the  “Blessed  Chamber”  and 
its  lovely  grottoes  and  quaint  recesses  with  no 
little  regret,  and  follow  the  guide  along  the  last 
portion  of  the  main  corridor  into  what  is  known 
as  the  “Avenue  of  the  Lake.” 


On  our  way  we  pass 
many  beautiful  and  in¬ 
teresting  objects,  but 
we  have  seen  so  much, 
and  our  eyes  so  ache 
with  prying  and  star¬ 
ing,  that  we  stop  only 
for  an  instant  to  con¬ 
template  the  beauties 
of  a  dazzling  waterfall 
called  the  “Diamond 
Cascade” — a  glowing 
mass  of  crystalliza¬ 
tion,  which  looks  for 
all  the  world  as  though 
some  princely  gnome, 
standing  in  a  niche 
which  is  near  the  roof, 
had  emptied  down  a 
casket  of  diamonds, 
which,  in  a  glittering 
shower,  had  remained 
suspended  in  the  air. 

But  we  hasten  on  to 
obtain  a  view  of  the 
greatest  wonder  of  the 
cave — the  “Lake  of 
the  Dahlias,”  which  is 
at  the  termination  of 
the  avenue.  We  are 
now  at  the  bottom  or 
foot  of  the  Y,  and  somewhat  less  than  a  mile 
from  the  pavilion.  In  order  to  reach  the  lake 
it  is  necessary  to  climb  up  to  an  aperture  near 
the  roof,  above  the  smooth  surface  of  a  rock 
coated  with  a  cascade  of  crystals,  which  looks 
as  if  it  might  be  an  overflow  of  the  waters  of 
the  pool.  As  we  approach  this  end  of  the 
gallery  we  observe  a  marked  change  in  the 
temperature  of  the  air,  which  gently  fans  our 
temples  with  a  delicious  coolness.  This  is  a 
breeze  from  the  lake — a  beautiful  sheet  of  wa¬ 
ter,  one  hundred  and  eight}"  feet  long,  thirty 
feet  broad,  and  eighteen  feet  deep.  It  is  pure 
and  transparent,  and  its  bed  or  bottom  is 
paved  with  the  most  remarkable  crystalliza¬ 
tions,  most  of  them  of  the  shape  of  flowers 
resembling  dahlias.  These  dahlias  are  formed 
by  triangular,  concave  crystals,  starting  from 
a  common  centre,  in  layers  one  above  the 
other,  precisely  as  the  petals  of  dahlias  are 
arranged.  They  vary  from  three  to  five  inches 
in  diameter.  Their  greatest  beauty  consists  in 
the  exquisite  manner  in  which  they  are  tinted 
with  veins  of  violet  and  blue  and  delicate  yel¬ 
low  and  pale  crimson.  These  colors  are  prob¬ 
ably  due  to  the  presence  of  mineral  salts  which 
filter  down  with  the  water  from  the  overlying 
strata.  The  dahlias  are  all  slightly  flattened, 
as  if  by  the  pressure  of  the  fluid  above  them. 

Here,  then,  we  have  an  enchanted  lake  in 
which  the  most  fastidious  of  naiads  would  not 
refuse  to  dwell.  A  lake  with  its  surrounding 
landscape  of  fantastic,  sparry  forms  and  its  beds 
of  wondrous  flowers,  and  with  its  own  sky  bend¬ 
ing  above  it  full  of  sparkling  constellations — a 
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lake  on  which  the  sun  has  never  shone,  and 
whose  smooth  and  silver  surface  the  light  wings 
of  the  breeze  have  never  rippled,  nor  the  rage 
of  the  tempest  ever  maddened  into  foam. 

Retracing  our  steps  we  now  return  to  the 
fountain,  where  the  avenue  of  that  name  is 
intersected  by  the  passage  which,  in  conjunc¬ 
tion  with  it,  forms  the  V.  This  passage  is 
called  the  “  Avenue  of  Hatuey” — in  memory 
of  the  Indian  chieftain  whose  martyrdom  is  re¬ 
corded  in  the  early  annals  of  Cuban  history. 
After  proceeding  along  this  passage  for  a  short 
distance  we  come  to  a  spacious  vault  called  the 
“Cupola  of  St.  Peter’s,”  from  the  symmetrical 
proportions  and  great  elevation  of  its  dome. 
Directly  under  this  dome  stands  isolated  a  tall, 
keen  stalagmite  called  the  “Lance  of  Hatuey.” 

As  we  continue  to  explore  this  passage  our 
attention  is  constantly  directed  to  the  great 
variety  of  rare  fossils  embedded  in  the  walls 
and  roof.  The  latter  consists  here  of  a  stra¬ 
tum  of  yellowish  conglomerate.  Among  other 
remains  are  casts  of  oyster  shells,  some  of  which 
measure  six  inches  in  length,  with  a  propor¬ 
tionate  width.  There  are  also  casts  of  echini 
or  sea-urchins,  some  of  them  measuring  as 
much  as  seven  inches  in  diameter.  The  ex¬ 
isting  species  of  oysters  found  in  the  island  are 
seldom  more  than  trvo  inches  in  length,  being 
generally  found  adhering  in  clusters  to  the 
tangled  roots  of  the  mangrove-trees  along  the 
sea-coast,  in  the  same  manner  as  Columbus,  in 
his  fourth  voyage,  said  he  saw  them  along  the 
shores  of  South  America.  The  sea-urchins 
found  at  present  on  the  island  are  seldom  more 
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than  three  or  four  inches  in  diameter.  These 
casts  carry  us  back  to  a  remote  geological 
era. 

The  “Avenue  of  Hatuey”  is  rendered  very 
picturesque  by  the  tortuousness  of  its  course  and 
the  inequalities  of  its  floor.  In  some  places 
wo  descend  into  deep  ravines,  to  ascend  again 
along  erratic  zigzag  paths ;  in  some  parts  it  is 
necessary  to  stoop  quite  to  the  ground  to  be  able 
to  creep  through  the  narrower  passes.  There 
abound  many  beautiful  incrustations,  especially 
those  veins  with  colors — buff,  red,  and  blue. 
Some  of  the  colored  stalactites  are  very  striking, 
especially  near  a  beautiful  recess  called  the 
“Boudoir  of  the  Matanzas  Beauties.”  It  is  a 
very  beautiful  chamber,  with  arches  and  pillars 
tastefully  distributed  and  decorated.  A  quaint 
Gothic  niche  near  by  also  displays  the  usual 
wealth  of  rich  ornament  and  tracery,  and  fiinci- 
ful  design.  It  reaches  from  the  floor  to  the 
ceiling,  but  is  roofed  over  at  the  height  of  about 
six  feet ;  a  broad,  flat  stalactite  serving  as  a 
partition  wall  and  leaving  a  narrow  doorway. 
In  this  wall  is  a  small  Gothic-shaped  opening, 
or  window.  We  need  not  be  told  the  name 
given  to  this  eccentric  little  nook  is  the  “  Con¬ 
fessional.” 

We  have  now  to  toil  for  some  distance  over 
the  fatiguing  irregularities  of  the  narrow  path 
which  leads  us  up  a  very  steep  ascent  to  a  ter- 
]-ace  which  is  on  a  level  with  the  floor  of  the 
“  Gothic  Temple.”  We  have  then  returned  to 
our  starting-point. 

Most  of  the  other  galleries  are  not  as  yet 
opened  to  visitors ;  it  is  hoped  that  before  long 


they  will  be  rendered 
safe  enough  to  be  ex¬ 
hibited,  as  they  are 
said  to  contain  many 
interesting  and  won¬ 
derful  objects.  But 
we  have  seen  enough 
for  one  visit ;  W'e  have 
spent  a  whole  morn¬ 
ing  in  these  realms 
of  subterranean  mys¬ 
tery,  and  as  we  climb 
up  the  stairway  to  the 
pavilion  and  behold 
again  the  clear,  white 
light  of  heaven,  and 
breathe  once  more 
the  pure  untainted 
air  of  the  outer  world, 
we  can  not  but  con¬ 
fess  that  we  feel  in  the 
best  of  spirits — a  vein 
of  good-humor  with 
which  is  pleasantly 
blended  that  whole¬ 
some  excitement  we 
always  experience 
after  the  contempla¬ 
tion  of  the  'marvels 
of  nature,  even  when 
our  investigation  has 
been  associated  with  a  sense  of  peril. 


PHANTOM  DAYS. 

SwEET-BEAET,  When  the  year  turns  back, 
And  over  her  summer  track 
Goes  trailing  in  robes  of  mist, 

And  holding  her  poor  pale  lips. 

Chill  with  their  half  eclipse. 

Up  to  the  sun  to  be  kissed— 

Then  over  the  parting  line 
The  dead  days  glimmering  shine. 

With  pitiful  faces  fair. 

They  are  perfect,  all  but  breath. 

And  I  mind  me  of  their  death 
By  the  chill  that  is  in  the  air. 

Yet  at  the  sight  I  yearn; 

And  O,  that  they  would  return 
With  the  love  that  I  forego ! 

And  I  murmur,  ah !  how  long  ? 

And  sorrow  takes  up  her  song— 

“Till  the  rose  blooms  in  the  snow.” 

So  all  the  story  is  told. 

Cease,  for  the  heart’s  a-cold, 

And  the  winter  claims  its  own. 

In  the  first  night  o’  the  frost 
Beauty  and  bloom  were  lost. 

And  what  is  the  stalk  alone? 

O !  when  will  the  rough  winds  blow. 
And  when  will  the  blank  white  snow 
Cover  the  dead  from  sight  ? 

For,  like  the  haze  on  the  hill, 

Lieth  on  thought  and  .will 
The  spell  of  a  past  delight. 

So,  over  the  yellow  leaves. 

And  the  empty  place  of  sheaves, 

I  follow  my  aimless  feet 
O!  love  that  is  lost  to  me, 

Are  there  ghosts  that  walk  with  thei 
In  this  time  o’  the  bitter-sweet  ? 

O !  what  but  the  heart’s  desire 
Can  you  have  seen  in  the  fire 
Of  the  autumn  woods  ablaze ! 

And  what  but  an  ended  tale 
In  the  ashes  few  and  pale 
Of  these  Indian  Summer  days ! 
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WE  were  a  party  of  six — three  ladies  and 
three  gentlemen.  Two  of  these  only 
were  husband  and  wife,  so  it  can  easily  he  be¬ 
lieved  we  all  got  on  very  well  together. 

We  were  to  take  our  point  of  departure  from 
the  city  of  St.  Louis,  not  because  the  would-be 
capital  of  all  the  States  is  particularly  interest¬ 
ing  in  itself,  hut  because  it  is  easily  reached 
from  any  where  else  ;  and  because  one  may  be 
sure  to  find  here  large  and  comfortable  steam¬ 
boats,  which  go  all  the  way  to  New  Orleans. 

Steamboats  of  the  largest  size,  such  as  the 
Thompson  Dean,  Great  Republic,  Richmond,  and 
Others,  do  not  go  above  St.  Louis,  neither  do 
they  ascend  the  Ohio,  except  for  a  short  dis¬ 
tance,  because  of  shoal  water  and  rapids,  and 
therefore  they  do  not  invite  freights.  On  a 
“  full  river,”  however,  they  can  pass  over  all  of 
these,  and  then  these  monster  craft  appear  at 
the  levee  of  Cincinnati. 

St,  Louis  is  the  greatest  transfer  depot  on 
the  river.  Steamboats  bring  to  this  point 
freights  from  the  Upper  Missouri  and  Missis¬ 
sippi  and  all  the  rivers  which  empty  into  these 
largest  of  the  water-courses,  and  thus  there  is 
abundance  of  business  for  the  great  export 
mart  of  New  Orleans. 

To  St.  Louis,  therefore,  we  repaired  in  search 
of  the  steamboat  Thompson  Dean,  whose  repu¬ 
tation  for  size  and  safety  was  so  well  assured 
as  to  gain  the  confidence  of  us  timid  travelers. 
We  had  a  day  to  spare  before  the  steamboat 
went  to  sea — to  river,  I  had  better  say- — and 
attempted  to  see  the  objects  of  interest,  and 
made  a  total  failure  of  it;  for  of  all  places 
under  the  sun  St.  Louis  is  the  most  uninterest¬ 
ing.  There  is  but  little  architecture,  and  less 
art.  There  is  literally  nothing  of  the  past  or 
present  to  interest  a  stranger. 

The  boat  we  were  to  take  was  advertised  to 
start  at  ten  o’clock  in  the  morning.  An  hour 
before  that  time  we  were  on  board,  and  had 
settled  ourselves  in  the  plain  but  large  and 
comfortable  state-room,  which  had  been  pre¬ 
viously  engaged  for  us  through  the  medium  of 


the  telegraph.  There  were  no  evidences  of 
haste  nor  press  of  business  about  the  gangway 
of  the  boat.  What  freight  there  was  had  been 
stowed  away,  and  the  passengers  who  were  to 
accompany  us  dropped  in  quietly.  At  the  hour 
appointed  the  lines  were  cast  loose,  and  we 
backed  easily  out  from  among  the  crowd  of 
steamers  which  lay  at  the  levee.  There  was  a 
raw  wind  from  the  north,  and  the  sun  shone 
cold  and  cheerless  through  the  gray  and  white 
clouds  which  covered  the  sky.  At  the  bow  of 
the  boat  were  gathered  the  negro  deck-hands, 
who  were  singing  a  parting  song.  A  most 
picturesque  group  they  formed,  and  worthy  the 
graphic  pencil  of  Johnson  or  Gerome.  The 
leader,  a  stalwart  negro,  stood  upon  the  cap¬ 
stan  shouting  the  solo  part  of  the  song,  the 
words  of  which  I  could  not  make  out,  although 
I  drew  very  near ;  hut  they  were  answered  by 
his  companions  in  stentorian  tones  at  first,  and 
then,  as  the  refrain  of  the  song  fell  into  the 
lower  part  of  the  register,  the  response  was 
changed  into  a  sad  chant  in  mournful  minor 
key.  Very  soon  we  were  fairly  out  into  the 
river,  and,  with  head  down  stream,  with  chok¬ 
ing  gasps  from  the  steam-pipes,  and  bulging 
columns  of  smoke  from  the  huge  lofty  smoke¬ 
stacks,  and  swift  revolutions  of  the  large  pad¬ 
dle-wheels,  we  sped  away  toward  our  destina¬ 
tion. 

At  the  risk  of  telling  many  of  your  readers 
what  they  will  know  as  well  as  I,  let  me  give  a 
brief  sketch  of  a  Mississippi  River  steamboat. 
It  is  one  of  the  most  striking,  as  well  as  most 
original  forms  of  our  altogether  original  Amer¬ 
ican  architecture.  Whenever  our  people  at¬ 
tempt  to  build  public  edifices,  such  as  churches, 
State-houses,  and  private  dwellings,  after  their 
own  invention,  they  are  pretty  sure  to  make  a 
frightful  botch  of  it ;  hut  American  steamboat 
architecture,  which  has  grown  out  of  the  needs 
of  our  commerce,  is  not  only  original  to  us  in 
its  form  of  construction,  but  it  is  sometimes 
splendid  in  appearance.  This  is  a  noble  craft " 
which  bears  us  safely  over  the  turbid  waters 
of  the  great  river.  Her  actual  carrying  ca¬ 
pacity  is  thirty-two  hundred  tons.  She  is  some 
two  hundred  and  ninety  feet  in  length,  and 
fifty-six  in  breadth.  Prom  her  keel  to  the 
roof  of  the  upper  cabin  she  includes  forty  feet. 
Above  that  is  the  “Texas,”  as  it  is  called, 
which  is  an  upper  row  of  cabins,  where  the  of¬ 
ficers’  quarters  are,  and  upon  the  top  of  which 
is  imposed  the  pilot-house.  The  main  cabin 
is  plainly  but  well  furnished,  with  large  state¬ 
rooms  on  either  side.  Below  it  is  the  main- 
deck,  where  the  big  boilers  and  furnaces  and 
engines  are.  Below  this  deck  again  there  is  a 
deep,  spacious  hold,  where  a  thousand  or  fifteen 
hundred  tons  of  freight  may  be  stowed  away. 
This  hold  is  a  peculiar  feature  of  our  boat.  At 
least,  with  my  experience,  I  have  never  seen 
such  a  space  below  decks.  Perhaps  the  most 
ornamental  and  most  needful  parts  of  this  noble 
creature,  as  we  see  her  from  the  outside,  are 
the  two  big  black  smoke-stacks.  These  are  the 
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nostrils  of  this  monstrous  moving,  living  thing, 
that  send  forth  vast  clouds  of  smoke,  which,  like 
the  terrible  Affrete  in  Arabian  story,  spread  forth 
and  cover  the  heavens.  But  no  seal  of  Soliman 
is  required  to  repress  the  mighty  powers  of  our 
genius,  for  its  mission  is  one  of  peace  and  good¬ 
will. 

The  mention  of  the  officers  who  control  the 
movements  of  the  boat  is  necessary  to  our  nar¬ 
rative.  They  are  the  captain,  without  whom 
*  the  boat  is  nothing,  and  with  whom  it  is  every 
thing,  in  our  case ;  then  there  are  two  pilots ; 
the  clerk,  to  whom  we  all  go  for  every  thing  we 
wish ;  two  mates,  of  whose  harsh  voices  and 
terrible  looks  we  have  more  fear,  probably,  than 
the  forty  or  fifty  dark-skinned  deck-hands,  to¬ 
ward  whom  they  are  usually  directed ;  there  are 
the  engine-drivers,  coal-heavers,  cooks,  waiters, 
barbers,  porters,  laundresses,  and  last,  but  not 
least,  Spencer,  our  good-natured,  handy,  irre¬ 
pressible  cabin-boy,  who  is  blacker  than  dark¬ 
est  night. 

Pretty  nearly  all  the  incidents  which  go  to 
make  up  human  life  and  society  are  represent¬ 
ed  on  this  steamboat  of  oi#s  ;  and  there  are 
some  which  are  exceptional,  and  find  no  parallel 
elsewhere.  During  some  ten  days  which  were 
occupied  in  our  trip  to  New  Orleans  I  passed  a 
good  deal  of  time  in  the  pilot-house,  and  came 
to  have  a  deeply  interested  admiration  for  the 
men  who  guide  these  noble  vessels  upon  their 
devious  journey. 

Of  all  that  belongs  to  life  on  our  great  West¬ 
ern  rivers,  the  business  and  experiences  of  the 


pilots  interest  me  most ;  and,  as  they  are  to  have 
our  lives  in  keeping  for  twelve  hundred  miles 
to  come,  it  is  worth  our  while  to  know  all  about 
them.  No  class  of  public  servants  stand  in  a 
position  of  greater  trust  and  responsibility  than 
theirs.  The  captain  of  our  boat,  for  example, 
has  supreme  command,  and  is  held  responsible 
for  the  doings  of  all  those  within  his  control, 
but  his  authority  is,  in  fact,  limited  in  the  pilot¬ 
house  ;  for,  although  he  has  the  power  of  direct¬ 
ing  the  action  of  the  pilot,  yet,  so  far  as  taking 
this  or  that  direction  is  concerned,  he  seldom 
exercises  it.  I  can  not  conceive  of  a  more  ar¬ 
duous  and  dangerous  business  than  that  of 
guiding  one  of  these  gigantic  steamboats  along 
the  twisting,  shifting,  treacherous  channel  of 
the  river.  The  ocean  steamship,  whatever  may 
happen,  has  the  refuge  of  the  open  sea.  The 
direction  to  be  pursued  is  well  known,  and  the 
compass  points  the  way,  while,  if  the  vessel  is 
deprived  of  the  use  of  steam,  she  can  resort  to 
canvas,  and,  beyond  delay,  but  little  injury  oc¬ 
curs.  The  man  who  directs  the  movement  of 
the  locomotive  may,  by  the  slightest  careless¬ 
ness,  cause  the  death  of  hundreds  of  his  fellow- 
beings  ;  yet  most  accidents  by  railroad  happen 
from  exterior  and  accidental  causes.  There 
are  many  other  stations  in  life  w'here  the  safety 
of  human  beings  and  of  property  is  dependent 
upon  the  judgment  and  good  conduct  of  a  sin¬ 
gle  man.  But  in  neither  one  nor  all  of  them  is 
there  any  such  grave  responsibility  as  that  rest¬ 
ing  upon  the  pilot  of  the  Western  river.  Truly 
must  he  be  a  man  of  rare  natural  gifts  of  mem- 
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ory  of  localities,  quick  observing  conaprebension, 
a  sure  band,  rapid  judgment,  determination  of 
will,  iron  nerve,  even  temper,  and  good  babits. 

Let  tbe  reader  imagine  himself  perched  sixty 
feet  above  the  water  in  the  pilot-house,  which 
is  a  good-sized  box,  usually  ten  or  fifteen  feet 
square,  built  up  high  above  the  cabins  of  the 
boat,  and  somewhere  near  its  centre.  This 
lofty  eyrie  is  inclosed  upon  all  sides  with  glass 
windows,  so  that  the  pilot  at  the  wheel,  which 
is  a  big  thing,  may  see  both  shores  and  up 
and  down  the  river.  Our  pilot  is  surround¬ 
ed  by  speaking-tubes  and  bell-ropes.  There 
are  two  engines,  so  that  there  are  duplicate  bell- 
ropes.  They  signal  “stop  her,”  “go  ahead,” 
“back  ber,”  “slojv,”  “fast,”  and  what  not,  so 
that,  although  fifty  feet  or  more  of  space  and 
half  a  dozen  decks  separate  the  pilot  from  the 
engineer,  yet  they  are  as  one  man,  or  one  is  the 
double  of  the  other. 

This  is  a  superior  poiut  of  observation  up  here, 
and  we  shall  have  a  good  deal  to  describe  in 
the  course  of  our  twelve-hundred-mile  journey. 
Eirst,  however,  we  will  have  something  to  say 
about  our  friend  the  pilot.  He  and  his  “part¬ 
ner”  serve  at  the  wheel,  watch  and  watch,  which 
is  divided  into  spaces  of  time  of  about  four 
hours. 

Erom  St.  Louis  to  Cairo  is  what  the  pilots 
call  a  “bad  piece  of  river.”  To  me  the  river 
all  the  way  down  is  “bad” — that  is  to  say,  dif¬ 
ficult  of  navigation.  I  stand  by  the  side  of  our 
pilot,  and  watch  with  curious  interest  the  move¬ 
ment  of  the  boat.  To  my  eye  the  surface  of 
the  water  is  all  the  same,  and  there  appears  no 
reason  why  a  course  should  not  be  pursued 
straight  down  the  stream  to  the  point  a  mile 
away,  where  the  cotton-wood  trees  dip  toward 
the  gray  horizon  ;  but  suddenly  the  largo  wheel 
whirls  swiftly  around,  and  the  bow  of  the  boat 
points  directly  in  shore  at  a  right  angle  to  the 
course  of  the  stream.  In  an  instant  we  are 
close  under  the  bank,  where  the  w'ater  is  whirl¬ 
ing  and  tearing  along,  where  big  roots  of  trees, 
like  snakes,  are  crawling  out  from  the  yellow, 
crumbling  earth.  On  the  bank,  near  a  log- 
hut,  there  stands  a  yellow- visaged  man,  who 
moves  not,  but  stares  at  us  with  lack-lustre 
eyes.  I  see  all  this,  so  near  are  we  to  the 
bank ;  in  fact,  one  might  jump  ashore,  but  one 
had  rather  be  left  on  a  desert  island  than  in 
that  dark  forest.  The  man  we  saw  will  stay 
there  but  a  little  while.  He  has  “squatted” 
there  for  the  purpose  of  cutting  wood  for  the 
steamers.  He  owns  neither  land  nor  wood, 
and,  after  earning  a  few  dollars,  will  either 
move  to  another  place,  or  go  to  some  city  on  the 
river,  where  he  can  drink  and  gamble  his  mon¬ 
ey  away.  But  we  have  left  him  far  behind, 
and  pushed  out  again  into  the  middle  of  the 
river,  not  in  a  straight  course,  but  winding  hith¬ 
er  and  thither,  as  if  led  by  some  fitful  sprite. 
Eirst  one  side,  and  then  the  other,  until  your 
wits  are  fairly  puzzled,  and  you  are  almost  will¬ 
ing  to  believe  that  the  pilot  is  a  sham,  or  that 
he  has  some  insight  beyond  that  of  human  ken. 


which  permits  him  to  pursue  his  dangerous  way 
among  snags  and  shoals  and  sand-bars  with  per¬ 
fect  certainty  and  safety.  You  can  comprehend 
how  the  direction  might  be  taken  from  certain 
landmarks  on  the  shore,  although  that  would 
require  a  prodigious  effort  of  the  memory  in 
these  hundreds  of  miles  ;  but  between  St.  Louis 
and  where  the  Ohio  Eiver  joins  the  Mississippi 
the  clianuel  changes  daily.  We  passed  the 
wreck  of  the  steamer  Lady  Gay.  A  few  days 
ago  an  ugly  snag  went  on  an  exploring  expedi¬ 
tion  in  her  hold.  The  water  followed  it,  and 
the  steamer  sank.  Three  or  four  other  steam¬ 
ers  had  met  with  the  same  fate  from  this  same 
snag ;  but  in  two  days  the  channel  shifted 
across,  a  mile  away,  to  the  other  side  of  the 
stream. 

“You  see  where  that  bit  of  brush-wood  lies 
in  the  water  ?”  said  the  pilot  to  me,  as  he  point¬ 
ed  to  a  spot  some  half  a  mile  from  the  shore. 
“  When  we  came  up  three  days  ago  the  chan¬ 
nel  ran  the  other  side  of  it,  and  up  towai'd  that 
sand-bar ;  but  I  see  it  has  changed,  and  has 
gone  away  over  to  the  other  shore.” 

Again  the  wheel  whirled  about,  and  the  swift¬ 
speeding  steamboat  shot  across  with  as  much 
certainty  as  if  she  were  off  Sandy  Hook,  and  all 
the  world  of  water  before  her. 

“I  have  watched  and  searched  for  some 
sign  by  which  you  can  find  your  way,  and  give 
it  up.  It  is  a  mystery  I  can’t  fathom,”  I  re¬ 
marked  to  the  pilot. 

“Well,  it’s  sort  of  instinct,”  he  replied.  “I 
can  tell  something  by  the  color  of  the  water, 
something  by  its  motion,  and  something  in  the 
habits  of  the  beast ;  and  between  ’em  all  I  man¬ 
age  to  find  my  way.” 

This  was  navigation  by  day ;  but  subsequent¬ 
ly  in  the  darkness  of  night,  when  neither  moon 
nor  stars  gave  forth  their  light,  and  the  vol¬ 
umes  of  black  smoke  from  the  smoke-stacks  were 
lost  in  the  black  sky — when  those  big  iron  fin¬ 
gers  arose  to  the  right  and  left  like  shadows — 
when  the  river  was  a  dark  gliding  mirror  re¬ 
flecting  the  darkness  above — when  the  forests 
of  cypress  and  cotton-wood  on  the  nearest  bank 
were  but  a  spectral  line,  and  always  the  same, 
unvarying  in  its  obscurity  and  monotony — when 
all  human  sounds  had  ceased,  and  only  the  deep 
solemn  breathings  of  our  river  monster  could 
be  heard — then  it  was  not  difficult  to  believe 
that  the  silent  figure  standing  there  in  the  dark¬ 
ness,  guiding  us  through  the  darkness  and  into 
darkness,  was  leagued  with  powers  of  the  other 
world. 

The  pilots  of  the  Western  rivers  are  a  vastly 
superior  class  of  men  to  those  who  followed  the 
profession  ten  years  ago.  The  improvement  is 
in  their  morals,  their  education,  and  their  use¬ 
fulness.  Much  of  this  is  owing  to  an  organiza¬ 
tion  which  unites  them  in  one  association  for 
purposes  of  self-improvement  and  protection. 
No  pilot  is  admitted  to  this  association  unless 
he  is  a  man  of  temperate  habits,  good  charac¬ 
ter,  and  capable  in  bis  profession.  They  have 
in  St.  Louis,  which  is  the  head  -  quarters,  a 
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place  of  rendezvous  where  the  members  may 
amuse  themselves  by  reading  or  otherwise.  At 
one  time  the  captain  and  owners  of  the  steam¬ 
boats  were  inimical  to  this  pilot  association, 
for  it  was  looked  upon  as  a  monopoly.  But 
this  prejudice  has  been  removed  in  vieAV  of  the 
admirable  results  which  are  in  all  ways  mani¬ 
fest.  To  be  sure  the  society  fixed  upon  $250 
per  month  as  the  fair  rate  of  w'ages  for  a  first- 
class  pilot,  but  they  do  not  prevent  any  of  their 
number  from  accepting  less  if  he  wishes  so  to 
do.  There  are  many  first-class  pilots  who  are 
not  members  of  this  association,  but  they  all 
work  amicably  together.  One  of  the  invalua¬ 
ble  results  of  this  plan  is  an  arrangement  by 
which  every  pilot  going  up  and  down  the  river 
deposits  in  boxes  stationed  at  St.  Louis,  Cairo, 
Memphis,  White  River,  Vicksburg,  and  New 
Orleans,  written  reports  of  the  state  of  the  river, 
changes  of  channel,  appearance  of  snags,  etc., 
that  have  occurred  in  that  section  over  which 
he  has  just  passed.  Thus  each  pilot  is  at  once 
informed  of  the  condition  of  the  river,  and  is 
able  to  avoid  its  new  dangers. 

It  is  a  life  of  unceasing  care,  hazard,  and 
anxiety,  but  one  of  intense  interest  and  vary¬ 
ing  incident.  These  are  men  of  courage,  and 
at  no  time  was  their  nerve  and  coolness  more 
manifest  than  during  the  war.  From  their  ex¬ 
posed  situation  they  were  in  constant  danger 
from  the  rebel  sharp-shooters,  who  were  lying 
in  ambush  on  the  river-bank  to  pick  them  off' 
as  they  passed.  The  pilot-house  is  full  of  sto¬ 
ries  of  adventure,  and  I  will  relate  one  of  these, 
which  not  only  illustrates  their  courage,  but  their 
professional  integrity  as  well. 

When  the  war  broke  out  many  of  the  pilots, 
whose  residence  and  sympathies  were  in  the 
South,  joined  at  once  in  the  rebel  cause.  One 
of  these  fought  for  two  years  in  the  rebel  army, 
was  disabled  by  a  wound,  discharged  from  the 
service,  went  home,  and  was  subsequently  in¬ 
duced  to  serve  as  a  pilot  on  one  of  the  steamboats 
running  from  New  Orleans  up  the  river,  which 
then,  as  Mr.  Lincoln  had  it,  “went  unvexed  to 
the  sea” — not  altogether  undisturbed,  however, 
for  now  and  then  a  rebel  field-battery  would 
appear  upon  the  bank,  and  stop  and  rob  and 
burn  the  steamboats.  The  remainder  of  the 
story  shall  be  told  in  the  words  of  cne  of  the 
actors  : 

“James  Allen  was  my  partner  on  the  Yon 
Phul.  He  had  been  in  the  rebel  army,  but  I 
had  knowm  him  for  many  years,  and  trusted  his 
honor  when  he  came  under  our  flag.  We  start¬ 
ed  out  of  New  Orleans  and  had  got  up  to  Mor¬ 
gan’s  Point,  where  the  river  makes  a  bend.  I 
was  in  my  state-room,  and  Allen  was  at  the 
wheel,  when  I  heard  a  crash  of  the  glass  in 
the  pilot-house,  and  then  the  sound  of  a  can¬ 
non-shot.  I  rushed  out  on  the  Texas,  and  looked 
up  and  saw  Allen  pale  as  death. 

“ ‘What’s  the  matter?’ I  said;  and  just  then 
another  shot  came  from  the  shore  smashing 
through  the  boat,  and  I  looked  and  saw  a  six- 
gun  battery  blazing  away  like  mad. 


“  ‘Are  you  hurt?’  I  continued,  while  Allen 
stuck  to  the  wheel. 

“‘No,’  he  replied,  keeping  his  eyes  on  the 
bow  of  the  boat,  which  he  was  pointing  away 
from  the  bank  where  the  rebel  battery  was. 

‘  But  the  captain  and  bar-keeper  are  killed.’  I 
ran  up  into  the  pilot-house,  and  sure  enough 
there  they  were,  dead  and  bloody ;  but  I  hadn’t 
long  to  look  at  them,  for  hardly  had  we  got 
round  the  point  when  there  was  the  infernal  bat¬ 
tery  again  firing  away.  ‘  Go  below,’  said  Allen  ; 
‘it’s  my  watch,  and  I’ll  steer  the  boat.’  And 
I  went.  Before  we  had  got  past,  b^ween  the 
two  attacks,  they  put  into  our  boat/sixty-two 
shots ;  but  we  were  saved,  and  all  wing  to  the 
honesty  and  courage  of  Jim  Allejzf  a  rebel  pi¬ 
lot.”  _ 

Howevef'Lrave  the  pilotsmay  be  wherever 
human  agencies  are  concerned,  they  are  as  su¬ 
perstitious  as  any  Jack  Tar  who  has  seen  the 
Flying  Dutchman.  A  story  is  told  of  an  adven¬ 
ture  that  happened  many  years  ago  to  a  pilot 
on  the  steamer  St.  Louis.  It  was  in  the  sum¬ 
mer,  and  on  a  trip  up  the  river.  A  corpse  had 
been  taken  on  board  at  Memphis,  and  for  safe¬ 
ty’s  sake,  and  because  it  was  cooler  there,  it  was 
placed  in  the  pilot-house.  The  pilot  was  not 
altogether  temperate.  In  fact,  a  cocktail  was 
necessary  to  his  happiness  at  least  every  half 
hour,  and  he  had  made  an  arrangement  with 
the  bar-keeper  by  which,  after  midnight,  he 
had  possession  of  the  key  to  the  bar,  so  that  he 
could  go  or  send  down  for  his  own  cocktail. 
As  midnight  approached  he  began  to  get  rather 
nervous  about  this  corpse,  and  all  the  ghost- 
stories  he  had  ever  heard  came  thronging  be¬ 
fore  him  with  intense  reality.  Now  and  then 
he  would  look  over  his  shoulder  at  the  coffin, 
which  stood  upright  against  the  window,  and 
the  sight  did  not  reassure  him. 

Suddenly,  for  an  instant,  he  turned  his  eyes 
from  the  river,  and  at  his  very  elbow  he  saw  a 
figure  in  white  which  held  up  a  bony  finger,  as 
if  in  warning,  while  ghostly,  hollow  eyes  stared 
into  his.  That  one  look  w'as  enough ;  for, 
fully  possessed  with  the  belief  that  the  ghost 
of  the  man  dead  in  the  coffin  stood  beside  him, 
he  gave  one  frantic  scream,  and,  at  a  single 
jump,  sprang  over  the  wheel  and  through  the 
window  on  to  the  roof  of  the  cabin,  twenty  feet 
below. 

It  subsequently  required  the  presence  of  the 
ghost  in  person  to  persuade  our  poor  pilot  that 
he  was  only  the  bar-keeper,  who  had  forgotten 
to  send  up  the  key  of  the  bar  until  after  he  had 
gone  to  bed,  and  so  came  up,  silently,  in  his 
bare  feet,  shirt,  and  drawers. 

But  we  have  been  listening  to  the  stories  of 
our  friends  in  the  pilot-house  while  the  boat  is 
rapidly  passing  points  of  interest  on  the  river- 
bank.  Here  is  St.  Genevieve,  an  old  French 
settlement,  where,  for  many  generations,  the 
people  have  cultivated  a  large  extent  of  land, 
covering  a  thousand  acres  or  more,  in  common. 
I  do  not  learn  that  these  people  are  disciples  of 
Fourier  or  of  any  of  the  celebrated  communists ; 
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but  it  is  certain  that  they  work  together,  and, 
by  some  mutual  arrangement,  divide  the  pro¬ 
ceeds  of  their  labor.  It  is  said  that  this  com¬ 
munity  increases  slowly,  is  not  very  wealthy,  and 
its  members  do  not  quarrel  among  themselves 
nor  with  their  neighbors.  It  would  be  interest¬ 
ing  to  know  more  of  the  city  of  St.  Genevieve. 

The  scenery  on  this  part  of  the  river  is  not 
at  all  startling.  On  the  one  side  we  pass  low 
swamp  lands  filled  with  forests  of  cotton-wood. 
On  the  other,  low  bluffs  arise,  whose  red  and 
yellow  earths  frequently  indicate  the  presence 
of  one  or  another  kind  of  mineral.  This  char¬ 
acter  of  scenery  is  interrupted  at  Grand  Tower, 
which  takes  its  name  from  rocks  some  forty  feet 
high,  which  have  been  worn  by  the  action  of 
the  water  into  a  circular  shape.  A  railroad 
strikes  the  river  at  this  point,  and  brings  coal 
from  a  place  called  Carbondale.  It  is  said  to 
be  much  better  and  cheaper  than  the  Illinois 
coal,  and  at  St.  Louis  and  along  the  river  is 
largely  used. 

Cape  Girardeau  is  another  town  of  promi¬ 
nence,  but  at  this,  as  well  as  at  a  dozen  and 
more  stopping-places  between  St.  Louis  and 
Cairo,  there  is  little  or  nothing  to  attract  the 
attention  of  the  traveler.  But  grand  old  na¬ 
ture  ever  presents  glorious  spectacles  to  the 
reverent  eye,  and  nowhere  do  the  clouds  and 
sky  and  atmospheric  effects  take  on  more  ex¬ 
quisite  changes  of  beauty  than  in  the  valley  of 
the  Mississippi.  As  the  first  day  of  our  voyage 
was  closing  into  evening  the  sun  went  down 
toward  the  western  tree-tops  in  glowing  splen¬ 
dor.  We  were  all  gazing  in  love  and  delight, 
when  out  from  the  paler  rosy-gray  of  the  east¬ 
ern  horizon  there  came  a  line  of  dark,  which 
each  instant  increased  in  size  and  length  until 
the  sky  was  filled  with  flocks  of  birds,  flying 
toward  us  and  into  the  sunlight.  At  first  we 
thought  them  flocks  of  ducks  or  wild-geese,  but 
as  they  neared  us,  beating  the  singing  air  with 
their  white  wings,  we  found  that  they  were  the 
beautiful  swan ;  and,  as  if  to  do  us  greatest 
pleasure,  one  by  one,  as  gracefully  as  a  feather 
falls  in  the  quiet  air,  they  settled  down  upon  a 
bar  of  golden  sand  which  ran  far  out  into  the 
now  darkening  waters  of  the  river.  A  more 
fascinatingly  lovely  sight  I  never  beheld,  as  tens 
and  fifties  and  hundreds  and  thousands  of  these 
aerial  visitors  swept  round  and  round  as  they 
neared  the  earth,  their  snow-white  plumage  tak¬ 
ing  on  infinite  tints  of  beauty  as  it  glanced  and 
fluttered  in  the  ruby  rays  of  the  setting  sun. 

When  the  darkness  came  on  the  boat  went 
into  port  for  the  night.  Our  wise  and  careful 
captain  refuses  to  risk  the  lives  of  his  passen¬ 
gers  and  the  safety  of  the  boat  by  running  on 
this  part  of  the  river  after  nightfall.  They  call 
this  route  between  St.  Louis  and  Cairo  a  “bad 
piece  of  river,’'  for  more  accidents  and  loss  haw 
occurred  here  than  in  the  remaining  thousand 
odd  miles  to  New  Orleans. 

When  near  Cairo  we  bothered  ourselves  little 
about  currents  and  snags  and  sand-bars,  but 
steered  in  a  straight  course  from  point  to  point. 


At  times  it  seemed  as  if  we  were  crossing  large 
lakes ;  and  when,  near  nightfall,  we  rounded  a 
group  of  trees,  and  directed  our  course  toward 
some  far-distant  lights  upon  the  edge  of  the 
horizon,  it  was  hard  to  realize  that  we  were  not 
upon  some  large  inland  sea,  instead  of  the  river 
whose  course  upon  the  map  is  indicated  by  a 
crooked  black  line. 

We  laid  over  at  Cairo  a  day  and  a  night.  A 
more  disheartening  place  I  never  beheld  than 
this  same  Cairo,  which,  from  its  location  at  the 
junction  of  the  Ohio  and  Mississippi  rivers, 
many  people  professed  to  believe  would  become 
a  large  city.  I  w'ould  not  like  to  prophesy  as 
to  its  future  bejmnd  that  of  a  third-class  grave¬ 
yard,  but  to-day  it  is  the  vilest  hole  above¬ 
ground,  if  the  streets  formed  by  introducing 
foreign  soil  can  be  said  to  be  above-ground  ; 
for  the  open  lots  formed  by  the  streets  were  par¬ 
tially  filled  with  water  covered  with  green  scum, 
and  which  was  also  the  receptacle  for  offal, 
dead  animals,  and  other  offensive  refuse.  Turn 
which  way  j'ou  would  the  sight  was  unspeak¬ 
ably  disgusting.  The  streets  were  knee-deep 
in  mud,  and  it  seemed  impossible  to  transact 
business  upon  them  when  horses  and  wagons 
were  required. 

“It  must  he  very  sickly  here  in  the  sum¬ 
mer,”  I  remarked  to  one  of  the  store-keepers. 

“Not  at  all.  Sir,”  he  stoutly  replied.  “We 
never  have  chills  and  fever  nor  cholera  here. 
One  of  the  healthiest  places  on  the  river.  Sir. 
Bound  to  be  a  big  city.  Sir.”  ^ 

The  j'ellow  skin  and  hollow  cheeks  of  the 
speaker  were  more  eloquent  reporters  as  to  the 
health  of  the  city  than  his  tongue;  while  in 
every  shop  window  hung  placards  of  “Chills 
and  Fever  Specific,”  “Jones’s  Fever  Cure,” 
“  Osgood’s  India  Collaghouge,”  and  so  on.  All 
the  day  and  into  the  night  the  loading  of  our 
steamboat  progressed.  Thousands  of  barrels 
of  flour  were  rolled  into  the  hold,  which  lies 
under  the  main-deck,  until  it  seemed  as  if  not 
another  stave  could  find  place.  Then  the  cars 
came  in  from  the  north,  and  several  hundred 
“head”  of  mules  and  horses  came  on  board, 
and  were  put  somewhere.  Subsequently  there 
came  coops  filled  with  geese,  turkeys,  and 
chickens,  and  the  air  was  filled  with  braying, 
neighing,  bleating,  crowing,  cackling,  and  gob¬ 
bling,  until  one  began  really  to  believe  they 
could  appreciate  the  feelings  of  Noah  when  he 
was  loading  up  for  that  little  excursion  he  took 
in  the  ark. 

Upon  the  following  morning,  when  we  were 
once  more  puffing  our  way  down  the  swollen 
river,  I  ventured  with  confidence  to  say  to  the 
captain : 

“  Well,  Sir,  we  took  in  a  big  freight.  Crowd¬ 
ed  full,  are  we  not  ?” 

“Full,  my  good  friend!”  he  answered,  with 
a  smile  of  pity  at  my  ignorance.  “Why,  she’ll 
take  in  fifteen  hundred  tons  more!” 

I  made  no  reply,  but  at  the  first  opportunity 
plunged  below  stairs.  What  a  sight  it  was,  to 
be  sure  ! — piles  of  sacks  of  corn  ten  high  and  ten 
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square,  and  I  do  not  know  how  many  of  them 
running  fore  and  aft.  Piles  upon  piles  of  bar¬ 
rels  of  flour,  almost  filling  the  lower  hold,  which 
seemed  to  be  another  boat  when  you  got  down 
there.  Out  on  the  guards  of  the  main-decks 
were  the  four-legged  animals.  In  the  passage¬ 
ways  and  on  the  guards  of  the  saloon -deck 
above  were  stacks  of  wagons,  plows,  shovels, 
and  all  sorts  of  farming  utensils.  I  gazed  at 
all  of  this  mass  of  merchandise,  and,  muttering 
to  myself  “fifteen  hundred  tons  more,”  slowly 
and  thoughtfully  ascended  to  the  ladies’  cabin 
of  the  bffat,  where  the  passengers  were  occu¬ 
pied  in  reading,  playing  cribbage,  or  otherwise 
amusing  themselves. 

The  morning  after  leaving  Cairo  we  came 
upon  deck,  and,  gazing  about,  we  no  longer  rec¬ 
ognized  the  river  Mississippi,  of  which  we  have 
just  now  used  opprobrious  epithets. 

In  the  presence  of  this  vast  flood  of  water 
rushing  resistlessly  along  we  stand  in  awe  and 
wonder. 

What  the  river  people  here  call  a  rise,  in 
Europe  would  be  an  inundation,  which  would 
carry  havoc  in  its  path.  It  is  not  so  much 
what  the  eye  takes  in  upon  the  surface  of  drift¬ 
ing  trees  and  logs  and  houses,  but  it  is  the 
hidden  force  which,  rushing  and  whirling  and 
eating  underneath,  undermines  the  giant  trees 
of  the  forest ;  they  tumble  as  if  smitten  with 
the  hand  of  death,  and  plunge  into  the  stream 
to  be  whirled  and  turned  hither  and  thither 
like  twigs  in  a  whirlwind.  Then  secret  currents 
dig  and  dig  at  the  base  of  some  high  bluff,  and 
in  an  instant,  acres  of  rock  and  earth  and  forest 
sink  into  the  waters,  and  before  your  very  eyes 
the  solid  land  is  engulfed  and  disappears.  As 
the  steamboat  with  assured  pace  steams  quick¬ 
ly  past  the  forest  of  cotton  and  cypress,  with 
their  solemn  depth  made  more  than  melan¬ 
choly  by  their  long  drapings  of  hanging  moss, 
as  you  pass  swamps  and  cultivated  fields,  you 
will  detect  a  break  in  the  brimful  bank,  and  in 
a  second  the  flood  is  upon  the  land,  not  with  a 
rush  and  a  roar,  giving  the  poor  farmer  with 


his  wife  and  children  yonder  in  his  cabin  no¬ 
tice  of  its  approach,  but,  with  silent  fatal  speed, 
it  covers  and  envelops  field  and  cabin,  and 
fortunate  is  its  human  prey  should  he  escape 
the  deathly  embrace. 

All  along  this  great  river  the  water  overruns 
the  banks,  extending  far  inland,  uniting,  by 
bayou  and  lagoon  and  lake,  thousands  of  miles 
of  country  in  one  vast  flood. 

Now  that  we  are  fairly  on  our  way,  let  us 
see  who  are  our  companions.  It  is  after  din¬ 
ner — that  is  to  say,  about  three  in  the  after¬ 
noon.  The  cold  wind  from  the  north  takes 
on  a  keener  edge  as  the  sun  begins  to  decline, 
and  most  all  the  passengers  are  indoors.  The 
young  gentleman  and  lady  on  the  sofa  yonder 
came  aboard  with  us  at  St.  Louis.  There  is 
a  neat,  natty  look  about  them,  especially  the 
young  lady,  which  has  the  manner  of  New 
York.  All  her  wardrobe  is  of  the  latest  fash¬ 
ion.  Her  boots  are  close,  firm-fitting,  and  have 
that  nice  look  which  suggests  a  fashionable 
shoemaker ;  and  so  with  the  looped  skirt  of  the 
dress,  the  jaunty  hat ;  and  about  the  ensemble 
there  is  a  nameless  something  of  nicety  which 
breathes  the  atmosphere  of  the  metropolis. 
The  remark  has  been  made  that  these  people 
are  bride  and  bridegroom  on  a  wedding  trip. 
Why  young  people  should  always  be  thus  ac¬ 
cused  I  know  not,  but  any  lady  and  gentle¬ 
man  traveling  together,  who  have  not  turned 
forty,  are  always  subject  to  this  charge.  At 
the  piano,  which,  by-the-way,  is  an  excellent 
square  Chickering,  is  seated  a  young  lady, 
who,  they  tell  me,  is  the  sister  of  a  priest ;  if 
so,  he  is  Irish  to  a  supreme  degree,  for  she 
bears  unmistakable  marks  of  that  nationality. 
Not  unpleasantly  so,  perhaps,  but,  in  spite  of 
that,  Irish.  The  young  lady  plays  very  well 
but  her  escort — a  rather  wordly  looking  priest 
— thinks  her  a  paragon  of  merit,  if  one  might 
judge  by  the  attention  he  gives  to  her  render¬ 
ing  of  the  “Star-spangled  Banner,”  with  vari¬ 
ations. 

At  Cairo  we  received  a  decided  addition  in 
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the  way  of  numbers  to  our  company.  One  of 
them  was  in  the, unique  shape  of  a  family  from 
Alabama,  and,  among  all  the  strange  faces 
about  ns,  none  are  more  picturesque  and  strik¬ 
ing  than  they.  The  father,  with  slouched  hat 
and  homespun  clothes,  is  a  type  of  a  miserable 
sort  of  a  poor  white  man,  who  has  grown  up 
under  the  influences  of  civilization  at  the  South. 
His  wife  has  brought  at  least  six  children  into 
the  world.  Poor  woman  !  she  seems  to  be  ut¬ 
terly  dragged  out,  and,  in  common  with  her 
husband  and  children,  has  that  torpid,  listless 
manner  which  is  inseparable  from  those  who 
have  been  the  victims  of  the  chills  and  fever. 

“  Ye-e-es,  ”  she  said  to  me,  with  a  long  drawl, 
in  replj^  to  a  question,  while  the  fingers  of  one 
hand  wandered  feebly  about  her  chin  and  face 
as  if  seeking  for  thought  and  resolution  of  pur¬ 
pose,  which  had  forsaken  it,  if  it  had  ever  been 
there.  “Ye-e-es,  thar  has  been  a  deal  offerer 
and  agur  whar  W'e  come  from.  Nigh  all  the 
children  have  been  down  with  it.  That  child,” 
pointing  to  a  girl  of  four  years  old,  with  large 
blue  eyes  and  long  lashes,  as  pretty  as  any 
mother  might  be  proud  of,  “has  a  chill  every 
other  day,  and  the  others  shook  all  last  sum¬ 
mer.” 

“  What  medicine  do  you  use  ?” 

“  Quinine.  And  a  heap  of  it  we  have  took 
since  last  June.  Mr.  Culbertson  and  the  rest 
on  us  have  took  fifteen  dollars  and  fifty  cents 
wuth  since  that  time.” 

“You  have  been  very  ill  yourself,  I  should 
suppose.” 

“Oh  no,  I’ve  not  been  sick,  except  a  touch 
of  congestive  chill  which  I  took  just  afore  we 
got  to  Elorence,  where  we  took  the  steamboat 
to  come  down  to  Cairo.  I  had  the  chills  and 
fever  all  last  summer,  but  we’re  used  to  that. 
This  congestive  chill  quite  took  me  down.  A 
power  of  people  have  died  of  that  whar  we 
come  from.  ” 

Poor  woman !  there  she  sits  on  the  sofa  all 
day  long,  now  and  then  her  listless  gaze  follow¬ 
ing  the  motions  of  the  two-year-old  Quincy, 
who  is  playing  about  the  floor.  Unhappy,  and 
yet  fortunate,  for  her  misery  is  tempered  by  her 
ignorance.  At  Memphis  this  family  take  an¬ 
other  boat,  which  carries  them  up  White  Eiver 
to  Little  Eock,  and  then  out  upon  the  wide 
prairie,  to  be  swallowed  up  in  that  dim  line 
w'hich  hovers  between  barbarism  and  civiliza¬ 
tion. 

Out  of  Egypt  there  also  came  to  us  a  strange¬ 
ly  different  pair.  As  those  we  have  just  de¬ 
scribed  stand  upon  the  outer  border  of  civiliza¬ 
tion,  this  German  man  and  his  wife  are  near 
the  centre,  where  the  highest  faculties  of  the 
intellect,  the  widest  stretch  of  the  imagination, 
are  known.  These  are  not  the  heavy-thonght- 
ed,  clumsily  limbed,  honestly  stupid  Germans 
who  may  be  found  among  the  working  popula¬ 
tion  of  this  countrjn  This  man,  with  his  intro¬ 
spective  eyes,  his  classic  face,  and  long,  dark 
hair,  is  Auerbach’s  Eric ;  this  woman,  with  flow¬ 
ing  ringlets,  gentle  smile,  and  loving  eyes,  is 


Manna ;  and  they  both  are  journeying  through 
the  New  World.  Theirs  is  not  a  life  of  dull 
commonplaces.  Jean  Paul  is  the  lowest  flight 
they  take,  unless  it  is  to  absorb  some  abstruse 
science,  or  evolve  some  hidden  mystery  of  me¬ 
chanics.  Yes,  this  is  the  wonderful  Eric — this 
later  creation  of  the  German  fancy.  An  indi¬ 
vidual  man  whose  knowledge  embodies  all 
there  is  of  the  past  and  present  in  mechanics, 
metaphysics,  science,  philosophy,  prose,  and 
poetry.  Verily,  this  is  the  impossible  Eric. 

In  this  after  cabin,  of  which  we  are  writing, 
there  are  several  more  people,  who  are  com¬ 
monplace,  who  lounge  about,  walk  the  decks, 
and  are  punctual  when  the  black  stewardess 
stands  behind  the  piano  and  rings  a  little  bell, 
announcing  one  or  the  other  of  our  three  daily 
meals. 

In  the  forward  cabin,  usually  gathered  about 
the  big  stota3  or  at  the  tables  playing  cards, 
there  is  a  motley  group  of  men.  There  are 
two  sprucely  dressed  young  fellows  from  Balti¬ 
more  who  are  going  to  Texas  on  a  sporting  ex¬ 
pedition.  Somewhere  in  the  interior  of  that 
vast  country  they  have  a  place  well  furnished 
with  dogs,  guns,  and  ammunition  ;  the  game, 
they  say,  comes  of  itself,  of  all  sorts,  and  in 
any  quantity,  from  black  bear  to  quail. 

Half  a  dozen  quiet,  orderly  men  I  see  day  by 
day  moving  around;  these  appear  to  be  mer¬ 
chants,  farmers,  or  traders.  But  of  altogether 
another  sort  is  a  part  of  our  invoice  from 
Cairo.  Pour  of  these  are  tall,  muscular  young 
fellows,  from  Kentucky  I  think,  who,  in  the  old 
time,  when  it  was  not  honorable  in  the  South 
to  labor,  would  have  turned  out  first-class  ruf¬ 
fians.  As  it  is,  they  have  all  the  swagger  and 
dare-devil  manner  which  characterizes  the  cut¬ 
throat  and  bravo.  All  of  this  party  carry  pis¬ 
tols,  a  strange  sight  nowadays.  One  of  them 
wears  a  Confederate  gray  coat,  and  a  look  into 
whose  eyes  reveals  a  story  of  adventure. 

There  is  another  gang  in  the  forward  cabin 
who  are  not  even  as  respectable  as  those  we 
have  just  described  ;  these  last  are  gamblers. 
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We  had  heard  that  this  feature  of  steamboat 
life  in  the  West  had,  since  the  war,  disappeared. 
In  truth,  it  has — or,  at  least,  its  character  has 
changed. 

Yon  can  not  see  now,  as  we  did  ten  years 
ago,  the  cabin  tables  surrounded  by  planters, 
merchants,  and  politicians,  calling  themselves 
gentlemen,  who  would  gamble  from  morning 
till  night,  and  again  till  morning,  staking,  and 
often  losing,  their  entire  fortunes.  We  do  not 
now  encounter  the  elegant,  gentlemanly,  pro¬ 
fessional  gambler,  who  was  accomplished  in 
every  way,  and  not  least  in  the  use  of  the 
pistol  and  bowie-knife.  Well-educated,  fas¬ 
cinating  gentlemen  were  they,  whose  hands 
were  again  and  again  stained  with  the  blood 
of  their  fellow- creatures.  All  this  class  of 
men  are  hardly  to  be  found  in  the  Southwest  in 
this  goodly  year  of  our  Lord  187®.  The  war 
did  splendid  scavenger-work  in  sweeping  them 
into  the  other  world.  And  the  young  men 
now  coming  up  into  life,  who  would  have  been 
such  as  they,  find  a  better  existence  in  working 
for  their  daily  bread.  The  gang  of  gamblers 
who  are  our  companions  on  this  trip  belong  to 
altogether  another  class  than  those  whose  places 
they  fill.  These  are  what  the  panel  thief  is 
to  the  bank  burglar,  what  Burns  is  to  Morris¬ 
sey.  It  is  amusing  for  your  experienced  trav¬ 
eler  to  watch  the  tricks  and  schemes  of  these 
miserable  wretches.  One  of  these  is  short, 
rather  fat,  dressed  in  black  broadcloth,  and 
carries  under  his  plug  hat  a  cunning,  greasy, 
smooth  -  shaven  face,  which  has  small,  ferrit- 
like  eyes  in  it,  and  a  red  snub  nose,  like  a  car¬ 
buncle,  imposed  upon  it.  This  man  is  called 
the  “Judge,”  and  is,  I  believe,  the  leader  of 
Uie  gang,  although  another  fellow  in  common 
clothes,  with  a  wolfish,  cowardly  countenance, 
gives  the  cue  to  all  their  doings.  The  third 
thief  of  the  party  is  small  in  stature,  with  black 
mustache,  and  an  assumed  wobegone  look.  It 
is  he  who,  in  their  make-believe  games,  bets 
wildly  and  largely,  who  most  always  loses,  gets 


angry,  and  appeals  to 
the  lookers-on.  The 
fourth  of  the  squad 
looks  like  an  honest 
tradesman,  who  ought 
to  be  in  better  busi¬ 
ness  than  betting. 

One  day  these  gen¬ 
tlemen  were  playing 
at  poker,  which  is  a  fa¬ 
vorite  game  for  their 
nefarious  purposes. 
Tlie  “Carpenter”  — 
we  will  give  them  such 
names  as  describe 
them  best — had  dealt 
“  Ferret-eyes”  a  hand 
of  three  kings  and  a 
seven  and  eight  of 
clubs.  To  “Wolf- 
mouth”  he  gave  three 
aces  and  a  nine  and 
ten  of  hearts.  With  these  hands  “Ferret-eyes” 
and  “  Wolf-mouth”  began  to  bet  and  brag  in 
the  most  excited  way,  talking  to  each  other, 
appealing  to  the  crowd,  and  getting  up  an  en¬ 
thusiasm  pretty'  much  as  the  clown  and  ring¬ 
master  do  in  the  circus,  shouting  and  running 
in  order  to  make  the  audience  believe  that  the 
horse  which  the  “  equine  queen”  is  riding  is  go¬ 
ing  fearfully  fast,  when  it  is  all  a  sham,  gotten 
up  for  effect.  Such  was  the  excitement  about 
our  steamboat  gaming-table. 

“  I  see  your  twenty^  dollars  and  go  fifty  bet¬ 
ter,”  shouts  “Ferret-eyes.” 

“  I  see  your  fifty  and  go  ten  better,”  scream¬ 
ed  “Wolf-mouth.” 

“I  see  that,  and  make  it  one  hundred,”  cries 
“  Ferret-ey'es.” 

At  this  point  there  was  a  dead  pause  and 
silence,  broken  in  an  instant  by  “  Wolf-mouth,” 
who  turned  beseechingly  to  the  by-standers  with 
the  remark : 

“  Gentlemen,  I’m  blowed  if  I  ain’t  strapped.” 

Meanwhile  moving  around  the  table  there 
was  a  peaked  sandy'-haired  man,  who  has  on 
board  forty  mules,  which  he  is  taking  to  Mem¬ 
phis.  This  fellow  had  seen  both  hands,  and 
knew  that  “  Wolf-mouth”  had  the  strong  cards. 
Just  at  this  moment  he  caught  the  gambler’s 
eye,  who  continued : 

“  Ef  I  had  a  mule,  wouldn’t  I  sling  him,  ears 
and  all,  atop  o’  that  pile?” 

“  You  kin  bet  one  of  my  mules,”  was  the 
answer  of  “  Sandy-hair.” 

“Will  you  take  the  mule?”  cries  “Wolf- 
mouth”  to  “Ferret-eyes.” 

“  Yes,”  answered  the  other,  asking  the  “  Car¬ 
penter,”  as  he  had  a  right  to  by  the  laws  of  the 
game,  for  two  cards,  in  place  of  his  seven  and 
eight  of  clubs.  That  obliging  gentleman  at 
once  complied,  giving  him  the  fourth  king  and 
an  ace.  “Wolf-mouth”  did  not  ask  for  more. 
They  showed  their  hands.  “  Ferret-eyes”  swept 
in  the  pool,  and  “Sandy-hair,”  to  his  dismay, 
had  lost  his  mule. 
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Below  stairs  on  the  main-deck,  among  the 
corn-sacks,  mules,  and  deck  hands,  there  are 
other  travelers,  going  I  know  not  whither. 
Eilthy,  hungry,  forlorn  wretches  are  they  ;  men, 
women,  and  children  on  the  same  errand  which 
hurries  us  all  onward,  forward,  somewhere ; 
the  struggle  of  humanity,  whether  on  the  lower 
deck  or  in  the  cabin,  in  the  hovel  or  the  palace, 
life,  life,  to  live. 

The  state-rooms,  or  sleeping-chambers,  on 
the  boat  are  quite  large;  they  have  double 
berths,  wash-basins,  and  mirrors,  and  all  of 
this  is  kept  in  good,  cleanly  order.  Of  course 
there  is  a  door  opening  out  upon  the  guards. 
This  doorway  has  blinds,  and  a  printed  notice 
on  the  wall  tells  you  there  are  very  good  life- 
preservers,  in  the  event  of  a  burst  up,  or  other 
accident.  It  is  rather  uncomfortably  signifi¬ 
cant  to  see  these  means  of  saving  life,  and  the 
constant  call  upon  your  attention,  so  prominent ; 
but  it  is  well  to  know  that  these  and  other  means 
of  safety,  which  also  include  cork  life-preserv¬ 
ers,  are  at  hand.  By-the-way,  if  there  should 
be  an  accident,  I  prefer,  as  a  matter  of  choice, 
one  of  the  blinds. 

It  is  a  question  whether  this  steamboating  is 
a  more  dangerous  mode  of  travel  than  others. 
It  had  a  sort  of  settlement  the  other  day,  at 
least  in  the  mind  of  one  of  the  negroes,  who 
exclaimed : 

“If  yer  blowed  up  on  the  railroad,  thar  you 
is  ;  but,  good  Lord,  if  yer  blowed  up  on  a  steam¬ 
boat,  whar  is  yer  ?” 

The  cabin  of  our  boat  is  so  large  that  we  are 
able  to  have  tables  placed  across  as  well  as 
lengthwise.  Thus,  instead  of  three  fearfully 
long  tables,  where  every  thing  is  in  confusion 
and  all  is  in  common,  the  passengers  are  di¬ 
vided  up  into  parties  of  six  and  ten,  to  the  con¬ 
venience  and  comfort  of  all.  The  food  provided 
is  very  palatable. 

Take  it  all  in  all,  the  scenery  of  the  lower 
Mississippi  is  monotonous.  Bluffs  rise  here 
and  there,  but  they  vary  but  little  from  the  flat, 
far-stretching  corn  and  cotton  fields  and  the 
border  of  cotton-wood  forests.  Prom  Memphis 
to  Cape  Girardeau  is  found  the  most  fruitful 
corn  lands  in  the  -world.  They  raise  from  six¬ 
ty  to  one  hundred  bushels  to  the  acre.  Some¬ 
times  we  passed  corn-fields  which  extended 
continuously  for  miles  along  the  river  and  for  a 
long  distance  inland.  Many  of  these  places 
were  situated  upon  the  shore  of  some  shoot  or 
side  channel  of  the  river,  which  could  not  bo 
approached  by  our  steamboat  but  for  the  high 
water.  Butnow  she  entered  fearlessly  these  side 
channels.  All  along  the  bank  would  be  found 
piles  of  corn.  A  signal  from  its  owner  would 
cause  our  boat  to  swing  round  and  take  the 
pile  of  three  or  ten  hundred  sacks  on  board. 
Again  and  again  and  many  times  tvas  this  done, 
until  we  ceased  to  wonder  at  the  receptive  ca¬ 
pacity  of  the  vessel,  and  came  to  believe  that 
there  was  no  limit  to  her  space. 

To  the  passing  observer  there  is  very  little 
of  interest  in  the  cities  of  the  Mississippi.  We 


passed  places  whose  names  had  significance 
mainly  as  having  been  associated  with  the  war. 
New  Madrid  and  its  neighborhood  interested  me 
chiefly  as  having  once  had,  some  thirty  years 
ago,  a  severe  shock  of  earthquake,  which  sub¬ 
merged  the  land  and  disturbed  the  waters  of 
the  river  to  a  dangerous  degree.  I  was  told 
that  these  shocks  continued  to  take  place, 
greatly  to  the  terror  and  discomfort  of  the  in¬ 
habitants.  No  explanation  is  given,  if  one  is 
needed,.for  these  phenomena  in  a  country  which 
evinces  no  other  evidence  of  volcanic  action. 
Port  Pillow  no  longer  exists  above  the  surface 
of  the  river.  Several  acres  of  forest  and  the 
remains  of  the  fortification  one  day  collapsed 
with  more  suddenness  than  did  the  rebellion, 
and  sank  beneath  the  flood.  It  was  but  little 
satisfaction  to  our  curiosity  to  point  to  tree-tops 
swaying  in  the  current  as  the  spot  where  this 
famous  fort  once  stood.  At  Memphis  we  took 
on  board  a  party  of  twenty  negroes,  who  had 
come  all  the  way  from  Virginia,  and  were  m 
route  for  the  Bed  Eiver  country.  I  was  told 
that  it  was  easier  to  get  these  people  over  all 
the  remainder  of  the  long  journey  than  through 
this  city  of  Memphis,  where  they  are  waylaid, 
robbed,  and  maltreated.  If  the  representa¬ 
tions  are  true,  Memphis  is  a  thriving  cut-throat 
hole,  a  shade  worse  even  than  the  city  of  New 
York. 

Prom  Memphis  down  the  river  cotton  is 
raised.  The  plantations  are  very  large,  or 
they  were  extensive  before  the  war.  Now  and 
then  we  came  upon  plantations  which  seemed 
to  be  working  a  large  number  of  hands,  and 
the  far-spreading  fields  were  under  cultivation  ; 
but  most  often  we  passed  by  lands  which  ten 
years  ago  were  valued  at  hundreds  of  dollars 
per  acre,  but  which  were  now  overgrown  with 
weeds,  or  perhaps  the  neglected  levee  had  been 
worn  away,  and  the  mad  waters  were  pouring 
swiftly  in  to  lay  waste  the  land. 

At  Helena  we  made  quite  a  halt,  in  order  to 
take  on  three  hundred  bales  of  cotton.  We 
smiled  derisively  at  the  suggestion,  but  had  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  them  piled  up  twenty  feet 
high  on  the  forward  deck.  We  were  to  take 
this  cotton  to  New  Orleans ;  but  at  this  point, 
and  higher  up,  cotton  irsually  goes  up  stream, 
and  is  forwarded  east  by  railroad  at  Memphis 
or  Evansville,  on  the  Ohio. 

Helena  is  a  place  of  some  commercial  im¬ 
portance  *is  the  depot  of  transhipment  for  the 
White  River  country.  Its  social  aspects,  judg¬ 
ing  from  a  cursory  view,  -would  not  fascinate  a 
stranger.  You  know  that  General  Hindman 
was  assassinated  in  his  own  house  here,  not 
long  since ;  and  I  saw  an  ugly  population  loung¬ 
ing  about  the  streets  and  on  the  levee.  Grog- 
geries  were  to  be  found  at  every  step,  and  in 
one  of  them  a  mob  of  negroes,  with  clenched 
fists  and  drawn  knives,  were  discussing  the 
question  of  mutual  superiority  in  a  way  which 
could  have  only  a  bloody  ending. 

It  took  a  long  -^vhile  for  our  deck  hands  to 
load  up  the  bales  of  cotton.  These  men,  who 
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have  the  technical  name  of  “ronsters,”  have 
put  on  hoard  an  immense  amount  of  freight 
since  we  left  St.  Louis.  They  have  been  up 
at  all  hours  of  the  day  and  night ;  and  the 
mate,  with  his  gruff  voice,  growls,  unremitting¬ 
ly,  “Take  a  sack,  take  a  sack,  take  a  sack!” 
or,  when  the  barrels  of  flour  came  in,  “Roll, 
roll,  roll !”  or,  on  all  occasions,  “  Where  are  ye  ? 
where  are  ye  ?  where  are  ye  ?”  uttered  at  lower 
C  w'ithout  a  change  of  tone.  Whether  the  men 
work  any  faster  because  of  his  eloquent  periods 
I  do  not  know ;  but  it  is  certain  that,  after  four 
days  out,  they  moved  languidly,  and  made  but 
little  headway.  These  “  rousters”  are  hired  by 
the  month,  at  the  rate  of  $45.  They  manage 
to  ship  just  as  the  boat  is  leaving  port,  and  aft¬ 
er  she  is  pretty  well  loaded.  Perhaps  there  are 
w'orse  occupations  in  life  than  theirs ;  but  if  1 
had  a  choice  in  the  W'ay  of  manual  labor,  it 
w'ould  not  be  in  the  line  of  a  “rouster.” 

Lying  at  the  levee  at  Helena  we  saw  several 
of  those  unique  flat-boats  whose  business  it  is 
to  trade  on  the  river.  These  float  down  the 
stream,  or  are  propelled  by  broad  sweeps ;  but 
there  are  trading  steamboats  which  go  from 
one  place  to  another  carrying  all  sorts  of  mer¬ 
chandise,  which  they  sell  or  trade  for  hides, 
corn,  cotton,  or  other  products  of  the  soil. 

At  Red  River  the  gang  of  negroes  from  Vir¬ 
ginia  left  us.  It  was  after  dark  when,we  made 
our  landing  at  the  wharf-boat.  As  usual,  when 
we  made  a  night  landing,  the  iron  cages  at  the 
bow'  of  the  boat  w'ere  filled  with  blazing  pitch- 
pine  knots,  which  threw  a  lurid  light  upon  the 
immediately  surrounding  objects.  Beyond  those 
all  wms  deep  darkness.  Out  from  the  shadows 
of  the  between  decks  crept  these  poor  wander¬ 
ers.  Some  bore  upon  their  backs  bundles  of 
bedding,  clothing,  cooking  utensils,  and  chil¬ 
dren.  Out  of  the  darkness  they  came,  men 
and  women,  young  and  old ;  in  the  glare  of 
the  torches  they  hobbled  across  the  plank,  and 
then  disappeared  in  a  deeper  darkness.  Some 


said  the  scene  was  sig¬ 
nificant  of  the  history 
and  fate  of  the  negro 
race ;  while  others, 
more  hopeful,  said, 
“Nonsense,  the  his¬ 
tory  of  the  negro  has 
just  begun.” 

Vicksburg  we  came 
upon  in  the  night.  It 
was  a  pretty  sight  to 
gaze  upon  the  many 
lights  blinking  and 
sparkling  on  the  hill¬ 
side;  and  one  could 
imagine  the  magnifi¬ 
cent  spectacle  of  the 
passage  of  the  forts 
and  batteries  by  the 
fleet  during  the  war. 

No  fierce  cannon 
belched  forth  iron  and 
flame  from  all  the  hill¬ 
side  as  we  rounded  the  celebrated  point  and 
finally  rested  quietly  at  the  wharf-boat.  It 
would  have  been  a  great  delight  to  have  seen 
this  famous  strong-hold  of  the  rebellion  by  day, 
to  have  followed  the  line  of  defense  which  so 
successfully  pontended  against  our  arms ;  but 
the  experience  was  not  vouchsafed  to  us.  A 
stoppage  of  a  few  hours  occurred,  and  again 
die  big  steamboat  was  surging  through  the 
darkness. 

Neither  Natchez  under  the  hill  nor  Natchez 
on  top  of  the  hill  served  to  arrest  our  noiv  rapid 
journey  toward  the  Crescent  City.  It  was  on 
the  ninth  day  of  our  journey  after  we  left  St. 
Louis  that  we  arrived  on  the  “coast,”  as  that 
part  of  the  river  is  termed  which  is  fenced  in 
w’ith  levees,  behind  which  lie  magnificent  plant¬ 
ations  of  sugar.  I  had  had  but  little  idea  of 
the  extent  of  these  sugar  plantations.  When 
they  were  in  operation,  and  many  are  not,  each 
place  with  its  grand  house  and  manufactory  and 
negro  cabins  formed  a  village  in  itself.  I  w^as 
told  that  some  of  the  establishments  for  con¬ 
verting  the  cane  into  sugar  cost  as  high  as 
three  hundred  thousand  dollars. 

Even  with  the  enormous  protective  duty  on 
sugar,  I  was  informed  by  several  planters  that, 
with  the  difficulties  of  getting  labor,  it  was  im¬ 
possible  to  raise  sugar  at  a  profit.  The  negro, 
it  is  said,  is  no  longer  available  for  economical 
labor.  This  is  an  important  question,  the 
merits  of  which  it  is  not  proper  to  discuss  here, 
but  it  is  one  which  affects  the  producing  inter¬ 
ests  of  the  whole  South.  The  planters  are  de¬ 
sirous  of  introducing  the  Chinese  workman,  but 
they  say  the  government  has  interfered,  for¬ 
bidding  long  periods  of  service. 

It  was  in  the  afternoon  of  a  glorious  sunnv 
day  that  we  were  presented  to  the  Crescent 
City,  the  commercial  metropolis  of  the  South¬ 
west.  Past  groves  of  orange-trees  filled  with 
their  rich  yellow  fruit,  past  elegant  villas  sur¬ 
rounded  with  the  waving  palm  and  far-spread- 
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ing  oak,  past  gardensand  fields  clothed  in  fresh 
tints  of  green,  past  im  that  was  charming  and 
refreshing  to  the  vision  which  a  few  days  be¬ 
fore  had  rested  only  upon  snow  and  ice,  we 
came  upon  the  city  of  New  Orleans. 

The  sun  was  going  down  behind  us,  and  its 


golden  light  illuminated  each  roof-top  and  wall 
and  spire.  So  that  all  the  length  and  breadth 
of  this  great  city  was  bathed  in  splendid  ra¬ 
diance.  It  was  a  noble  presentation,  and  af¬ 
forded  a  happy  termination  of  our  journey 
“down  the  Mississippi.” 


THE  NEGATIVE  IN  PHOTOGRAPHY. 


LIGirr  AND  DAKK  SPOTS  OF  THE  OBJECT. 


The  word  negative,  which  the  photographer 
applies  to  the  first  image  which  he  obtains 
of  the  subject,  whatever  it  may  be,  that  he  is 
to  photograph,  is  rather  a  misnomer,  inasmuch 
as  the  properties  which  characterize  it,  though 
striking  and  peculiar,  do  not  seem  very  clearly 
to  involve  any  idea  of  negation.  If  it  had  been 
called  the  reverse,  instead  of  the  negative,  its 
name  would  have  been  perhaps  more  suggestive 
of  its  character.  But  the  name  negative  is  es¬ 
tablished,  and  must  stand. 

In  the  first  impression  which  the  photogra¬ 
pher  obtains  upon  the  screen  in  the  camera  the 
image  is  reversed  in  three  respects  :  first,  in  re¬ 
spect  to  top  and  bottom  ;  secondly,  in  respect  to 
right  and  left ;  and  thirdly,  in  respect  to  light 
and  shade. 

Eirst,  the  image  is  reversed  in  respect  to  top 
and  bottom,  as  in  the  engraving  on  page  846. 
The  reason  is,  that  the  rays  proceeding  from  the 
upper  part  of  the  object  descend,  of  course,  in 
going  toward  the  lens,  and  continuing  their 
course  after  passing  the  lens,  are  brought  to  a 
focus  at  the  loiver  part  of  the  screen  ;  while  the 


rays  from  the  lower  part  of  the  object,  ascend¬ 
ing,  come  to  a  focus  on  the  upper  part  of  the 
screen. 

Any  person  may  easily  observe  this  effect  by 
means  of  any  convex  lens — a  sun-glass,  for  ex¬ 
ample,  or  the  glass  of  a  pair  of  spectacles,  such 
as  are  used  by  elderly  people,  and  a  sheet  of 
white  paper.  In  the  evening,  when  there  is  but 
a  single  light  in  the  room,  as  of  a  lamp,  or  can¬ 
dle,  or  gas-burner,  an  image  of  the  flame  may 
be  thrown  upon  the  paper  by  holding  it  at  the 
proper  distance.  This  image  will  be  more  or 
less  distinct  according  to  the  perfection  of  the 
glass,  the  general  darkness  of  the  room,  and  the 
distance  at  which  the  glass  and  the  screen  are 
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held  from  tlie  source  of  light.  Under  ordinarily 
favorable  circumstances  quite  a  distinct  image, 
both  of  the  flame  itself,  and  also  of  those  parts 
of  the  object  from  which  it  issues  which  are 
most  brightly  illuminated  by  it,  will  be  given, 
and  it  will  be  reversed  in  position. 

The  mode  in  which  the  lens  accomplishes 
this  inversion  is  illustrated  in  the  engraving 
on  page  845,  where  the  rays  of  light,  passing 
from  the  flame,  in  the  direction  of  the  arrows, 
through  the  lens,  are  refracted  or  bent  in  the 
direction  shown  by  the  lines.  The  image  in 
all  these  cases  is  reversed  not  only  in  respect  to 
top  and  bottom,  but,  on  the  same  principle,  and 
for  the  same  reason,  the  right  side  of  the  object 
will  be  the  left  side  of  the  image,  and  vice  versa. 

But  perhaps  the  most  important  of  all  these 
reversals,  and  the  only  one  with  the  rectifica¬ 


tion  of  which  we  have  to  do  in  this  article,  is 
that  in  respect  to  light  ^d  shade.  The  thin, 
sensitive  film  which  is  spread  over  the  plate 
of  glass,  or  the  sheet  of  metal  or  of  paper,  on 
which  the  image  is  to  be  impressed,  consists 
always  of  some  chemical  substance  which  is 
darkened  by  the  action  of  rays  coming  either 
directly  from  the  sun,  or  by  reflection  from  any 
object  upon  it.  Consequently  all  those  parts 
of  the  object  which  are  of  the  lightest  color — in 
other  words,  which  reflect  the  light  most  per¬ 
fectly — will  cause  the  parts  of  the  image  cor¬ 
responding  to  them  to  be  the  darkest,  and  vice 
versa. 

For  example,  in  onr  leading  engraving  the 
faces  of  the  three  figures,  and  certain  points 
and  portions  of  the  dress,  reflect  the  light 
strongly,  and  appear  white  in  the  engraving ; 
while  other  portions,  either  from  their  color  or 
from  their  being  in  a  position  to  reflect  less 
strongly  the  direct  raj's  of  the  sun,  appear  more 
or  less  dark.  Now,  as  the  darkness  or  bright¬ 
ness  of  an  object  depends  upon  the  degree  in 
which  it  reflects  the  sun’s  rays,  it  is  plain  that 
the  bright  parts  will  throw  most  light  into  the 
camera,  and  affect  those  parts  of  the  sensitive 
plate  on  which  they  fall  most  powerfully.  In 
other  words,  the'  parts  of  the  object  which  were 
lightest  in  the  object  will  he  darkest  in  the  im¬ 
age  ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  those  which  were 
dark  in  the  object  will  throw  less  light  into  the 
camera,  and  will  leave  the  corresponding  parts 
of  the  image  comparatively  light. 

It  is  usual,  in  speaking  of  the  effect  of  the  sun’s 
rays  upon  the  sensitive  chemical  plate  in  the 
camera,  to  attribute  the  efficiency  to  the  light; 
but,  strictly  speaking,  it  is  not  the  action  of  the 
luminous  rays  to  which  the  change  is  due,  but 
to  certain  other  rays  accompanying,  and  to 
some  extent  intimately  blended  wdth,  the  light- 
producing  rays.  Light  and  color  are  really  sen- 
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sations  of  the  human  mind, 
produced  hy  the  action  of 
certain  emanations  from 
the  sun  upon  the  human 
sensorium,  through  the  eye, 
and  the  portion  of  the  cere¬ 
bral  system  connected  with 
it.  The  change  produced 
in  the  sensitive  plate  in  the 
camera  is,  on  the  other 
hand,  a  chemical  effect  pro¬ 
duced  upon  a  material  sub¬ 
stance.  It  is  found,  more¬ 
over,  that  the  emanations, 
or  radiations,  which  pro¬ 
duce  the  one  effect  are  dif¬ 
ferent  from  those  concern¬ 
ed  in  the  other,  and  that, 
although  the  two  influences 
usually  accompany  each 
other,  they  are  really  dis¬ 
tinct  in  their  nature  and  ac¬ 
tion,  and  may  he,  to  a  great 
extent,  separated.  The  for¬ 
mer  are  known  by  scientific 
men  as  the  luminous  rays, 
while  the  latter  are  desig¬ 
nated  the  actinic,  or  chem¬ 
ical  rays.  These  rays  are, 
in  a  measure,  separable 
from  each  other  in  the 
spectrum,  and  the  actinic 
rays  may  even  be  so  far  isolated  that  photo¬ 
graphic  effects  may  be  produced  in  the  dark — 
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that  is,  without  any  luminous  rays  whatever 
Striking  upon  the  sensitive  surface. 

In  the  same  manner  the 
rays  of  heat  and  light,  which 
usually  come  combined  in 
the  radiations  of  the  sun, 
may  bo  separated  by  suita¬ 
ble  devices,  so  that  we  may 
have  solar  heat  without 
light,  and  solar  light  with¬ 
out  heat.  This  separation 
is  sometimes  effected  by 
natural  means,  as,  for  ex¬ 
ample,  in  the  case  of  the 
moon,  which  sends  us  an 
abundant  reflection  of  the 
sun’s  light,  with  a  scarcely 
appreciable  portion  of  his 
heat;  andthatofthe^roimc/, 
which,  during  the  night, 
after  a  warm  summer’s  day, 
returns  to  the  atmosphere 
the  heat  which  it  received 
during  the  day,  without  any 
portion  of  the  light  which 
accompanied  the  heat  in  its 
emission  fi'om  the  sun. 

The  chemical  and  the  lu¬ 
minous  rays  are  thus  oft¬ 
en  spontaneously  dissever¬ 
ed  from  each  othei’,  to  a 
greater  or  less  extent,  by 
the  various  reflections  and 
refractions  to  which  the  so- 
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lar  emanations  are  subject  in  falling  upon  differ¬ 
ent  substances  upon  the  earth’s  surface.  Some 
substances  reflect  well  the  luminous  rays  on 
which  their  appropriate  color  depends,  but  not 
those  necessary  to  act  on  the  photographic  sur¬ 
face.  In  other  words,  they  look  bright  and 
pleasing  to  the  eye,  but,  as  the  photographers 
say,  “  do  not  take  well.” 

But  to  return  to  our  “negative.”  The  light 
parts  of  the  object,  throwing  the  strongest  light 
into  the  camera,  and  thus  acting  most  power¬ 
fully  upon  the  sensitive  surfiice  there,  as  has 
been  already  explained,  will,  of  course,  make 
the  corresponding  parts  of  the  image  dark;  while 
the  dark  parts  of  the  object,  reflecting  little 
light,  tvill  affect  the  sensitive  surface  but  little, 
and  so  leave  the  parts  of  the  image  correspond¬ 
ing  to  them  liylit.  Thus  the  lights  and  shades 
of  the  picture  will  be  the  reverse  of  those  in  the 
reality. 

The  engravings  on  page  846,  representing  the 
negative  and  the  positive  of  the  same  object, 
show  this  reversal  of  the  light  and  shade  very 
clearly — the  former,  the  negative,  giving  the 
effect  actually  produced,  in  the  first  instance, 
on  the  sensitive  plate,  and  the  second  showing 
the  lights  as  they  exist  in  reality,  in  the  object, 
and  as  they  ought  to  be  in  the  picture. 

The  illustration  shows  only  the  third  of  the 
three  reversals  before  mentioned,  the  other  two 
having  been  corrected  before  making  the  en¬ 
graving.  It  remains  now  on]|^to  show  how 
this  is  also  corrected,  by  the  Reduction  of  a 
positive  picture  from  the  negative,  after  the 
negative  has  been  obtained  from  the  natural 
object  by  the  camera. 

The  negative  is  usually  taken  by  photogra¬ 
phers  upon  glass.  The  glass  is  previously  cover¬ 
ed  upon  one  side  with  a  thin  coating  of  the  sensi¬ 
tive  chemical  substance  on  which  the  impression 
is  to  be  made.  This  plate,  thus  coated,  is  placed 
in  the  camera,  and  exposed  for  the  proper  time 
to  the  action  of  the  actinic  rays  existing  in  the 
image  of  the  subject  formed  by  the  lens- — the 
bright  parts  of  the  image  becoming  dark,  of 
course,  and  the  dark  parts  remaining  bright. 

From  the  negative  thus  formed  the  positives, 
or  the  copies  intended  for  use,  are  afterward 
printed  by  allowing  the  light  to  pass  through  the 
negative  to  a  sheet  of  sensitive  paper  placed  be¬ 
neath  it.  Of  course  the  image  now  formed 
upon  the  paper  will  be  re-reversed,  so  to  speak, 
and  will  come  out  in  the  proper  condition  in  re¬ 
spect  to  light  and  shade  ;  for  those  parts  of  the 
glass  which  had  been  most  darkened  by  the 
bright  parts  of  the  image  falling  upon  them 
will  now  shelter  the  corresponding  parts  of 
the  paper  beneath,  while  those  which  had  been 
left  most  transparent  will  allow  the  rays  to  pass 
through.  Thus  the  picture  on  the  paper  will 
become  the  reverse,  in  respect  to  light  and 
shade,  of  that  on  the  glass,  and  will  corre¬ 
spond  with  the  subject  itself  from  which  the 
picture  is  taken. 

The  difference  in  character  between  the  neg¬ 
ative  and  the  positive  image  is  very  clearly  shown 


in  winter  scenery,  where  the  snow,  reflecting  in 
all  its  power  the  full  radiance  of  the  sun,  black¬ 
ens  completely  those  parts  of  the  sensitive  sur¬ 
face  of  the  negative  on  which  its  image  falls ; 
while  the  other  objects,  which  absorb  large  por¬ 
tions  of  the  actinic  rays,  represent  themselves 
more  faintly.  These  effects  are  shown  very 
strikingly  in  the  engravings  on  page  847,  which 
are  copied  respectively  from  a  view  taken  last 
winter  of  a  portion  of  the  country  home  of  the 
writer,  while  the  deep  snows  still  remained  upon 
the  ground.  In  this  case  the  reversal  in  respect 
to  top  and  bottom  is  corrected,  while  those  in 
respect  to  light  and  shade,  and  also  in  respect 
to  right  and  left,  remain. 


MY  DISTINGUISHED  FEIEND 
SELTSAM. 

I. 

The  evening  of  September  19,  1855,  I  went 
to  call  on  my  old  university  friend,  the 
distinguished  Dr.  Seltsam,  Professor  of  Gene¬ 
ral  Pathology,  Clinical  Lecturer,  Accoucheur 
to  the  Grand  Duchess,  etc.,  etc.  I  found  him 
alone  in  his  magnificent  drawing-room  in  Berg- 
strasse,  his  elbow  resting  on  a  little  black  mar¬ 
ble  table  and  his  eyes  fixed  on  a  crystal  globe, 
which  seemed  filled  with  perfectly  clear  water. 

Spite  of  the  crimson  rays  of  twilight  which 
came  in  by  the  three  lofty  windows  opening  on 
the  palace  gardens,  my  friend  Seltsam’s  lean 
face,  with  its  razor-shaped  nose  and  prominent 
chin,  seemed  to  borrow  from  the  globe  a  fright¬ 
ful  sort  of  livid  tint,  somewhat  like  the  head  of 
a  corpse  freshly  decapitated,  and  the  red  edg¬ 
ing  of  his  dressing-gown  completed  the  iUii- 
sion. 

All  this  surprised  me  so  that  I  did  not  dare 
interrupt  him  in  his  reflections,  and  was  even 
on  the  point  of  withdrawing,  when  a  big  foot¬ 
man  whom  I  had  found  snoring  in  the  ante¬ 
chamber  took  it  into  his  head  to  open  one  eye 
and  cry  out  with  stentorian  voice  ;  “Counselor 
Theodore  Kilian !” 

Seltsam,  with  a  long-drawm  breath,  turned 
slowly  round  to  me  like  an  automaton,  and 
holding  out  his  hand,  said,  “Salve  tibi,  Theo¬ 
dore  !  Quomodo  vales  ?” 

“  Optime,  Adrien,”  I  answered.  Then  with 
raised  voice:  “What  are  you  at  there,  my 
dear  fellow  ?  I  should  think  you  were  puz¬ 
zling  over  the  doctrine  of  Sangrado  !” 

But  here  his  face  wore  so  singular  an  ex¬ 
pression  that  I  stopped,  confused  and  aston¬ 
ished. 

“Theodore,”  said  he,  after  an  instant’s  si¬ 
lence,  “  this  is  no  joking  matter.  I  am  study¬ 
ing  the  ailment  of  your  respectable  aunt  An- 
nah  Wunderlich.  What  you  told  me  day  be¬ 
fore  yesterday  is  serious.  These  fits  of  ecstatic 
excitement,  these  sudden  starts,  and  particu¬ 
larly  the  venerable  lady’s  exaggerated  expres¬ 
sions  in  speaking  of  Haydn’s  ‘Creation,’  Han¬ 
del’s  oratorios,  and  Beethoven’s  symphonies,  all 
indicate  some  dangerous  kind  of  affection.” 
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“  And  you  expect  to  get  at  the  bottom  of  it 
in  this  -vessel  of  cold  water?” 

“Exactly.  It’s  very  lucky  you  came.  I 
was  thinking  of  you.”  Then  pointing  to  a 
violin  hanging  against  the  wall — “Would  you 
be  good  enough  to  play  me  Mozart’s  ‘  Abduc¬ 
tion  from  the  Seraglio  ?’  ”  This  invitation  seem¬ 
ed  to  me  so  odd  that  I  began  to  doubt  whether 
my  poor  friend  Seltsam’s  brains  were  not  on 
the  point  of  taking  leave  of  him,  like  my  poor 
aunt’s ;  but,  guessing  my  thoughts,  he  re¬ 
sumed,  ironically,  “Don’t  be  alarmed,  my  dear 
Theodore,  don’t  be  alarmed.  My  intellectual 
faculties  are  intact.  I  am  on  the  way  to  a 
great — to  a  sublime  discovery!” 

“Very  good;  that’s  enough.” 

And  taking  down  the  violin,  I  looked  at  it 
with  envious  eyes.  It  was  one  of  the  famous 
Levenhaupt’s,  of  which  Frederick  II.  had  a  doz¬ 
en  made  to  accompany  him  in  his  flute-playing 
—  perfect,  irreproachable  instruments,  which 
some  connoisseurs  put  on  a  par  with  the  Stra- 
divarius.  However  that  may  be,  I  had  scarce¬ 
ly  laid  the  bow  across  the  strings  when  it  seem¬ 
ed  as  if  all  that  had  been  told  me  about  them 
were  below  the  reality ;  and  what  with  the  ele¬ 
gance  of  the  composition  and  the  purity  of  the 
tone,  I  felt  as  if  I  were  lifted  to  the  seventh 
heaven. 

“O  great,  great  master!”  cried  I.  “0  sub¬ 
lime  melodist !  Who  could  be  insensible  to 
such  grace,  vigor,  and  inspiration!”  My  hat 
had  rolled  off,  my  eyes  were  half  closed,  and 
my  knees  tottered  beneath  me.  I  was  beside 
myself.  For  me,  Seltsam,  the  globe,  and  my 
aunt’s  ailments  had  no  further  existence.  About 
an  hour  after  I  waked  as  from  a  dream,  stretch¬ 
ed  on  Dr.  Adrien’s  sofa,  and  wondering  what 
had  happened.  I  saw  Seltsam  armed  with  a 
strong  lens  still  before  his  globe.  The  water 
had  become  turbid,  and  myriads  of  infusoria 
were  shooting  back  and  forward  in  it  in  every 
direction. 

“Well,  Seltsam,”  cried  I,  in  a  weak  voice, 

“  are  you  satisfied  ?” 

Hereupon  he  came  toward  me,  his  face  ra¬ 
diant  with  joy,  and  seizing  both  my  hands, 
cried,  emphatically,  “Thanks!  thanks!  my 
dear  and  excellent  friend,  a  thousand  thanks ! 
You  have  just  rendered  the  greatest  service  to 
science !” 

I  stood  confounded.  “How !  by  merely  play¬ 
ing  an  air  I  have  done  science  a  service,  have  I  ?” 

“Yes,  my  dear  Theodore,  and  you  shall  learn 
the  glorious  share  you  have  taken  in  solving  the 
great  problem.  Come  with  me.  You  shall  see 
every  thing,  understand  every  thing.”  He  lit  a 
candelabra,  for  night  had  come  on,  opened  a 
side-door,  and  signed  to  me  to  follow  him. 

A  prey  to  the  deepest  emotion,  I  followed 
him,  and,  as  we  passed  through  several  rooms 
in  succession,  it  seemed  as  if  some  revolution 
were  about  to  occur  in  my  whole  nature,  and  I 
was  on  the  point  of  receiving  the  key  to  in¬ 
visible  worlds.  The  candelabra  threw  its  daz¬ 
zling  light  on  the  sumptuous  furniture  of  the 
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splendid  house.  Ornaments,  pictures,  and  car¬ 
pets  spread  out  in  dim  vistas  through  the  gloom  ; 
smiling  heads,  half  starting  from  their  frames, 
looked  down  on  us  as  we  passed ;  and  the 
light,  glancing  on  from  gilding  to  gilding,  led 
us  at  last  to  the  landing  of  a  broad  staircase 
with  bronze  balustrade. 

We  descended  into  an  inner  court,  where  the 
furtive  sound  of  our  steps  echoed  in  the  distance 
like  mysterious  whispers.  In  this  court  I  noticed 
that  the  air  was  calm,  and  countless  stars  were 
shining  in  the  sky.  Our  journey  led  us  past  sev¬ 
eral  doors,  at  one  of  which  Seltsam  stopped,  and 
turning  to  me,  said  : 

“Here  is  my  amphitheatre.  It  is  here  that 
I  labor  and  dissect.  Don’t  be  disturbed.  It 
is  only  into  the  hands  of  death  that  nature 
will  render  up  her  secrets.” 

I  was  scared,  and  would  have  been  glad  to 
back  out ;  but  as  Adrien  had  gone  in  without 
waiting  for  my  answer,  I  was  fain  to  follow. 
I  entered,  then,  pale  with  emotion,  and  saw 
stretched  on  a  great  oaken  table  a  body — the 
body  of  a  young  man — the  arms  close  against 
the  sides,  head  back,  and  eyes  staring,  mo¬ 
tionless  as  a  clod. 

He  had  a  fine  forehead.  On  his  left  side  a 
deep  wound  had  pierced  the  breast.  But  what 
most  impressed  me  was  neither  the  sight  of  the 
wound  nor  the  sombre  grimness  of  the  head — it 
was  the  motionless  stillness.  “  So  this  is  man ! 
said  I  to  myself;  “inertia — eternal  rest!”  I 
was  still  benumbed  by  the  crushing  weight  of 
this  feeling  when  Seltsam,  laying  the  edge  of 
his  scalpel  on  the  inert  body,  said  to  me : 

“All  this  was  alive:  all  this  will  come  to 
life  again.  Thousands  of  existences,  the  bond- 
slaves  of  a  single  force,  are  ready  to  regain  their 
freedom.  All  that  has  ceased  to  exist  in  this 
body  is  the  power  of  command,  the  authority 
which  imposed  upon  all  these  individual  lives 
a  single  direction — the  will!  This  power  lay 
here.” 

And  he  struck  the  head,  which  gave  back  a 
dull  thud  like  a  block  of  wood. 

I  was  chilled  with  horror,  yet  Seltsam’s 
words  somewhat  reassured  me.  “So  we  are 
not  to  believe  that  every  thing  is  annihilated  ?” 
cried  I.  “  So  much  the  better.  I  had  rather 
live  in  detail  than  not  live  at  all.” 

“Yes,”  cried  Seltsam,  who  seemed  to  read 
on  my  forehead  the  thoughts  which  were  pass¬ 
ing  within — “yes!  man  is  immortal  in  detail 
— each  molecule  composing  him  is  imperisha¬ 
ble  ;  they  all  live !  but  their  life,  their  suffer¬ 
ings,  are  transmitted  to  the  soul  which  rules 
them,  consults  their  needs,  and  imposes  on 
them  its  will.  Men  have  sought  for  the  type 
of  the  most  perfect  government,  and  have 
claimed  to  find  it  in  a  bee-hive  or  an  ant-hill. 
This  ideal  model  is  here  !”  and  he  plunged  his 
scalpel  into  the  body  and  opened  it  complete¬ 
ly.  I  drew  back  with  horror ;  but  he,  not  even' 
appearing  to  notice  my  movement,  went  on, 
calmly : 

“First  let  us  see  the  means  of  action  and 
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transmission  employed  by  the  soul.  You  see 
these  thousands  of  white  fibres  branching  over 
the  whole  body ;  these  arc  the  nerves,  the  high¬ 
roads  of  this  vast  country  where  lightning-like 
couriers  are  ever  hurrying  up  and  down,  carry¬ 
ing  to  the  extremities  the  orders  of  the  central 
molecule,  or  warning  the  latter  of  the  wants 
and  dangers  which  affect  or  threaten  its  count¬ 
less  subjects.  Then  every  thing  stirs,  is  agi¬ 
tated,  and  gets  on — every  thing  tends  to  the 
end  assigned  it  by  the  soul.  Yet  each  mole¬ 
cule  has  its  oivn  task  and  its  own  nature.  Thus, 
Theodore,  look  at  the  organs  of  respiration — 
the  lungs  ;  here,  again,  are  those  of  the  circu¬ 
lation  of  the  blood — tlie  heart,  veins,  and  ar¬ 
teries  ;  and  here  are  those  of  digestion  —  the 
stomach  and  intestines.  Well,  you  are  not  to 
fancy  that  they  are  composed  of  the  same  ele¬ 
ments,  the  same  beings.  No  ;  when  decompo¬ 
sition  takes  place  the  lungs  produce  the  kind 
of  insects  called  dottves,  which  fasten  them¬ 
selves  like  leeches  by  their  pores ;  their  body 
is  long  and  thread-shaped.  The  intestines 
produce  lomhrics,  formed  of  fleshy  rings  ;  these 
are  cylindrical,  pink,  and  tapered  olf  at  the  ex¬ 
tremities,  without  any  resemblance  to  the  domes. 
The  heart  produces  hematodic  fungi,  a  sort  of 
little  corrosive  mushrooms ;  and  so  on  of  each 
organ. 

“The  living  man  is  a  whole  universe  sub- 
j^ect  to  one  ivill!  Know,  too,  that  each  one  of 
these  infinitesimals  has  its  immortal  soul.  The 
Supreme  Being  gives  no  monopoly  in  immor¬ 
tality  ;  for  every  thing,  from  the  atom  to  the 
immeasurable  whole  of  space,  is  subject  to  ab¬ 
solute  justice ;  no  molecule  is  ever  out  of  the 
place  its  merit  assigns  it,  and  this  alone  ex¬ 
plains  the  admirable  order  of  the  universe. 
Just  as  man,  a  particle  of  humanity,  obeys  God 
enforcedly,  so  the  molecule  acts  according  to 
the  will  of  the  living  man.  Now  do  you  un¬ 
derstand,  Theodore,  the  infinite  power  of  this 
great  being,  whose  will  acts  on  us  as  our  soul 
acts  on  our  flesh  and  blood?  Nature,  whole 
and  entire,  is  God’s  flesh  and  blood.  He  suffers 
by  her,  lives  by  her,  thinks  by  her,  acts  by  her ; 
each  one  of  her  atoms  is  imperishable,  for  God 
can  not  perish  in  a  single  one  of  his  atoms.” 

“  But  where,  pray,  is  liberty  ?”  cried  I.  “If 
I  am  a  subject  molecule,  how  am  I  responsible 
for  my  actions  ?” 

“  Liberty  remains  intact,”  said  Seltsam,  “for 
the  molecule  of  my  flesh  may  revolt  against  my 
wdiole  being,  and  that  is  just  what  actually  hap¬ 
pens  ;  but  then  it  perishes,  and  my  organism 
eliminates  it.  It  has  been  free ;  it  has  borne 
the  consequences  of  its  action.  I,  too,  am 
free  :  I  can  revolt  against  the  laws  of  God  ;  I 
can  abuse  my  power  over  the  existences  which 
compose  me,  and  by  that  very  act  bring  on  my 
dissolution.  The  molecules  become  independ¬ 
ent  again,  and  my  soul  loses  its  power.  When 
w'e  have  shown  that  we  suffer  from  our  own 
faults,  is  it  not  clear  that  w'e  are  responsible 
for  them,  and  consequently  free  ?” 

I  had  nothing  more  to  answer,  and  we  sat 


there  looking  at  each  other  as  if  each  would 
read  the  other’s  very  soul. 

“My  dear  Seltsam,”  said  I  at  last,  “  all  this 
appears  very  logical  and  fine  in  theory ;  but  I 
don’t  understand  how  it  all  bears  on  your  globe, 
my  aunt’s  illness,  and  the  music  you  just  got 
me  to  play  for  you.” 

“Nothing  simpler,”  said  he,  smiling.  “You 
can’t  but  know  that  the  vibration  of  sounds  im¬ 
presses  on  sand  spread  over  a  drum-head  rapid 
movements,  and  causes  it  to  describe  geomet¬ 
rical  figures  of  wonderful  regularity — ” 

“Certainly;  but — ” 

“But  hear  me  out!”  cried  he,  impatiently. 

“  Sound  acts  in  the  same  way  on  the  molecules 
of  a  fluid,  resulting  in  infinite  combinations — 
with  this  difference,  however,  that  these  mole¬ 
cules  being  movable,  the  figures  resulting  ai'e 
animate  beings ;  this  is  what  physicists  call 
equivocal  creation.  Now  sounds,  acting  on  the 
nervous  system,  produce  an  electric  discharge, 
which  in  turn  acts  on  the  fluids  inclosed  in  our 
bodies,  from  which  spring  thousands  and  thou¬ 
sands  of  insects,  which  attack  the  organism  and 
produce  a  crowd  of  ailments,  such  as  singing 
in  the  ears,  deafness,  dim  sight,  epilepsy,  cata¬ 
lepsy,  idiocy,  nightmare,  convulsions,  St.  Vi¬ 
tus’s  dance,  nervous  colic,  sore  throat,  palpita¬ 
tions;  and  in  general  that  infinitude  of  ail¬ 
ments  to  which  women  devoted  to  music  are 
peculiarly  subject,  and  whose  nature  has  till 
now  remained  unknown.  In  fact,  the  insects 
I  have  mentioned,  viz.  :  myriapods,  six-footed 
and  wingless ;  thysanuroe,  which  have  their 
abdomen  fringed  at  the  side  with  false  paws ; 
parasites,  with  smooth  eyes  and  mouth  formed 
like  a  sucker ;  coleopterm,  wdth  very  strong 
javrs ;  lepidopterce,  wdth  two  threads  rolled  in 
a  spiral  for  a  tongue ;  neuropterce,  hymenopiterce, 
ripiphorce — all  these  myriads  of  devouring  creat¬ 
ures  are  dispersed  through  the  interior  of  our 
bodies,  as  in  an  old  honey-combed  bit  of  furni¬ 
ture  ;  they  dig  in  wdth  their  pincers,  their  nails, 
their  bills,  their  rasps,  their  snouts,  and  pull 
you  to  pieces  from  top  to  bottom.  ’Tis  just 
the  same  story  as  that  of  the  Roman  people, 
enervated  by  Asiatic  luxury,  while  the  bar¬ 
barians  devour  it  without  resistance.” 

Seltsam’s  description  made  my  very  hair 
stand  on  end.  “And  so  you  think,”  cried  I, 
“that  music  is  the  cause  of  these  disasters?” 

“Incontestably.  You  have  only  to  watch 
women  long  in  the  habit  of  playing  on  the  or¬ 
gan,  the  piano,  or  the  harp,  to  be  convinced  of 
it.  Your  unfortunate  aunt  is  threatened  with 
speedy  destruction ;  I  know  but  one  way  of  pre¬ 
venting  it.” 

“What  way,  Seltsam?  Though  her  pre¬ 
sumptive  heir,  I  can  not  in  conscience  but  dp 
all  I  can  to  save  her.” 

“Yes,”  replied  he,  “I  recognize  your  usual 
delicacy.  It  is  affection  and  not  interest  which 
guides  you.  But  it  is  late,  Theodore ;  I  just 
heard  it  strike  twelve.  Come  back  to-morrow 
at  ten  in  the  evening,  when  I  shall  have  ready 
the  only  means  of  saving  Madame  Annah.  I 
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wish  3'ou  to  owe  her  cure  to  me.  It  will  be 
radical,  on  my  academic  honor!” 

“No  doubt;  no  doubt.  But  couldn’t  you 
teU  me — ” 

“What  use  would  it  be?  To-morrow  you 
shall  know  all.  I  can  hardly  keep  awake.” 

We  crossed  the  court-yard,  and  he  opened  the 
porte  cochere  on  the  Bergstrasse ;  we  pressed 
each  other’s  hands  as  we  said  good-evening,  and 
I  got  back  to  my  room,  plunged  in  the  most 
dismal  reflections. 

II. 

I  did  not  sleep  a  wink  the  whole  night  for 
puzzling  how  Seltsam  would  manage  to  free 
my  respectable  aunt  Wunderlich  of  her  ascar- 
ides.  All  next  day  I  w'as  tormented  with  the 
same  idea.  I  went  hither  and  thither,  ques¬ 
tioning  myself  aloud,  and  people  in  the  street 
turned  round  to  watch  me,  so  marked  was  my 
agitation.  Passing  before  the  shop  of  the  drug¬ 
gist  Kouiam,  I  stopped  over  an  hour  reading 
the  endless  labels  of  his  vials  and  jars  —  asa- 
fcetida,  arsenic,  chlorine,  potassium,  Chiron’s 
balm,  Capuchin’s  remedy,  Madame  Stefen’s 
remedy,  Eioraventi’s  ditto,  etc.,  etc. 

“Heavens!”  thought  I,  “what  a  clever  fel¬ 
low  it  must  need  to  light  on  just  the  vial  to 
cure  us,  without  eliminating  the  central  mole¬ 
cule  !  What  courage  it  must  require  to  deal 
with  asafoetida,  or  Capuchin’s  remedy,  or  Eio¬ 
raventi’s,  when  a  simple  bit  of  bread  or  meat  so 
often  causes  us  an  indigestion !  ” 

That  evening,  supping  tete-a-tete  with  my 
excellent  aunt,  I  watched  her  with  an  eye  of 
compassion. 

“Alas !”  thought  I.  “  What  would  j'ou  sa}^ 
poor  Annah  Wunderlich,  if  you  knew  that  mill¬ 
ions  of  ferocious  microscopic  creatures  are  bent 
on  your  ruin,  while  you  are  quietly  taking  your 
cup  of  tea?” 

“Why  do  you  look  so  at  me,  Theodore?” 
asked  she,  uneasily. 

“Oh!  nothing — nothing — ” 

“Yes,  but  I  see  that  you  don’t  think  me 
looking  well  to-day.  I  look  ill,  don’t  I  ?” 

“Why,  yes,  you  are  rather  pale.  I  would 
wager  that  you  have  received  a  lot  more  mu¬ 
sic?” 

“Wliy,  certainly;  yesterday  I  received  the 
opera  ‘The  Great  Darius’ — a  sublime  work! 
a — ” 

“  I  thought  so.  You  have  been  all  night 
drumming  on  the  piano,  striking  attitudes,  go¬ 
ing  into  ecstasies,  crying  out,  ‘  Ah  !  oh !  per¬ 
fect!  wonderful!  divine!”’ 

She  turned  crimson.  . 

“What  does  this  mean.  Sir?  Haven’t  I  the 
right — ” 

“Oh!  I  don’t  dispute  it;  but  it’s  ridicu¬ 
lous.  You  are  ruining  your  nervous  system ; 
you — ” 

“My  nervous  system!  You  are  going 
cracked  yourself;  you  don’t  know  what  you 
are  talking  about !  ” 

“Eor  Heaven’s  sake,  be  calm,  aunt!  An¬ 


ger  causes  electric  discharge,  which  in  turn 
produces  insects  by  myriads — ” 

“  Insects !  ”  cried  she,  starting  up  as  if  moved 
by  a  spring.  “  Insects !  have  you  ever  seen 
insects  about  me,  you  wretch  ?  What,  do 
you  dare —  Why,  it’s  outrageous!  Insects! 
Louise!  Kate!  Leave  the  house.  Sir !” 

“But,  aunt — ” 

‘ ‘  Go,  Sir !  Go !  I  disinherit  you !  ” 

She  screamed  —  stammered — her  cap  got 
pushed  awry :  it  was  a  frightful  job. 

“Come,  come!”  cried  I,  getting  up,  “don’t 
let’s  get  vexed.  Why,  the  deuce  !  aunt,  I  am 
not  talking  about  the  insects  you  think ;  I 
am  talking  about  myriapods,  ihysanura,  coleop- 
terce,  lepidopteroe,  parasites — the  whole  count¬ 
less  crowd  of  little  monsters  which  have  taken 
up  their  quarters  with  you  to  devour  you!” 

At  these  words  Aunt  Wunderlich  fell  back 
in  her  chair,  arms  dangling,  head  fallen  for¬ 
ward,  and  face  so  pale  that  the  rouge  on  her 
cheeks  looked  like  blood  spots. 

I  made  but  one  bound  from  our  house  to 
Seltsam’s  hotel.  As  I  rushed  in  I  must  have 
been  pale  as  death. 

“My  dear  fellow!  There’s  a  crisis — ” 

But  I  stopped  in  amazement.  Seltsam  had 
got  together  a  numerous  company.  There  were, 
first,  the  Conservator  of  the  Archteological  Mu¬ 
seum,  Daniel  Bremer,  with  his  big  powdered 
wig  and  maroon-colored  coat,  full  face,  and  frog¬ 
gy  eyes  ;  he  had  in  his  mouth  a  sort  of  mam¬ 
moth  bagpipe,  whose  use  he  seemed  to  be  ex¬ 
plaining  to  the  others.  Then  the  orchestral  lead¬ 
er,  Christian  Hoifer,  with  an  opera  hat,  crum¬ 
pled  up  in  a  big  chair,  with  his  long  legs  stretch¬ 
ed  in  distant  perspective  under  the  table ;  he 
was  playing  with  his  bony  fingers  on  the  keys 
of  another  queer  instrument  of  tubular  shape, 
and  did  not  even  look  up  at  me  when  the  door 
opened,  so  absorbed  was  he  in  his  studies. 
Kasper  Marbach,  anatomical  lecturer  at  St. 
Catherine’s  Hospital,  and  Eebstock,  Dean  of 
the  Eaculty  of  Belles-Lettres,  both  in  black  coat 
and  white  cravat,  were  also  there,  one  armed 
with  an  immense  bronze  waiter,  the  other  gird¬ 
ed  with  a  sort  of  wild  Indian  drum  of  wood  and 
buckskin. 

These  sober  people,  seated  about  the  can¬ 
delabra,  with  cheeks  puflPed  out,  stick  raised, 
and  meditative  faces,  made  so  droll  an  impres¬ 
sion  on  me  that  I  stopped  short  on  the  thresh¬ 
old,  neck  out  and  mouth  open,  like  one  in  a 
dream.  Seltsam  coolly  pushed  me  a  chair,  and 
the  conservator  went  on  with  his  explanations. 

“This,  gentlemen,”  said  he,  “is  the  famous 
husca-tihia  of  the  Swiss.  Its  terrible  sounds  re¬ 
verberate  with  prolonged  majesty  among  the 
echoes,  and  rise  above  the  crash  of  the  torrents. 
If  Counselor  Theodore  will  be  so  good  as  to 
take  it,  I  don’t  doubt  he  will  get  a  superb  effect 
out  of  it ;”  and  solemnly  handing  me  the  horn, 
and  turning  to  Kasper  Marbach, 

“  Your  drum.  Sir,  is  the  most  admirable  thing 
of  the  kind  which  we  have,  the  karabo  of  the 
Egyptians  and  Abyssinians.  The  jugglers  use 
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it  as  dancing  music  for  the  bayaderes  and  the 
serpents.  ” 

“  Is  that  the  way  ?”  said  Marbach,  thumping 
away  alternately  right  and  left. 

“Very  well,  very  well  indeed!  You  will 
get  on ;  and  as  for  the  dean,  he  will  only  have 
to  give  a  rap  from  moment  to  moment  on  his 
gong,  the  famous  tomtom,  whose  dismal  sounds 
resemble  the  toll  of  the  great  bell  in  our  cathe¬ 
dral.  It  will  have  a  colossal  elFect,  especially 
in  the  silence  of  the  night.  You  all  understand, 
gentlemen  ?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Then  we  can  set  off.” 

“  One  moment,”  said  the  doctor  ;  “we  must 
inform  Theodore  of  our  plan.”  Then,  turning 
ing  to  me, 

“  My  dear  friend,  your  respectable  aunt’s  ail¬ 
ment  demands  an  heroic  remedy.  After  long 
reflection  I  have  been  struck  with  a  brilliant 
idea.  What  is  her  trouble  ?  A  relaxation  of 
the  nervous  system,  the  debility  resulting  from 
the  abuse  of  music.  Well,  what  shall  we  do 
in  such  cases  ?  The  most  rational  way  is  to 
combine  in  the  same  treatment  Hippocrates’s 
principle,  contraria  contrariis  curantur,  and  that 
of  our  immortal  Hahnemann,  similia  similihus 
curantur.  What  can  he  more  contrary  to  the 
tame  and  sentimental  music  of  our  operas  than 
the  wild  music  of  the  Hebrews,  the  Caribs,  and 
the  Ahyssinians  ?  Nothing.  So  I  borrow 
their  instruments,  play  your  respectable  aunt  a 
Hottentot  air,  and  the  principle  contraria  con¬ 
trariis  is  satisfied.  On  the  other  hand,  what,  is 
more  like  music  than  music?  Evidently  no¬ 
thing.  So  the  principle  similia  similibus  is  also 
satisfied.”  This  idea  seemed  to  mo  sublime. 

“Seltsam  !”  I  cried  ;  “you  are  a  man  of  gen¬ 
ius  !  Hippocrates  summed  up  the  thesis,  and 
Hahnemann  the  antithesis  of  medicine,  but  you 
have  just  created  the  synthesis.  It  is  a  mag¬ 
nificent  discovery !” 

“I  know  that,”  said  he;  “but  hear  me 
through.  I  have  consequently  called  in  the 
Conservator  of  the  Archseological  Museum,  who 
not  only  consents  to  lend  us  the  tomtom,  the 
husca-tibia,  and  the  karabo  from  his  collection, 
but  is  also  kind  enough  to  help  us  by  playing 
on  the  fife,  which  will  fill  out  our  little  impro¬ 
vised  music  party  very  happily.  ” 

I  made  a  low  bow  to  the  conservator,  and 
begged  to  express  my  gratitude.  He  appeared 
touched  at  this,  and  said  : 

“My  dear  counselor,  I  am  happy  to  be  of 
service  to  yourself  as  well  as  to  your  respecta¬ 
ble  aunt  Annah  Wunderlich,  whose  many  vir¬ 
tues  are  clouded  by  this  unlucky  exaggeration 
of  musical  indulgence,  and  the  abuse  of  stringed 
instruments.  If  we  can  only  succeed  in  bring¬ 
ing  her  back  to  the  simple  tastes  of  our  fathers !  ” 

“Yes,  if  we  could  only  succeed!”  cried  I. 

“Come  on,  gentlemen,”  cried  Seltsam; 
“come  on!” 

We  all  marched  down  the  large  staircase.  It 
was  striking  eleven,  and  the  night  was  dark 
and  starless,  while  the  street  lanterns  swung, 
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and  the  weather-cocks  creaked  in  the  frequent 
gusts  of  wind.  We  crept  along  the  walls  like 
evil-doers,  each  holding  his  instrument  of  mu¬ 
sic  concealed  about  him. 

At  my  aunt’s  door,  I  slipped  the  key  softly 
into  the  lock,  and  Seltsam  having  lit  a  bit  of 
candle,  we  quietly  entered  the  vestibule,  where 
each  one  took  position  before  the  bedroom  door, 
and,  with  his  instrument  at  his  lips,  awaited  the 
signal.  All  this  had  been  so  discreetly  man¬ 
aged  that  nothing  in  the  house  had  stirred. 
Seltsam  even  softly  opened  the  door  a  crack, 
and  then,'  raising  his  voice,  cried,  “  Go  ahead !” 

.  And  I  pulfed  at  my  bull’s  horn,  while  tom¬ 
tom,  fife,  and  karabo  did  their  best  to  aid  the 
din. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  elfect 
of  this  wild  music — you  would  have  thought 
the  roof  was  coming  down.  We  heard  a  cry 
from  within ;  but,  far  from  stopping,  we  were 
seized  with  a  sort  of  madness ;  the  big  drum 
and  tomtom  broke  out  afresh,  till  I  couldn’t 
even  hear  my  own  horn,  whose  blasts  generally 
rise  above  the  crash  of  the  thrmder-bolt ;  hut 
the  tomtom  was  the  stronger;  its  slow  and  dis¬ 
mal  vibrations  awakened  in  us  a  feeling  of  in¬ 
expressible  terror,  as  at  the  approach  of  a  feast 
of  cannibals,  where  one  should  have  to  figure  as 
roast  sirloin.  Our  hair  stood  up  on  our  heads 
like  wands :  the  last  trump,  when  it  sounds  the 
reveille  of  the  dead,  will  scarcely  have  an  effect 
more  terrible. 

Twenty  times  had  Seltsam  cried  to  us  to  stop ; 
but  we  were  deaf,  possessed  with  a  sort  of  de¬ 
moniac  frenzy.  At  last,  panting,  exhausted, 
and’ scarce  able  to  stand,  so  used  up  were  we, 
we  were  fain  to  stop  our  frightful  racket.  Then 
Seltsam,  with  raised  finger,  said  : 

“Silence!  listen!” 

But  we  could  not  hear  the  slightest  sound 
for  the  humming  in  our  ears.  In  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  the  doctor,  uneasy,  pushed  open  the 
door,  and  went  in  to  see  the  effect  of  his  rem¬ 
edy.  We  waited  impatiently,  but  he  did  not 
come  back  ;  and  I  was  on  the  point  of  entering 
myself,  when  he  came  out,  pale  as  death,  and 
with  a  strange  look. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  he,  “let’s  be  off!” 

“But  what  is  the  result  of  the  experiment, 
Seltsam  ?” 

I  was  holding  his  arm.  He  turned  round 
abruptly  and  answered,  “  Well,  she’s  dead!” 

“Dead  !”  cried  I,  starting  back. 

“  Yes,  the  electrical  commotion  was  too  vio¬ 
lent  ;  it  destroyed  the  ascarides,  but  it  unluck¬ 
ily  crushed  the  central  molecule.  However, 
that  proves  nothing  against  my  theory.  Your 
aunt  died  euredV’  And  he  left  the  house. 

We  followed,  pale  with  terror.  Once  out¬ 
side,  we  scattered,  some  right,  some  left,  with¬ 
out  a  word.  We  were  appalled  at  the  upshot 
of  our  adventure.  The  next  day  the  whole 
town  heard  that  Madame  Annah  Wunderlich 
had  died  suddenly.  The  neighbors  asserted 
that  they  had  heard  strange,  terrible,  and  un¬ 
usual  noises ;  but,  as  it  had  Iteen  an  unusually 
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stormy  night,  the  police  made  no  investigation. 
Besides,  the  doctor  called  to  testify  to  the  death 
declared  that  Madame  Annah  died  of  an  attack 
of  apoplexy,  playing  the  final  duo  of  the  “  Great 
Darius they  had  found  her  seated  in  an  arm¬ 
chair  before  her  piano. 

About  six  months  after  Dr.  Seltsam  published 
a  work  on  the  treatment  of  helminthm  (intestinal 
worms)  by  music,  which  had  incredible  success. 
Prince  Hatto  de  Schlittenhof  sent  him  the  grand 
cross  of  the  Black  Vulture,  and  her  Highness 
the  reigning  Duchess  deigned  to  compliment 
him  in  person.  They  even  talk  of  choosing 
him  President  of  the  Scientific  Association. 

As  for  me,  I  shall  reproach  myself  my  life 


long  with  having  been  instrumental  in  my  dear 
aunt’s  death,  by  blowing  for  a  whole  quarter  of 
an  hour  into  that  abominable  husca-tibia,  which 
may  Heaven  confound  I  True,  I  had  no  notion 
of  harming  her ;  on  the  contrary,  I  hoped  to 
free  her  of  her  ascarides,  and  give  her  many 
more  years  of  life ;  but  she  died  of  it,  for  all 
that,  worthy  woman,  and  I  shall  never  get 
over  it. 

Heaven  is  my  witness  that  the  notion  of 
smashing  the  central  molecule  never  entered 
my  head.  Alas !  I  confess,  to  my  shame,  I 
should  have  laughed  in  any  one’s  face  who  had 
come  to  me  with  the  idea  that  you  could  kill 
even  a  fly  with  a  tune. 
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I.— A  WEEK  AT  NANTES. 

E  passed  out  of  the  Mont  Parnasse  sta¬ 
tion,  Paris,  promptly  at  half  past  nine  in 
the  evening,  and  as  promptly,  at  six  the  next 
morning,  we  glided  into  Nantes,  the  ancient 
capital  of  ducal  Brittany.  In  eight  hours  and 
a  half  we  had  traversed  France  from  the  me¬ 
tropolis  nearly  to  where  the  shores  of  Biscay 
form  the  western  boundary  of  the  empire ; 
and,  leaving  in  the  evening  the  splendid  centre 
of  the  latest  civilization,  we  awoke  amidst  a 
primitive  people,  whose  ideas  and  habits  were 
in  many  things  those  of  a  by-gone  age.  For¬ 
tunately  the  early  morning  sun  had  awakened 
us  out  of  that  troubled  slumber  which  one 
snatches  as  he  can  when  traveling  by  rail ; 
and  during  the  last  two  hours  of  our  journey 
we  were  able  to  enjoy  to  the  fullest  the  singu¬ 
lar  landscape  of  the  lower  Loire. 

The  Loire,  rising  in  the  east  of  France,  and 
holding  an  erratic  course  through  its  centre, 
becomes,  near  Nantes,  a  broad,  deep,  and  swift¬ 
ly  flowing  stream,  bordered  by  meadowy  banks, 
and  holding  in  its  bosom  a  multitude  of  fertile 
little  islands.  The  railway  runs  along  its  north¬ 
ern  bank,  following  closely  the  windings  of  the 
river.  From  the  carriage  window  the  eye 
stretches  over  the  lovely  islands  which  are  al¬ 
most  crowded  as  they  lie  in  the  stream,  so  nu¬ 
merous  are  they,  and  beyond  them  were  beau¬ 
tiful  meadows,  with  their  quaint  villages  and 
plenteous  crops,  until  the  sight  is  bounded  by  a 
range  of  lofty,  and  here  and  there  craggy  hills, 
whose  summits  are  now  thick  with  chestnut  and 
oak  forests,  now  crowned  by  an  ancient  Breton 
chateau,  and  now  bearing  upon  their  sides  a  cu¬ 
rious,  sleepy  village,  and  on  the  very  summit  a 
stately  old  church,  in  singular  contrast  with  its 
flock  of  lowly  huts.  In  the  Loire  itself  the 
busy  world  of  raftsmen  and  flshermen,  of  little 
steamers  and  pleasure  yachts,  was  already  astir ; 
and  we  were  amused  to  note,  among  the  for¬ 
mer,  how  primitive  and  old-fashioned  was  their 
modus  operandi ;  how  the  rafts  were  still  navi¬ 
gated  by  long  poles  planted  in  the  river’s  bot¬ 
tom,  and  the  sails  were  those  of  the  Middle 
Ages ;  and  with  what  patient,  snail-hke  plod¬ 


ding  each  man  did  his  allotted  work.  After¬ 
ward  it  occurred  to  us  that  this  first  glimpse  of 
Breton  river-life  was  a  hint  of  the  condition  of 
that  province  in  all  respects — material,  intel¬ 
lectual,  social,  and  religious  ;  for  we  discovered 
that  in  all  things  these  Bretons  were  slow  and 
patient ;  that  they  clung  to  old  customs,  appli¬ 
ances,  and  thoughts,  and  hated  the  new  civili¬ 
zation  as  an  impudent  intruder ;  that  here,  of 
all  sections  of  France,  the  old  religion  held  the 
least  disputed  sway ;  that  education  was  back¬ 
ward,  learning  rare ;  that  the  stiff  and  cere¬ 
monious  social  life  which,  otherwhere,  revolu¬ 
tions  had  subdued,  here  remained  stagnant, 
and  gave  the  key-note  of  communication  be¬ 
tween  man  and  man. 

The  first  view  of  Nantes,  as  we  emerged 
from  the  station,  and  were  for  once  pleasantly 
disappointed  in  not  being  forced  to  pass  through 
a  pandemonium  of  importunate  cockers,  was 
striking  indeed.  The  station  stands  at  one  end 
of  the  town,  upon  a  slight  eminence  ;  and  from 
its  porch  our  view  to  its  further  limits  was  al¬ 
most  uninterrupted.  There  lay,  just  awaken¬ 
ing  to  its  daily  labor,  the  quaint  and  fine  old 
city  of  another  age,  only  just  modernized  enough 
to  keep  life  in  it. 

Just  below  us  the  river  wound  in  an  abrupt 
turn,  passing  on  through  the  midst  of  the  town, 
and  flowing  rapidly — perhaps  merrily,  as  if  not 
suspecting  its  defilement  by  the  crowded  city — 
perhaps  desperately,  as  if  conscious  that  it  must 
“flow  on  forever,”  defiled  or  not;  and  now,  as 
it  disappeared  among  the  houses,  dividing  into 
many  separate  streams,  and  forming  as  many 
crowded  and  thickly  built  islands,  straight  be 
fore  us,  its  foundation  below  the  level  of  the 
street,  stood  the  ancient  castle-palace  of  the 
sovereign  dukes  of  Brittany,  repaired  here  and 
there  for  present  garrison  service,  but  wearing 
the  gloomy  and  mouldy  look  of  extreme  age ; 
while  just  beyond,  on  the  summit  of  a  hill  over¬ 
looking  the  castle,  stood  the  square-towered 
cathedral,  “built,”  the  guide-book  told  us, 
“in  the  twelfth  century,”  and  now  showing  in¬ 
dications  of  the  revolutionary  desecration  which 
the  venerable  pile  had  suffered  more  than  once. 
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A  rickety  old  city  it  was,  too,  as  we  gazed  on 
it  from  the  station  portico.  Houses  were  lean¬ 
ing  over  against  each  other,  or  jutting  threat¬ 
eningly  over  the  narrow  streets  in  a  most  lu¬ 
dicrously  drunken  fashion;  some  were  sunk 
below  the  street,  and  seemed  about  to  topple 
into  the  waters  of  the  Loire ;  others  sought 
each  other’s  mutual  support,  and  seemed  to 
have  made  an  eternal  contract  on  the  principle 
of  “united  we  stand,  but  divided  we  fall.” 
Further  down,  where  the  Loire,  passing  the 
populated  islands,  remingled  its  waters  into 
one  wide  sweeping  stream,  lay  the  shipping — 
small  vessels  mostly,  engaged  in  the  coasting 
trade,  and  now  moored  to  the  fine  long  quays  ; 
to  build  which  the  Nantais  were  forced  to  give 
up — and  not  without  much  conservative  grum¬ 
bling  about  “  these  terrible  times” — their  favor¬ 
ite  shady  promenade  at  the  river’s  side.  The 
whole  place  looked  so  temptingly  odd,  so  re¬ 
freshingly  unique,  that  we  declined  the  serv¬ 
ices  of  the  neat  little  round  omnibus  which 
stood  ready  to  accommodate  passengers,  and 
made  up  our  minds  to  walk  to  the  hotel.  My 
companion  fortunately  knew  the  “  ins  and  outs” 
of  the  town,  having  been  there  before,  and  prom¬ 
ised  to  lead  me  through  its  most  interesting 
parts. . 

It  was  Saturday ;  and,  for  one  reason,  we 
could  not  have  hit  upon  a  better  day  and  hour 
to  reach  Nantes.  It  was  the  great  weekly 
market-day,  when  the  peasants  and  bonnes  from 
all  the  surrounding  neighborhood  came  in  with 
their  various  stock,  and  the  fishermen  reaped 
the  reward  of  their  last  few  days’  patient,  mo¬ 
notonous  toil.  It  was  just  the  time,  my  friend 
said,  to  see  them  coming  in,  and  to  visit  the 
central  “halle.”  We  passed  down  the  hill 
from  the  station,  took  our  course  along  the 
street  which  passed  just  below  the  high  castle 
walls,  and  which  bordered  the  river,  where  the 
small  tradesmen  had  already  begun  to  let  the 
light  of  morning  in  upon  their  wares,  and  to 
prepare  for  the  bartering  of  the  day.  Finally 
we  came  to  a  large,  open,  paved  square,  one 
side  of  which  was  open  toward  the  quays  and 
the  river,  and  the  other  three  inclosed  by  tall, 
ancient  buildings,  so  fantastically  decorated 
with  faijades  and  window-carvings  that  they 
must  once  have  been  the  homes  of  the  great, 
but  which  were  now  occupied,  in  etages,  by 
merchants  in  the  low^,  and  tradespeople  and 
working -people  in  the  upper  stories.  The 
square,  called  the  “Place  du  Marche,”  pre¬ 
sented  a  most  animated,  and  even  to  the  trav¬ 
eler  wearied  with  sight-seeing,  a  most  inter¬ 
esting  scene  ;  for  the  market  was  already  open, 
and  the  farmers — of  whom  there  were  far  more 
women  and  stout,  hearty  girls  than  of  the 
sterner  sex — were  arriving,  with  their  odd-look- 
ing  wagons  of  every  shape,  size,  and  beast  of 
burden,  filled  to  the  top  with  fruits  and  vege¬ 
tables.  There  were  booths  made  of  wood, 
some  W'ith  canvas,  others  with  wooden  roofs, 
open  on  every  side,  and  supplied  with  stalls 
fitted  to  receive  the  various  produce ;  while  the 


poorer  market  -  people — those  who  could  not 
afford  the  tax  for  the  luxury  of  a  booth — were 
fain  to  content  themselves  with  a  rude  table 
surmounted  by  a  huge  cotton  umbrella,  or  even 
to  spread  a  cloth  upon  the  pavement,  depos¬ 
it  their  wares  thereon,  and  deliberately  squat 
down  on  the  ground  beside  it.  It  may  not  be 
known  to  all  of  my  readers  that  in  Brittany 
each  village  or  commune  has  its  peculiar  cos¬ 
tume — no  two  having  the  same ;  and  it  is  alsor 
a  matter  of  pride  with  the  rustic  folk  that  their 
distinctive  dress  shall  be  as  unique  and  showy 
as  possible.  The  effect  of  this  lively  market 
scene,  therefore,  was  vastly  enhanced  by  tha 
great  variety  of  color  and  form  in  the  coifs  and 
shawls,  the  shoes  and  skirts  of  the  women — 
these  having  come  from  some  dozen  or  twenty- 
villages  within  a  range  of  fifteen  miles  around 
Nantes.  There  was,  indeed,  little  difference 
in  the  dress  of  the  men — the  empire  of  dress 
being  conceded,  in  that  primitive  district,  as 
all  the  world  over,  to  woman ;  it  w-as  upon  the 
persons  of  the  bonnes  that  you  observed  more 
especially  the  peculiarities  of  the  costumes. 
The  coifs,  or  head -caps,  were  the  most  no¬ 
ticeable  feature  of  the  women’s  attire  ;  and,  al¬ 
though  neatness  is  by  no  means  a  Breton  trait, 
the  Breton  women  are  not  only  very  proud  of 
the  starch  cleanliness  and  fineness  of  their  cofs, 
but  will  often  purchase  one — so  as  to  outdo 
their  neighbors — with  the  earnings  of  a  month’s 
hard  drudgery.  And  here,  on  the  market 
square,  was  a  perfect  sea  of  these  dazzling 
white  coifs ;  some  flat  and  broad  at  the  back, 
some  long  and  tunnel-like,  extending  parallel 
behind  the  head,  some  perpendicular  and  rising 
high  above  the  forehead,  some  resembling  the 
familiar  cap  of  the  Venetian  doges,  some  more 
simple,  fitting  close  to  the  skull  and  adorned  by 
long,  fanciful  strings  reaching  to  the  waist. 
Their  dresses  had  the  peculiarity  of  extending 
from  the  arms,  without  tapering  in  the  least, 
to  the  middle,  being  as  large  below  as  above ; 
and  they  all  wore  little  shawls  fastened  in  front, 
and  as  various  in  shape,  color,  and  decoration 
as  were  the  localities  from  which  they  came. 
The  men  were  mostly  habited  in  short  jackets, 
with  high,  close  vests,  broad-brimmed  hats, 
leggings,  and  huge  wooden  shoes  called  sabots, 
turning  up  at  the  end,  and  held  to  the  foot  by  a 
single  strap.  But  these  people  themselves, 
their  physiognomies  and  manners,  were  quite 
as  curious  as  their  costumes.  Mostly  rather 
under  medium  height,  they  were  solidly  and 
compactly  built,  their  features  were  hard,  sun¬ 
burnt,  and  positive,  and  their  whole  appear¬ 
ance  that  of  a  stolid,  sturdy,  hard-plodding, 
obstinate,  persevering  peasantry.  Energy  was 
written  upon  every  face,  but  energy  of  an  ig¬ 
norant  and  dogged  sort.  Their  movements 
were  deliberate,  and,  except  that  all  over  the 
square  an  incessant  chattering  was  kept  up, 
there  seemed  to  be  little  in  common  between 
these  rude  Celts  of  the  west  and  what  are  gen¬ 
erally  regarded  as  traits  of  the  French  charac¬ 
ter.  Brittany  was  the  last  of  those  provinces. 
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which  now  compose  the  French  empire,  to 
submit  to  Roman  domination  ;  the  last  to  give 
up  that  Druidical  government  and  worship 
which,  even  to  our  modern  eyes,  had  some¬ 
thing  about  it  imposing  and  grand  in  its  sim¬ 
plicity;  and  the  last  to  receive  that  mixed 
civilization  which  began  to  fructify  in  France 
under  the  Merovingian  kings.  It  will,  prob¬ 
ably,  be  the  last  to  break  away  from  its  super¬ 
stitious  allegiance  to  papal  Rome.  It  is  here, 
therefore,  of  all  France,  that  you  find  the  purest 
remains  of  the  Celtic  race  ;  and  that  the  hardy 
and  stubborn  traits  of  the  Celt,  discoverable 
also  in  Wales  and  the  Scottish  highlands,  are 
still  to  be  found  in  the  ideas  and  manners  of 
the  people.  These  market-people  exhibited  a 
very  marked  contrast  to  the  peasantry  in  other 
parts  of  France.  Sharp  at  a  bargain,  shrewd 
in  judging  physiognomy  and  character,  quick 
to  seize  an  advantage,  wonderfully  clever  in 
the  art  of  bartering,  their  movements  were  yet 
heavy,  their  faces  dull,  and  their  sense  harder 
and  more  positive  than  sparkling  or  versatile. 
When  the  buying  and  selling  began  it  was 
amusing  to  witness  the  haggling  and  beating 
down,  the  fist-shaking  and  screaming,  the  rival¬ 
ry  between  neighboring  vendors,  the  blunt  hu¬ 
mor  and  quaint  retorts,  the  general  hubbub 
and  clamor  which  ensued.  Although  a  primi¬ 
tive  people,  as  far  as  their  backwardness  in  civ¬ 
ilization  and  their  seclusion  from  the  line  of  trav¬ 
el  and  the  centres  of  enterprise  are  concerned, 
they  are,  as  I  had  good  reason  to  know  during 
my  visit,  by  no  means  primitively  honest.  To 
that  obscure  corner  of  the  continent  has  pene¬ 
trated  the  familiar  legend  that  the  pockets  of 
Englishmen  and  Americans  are  exhaustless, 
and  their  “gullibility”  boundless  ;  and  a  single 
glance  of  their  sharp  Breton  eye  is  enough  to 
convince  them  whether  he  who  stands  before 
them  be  or  not  an  Anglo-Saxon  victim,  ready 
for  the  sacrifice.  In  the  market-place  it  was 
easy  to  see  that  the  buying  and  selling  were 
every  where  a  contest,  in  which  the  buyer’s  part 
was  to  beat  down  as  much  as  he  could,  and  the 
seller’s  to  maintain  as  high  a  price  as  he  could  ; 
and  the  whole  art  of  “sharp  trading”  seemed, 
among  this  quaint  folk,  to  have  reached  perfec¬ 
tion.  Many  were  the  shouts  raised  as  we 
passed  among  the  stalls — for  they  recognized 
our  nationality  at  once — calling  on  us  to  look 
at  the  wares,  and  begging  us  to  buy  a  petit 
sou”  worth  of  this  or  that.  Some  followed  us, 
holding  in  somewhat  disagreeable  proximity  to 
our  faces  every  species  of  fruit  and  vegetable, 
from  carrots  and  cabbages  to  melons  and  pears, 
and,  in  tones  that  were  meant  to  be  seducing, 
pretended  to  oifer  them  to  us  at  a  sacrifice. 
Others,  who  had — it  is  impossible  to  conjecture 
how  —  picked  up  a  few  English  words  and 
phrases,  thought  to  win  our  patronage  by  re¬ 
galing  us  with  a  mangled  Breton  version  of  our 
mother-tongue.  “Goot  day-ee,  Sirr;”  “Vill 
yoo  a-erve  zoom — zoomzing — zis  morrnang  ?” 
“I  go  vur  to  show  you  zoomzing  farry  goot !” 
— these  are  but  feeble  specimens  of  some  o.  .he 


sentences  which  assailed  our  ears,  and  afford¬ 
ed  us  amusement.  We  left  the  market,  after 
thoroughly  enjoying  the  scene,  and  passed  up 
the  hilly  Rue  Crebillon — the  principal  thorough¬ 
fare  of  Nantes,  but  as  narrow  and  gloomy-look- 
ing  as  the  Roman  Corso — and,  reaching  the 
top,  found  ourselves  in  the  principal  square  of 
the  city.  It  was  an  oldish,  stately,  musty- 
looking  square,  on  the  very  crest  of  the  hill. 
On  one  side  stood  the  theatre,  built  in  the  Pan¬ 
theon  style,  with  a  row  of  high  columns  sup¬ 
porting  an  ornate  fa9ade,  and  surmounted  by 
statues  of  nine  very  lugubrious  Muses,  each 
one  of  whom  having  paid  the  penalty  for  being 
patiently  graceful  for  centuries  by  having  lost 
some  limb  or  other  part  equally  necessary  to 
the  symmetry  of  the  human  figure.  Two  sides 
of  the  square  were  composed  of  high,  ancient 
buildings,  uniform  in  construction  and  orna¬ 
ment,  the  upper  stories  occupied  by  families 
and  the  lower  by  cafes,  restaurants,  and  billiard 
halls.  On  the  fourth  side  stood  the  grim  and 
gloomy-looking  Hotel  de  France  —  where  we 
were  to  tarry  —  which  has  been  for  centuries 
now  the  best  hotel  of  Nantes,  and  has  the  same 
staid,  stand-still  look  which  both  the  general 
appearance  of  the  old  town  and  the  people 
themselves  present. 

Entering  the  hotel  court,  we  were  almost 
awe-struck  by  the  sphere  of  stately  tranquillity, 
of  venerable  dullness,  in  which  we  found  our¬ 
selves.  It  was  monastery-like  in  its  stillness. 
We  were  ushered  to  a  grand  and  gloomy  apart¬ 
ment,  which  we  might  almost  have  imagined  to 
be  the  well-preserved  sleeping-chamber  of  some 
merchant  of  the  seventeenth  or  eighteenth  cen¬ 
tury.  The  furniture  was  ponderous  and  old- 
fashioned  ;  there  were  antique  clocks  and  vases 
and  mirrors  and  curtains  a.uA.fauteuils  ;  the  bed 
was  very  low,  but  supplied  with  a  lofty  canopy 
and  obstinately  immovable  drapery ;  there  was 
the  oaken  floor  of  the  olden  time,  with  its  neat¬ 
ly  disposed  pieces  and  its  dangerously  slippery 
gloss ;  gas  was  wholly  wanting — indeed,  it  is 
vulgar  at  Nantes  to  use  gas  in  the  chambers 
and  saloons,  it  being  considered  as  only  fit  to 
light  the  kitchens  and  back  entries ;  there  were 
no  water  conveniences,  such  as  one  expects 
nowadays  in  first-class  hotels,  but  only  the  old- 
fashioned  bowl,  basin,  and  ewer ;  and  every 
thing,  indeed,  seemed  to  have  remained  just  as 
we  found  it,  from  a  time  beyond  the  memory 
of  living  men. 

Not  caring  to  await  the  traditional  Breton 
hour  for  breakfasting,  we  called  the  gargon  to 
order  something  to  assuage  our  hunger ;  but 
the  gargon  looked  horrified  when  we  gave  the 
direction,  seemed  never  to  have  heard  so  au¬ 
dacious  a  proposal  before,  and  with  great  dig¬ 
nity  assured  us  that  the  hour  of  breakfast  was 
half  past  eleven,  and  that  no  breakfast  could  be 
forthcoming  before.  So  we  were  fain  to  sit  on 
the  pretty  balcony  before  the  window,  and 
watch  what  little  life  there  was  astir  in  the 
square  until  the  not-to-be-anticipated  hour 
should  arrive.  A  few  jauntily  dressed  gentle- 
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men  were  promenading  to  and  fro  on  the 
square,  which  is  the  favorite  resort  of  the  busi¬ 
ness  men,  out  of  their  counting-house  hours ; 
even  so  early  in  the  morning  there  were  groups 
sitting  under  the  awnings  in  front  of  the  cafis, 
sipping  cafe  au  cognac,  and  that  most  baleful 
but  apparently  fascinating  beverage,  absinthe; 
while  every  now  and  then  street  hawkers  would 
go  by,  screeching  their  wares  at  the  lop  of  their 
lungs,  and  making  the  whole  square  ring  with 
their  various  and  discordant  cries.  The  trav¬ 
eler  who  awakes  on  his  first  morning  in  Paris — 
especially  if  he  be  of  an  economical  habit,  and 
lodges  in  the  Latin  quarter — is  almost  inclined 
to  imagine  himself  in  a  vast  lunatic  asylum. 
He  is  appalled  by  a  chorus  of  weird  shrieks  and 
cries,  many- keyed  and  discordant,  loud  and 
feeble,  far  and  near;  when,  looking  out  the 
window,  he  is  surprised  to  find  these  startling 
sounds  issuing  from  hard-featured  coster-mon¬ 
gers  or  dapper  little  peasant  women,  who  are 
busily  engaged  in  selling  their  pears  and  arti¬ 
chokes,  cherries  and  potatoes.  But,  in  this  re¬ 
spect,  Nantes  quite  outdoes  the  great  metropo¬ 
lis;  and  I  observed  that,  at  Nantes,  nearly  all 
the  hawkers  were  women,  and  that  each  had 
chosen  a  sort  of  strange  tune  or  strain,  peculiar 
to  herself,  which  she  sung  without  change  day 
after  day.  It  would  puzzle  the  most  accom¬ 
plished  of  French  linguists,  if  he  did  not  have 
a  peep  into  their  baskets,  to  find  out  from  their 
cries  what  they  were  attempting  to  sell.  These 
women,  who,  like  the  market  -  people,  were 
mostly  from  the  neighboring  rural  districts, 
were  usually  dressed  with  scrupulous  neatness, 
their  long  coifs  white  and  shining  with  starch, 
and  their  aprons,  fresh  from  the  iron,  carefully 
tied  with  long,  wide  strings  which  fell  behind ; 
they  had  cheerful,  hardy,  sun-burnt,  but  rather 
keen  and  shrewish  countenances,  which  seemed 
to  say,  “  Here’s  for  a  bargain,  and  if  you  don’t 
buy,  I’U  bite  ye!”  Peculiarly  strange  were 
the  cries  of  the  shrimp  and  sardine  women,  for 
the  reader  need  hardly  be  told  that  Nantes  is 
the  great  sardine  emporium  of  the  world,  that 
delicious  fish  being  caught  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay 
near  by,  and  preserved  by  the  large  establish¬ 
ments  of  the  Breton  capital.  The  sardine  wo¬ 
men  sell  them  fresh,  or  as  nearly  fresh  as  pos¬ 
sible  for  so  very  delicate  is  the  fish  that  it  is 
necessaiy  to  salt  it  as  soon  as  it  is  caught ;  and 
their  cry  is  a  wild,  high-keyed  shriek,  and  fair¬ 
ly  startles  you,  it  is  so  seemingly  painful.  Prob¬ 
ably  there  are  no  harder-working  people  in  the 
world  than  these  Breton  peasant  women,  whose 
cries  distract  one  in  the  early  morning.  Usual¬ 
ly  the  wives  and  daughters  of  suburban  farm¬ 
ers,  they  aid  in  the  tilling  and  planting  of  the 
ground  ;  tend  the  crops  during  their  growth ; 
gather  the  fruit  and  vegetables  when  they  are 
ripe ;  load  their  little  carts  or  heavy  baskets, 
bring  them  into  town,  and  go  hour  after  hour 
over  the  stony  streets  until  they  have  completed 
their  extensive  round,  screaming  at  the  top  of 
their  lungs,  and  gathering  a  few  sous  with  diffi¬ 
culty  here  and  there ;  then,  their  hard  day’s 


work  completed,  trudging  back  with  their  carts 
and  baskets  to  their  distant  country  home. 
There  are  such  workers  in  that  frivolous  and 
unthinking  France,  which  we  are  apt,  from  a 
superficial  view  only,  to  believe  wholly  given 
over  to  indolence  and  dissipation.  When  you 
learn  with  what  patient  labor  these  creatures 
earn  their  daily  bread,  you  are  no  longer  in¬ 
clined  tp  lie,  mentally  denouncing  them  for  dis¬ 
turbing  your  morning  nap ;  you  will,  now  and 
then,  spend  spare  pennies  upon  their  wares, 
and  not  regret  it ;  for  sympathy  with  the  trials 
of  the  lowly  ennobles,  as  well  as  gratifies,  the 
right-feeling  man. 

Exactly  at  the  hour  announced  we  sat  down 
to  a  thoroughly  French  provincial  breakfast,  in 
a  long  salle  a  manger,  quite  as  dark  and  heavy 
and  old-fashioned  as  our  chamber  had  been. 
There  was  no  coffee  or  tea,  and  no  getting 
either ;  every  one  had  wine,  and  excellent  Bor¬ 
deaux  it  was.  We  were  served  with  soup,  sar¬ 
dines,  sole,  chops,  filet  de  hceuf,  vegetables, 
cheese,  and  fruit.  The  people  at  table  were 
silent,  and  devoted  themselves  assiduously  to 
the  occupation  immediately  pertinent ;  it  was 
in  striking  contrast  with  the  Parisian  table, 
where  there  is  an  incessant  talking,  and  an 
easy  making  of  acquaintances.  On  leaving  the 
table  we  adjourned,  with  the  rest,  to  the  neigh¬ 
boring  cafe,  which  was,  at  noon,  full  to  over¬ 
flowing,  it  being  the  custom  to  drink  and  play 
dominoes,  cards,  and  billiards  for  a  while  after 
the  morning  meal.  Here  were  the  officers  of 
the  regiment  which  was  posted  at  Nantes,  in 
full  military  costume,  lazily  pompous  and  idly 
vain,  discussing,  with  their  after-breakfast  po¬ 
tations,  the  last  review,  or  the  probability  of  a 
war  with  Prussia ;  merchants  making  contracts, 
and  inquiring  the  last  news  of  the  Paris  markets, 
over  their  hodc  and  absinthe;  dandies  of  the 
provincial  sort— gaudy  and  boisterous — talking 
over  the  gossip  of  the  prefect’s  ball,  or  the  lat¬ 
est  mariage  de  convenance ;  clerks  and  trades¬ 
men,  idlers  and  foreigners,  each  indulging  in 
whatever  game  or  potable  best  suited  his  taste. 
A  most  dreary  life,  we  thought,  this  provincial 
cafe  existence.  In  Paris  the  cafe  frequenter 
has  some  distraction  in  the  brilliant  surround¬ 
ings —  in  the  gay  crowd  collected  about  the 
tables,  the  continuous  tide  of  men  and  women 
which  passes  unceasingly  along  the  boulevard, 
the  incidents  constantly  occurring,  the  spark¬ 
ling  outer  life  of  the  splendid  city  ;  but  here,  at 
Nantes,  the  cafe  life  is  but  a  dull  and  empty 
iteration,  without  a  spark  of  the  excitement 
which  alone  would  seem  to  make  such  a  resort 
tolerable.  Yet  in  the  early  morning,  at  high 
noon,  and  from  before  sundown  till  midnight, 
the  cafes  are  full ;  you  see  the  same  faces  there 
day  after  day,  the  same  games,  the  same  oc¬ 
cupations  and  choice  of  beverages ;  husbands 
deserting  their  homes,  and  bachelors  avoiding 
the  marriage  tie,  in  order  to  enjoy  the  monot¬ 
onous  pleasures,  the  attractions  of  which  no 
stranger,  at  least,  can  discover.  The  Nantes 
merchant,  although  shrewd  and  active  when  he 
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is  at  his  warehouse,  leads  a  very  easy,  indolent 
existence.  He  rises  at  nine,  takes  a  cup  of 
coffee,  and  goes  to  his  counting-room.  He 
stays  there  some  two  hours,  reading  his  letters, 
arranging  his  business,  and  giving  his  directions 
for  the  day.  Between  eleven  and  twelve  he  re¬ 
turns  home  to  breakfast ;  he  leaves  the  break¬ 
fast-table  for  the  caf€,  or  his  club.  It  is  two 
o’clock  before  he  returns  to  the  counting-room  ; 
and  at  three  you  will  find  him  on  the  bourse. 
Having  finished  the  financial  gossip  of  the  bourse, 
he  does  not  return  to  his  counting-room ;  but 
either  takes  a  walk  or  a  drive,  promenades  with 
a  friend  on  the  square,  drops  in  at  the  caf6  to 
read  the  Paris  papers,  or  hastens  to  his  club  to 
meet  his  cronies  at  the  whist  or  picquet  table. 
His  favorite  aim  is  to  amass  enough  upon  which 
to  retire  from  business,  and  to  be  able  to  do 
nothing  during  the  latter  half  of  his  life  ;  to 
have  his  meals  at  a  restaurant,  his  spare  money 
for  cigars  and  the  cq/F,  for  the  theatre  and  con¬ 
certs  ;  to  have  it  in  his  power  to  run  up  to  Paris 
now  and  then,  and  to  have  his  small  country 
seat  on  the  sea-shore,  or  a  la  campagne,  seems 
to  be  the  limit  of  his  ambition. 

We  had  gone  to  Nantes  to  see  and  study 
society  far  from  the  much-traveled  routes ;  and 
our  week  there  was  not  wanting  in  many  in¬ 
teresting  experiences.  We  wandered  with  de¬ 
light  about  the  old  Breton  town,  unharassed  by 
commissionaires,  able  to  dispense  with  guides 
both  human  and  red-bound,  and  without  meet¬ 
ing  at  every  turn,  a  group  of  sight-seers  “  doing” 
the  town  according  to  Murray.^  We  sauntered 
along  the  quays  of  the  Loire, ^here  the  sun, 
even  in  October,  beat  remorselessly  down  upon 
us  ;  and  observed  the  curious  river  life  —  the 
sailors  in  their  broad  hats,  the  coast-wise  vessels 
with  their  freights,  the  ugly  little  steamers  ply¬ 
ing  up  and  down  the  river.  We  took  the  huge 
flat  ferry-boat,  and  for  a  sou  crossed  the  rapid 
river,  and  betook  ourselves  into  the  neighbor¬ 
ing  country,  where  we  found  the  oddest  little 
broken-down  villages,  with  their  long  roofs  al¬ 
most  touching  the  ground,  their  one-sided,  an¬ 
cient  churches,  and  their  straggling,  rickety, 
single  street ;  found,  here  and  there,  Druidical 
stones  and  Roman  remains  ;  rambled  along  the 
rustic  roads  for  many  miles,  having  on  either 
side  of  us  a  vast  expanse  of  vineyards,  their 
fruit  jnst  now  yielded  up,  extending  as  far  as 
eye  could  reach ;  and  observed  that'  every 
where  the  women  were  the  hardest  workers, 
and  had  the  brawniest  arms,  and  seemed  fat- 
more  patient  and  enduring  than  their  lords. 
We  went  back  to  the  city  over  the  many  bridges 
which  span  the  islands  of  the  Loire,  joining  to¬ 
gether  the  distant  banks  ;  and  on  these  islands 
saw  many  sorrowful  sights  of  want  and  filth, 
and  the  savageness  of  an  unlettered  people 
which  only  earns  its  bread,  and  scantily  that ; 
for  these  islands,  once  beautiful  in  verdure  and 
fertility,  as  are  those  further  up  the  river,  are 
now  thickly  populated,  and  with  the  poorest  ; 
and  worst  classes  of  the  city.  The  cathedral, 
with  its  huge  square  towers,  not  unlike  those  ; 


;  of  Notre  Dame,  its  great  portals  crowded  with 
Scriptural  bass-reliefs,  and  its  broken  stones  and 
;  pillars — the  lasting  mementoes  of  the  ferocious, 
desperate  men  of  ’93 ;  the  curious  old  castle, 
1  a  mosaic  of  the  Middle  and  the  Modern  Ages, 
where  we  saw  the  room — now  used  as  an  arm¬ 
ory,  and  filled  tp  the  roof  with  Chassepots — in 
1  which  Henry  the  Fourth  signed  the  Edict  of 
Nantes  ;  the  gloomy  old  building  where  the  vic¬ 
tims  of  the  Revolution  were  confined,  and  await¬ 
ed  in  the  dark  and  damp  dungeons  their  inevi¬ 
table  doom — among  them  the  ninety  priests  who 
were  drowned  in  the  river  opposite  ;  the  quaint 
little  house  honored  by  royalists  as  the  hiding- 
place  of  the  Duchess  De  Berri — these  afforded 
us  many  an  hour  of  interest  and  pleasure.  But, 
as  men  and  women  in  this  world  are  far  more 
curious  respecting  men  and  women  than  the 
places  they  inhabit,  our  chief  pleasure  consist¬ 
ed  in  observing  the  manners  and  customs,  the 
traditions,  superstitions,  and  opinions  of  this 
population,  far  away  from  the  centres  of  civil¬ 
ization,  and  cleaving  to  those  ideas  which  to 
us  seem,  in  this  age,  amusingly  ill  placed.  At 
the  east  end  of  the  city,  just  beyond  the  cathe¬ 
dral,  is  a  long  and  pleasant  avenue,  shaded  by 
umbrageous  trees,  and  reached  by  a  broad  flight 
of  steps  at  either  end.  The  houses  which  face 
it  are  old,  lofty,  and  substantially  built.  Here 
live  the  descendants  of  the  proud  old  Breton 
aristocracy — perhaps  the  haughtiest  and  most 
exclusive  in  the  world.  Here  they  live  on, 
year  after  year,  associating  only  with  each  oth¬ 
er,  seldom  appearing  in  the  outer  world,  lead¬ 
ing  an  almost  hermit-like  existence,  devoted 
children  of  the  Romish  Church,  looking,  with 
ineffable  contempt  on  the  Emperor  and  all  his 
adherents,  observing  with  pious  veneration  the 
anniversary  of  the  death  of  Louis  XVI. ,  await¬ 
ing  the  return  of  the  Bourbons  to  the  throne, 
and  condoling  with  each  other,  gloomily  long¬ 
ing  for  the  days  that  are  gone.  There — if  you 
can  but  get  a  glimpse  of  this  fossil  society — you 
will  find,  faithfully  preserved,  that  grand  polite¬ 
ness  and  chivalrous  courtesy  which  were  so  fa¬ 
mous  in  the  court  life  of  the  last  century;  a  cer¬ 
emonious  demeanor  which  contrasts  oddly  with 
the  society  of  the  age  in  which  we  live.  This 
Bourbon  aristocracy  takes  no  part  in  the  affairs 
of  the  world  around  it ;  eschews  politics  and 
official  balls  ;  makes  no  new  acquaintance  ;  and 
passes,  year  after  year,  a  monotonous,  useless, 
and  wholly  vain  existence.  In  one  respect 
alone  do  they  appear  to  have  departed  from 
the  precepts  of  their  fathers.  Many  of  them 
are  far  from  wealthy — for  there  have  been,  7nal- 
heureusement,  revolutions — and  the  inheritors  of 
the  past  have  been  plundered  and  driven  from 
ancient  patrimonies  by  the  claimants  of  the  fu¬ 
ture;  yet  wealth  is  necessary  to  support  their 
position  in  their  own  circle  of  society.  These 
haughty  Bourbon  Catholics,  therefore,  are  fain 
to  marry  their  sons  and  daughters  to  the  sons 
and  daughters  of  the  coarse-blooded  but  well- 
to-do  merchants  of  the  western  quarter.  Mar¬ 
riages  of  this  sort  are  frequently  concluded,  oft- 
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en  with  a  sad  result.  The  young  aristocrat  of 
the  Cour  St.  Pierre  marries  the  merchant’s 
daughter  from  the  Cour  Cambronne,  and  hence¬ 
forth  she  is  a  stranger  to  her  father’s  house.  The 
parents — having  granted  their  child  an  enormous 
dot — are  doomed  to  neglect,  to  the  contempt  of 
the  son-in-law  and  his  family,  and  even  to  the 
slights  of  their  own  aristocratic  daughter.  As 
soon  as  she  arrives  in  her  new  home  she  is 
urged  to  avoid  all  her  old  friends  and  acquaint¬ 
ances,  and  even  to  forget  her  parents  and  broth¬ 
ers  and  sisters ;  and  too  often  the  advice  is  ef¬ 
fective,  accompanied  as  it  is  by  menaces  and 
perpetual  persecution. 

The  mercantile  community,  which  resides  for 
the  most  part  at  the  western  end  of  the  city,  is 
hardly  more  social  and  hospitable  than  the 
proud  old  aristocracy  which  contemns  it.  To 
strangers  they  are  uncommunicative  and  slow 
to  make  social  advances.  They  are  purse- 
proud,  as  the  others  are  family-proud.  They 
move  in  their  own  circles,  have  their  peculiar 
habits  and  pleasures,  and  pass  their  lives  in  a 
certain  groove,  with  little  variety  or  excitement. 
They  leave  town  with  the  first  signs  of  approach¬ 
ing  spring,  their  houses  are  closed,  and  they 
return  only  when  the  frosts  and  bleak  storms 
of  November  warn  them  that  the  country  will 
soon  be  insupportable.  Unlike  the  mercantile 
class  of  England,  and,  indeed,  of  most  civilized 
countries,  they  show  little  public  spirit ;  inven¬ 
tion,  the  triumphs  of  science,  educational  im¬ 
provement,  politics,  the  sanitary,  moral,  and 
material  condition  of  their  city,  seem  to  have 
but  little  interest  for  them.  The  different  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  family  have  each  their  daily  amuse¬ 
ments  and  duties,  and  these  seem  seldom  to 
unite  the  family  together.  The  father’s  daily 
life  has  already  been  described  ;  that  of  the  son 
differs  little  from  it ;  but  he  has  his  own  boon 
companions,  his  own  club  and  cafi,  his  own 
separate  amusements,  which,  of  course,  take 
him  in  a  different  direction  from  that  pursued  by 
the  elder.  The  mother  and  daughter  devote 
themselves  but  little  to  household  cares,  which 
are  undertaken  by  the  bonnes  —  w'ho,  if  there 
are  young  children,  have  nearly  or  quite  all  the 
care  of  them.  The  ladies,  meanwhile,  are  de¬ 
voting  themselves  to  dress  and  society ;  man¬ 
aging  how  to  save  enough  here  and  there  to 
enable  them  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  tailletir 
and  the  milliner  ;  living  closely  at  home,  so  as 
to  shine  abroad ;  and  having  their  round  of  du¬ 
ties  and  pleasures  quite  distinct  from  those  of 
the  male  members  of  the  family.  Among  other 
resorts  we  visited  one  of  the  clubs  frequented 
by  the  wealthier  class,  called  the  “Societe  des 
Beaux  Arts.”  Instead  of  the  plain  and  sub¬ 
stantial  elegance  of  the  English  clubs,  the  build¬ 
ing  of  the  “Beaux  Arts”  was  most  gaudily  and 
luxuriously  decorated.  You  entered  a  spacious 
hall,  brilliantly  lighted,  and  decorated  with  pil¬ 
lars,  statues,  and  flowers  ;  the  panelings  gild¬ 
ed,  and  a  richly  carpeted  oaken  staircase  lead¬ 
ing  to  the  rooms  above.  The  apartments  used 
for  club  purposes  were  provided  with  every  ap¬ 


pliance  of  luxury  and  comfort ;  the  whole  in¬ 
vited  to  indolence  and  dozy  idleness.  In  one 
room  were  to  be  found  newspapers  and  light 
reading  matter,  in  another  billiard-tables,  in  a 
third  a  spacious  restaurant  or  a  caf£,  in  nearly 
every  one  card-tables  and  facilities  for  gaming. 
Attached  to  the  club  was  a  finely  frescoed,  cozy 
little  concert  hall,  with  a  covered  gallery  run¬ 
ning  round  three  sides,  supported  by  graceful 
pillars ;  the  fourth  side  was  taken  up  by  a  taste¬ 
ful  stage,  upon  which  stood  a  grand  piano. 
Here,  twice  a  month,  classical  concerts  were 
given  by  notable  artists,  to  which  the  members 
were  admitted  free,  and  for  which  each  member 
was  supplied  with  two  cards  for  his  lady  friends. 
We  could  not  help  observing,  however,  that  the 
great  attraction  of  the  club  was  the  gambling  ; 
that  vice,  with  other  ancient  customs,  continu¬ 
ing  to  be  the  fashion  in  that  community.  The 
larger  part  of  the  frequenters  of  the  club  were 
at  the  tables ;  young  men,  with  an  ambition  to 
be  considered  “sports,”  deep  in  the  cards,  and 
old  white-headed  men  looking  on  approvingly, 
and  often  participating  in  the  game.  The  club, 
in  the  Breton  towns,  is  merely  the  trysting  place 
for  gossip  and  gambling ;  and  so  rooted  is  the 
custom  of  playing  for  money  that  one  not  only 
hears,  in  the  best  society,  no  condemnation  of 
it,  but  it  is  rare  that  a  ball  or  party  is  given  in 
which  a  room  is  not  set  apart  and  supplied  with 
cards,  dominoes,  and  tables,  for  this  special 
pui'pose.  A  ball  at  the  palace  of  the  prefect  is 
one  of  the  few  events  which  break  the  monotony 
of  drowsy  pro'^cial  life ;  and  there,  perhaps, 
you  may  best  TOserve  this  provincial  society, 
which  has  so  obstinately  preserved  the  customs 
of  times  gone  by.  The  invitations  are  freely 
given,  and  the  company,  wanting  only  in  the 
old  Bourbon  noblesse,  presents  a  mosaic  of  vari¬ 
ous  classes,  and  a  fair  illustration  of  the  com¬ 
munity.  Being  offered  a  card  for  one  of  these 
occasions,  we  seized  the  opportunity  to  go. 
The  spacious  salons  of  the  prefecture  were  daz- 
zlingly  lighted  by  thousands  of  candles,  and  the 
company  had  mostly  assembled  when  we  ar¬ 
rived.  After  saluting  the  prefect  and  his  lady 
we  passed  on  and  observed  the  throng  of  pro¬ 
vincial  fashionables.  Around  the  long  salon 
were  two  ranges  of  seats,  one  above  and  behind 
the  other.  Along  the  upper  seats  sat,  in  a  long 
row,  the  meres  de  famille,  pompous  and  stately 
old  ladies  with  white  curls,  and  dressed  with 
profuse  elegance.  In  the  seats  below  them  sat 
their  daughters,  over  whom  they  were  keeping 
a  strict  and  vigilant  watch.  A  gentleman  who 
wished  to  dance  with  a  young  lady  had  no  need 
of  an  introduction ;  it  was  his  duty  to  approach, 
salute  the  mother,  and  request  her  permission 
to  dance  with  the  daughter.  This  obtained, 
and  the  young  lady  also  assenting,  they  would 
go  upon  the  floor ;  while,  all  through  the  dance, 
the  dowager  would  sit  with  her  eyes  riveted 
upon  the  couple,  and  sharply  scan  their  every 
look  and  movement.  This  gave  us  a  hint  of 
the  predominating  rule  in  French  provincial  so¬ 
ciety,  the  strict  separation  of  the  sexes  in  youth. 
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Paris  is  fast  outgrowing  that  strange  custom, 
the  relic  of  less  civilized  times,  which  has  pro¬ 
duced  so  much  connubial  misery,  which  makes 
each  sex  suspicious  of  the  other,  teaches  the 
young  men  to  live  dissolute  and  shameful  lives, 
and  the  young  women  to  look  upon  their  future 
lords  as  conspirators  against  their  honor ;  but 
in  Brittany  the  custom  still  flourishes,  and  the 
rule  of  separation  is  still  inexorable.  No  young 
lady,  or  even,  for  that  matter,  no  lady  of  doubt¬ 
ful  age,  unmarried,  goes  from  home  alone. 
Either  her  mamma,  some  elderly  relative,  or  a 
bonne  accompanies  her  to  the  shops,  or  to  take 
her  music  and  drawing  lessons.  Never,  by  any 
chance,  is  she  left  alone  for  a  moment  with  a 
gentleman.  Even  when  betrothed — even  when 
another  week  will  And  her  wedded — her  lover’s 
visits  are  paid,  his  soft  speeches  uttered,  in 
presence  of  the  father  or  mother,  or  both.  The 
mariage  de  convenance,  which  at  Paris  seems  in 
a  decline,  still  prevails  every  where  in  the  prov¬ 
inces.  All  things  are  arranged  through  that 
universal  diplomat  of  domestic  life,  the  notarj^, 
excepting  that  in  rural  Brittany  the  village 
tailor,  according  to  a  very  ancient  usage,  is  in¬ 
trusted  with  the  marriage  negotiations. 

The  lower  classes  at  Nantes  are  as  easy  going, 
as  fond  of  their  few  amusements,  as  unimpress- 
ihle — more  so,  if  possible — by  modern  ideas,  as 
their  social  superiors.  Their  day’s  work  done, 
their  steps  tend  toward  the  cdbareis,  where  they 
spend  their  earnings  on  the  hot  white  wines  of 
the  district ;  then,  in  parties  of  a  dozen,  they 
will  interlock  arms  and  go  bawling  through  the 
streets  till  far  into  the  night.  On  Sundays  they 
attire  themselves  in  their  best  suits,  and  ramble 
into  the  country,  or  sail  or  row  on  the  river,  or 
repair  to  some  rustic  inn,  where  they  dance, 
drink,  and  gamble  the  livelong  day.  Very  few 
can  read  or  write,  none  seem  to  be  ambitions 
to  better  their  condition.  If  they  earn  enough 
to  satisfy  their  pleasures,  pour  passer  le  temps, 
after  work  is  over,  they  are  quite  content. 
Drunkenness  is  more  frequently  met  with  than 
in  Paris ;  there  are  certain  streets  in  Nantes 
where,  go  when  you  may,  you  are  certain  of 
seeing  miserable  people  reeling  about,  or  lying 
stupefled  at  the  doors  and  on  the  sidewalks.  Beg¬ 
gary  is  common,  and  the  beggars  importunate. 
The  ragged  little  urchins  of  the  street  will  fol¬ 
low  you  square  after  square,  running  after  you, 
and  with  piteous  accents  implore  you  for  one 
petit  sou;  yet,  if  you  give  them  none,  wiU  go 
skipping  off  singing  some  rude  song,  or  cut¬ 
ting  such  capers  as  only  a  French  gamin  can. 
The  Breton  peasant,  while  naturally  flerce  and 
passionate,  has  a  great  capacity  for  keeping  his 
temper,  and  brawls  are  happily  few  and  far  be¬ 
tween. 

There  is  no  more  striking  proof  of  the  stag¬ 
nant  condition  of  Brittany  than  the  fact  that  the 
population  of  Nantes  has  decreased  within  three 
years  from  113,000  to  111,000  inhabitants. 
Thirty  miles  below,  where  the  Loire  empties 
its  broad  stream  into  the  stormy  Bay  of  Biscay, 
a  town  is  growing  up,  draining  the  life  out  of 


the  old  capital,  and  multiplying  with  a  rapidity 
which  reminds  one  of  our  own  far  Western  set¬ 
tlements.  The  tide  of  civilization  seems  to 
have  swept  by  Nantes,  and  to  have  left  there 
but  few  vestiges  of  its  passage.  Ignorance  and 
superstition  still  cling  to  it,  and  dominate  it. 
Even  Protestantism,  which  has  timidly  pene¬ 
trated  into  this  strong-hold  of  the  old  Church, 
has  caught  the  drowsy  influence  of  the  place, 
and  makes  no  progress.  A  week  was  long 
enough  to  stay,  and  we  were  glad  to  get  back 
to  Paris,  and  find  ourselves  once  more  in  a  wide¬ 
awake  city,  frivolously  brilliant  though  it  was. 
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Mt  tender  thoughts  go  forth,  beloved, 

Upon  the  pleasant  morning  hours, 

With  songs  of  mated  birds  and  sighs 
From  virgin  hearts  of  opening  flowers. 

Full  laden  with  love’s  daintiest  store, 

Each  smallest  thought  should  come  to  thee, 
As  from  the  jasmine’s  hidden  cell 
Flies  home  the  richly  burdened  bee. 

My  joyous  thoughts  go  forth,  beloved, 

Upon  the  golden  airs  of  noon, 

With  languid  sweets  from  roses  rare 
That  flush  and  faint  through  ardent  June, 

With  all  the  swiftness  of  the  streams 
That  fling  out  laughter  as  they  run, 

With  all  the  brightness  of  the  day. 

With  all  the  passion  of  the  sun. 

But  when  along  the  cloud-hung  west 
The  purple  lights  grow  pale  and  die— 

When  waves  of  simshine  roll  no  more, 

And  all  one  shade  the  com-flelds  lie — 

When  twilight  veils  the  hills,  and  gives 
A  deeper  mystery  to  the  sea —  . 

Then,  O  beloved !  my  saddened  heart 
Yearns  through  the  distance  unto  thee. 

And  when  the  winds  come  o’er  the  sands 
To  sweep  my  lonely  garden  through, 

To  bow  the  saintly  lily’s  head, 

And  spill  the  violet’s  cup  of  dew — 

And  when  they  higher  mount,  and  beat 
The  elm’s  long  arms  against  the  eaves, 
Troubling  the  robin  in  its  nest, 

And  making  tumult  in  the  leaves— 

Then  in  the  dusk  I  seem  to  hear 
Strange  sounds  and  whisperings  of  dread. 
And  evei’y  murmur  in  the  grass 
Seems  some  unfriendly  spirit’s  tread. 

I  shrink  within  the  shadowed  porch, 

A  nameless  fear  oppresseth  me — 

Oh,  then  my  heart,  like  some  lost  child. 

Calls  through  the  darkness  unto  thee! 

So,  dear,  of  all  my  life  of  love, 

Choose  thou  the  best  and  sweetest  part: 

The  glow  of  day,  or  gloom  of  night; 

The  pride  or  terror  of  my  heart; 

The  glad,  exultant  hope  that  fills 
The  morning  with  its  joyous  strain. 

Or  twilight’s  haunted  loneliness,' 

That  stretches  out  its  arms  in  vain. 

Would  sigh  or  carol  move  thee  most? 

And  were  thy  tenderest  kiss  bestowed 
On  eyes  that  droop  with  tears,  or  lips 
With  careless  laughter  overflowed? 

So.  questions,  love,  the  foolish  heart 
That  would  thy  secret  choice  divine ; 

Yet  idly  questions,  knowing  well 
Thou  canst  not  choose,  since  all  is  thine. 
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Or  course  I  knew  Bert  was  a  pilot  when  we 
were  married,  and  knew  also  what  the 
duties  of  a  pil(Jt  were  ;  for  many  a  time  had  I 
been  down  the  hay  in  his  boat,  ripping  up  the 
sheet  of  harbor  water,  with  its  enamel  of  blue 
and  silver,  the  sun  striking  out  ahead  of  us,  and 
the  wind  just  swelling  the  sails,  as  if  we  w'ere 
drawn  by  a  pair  of  swift  white  swans.  Bert 
would  be  over  the  side  fishing  when  we  had 
anchored,  and  presently  there  would  he  the 
nicest  chowder  that  ever  contented  hunger,  the 
table  spread  in  the  neatest  cabin  afloat  as  hand¬ 
somely  as  in  some  great  gentleman’s  dining- 
hall — for  all  that  I  know  about  great  gentlemen’s 
dining-halls — with  every  delicacy  of  the  season 
on  it,  and  duff  stuffed  full  of  plums.  When  we 
girls  came  on  deck  again,  after  some  of  us  had 
taken  our  naps  as  comfortably  as  in  Sleepy  Hol¬ 
low,  and  some  of  us  had  peered  and  pried  into 
the  tiny  kitchen,  and  learned  how  the  boys  got 
along  in  rough  weather  by  examining  every 
thing  we  could  come  across,  and  some  of  us 
had  prinked  in  the  looking-glass  till  we  were 
quite  satisfied  with  ourselves,  and  ready  to  af¬ 
ford  somebody  else  satisfaction,  then  we  would 
find  one  of  the  boat-keepers  tuning  his  violin, 
and  another  wetting  up  his  piccolo,  and  we 
would  dance  till  sunset,  just  as  merry  and  care¬ 
less  as  the  flies  dance  in  the  air  ;  and  so  at  last 
out  swelled  the  sails  again,  and  up  we  floated 
h  imeward,  all  of  us  laughing  and  chafiing,  and 
'hing  with  insatiable  sea-appetites,  till  the 
onlight  softened  the  sport  and  made  us  sen- 
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timental ;  and  the  songs  began  stealing  out 
over  the  water  so  sweetly  that  all  the  little  boats 
would  turn  about  and  stay  to  listen ;  and  when 
we  were  at  home  it  seemed  to  us  to  have  been 
such  a  day  that  we  could  not  believe  in  it  any 
more  flian  if  w'e  had  stepped  upon  another  star  ; 
and  we  fancied,  to  be  sure,  that  a  pilot’s  life 
was,  after  all  the  talk — cruising  about  summer 
waters,  with  spacious  decks  and  a  flute  and  vi¬ 
olin — as  pleasant  as  one  perpetual  picnic ;  or 
else  why  were  gentlemen  who  were  able  to  buy 
every  .delight  that  the  land  affords  spending 
half  their  fortunes  in  yachting  round  the  coast 
from  June  until  November? 

I  hardly  ever  gave  the  thing  a  thought, 
though,  whether  it  was  pleasant  or  not,  all  the 
time — whether  it  was  safe  as  a  rocking-chair 
or  otherwise — I  believed  so  thoroughly  in  Bert’s 
skill.  But  I  should  have  been  a  greater  fool 
than  I  was  if  I  had  not  known  that  it  was  real¬ 
ly  dangerous ;  for  once  I  w^as  out  with  Bert 
and  his  mates,  and  it  came  on  to  blow  in  the 
wildest  manner.  He  brought  the  boat  to  an¬ 
chor  under  lee  of  an  island,  took  in  every  stitch 
of  sail,  and  was  for  keeping  me  below ;  but  I 
wouldn’t  be  kept,  because  if  I  was  going  to  be 
drowned  at  all  I  wanted  to  be  drowned  in  the 
open  sea,  and  not  in  the  cabin;  so  he  made  me 
secure  and  comfortable,  and  we  rode  it  out,  the 
sun  shining  just  as  clear  as  ever  an  October  sun 
shone  in  the  bluest  of  blue  skies — skies  like 
burnished  steel ;  but  the  screaming  and  roaring 
wind  raging  over  us  in  mighty  gasps,  the  boat 
plunging  bowsprit  under  with  every  shudder, 
and  throwing  the  water  up  around  us  in  great 
and  real  rainbows.  It  was  frightful,  but  the 
sunshine  made  it  splendid.  That  wms  a  storm, 
I  thought.  Well,  Bert  knew  what  to  do,  it  was 
evident — just  down  with  his  sails  and  out  with 
his  anchors,  and  wait  till  it  blew  over.  And 
Bert  let  me  think  I  had  actually  been  in  the 
worst  kind  of  danger,  which  it  might  have  been, 
indeed,  if  he  had  been  heedless  or  unskillful — 
let  me  think  so  because  he  knew,  by  that  time, 
that  I  cared  for  him  a  good  deal,  and  he  didn’t 
want  me  to  be  quivering  at  home  with  fright 
whenever  the  wind  blew.  But  if  I  had  seen 
some  great  ship  in  the  distance,  union  down, 
and  signaling  for  a  pilot,  and  had  seen  Bert,  in 
his  stout  boat-rig,  jump  with  the  keeper  into 
the  canoe,  and  fly  after  her  like  a  petrel,  half 
in,  half  under,  the  water  powdering  over  them, 
uncertain  should  they  reach  the  ship,  unable 
to  return,  drawn  up  at  last  with  bowlines  toss¬ 
ed  out  to  them — lines  into  whose  noose  they 
thrust  their  legs  while  holding  on  with  their 
hands  above — the  canoe  sinking  under  them,  as 
it  thumped  against  the  ship’s  side,  while  they 
swung  over  those  black  gulfs  of  death,  and  were 
dragged  up  out  of  a  watery  grave  into  perhaps 
a  worse  one — the  ship  just  back  from  a  three- 
years’  voyage,  and  her  best  bow  anchor  gone, 
so  that  she  would  drag  ashore  in  spite  of  the 
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others,  and  must  be  taken  up  to  still  water 
through  all  the  boiling  channel-ways  between 
ledges  and  rocks  and  shallows,  come  what 
might ;  or  had  it  been  a  month  later,  and  in 
the  wintry  weather,  high  seas,  and  every  buck¬ 
etful  of  water  freezing  as  it  fell  on  deck,  till 
anchors-  and  chains  and  ropes  and  canvas  were 
bedded  in  ice,  and  the  ship  was  settling  two 
feet  by  the  head  with  the  weight  of  the  frozen 
spray  about  her,  so  that  the  first  thing  for  the 
pilot  to  do  was  to  put  her  about  as  best  he 
could,  and  run  for  the  Gulf  Stream,  and  melt 
her  out,  and  wait  for  a  south  wind,  and  come 
up  a  week  after,  if,  indeed,  he  ever  came  up  at 
all — why,  then,  if  I  had  seen  such  sights  as 
these,  and  lived  through  the  seeing,  I  might 
have  said  that  I  had  known  what  danger  was. 
Yet  they  were  in  reality  the  scenes  of  Bert’s 
everyday  life,  in  our  climate,  where  half  the 
year  it  is  foul  weather,  and  where,  storm  or 
shine,  Bert’s  boat  must  be  upon  the  spot.  But 
as  I  never  had  seen  any  thing  of  the  kind,  the 
upshot  of  it  was  that  I  didn’t  take  heed  to  my¬ 
self  that  there  was  any  thing  of  the  kind,  and 
thought  Bert,  upon  the  whole,  had  a  much 
easier  time  of  it  than  I  was  like  to  have ;  and 
if  he  was  exposed  to  storm,  why,  I  should  be 
caught  out  in  the  rain  sometimes ;  and  I  took 
up  my  life  as  happy  as  any  chirruping  cricket, 
and  certainly  as  selfishly  disposed  as  any  body 
that  has  been  petted  and  cosseted  all  the  early 
days  is  like  to  be. 

We  went  to  housekeeping  immediately  upon 
our  marriage,  for  mother  said  she  despised 
these  boarding  people  ;  she  went  to  housekeep¬ 
ing  when  she  was  married,  and  she  meant  all 
her  children  should  do  the  same ;  and  if  their 
husbands  weren’t  able  to  go  to  housekeeping, 
then  they  weren’t  able  to  be  husbands,  and 
there  was  an  end  of  it ;  and  no  two  people,  she 
said,  brought  up  in  different  fashions  could  unite 
their  lives  into  one  without  some  jarring,  and  a 
third  party  was  sure  to  turn  that  jar  into  an 
earthquake  ;  and  if  there  were  fewer  third  par¬ 
ties,  half  the  trouble  would  be  done  away  with ; 
for  she  believed  half  the  divorces  and  separa¬ 
tions  and  quarrels  in  the  State  were  brought 
about  by  boarding-house  intimacies  with  third 
parties.  So  to  housekeeping,  as  I  said,  we 
■went — though  I  knew  that  by-and-by  I  should 
just  perish  with  loneliness — and  in  the  very 
pleasantest  house  I  am  sure  that  the  whole  city 
had  to  offer,  if  it  was  the  smallest — the  bay- 
window  of  the  sunny  little  parlor  looking  out 
upon  the  water,  so  that  we  could  see  every 
thing  that  came  up  the  harbor,  and,  from  my 
bird’s-nest  of  a  room  above,  with  the  glass  that 
Bert  mounted  there,  I  could  sweep  the  bay,  and 
see  Bert’s  boat  when  it  was  miles  away. 

Bert  staid  up  with  great  contentment  for  a 
week  or  ten  days,  pottering  and  tinkering  about 
the  house,  and  finding  little  odd  jobs  to  attend 
to  where  he  had  thought  every  thing  perfect 
till  experience  proved  the  contrary,  planting 
morning-glories  and  scarlet  beans  round  the 
basement  to  run  up  over  the  bay-window,  and 


a  prairie-rose  and  a  basalt  for  the  lattice  of  the 
door,  setting  out  a  cherry-tree  and  a  dwarf 
pear,  and  trimming  up  a  gr£tpe-vine  in  the  little 
yard,  and  arranging  all  manner  of  convenient 
contrivances  in  all  manner  of  corners.  Then 
when  dark  came  we  would  light  the  drop-lamp, 
and  have  a  little  wood-fire  on  tlie  hearth  ;  for 
we  were  just  beginning  the  cool  May  nights, 
and  then  we  would  draw  round  it — I  with  my 
worsteds  and  he  with  the  evening  paper;  and 
he  would  look  at  me  over  the  paper,  and  lay  it 
down,  and  draw  a  long  breath  of  pleasure,  and 
say  that  if  we  had  been  married  nearly  a  year 
we  could  not  be  more  comfortable.  When  we 
had  been  married  nearly  a  year  we  were  not 
half  so  comfortable. 

But  before  a  fortnight  of  our  new  life  I  could 
see  that  Bert  began  to  bo  restless.  He  had 
been  on  the  water  ever  since  he  was  a  child, 
and  a  long  spell  of  shore  always  seemed  to  dry 
and  warp  him  a  little,  he  said.  He  began  to 
grumble  about  being  ashamed  to  be  seen  lub- 
bering  round  so,  and  to  declare  that  now  he 
had  a  family  to  provide  for  he  must  be  up  and 
doing.  And  so  I  had  no  business  to  be  sur¬ 
prised  when  one  day,  long  before  the  end  of 
the  regulation  honey-moon,  a  steamer  having 
been  telegraphed  from  Halifax,  Bert  kissed  me, 
and  swung  his  cloak  over  his  arm,  and  was  off 
down  the  bay  to  find  his  boat,  and  be  running  a 
bee-line  to  meet  the  steamer  east  of  the  Cape, 
and  ahead  of  all  the  other  boats. 

Now  you  may  be  very  sure  this  was  not  par¬ 
ticularly  pleasing.  Married  a  fortnight  and 
tired  of  me  already,  I  said  to  myself.  I  ate,  no 
dinner  that  day,  and  long  before  dark  I  shut 
the  shutters,  and  locked  up  the  house,  and  went 
to  bed  ;  and  after  lying  awake,  thinking  I  heard 
thieves,  and  smelled  fire,  and  saw  ghosts,  and 
was  totally  deserted  and  dreadfully  abused,  at 
last  I  was  crying  mys&lf  to  sleep,  when  click 
went  a  latch-key,  and  in  stalked  Bert,  blazing 
up  the  gas,  and  tossing  down  his  cloak  in  a 
heap,  and  crying  out  that  it  served  him  right 
for  leaving  the  dearest  little  wife  in  the  world. 
And  I  can’t  say  that  I  w'as  sorry  one  bit  to  hear 
that,  coming  across  a  miserable  little  dirty  coll¬ 
ier,  he  had  been  obliged  to  take  her  in,  and 
Tom  Holliday’s  boat  got  the  big  steamer  after 
all. 

Bxrt  Bert’s  penitence  was  brief — for,  you  see, 
he  wasn’t  the  fool  that  I  was,  and  knew  busi¬ 
ness  must  be  attended  to — and  presently  he 
was  off  again.  A  thousand  a  year,  you  see, 
was  far  too  little  for  people  to  live  on  and  lay 
by  any  thing ;  for,  with  the  running  expenses 
taken  from  the  earnings,  that  was  about  all 
there  was  left  to  the  men.  And  I  ought  to 
have  had  the  sense  to  understand  matters ; 
yet  when  did  a  girl'of  seventeen  ever  have  any 
sense  ?  But  Bert  had  enough  for  both  of  us  ; 
and  so  he  kept  the  boat  snapping,  and  never 
lost  a  fee  for  want  of  being  on  the  ground  if 
that  is  what  you  can  call  it  when  there  isn  t  a 
bit  of  ground  to  be  found  for  fathoms. 

Of  course,  then,  I  was  left  very  much  to  my- 
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self.  It  was  unavoidable.  And  the  worst  of 
it  was  that  I  wouldn’t  see  that  it  was  unavoid¬ 
able.  And,  of  course,  I  was  miserably  lonely ; 
and,  by-and-by,  when  I  was  really  feeling 
wretchedly,  my  once-cheerful  little  home,  still 
as  death  now  from  morning  to  night,  seemed 
to  me  to  be  an  actual  grave.  Mother  couldn’t 
come  and  visit  me,  for  she  had  married  again 
herself,  a  few  years  since,  and  had  a  young 
brood  to  attend  to  ;  and  she  couldn’t  spare  me 
any  of  the  children,  for  she  wanted  Netty  to 
see  after  Nanny,  and  Neddy  wouldn’t  go  to 
school  unless  Natty  went  to  keep  off  the  big 
boys  ;  and  I  didn’t  like  to  leave  home  and  visit 
her,  and  Bert  didn’t  like  to  have  me,  lest  I 
should  be  away  when  he  chanced  to  come  un¬ 
announced,  as  he  always  did  come — she  living 
four  miles  off  now,  in  one  of  the  suburbs,  for 
the  sake  of  a  garden — and  so  I  was  left  to 
weather  it  out ;  and  when  Bert  came  up  I  used 
to  cry  every  time,  I  was  so  glad  to  see  him. 

Bert  couldn’t  understand  that,  of  course — he 
so  strong  and  bluff  and  hearty,  and  I  so  sick  and 
childish  and  weak.  All  my  nerves  seemed  to  be 
on  the  string  too.  I  was  as  petulant  as  a  por¬ 
cupine,  and  so  fractious  that  I  wonder  the  very 
bird  and  cat  didn’t  reproach  me — for  Bert  had 
brought  me  a  mocking-bird  to  conquer  the  still¬ 
ness  ;  and  a  wandering  cat,  seeing  that  we  were 
two  poor  young  people  sadly  in  need  of  a  guard¬ 
ian,  had  adopted  us.  And  when  I  looked  over 
at  Bert,  at  some  time  when  he  happened  to  be 
at  home,  and  thought  that  he  would  be  off  again 
directly,  then  the  tears  and  sobs  used  to  burst 
right  out,  and  astound  him  and  perplex  him,  so 
that  I  can  see  his  great,  good,  wondering  eyes 
now,  and  he  would  be  alarmed  and  vexed  enough 
to  make  him  wish  he  hadn’t  come  home  at  all. 

I  hadn’t  any  appetite  when  he  was  away, 
and  wanted  nothing  to  eat  myself ;  and  some¬ 
times,  if  you’ll  believe  it,  I  would  lie  in  bed  all 
day,  and  there  wouldn’t  be  a  morsel  of  any 
thing  cooked  in  the  house  at  all  when  Bert  ran 
in,  and  if  he  hadn’t  been  the  best  tempered  fel¬ 
low  on  the  bay  or  off  of  it,  he  certainly  would 
have  staid  away  altogether.  I  used  to  cry  half 
my  time ;  I  was  afraid  Bert  was  sick  of  me,  and 
I  was  certainly  sick  of  myself;  I  couldn’t  see 
to  read,  for  I  was  so  nervous  that  the  letters 
danced  before  my  eyes,  and  I  couldn’t  sew,  for 
there  were  always  two  needles  and  two  threads  ; 
and  I  don’t  know  but  I  really  might  have  gone 
out  of  my  mind,  or  have  driven  Bert  out  of  his, 
if  it  hadn’t  occurred  to  him  to  close  the  house, 
and  take  me  down  the  bay  with  him,  as  he  used 
to  do  ;  and  it  was  really  wonderful  how  a  fort¬ 
night’s  enjoyment  of  the  cool  salt  summer  air 
there  braced  all  my  nerves  taut  again ;  so  that 
I  was  quite  well  when  he  brought  me  back,  and 
tolerably  sensible,  and  sat  down  cheerfully  to  the 
sewing  I  had  neglected  so  long,  and  which  must 
be  done  so  nicely,  because,  I  said,  that  if  a  lit¬ 
tle  girl  came,  and  her  mother  were  to  die,  this 
sewing  would  be  kept  for  her  to  see,  and  I  want¬ 
ed  every  stitch  to  be  a  moral  lesson  to  her. 

So  the  mocking-bird  used  to  pour  out  a  flood 


of  music  through  the  little  rooms,  into  which 
there  always  poured  a  flood  of  sunshine,  only 
half  barred  out  by  the  pink  and  purple  morning- 
glories  ;  and  the  Skye,  that  Bert  brought  home 
from  an  English  schooner  one  day,  with  his 
yellow  eyes  looking  out  like  coals  of  fire  from 
his  tawny  shag,  used  to  bark  at  the  bird  ;  and 
my  great  St.  Bernard,  sent  over  from  home, 
used  to  silence  him  with  his  big  paw ;  and  the 
little  cat  used  to  put  up  her  back  at  the  three ; 
and  I  sat  there  with  my  sewing  and  my  singing 
and  my  neighbors  and  my  dumb  family — no, 
they  weren’t  dumb,  by  any  means — all  at  once 
metamorphosed  into  the  happiest  little  house¬ 
keeper  this  side  the  meridian.  Bert  came  and 
went,  too,  a  good  deal  oftener  than  before — for, 
perhaps,  he  had  come  to  question  whether  he 
did  not  owe  other  duties  to  his  family  than  the 
mere  providing  of  the  means  to  live,  and  wheth¬ 
er  it  was  just  the  square  thing  to  take  a  young 
girl  out  from  the  bustle  and  cheer  of  a  great 
family  and  shut  her  up  all  by  herself  in  a  cage  ; 
and  he  was  good  and  kind  beyond  comparison, 
so  that  I  learned  by  heart  the  meaning  of  the 
promise  “to  cherish”  in  the  marriage  ceremony. 

But,  of  course,  this  couldn’t  last  long.  It 
W'ould  have  been  Eden  out  of  date,  and  was 
heaping  up  the  happiness  of  a  long  life  into 
these  few  months.  I  was  aware  of  that ;  I  knew 
that  either  I  was  going  to  die  or  a  change  must 
come,  since  so  much  bliss  was  never  meant  for 
mortals,  who  must  content  themselves  with 
snatches,  and  judge  from  a  little  what  a  great 
deal  means  ;  and  I  had  been  on  the  watch  for 
the  change  some  days  before  the  horrid  windy 
morning  when  Bert  went  to  take  the  British 
steamer  Assyria  down  the  bay  on  her  way  to 
Liverpool. 

That  was  a  good  job,  as  jobs  go,  in  itself ; 
and  he  said,  in  bidding  me  good-by,  that  he 
should  try  and  be  up  the  next  day,  unless  busi¬ 
ness  was  so  brisk  that  it  seemed  throwing 
money  away  to  leave,  and  it  was  not  to  be  done 
inside  the  law,  moreover.  The  wind  blew  a 
tornado  that  night,  and  the  water  dashed  over 
the  sea-wall  in  scuds  ;  but  it  had  blown  a  great 
many  tornadoes,  and  nothing  had  happened  to 
Bert,  and  I  never  dreamed  of  regarding  it. 
And  I  heard  from  one  of  the  men  next  day  that 
there  was  hardly  a  vessel  telegraphed ;  so  I 
knew  he  would  be  along  presently,  and  I  had 
made  up  my  mind  to  have  him  carve  me  out  a 
bracket  from  an  old  cigar-box  to  hang  at  the 
head  of  my  bed,  and  I  was  looking  forward  to 
a  real  happy  evening,  with  him  at  work  oppo¬ 
site  me,  and  the  snapping  wood-fire  again  be¬ 
tween  us,  for  we  were  now  in  the  cool  October 
nights ;  so  I  set  myself  at  work,  and  made  the 
nicest  little  supper  ready — scrod,  as  brown  out¬ 
side  and  as  white  inside  as  a  cocoa-nut  is,  and 
cold  turkey  deviled  with  the  East  Indian  sauce 
that  the  captain  of  the  Bengal  sent  me,  and 
a  charlotte  russe  that  I  had  learned  how  to 
make  myself,  with  our  own  little  Muscat  grapes 
whipped  into  it,  and  a  cup  of  chocolate  that 
was  as  rich  as  nectar.  And  the  scrod  grew 
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brown  and  grew  black  and  turned  to  a  chip, 
and  the  deviled  turkey  sizzled  and  sizzled  away 
to  saw-dust,  and  the  chocolate  skimmed  all  over 
with  a  coat  of  cold  oil  at  last,  and  the  very  dog 
grew  tired  of  wf^tching,  and  no  Bert  came ;  and 
I  ate  the  charlotte  russe  myself,  and  went  to  bed. 

And  the  next  day  no  Bert,  and  the  next  day, 
and  a  week  passed  without  him,  and  then  all 
at  once  I  remembered  the  tornado  and  the  wa¬ 
ter  whipping  the  sea-wall,  and  I  began  to  be 
seriously  uneasy.  Began  to  be ! — was,  I  had 
been !  I  swept  the  bay,  with  that  glass  in  my 
room,  day  and  night,  I  might  say,  but  no  sign 
of  Bert  or  Bert’s  boat  could  I  see. 

At  length,  one  day,  I  thought  I  did  make 
out  the  boat ;  but  the  little  signal  which  it  was 
arranged  between  him  and  me  should  always 
be  visible  when  he  was  on  board  I  could  no¬ 
where  discover,  and,  of  course,  I  was  wild  with 
my  fancies  :  Bert  W'as  lost,  he  had  been  drown¬ 
ed  in  returning  from  the  Assyria,  he  had  been 
knocked  overboard,  his  canoe  had  filled,  and  he 
had  gone  down  like  lead  with  all  his  heavy 
gear  on ;  and  I  was  working  myself  into  ag¬ 
onies,  and  was  almost  down  sick,  when  who 
should  appear  but  Will  Davenant,  swinging 
his  surtout  over  his  shoulders  by  the  sleeves, 
and  coming  in  as  though  he  were  sent.  As  I 
looked  up  in  his  face  I  noticed  that  he  was 
pale  and  grave,  and  felt  he  had  bad  news  for 
me  beforehand. 

“Well,  Bert’s  gone  this  time,”  said  he. 

It  gave  me  such  a  turn !  If  I  ever  have  a 
stroke  I  shall  feel  no  worse.  I  only  wonder  I 
didn’t  drop  on  the  spot.  But  my  will  is  stout, 
and  that  held  out  to  bear  the  worst. 

“  Gone?”  I  gasped.  “Lost?  My  Bert  ?” 

“Oh,  pooh!  nonsense !”  he  returned.  “No¬ 
thing  of  the  kind.  I’m  a  stupid.  Gone  to 
Liverpool !  ” 

To  Liverpool !  Well,  you  may  suppose  what 
a  difference  that  was !  All  the  blood  in  my 
body  had  been  gathering  round  my  heart  till  I 
was  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  now  it  was  all 
plunging  up  my  face,  that  I  was  hiding  wdth 
both  hands,  as  red  as  any  rose.  Bert  gone  to 
Liverpool,  and  without  ever  telling  me !  He 
had  run  away  and  left  me !  You  see  I  had 
read  so  many  novels.  The  whole  world  was 
reeling  round  me  in  a  great  noisy  whirl,  and  it 
W'as  all  of  a  sudden  that  I  grew  conscious  of 
Will  Davenant’s  putting  me  into  a  chair  and 
sprinkling  water  on  me,  and  heard  him  saying 
to  himself ;  “Dear  me  !  This  is  rough  on  her, 
and  no  mistake.  Look  here  now,  Sady.  List¬ 
en  a  moment,”  I  could  hear  him  exclaiming. 
“It’s  only  for  three  w'eeks.  He’ll  be  back  in 
a  jiffy.  Can’t  you  hear?  Don’t  you  under¬ 
stand  ?  The  Assyria  couldn’t  set  him  down  in 
that  hurricane  blowing  great  guns  ;  and  so  she 
had  to  take  him  on,  and  send  him  over  next 
steamer.  It’s  been  done  before,  don’t  you 
see  ?  At  least  that’s  what  our  reckoning  is—” 

“  Oh,  Will,  then  you’re  not  certain,  after 
all !”  I  cried. 

“  Certain  as  any  thing  can  be  on  such  slip¬ 


pery  stuff  as  water.  ■  Why,  it’s  nothing  out  of 
the  common  course.  Old  Captain  Johnson 
once  was  carried  round  Cape  Horn  in  that  way, 
and  his  family  had  worn  out  their  mourning  for 
him  before  the  news  reached  them.  We’d 
have  had  letters  from  Bert,  only,  as  luck  would 
have  it,  the  Assyria’s  on  the  line  that  doesn’t 
touch  at  Halifax.  One  week’s  gone,”  said  Will, 
beginning  to  stride  about  the  floor.  “Come 
now,  you  lock  up,  and  run  over  to  your  mo¬ 
ther’s  ;  and  in  a  fortnight  you’ll  see  somebody 
heave  in  sight,  and  jut  out  one  of  his  great 
paws  to  sweep  you  back  again.” 

“Oh  no,  no!”  I  sobbed.  “I’ll  stay  here 
and  W'ait  for  him — here,  where  I  saw  him  last. 
Perhaps  he’ll  never  come !  oh,  25erhaps  he’ll 
never  come!” 

“Come!  I  don’t  know  whaPs  to  hinder 
his  coming,”  said  Will,  “unless  they  kill  him 
with  kindness.  The  captain  ’ll  have  him  at  his 
table ;  there  won’t  be  any  thing  in  the  ship 
too  good  for  him ;  best  of  every  thing  at  his 
command  ;  Champagne  just  running  down  his 
throat :  all  the  pretty  women  asking  him  about 
the  weather — ” 

“Oh,  Will!” 

“Fact !  You  see  now !  And  when  he  gets 
to  Liverpool  those  British  pilots  will  take  him 
in  hand,  and  they’ll  treat  him  so  well  that.  I’ll 
dare  swear,  he’ll  never  be  able  to  tell  you  what 
the  house  he  stops  at  looks  like.  Perhaps,  then, 
he  won’t  come  home  next  steamer,  the  very 
next,  ”  said  that  cunning  fellow,  trying  to  stave 
off  my  anxiety,  if,  indeed,  things  should  prove 
to  be  worse  than  he  fancied  they  were,  and 
Bert  didn’t  come  home  next  steamer,  nor  ever 
afterward.  “A  man  isn’t  treated  like  a  prince 
more  than  once  in  his  life,  and  he  couldn’t  be 
blamed  much  if  he  made  the  most  of  that  once ; 
now  could  he  ?” 

“I  don’t  know  any  thing  about  that!”  I 
cried.  “I  know  Bert  will  be  back  in  the  next 
steamer  if  he’s  alive.” 

“Of  course  he  will!  of  course  he  will! 
Keep  your  craft  sharp  by  the  wind,  Sady,  and 
he’ll  hail  you  before  you  know  it,”  said  Will. 

And  so  he  did.  Exactly  a  fortnight  from 
that  day.  I  had  been  rambling  round  the 
house  like  an  uneasy  spirit,  never  still  in'  one 
place  five  minutes  at  a  time,  neither  sleeping 
nor  eating,  and  finding  no  peace  except  when 
Will  Davenant,  or  some  other  of  Bert’s  friends, 
came  in  and  talked  the  matter  over,  nor  then, 
either ;  and  mother,  who  had  left  every  thing  to 
come  and  stay  with  me,  declared  I  would  lose 
my  wits  unless  I  practiced  some  sort  of  self- 
control  ;  when,  one  day,  after  I  had  seen  the 
great  steamer  come  plowing  up  the  bay,  and 
had  vowed  that  Bert  must  be  in  her,  as  I  had 
concerning  every  steamer  arriving  since  Will 
Davenant’s  first  call,  and  then  had  given  him 
up  at  last  because  he  hadn’t  the  wings  of  the 
dove,  and  was  plunged  in  unmitigated  despair, 
all  of  a  sudden  in  he  walks,  as  large  as  life,  and 
takes  me  in  his  arms  and  kisses  me,  while  I 
faint  dead  away. 
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Well,  that  was  very  delightful— I  was  such  a  ’ 
selfish  little  wretch,  and  I  don  t  say  that  I  m 
any  better  now — to  think  that  Bert  cared  so 
much  to  be  home,  to  relieve  my  anxiety,  and, 
maybe,  his  own,  that  he  didn’t  even  wait  for 
another  steamer  on  that  same  line,  but  caught 
one  that  was  leaving  the  very  day  they  made 
port,  and  was  back  again  on  American  shores 
without  having  stepped  on  British  soil.  Not 
that  Bert  wouldn’t  have  cared  for  it,  you  know ; 
wouldn’t  have  made  the  European  tour,  as  they 
call  it,  with  as  good  a  relish  as  the  best ;  wouldn’t 
have  liked  to  stand  inside  the  old  cathedrals, 
and  see  the  sunbeams  swimming  up  aloft  in  the 
roof,  and  the  doves  flying  in  and  out  and  build¬ 
ing  their  little  indifferent  nests  in  the  carvings 
made  by  fingers  dust  a  thousand  years  ago ; 
wouldn’t  have  liked  to  look  at  the  great  paint¬ 
ings,  as  if  he  were  in  a  vision  ;  to  have  walked 
through  the  old  halls  where  history  happened — 
for  you  musn’t  take  it  for  granted  that  my  Bert 
is  an  ignoramus  because  he  earns  his  livelihood 
in  hard  work  and  exposure.  I  don’t  know  the 
more  finished  gentleman  than  he,  if  you  want 
the  truth.  There  is  an  education  better  than 
books,  and  you  can’t  learn  at  colleges  all  my 
Bert  knows.  Latin  and  Greek  I  grant  you, 
and  you’re  welcome — for  the  use  of  dead  men’s 
tongues,  who  did  no  good  with  them  while  they 
had  them,  and  heathen  barbarians  at  that,  I’ve 
never  been  able  to  see ;  hut  whatever  can  be 
gained  by  the  knowledge  of  men  and  of  the 
round  earth  and  sea  and  sky,  the  best  learning 
that  the  world  affords,  my  Bert  has  at  his  fin¬ 
gers’  tips.  A  man  can’t  bring  into  port  a  great 
French  or  British  steamer,  commanded  by  some 
captain  next  to  a  nobleman  ;  or  a  man-of-war, 
commanded,  may  be,  by  a  nobleman  himself, 
with  all  his  courtly  breeding,  and  a  mind  rich 
with  the  advantages  of  generations ;  or  one  of 
our  own  line-of-battle  ships,  with  an  old  hero 
on  the  quarter-deck  ;  or  a  merchantman  from 
the  East  Indies,  a  fruiter  from  the  Levant,  with 
Portuguese  and  Greeks  before  the  mast;  a 
South  American,  with  hides  and  horns ;  a 
whaler  from  the  pole ;  a  little  schooner,  creep¬ 
ing  up  the  coast  with  lime — can’t  meet  famil¬ 
iarly,  as  pilots  do ;  welcomed  with  open  arms, 
and  told  by  many  a  captain  that  they  would 
rather  see  him  than  their  wives — all  these  dif¬ 
ferent  sorts,  without  getting  at  the  core  of  coun¬ 
tries  and  races  in  a  way  that  is  like  a  liberal 
education.  And  Bert  had  always  said  that,  if 
ever  he  was  rich,  we’d  take  passage  for  the 
other  side,  and  for  Vesuvius,  and  the  Midnight 
Sun,  and  the  Catacombs,  and  the  Inquisition, 
and  the  Pyramids,  and  I  don’t  know  what  all. 
But  there!  there’s  no  hope  of  a  pilot’s  being 
rich.  I  tell  Bert  that  if  ever  they  get  rid  of  the 
laws  that  restrain  them  now,  so  that  each  pilot 
can  ask  his  own  price,  and  a  ship  in  a  gale  re¬ 
fusing  it,  he  can  tell  her  to  get  in  the  best  way 
she  can,  till  she  calls  him  back  at  any  price, 
why,  then  he  won’t  expose  himself  to  being 
drowned  and  his  children  to  being  orphaned 
for  a  beggarly  twenty  or  fifty  dollars ;  but  the 


great  merchant  princes,  that  own  the  ships  and 
cargoes,  will  have  to  open  their  purses,  and  a 
pilot  may  be  as  well  off  as  his  neighbors.  But 
Bert  says  that,  once  change  those  laws,  deqpnt 
men  would  leave  the  calling,  pilotage  would  be 
piracy,  the  bay  would  be  swarniing  with  sharks 
and  wreckers,  and  he  would  sooner  turn  long¬ 
shoreman  and  sweep  a  crossing. 

But  dll  this  has  nothing  to  do  with  Bert’s 
return  ;  and,  as  I  was  saying,  there  was  nobody 
inside  of  that  horizon  happier  than  I  that  day. 

But  it  was  that  day.  Two  or  three  days 
afterward,  when  the  bright  edge  of  relief  and 
gratitude  and  pleasure  had  worn  down  the 
least  in  the  world,  I  began,  of  course — or  else 
it  wouldn’t  have  been  I^ — to  question  a  little,  to 
worry,  and  wonder  why  it  happened  that  Bert 
couldn’t  leave  the  steamer  just  that  time  when 
he’d  weathered  so  many  worse  gales  ;  and  all  at 
once  it  leaked  out,  I  don’t  know  how  or  where, 
that  Will  Davenant’s  cousin  Kate  was  aboard 
that  steamer,  just  married  to  a  rich  old  fellow 
who  was  doing  the  fashionable  thing  and  tak¬ 
ing  her  abroad.  She  was  a  bold  and  hand¬ 
some  hussy,  always  making  eyes  at  Bert. 
And  Bert  hadn't  mentioned  her ;  and  Will 
hadn’t  mentioned  her — it  never  occurred  to 
me  that  Will  hadn’t  known  of  it,  or  that  Bert 
hadn’t  seen  her  once  all  the  way  across — and 
so  I  put  two  and  two  together,  and  wrought 
myself  up  to  a  frenzy,  and  there  was  an  end  of 
happiness.  For  from  conjecture  I  crept  to 
suspicion,  and  from  suspicion  I  flew  to  certain¬ 
ty,  and  from  certainty  to  desperation.  I  went 
about  my  work  slipshod,  and  glowering  like  a 
wild  woman,  and  the  dishes  were  half  cooked, 
and  the  floors  half  swept,  and  every  thing  was 
rough  with  dust ;  the  tins  and  the  silver  were 
tarnished  and  unscoured,  the  little  wood-fire 
was  never  lit  in  welcome  at  night,  and  the 
whole  house  was  just  as  gloomy  and  cheerless 
as  I  felt  myself ;  so  that  it  must  have  made  Bert 
groan  to  set  his  foot  inside  the  door,  and  he 
would  hardly  have  been  to  blame  if  he  had 
slipped  back  to  Liverpool,  and  had  his  merry¬ 
making  with  the  warm-hearted  men  over  there, 
after  all. 

But  Bert  had  married  me  for  better  or  worse, 
and,  though  it  was  pretty  much  all  worse,  he 
was  determined  to  make  the  best  of  it ;  and  so 
he  believed  that  this  was  all  due  to  my  weak 
nerves  and  ill  health— which  it  wasn’t,  but  only 
to  a  life  of  indulgence  and  selfishness  and  way¬ 
wardness  hearing  fruit — and  he  humored  me, 
and  waited  on  me,  and  was  gentler  w'ith  me 
than  ever  mother  was  in  all  her  life.  For  mo¬ 
ther  came  in  one  day,  and  found  the  plates 
not  washed,  and  the  fire  gone  out,  and  me  sit¬ 
ting  down  at  heel,  sulking  and  wretched,  with 
my  hair  uncombed,  and  no  collar  on ;  and  she 
declared  on  the  spot  that  patience  had  had  its 
perfect  work  with  me,  that  all  I  needed  wms  a 
good  sound  shaking,  and  if  I  wasn’t  too  old  to 
behave  in  that  way,  I  wasn’t  too  old  to  have  it, 
and  she  had  half  the  mind  to  give  it  to  me ; 
and  such  conduct,  she  said,  had  driven  better 
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men  than  Be;rt  to  drink.  She  was  ashamed  to 
own  me  for  a  child  of  hers,  and  I’d  only  have 
myself  to  thank  if  he  went  to  the  bad  altogeth¬ 
er.  And  up  I  flared,  and  said,  if  it  wasn’t 
gone  to  the  bad  already  to  have  been  chasing 
across  the  Atlantic  after  Kate  Davenant,  I 
should  like  to  know  what  it  was.  I  suppose 
the  fact  is  that  I  must  have  been  a  little  crazy. 
And  just  as  mother  turned  round,  with  the  dish¬ 
cloth  suspended,  and  her  mouth  wide  open, 
Bert,  who  had  come  in  unnoticed  in  the  high 
words,  and  had  heard  those  high  words,  pushed 
open  the  door  and  stood  before  me. 

I  shall  never  forget  how  Bert  looked  that 
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moment.  His  face  was  as  white  and  set  as  a 
dead  man’s.  It  would  have  looked  like  a  dead 
man’s  if  the  awful  living  eyes  hadn’t  been  blaz¬ 
ing  out  of  it  like  two  fires — so  dark  and  terrible 
that  I  cowered. 

“  Say  that  again,  Sady,”  said  he. 

And  my  heart  bubbling  up  with  anger  at  the 
tone,  I  said  it  again,  and  more  of  it  too. 

“I  swear  to  you  that  this  is  the  first  I  ever 
knew  of  her  being  on  the  steamer,”  said  Bert 
then,  in  a  great,  grand  voice  that  of  itself  seem¬ 
ed  to  wake  me  from  my  evil  mood  as  if  it  had 
been  a  nightmare,  though  doubtless  it  was  fear, 
calling  the  blood  away  from  my  brain,  that 
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waked  me.  He  turned  to  my  mother.  “  Take 
care  of  her,”  he  said  ;  “  take  good  care  of  her. 
I  must  get  down  the  harbor  before  the  weather 
thickens.  Maybe  I  shall  never  come  up  again. 
I  hope  I  never  shall !” 

With  that  he  paused  and  hesitated,  and  took 
a  step  forward  and  toward  me  ;  but  Heaven 
only  knows  what  imp  of  perversity  caught  my 
shoulder  and  twisted  me  round  and  away,  and 
in  a  moment  the  door  was  closed  gently,  as 
Bert  did  every  thing  in  the  house,  and  he  was 
gone.  And  then  you  may  imagine  that  chaos 
reigned  in  that  room  for  an  hour,  with  peni¬ 
tence  and  self-reproach  and  fear,  and  cries  and 
sobs  and  hysterics,  and  sal  volatile  and  hot  shrub  ; 
and  mother  left  off  scolding,  and  hushed  me, 
and  bathed  my  face,  and  combed  my  hair,  afraid 
lest  I’d  do  myself  a  mischief ;  and  finally,  as 
she  couldn’t  stay,  Nanny  being  threatened  with 
the  croup,  and  Neddy  being  just  vaccinated  and 
taking  tremendously,  she  tied  on  my  cloak  and 
furs,  and  took  a  basket  of  things  out  of  the 
bureau  drawer,  and  locked  up  the  doors,  and 
slipped  the  key  under  the  stone,  and  hailed  a 
car  at  the  head  of  the  street,  and  shoved  me  in 
and  carried  me  off  to  her  own  house — all  in  a 
vague,  wild,  cloudy  state  of  mind,  where  no¬ 
thing  seemed  to  be  real  but  a  dull  and  univers¬ 
al  ache,  which,  whether  it  belonged  to  my  body 
or  my  soul,  I  had  not  wit  enough  to  know. 
“I’m  going  to  die,”  I  said,  looking  out  at  the 
purple,  leaden  afternoon,  and  the  dreary  branch¬ 
es  bending  in  the  damp  and  bitter  wind  that 
soughed  up  the  street  openings  like  the  cry  of 
lost  souls.  “I’m  going  to  die,”  I  said.  “I’ve 
begun  already.  My  mind’s  all  dim  and  dying 
first.”  So  at  last  we  reached  the  place,  just  as 
the  first  snow-flakes  began  falling  out  of  that 
cold  and  desolate  sky,  aud  mother  got  me  into 
the  house.  What  a  busy,  bustling  little  body 
she  was  then  !  I  can  hardly  realize  it  when  I 
see  her  sitting  there  now,  so  gray-haired  and 
white  and  silent,  and  watching  Netty’s  twins  as 
they  tumble  together  on  the  floor,  just  like  the 
cool  of  the  day.  And  presently  I  was  tucked  up 
warm  in  bed,  and  falling  off  into  strange,  wild 
dreams,  and  waking  out  of  them  in  terror  every 
now  and  then. 

And  that  night  my  baby  tvas  born.  It  was 
a  furious  storm  outside  as  midnight  drew  on  ; 
hardly  less  furious  within,  as,  in  pauses  of 
pain,  I  thought  of  Bert — his  boat  lying  to  far 
out  in  the  bay,  with  the  gale  and  the  sleet  fierce 
enough  to  cut  the  eyes  out  of  his  head  if  he 
looked  to  windward,  or  maybe  run  down,  with¬ 
out  the  hearing  of  a  cry,  by  some  great  steamer 
in  that  weather,  too  thick  with  the  driving  snow 
to  see  a  light  or  your  own  length  ahead  ;  or 
else  dragging  her  anchor  somewhere,  parting 
cable  and  drifting  on  the  rocks  ;  and  I  remem¬ 
bered  the  wreck  on  Norman’s  Woe,  where  the 
spouting  water  leaped  round  the  sailor  lashed 
in  the  shrouds  till  he  was  encased  and  sealed  in 
a  mass  of  frozen  ice,  and  a  spar  swinging  round 
with  a  lurch  of  the  wreck  snapped  him  in  two 
like  a  dead  branch  ;  and  I  thought,  in  swift 


succession,  of  all  the  horrid  chances  of  those 
dark  winter  seas,  till  my  brain  was  raging  with 
heat,  and  all  my  words  were  delirious. 

It  was  of  no  use  their  putting  the  little  flan¬ 
nel  bundle  up  on  the  pillow  beside  me  and  bid¬ 
ding  me  look  at  it ;  it  was  of  no  use  the  four 
pattering  night-gowned  imps,  all  waked  and 
peeping  in,  at  the  risk  of  squills  and  opodel¬ 
doc,  .whispering  and  on  tip-toe,  tvondering  how 
it  came  there  through  all  that  storm,  chuckling 
over  a  queer  little  sneeze  that  plainly  told  that 
it  took  cold  in  coming,  and  which  the  ridicu¬ 
lous  morsel  gave  with  as  much  self-possession 
as  if  the  whole  atmosphere  belonged  to  it,  and 
scampering  off  to  bed  again  with  their  happy 
tongues  subdued  only  till  they  were  half  out  of 
hearing,  and  already  quarreling  as  to  w'hether 
Neddy  and  Nanny  were  as  much  aunts  and 
uncles  as  Natty  and  Netty  ;  it  was  of  no  use 
their  telling  me  here  was  the  nicest  baby  ever 
born  into  this  breathing  world,  and  just  to  look 
at  these  tiny  perfect  fingers  and  that  atom  of 
an  ear.  What  could  I  care  for  that  and  such 
as  that  ?  There  were  millions  of  babies  in  the 
world,  but  there  was  only  one  Bert,  and  I  had 
driven  him  out  into  the  whirling  white  tempest 
of  that  pitiless  night ;  and  every  screaming  blast, 
every  push  of  the  great  shoulder  of  the  gale 
against  the  house,  made  me  start  up  and  cry  out. 

But  all  at  once  I  heard  mother  saying  in  an 
under-tone,  as  if  she  had  not  said  it  half  a  dozen 
times  before,  that  here  was  Bert’s  chin  with  all 
the  pluck  of  it,  if  ever  any  thing  was,  and  she 
shouldn’t  wonder  if  the  eyes — and,  without  wait¬ 
ing  to  hear  her  finish,  it  came  over  me,  like  a 
fresh  tide  of  feeling  and  thought,  that  this  was 
Bert’s  child,  after  all ;  and  if  I  never  saw  Bert 
again,  yet,  perhaps,  the  boy  might  grow  up  to 
be  like  his  father ;  and  I  don’t  know  what  there 
was  comforting  in  the  idea,  but  I  turned  and 
laid  my  cheek  dotvn  against  his,  and  began  to 
sink  away  quietly  to  sleep.  And  they  darkened 
the  room,  and  set  the  lamp  outside  in  the  next 
one,  where  mother  went  to  busy  herself  about 
something  or  other ;  and  presently  the  nurse 
was  nodding,  as  I  found  when  suddenly  start¬ 
ing  wide  awake,  not  having  really  lost  m3'self 
at  all.  What  made  me  start  wide  aw'ake  then, 
with  all  my  senses  about  me,  as  alert  as  ever  I 
was  in  my  life  ?  I  will  tell  you. 

The  landing  of  the  front  stairs  opened  direct- 
Ijf  into  the  room  where  I  lay  ;  and,  as  if  he  had 
just  come  in  the  door,  from  oif  the  sea,  there, 
in  his  great  storm-clothes,  stood  Bert. 

What  a  white,  fixed  face  it  was  he  wore  I  Not 
the  face  which  I  had  seen  in  the  afternoon,  but  a 
deathly,  ghastly  face,  that  it  chilled  one’s  mar¬ 
row  to  look  at ;  and  the  hair  was  hanging  wet 
about  it,  and  around  the  eyes,  that  had  an  ap¬ 
palling,  absent,  vacant  gaze,  such  as  I  had  never 
seen  in  Bert’s  shining,  splendid  ones.  “Oh, 
what  is  it,  Bert  ?”  I  cried.  “  Don’t  be  fright¬ 
ened,  dear!  It’s  all  over,  and  I’m  very  well, 
and  it’s — it’s  a  boy.”  Then  I  remembered  how 
we  had  parted,  and  I  whispered,  half  choked, 
imploring  him  to  forgive  me. 
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“I  went  home  to  find  you,  Sady,”  murmured 
he,  in  as  hollow  a  tone  as  the  whistle  of  the 
wind,  “  and  I’ve  been  looking  for  you  since,  my 
darling.  And  so  it’s  a  boy,  is  it?”  And  he 
came  and  laid  his  cold,  wet,  rough  face  down  on 
mine,  and  on  that  little  velvet  cheek  beside 
mine,  and  stood  erect,  and  shuddered,  and  was 
gone — gone  like  the  breaking  of  a  bubble. 

And  with  the  outcry  that  I  made  the  nurse 
sprang  to  her  feet,  and  mother  came  running 
in ;  and  they  both  declared  what  a  pity  I  had 
waked,  and  what  a  sweet  sleep  I  must  have 
been  having  ;  and,  of  course,  I  had  been  dream¬ 
ing  ;  what  preposterous  nonsense  to  say  I  hadn’t, 
for  nobody  else  had  seen  Bert,  as,  indeed,  where 
could  he  have  come  from  in  such  a  storm  ?  And 
I  just  as  stoutly  maintained  that  they  needn’t  try 
and  deceive  me,  and  Bert  was  in  the  house,  for 
I  had  seen  him,  and  they  were  doing  me  a  great 
deal  more  harm  by  keeping  him  away  than  if 
they  let  him  come  in  again.  And  then,  as  I 
detected  them  looking  strangely  at  each  other, 
I  exclaimed  again  that  I  had  not  been  asleep  at 
all,  and  it  was  not  his  ghost  that  I  had  seen,  for 
all  their  looks,  but  Bert  himself ;  and,  as  they 
tried  to  soothe  me,  and  laugh  me  out  of  the 
notion,  and  I  saw  they  were  in  earnest,  cold 
shivers  began  to  rush  over  me,  till  they  shook 
me  as  I  lay.  “  He  is  drowned !  he  is  drowned  !  ” 
I  sung  out  between  my  chattering  teeth.  “And 
I  have  done  it.  I  have  destroyed  my  husband !  ” 
And  I  raised  such  a  ululu  that  jtresently  mother 
took  me  in  hand  again  severely,  and  told  me 
that,  whether  I  had  destroyed  my  husband  or  not, 
I  should  certainly  destroy  my  child  by  allowing 
myself  to  get  into  this  condition  ;  and,  if  I  didn’t 
hush  up  at  once,  she  would  go  out  in  the  snow 
herself  and  fetch  the  doctor  again,  and  give  me 
a  Dover’s  pow'der.  And  then,  as  the  baby  be¬ 
gan  to  cry,  she  and  the  nurse  made  such  a 
racket  between  them,  with  their  shshshing  and 
trotting  and  patting  and  stirring  and  sipping, 
that  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  that  I  should 
be  quiet.  And,  directly,  their  voices  sounded 
miles  away ;  and,  thoroughly  worn  out,  I  went 
to  sleep,  and  never  waked  till  morning,  when 
the  storm  had  all  blown  up  the  coast,  and  the 
sun  was  shining  brightly,  and  the  sky  was  bluer 
than  the  sapphire  in  the  high-priest’s  breast¬ 
plate. 

But  I  did  not  wake  to  suit  the  day.  I 
opened  my  eyes  with  such  wonder  to  see  it  so 
bright  and  careless,  with  such  a  load  of  heavi¬ 
ness,  such  vague  regret  that  I  had  waked  at 
all ;  and,  of  course,  my  first  thought  was  Bert. 

'The  storm  had  been  a  brief  one,  it  seemed, 
sweeping  swift  and  furious ;  possibly  Bert’s 
boat  might  have  been  beyond  its  belt,  and 
have  known  but  little  of  it.  Yet  that  was 
hardly  likely,  and  I  tried  to  brace  myself  for 
the  worst,  and  prayed — I  don’t  know  how  long 
it  was  since  I  had  said  my  prayers^ — for  sti'ength 
to  receive  the  blow  I  feared,  and  which  would 
be  a  blow,  come  how  it  might,  as  only  fit  pun¬ 
ishment  for  my  wickedness,  or,  if  not  as  punish¬ 
ment,  at  least  as  only  the  taking  from  me  that 


of  which  I  had  proved  unworthy.  I  to  have 
thought  any  evil  of  my  Bert,  with  his  soul  as 
white  and  clear  as  that  window-pane  that  let 
my  glance  through  into  the  heavens  ! 

And  so  all  that  morning  I  lay  there,  not  say¬ 
ing  a  word,  never  dropping  into  a  doze,  but 
listening,  listening  at  every  pore  for  a  step  that 
did  not  come ;  and,  though  1  lay  like  a  log  in 
my  listening,  inwardly  I  fretted  and  fumed  and 
fidgeted,  and  my  head  burned  and  my  heart 
beat  like  a  leaf  in  the  wind.  And  when  the 
doctor  ran  up  stairs  he  said  it  would  never  do 
in  the  world,  I  was  getting  into  a  high  fever ; 
I  must  take  a  draught  he  mixed,  and  go  to 
sleep  ;  and  so  I  did,  with  my  baby  in  my  arms. 
And  when  I  woke  up,  there  sat  Bert  beside  me, 
with  one  cool  hand  grasping  both  my  hot  ones. 

“Oh,  Bert,”  I  said,  feebly,  closing  my  eyes 
again,  “is  it  really  you  this  time?  If  you  are 
going  to  go — again — go  before  I  open  my  eyes, 
and  it  won’t  be  so  hard.  ” 

“Ay,  my  darling!”  he  cried,  with  his  great, 
hearty  voice.  “Who  else  should  it  be  ?  But 
it  came  precious  near  never  being — ” 

“  Oh,  Bert,  weren’t  you  really  here  last 
night,  then?” 

“Here  last  night?  Sady,  that’s  just  what 
I’ve  been  asking  myself.  But  no — neither 
here  nor  any  where  else.” 

“Dear  Bert,  you  must  have  had  such  a 
dreadful  night!” 

He  didn’t  speak  then,  but  he  lifted  my  hands 
and  kissed  them — my  little  hard  hands.  It 
meant  that  I  had  had  a  dreadful  night  too. 

Just  then  mother  came  in  with  some  decoc¬ 
tion;  she  had  seen  Bert  before.  “Now  you 
mustn’t  get  her  all  excited  again  with  your 
talk,  Bert,  my  dear,”  said  she.  “Here,  you 
can  give  her  this  gruel,  while  I  take  up  my 
grandson.  Bless  his  little  heart — nobody  tak¬ 
ing  a  bit  of  notice  of  him !  I  suppose  you’ve 
been  home  and  found  all  safe,  Bert  ?”  she 
added. 

“  No,  I  haven’t,”  replied  he.  “  I  knew  Sady 
was  over  here — I  don’t  know  how  I  knew  it, 
but  I  did — and  I  just  made  sail  in  this  direc¬ 
tion.” 

“Weren’t  you  surprised  when  you  saw  that 
little  head  on  the  pillow  ?” 

“Not  at  aU,”  said  Bert,  crossing  over  to  in¬ 
spect,  for  the  hundredth  time  or  so,  the  rosy 
collection  of  fists  and  feet  on  her  lap.  “I 
knew  it  was  there,  and  I  knew  it  was  a  boy. 

I  was  saying  it  was  a  boy  when  I  came  to.” 

“Came  to?”  repeated  mother  and  I  to¬ 
gether. 

“  Oh  yes.  You  haven’t  heard,  of  course. 
Why,  I  came  as  near  laying  my  bones  where 
the  old  anchors  lie  last  night — ” 

“Bert!” 

“  Yes,  really.  Now  I’m  safe,”  said  he,  “  and, 
if  you  won’t  flush  up  and  worry.  I’ll  tell  you 
about  it.” 

“I’ll  worry  a  great  deal  more  if  you  don’t 
tell  me,”  murmured  I. 

“Yes,  Bert,”  said  mother. 
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“  Well,  this  is  all,  and  it  isn’t  much.  There 
was  a  schooner  wabbling  round  out  there  in  the 
bay,  as  clearly  as  we  could  make  out  in  the 
scud  and  snow,  as  if  every  soul  on  board  had 
lost  their  heads ;  and  we  came  to  the  conclu¬ 
sion  that,  whether  she  wanted  a  pilot  or  not, 
she  needed  one,  or  she’d  be  splinters  and  saw¬ 
dust  on  the  channel  isl/inds  before  morning. 
And  after  a  little,  feeling  desperate  and  wicked, 
and  hardly  caring  what  happened,  I  set  out  for 
her.  And  I  think  I’d  have  made  her,  for  I’ve 
ridden  rougher  water  than  that  in  my  canoe, 
only  just  at  the  last  minute  I  remembered  a  pa¬ 
per  in  the  cabin  with  the  list  of  the  Assyria’s 
passengers  in  it,  and  my  heart  melted,  and  I 
thought  I’d  be  in  town  in  a  couple  of  hours, 
and  I  thought  if  I  showed  that  to  you,  Sady, 
and  showed  you  that  there  was  no  such  name 
as  Kate  Davenant’s — ” 

“Why,  of  course  tliere  wasn’t,  Bert!”  I  in- 
teiTupted.  “It  would  have  been  her  hus¬ 
band’s.” 

“  Her  husband’s  ?”  asked  Bert,  turning  on 
me  his  great  brown  eyes  in  a  wondering  way. 
“Kate  married,  Sady,  and  yet  you  could — ” 

“  Oh  don’t,  dear  Bert !  Don’t  say  any  thing 
more  about  it !” I  exclaimed,  in  a  tremor.  “I 
was  out  of  my  head — I  must  have  been  1  And 
you  forgave  me  for  it  all  last  night — ” 

“That  is  it,  exactly,”  said  Bert,  solemnly, 
while  mother’s  eyes  grew  round  and  rounder ; 
“  I  did.  And  you,  Sady,  did  you  forgive  me, 
then,  for  having  flashed  off  yesterday  afternoon 
in  that  rage  ?” 

“Yesterday?  It  seems  a  year  ago.  Oh,  I 
never  can  forgive  myself,  Bert !” 

“There,  there,  children,”  said  mother. 

“Well,  as  I  was  saying,”  continued  Bert,  in 
a  moment,  “  I  made  for  the  paper,  and  found  it, 
and  sprang  along  up  with  it,  and  jumped  into 
the  canoe.  And  just  then  there  came  one  of 
those  seas  that  run  every  eighth  or  tenth  wave 
in  a  gale,  and  before  we  could  lift  an  oar  it  had 
roared  and  raced  after  us,  and  had  reared  and 
fallen,  and  the  boat  had  swamped  under  us, 
crushing  up  like  paper,  and  I  had  gone  down 
in  the  icy  water  with  it,  the  whole  tempest 
booming  in  my  ears,  and  the  weight  of  the  whole 
ocean  on  my  head ;  and  when  I  came  to  the 
top  again  I  could  see  the  row  of  wild  faces  just 
above  the  lights  which  the  men  w^ere  swinging 
over  the  side,  and  I  shouted  for  a  line  and  a 
lantern  on  it,  and  out  it  flew,  and  I  caught  it 
just  as  I  was  washing  by,  and  contrived  to  get 
it  fast  under  my  arms,  and  give  the  word  to  haul 
me  in.  And  then,  as  they  were  pulling  hand 
over  hand,  there  came  a  hitch,  a  grasp  slipped 
in  the  confusion — for  every  body  had  a  different 
order  to  give — the  boat  pitched,  and  Morris  lost 
his  footing  on  the  wet  planks  ;  and  I  felt  myself 
going,  and  called  to  them  again,  and  then  I  was 
sucked  under  and  under ;  and  when  they  laid  me 
on  the  deck  at  last  there  was  no  more  life  in  me 
than  in  a  log.” 

“Oh,  Bert!”  I  cried,  starting  up,  and  ouite 


forgetting  for  the  instant  that  it  was  aU.  over 
now,  at  any  rate. 

“  There !  lie  right  down  again  and  keep  still, 
or  I’ll  let  you  guess  the  rest.  Don’t  you  see 
I’m  alive  ?”  said  he,  laughing.  “  For  they 
lugged  me  down  below,  and  worked  away  on 
me  with  hot  blankets  and  rum  and  hartshorn 
and  the  like,  and  still  I  lay  as  dead  as  a  pelt, 
to  alhappearance,  and  they  were  just  giving  me 
up,  when  one  of  them  dropped  the  hartshorn  and 
spilled  it  up  my  nostrils ;  and  suddenly,  with  a 
start  and  a  shudder,  and  saying  over  and  over, 
‘It’s  a  boy,  it’s  a  boy,’  I  opened  my  eyes,  and 
presently  was  all  right,  and  brought  that  schoon¬ 
er  up  to  town  after  all,  though  I  can’t  rightly 
say  that  I’ve  got  over  the  tingle  of  that  harts¬ 
horn  yet.  And  I  was  just  as  well  aware,  Sady, 
of  having  been  in  your  mother’s  house — that 
time  while  they  were  working  over  my  bod)' — 
of  having  hunted  for  you  at  home,  of  having 
found  you  here,  of  having  seen  my  child,  as  I 
am  of  the  same  at  this  moment.  And  I  swear  I 
don’t  understand  it!”  said  Bert,  getting  up  and 
setting  down  the  gruel  I  hadn’t  touched,  and 
coming  back  again.  “It’s  been  buzzing  about 
my  brain,  the  puzzle  of  it,  all  the  morning. 
What  is  a  drop  of  brandy,  a  sniff  of  vinegar,  a 
touch  of  hot  flannel,  that  they  should  breathe 
the  breath  of  life  into  my  nostrils  ?  When  my 
soul  had  left  my  body,  how  did  hartshorn,  even 
that  whole  battery  of  it  that  Ben  opened  at 
once,  call  it  back  again?  Suppose  I  hadn’t 
smelled  it— then  dead  as  a  pelt  I  should  have 
remained  ;  and  what  difference  does  a  little 
camphor  and  vinegar  make  to  my  immortal 
spirit,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  And  I’d  ask,  if 
they  can  make  souls  out  of  salts,  why  they  don’t 
sell  them  over  the  druggists’  counters  —  by 
George,  I  would  ! — if  it  wasn’t  that  mine  crossed 
the  water  and  came  out  here  and  up  into  this 
very  room,  and  saw  you,  and  heard  you,  and 
kissed  you,  Sady !” 

“Bert,”  said  mother,  with  great  dignity,  hav¬ 
ing  a  feeling  that  this  W’as  talk  Deacon  Kemp 
w'ould  have  pronounced  unsafe,  “  you  are 
enough  to  drive  Sady  into  a  delirium,  if  you’re 
not  in  one  yourself — ” 

“  Oh,  Bert,  I’m  so  glad,”  I  said,  without  wait¬ 
ing  for  the  rest,  “to  think  that  when  your  soul 
was  free  it  traveled  straight  to  me !  And  I’ll 
promise,  oh.  I’ll  promise  to  try  and  be  a  good 
wife  after  this — ” 

“You  are  now,”  said  he,  “the  best  of  wives.” 

“  Oh,  I  will  be,  Bert,  as  long  as  I  live !” 

“And  afterward,”  whispered  Bert,  over  my 
head,  “when  we’re  ghosts  together?” 

“  Always,  Bert.  For  ever  and  ever.  How 
can  I  help  it,  and  you  coming  home  to  me 
when  you  might  have  gone  up — ” 

“  Hush,  now,  dear.  We  won’t  talk  any  more 
about  it.  Go  to  sleep,  little  mother,  beside 
your  baby.  I  don’t  know  where  I  might  have 
gone,”  said  Bert.  “But  I  know  that  when  I 
came  into  this  room  last  night  I  came  into 
heaven !” 
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THE  NEW  PALACE  AT  POTSDAM. 


XII. —FREDERICK  AT  SANS  SOUCI. 
APPY  the  people,”  says  Montesquieu, 
“whose  annals  are  blank  in  history 
books.”  The  annals  of  the  nations  are  mainly 
composed  of  w^ars,  tumult,  and  woe.  For  ten 
years  Prussia  enjoyed  peace.  During  this  hap¬ 
py  period,  when  the  days  and  the  years  glided 
by  in  tranquillity,  there  is  little  left  for  the  his¬ 
torian  to  record.  Frederick  engaged  vigorous¬ 
ly  in  repairing  the  ruins  left  by  the  war.  The 
burned  Silesian  villages  were  rebuilt ;  debts 
were  paid  ;  agriculture  and  commerce  encour¬ 
aged  ;  the  laws  revised  and  reformed.  A  de¬ 
cree  was  issued,  that  all  lawsuits  should  be 
brought  to  a  decision  within  a  year  after  their 
beginning. 

The  king,  weary  of  the  life  of  turmoil,  con¬ 
structed  for  himself  a  beautiful  villa,  which  he 
named  Sans  Souci  (“Free  from  Care”),  which 
Carlyle  characteristically  translates,  “  No  both¬ 
er.”  It  was  situated  on  a  pleasant  hill-top 
near  Potsdam,  in  great  retirement,  yet  com¬ 
manding  an  enchanting  view  of  land  and  wa¬ 
ter. 

On  the  first  of  May,  1747,  Frederick  took 
formal  possession  of  this  beautiful  chateau. 
The  occasion  was  celebrated  by  quite  a  mag¬ 
nificent  dinner  of  two  hundred  covers.  Here, 
for  the  next  forty  years,  he  spent  most  of  his 
leisure  time.  He  had  three  other  palaces,  far 
surpassing  Sans  Souci  in  splendor,  which  he 
occasionally  visited  on  days  of  royal  festivities. 
Berlin  and  Charlottenburg  were  about  twenty 
miles  distant.  The  New  Castle,  so  called,  at 
Potsdam,  was  but  about  a  mile  from  Sans  Souci. 
He  had  also  his  palace  at  Rheinsberg,  some 
thirty  miles  north  of  Berlin,  where  he  had  spent 
many  of  his  early  days. 

It  is  said  that,  one  day,  as  Frederick  was 
contemplating  the  royal  burying-ground,  not 
far  from  the  spot  w'hich  he  had  selected  for  his 
rural  villa,  he  said  to  a  companion  by  his  side,  I 


in  reference  to  his  own  burial,  “Oui,  alors  je 
serais  sans  souci.”  Yes,  then  I  shall  be  free 
from  care.  From  that  remark  the  villa  took 
its  name.  Frederick  adopted  it,  and  inscribed 
it  in  golden  letters  on  the  lintel.  He  appro¬ 
priated  to  his  private  use  three  apartments — 
an  audience-room,  a  library,  and  a  small  al¬ 
cove  for  a  bedroom.  In  this  alcove,  scarcely 
larger  than  a  closet,  he  slept  in  soldier  style, 
upon  an  iron  bed,  without  curtains.  An  old 
slouched  hat,  softened  by  wear,  served  him  for 
a  night-cap.  His  library  was  a  beautiful  room, 
very  richly  furnished.  There  were  terrible  war- 
clouds  still  sweeping  over  various  parts  of  Eu¬ 
rope.  But  their  lightning  flashes  and  their 
thunder  roar  disturbed  not  the  repose  of  Fred¬ 
erick  in  his  elevated  retreat. 

In  the  month  of  October-,  1747,  field-mar¬ 
shal  Keith  visited  his  Prussian  majesty  at  Sans 
Souci.  In  a  letter-  to  his  brother  he  thus  de¬ 
scribes  the  results  of  his  observations : 

“I  have  now  the  honor  and,  what  is  still 
more,  the  pleasure  of  being  with  the  king  at 
Potsdam.  I  have  the  honor  to  dine  and  sup 
with  him  almost  every  day.  He  has  more  wit 
than  I  have  wit  to  tell  you ;  speaks  solidly  and 
knowingly  on  all  kinds  of  subjects ;  and  I  am 
much  mistaken  if,  -w-ith  the  experience  of  four 
campaigns,  he  is  not  the  best  officer  of  his 
army.  He  has  several  persons  with  whom  he 
lives  with  almost  the  familiarity  of  a  friend, 
but  he  has  no  favorite.  He  shows  a  natural 
politeness  for  every  body  who  is  about  him. 
For  one  who  has  been  four  days  about  his  per¬ 
son,  you  will  say,  I  pretend  to  know  a  gi-eat 
deal  about  his  character.  But  what  I  tell  you 
you  may  depend  upon.  With  more  time  I 
shall  know  as  much  of  him  as  he  will  let  me 
know,  and  no  one  of  his  ministry  knows  any 
more.” 

The  king  was  a  very  busy  man.  In  addi¬ 
tion  to  carrying  on  quite  an  extensive  literary 
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correspondence,  he  was  vigorously  engaged  in 
writing  his  memoirs.  He  was  also  with  great 
energy  developing  the  wealth  of  his  realms. 
In  the  exercise  of  absolute  power,  his  govern¬ 
ment  was  entirely  personal.  He  had  no  con¬ 
stitution  to  restrain  him.  Under  his  single 
control  were  concentrated  all  legislative,  judi¬ 
cial,  and  executive  powers.  There  was  no  sen¬ 
ate  or  legislative  corps  to  co-operate  in  fram¬ 
ing  laws.  His  ministers  were  merely  servants 
to  do  his  bidding.  The  courts  had  no  powers 
whatever  but  such  as  he  intrusted  to  them. 
He  could  at  any  time  reverse  their  decrees,  and 
flog  the  judges  with  his  cane,  or  hang  them. 
This  is  personal  government. 

Frederick  was  a  great  snuff-taker.  He  al¬ 
ways  carried  two  large  snuff-boxes  in  his  pock¬ 
et.  Several  others  stood  upon  tables  around 
in  his  rooms,  always  ready  for  use.  The  cheap¬ 
est  of  these  boxes  cost  fifteen  hundred  dollars. 
He  had  some  richly  studded  with  gems,  which 
cost  seven  thousand  five  hundred  dollars.  At 
his  death  one  hundred  and  thirty  snuff-boxes 
appeared  in  the  inventory  of  his  jewels. 

Many  anecdotes  are  related  illustrative  of  the 
kind  feelings  of  the  king  toward  the  peasants. 
He  was  much  interested  in  ameliorating  their 
condition, ’and  said  to  the  bishop  of  Varmia, 
“Believe  me,  if  I  knew  every  thing — if  I  could 
read  everything  myself — all  my  subjects  should 
be  happy.  But  alas  !  I  am  but  a  man.” 

In  the  ranks  all  of  the  army  were  equally 
entitled  to  distinction.  Promotion  was  con¬ 
ferred  upon  merit,  not  upon  the  accident  of 
birth.  This  principle,  which  was  entirely  ig¬ 
nored  in  the  other  European  despotisms,  prob¬ 


ably  contributed  to 
the  success  of  Fred¬ 
erick’s  armies.  A 
Hanoverian  count 
wrote  to  him,  solic¬ 
iting  a  high  position 
in  the  army  for  his 
son,  in  favor  of  his 
exalted  birth.  Fred¬ 
erick  dictated  the 
following  reply: 

“I  am  obliged  to 
tell  you  that  I  have 
long  forbid  counts 
to  he  received,  as 
such,  into  my  army ; 
for  when  they  have 
served  one  or  two 
years  they  retire, 
and  merely  make 
their  short  military 
career  a  subject  of 
vain  boasting.  If 
your  son  wishes  to 
serve,  the  title  of 
count  can  be  of  no 
use  to  him.  But  he 
will  be  promoted  if 
he  learn  his  profes¬ 
sion  well.” 

The  king  then  took  the  pen  himself,  and 
added  with  his  own  hand : 

“Young  counts  who  have  learned  nothing 
are  the  most  ignorant  people  in  all  countries. 
In  England  the  king’s  son  begins  by  being  a 
sailor  on  hoard  a  ship,  in  order  to  learn  the  ma- 
nceuvres  belonging  to  that  service.  If  it  should 
miraculously  happen  that  a  count  could  be 
good  for  any  thing,  it  must  be  by  banishing  all 
thoughts  about  his  titles  and  his  birth,  for  these 
are  only  follies.  Every  thing  depends  upon 
personal  merit.  Feedeeick.” 

The  severity  of  discipline  in  the  Prussian 
army  was  dreadful.  The  slightest  misdemean¬ 
or  was  punished  mercilessly.  The  drill,  expos¬ 
ure,  and  hardships  in  the  camp  made  life  to 
the  soldier  a  scene  of  constant  martyrdom. 
Desertion  was  almost  impossible.  The  only 
avenue  of  escape  was  suicide.  In  the  little 
garrison  at  Potsdam,  in  ten  years,  over  three 
hundred,  by  self-inflicted  death,  escaped  their 
miseries.  Dr.  Zimmerman  states  that  it  not 
unfrequently  happened  that  a  soldier  murdered 
a  child,  and  then  came  and  gave  himself  up  to 
justice.  They  thought  that  if  they  committed 
suicide  they  would  be  subject  to  eternal  pun¬ 
ishment.  But  the  murdered  infant  was  sure 
to  go  to  heaven,  and  the  murderer  would  have 
time  to  repent  and  make  his  pjace  with  God. 

Baron  Trenck,  in  his  memoir,  gives  an  ap¬ 
palling  account  of  these  hardships  in  the  body¬ 
guards  to  which  he  belonged.  In  time  of 
peace  there  was  scarcely  an  hour  which  he 
could  command.  The  morning  drill  com- 
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menced  at  four  o'clock.  The  most  compli¬ 
cated  and  perilous  manceuvres  were  performed. 
Frederick  considered  this  the  best  school  for 
cavalry  in  the  world.  They  were  compelled  to 
leap  trenches,  which  were  continually  widened 
till  many  fell  iir  and  broke  their  legs  or  arms. 
They  were  also  compelled  to  leap  hedges,  and 
continue  to  charge  at  the  highest  possible  speed 
for  miles  together.  Almost  daily  some  were 
either  killed  or  wounded.  At  mid-day  they 
took  fresh  horses  and  repeated  these  toilsome 
and  dangerous  labors.  Frequently  they  would 
be  called  from  their  beds  two  or  three  times  in 
one  night,  to  keep  them  on  the  alert.  But 
eight  minutes  were  allowed  the  guardsman  to 
present  himself  on  horseback,  in  his  place,  fully 
equipped.  “In  one  year  of  peace,”  he  says, 
“the  body-guards  lost  more  men  and  horses 
than  they  had  in  two  battles  during  the  war.” 

In  1747  marshal  Saxe  visited  Potsdam.  He 
witnessed  a  review  of  the  guards.  In  the  ac¬ 
count  of  this  review  given  by  Algarotti,  he  says, 
“The  squadron  of  guards,  which  at  one  time, 
drawn  up  close,  exhibited  the  appearance  of  a 
rock,  at  another  resembled  a  cloud  scattered 
along  the  plain.  In  the  charge  on  full  gallop 
one  horse’s  head  was  not  a  foot  beyond  another. 
The  line  was  so  exactly  straight  that  Euclid 
himself  could  not  have  found  fault  with  it.” 

In  September,  1749,  Madame  Du  Chatelet, 
the  “divine  Emilie”  of  Voltaire,  suddenly  died. 
The  infidel  philosopher  seemed  much  grieved 
for  a  time.  Frederick,  who  never  fancied  Ma¬ 
dame  Du  Chatelet,  was  the  more  eager,  now  that 
she  was  out  of  the  way,  that  Voltaire  should 
come  to  Sans  Souci,  and  aid  him  in  his  literary 
labors.  A  trivial  incident  occurred  at  this  time 
worthy  of  record,  as  illustrative  of  the  character 
of  the  king.  At  the  close  of  the  year  1749 
there  had  been  a  review  of  Austrian  troops  at 
Mahren.  It  was  not  a  very  important  affair, 
neither  the  empress  queen  nor  her  husband 
being  present.  Three  Prussian  officers  made 
their  appearance.  It  was  said  that  they  had 
come  to  inveigle  soldiers  to  desert,  and  enlist 
under  the  banners  of  Prussia.  They  were  per¬ 
emptorily  ordered  by  the  Austrian  authorities 
to  leave  the-  ground.  Frederick,  when  he  heard 
of  it,  said  nothing,  but  treasured  it  up. 

A  few  months  after,  in  May,  1760,  there  was 
a  grand  review  at  Berlin.  An  Austrian  officer 
who  chanced  to  be  there  was  invited  by  his 
friend,  a  Prussian  officer,  lieutenant  -  colonel 
Chasot,  to  attend.  The  Austrian  was  not  will¬ 
ing  to  ride  upon  the  parade-ground  without  the 
permission  of  the  king.  Colonel  Chasot  called 
upon  Frederick  and  informed  him  that  an  Aus¬ 
trian  officer  woidd  be  happy,  with  his  majesty’s 
permission,  to  be  present  at  the  review. 

“  Certainly,  certainly,”  exclaimed  the  king. 

This  was  on  tfee  evening  before  the  review. 
On  the  morrow  the  Austrian  accordingly  rode 
upon  the  field.  He  had  hardly  arrived  there 
when,  just  as  the  manceuvres  were  commencing, 
one  of  the  aids-de-camp  of  Frederick  galloped 
up  to  him  and  said,  “By  the  king’s  command. 


Sir,  you  are  ordered  instantly  to  retire  from 
this  field.” 

Colonel  Chasot,  exceedingly  chagrined,  rode 
directly  to  the  king,  and  inquired,  “Did  not 
your  majesty  grant  me  permission  to  invite  my 
friend  to  the  review  ?” 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  king,  in  his  most 
courteous  tones;  “and  if  he  had  not  come, 
how  could  I  have  paid  back  the  Mahren  busi¬ 
ness  of  last  year  ?” 

It  is  pleasant  to  record  another  incident  more 
creditable  to  Frederick.  In  the  year  1 760  there 
was  a  poor  and  aged  schoolmaster,  by  the  name 
of  liinsenbarth,  a  very  worthy  man,  a  veritable 
Dominie  Sampson,  residing  in  the  obscure  vil¬ 
lage  of  Hemmleben.  He  had  been  educated 
as  a  clergyman,  had  considerable  book  learn¬ 
ing,  was  then  out  of  employment,  and  was  in 
extreme  destitution.  The  pastor  of  the  village 
church  died,  leaving  a  vacant  pulpit,  and  a  sal¬ 
ary  amounting  to  about  one  hundred  dollars  a 
year.  The  great  man  of  the  jDlace,  a  feudal 
lord  named  Von  Werthern,  offered  the  situa¬ 
tion  to  Linsenbarth,  upon  condition  that  he 
would  marry  his  lady’s  termagant  waiting-maid. 
Linsenbarth,  who  had  no  fancy  for  the  haughty 
shrew,  declined  the  offer.  The  lord  and  lady 
W'ere  much  offended,  and  in  various  ways  ren¬ 
dered  the  situation  of  the  poor  schoolmaster  so 
uncomfortable  that  he  gathered  up  his  slender 
means,  amounting  to  about  three  hundred  dol¬ 
lars,  all  in  the  deteriorated  coin  of  the  province, 
and  went  to  Berlin.  His  money  was  in  a  bag 
containing  nearly  nine  thousand  very  small 
pieces  of  coin,  called  hatzen. 

At  the  custom-house  the  poor  man’s  coin 
was  seized  as  contraband.  He  was  informed 
that  the  king  had  forbidden  the  circulation  of 
that  kind  of  money  in  Berlin.  The  heartless 
officials  laughed  at  the  poor  man’s  distress,  paid 
no  regard  to  his  remonstrances  and  pleadings, 
and  locked  up  his  confiscated  coin. 

Poor  Linsenbarth  had  a  feather  bed,  a  small 
chest  of  clothes,  and  a  bag  of  books.  He  went 
to  a  humble  inn,  called  the  “White  Swan,” 
utterly  penniless.  The  landlord,  seeing  that 
he  could  levy  upon  his  luggage  in  ease  of  need, 
gave  him  food  and  a  small  room  in  the  garret 
to  sleejj  in.  Here  he  remained  in  a  state  verg¬ 
ing  upon  despair  for  eight  weeks.  Some  of  the 
simple  neighbors  advised  him  to  go  directly  to 
the  king,  as  every  poor  man  could  do  at  certain 
hours  in  the  day.  He  wrote  a  brief  statement 
of  the  facts,  and  started  on  foot  for  Potsdam. 
We  give  the  result  in  the  words  of  Linsenbarth  : 

“At  Potsdam  I  was  lucky  enough  to  see  the 
king.  He  was  on  the  esplanade  drilling  his 
troops.  When  the  drill  was  over  he  went  into 
the  garden,  and  the  soldiers  dispersed.  Four 
officers  remained  lounging  on  the  esplanade. 
For  fright  I  knew  not  what  to  do ;  I  drew  the 
papers  from  my  pocket.  These  were  my  me¬ 
morial,  two  certificates  of  character,  and  a 
Thuringian  pass.  The  officers  noticing  this 
came  directly  to  me  and  said,  ‘  What  letters 
have  you  there?’  I  thankfully  imparted  the 
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whole.  When  the  offlcers  had  read  them  they 
said,  ‘We  will  give  you  good  advice.  The  king 
is  extra  gracious  to-day,  and  is  gone  alone  into 
the  garden.  Eollow  hijn  straight.  You  will 
have  luck.’ 

“This  I  would  not  do;  my  awe  was  too 
great.  They  thereupon  laid  hands  upon  me. 
One  took  me  by  the  right  arm,  another  by  the 
left,  and  led  me  to  the  garden.  Having  got  me 
there  they  looked  out  for  the  king.  He  was 
among  the  gardeners  examining  some  rare 
plant,  and  had  his  back  to  us.  Here  I  had  to 
halt.  The  officers  began  in  an  under-tone  to 
put  me  through  my  drill.  ‘Take  your  hat 
under  your  left  arm  ;  put  your  right  foot  fore¬ 
most  breast  well  forward  ;  hold  your  head  up  ; 
hold  your  papers  aloft  in  your  right  hand ; 
there,  so — steady — steady!’ 

“  They  then  went  away,  often  looking  around 
to  see  if  I  kept  my  posture.  I  perceived  well 
enough  that  they  were  making  game  of  me ; 
but  I  stood  all  the  same  like  a  wall,  being  full 
of  fear.  When  the  king  turned  round  he  gave 
a  look  at  me  like  a  flash  of  sunbeams  glai\cing 
through  you.  He  sent  one  of  the  gardeners 


to  bring  my  papers. 
Taking  them  he  dis¬ 
appeared  in  one  of 
the  garden  walks. 
In  a  few  minutes  he 
came  back  with  my 
papers  open  in  his 
hand,  and  waved 
with  them  for  me 
to  come  nearer.  I 
plucked  up  heart  and 
went  directly  to  him. 
Oh,  how  graciously 
this  great  monarch 
deigned  to  speak  to 
me! 

“  ‘  My  good  Thtt- 
ringian,’  said  the 
king,  ‘you  came  to 
Berlin  seeking  to 
earn  your  bread 
by  the  industrious 
teaching  of  children, 
and  here  at  the  cus¬ 
tom-house  they  have 
taken  your  money 
from  you.  True, 
the  hatzen  are  not 
legal  here.  They 
should  have  said 
to  you,  “You  are  a 
stranger  and  did  not 
know  of  the  prohibi¬ 
tion.  We  will  seal 
up  the  bag  of  hat¬ 
zen.  You  can  send 
it  back  to  Thuringia 
and  get  it  changed 
for  other  coin.”  Be 
of  good  heart,  how¬ 
ever.  You  shall  have 
your  money  again,  and  interest  too.  But,  my 
poor  man,  in  Berlin  they  do  not  give  any  thing 
gratis.  You  are  a  stranger.  Before  you  are 
known  and  get  to  teaching,  your  bit  of  money 
will  be  all  gone.  What  then?’ 

“I  understood  the  speech  perfectly  well,  but 
my  awe  was  too  great  to  allow  me  to  say, 
‘Your  majesty  will  have  the  grace  to  allow  me 
something.’  But  as  I  was  so  simple,  and  asked 
for  nothing,  he  did  not  offer  any  thing.  And 
so  he  turned  away.  But  he  had  gone  scarcely 
six  or  eight  steps  when  he  looked  around  and 
gave  me  a  sign  to  walk  by  his  side.” 

The  king  then  questioned  him  very  closely, 
respecting  the  place  where  he  had  studied,  dur¬ 
ing  what  years,  under  what  teachers,  and  to 
what  branches  he  had  devoted  special  attention. 
While  thus  conversing  the  clock  struck  twelve. 
This  was  the  dinner  -  hour  of  his  majesty. 
“Now  I  must  go,”  sidd  the  king.  “They 
wait  for  their  soup.” 

Linsenbarth,  thus  left  alone,  sauntered  from 
the  garden  back  to  the  esplanade.  There  he 
stood  quite  bewildered.  He  had  walked  that 
day  twenty  miles  beneath  a  July  sun  and  over 
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the  burning  sands.  He  had  eaten  nothing. 
He  had  not  a  farthing  in  his  pocket. 

“In  this  tremor  of  my  heart,”  writes  Linsen- 
barth,  “  there  came  a  valet  out  of  the  palace 
and  asked,  ‘  Where  is  the  man  that  was  with 
my  king  in  the  garden?’  I  answered,  ‘Here.’ 
He  led  me  into  the  palace  to  a  large  room, 
where  pages,  lackeys,  and  soldier  valets  were 
about.  My  valet  took  me  to  a  little  table  ex¬ 
cellently  furnished  with  soup,  beef;  likewise 
carp,  dressed  with  garden  salad  ;  likewise  game, 
with  cucumber  salad ;  bread,  knife,  fork,  plate, 
spoon  were  all  there.  My  valet  set  me  a  chair, 
and  said, 

“  ‘This  that  is  on  the  table  the  king  has  or¬ 
dered  to  be  served  for  you.  You  are  to  eat 
your  fill  and  mind  nobody.  I  am  to  serve.’ 

“I  was  greatly  astonished,  and  knew  not 
what  to  do ;  least  of  all  could  it  come  into  my 
head  that  the  king’s  valet  who  waited  on  his 
majesty  should  wait  on  me.  I  pressed  him  to 
sit  by  me.  But  as  he  refused,  I  did  as  bidden. 

“  The  valet  took  the  beef  from  the  table  and 
set  it  on  the  charcoal  dish  until  wanted.  He 
did  the  like  with  the  fish  and  roast  game,  and 
poured  me  out  wine  and  beer.  I  ate  and  drank 
till  I  had  abundantly  enough.  Dessert,  con¬ 
fectionery,  what  I  could.  A  plate  of  big  black 
cherries  and  a  plateful  of  pears  my  waiting- 
man  wrapped  in  paper,  and  stuffed  them  into 
my  pockets  to  be  a  refreshment  on  the  way 
home.  And  so  I  rose  from  the  royal  table, 
and  thanked  God  and  the  king  in  my  heart 
that  I  had  so  gloriously  dined.  At  that  mo¬ 
ment  a  secretary  came,  brought  me  a  sealed 
order  for  the  custom-house  at  Berlin,  with  my 
certificates  and  the  pass ;  told  down  on  the 
table  five  tail-ducats  and  a  gold  Friedrich  un¬ 
der  them,  saying,  ‘The  king  sent  me  this  to 
take  me  home  to  Berlin. 

“And  if  the  hussar  took  me  into  the  palace, 
it  was  now  the  secretary  took  me  out  again. 
And  there,  yoked  with  six  horses,  stood  a  royal 
wagon,  which,  having  led  me  to,  the  secretary 
said,  ‘  You  people,  the  king  has  given  order 
that  you  are  to  take  this  stranger  to  Berlin, 
and  you  are  to  accept  no  drink-money  from 
him.’  I  again  testified  my  thankfulness  for 
the  royal  kindness,  took  my  place,  and  rolled 
away. 

“  On  reaching  Berlin  I  went  at  once  to  the 
custom-house,  and  handed  them  my  royal  or¬ 
der.  The  head  man  opened  the  seal.  In 
reading  he  changed  color — went  from  pale  to 
red ;  said  nothing,  and  gave  it  to  the  second 
man  to  read.  The  second  put  on  his  spec¬ 
tacles,  read,  and  gave  it  to  the  third.  How¬ 
ever,  the  head  man  rallied  himself  at  last.  I 
was  to  come  forward  and  be  so  good  as  to 
write  a  receipt  that  I  had  received  for  my  four 
hundred  thalers,  all  in  batzen,  the  same  sum 
in  Brandenburg  coin,  ready  down,  without 

1  “  About  three  pounds  ten  shillings,  I  think — better 
than  ten  pounds  in  our  day  to  a  common  man,  and  bet¬ 
ter  than  one  hundred  pounds  to  a  Linsenbarth.” — Cab- 
UYnE.  I 


the  least  deduction.  My  cash  was  at  once 
accurately  paid,  and  thereupon  the  steward 
was  ordered  to  go  with  me  to  the  ‘White 
Swan,’  and  pay  what  I  owed  there,  whatever 
my  score  was.  That  was  what  the  king  had 
meant  when  he  said,  ‘  You  shall  have  your 
money  back,  and  interest  too.’  ” 

This  good  old  man  died  in  Berlin,  on  the 
24th  of  August,  1777,  eighty-eight  years  of 
age. 

In  the  autumn  of  1750  Frederick  held  a  fa¬ 
mous  Berlin  carousal,  the  celebrity  of  which  fill¬ 
ed  all  Europe.  Distinguished  guests  flocked  to 
the  city  from  all  the  adjoining  realms.  Wil- 
helmina  came  to  share  in  the  festivities.  Vol¬ 
taire  was  also  present,  “  the  observed  of  all  ob¬ 
servers.”  An  English  gentleman,  sir  Jonas 
Hanway,  in  the  following  terms,  describes  the 
appearance  of  Frederick  at  this  time :  ■ 

“His  Prussian  majesty  rides  much  about, 
often  at  a  rapid  rate,  with  a  pleasant  business 
aspect — humane,  though  imperative ;  hand¬ 
some  to  look  upon,  though  with  a  face  percep¬ 
tibly  reddish.  His  age,  now  thirty-eight  gone ; 
a  set  appearance,  as  if  already  got  into  his  for¬ 
ties  ;  complexion  florid;  figure  muscular,  al¬ 
most  tending  to  be  plump.” 

The  carousal  presented  a  very  splendid  spec¬ 
tacle.  It  took  place  by  night,  and  the  spa¬ 
cious  arena  was  lighted  by  thirty  thousand 
torches.  The  esplanade  of  the  palace,  which 
presented  an  ample  parallelogram,  was  sur¬ 
rounded  by  an  amphitheatre  of  rising  seats, 
crowded  with  the  beauties  and  dignitaries  of 
Europe.  At  one  end  of  the  parallelogram  was 
a  royal  box,  tapestried  with  the  richest  hang¬ 
ings.  The  king  sat  there;  his  sister,  the 
princess  Amelia,  was  by  his  side,  as  queen  of 
the  festival.  Where  the  neglected  wife  of 
Frederick  was  is  not  recorded.  The  entrance 
for  the  cavaliers  was  opposite  the  throne.  The 
jousting  parties  consisted  of  four  bands,  repre¬ 
senting  Romans,  Persians,  Carthaginians,  and 
Greeks.  They  were  decorated  with  splendid 
equipments  of  jewelry,  silver  helmets,  sashes, 
and  housings,  and  were  mounted  on  the  most 
spirited  battle-steeds  which  Europe  could  fur¬ 
nish.  The  scene  was  enlivened  by  exhilara¬ 
ting  music,  and  by  the  most  gorgeous  decora¬ 
tions  and  picturesque  costumes  which  the  taste 
and  art  of  the  times  could  create.  The  festivi¬ 
ties  were  closed  by  a  ball  in  the  vast  saloons  of 
the  palace,  and  by  a  supper,  where  the  tables 
were  loaded  with  every  delicacy. 

Voltaire  was  received  on  this  occasion  with 
very  distinguished  honor.  The  king,  in  in¬ 
viting  him  to  the  court,  had  sent  him  a  sum 
amounting  to  three  thousand  dollars  to  pay  the 
expenses  of  his  journey.  He  had  also  conferred 
upon  him  the  cross  of  the  order  of  Merit,  and 
a  pension  of  about  four  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

For  a  time  Frederick  and  Voltaire  seem  to 
have  lived  very  pleasantly  together.  Voltaire 
writes:  “I  was  lodged  under  the  king’s  apart¬ 
ment,  and  never  left  my  room  except  for  sup¬ 
per.  The  king  composed,  above  stairs,  works 
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of  philosophy,  history,  poetry ;  and  his  favor¬ 
ite,  below  stairs,  cultivated  the  same  arts  and 
the  same  talents.  They  communicated  to  one 
another  their  respective  works.  The  Prussian 
monarch  composed,  at  this  time,  his  ‘  History 
of  Brandenburg and  the  French  author  wrote 
his  ‘Age  of  Louis  XIV.,’  having  brought  with 
him  all  his  materials.*  His  days  thus  passed 
happily  in  a  repose  which  was  only  animated 
by  agreeable  occupations.  Nothing,  indeed. 


'  Commentaire.  Historique  sur  les  CEuvres  de  VAii- 
teur  de  la  Henriade. 


could  be  more  delightful  than  this  way  of  life, 
or  more  honorable  to  philosophy  and  litera¬ 
ture.  ” 

But  soon  the  philosopher  became  involved  in 
very  serious  difficulties.  He  employed  a  Jew, 
by  the  name  of  Hirsch,  to  engage  fraudulently 
in  speculating  in  the  funds.  The  transaction 
was  so  complicated  that  few  of  our  readers 
would  have  the  patience  to  follow  an  attempt 
at  its  disentanglement.  Voltaire  and  his  agent 
quarreled.  The  contention  rang  through  all  the 
court  circles,  as  other  conspicuous  names  were  in¬ 
volved  in  the  meshes  of  the  intrigue.  A  lawsuit 
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ensued,  which  created  excitement  almost  incon¬ 
ceivable.  The  recent  law  reform  caused  the 
process  to  be  pushed  very  rapidly  to  its  conclu¬ 
sion.  Voltaire  emerged  from  the  suit  with  his 
character  sadly  maimed.  He  was  clearly  con¬ 
victed  of  both  falsehood  and  forgery.  The  king, 
annoyed  by  the  clamor,  retired  from  Berlin  to 
Sans  Souci.  Voltaire  was  not  invited  to  ac¬ 
company  him,  but  was  left  in  the  Berlin  pal¬ 
ace.  In  a  letter  which  Frederick  wrote  to 
D’Arget,  dated  April,  1752,  he  says  : 

“Voltaire  has  conducted  himself  like  a  black¬ 
guard  and  a  consummate  rascal.  I  have  talked 
to  him  as  he  deserved.  He  is  a  sad  fellow.  I 
am  quite  ashamed  for  human  abilities  that  a 
man  who  has  so  much  of  them  should  he  so 
full  of  wickedness.  I  am  not  sui'prised  that 
people  talk  at  Paris  of  the  quarrel  of  our  beaux 
esprits.  Voltaire  is  the  most  mischievous  mad¬ 
man  I  ever  knew.  He  is  only  good  to  read.  It 
is  impossible  for  you  to  imagine  the  duplicities, 
the  impositions,  the  infajnies  he  practiced  here. 
I  am  quite  indignant  that  so  much  talent  and 
acquirement  do  not  make  men  better.  I  took 
the  part  of  Maupertuis,  because  he  is  a  good 
sort  of  man,  and  the  other  had  determined 
upon  ruining  him.  A  little  too  much  vanity 
had  rendered  him  too  sensitive  to  the  manoeu¬ 
vres  of  this  monkey,  whom  he  ought  to  have 
despised  after  having  castigated  him.”^ 

Frederick  wrote  to  Wilhelmina :  “Voltaire 
picks  Jews’  pockets,  hut  he  will  get  out  of  it 
by  some  somersault.” 

Voltaire  fell  sick.  He  had  already  quarreled 
with  many  persons,  and  had  constrained  the 
king  in  many  cases,  very  reluctantly,  to  take 
his  part.  He  now  wrote  to  Frederick,  begging 
permission  to  join  him  in  the  quietude  of  Sans 
Souci.  The  following  extracts  from  the  reply 
of  his  majesty  will  he  read  with  interest : 

“  Potsdam,  February  24, 1T61. 

“  I  was  glad  to  receive  you  in  my  house.  I 
esteemed  your  genius,  your  talents,  and  your 
acquirements.  I  had  reason  to  think  that  a 
man  of  your  age,  weary  of  fencing  against  au¬ 
thors,  and  exposing  himself  to  the  storm,  came 
hither  to  take  refuge,  as  in  a  safe  harbor.” 

After  briefly  alluding  to  the  many  quarrels 
in  which  Voltaire  had  been  involved,  the  king 
adds : 

“You  have  had  the  most  villainous  affair 
with  a  Jew.  It  has  made  a  frightful  scandal 
all  over  town.  For  my  own  part,  I  have  pre¬ 
served  peace  in  my  house  until  your  arrival ; 
and  I  warn  you  that,  if  you  have  the  passion  of 
intriguing  and  caballing,  you  have  applied  to  the 
wrong  person.  I  like  peaceable,  quiet  people, 
who  do  not  put  into  their  conduct  the  violent 
passions  of  tragedy.  In  case  you  can  resolve 
to  live  like  a  philosopher,  I  shall  be  glad  to  see 
you.  But  if  you  abandon  yourself  to  all  the 
violence  of  your  passions,  and  get  into  quarrels 
with  all  the  world,  you  will  do  me  no  good  by 

1  SuppUment  aiix  CEuvres  Foathtimes  de  Frederic,  ii. 


coming  hither,  and  you  may  as  well  stay  in 
Berlin.” 

Four  days  after  this  Frederick  wrote  again, 
in  answer  to  additional  applications  from  Vol¬ 
taire. 

“If  you  wish  to  come  hither  you  can.  I 
hear  nothing  of  lawsuits,  not  even  of  yours. 
Since  you  have  gained  it  I  congratulate  you, 
and  I  am  glad  that  this  scurvy  affair  is  done.* 
I  hope  you  will  have  no  more  quaiTels,  either 
with  the  Old  or  the  New  Testament.  Such 
contentions  leave  their  mark  upon  a  man. 
Even  with  the  talents  of  the  finest  genius  in 
France,  you  will  not  cover  the  stains  which  this 
conduct  will  fasten  on  your  reputation  in  the 
long  run.  I  write  this  letter  with  the  rough 
common-sense  of  a  German,  without  employing 
equivocal  terms  which  disfigure  the  truth.  It 
is  for  you  to  profit  by  it.” 

V oltaire’s  visit  lasted  about  thirty-two  months. 
He  was,  however,  during  all  this  time,  fast  los¬ 
ing  favor  with  the  king.  Instead  of  being  re¬ 
ceived  as  an  inmate  at  Sans  Souci,  he  was  as¬ 
signed  to  a  small  country  house  in  the  vicinity, 
called  the  Marquisat.  His  wants  were,  how¬ 
ever,  all  abundantl}'  provided  for  at  the  expense 
of  the  king.  It  is  evident  from  his  letters  that 
he  was  a  very  unhappy  man.  He  was  infirm 
in  health,  irascible,  discontented,  crabbed  ;  sus¬ 
pecting  every  one  of  being  his  enemy,  jealous 
of  his  companions,  and  with  a  diseased  mind, 
crowded  with  superstitious  fears. 

On  one  occasion,  when  the  king  had  sent 
him  a  manuscript  to  revise,  he  sarcastically  ex¬ 
claimed  to  the  royal  messenger,  “When  will 
his  majesty  be  done  with  sending  me  his  dirty 
linen  to  wash  ?”  This  speech  was  repeated  to 
the  king.  He  did  not  lose  his  revenge. 

Frederick  was  endowed  with  brilliant  powers 
of  conversation.  He  was  fond  of  society,  where 
he  could  exercise  and  display  these  gifts  and 
accomplishments.  Frequent  suppers  were  given 
at  Sans  Souci,  which  lasted  from  half  past  eight 
till  midnight.  Gentlemen  only — learned  men 
— were  invited  to  these  entertainments.  Fred¬ 
erick  was  not  an  amiable  man.  He  took  pleas¬ 
ure  in  inflicting  the  keenest  pain  possible  with 
his  satirical  tongue.  No  friend  was  spared. 
The  more  deeply  he  could  strike  the  lash  into 
the  quivering  nerves  of  sensibility,  the  better  he 
deemed  pleased  with  himself. 

He  could  not  but  respect  his  wife.  Her 
character  was  beyond  all  possible  reproach. 
She  never  uttered  a  complaint,  was  cheerful 
and  faithful  in  every  duty.  She  had  rooms 
assigned  her  on  the  second  floor  of  the  Berlin . 
palace,  where  she  was  comfortably  lodged  and 
fed,  and  had  modest  receptions  every  Thursday, 
Avhich  were  always  closed  at  nine  o’clock.  A 
gentleman  writes  from  Berlin  at  this  time  : 

“The  king  esteems  his  wife,  and  can  not  en¬ 
dure  her.  It  was  but  a  few  days  ago  she  hand- 

*  Voltaire  boasted  that  he  had  gained  the  cause,  be¬ 
cause  the  Jew  was  fined  thirty  shillings.  But  he  knew 
full  well,  as  did  every  one  else,  that  the  result  of  the 
suit  covered  him  with  dishonor. 
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ed  him  a  letter  petitioning  for  some  things  of 
which  she  had  the  most  pressing  want.  Fred¬ 
erick  took  the  letter  w'ith  that  most  smiling, 
gracious  air,  which  he  assumes  at  pleasure, 
and,  without  breaking  the  seal,  tore  it  up  be¬ 
fore  her  face,  made  her  a  profound  how,  and 
turned  his  back  on  her.” 

“The  king  respects  his  mother,”  the  same 
writer  adds.  “  She  is  the  only  female  to  whom 
he  pays  any  sort  of  attention.  She  is  a  good, 
fat  woman,  who  moves  about  in  her  own  way.” 

It  was  a  peculiarity  quite  inexplicable  which 
led  Frederick  to  exclude  females  from  his  court. 
His  favorites  were  all  men — men  of  some  pe¬ 
culiar  intellectual  ability.  He  sought  their  so¬ 
ciety  only.  With  the  exception  of  his  sister, 
and  occasionally  some  foreign  princess,  ladies 
were  seldom  admitted  to  companionship  with 
him.  He  was  a  cold,  solitary  man,  so  self- 
reliant  that  he  seldom  asked  or  took  advice. 

Voltaire  hated  M.  Maupertuis.  He  was  the 
president  of  the  Berlin  Academy,  and  was  re¬ 
garded  by  Voltaire  as  a  formidable  rival.  This 
hatred  gave  rise  to  a  quarrel  between  Frederick 
and  Voltaire,  which  was  so  virulent  that  Europe 
was  filled  with  the  noise  of  their  bickerings. 
M.  Maupertuis  had  published  a  pamphlet,  in 
which  he  assumed  to  have  made  some  import¬ 
ant  discovery  upon  the  law  of  action.  M. 
Konig,  a  member  of  the  Academy,  reviewed  the 
pamphlet,  asserting  not  only  that  the  proclaimed 
law'  W'as  false,  but  that  it  had  been  promulged 
half  a  century  before.  In  support  of  his  posi¬ 
tion  he  quoted  from  a  letter  of  Leibnitz.  The 
original  of  the  letter  could  not  be  produced. 
M.  Konig  was  accused  of  having  forged  the 
extract.  M.  Maupertuis,  a  very  jealous,  irri¬ 
table  man,  by  his  powerful  influence  as  presi¬ 
dent,  caused  M.  Konig  to  be  expelled  from  the 
Academy. 

Frederick  regarded  the  Academy  as  his  pet 
institution,  and  was  very  jealous  of  the  illus¬ 
trious  philosopher,  whom  he  had  invited  to  Ber¬ 
lin  to  preside  over  its  deliberations.  Voltaire, 
knowing  this  very  well,  and  fully  aw'are  that  to 
strike  the  Academy  in  the  person  of  its  presi¬ 
dent  was  to  strike  Frederick,  wrote  an  anony¬ 
mous  communication  to  a  review  published  in 
Paris,  in  which  he  accused  M.  Maupertuis — 
first,  of  plagiarism,  in  appropriating  to  himself 
a  discovery  made  by  another;  secondly,  of  a' 
ridiculous  blunder  in  assuming  that  said  dis¬ 
covery  was  a  philosophical  principle,  and  not 
an  absurdity  ;  and  thirdly,  that  he  had  abused 
his  position  as  president  of  the  Academy  in 
suppressing  free  discussion,  by  expelling  from 
the  institution  a  member  merely  for  not  agree¬ 
ing  with  him  in  opinion.  These  statements 
were  probably  true,  and  on  that  account  the 
more  damaging. 

The  authorship  of  the  article  could  not  be 
concealed.  Frederick  was  indignant.  He  an¬ 
grily  seized  his  pen,  and  wrote  a  reply,  w'hich, 
though  anonymous,  was  known  by  all  to  have 
been  written  by  the  king.  In  this  reply  he  ac¬ 
cused  the  writer  of  the  article,  whom  he  W'ell 


knew  to  be  Voltaire,  of  being  a  “manifest  re¬ 
tailer  of  lies,”  “a  concocter  of  stupid  libels,” 
and  as  “  guilty  of  conduct  more  malicious,  more 
dastardly,  more  infamous”  than  he  had  ever 
knowTi  before. 

This  roused  Voltaire.  He  did  not  venture 
to  attack  the  king,  but  he  assailed  M.  Mauper¬ 
tuis  again,  anonymously,  but  with  greatly  in¬ 
creased  venom.  A  brief  pamphlet  appeared, 
entitled,  “The  Diatribe  of  Doctor  Akakia, 
Physician  to  the  Pope.”  It  was  a  merciless 
satire  against  M.  Maupertuis.  Voltaire  was 
entirely  unscrupulous,  and  was  perfect  master 
of  the  language  of  sarcasm.  No  moral  princi¬ 
ple  restrained  him  from  exaggerating,  misrep¬ 
resenting,  or  fabricating  any  falsehoods  which 
would  subserve  his  purpose.  M.  Maupertuis 
was  utterly  overwhelmed  w'ith  ridicule.  The 
satire  was  so  keen  that  few  could  read  it  with¬ 
out  roars  of  laughter.  Voltaire,  the  king’s 
guest,  was  thus  exposing  to  the  contempt  of  all 
Europe  the  president  ©f  the  Berlin  Academy, 
the  reputation  of  w'hich  Academy  was  dear  to 
the  king  above  almost  every  thing  else.  An 
edition  of  the  pamphlet  was  printed  in  Holland, 
and  copies  were  scattered  all  over  Berlin.  An¬ 
other  edition  was  published  in  Paris,  w'here 
thirty  thousand  copies  were  eagerly  purchased. 

Frederick  -was  in  a  towering  passion.  Vol¬ 
taire  was  alarmed  at  the  commotion  he  had 
created.  He  wrote  a  letter  to  the  king,  in 
which  he  declared  most  solemnly'  that  he  had 
not  intended  to  have  the  pamphlet  published; 
that  a  copy  had  been  obtained  by  treachery, 
and  had  been  printed  w'ithout  his  consent  or 
know'ledge.  But  the  king  wrote  back : 

“  Your  effrontery  astonishes  me.  What  you 
have  done  is  clear  as  the  day ;  and  yet,  instead 
of  confessing  your  culpability,  you  persist  in 
denying  it.  Do  you  think  you  can  make  peo¬ 
ple  believe  that  black  is  white?  All  shall  be 
made  public.  Then  it  will  be  seen  whether,  if 
your  words  deserve  statues,  your  conduct  does 
not  deserve  clfains.” 

The  king,  in  his  anger,  ordered  all  the 
pamphlets  in  Berlin  to  he  collected  and  burned 
by  the  common  hangman,  in  front  of  Voltaire’s 
window's.  Three  months  passed  away,  during 
which  the  parties  remained  in  this  deplorable 
state  of  antagonism.  Voltaire  was  w'retched, 
often  confined  to  his  bed,  and  looked  like  a 
skeleton.  He  was  anxious  to  leave  Berlin,  but 
feared  that  the  king  w'ould  not  grant  him  leave. 
He  wrote  to  Frederick,  stating  that  he  w'as 
vei'y  sick,  and  wished  to  retire  to  the  springs  of 
Plombieres  for  his  health.  The  king  curtly  re¬ 
plied  : 

“There  w'as  no  need  of  that  pretext  about 
the  waters  of  Plombieres,  in  demanding  your 
leave.  You  can  quit  my  service  when  y'on 
like.  But,  before  going,  he  so  good  as  to  re¬ 
turn  me  the  key,  the  cross,  and  the  volume  of 
verses  which  I  confided  to  you. 

“  I  wish  that  my  works,  and  only  they',  had 
been  what  Konig  attacked.  I  could  sacrifice 
them  with  a  great  deal  of  willingness  to  per- 
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sons  who  think  of  increasing  their  own  reputa¬ 
tion  by  lessening  that  of  others.  I  have  not 
the  folly  nor  vanity  of  certain  authors.  The 
cabals  of  literary  people  seem  to  me  the  dis¬ 
grace  of  literature.  I  do  not  the  less  esteem 
the  honorable  cultivators  of  literature.  It  is 
the  caballers  and  their  leaders  that  are  degraded 
in  my  eyes.” 

For  some  unexplained  reason,  soon  after  this, 
the  king  partially  relented,  and  invited  Voltaire 
to  Fotsdam.  He  allowed  him  to  retain  his  cross 
and  key,  and  said  nothing  about  the  return  of 
the  volume  of  poetry.  This  was  a  volume  of 
which  twelve  copies  only  had  been  printed. 
On  the  26th  of  March,  1753,  Voltaire  left  Pots¬ 
dam  for  Dresden. 

In  the  following  terms  Thiehault  describes 
their  parting :  The  final  interview  between 
Frederick  and  Voltaire  took  place  on  the  pa¬ 
rade  at  Potsdam,  where  the  king  was  then  oc¬ 
cupied  with  his  soldiers.  One  of  the  attendants 
announced  Voltaire  to  his  majesty  with  these 
words : 

“  Sire,  here  is  Monsieur  De  Voltaire,  who  is 
come  to  receive  the  orders  of  you!  majesty.” 

Frederick  turned  to  Voltaire,  and  said ; 
“Monsieur  De  Voltaire,  are  you  still  determ¬ 
ined  upon  going?” 

“Sire,  affairs  which  I  can  not  neglect,  and, 
above  all,  the  state  of  my  health,  oblige  me  to 
it.” 

“  In  that  case.  Sir,”  replied  the  king,  “I  wish 
you  a  good  journey.” 

Thus  parted  these  remarkable  men,  who  were 
never  destined  to  meet  again. 

Voltaire,  being  safe  out  of  Prussia,  in  the 
territory  of  the  king  of  Poland,  instead  of  hast¬ 
ening  to  Plombieres,  tarried  in  Dresden,  and 
then  in  Leipsic.  From  those  places  he  began 
shooting,  through  magazines,  newspapers,  and 
various  other  instrumentalities,  his  poisoned 
darts  at  M.  Maupertuis.  Though  these  malig¬ 
nant  assaults,  rapidly  following  each  other, 
were  anonymous,  no  one  could  doubt  their 
authorship.  M.  Maupertuis,  exasperated,  wrote 
to  him  from  Berlin,  on  the  7th  of  April : 

“If  it  be  true  that  you  design  to  attack  me 
again,  I  declare  to  you  that  I  have  still  health 
enough  to  find  you,  wherever  you  are,  and  to 
take  the  most  signal  vengeance  upon  you. 
Thank  the  respect  and  obedience  which  have 
hitherto  restrained  my  arm,  and  saved  you  from 
the  worst  adventure  you  hare  ever  had. 

“  Maupeetuis.” 

Voltaire  replied  from  Leipsic  : 

“M.  EE  Peesident, — I  have  had  the  honor 
to  receive  your  letter.  You  inform  mo  that  you 
are  well,  and  that  if  I  publish  La  Beaumelle’s 
letter^  you  will  come  and  assassinate  me.  What 
ingratitude  to  your  poor  doctor  Akakia !  If  you 


J  This  was  a  private  letter  which  reflected  severely 
upon  the  character  of  Maupertuis. 


exalt  your  soul,  so  as  to  discern  futurity,  you 
will  see  that,  if  you  come  on  that  errand  to 
Leipsic,  where  you  are  no  better  liked  than  in 
other  places,  you  will  run  some  risk  of  being 
hanged.  Poor  me,  indeed,  you  will  find  in  bed. 
But  as  soon  as  I  have  gained  a  little  strength  I 
will  have  my  pistols  charged,  and,  multiplying 
the  mass  by  the  square  of  velocity,  so  as  to  re¬ 
duce  the  action  and  you  to  zero,  I  will  put  some 
lead  into  your  head.  It  appears  that  you  have 
need  of  it.  Adieu,  my  president. 

“Akakia.” 

There  were  some  gross  vulgarities  in  Vol¬ 
taire’s  letter  which  we  refrain  from  quoting. 
Both  of  these  communications  were  printed  and 
widely  circulated,  exciting  throughout  Europe 
contempt  and  derision.  Voltaire  had  still  the 
copy  of  the  king’s  private  poems.  Frederick, 
quite  irritated,  and  not  knowing  what  infamous 
use  Voltaire  might  make  of  the  volume,  which 
contained  some  very  severe  satires  against  prom¬ 
inent  persons,  and  particularly  against  his  un¬ 
cle,  the  king  of  England,  determined,  at  aU 
hazards,  to  recover  the  book.  He  knew  it 
would  be  of  no  avail  to  write  to  Voltaire  to  re¬ 
turn  it. 

Voltaire,  on  his  journey  to  Paris,  would  pass 
through  Frankfort.  Frederick  secretly  em¬ 
ployed  a  Prussian  officer  to  obtain  from  the 
authorities  there  the  necessary  powers  and  to 
arrest  him,  and  take  from  him  the  cross  of 
Merit,  the  gold  key  of  the  chamberlain,  and, 
especially,  the  volume  of  poems.  The  officer, 
M.  Freytag,  kept  himself  minutely  informed  of 
Voltaire’s  movements.  At  eight  o’clock  in  the 
evening  of  the  31st  of  May,  the  illustrious  phi¬ 
losopher  arrived,  with  a  small  suit,  traveling  in 
considerable  state,  and  stopped  at  the  “Golden 
Lion.”  M.  Freytag  was  on  the  spot.  He  was 
a  man  of  distinction.  He  called  upon  Voltaire, 
and,  after  the  interchange  of  the  customary  ci¬ 
vilities,  informed  the  poet  that  he  ivas  under 
the  necessity  of  arresting  him  in  the  name  of 
the  king  of  Prussia,  and  detaining  him  until  he 
should  surrender  the  cross,  the  key,  and  the 
volume  of  poems.  Voltaire  was  greatly  an¬ 
noyed.  He  professed  warm  friendship  for  the 
king  of  Prussia.  Very  reluctantly,  and  not 
until  after  several  hours  of  altercation,  he  sur¬ 
rendered  the  key  and  the  cross.  The  volume 
of  poems  he  was  very  anxious  indeed  to  retain, 
and  affirmed  that  they  were,  he  knew  not  where, 
with  luggage  he  had  left  behind  him  in  Leipsic 
or  Dresden.  He  was  informed  that  he  would 
be  detained  as  a  prisoner  until  the  volume  was 
produced. 

In  a  state  of  great  exasperation,  Voltaire 
wrote  for  a  large  trunk  to  be  sent  to  him  which 
contained  the  book.  To  save  himself  from  the 
humiliation  of  being  guarded  as  a  prisoner,  he 
gave  his  parole  dlhonneur  that  he  would  not  go 
beyond  the  garden  of  the  inn.  After  a  delay 
of  three  weeks,  Voltaire  decided,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  his  parole,  to  attempt  his  escape.  His  rep¬ 
utation  was  such  that  M.  Freytag  had  no  con- 
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lidence  in  his  word,  and  employed  spies  to 
watch  his  every  movement. 

On  the  20th  of  June,  Voltaire  dressed  him¬ 
self  in  disguise,  and,  with  a  companion,  M. 
Coligny,  entered  a  hackney-coach,  and  ordered 
the  driver  to  leave  the  city  by  the  main  gate. 
M.  Ereytag  was  immediately  informed  of  this 
by  his  spies.  With  mounted  men  he  com¬ 
menced  the  pursuit,  overtook  the  carriage  as  it 
was  delayed  a  moment  at  the  gate,  and  arrested 
the  fugitive  in  the  king’s  name.  Voltaire’s 
eyes  sparkled  with  fury,  and  he  raved  insanely. 
The  scene  gathered  a  crowd,  and  Voltaire  was 
taken  by  a  guard  of  soldiers  to  another  inn, 
“The  Billy-Goat,”  as  the  landlord  of  the 
“  Golden  Lion”  refused  any  longer  to  entertain 
so  troublesome  a  guest. 

All  Frankfort  was  excited  by  these  events. 
The  renown  of  Voltaire,  as  a  philosopher,  a 
poet,  and  as  the  friend  of  Frederick,  tilled  Eu¬ 
rope.  His  eccentricities  were  the  subject  of 
general  remark.  The  most  distinguished  men, 
by  birth  and  culture,  had  paid  him  marked  at¬ 
tention  during  his  brief  compulsory  sojourn  in 
Frankfort.  Having  arrived  at  “The  Billy- 
Goat,”  his  conduct,  according  to  the  report  of 
M.  Freytag,  was  that  of  a  madman,  in  which 
attempted  flight,  feigned  vomitings,  and  a  cock¬ 
ed  pistol  took  part.  The  account  which  Vol¬ 
taire  gave  of  these  events  is  now  universally 
pronounced  to  be  grossly  inaccurate. 

On  the  6th  of  July,  the  trunk  having  arrived, 
the  volume  of  poems  was  recovered,  and  Vol¬ 
taire  was  allowed  to  go  on  his  way.  His  pen, 
dipped  in  gall,  was  an  instrument  which  even  a 
monarch  might  fear.  It  inflicted  wounds  upon 
the  reputation  of  Frederick  which  w’ill  probably 
never  be  healed.  Four  years  passed  away,  dur¬ 
ing  which  Voltaire  and  Frederick  were  almost 
entirely  strangers  to  each  other. 

The  merciless  satires  of  Voltaire,  exposing 
Maupertuis  to  the  ridicule  of  all  Europe,  proved 
death-blows  to  the  sensitive  philosopher.  He 
was  thrown  into  a  state  of  great  dejection,  which 
induced  disease,  of  which  he  died  in  1769. 
Maupertuis  needed  this  discipline.  In  the 
proud  days  of  prosperity  he  had  rejected  Chris¬ 
tianity.  In  these  hours  of  adversity,  oppressed 
by  humiliation  and  pain,  and  with  the  grave 
opening  before  him,  he  felt  the  need  of  the  con¬ 
solations  of  religion.  Christian  faith  cheered 
the  sadness  of  his  dying  hours. ^ 

The  marquis  D’Argens,  another  of  Fred¬ 
erick’s  infidel  companions,  one  whom  Voltaire 
described  as  “the  most  frank  atheist  in  Eu¬ 
rope,”  after  a  very  ignoble  life  of  sin  and  shame, 
having  quarreled  with  the  king,  found  himself 
aged,  poor,  friendless,  and  infirm.  He  then, 
experiencing  need  of  different  support  from  any 
which  infidelity  could  give,  became  penitent 
and  prayerful.  Renouncing  his  unbelief,  he 
became  an  openly  avowed  disciple  of  Jesus. “ 

What  effect  was  produced  upon  the  mind  of 
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Frederick  as  he  saw  one  after  another  of  his 
boon  companions  in  infidelity,  in  their  hours  of 
sickness  and  approaching  death,  seeking  the 
consolations  of  religion,  we  do  not  know.  The 
proud  king  kept  his  lips  hermetically  sealed 
upon  that  subject.  Voltaire,  describing  the 
suppers  of  the  gay  revelers  at  Sans  Souci,  w’rites : 

“  Never  was  there  a  place  in  the  world  where 
liberty-of  speech  was  so  fully  indulged,  or  where 
the  various  superstitions  of  men  were  treated 
with  so  much  ridicule  and  contempt.  God  was 
respected.  But  those  tvho,  in  His  name,  had 
imposed  on  mankind,  were  not  spared.  Neither 
women  nor  priests  ever  entered  the  palace.  In 
a  word,  Frederick  lived  wdthout  a  court,  with¬ 
out  a  council,  and  without  a  religion.” 

Prussia  had  enjoyed  eight  years  of  peace. 
But  Frederick  was  not  a  popular  man  except¬ 
ing  with  his  own  subjects.  They  idolized  him. 
Innumerable  are  the  anecdotes  related  illustra¬ 
tive  of  his  kindness  to  them.  He  seemed  to 
be  earnestly  seeking  their  welfare.  But  foreign 
courts  feared  him.  Many  hated  him.  He 
was  unscrupulous  and  grasping,  and  had  but 
veiy  little  sense  of  moral  integrity.  He  was 
ambitious  of  literary  renown  ;  of  reputation  as 
a  keen  satirist.  With  both  pen  and  tongue  he 
W'as  prone  to  lash  without  mercy  his  brother 
sovereigns,  and  even  the  courtiers  who  sur¬ 
rounded  him.  There  were  no  ties  of  friend¬ 
ship  which  could  exempt  any  one  from  his  sar¬ 
casm.  Other  sovereigns  felt  that  he  was  con¬ 
tinually  on  the  w'atch  to  enlarge  his  realms  by 
invading  their  territories,  as  he  had  robbed  Ma¬ 
ria  Theresa  of  the  province  of  Silesia. 

Some  years  before  this  time  Frederick  had 
taken  possession  of  East  Friesland,  and  had 
made  Emden  a  port  of  entry.  It  was  a 
very  important  acquisition,  as  it  opened  to 
Prussia  a  convenient  avenue  for  maritime  com¬ 
merce.  With  great  vigor  and  sagacity  Frede¬ 
rick  was  encouraging  this  commerce,  thus 
strengthening  his  kingdom  and  enriching  his 
subjects.  England,  mistress  of  the  seas,  and 
then,  as  usual,  at  war  with  France,  was  cover¬ 
ing  all  the  adjacent  waters  with  her  war  ships 
and  privateers.  Frederick  had  inquired  of  the 
English  court,  through  his  embassador  at  Lon¬ 
don,  whether  hemp,  flax,  or  timber  were  deem¬ 
ed  contraband.  “Ah,”was  the  official  response. 
Freighted  with  such  merchandise,  the  Prussian 
ships  freely  sailed  in  all  directions.  But  soon 
an  English  privateer  seized  several  of  them, 
upon  the  assumption  that  the  planks  with  which 
they  were  loaded  were  contraband. 

It  was  an  outrage  to  which  Frederick  was 
not  disposed  to  submit.  He  entered  his  re¬ 
monstrances.  The  question  was  referred  to 
the  British  Court  of  Admiralty.  Month  after 
month  the  decision  was  delayed.  Frederick 
lost  all  patience.  English  capitalists  held  Si¬ 
lesian  bonds  to  the  amount  of  about  one  mill¬ 
ion  two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars. 

“I  must  have  my  ships  back  again,”  said 
Frederick  to  the  British  court.  “The  law’s 
delay  in  England  is,  I  perceive,  very  consider- 
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able.  My  people  who  have  had  their  property 
thus  wrested  from  them  can  not  conveniently 
wait.  I  shall  indemnify  them  from  the  money 
due  on  the  Silesian  bonds,  and  shall  give  En¬ 
gland  credit  for  the  same.  Until  restitution  is 
made  I  shall  not  pay  either  principal  or  interest 
on  those  bonds.” 

The  British  court  was  frantic  with  rage. 
Frederick  had  a  strong  army  on  the  frontiers 
of  Hanover.  The  first  hostile  gun  fired  would 
be  the  signal  for  the  invasion  of  that  province, 
and  it  would  inevitably  be  wrested  from  the 
British  crown.  The  lion  roared,  but  did  not 
venture  to  use  either  teeth  or  claws.  En¬ 
gland  was  promptly  brought  to  terms.  It  was 
grandly  done  of  Frederick.  There  was  some¬ 
thing  truly  sublime  in  the  quiet,  noiseless,  ap¬ 
parently  almost  indifferent  air,  with  which 
Frederick  accomplished  his  purpose. 

Maria  Theresa  was  more  and  more  unrecon¬ 
ciled  to  the  loss  of  Silesia.  Never  for  an  hour 
did  she  relinquish  the  idea  of  eventually  re¬ 
gaining  the  province.  The  various  treaties  into 
which  she  had  been  compelled  to  enter  she  re¬ 
garded  as  merely  temporary  arrangements. 
Between  the  years  1752  and  1765  the  energetic 
and  persistent  queen  was  making  secret  arrange¬ 
ments  for  the  renewal  of  the  Silesian  -war. 

The  king  of  Poland,  who  was  also  elector  of 
Saxony,  had  strong  feelings  of  personal  hostil¬ 
ity  to  Frederick.  His  prime  minister,  count 
Von  Brfihl,  even  surpassed  his  royal  master  in 
the  bitter  antagonism  with  which  he  regarded 
the  Prussian  monarch.  Frederick,  whose  eagle 
eye  was  ever  open,  and  whose  restless  mind  was 
always  on  the  alert,  suspected  that  a  coalition 
was  about  to  be  formed  against  him.  He  had 
false  keys  made  to  the  royal  archives  at  Dres¬ 
den  ;  bribed  one  of  the  officials  there,  M. 
Menzel,  stealthily  to  enter  the  chamber  of  the 
archives,  and  copy  for  him  such  extracts  as 
would  throw  any  light  upon  the  designs  of  the 
court.  Among  other  items  of  intelligence  he 
found  that  Austria,  Russia,  and  Poland  were 
deliberating  uf)on  the  terms  of  a  coalition 
against  him. 

On  the  16th  of  May,  1753,  the  Russian  Sen¬ 
ate  had  passed  the  resolution  that  it  should 
henceforth  be  the  policy  of  Russia  not  only  to 
resist  all  further  encroachments  on  the  part  of 
Prussia,  but  to  seize  the  first  opportunity  to 
force  the  Prussian  monarch  back  to  the  posses¬ 
sion  of  simply  his  original  boundary  of  Bran¬ 
denburg.  It  was  also  agreed  that,  should  Prus¬ 
sia  attack  any  of  the  allies  of  Russia,  or  be  at¬ 
tacked  by  any  of  them,  the  armies  of  the  czar 
should  immediately  array  themselves  against 
the  armies  of  Frederick.  There  were  many 
other  papers,  more  or  less  obscure,  which  ren¬ 
dered  it  very  certain  that  Maria  Theresa  would 
ere  long  make  a  new  attempt  to  regain  Silesia, 
and  that  in  that  attempt  she  would  be  aided 
both  by  Russia  and  Poland.  Frederick  also 
knew  full  well  that  nothing  would  better  please 
his  uncle  George  II.  of  England  than  to  see 
Prussia  crowded  back  to  her  smallest  limits. 


To  add  to  Frederick’s  embarrassment,  France 
was  hopelessly  alienated  from  him. 

Many  bitter  words  had  already  passed  be¬ 
tween  Louis  XV.  and  Frederick.  But  recent¬ 
ly  a  new  element  of  discord  had  appealed. 
The  duchess  of  Pompadour,  the  guilty  favorite 
of  Louis  XV.,  beautiful,  fascinating,  and  wick¬ 
ed,  had  become  a  power  in  Europe,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  ignoble  position  she  occupied. 
This  artful  and  enchanting  woman,  having  the 
weak  king  completely  under  her  control,  was 
in  reality  the  ruler  of  France.  The  proudest 
nobles  and  the  highest  ecclesiastics  bowed  sub- 
missivel}’^  at  her  shrine.  Even  the  immacu¬ 
late  Maria  Theresa,  constrained  by  state  policy, 
wrote  flattering  notes  to  her,  addressing  her  as, 
“my  cousin,”  “princess  and  cousin,”  “mad- 
ame,  my  dearest  sister.” 

The  pampered  duchess  sent  by  the  French 
minister  to  Berlin  a  complimentary  message  to 
Frederick.  He  disdainfully  replied  :  “  The 
duchess  of  Pompadour !  who  is  she  ?  I  do  not 
know  her.”  This  was  an  offense  never  to  be 
forgiven. 

Frederick  was  now  in  imminent  danger  of 
being  assailed  by  a  coalition  of  Austria,  Rus¬ 
sia,  Poland,  and  England.  Indeed,  it  was  by 
no  means  certain  that  France  might  not  also 
join  the  alliance.  All  this  was  the  result  of 
Frederick’s  great  crime  in  wresting  Silesia  from 
Austria.  Such  was  the  posture  of  affairs  when, 
in  the  summer  of  1755,  Frederick  decided  to 
take  a  trip  into  Holland  incognito.  He  dis¬ 
guised  himself  with  a  black  wig,  and  assumed 
the  character  of  a  musician  of  the  king  of  Po¬ 
land.  At  Amsterdam  he  embarked  for  Utrecht 
in  the  common  passage  boat.  The  king  min¬ 
gled  with  the  other  passengers  without  any  one 
suspecting  his  rank.  There  chanced  to  be  in 
the  boat  a  young  Swiss  gentleman,  Henry  de 
Catt,  twenty-seven  years  of  age.  He  was  a 
teacher,  taking  a  short  tour  for  recreation.  He 
gives  the  following  account  of  his  interview 
with  the  king,  whom,  at  the  time,  ho  had  no 
reason  to  suppose  was  other  than  an  ordinary 
passenger.  We  give  the  narrative  in  his  own 
words : 

“  As  I  could  not  get  into  the  cabin,  because 
it  was  all  engaged,  I  staid  with  the  other  pas¬ 
sengers  in  the  steerage,  and  the  weather  being 
fine,  came  upon  deck.  After  some  time  there 
stepped  out  of  the  cabin  a  man  in  cinnamon- 
colored  coat  with  gold  buttons  ;  in  black  wig  ; 
face  and  coat  considerably  dusted  with  Spanish 
snuff.  He  looked  at  me  fixedly  for  a  while ; 
and  then  said,  without  farther  preface,  ‘Who 
are  you.  Sir?’  This  cavalier  tone  from  an 
unknown  person,  whose  exterior  indicated  no¬ 
thing  very  important,  did  not  please  me,  and 
I  declined  satisfying  his  curiosity.  He  was 
silent.  But  some  time  after  he  assumed  .a 
more  courteous  tone,  and  said,  ‘  Come  in  here 
to  me,  Sir.  You  will  be  better  here  than  in 
the  steerage  amidst  the  tobacco  smoke.’ 

“  This  polite  address  put  an  end  to  all  anger; 
and,  as  the  singular  manner  of  the  man  excited 
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my  curiosity,  I  took  advantage  of  the  invita 
tion.  W e  sat  down  and  began  to  speak  confi¬ 
dentially  with  one  another. 

“  ‘Do  you  see  the  man  in  the  garden  yon¬ 
der,  sitting,  smoking  his  pipe  ?’  said  he  to  me. 
‘That  man,  you  may  depend  upon  it,  is  not 
happy.  ’ 

“  ‘  I  know  not,’  I  answered  ;  ‘  but  it  seems  to 
me,  until  one  knows  a  man,  and  is  completely 
acquainted  with  his  situation  and  his  way  of 
thought,  one  can  not  possibly  determine  wheth¬ 
er  he  is  happy  or  unhappy.’ 

“My  gentleman  admitted  this,  and  led  the 
conversation  on  to  the  Dutch  government.  He 
criticised  it — probably  to  bring  me  to  speak. 

I  did  speak,  and  gave  him  frankly  to  know  that 
he  was  not  perfectly  instructed  in  the  thing  he 
was  criticising. 

“‘You  are  right,’  answered  he;  ‘one  can 
only  criticise  what  one  is  thoroughly  acquaint¬ 
ed  with.’ 

“  He  now  began  to  speak  of  religion  ;  and, 
with  eloquent  tongue,  to  recount  what  mischiefs 
scholastic  philosophy  had  brought  upon  the 
world;  then  tried  to  prove  that  creation  was 
impossible. 

“At  this  last  point  I  stood  out  in  opposi¬ 
tion.  ‘But  how  can  one  create  something  out 
of  nothing  ?’  said  he. 

“‘That  is  not  the  question,’  I  answered. 

‘  The  question  is,  whether  such  a  being  as  God 
can,  or  can  not,  give  existence  to  what,  as  yet, 
has  none.’ 

“He  seemed  embarrassed,  and  added,  ‘But 
the  universe  is  eternal.’ 

“  ‘You  are  in  a  circle,’  said  I.  ‘How  will 
you  get  oiit  of  it  ?’ 

“  ‘I  skip  over  it,’  he  replied,  laughing  ;  and 
then  began  to  talk  of  other  things. 

‘  ‘  ‘  What  form  of  government  do  you  reckon 
the  best?’  inquired  he. 

“‘The  monarchic,  if  the  king  is  just  and 
enlightened.’  ** 

“  ‘Very  well,’  said  he;  ‘but  where  will  you 
find  kings  of  that  sort?’  And  thereupon  went 
into  such  a  sally  as  coidd  not  in  the  least  lead 
me  to  suppose  that  he  was  one.  In  the  end 
he  expressed  pity  for  them,  that  they  could  not 
know  the  sweets  of  friendship,  and  cited  on  the 
occasion  these  verses — his  own,  I  suppose  : 

“  ‘  AmitiS,  plaisir  des  grandes  ames ; 

Amitie,  que  les  roia,  ces  illustres  ingi’ats 
Sont  assez  malheureux  de  ne  connaitre  pas!’ 

“‘I  have  not  the  honor  to  be  acquainted 
with  kings,’  said  I.  ‘But  to  judge  from  what 
one  has  read  in  history  of  several  of  them,  I 
should  believe.  Sir,  on  the  whole,  that  you  are 
right.’ 

“‘Ah,  yes,  yes,’  he  added,  ‘I’m  right.  I 
know  the  gentlemen.’ 

*  “A  droll  incident  happened  during  our  dia¬ 
logue.  My  gentleman  wanted  to  let  down  a 
little  sash  window,  and  could  not  manage  it. 

“  ‘You  do  not  understand  that,’  said  I;  ‘let 
me  do  it.’  I  tried  to  get  it  down,  but  suc¬ 
ceeded  no  better  than  he. 


“  ‘  Sir,’  said  he,  ‘  allow  me  to  remark,  on  my 
side,  that  you  understand  as  little  of  it  as  I.’ 

“  ‘  That  is  true,’  I  replied,  ‘  and  I  beg  your 
pardon.  I  was  too  rash  in  accusing  you  of  a 
want  of  expertness.’ 

“‘Were  you  ever  in  Germany?’  he  now 
asked  me. 

“‘No,’  I  answered;  ‘but  I  should  like  to 
make  that  jouiTiey.  I  am  very  curious  to  see 
the  Prussian  states  and  their  king,  of  whom 
one  hears  so  much.’  And  now  I  began  to 
launch  out  on  Prederick’s  actions. 

“But  he  interrupted  me  hastily  with  the 
word,  ‘Nothing  more  of  kings.  Sir — nothing 
more.  What  have  we  to  do  with  them  ?  We 
will  spend  the  rest  of  our  voyage  on  more  agree¬ 
able  and  cheering  objects.’  And  now  he  spoke 
of  the  best  of  all  possible  worlds,  and  main¬ 
tained  that  in  our  planet,  earth,  there  was  more 
evil  than  good.  I  maintained  to  the  contrary, 
and  this  discussion  brought  us  to  the  end  of 
the  voyage. 

“On  quitting  me  he  said,  ‘  I  hope.  Sir,  you 
will  leave  me  your  name.  I  am  very  glad  to 
have  made  your  acquaintance.  Perhaps  we 
shall  see  one  another  again.’ 

“  I  replied  as  was  fitting  to  the  compliment ; 
and  begged  him  to  excuse  me  for  having  con¬ 
tradicted  him  a  little.  I  then  told  him  my 
name,  and  we  parted.” 

How  soon  Henry  learned  that  he  had  been 
conversing  with  the  king  of  Prussia,  we  do 
not  know.  It  is  evident  that  Erederick  was 
pleased  with  the  interview.  He  soon  after  in¬ 
vited  Henry  de  Catt  to  his  court,  and  appoint¬ 
ed  him  reader  to  the  king.  In  this  capacity 
he  served  his  Prussian  majesty  for  about  twen¬ 
ty  years.  He  left  a  note-book  in  the  royal 
archives  of  Berlin,  from  which  the  above  ex¬ 
tracts  are  taken. 


DAWN  ON  THE  HEIGHTS. 

Come,  leave  below  the  shruh-dark  vales. 

The  haiwest  fields  and  pastures  wide. 

And  climb,  ere  yet  the  day-star  pales. 

The  lofty  mountain’s  lonely  side. 

See,  far  around,  majestic,  grand. 

They  rise,  height  towering  over  height ; 

Like  silent  torches  ranged  they  stand. 

To  ■wait  the  kindling  of  the  light. 

Against  their  forest-girdled  hearts 

The  soft  cloud  rests  its  flushing  cheek ; 

A  first  faint  glimmer  dawns,  and  darts 
From  cliff  to  cliff,  from  peak  to  peak. 

The  light  creeps  downward  to  the  lakes. 
White  mists  are  through  the  valley  curled. 

Till  one  full  tide  of  glory  breaks 
Upon  the  reawakening  world. 

What  raptures  through  the  bosom  swell! 
What  silence  all  the  spirit  fills — 

Touched  by  the  Presence  that  doth  dwell 
Upon  the  everlasting  hills ! 

Oh !  blessed  are  they  who  love  to  climb 
To  solitudes  remote,  untrod — 

To  worship  there  with  thoughts  sublime, 
And  feel  themselves  alone  with  God. 


ANNE  EUKNESS. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

AM  afraid  that  perhaps  I  disturb  you, 
Miss  Furness,”  said  Mr.  Eacor,  coining 
into  the  room. 

“  Oh  no.  I  was  doing  nothing.  At  least, 
I  was— only  thinking.” 

I  wa.s  vexed  with  myself,  as  I  stammered 
out  the  words,  for  my  shy  awkwardness.  I 
had  been  startled,  and  taken  by  surprise.  Al¬ 
though  really,  after  a  second’s  reflection,  I 
could  discern  no  reason  why  Mr.  Lacer’s  call 
should  be  particularly  surprising  to  me.  He, 
at  all  events,  was  quite  at  his  ease,  and  sat 
down,  and  began  to  chat  with  me  in  a  pleas¬ 
ant,  off-hand  manner,  that  soon  put  me  at  my 
ease  also.  He  had  met  father  riding  out  at 
the  gate,  he  said,  as  he  was  about  to  enter. 
Mr.  Furness  had  been  kind  enough  to  ask  him 
to  go  into  the  house,  although  he  himself  was 
unable  to  turn  hack  with  him,  having  an  ap¬ 
pointment  on  business  with  a  farmer  some 
miles  in  the  country.  He  was  very  sorry  in¬ 
deed  to  learn  that  Mrs.  Furness  was  unwell. 
Nervous  headache  !  That  must  he  a  dread¬ 
fully  trying  disorder.  He  could  not  say  that 
he  had  ever  suffered  from  it  himself;  being, 
indeed,  generally  quite  unconscious  of  his 
nerves  !  But  Mrs.  Furness’s  organization  was 
evidently  very  sensitive  and  delicate.  What  a 
charming  face  she  had !  He  begged  pardon 
for  taking  the  liberty  of  saying  so,  but  the 
words  were  sincere.  He  had  never  seen  any 
one  who  had  inspired  him  with  such  admira¬ 
tion  and  respect  at  first  sight.  There  was  an 
atmosphere  of  grandeur  about  Mrs.  Furness, 
just  as  there  was  an  atmosphere  of  sweetness 
about  a  bed  of  violets. 

Mother’s  praises — and  they  really  seemed 
to  be  sincerely  uttered — were  very  delightful 
in  my  ears.  I  told  Mr.  Lacer,  laughingly,  that 
he  would  be  sooner  tired  of  speaking  flatteries 
on  that  score  than  I  should  be  of  hearing 
them.  “They  are  not  flatteries.  Miss  Fur¬ 
ness,”  he  protested,  earnestly.  “They  are  the 
sober  truth.  Or  rather,  they  are  part  of  the 
truth.  I  must  not  say  all  I  feel,  it  seems,  for 
fear  of  acquiring  the  character  of  a  flatterer  in 
your  opinion.  It  is  not  one  I  am  ambitious 
of.” 

Then  he  spoke  of  my  father,  and  said  he  had 
seen  him  the  day  after  the  races  at  Horsing- 
ham. 

“  Where  did  you  see  him  ?”  said  I,  impuls¬ 
ively.  My  reason  for  asking  was,  that  the 
great  betting-rooms  in  the  High  Street  were 
usually  the  goal  of  father’s  pilgrimages  to 
Horsingham  during  the  race-week,  and  won¬ 
dered  whether  Mr.  Lacer  had  frequented  them 
also. 
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“At  my  own  rooms,”  he  answered,  quietly. 
“  At  a  little  lodging  I  had  for  the  week  in  an 
obscure  street,  called  Burton’s  Gardens.  One 
might  have  had  apartments  in  Piccadilly  for  very 
little  more  than  I  paid  for  two  cupboards  in  a 
cottage  there.  But  you  heard.  Miss  Furness — 
or,  perhaps,  happily  for  you,  you  don’t  know — 
how  insatiably  rapacious  a  creature  your  thor¬ 
ough-bred  Horsingham  householder  becomes  at 
race-time.  He’s  like  some  horrible  animal  that 
gorges  itself  to  repletion  at  one  meal,  and  then 
goes  to  sleep  until  it  is  hungry  again.  How¬ 
ever,”  he  added,  laughing,  “since  the  Horsing¬ 
ham  householder  only  eats — in  that  sense — 
twice  a  year,  I  suppose  we  must  pardon  his 
greediness !” 

“What  is  the  name  of  the  people  with  whom 
you  lodged  in  Burton’s  Gardens?”  I  asked, 
struck  with  a  sudden  idea. 

“  Really  I  can’t  tell  you  1  I  know  the  num¬ 
ber  of  the  house:  it  is  eighteen.” 

“And  the  name  of  the  people  is  Kitchen?” 

“  I  think —  Yes ;  upon  my  word,  I  believe 
you  are  right !” 

“  Oh  yes,  I  know  those  people.  The  daugh¬ 
ter  is  called  Alice,  and  is  a  fair,  handsome 
young  woman.” 

“Y— yes.  A  large,  healthy,  blue-eyed  girl. 
Not  precisely  what  I  should  call  handsome. 
To  me  there  is  no  beauty  in  woman  that  can 
compensate  for  the  absence  of  refinement.  But, 
fortunately,  tastes  differ.”  ’ 

I  felt  slightly  confused  under  the  gaze  Mr. 
Lacer  bent  upon  me  as  he  said  the  words. 
Vanity  and  pride  were  having  a  conflict  with¬ 
in  me  that  made  my  cheeks  glow.  Vanity 
pronounced  that  a  .*ompliment  to  my  good 
looks  was  intended.  Pride  shyly  declared  that 
it  would  run  no  risk  of  unduly  appropriating 
admiration ;  and  that,  moreovei-,  the  admira¬ 
tion  which  preferred  me  to  Alice  Kitchen  was 
of  no  overwhelmingly  high  kind. 

“Alice  is  a  very  good  girl,”  I  said,  hurried- 

ly- 

Ml .  Lacer  did  not  doubt  that.  He  thought, 
if  he  might  venture  to  say  so,  that  she  was  in¬ 
clined  to  be  a  little  trenchant  in  her  manner, 
and  a  little  long-winded  in  her  conversation. 
But  those  were  not  charactei’istics  jieculiar  to 
Alice  ;  they  were  very  general  among  Horsing¬ 
ham  people  of  her  class.  Did  I  not  think  so? 
Not  rare,  indeed,  among  Horsingham  people 
of  any  class.  He  knew  that  Dr.  Hewson  was 
not  a  native  of  the  town,  or  he  would  not  have 
made  the  remark.  But,  upon  his  word,  he 
had  observed  so  striking  a  difference  between 
my  mother’s  manner — (he  added,  and  between 
my  manner  too) — and  the  manner  of  the  ma¬ 
jority  of  the  company  at  Sir  Peter  Bunny’s 
house,  that  he  had  made  up  his  mind  at  once 
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thsit  we  were  not  of  their  town.  And  this  im¬ 
pression  had  been  confirmed  by  an  inquiry  or 
two  he  had  made.  He  hoped  I  was  not  of¬ 
fended  ? 

“Not  at  all  offended,”  I  answered.  “  Why 
should  I  be  offended  ?  Most  people  in  Hors- 
ingham  knew  that  my  grandfather  settled  here 
rather  late  in  life.  It  is  no  secret.” 

“Mr.  Furness,  your  father,  don’t  count 
among  the  Horsingham  folks.  He  is  country 
bred.  That’s  different,”  said  Mr.  Lacer,  care¬ 
lessly. 

“Did  you — have  you  known  father  long?” 

I  asked.  “  I  don’t  remember — I  mean  I  nev¬ 
er  heard — ” 

“You  never  heard  him  mention  my  name?” 
he  answered  readily,  finishing  my  broken  sen¬ 
tence  for  me.  “  Well,  that  is  not  very  surpris¬ 
ing.  I  can  easily  conceive  that  Mr.  Furness 
has  more  interesting  topics  to  discuss  in  the 
bosom  of  his  family  than  a  chance  acquaint¬ 
ance  made  on  a  race-course.”  He  laughed  as 
he  said  this.  He  laughed  rather  often.  He 
had  fine  white  teeth,  and  his  laugh  was  very 
frank  and  pleasant. 

“Oh,”  said  I,  musingly,  “it  was  on  a  race¬ 
course  that  you  first  met  father?” 

“Yes,  at  W^ - .  I  thought  I  mentioned 

it  to  you.  I  don’t  habitually  frequent  all  the 
race-courses  in  England,  Miss  Furness,  I  beg 
you  to  believe,  although  I  fear  that  you  will 
begin  to  think  so !” 

I  said,  impulsively,  that  I  was  glad  to  hear  it. 

“Are  you?  Are  you  really  glad?  I’m 
afraid  I  can’t  flatter  myself  that  you  quite 
mean  what  you  say.”  He  was  not  laughing 
now,  but  looked  very  earnest,  almost  sad.  “Do 
you  know.  Miss  Furness,”  he  went  on,  after  a 
few  minutes’  silence,  “there  is  scarcely  a  hu¬ 
man  being  left  in  the  world  who  could  be  made 
glad  or  sorry  by  any  thing  I  do  or  leave  un¬ 
done  !” 

As  he  seemed  to  wait  for  me  to  speak,  I 
murmured  (struggling  hard  with  a  rapidly  in¬ 
creasing  fit  of  shyness),  “Is  there  not?” 

“No.  It  makes  a  fellow  very  forlorn,  or 
very  reckless,  or  both  together,  to  feel  that 
whether  he  goes  full-tilt  to  the  deuce  or  not 
matters  to  nobody.” 

“  It  matters  to  himself,  does  it  not  ?”  I  stam¬ 
mered. 

“Oh,  to  himself!  Well — to  himself.  A 
fellow  can’t  live  for  himself  alone.  At  least,  I 
can’t.  I  lost  my  mother  years  ago,  when  I 
was  a  little  chap ;  so  little,  that  they  lifted  me 
up  to  kiss  her  in  her  coffin.  I  have  neither 
brother,  nor  sister,  nor  uncle,  nor  aunt,  nor 
cousin.  My  father  is  living ;  but  he  married 
again,  a  few  years  ago,  a  grasping,  hard  wo¬ 
man  who —  But  I  beg  you  a  thousand  par¬ 
dons,  Miss  Furness !  1  am  prosing  on  about 

myself  in  the  most  unwarrantable  manner. 
You  listen  so  kindly  and  gently  that  I  was  led 
on  to  say  what  I  had  not  the  least  right  in  the 
world  to  trouble  you  with.  And  I,  whb  have 
been  accusing  the  good  people  of  Horsingham 


of  being  long-winded  and  tedious!  1  hope 
you  will  forgive  me,  I  do  indeed.” 

I  told  him  there  was  no  need  of  forgiveness, 
and  shook  hands  with  him  as  he  rose  to  go 
away. 

“I  forgot  to  mention  that  I  saw  your  cous¬ 
ins  the  other  day.  Miss  Furness,”  said  he.  The 
same  amused  and  half-repressed  smile  stole 
over  his  face  that  I  remembered  to  have  seen 
there  when  he  had  been  honored  by  Miss  Tilly’s 
playful  reproaches  on  the  race-course. 

“Oh!”  said  I. 

“Yes;  I  went  to  their  house  to  luncheon 
on  Wednesday  last.  Mr.  Sam  Cudberry  came 
to  fetch  me,  and  I  couldn’t  get  out  of  it ;  I — I 
mean  he  was  so  very  cordial  and  pressing,  that 
it  was  impossible  to  refuse.” 

“  Oh !”  said  I  again. 

“I  suppose  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  see¬ 
ing  you  at  Woolling  before  long?” 

“Seeing  me  there?  I  can  not  tell.  We 
don’t  go  there  very  often.  It  is  rather  a  long 
drive  for  mother,  now  the  weather  is  getting 
chilly  and  the  days  short.” 

“Oh!  but  you’ll  be  at  the  ball,  won’t  you?” 

“Eh?” 

“The  ball.  Miss  Cudberry  told  me  they 
were  going  to  give  a  ball.  I  thought  you  must 
have  known  of  it.” 

“I  suppose  we  shall  be  told  in  due  time.  I 
had  heard  nothing  of  it.” 

“May  I  ask  you  to  express  to  Mrs.  Furness 
how  sorry  I  am  to  hear  of  her  indisposition? 
If  you  will  allow  me,  I  will  pass  out  by  the 
garden — that  way,  is  it  not  ? — for  I  left  my 
horse  in  charge  of  a  servant,  and — ” 

“You  are  riding,  then?  Mr.  Lacer,  I  am 
afraid  it  is  possible  that  Flower,  our  groom, 
was  impertinently  familiar  in  his  manner  to 
you  the  other  day.  I  hope  you  will  check  him 
severely  if  he  should  repeat  the  offense.  He 
is  apt  to  be  forward.  I  believe — my  father 
says,  that  he  is  an  efficient  servant,  and  under¬ 
stands  his  duties.  But  I  know  father  would 
be  very  angry  if  he  thought  the  man  failed  in 
respect  to  any  of  our  guests.” 

'  “Oh,  don’t  think  any  more  about  it.  Miss 
Furness.  I  remember  he  was  rather  free-and- 
easy  the  other  day,  but  I  suppose  he  had  been 
a  little  too  convivial.  The  fact  is,  I  have  no 
doubt  the  man  recognized  me  as  an  old  ac¬ 
quaintance.  I  knew — that  is,  I  was  slightly 
acquainted  with  a  person  in  whose  service  he 
was.  I  have  a  good  memory  for  faces,  and  his 
was  familiar  to  me  directly  I  saw  it.  I  assure 
you  he  was  perfectly  well-behaved  when  he 
took  my  horse  just  now.” 

Mr.  Lacer  made  his  adieu,  and  went  his  way. 
When  he  was  gone  I  was  less  able  to  fix  my 
mind  on  my  books  than  ever.  “  Oh  dear,  oh 
dear !”  I  said  to  myself,  pushing  a  volume  away 
from  me  impatiently,  “what  has  come  to  me? 
The  words  might  be  Egyptian  hieroglyphics 
for  all  the  meaning  they  convey  to  my  mind  !” 

I  gave  up  trying  to  study,  and  abandoned 
myself  to  a  reverie.  The  day  seemed  to  have 
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been  crowded  with  incidents.  The  visit  of 
Matthew  and  Selina  Kitchen,  grandfather’s 
news  about  Donald,  Mr.  Lacer’s  call,  and  all 
that  he  had  said,  furnished  abundant  subjects 
to  think  upon.  The  relative  importance  of  the 
day’s  occurrences  could  not  be  doubtful ;  yet 
my  girlish  brain  by  no  means  busied  itself  chief¬ 
ly  with  the  chief  of  them.  What  does  the 
reader  think  was  the  most  tangible  subject  of 
my  musings  ?  (for  there  was  an  airy  crowd  of 
fancies  fluttering  hither  and  thither  in  my  mind, 
melting  and  changing  like  April  clouds,  and  to 
which  I  did  not  consciously  give  a  local  habita¬ 
tion  or  a  name).  It  was  the  forthcoming  ball 
at  Woolling!  A  ball  at  Uncle  Cudberry’s! 
The  thing  was  marvelous — unprecedented! 
Tilly,  Henny,  and  Clemmy  must  intend  to 
“  move  with  the  times,”  and  inflict  themselves 
on  society  in  fell  earnest.  How  they  had  in¬ 
duced  their  father  to  consent  to  the  necessary 
expenditure  was  a  matter  for  wondering  specu¬ 
lation. 

And  what  does  the  reader  guess  was  the 
next  topic  on  which  my  thoughts  were  intent  ? 
I  am  minded  to  be  quite  candid,  and  to  that 
end  I  must  confess  that  it  was  an  entirely  self¬ 
ish  one.  Amidst  all  the  hopes  and  fears,  the 
dimly  presaged  troubles,  and  the  present  anx¬ 
ieties  that  pressed  around  myself  and  those 
whom  I  loved,  my  fancy  lightly  turned  to  pic¬ 
turing  what  dress  I  should,  could,  or  might 
wear  if  I  went  to  the  aforesaid  ball  at  Woolling. 
Debating  if  it  were  more  advisable  to  beg  for  pale 
rose-color,  or  pure  white,  and  wondering  wheth¬ 
er  mother  would  let  me  wear  a  flower  in  my  hair. 

Suddenly,  as  I  pushed  a  lock  of  hair  off  my 
forehead,  in  the  full  glow  of  imagining  how  I 
should  look  with  a  spray  of  scarlet  geranium 
fixed  above  one  ear,  a  subtle  association  of 
ideas  which  I  can  not  follow  out — nor  could  I 
then— brought  vividly  before  my  mind’s  eye  the 
tiny  figure  of  little  J ane  Arkwright  in  her  chair, 
playing  with  the  uncouth  dice  of  rough  fire¬ 
wood.  And  that  tiny  figure  conjured  up  in  an 
instant  all  the  poverty  and  dreariness  and 
toils  and  troubles  of  that  struggling  household. 

I  had  often  asked  myself  in  my  impulsive  sym¬ 
pathy,  was  there  nothing  I  could  do  to  lighten 
Mrs.  Arkwright’s  load  of  care,  or  cheer  her  hus¬ 
band’s  anxious  spirit?  There  was  one  way, 
and,  as  far  as  I  knew,  one  only,  in  which  I 
might  show  good-will,  and  make  a  portion  of 
the  good  man’s  labors  pleasant  to  him — I  might 
do  my  tasks  earnestly  and  zealously,  and  grat¬ 
ify  him  by  my  improvement.  And  this  one 
simple  thing  I  was  neglecting,  in  order  to 
dream  of  tricking  myself  out  in  finery,  and  en¬ 
joying  myself  in  the  company  of  hard,  frivo¬ 
lous  people,  whom  at  bottom  I  neither  loved 
nor  respected.  I  hung  my  head  as  though  I 
were  abashed  by  some  bodily  presence  in  the 
room  ;  and  the  tears  welled  up  into  my  eyes  as  I 
thought  of  Mrs.  Arkwright’s  toilsome  life,  and  of 
Mrs.  Arkwright’s  shabby  little  children,  of  whom 
the  younger  had  neither  petting  nor  playthings, 
and  the  elder  were  precociously  thoughtful  and 


grave,  and  full  of  careful  responsibilities  about 
the  preservation  of  their  worn  little  frocks  and 
their  patched  little  shoes. 

I  opened  my  books  again,  and  sat  down  to 
work  resolutely.  At  first  it  was  difiicult  to 
attend  to  what  I  was  doing.  But  by  degrees 
I  compelled  my  wandering  attention ;  and  after 
an  hour  or  so  I  had  completed  an  exercise  and 
a  page  or  two  of  translation,  into  which  neither 
white  frock  nor  adornment  of  scarlet  blossoms 
had  intruded  ;  and  if  any  thing  else — any  one 
else,  I  mean — did  flit  across  the  page,  it  was 
not — or  I  honestly  persuaded  myself  that  it  was 
not — in  connection  with  my  exclusively  selfish 
fancies. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

“And  so,”  said  my  grandfather,  finishing 
a  recital  brief  indeed,  but  longer  than  he  was 
in  the  habit  of  making  his  speeches,  “Donald 
rejects  the  army  as  a  profession  altogether.  He 
says  ’tis  a  bad  trade  when  business  is  brisk  in 
it,  and  a  worse  to  be  idle  in.” 

“Yet  his  father  is  a  soldier,”  said  I. 

“A  good  one :  that  I  must  take  on  trust.  I 
hnow  him  to  be  a  good  man ;  but  he  would  be 
neither  if  he  followed  his  calling  with  an  in¬ 
ward  conviction  of  its  worthlessness.  That  is 
a  canker  that  rots  every  thing,  beginning  at 
the  very  core.  Donald  being  left  entirely  free 
to  choose  his  profession,  chooses  medicine.” 

“And  come  to  you  to  learn  it?  He  could 
not  do  better,  grandfather.” 

“  He  might  do  worse,  perhaps.  But  we  shall 
see,  little  Nancy,  we  shall  see.” 

Grandfather  had  never  relinquished  my  old 
pet  name  of  “little  Nancy,”  though  I  had  long 
outgrown  it  in  a  literal  sense.  He  told  me 
further,  that  Donald  A}'rlie  would  one  day  be 
the  master  of  a  sufficient  fortune  to  be  idle  on 
if  he  so  pleased ;  his  father  being  a  careful, 
steady,  hard-working  officer,  whose  long  career 
in  India  had  enabled  him  to  amass  an  inde¬ 
pendence,  which  there  was  only  Donald  to  in¬ 
herit.  But  Donald,  naturally  and  properly, 
said  grandfather,  desired  to  qualify  himself  to 
do  some  work  in  the  world.  The  prospect  of 
lounging  through  life  on  the  strength  of  his 
expectations  was  not  an  alluring  prospect  to 
him.  His  father  might  live  thirty  years  (and 
if  the  lad’s  wishes  could  keep  him  alive,  he 
would  never  die)  ;  or  he  might  chuck  his  money 
into  the  maelstrom  of  speculation,  though  that 
was  not  likely;  or  he  might  take  it  into  his 
head  to  marry  again.  In  short,  there  was  no 
fortune  so  desirable  for  a  young  man  as  the 
knowledge  of  something  serviceable  to  his  fel¬ 
low-creatures,  and  the  industry  and  good-will 
to  apply  it. 

Thus  my  grandfather.  He  was  in  a  glow 
of  pleased  expectation  about  Donald’s  coming ; 

I  had  not  seen  him  so  bright  and  cheerful  for 
a  long  time,  not  that  he  was  gloomy  or  ill-hu¬ 
mored  ever.  But  latterly  there  had  been  a 
set  stern  thoughtfulness  on  his  brow,  and  he 
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was  very  silent.  I  could  not  help  connecting 
these  symptoms  with  the  anxious  care  that 
might  be  read  on  mother’s  face  whenever  she 
was  neither  speaking  nor  smiling.  It  had  come 
to  pass  gradually  ;  and  yet,  when  I  thought  of 
the  change  in  mother,  it  sometimes  appeared  to 
me  to  have  been  startlingly  sudden.  I  was 
tempted  more  than  once  to  tell  grandfather  of 
what  I  had  heard  pass  between  my  father  and 
Mat  Kitchen.  It  had  made  me  uneasy  when¬ 
ever  I  had  thought  of  it  since.  But  I  reflected 
that  I  had  no  right  to  reveal  to  any  one  that 
which  I  had  accidentally  overheard  ;  and  that, 
moreover,  father  had  seemed  to  demand  that  I 
should  be  discreet  and  silent  on  the  subject  by 
the  words  he  had  said,  “  I  tell  you  this  in  con¬ 
fidence,  Anne” — so  I  held  my  tongue. 

I  was  staying  at  Mortlands  for  the  day  and 
the  night.  I  had  been  to  Mr.  Arkwright’s,  and 
had  got  through  my  lessons  with  credit.  And 
I  had  conceived  and  executed  a  great  project, 
having  first  obtained  my  grandfather’s  permis¬ 
sion  :  this  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  invit¬ 
ing  all  Mrs.  Arkwright’s  children  to  tea  and  a 
game  of  play  that  afternoon  at  Mortlands.  It 
seems  a  simple  matter  enough  to  tell  of,  but  it 
was  hedged  with  thorny  difficulties.  First, 
there  was  Mrs.  Arkwright’s  constitutional  ob¬ 
jection  to,  and  fear  of,  her  children  “  taking  to” 
strangers  too  much ;  then  there  was  the  obsta¬ 
cle  of  their  clothes  being  “too  shabby  for  a 
company;”  then  there  was  the  apprehension 
that  cakes  and  sweets,  and  so  on,  would  have 
the  effect  of  spoiling  them  for  their  home  fare. 
And,  lastly,  there  was  the  difficulty  of  inducing 
Mrs.  Arkwright  to  believe  my  solemn  assur¬ 
ances  that  the  little  ones  should  be  sent  home 
by  nine  o’clock,  in  order  that  they  might  be  up 
in  time  for  school  the  next  morning.  But  Mr. 
Arkwright  and  I  together,  aided  by  a  powerful 
though  unacknowledged  ally — the  strong  desire 
in  Mrs.  Arkwright’s  maternal  breast  to  give 
her  children  what  gratification  she  could  in  their 
somewhat  hard  young  lives — fought  and  con¬ 
quered.  They  should  all  come,  Lizzie  and 
Martha  and  Mary  and  Teddy,  and  my  particu¬ 
lar  friend  Jane.  Eliza  was  to  be  sent  for  them 
at  three  o’clock  in  a  fly,  and  they  were  to  re¬ 
turn  in  the  same  conveyance,  and  under  the 
same  escort,  in  the  evening.  Grandfather 
made  only  one  condition  on  the  occasion : 
“  When  you  give  an  entertainment  of  this  na¬ 
ture,  Miss  Eurness,”  said  he,  gravely,  “  I  think, 
perhaps,  to  call  it  a  rout  w'ould  more  properly 
characterize  it  than  any  other  title  ;  all  I  ask  is, 
that  you  don’t  expect  me  to  be  present.  There 
is  the  garden  ;  there  is  the  big  dining-room  ; 
there  is  Keturah  with  unlimited  flour  and  but¬ 
ter  and  jam  ;  and,  in  brief,  every  material  for 
biliousness  that  the  most  tender  lover  of  child¬ 
hood  could  desire  to  bestow  on  it,  and  orders  to 
deal  them  out  royally.  You  won’t  grudge  me 
a  little  peace  in  the  retirement  of  my  study  after 
dinner  ;  and  you  won’t  feel  hurt  if  I  ask  for  my 
tea  there  also,  instead  of  joining  the  festive 
throng  in  the  dining-room.” 


I  laughed,  and  kissed  him,  and  said,  I  was  so 
grateful  to  him  for  letting  the  children  come, 
that  I  would  not  tease  him.  But  I  added  that 
I  thought  they  would  like  to  see  him,  if  only  for 
five  minutes. 

“Pooh!  stuff"  and  nonsense,  little  Nancy. 

I  should  bother  them.  Their  only  association 
with  me  is  an  empty  spoon  holding  their  poor 
little  jkws  open ;  and  a  full  spoon  containing 
‘nasty  physic’  to  follow  !” 

He  had  in  fact  attended  the  curate’s  children 
for  a  throat  disorder  that  had  broken  out  among 
them  ;  and  had,  I  need  scarcely  add,  steadil}^ 
refused  to  accept  any  payment  for  so  doing. 

Mrs.  Abram  was,  I  was  sorry  to  find,  some¬ 
what  flustered  by  the  prospect  of  the  threatened 
inroad  on  the  peace  and  privacy  of  Mortlands. 
She  had  become  rather  redder  in  the  face,  rather 
huskier  in  the  voice,  rather  more  despondent  in 
the  temper,  rather  more  vague  and  wandering 
in  the  mind,  rather  “  odder”  altogether,  of  late 
years.  But  she  was  tearfully  anxious  to  do  her 
best  for  the  entertainment  of  the  small  visitors. 

I  assured  her  that  they  were  the  best  and  quiet¬ 
est  children  I  knew  ;  that  they  were  grave  and 
steady  beyond  their  years  ;  and  that,  so  far  from 
being  riotous  or  overflowing  with  good  spirits,  I 
expected  our  difficulty  would  be  to  screw  them 
up  to  the  point  of  thoroughly  enjoying  them¬ 
selves  for  once  in  a  way. 

“Ah!”  murmured  Mrs.  Abram,  “and  then 
you  see  their  father’s  a  clergyman.  That  is  a 
satisfaction ;  but  otherwise  it  is  dreadful  when 
you  see  a  lot  of  little  innocents  like  them  to  re¬ 
member  that  he  is  lying  in  wait  for  ’em !” 

She  uttered  the  last  words  in  a  mysterious 
and  awe-stricken  whisper,  and  glanced  round 
over  her  shoulder  in  a  way  that  was  calculated 
to  make  any  one  who  happened  to  be  nervous 
or  fanciful  decidedly  uncomfortable.  How¬ 
ever,  Keturah  and  I  between  us  managed  to 
get  her  into  a  little  less  lugubrious  frame  of 
mind  before  the  little  ones’  arrival.  I  confided 
to  Keturah  that  Mrs.  Abram  was  “a  little  low 
this  afternoon,”  and  Keturah  immediately  set 
about  the  process  which  she  characterized  as 
“routing  her  up  a  bit.”  Keturah,  in  right  of 
her  long  and  faithful  service,  was  a  privileged 
person  at  Mortlands.  And  she  had — I  think 
insensibly — copied  many  of  her  master’s  ways 
and  sayings.  Her  method  of  treating  Mrs. 
Abram  was  in  fact  founded  on  my  grand¬ 
father’s. 

“Come,  now,  Mrs.  Abram,”  said  Keturah, 
bustling  into  the  dining-room,  “here’s  Eliza 
putting  on  her  bonnet  to  go  and  fetch  them 
bairns,  and  nobody  but  me  in  the  kitchen  to 
get  things  ready.  I  should  be  ever  so  obliged 
to  you  if  you’d  tie  on  a  apron — here’s  a  clean 
white  one  as  I’ve  fetched  a  purpose—and  come 
and  measure  out  some  sugar  for  me.” 

Mrs.  Abram  rose  meekly  to  comply,  but  she 
shook  her  head  as  though  it  were  full  of  the 
direst  presages. 

“Ah,  dear  me,  Keturah,”  she  said,  with  her 
1  lower  jaw  dropped  and  her  mouth  curved  down- 
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ward  until  it  resembled  that  of  a  codfish,  “  I 
hope  it  mayn’t  be  evil,  all  this  feasting  and 
junketing  and  pampering  of  our  vile  bodies!” 

“Well,  there’s  no  need  for  you  to  pamper 
yours,  you  know,”  was  Keturah’s  practical  re¬ 
joinder.  “If  you  think  short-cake  and  jam 
puffs  sinful,  don’t  you  eat  none,  that’s  all !  But 
you  know  who  it  is  as  finds  some  mischief  still 
for  idle  hands  to  do ;  and  p’r’aps  he  finds  mis¬ 
chief  for  idle  heads  into  the  bargain.  My  opin¬ 
ion  is  as  you’ll  be  comfortabler  in  your  mind 
when  you  give  your  attention  to  the  weighing 
out  o’  the  sugar.  And  please  be  partic’lar  to  a 
pennyweight,  Mrs.  Abram,  for  in  short-cake 
the  quantities  must  be  exact.” 

In  due  time  arrived  the  fly  full  of  the  little 
Arkwrights.  I  could  have  cried  to  see  the 
painful  neatness  of  their  poor  attire  ;  the  speck¬ 
less,  threadbare,  stuff  frocks,  the  skillfully  darn¬ 
ed  stockings,  the  little  rusty  boots  that  had  been 
“toed,”  or  “heeled,”  or  “soled,”  as  the  case 
might  be.  The  only  means  that  had  been  un- 
stintingly — nay,  lavishly — employed  for  their 
embellishment  was  the  application  of  soap  and 
water,  comb  and  brush.  And  I  noticed  round 
the  fair  little  throat  of  my  small  friend  Jane  a 
solitary  string  of  coral  beads  with  a  queer  little 
gold  clasp.  The  mother’s  heart  could  not  re¬ 
sist  decking  her  youngest  darling  with  this  or¬ 
nament.  Lizzie,  the  eldest  child — a  gi-ave, 
dark-eyed  little  girl  of  ten— evidently  looked 
on  Jane’s  necklace  as  a  priceless  heir-loom.  Her 
mamma  had  worn  it  when  she  was  a  small  child, 
she  informed  me ;  and  she  kept  it  locked  in  a 
box.  Lizzie  knew  there  were  some  letters  in 
the  box.  She  thought  they  were  letters  writ¬ 
ten  by  her  papa,  because  it  was  like  his  hand¬ 
writing.  She  (Lizzie)  hoped  that  Jane  would 
be  careful  not  to  pull  at  the  necklace,  because 
the  string  might  break  and  the  beads  would 
roll  on  the  floor,  and  some  of  them  might  be 
lost,  and  then  what  should  they  do  ?  But  Jane 
was  a  very  good  child  in  general,  and  not  rough 
or  careless  with  her  clothes. 

Meanwhile  this  exemplary  young  person, 
aged  three,  was  toddling  along  the  garden  path 
holding  by  the  hand  of  Martha,  the  second 
child,  and  observing  the  flower-beds  with  sol¬ 
emn  interest.  It  was,  as  I  have  said,  late  in 
the  autumn,  and  there  was  not  much  color  or 
perfume  in  the  garden.  But  the  little  things 
enjoyed  it,  being  new  and  fresh  to  them  ;  and 
Master  Teddy  became  quite  excited  when  I 
showed  him  the  place  where  Eobinson  Crusoe’s 
cave  had  been.  I  could  not  find  the  North 
Pole,  nor  did  Teddy  care  veiyrauch  about  that. 
He  had  never  before  heard  of  De  Foe’s  immor¬ 
tal  fiction,  so  I  had  enough  to  do  in  giving  him 
a  slight  sketch  of  the  story,  while  we  all  wan¬ 
dered  about  the  garden,  and  I  pointed  out,  as 
well  as  my  memory  served  me,  the  various 
spots  in  which  Donald  and  I  had  enacted  it  to¬ 
gether.  By  the  time  I  had  finished  it  was 
growing  dusk,  and  we  all  went  into  the  dining¬ 
room,  where  a  good  bright  fire  looked  cheer¬ 
ful  and  welcoming. 


As  one  or  two  of  the  children  complained  of 
their  feet  and  hands  being  cold,  I  proposed  a 
game  of  puss-in-the-corner  to  warm  them  be¬ 
fore  tea.  We  pushed  the  table  to  one  side, 
and  I  sent  for  Eliza  to  take  care  of  little  Jane, 
while  I  joined  the  other  four  children  in  a  fa¬ 
mous  romp.  Little  Jane  was  not  strong  or 
active  enough  to  take  much  part  in  our  game  ; 
but  she  sat  on  a  stool  beside  Eliza  (she  declined 
to  be  taken  on  to  the  servant’s  knee,  in  a  cer¬ 
tain  independent,  self-susteined  little  way  that 
belonged  to  her),  and  looked  on  attentively ; 
occasionally  forming  the  words,  “puss,  puss, 
puss,”  with  her  lips,  but  uttering  no  sound. 

Then  came  tea,  over  which  Mrs.  Abram  pre¬ 
sided  with  great  kindness,  but  with  an  expres¬ 
sion  on  her  countenance,  when  she  regarded 
the  little  Arkwrights,  which  seemed  to  say,  in 
the  words  of  Gray,  “How  all  unconscious  of 
their  doom  the  little  victims  play !  ”  However, 
the  children,  unconscious  not  only  of  their 
doom,  but  of  Mrs.  Abram’s  apprehensions,  de¬ 
voted  themselves  with  ardor  to  the  jam  puifs 
and  short-cake,  and  enjoyed  themselves  im¬ 
mensely.  The  entertainment  was  most  suc¬ 
cessful.  There  was  only  one  interruption  to  its 
perfect  harmony,  and  even  this  was  but  a  pass¬ 
ing  cloud.  It  arose  from  Teddy’s  unexpected 
resistance  to  having  his  pinafore  tied  on  just 
before  we  went  to  table.  Five  clean  coarse 
pinafores  had  been  intrusted  to  Eliza’s  charge 
by  Mrs.  Arkwright,  with  strict  injunctions  that 
they  were  to  be  worn  during  all  the  time  of 
eating  and  drinking  ;  but  against  this  humilia¬ 
ting  precaution  Teddy’s  manly  soul  rebelled. 
In  vain  Eliza  and  I  coaxed  and  argued  with 
him.  Pinafores  were  all  very  well  for  girls,  he 
said ;  pinafores  were  all  very  well  for  babies ; 
he  was  neither  a  girl  nor  a  baby  ;  and  when  he 
was  invited  out  to  tea  he  begged  most  posi¬ 
tively  to  decline  donning  his  pinafore.  But 
Teddy  was  subdued  by  that  which  had  van¬ 
quished  masculine  resolution  before  his  day, 
namely,  feminine  tears.  Poor  Lizzie  began  to 
cry,  and  then  Martha  and  Mary— for  no  better 
reason  than  that  they  saw  her  crying — began  to 
cry  too.  Little  Jane  did  not  weep,  but  she 
went  through  the  motion  of  slapping  with  her 
mite  of  a  hand,  and  said,  “Teddy  naughty,” 
with  judicial  severity.  Upon  this  Teddy  yield¬ 
ed,  saying,  grandly,  that  if  they  were  such 
“  cry-babbies”  (for  which  Lizzie  mildly  rebuked 
him,  and  observed  that  it  was  a  low  expression 
he  had  picked  up  at  school)  as  all  that,  why  he 
supposed  he  must  let  them  put  on  the  stupid 
old  jackass  of  a  pinafore.  He  didn’t  mind, 
then.  On  with  it !  Teddy’s  ruffled  feelings 
seemed  to  find  relief  in  calling  his  pinafore  a 
stupid  old  jackass,  and  he  repeated  the  epithet 
more  than  once.  I  whispered  to  Lizzie  to  take 
no  notice  of  this  little  ebullition,  and  she  dried 
her  tears,  and  kissed  her  brother;  and  then 
Martha  and  Mary  dried  their  tears,  and  kissed 
him  also ;  and  little  Jane,  looking  on  with 
bright,  attentive  eyes,  pronounced,  as  from  the 
bench,  “Teddy  dood  now.”  And  we  were 
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all  very  pleasant  and  cheerful  again  directly. 
Only  Mrs.  Abram  murmured  behind  her  hand 
to  me,  in  a  voice  that  fortunately  was  unintelligi¬ 
ble  to  unaccustomed  ears,  “  My  dear  Anne,  did 
you  notice  ?  Poor  little  fellow !  he  had  a  try 
at  him.  lie  put  that  naughtiness  into  the 
child’s  mind.  Of  course  he  did.  He  can’t 
hear  to  see  ’em  good  and  happy.  I  could  fancy 
I  saw  him  hovering  around. "  And  Mrs.  Abram 
glanced  over  her  shoulder  again  quite  awfully. 

After  tea  we  made  a  wide  semicircle  round 
the  fire,  and  I  asked  the  children  if  they  knew 
any  games  to  play  at.  They  were  not  much 
versed  in  games  of  play,  poor  little  things,  but 
they  were  very  docile  and  willing  to  learn ; 
and  Lizzie  informed  me  that  Mary  could  “say 
poetry  off  by  heart.”  So  I  begged  for  a  speci¬ 
men  of  Mary’s  accomplishments,  which  she  ac¬ 
corded  forthwith.  Mary  was  the  next  in  age 
to  Jane,  and  was  five  years  old.  Next  above 
her  came  Teddy,  aged  seven ;  and  above  him 
Martha,  nine ;  and  Lizzie,  ten.  Mary  W'as  a 
very  fat  child ;  different  in  this  respect  from 
the  others,  who  were  slight  and  spare.  She 
had  great  black  eyes,  and  curling  dark  hair, 
and  mottled  legs  that  overhung  her  little  socks, 
and  fat  dimpled  arms ;  and  her  very  voice  was 
fat  and  husky,  with  rich  contralto  tones  in  it ; 
and  in  this  voice  she  began  with  baby  accents 
that  were  not  yet  perfectly  articulate : 

“Pity  de  so-yows  of  a  poo-wold-man 
Who  temblin  lins  au’  b’dught  him  to  you  door;” 

repeating  it  all  through  without  any  stops,  and 
taking  breath  in  gasps  whenever  she  happened 
to  want  it. 

This  performance  was  received  with  much 
applause.  Then  the  children  petitioned  me 
to  tell  them  a  story.  Lizzie  was  spokeswoman, 
and  the  others  all  joined  in  chorus.  “Yes, 
please,  do,  Miss  Eurness  I  A  story !  a  story !  ” 
Little  Jane,  who  was  seated  on  the  low  hassock 
at  my  feet,  put  up  her  hand  to  take  mine  ;  and 
leaning  her  soft  little  cheek  against  it,  said,  in 
a  decisive  and  corroborative  manner,  as  though 
to  express  her  agreement  with  the  public  wish 
on  this  occasion,  “Et — dat’s  yight.  Oo  do!" 

So,  after  thinking  for  a  minute  or  so,  I  told 
them  I  would  give  them  a  fairy  story.  A  shout 
of  acclamation  greeted  this  announcement. 
Then  I  said  that  I  thought  stories  sounded 
prettier  by  fire-light  than  by  lamp-light.  This 
being  unanimously  carried  also,  we  had  the 
lamp  taken  away,  the  fire  mended,  a  log  being 
added  to  the  coals,  and  then,  amidst  a  breath¬ 
less  hush  on  the  part  of  my  small  audience, 
and  a  mingled  sound  of  crackling  and  seeth¬ 
ing,  that  sounded  like  a  subdued  and  ghostly 
whisper,  from  the  fire,  I  began. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

“  Once  upon  a  time  there  were  two  children, 
twin  brother  and  sister.  The  boy’s  name  was 
Walter,  and  the  girl’s  name  was  Lily.  Walter 
was  a  dark  child,  with  deep  brown  eyes  and 


raven  hair ;  little  Lily,  on  the  contrary,  was  as 
fair  as  the  flower  she  took  her  name  from. 
Her  eyes  were  blue,  like  the  bits  of  clear  sky 
that  you  see  in  April  peeping  between  the 
clouds,  and  her  soft  hair  was  just  the  color 
of  the  down  on  the  wing  of  a  half-fledged 
chicken. 

“These  two  children  loved  each  other  very 
dearly,  and  were  always  together.  They  lived 
in  a  village ;  and  one  of  their  great  delights 
was  to  go  down  to  the  smith’s  forge  at  dusk, 
and  watch  the  showers  of  sparks  leap  out  of 
the  blackness  and  melt  into  it  again.  They 
loved,  too,  to  watch  the  dull  deep  glow  of  the 
red-hot  iron  and  the  intense  heart  of  the  furnace, 
that  seemed  more  terrible  in  its  quiet  concen¬ 
tration  of  white  implacable  heat  than  when 
the  roaring  bellows  moved  it  into  flame ;  but 
that  was  beautiful  though,  to  see  the  waving 
brightness  shoot  up  and  shake  vividly  upon  the 
smoke-blackened  roof  and  then  fall  again,  while 
monstrous  shadows  bowed  and  beckoned  mys¬ 
teriously,  to  be  in  their  turn  chased  away  hy 
the  clear  victorious  flame.  It  was  all  living 
in  their  childish  fancy.  The  sparks  had  life, 
and  danced  and  flew  enjoyingly.  The  great 
bellows  labored  like  a  chained  monster.  The 
light  and  shadow  chased  each  other  like  elf 
and  goblin,  fairy  and  witch,  spiritual  creatures 
whose  aims  were  good  or  evil,  kind  or  cruel.” 

Here  I  was  recalled  to  myself  by  a  curious 
sound  from  Mrs.  Abram.  It  was  something 
like  an  incipient  whooping-cough  followed  by 
a  husky  long-drawn  “Ah-h-h!”  and  was  in¬ 
tended — as  I  knew  by  former  experience — to 
express  a  mournful  and  warning  allusion  to 
the  direful  subject  on  which  she  so  much  la¬ 
mented  my  grandfather’s  indifference.  Odd¬ 
ly  as  Mrs.  Abram’s  inarticulate  interjection 
sounded,  I  was  sensible  of  some  obligations  to 
it  in  recalling  me  to  a  sense  of  what  I  was  do¬ 
ing  and  for  whom.  Eor  I  had  been  giving  my 
imagination  the  rein,  and  it  had  carried  me 
somewhat  beyond  the  children’s  comprehen¬ 
sion. 

“In  short,”  said  I,  resumingmy  story,  “Wal¬ 
ter  and  Lily  went  so  often  to  the  blacksmith’s 
forge,  and  watched  the  furnace  so  attentive¬ 
ly,  that  they  grew  quite  familiar  with  the  fire, 
and  knew  almost  every  look  of  it,  whether  it 
were  dull  or  bright  or  quiet  or  fierce — glowing 
crimson  like  the  setting  sun,  or  flaming  yellow 
like  the  great  round  harvest-moon ;  and  they 
got  to  know  all  the  different  aspects  of  the 
forge.  Well,  now  Walter  liked  it  best  when  it 
was  bright  and  all  ablaze  with  light,  so  that 
you  could  see  every  nook  and  cranny  quite 
plainly.  Lily  loved  the  times  when  the  forge 
was  dimmer,  and  when  there  were  corners  and 
hiding-places  that  you  could  fancy  any  thing 
you  liked  about,  because  the  shadows  lurked 
there  and  made  them  very  mysterious.  By  de¬ 
grees  these  two  children,  who  had  always  been 
so  gentle  and  loving  to  each  other,  began  to 
grow  quite  cross  and  unkind.  They  disputed 
which  was  the  best,  the  broad  glare  or  the  twi- 
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light  glow.  Walter  said  Lily  was  a  little  baby 
who  loved  the  darkness.  Lily  said  that  Wal¬ 
ter  was  very  stupid  to  prefer  being  scorched  by 
a  fierce  glare,  instead  of  liking  the  soft  shelter 
of  the  shadow  when  the  furnace  fire  was  low. 
So  they  disputed  and  argued  until  they  both 
said  a  great  deal  more  than  they  meant,  each 
wishing  to  get  the  better  of  the  other,  rather 
than  caring  to  say  the  exact  truth,  which  is  a 
sad  thing  to  do  ;  but  then  Walter  and  Lily  were 
only  ignorant  little  children.  Of  course,  if  they 
had  been  grown-up,  learned  men,  they  would 
not  have  done  so.” 

“Wouldn’t  they?”  said  Teddy,  doubtfully. 
“I — I  hope  not.  I  suppose  not,  Teddy.” 
“Ah  !  but  perhaps  they  might  though  !”  re¬ 
joined  that  young  scholar,  “because  I  was 
reading  in  my  ‘  Useful  Knowledge’  the  other 
day  that  a  man  found  out  about  the  earth  going 
round  the  sun  ;  I  forget  his  name.  He  wasn’t 
an  Englishman  ;  and,  instead  of  listening  to 
what  he  had  to  tell  them,  they  were  ever  so 
angry,  because  it  was ,  different  to  what  they 
had  believed  before,  and  they  put  him  in  prison, 
and  went  on  to  him — oh,  ever  so  cruel!” 

“Naughty  mans  1”  said  Jane,  who  had  only 
comprehended  that  some  persons  unknown  were 
cruel,  and  that  Teddy  was  indignant.  It  was 
quaint  enough  to  see  the  contrast  between 
Jane’s  Ehadamanthine  sternness  of  condemna¬ 
tion  and  the  soft  helplessness  of  her  baby  body 
as  she  sat  with  her  little  tender  cheek  leaning 
against  my  hand. 

“Well,  never  mind  now,  Teddy,”  exclaimed 
Lizzie.  '■'■Please  go  on.  Miss  Furness.”  Lizzie 
was  drinking  in  the  story  greedily,  quite  un¬ 
troubled  by  any  critical  objections. 

“Well,  and  so  at  last  the  brother  and  sister 
came  to  quarreling  outright.  Instead  of  en¬ 
joying  themselves  in  the  fields  and  gardens, 
and  delighting  in  the  sweet  smell  of  the  flow¬ 
ers,  and  the  beautiful  leafy  trees,  and  the  clear 
river,  and  the  soft  grass,  they  were  always 
wrangling  and  carrying  their  dispute  about 
with  them.  If  the  sun  shone  brightly,  Lily 
said  it  dazzled  her,  and  she  could  not  bear  it. 
If  there  was  a  cool,  shady  spot  under  a  broad, 
green  tree,  Walter  pretended  to  shiver  and 
shudder,  and  would  not  stay  to  enjoy  it.  In  a 
word,  at  length  their  quarrel  grew  to  such  a 
height  that  Lily  declared  she  detested  the  day, 
and  Walter,  that  he  hated  the  night;  each 
meaning  to  vex  and  jeer  at  the  other.  And 
their  little  hearts  were  full  of  anger  and  pain.  ” 
“Ah,  to  be  sure!”  murmured  Mrs.  Abram. 
“That  was  just  the  thing  for  him.  He  wasn’t 
going  to  lose  such  a  chance  as  that,  you  know ! 
Not  likely.” 

“StiU  Walter  and  Lily  went  nearly  every 
evening  to  the  forge  and  watched  the  fire,  and 
watched  the  gloom,  and  sat  on  a  little  bench 
which  the  blacksmith  had  had  made  on  purpose 
for  them.  He  was  a  very  good-natured,  hon¬ 
est  blacksmith,  and  very  kind  and  gentle  to 
dumb  animals,  and  little  children,  and  all  weak 
creatures,  though  he  was  so  tenibly  strong  and 


tall,  and  though  he  looked  very  swarthy  and 
fierce  when  his  eyes  shone  in  the  fire-light. 
They  sat  there  side  by  side,  this  little  brother 
and  sister,  and  spoke  never  a  word  to  each 
other.  Or,  if  they  did  say  a  word,  it  was  sure 
to  be  a  bitter  and  unkind  one.  But  they  most¬ 
ly  sat  sulky  and  silent :  Lily  slinking  back  on 
her  corner  of  the  bench  into  the  shadow,  and 
Walter  straining  forward  on  his  corner  of  the 
bench  until  his  cheeks  were  scorched  with  the 
glare. 

‘  ‘  This  went  on  for  a  long  time  ;  but  at  length 
the  autumn  came  and  the  days  grew  short,  and 
the  nights  were  chilly,  and  the  children  were 
forbidden  to  go  to  the  forge  any  more  until  the 
spring  should  come  again.  But  they  begged 
to  go  once  more,  just  for  the  last  time,  on 
Hallowe’en,  and  this  was  granted  to  them. 
Now  you  must  know  that  Hallowe’en  is  a  night 
when  all  sorts  of  sprites  and  fairies  are  very 
busy,  and  when  they  visit  mortals  a  great  deal, 
and  join  unseen  in  their  sports  and  merry¬ 
makings.  At  least  they  used  to  do  so  in  the 
old  days,  when  there  were  sprites,  and  fairies, 
and  goblins.  They  are  never  seen  now.  But 
the  time  when  Walter  and  Lily  lived  was  an 
old  time,  and  in  their  days  the  fairies  were 
still  busy  on  Hallowe’en.” 

“How  long  ago  was  it?”  asked  Martha,  a 
pale,  contemplative  child,  who  had  been  very 
quiet  and  attentive. 

“It  was  in  quite  another  age  of  the  world, 
Martha ;  when  the  world  was  in  its  childhood.” 

“Is  that  why  children  love  fairy  stories  now 
more  than  grown-up  people  ?” 

“Perhaps.  Very  likely,  Martha.  Well, 
accordingly  Walter  and  Lily  went  to  the  black¬ 
smith’s  forge  on  Hallowe’en,  and  sat  themselves 
down  on  the  bench,  and  stared — Walter  at  the 
red  fire  and  Lily  at  the  black  forge,  and  they 
said  never  a  word.  Hallowe’en  was  a  holiday 
for  the  blacksmith.  He  went  home  and  washed 
the  blackness  from  his  face  and  hands,  and 
played  and  made  merry  with  his  children. 
And  his  chief  workmen  went  away  too;  and 
there  was  no  one  left  but  a  lame  apprentice, 
who  was  told  to  keep  the  furnace  fire  alight, 
for  later  in  the  evening  the  blacksmith  and  his 
men  were  coming  back  to  finish  a  job  they  had 
in  hand.  But  Walter  and  Lily  sat  there  side 
by  side,  and  stared — Walter  at  the  red  fire,  and 
Lily  at  the  black  forge — and  they  said  never  a 
word.  It  was  all  very  still  and  quiet.  The 
lame  apprentice  had  curled  himself  up  in  a 
warm  corner,  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and 
seemed  to  be  going  to  sleep.  The  fire  that  he 
ought  to  have  replenished  sank  lower  and  low¬ 
er,  and  it  grew  very  cold  and  almost  dark.  But 
still,  there  sat  Walter  and  Lily  staring — he  at 
the  red  dying  embers  and  she  at  the  black 
forge — and  they  said  never  a  word. 

“All  at  once  they  became  aware  of  the 
faintest  sweet  sound,  the  tiniest  clear  music 
you  can  imagine.  It  grew,  scarcely  louder, 
but  clearer  and  clearer,  plainer  and  plainer,  and 
at  last  it  ceased  with  one  long-drawn  sound. 
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which  was  sweeter  and  richer  than  all  the  oth¬ 
ers,  and  which — strange  to  say !  seemed  to 
come  out  of  the  throat  of  the  great  bellows  j 
and  suddenly  there  stood  before  the  children 
two  wonderful  little  figures  not  more  than  a 
span  high.” 

“How  jolly!”  exclaimed  Teddy,  in  irre¬ 
pressible  delight.  Little  Jane  cried  “Dolly!” 
in  an  attempt  to  imitate  her  brother ;  but  then, 
hearing  Lizzie  whisper  “Hush-sh-sh,  Teddy  !” 
she  too  pouted  her  lips,  and  said,  “  Hus-s-s-s !” 
and  held  up  an  absurd  morsel  of  a  warning 
finger  with  infinite  solemnity. 

“The  two  figures,”  I  went  on,  “were  the 
figures  of  two  beautiful  tiny  women.  It  was 
impossible  to  tell  whether  they  rose  out  of  the 
embers  or  hovered  over  them,  or  whether  they 
stood  firmly  or  floated  self-supported  in  the 
air.  But  they  seemed  in  some  mysterious 
way  to  belong  to  the  fire,  and  to  partake  of  its 
nature.  They  were  very  different  from  each 
other  though,  except  in  size.  One  of  the 
beautiful  little  women  was  so  bright  and  brill¬ 
iant  that  it  almost  dazzled  you  to  look  at  her. 
Her  hair  was  like  burnished  gold,  and  her  eyes 
like  diamonds  ;  and  she  wore  a  floating  robe  of 
the  most  brilliant  hues,  that  seemed  to  change 
through  all  gradations  of  color,  from  the  gold¬ 
en-purple  of  a  pigeon’s  breast  up  to  pure  daz¬ 
zling  white.  The  other  tiny  figure  was  all 
dark.  Her  hair  was  like  the  deepest  shades  in  a 
woodland  thicket.  Her  eyes  were  of  the  color 
of  a  violet-hued  cloud  that  lingers  in  the  sky 
when  the  sun  has  set.  Her  garment,  loose 
and  flowing,  like  that  of  her  companion,  varied, 
as  she  moved  or  breathed,  from  sombre  shades, 
like  those  upon  the  sea  at  twilight,  or  the  dark 
green  of  a  leafy  forest,  to  midnight  blackness. 
And  yet,  as  the  tw'o  stood  close  together,  side 
by  side,  it  seemed  that  each  influenced  the  oth¬ 
er.  Sometimes  the  robe  of  the  dark  figure 
would  cast  a  soft  veil  of  shade  over  the  bright¬ 
ness  of  the  other.  And  sometimes  the  golden¬ 
haired  figure  would,  as  her  bright  draperies 
moved  and  fluttered,  send  little  sparkles  and 
streaks  of  dazzling  light  upon  her  companion. 
And  there  was  a  likeness  in  their  faces,  too, 
such  as  you  often  see  between  two  sisters. 

“Walter  and  Lily  gazed  at  them  in  silence. 
The  children  were  afraid  even  to  breathe,  lest 
the  beautiful  tiny  women  should  vanish.  At 
length  the  bright  figure  spoke.  Her  voice  was 
like  the  sound  of  a  clear  golden  clarion,  only 
very,  very  small.  And  this  is  what  she  said  : 

“‘Do  you  know  our  names,  Walter  and 
Lily?’ 

“The  children  did  not  utter  a  sound;  but 
they  said  ‘  No,’  in  their  thoughts,  and  the  figure 
seemed  to  understand  them,  for  she  immediate¬ 
ly  answered : 

“  ‘And  yet  you  know  us,  and  have  seen  us 
often,  often;  and  under  various  shapes.  We 
are  fairies.’” 

Here  there  was  a  movement  of  satisfaction 
among  my  young  auditors,  and  Mary  even 
kicked  her  fat  little  legs  about  in  ecstasy. 


“‘We  are  fairies  who  haunt  this  forge. 
And  on  this  night,  of  all  nights  in  the  year, 
we  are  allowed  to  reveal  ourselves  to  mortal 
eyes  in  our  true  shape.  But  we  are  only  mem¬ 
bers  of  a  vast  family,  some  of  whom  are  to  be 
found  scattered  all  over  the  world.  My  name 
is  the  Fairy  Shine.’ 

“  ‘  And  mine,  the  Fairy  Shadow.’  It  was  the 
dark  fairy  who  said  this,  and  the  tone  of  her 
voice  was  rich  and  soft,  as  though  it  were 
breathed  through  a  silver  organ-pipe.  Only  it, 
like  her  sister’s,  was  very,  very  small.” 

“‘We,’  proceeded  the  Fairy  Shine,  ‘are 
very  different,  but  we  love  each  other  dearly. 
We  are  never  far  apart.  One  of  us  could  not 
exist  for  long  without  the  other.  We  try  to 
make  our  different  qualities  help  and  serve, 
instead  of  opposing  and  hurting,  each  other.’ 

“  Walter  and  Lily  hung  down  their  heads, 
and  their  hearts  beat  very  quickly  ;  for  the 
fairy  looked  piercingly  at  them  with  her  dia¬ 
mond  eyes  as  she  spoke,  and  their  consciences 
accused  them  of  having  behaved  to  each  other 
in  a  spirit  quite  different  from  that  of  the  good 
fairies.  And  they  moved  just  a  little  tiny  bit 
nearer  together,  Lily  from  her  end  of  the 
bench,  and  Walter  from  his. 

“  ‘  Who,’  said  the  Fairy  Shadow,  ‘  is  so  un¬ 
grateful  as  to  speak  evil  of  the  blessed  bright¬ 
ness  of  sunbeam  or  fire-flame  ?  Who  forgets 
all  the  cheering  warmth  they  shed,  and  all  the 
beauty  that  they  paint  the  earth  with  ?’ 

“‘And  who  is  it,’  said  the  Fairy  Shine, 

‘  who  rails  against  the  soft  refreshment  of  the 
shade  ?  The  kind,  gentle  shade,  that  protects 
the  young  lambs  at  noonday  from  the  strong 
sun,  and  keeps  the  tender  plants  from  wither¬ 
ing,  and  fills  the  stream  with  pleasant  showers 
from  its  dark  gray  clouds,  and  brings  rest  and 
sleep  to  the  earth  with  the  coming  of  the  even¬ 
tide  ;  to  men  tired  with  labor,  and  to  children 
tired  with  play  ?’ 

“Walter  and  Lily  hung  their  heads  still 
lower,  and  drew  yet  a  little  nearer  together ; 
and  the  two  fairies  went  on  speaking,  each  in 
her  melodious  voice — that  of  the  Fairy  Shine 
like  a  tiny  golden  clarion,  and  that  of  the  Fairy 
Shadow  like  a  tiny  silver  organ-pipe  ;  and  each 
praised  the  good  qualities  of  the  other ;  and  as 
they  spoke,  the  two  children  crept  closer  and 
closer  together  on  their  little  bench.  ‘And 
know,  ye  vain  and  ignorant  mortals,’  said  the 
Fairy  Shine,  raising  her  clear  voice  until  it 
seemed  to  pierce  and  vibrate  into  the  very 
hearts  of  the  trembling  children,  ‘  know  that  it 
is  thus  with  all  my  elfin  brothers  and  sisters 
who  haunt  this  earth.  They  bear  all  sorts  of 
various  names  among  men,  and  do  all  sorts  of 
various  offices ;  but  they  always  are  set  to  their 
tasks  in  couples,  different,  like  this  sister  and 
myself,  but  able,  for  that  very  reason,  to  min¬ 
ister  the  better  to  the  different  moods  and  needs 
of  mortals.  Some  dwell  around  the  hearth  and 
in  the  chimney-corner ;  some  tend  the  flower¬ 
beds,  and  some  the  unfledged  birdlings  ;  some 
1  whisper  in  the  ears  of  little  children,  and  make 
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them  laugh  in  merriment,  or  shed  tears  of  gen¬ 
tleness  and  pity  ;  but  they  all  work  together  for 
good — those  who  bring  tears  quite  as  much  as 
those  who  bring  smiles ;  the  sprite  that  hushes 
the  flowers  to  sleep  under  the  purple  twilight, 
quite  as  much  as  his  brother  sprite  who  shakes 
the  bright  dew  from  their  leaves  to  wake  them 
in  the  rosy  dawn ;  and  the  All-wise,  the  All¬ 
good’  (at  these  words  both  the  little  figures 
bowed  themselves  reverently,  and  over  the 
bright  form  there  stole  a  soft  shadow,  like  a 
dusky  mantle,  and  over  the  dark  form  a 
quivering  glory,  like  a  moted  sunbeam) — ‘  He 
sends  these  various  influences  to  help  each 
other  and  to  help  the  world,  and  there  breathes 
through  all  a  spirit  of  love — through  mirth 
and  sorrow,  smiles  and  tears,  light  and  dark¬ 
ness  !’ 

“At  these  last  words  the  faint,  clear  music 
sounded  sweetly  again  in  long-drawn  chords, 
and  the  fairies  vanished,  the  light  fairy  seem¬ 
ing  to  fade  and  be  absorbed  into  the  shadow, 
and  the  dark  fairy  seeming  to  brighten  and 
melt  into  the  ruby  glow  of  the  fire ;  and  the 
brother  and  sister,  who  had  all  this  time  been 
creeping  nearer,  nearer,  nearer,  held  out  their 
arms  and  fell,  crying  and  sobbing,  on  each 
other’s  breasts.” 

“  And  the  good  lesson  was  not  lost  on  them, 
for  they  ‘lived  happy  ever  after,’  ”  said  a  deep, 
low  voice. 

“And  they  learned  to  know  that  Shadow 
has  its  beauty  and  its  use  as  well  as  Shine,” 
added  another  voice,  in  a  strong,  clear,  chest- 
tenor  tone.  And  I  turned  round,  startled  from 
the  sort  of  reverie  into  which  I  had  allowed 
myself  to  become  absorbed  in  the  telling  of  my 
story,  to  see  two  figures,  that  might  have  been 
the  Ecalistic  nineteenth-century  version  of  my 
fantastic  fairy  tale,  standing  close  behind  me, 
just  outside  the  circle  of  children — grandfather, 
who  had  spoken  first,  with  a  flickering  shade 
upon  his  head  and  face,  and  sober,  neutral- 
tinted  garb  ;  and,  smiling  frankly,  with  bright, 
earnest  blue  eyes,  and  yellow  hair,  gilt  by  the 
leaping  flame — Donald  Ayrlie. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

1  SPKANG  to  my  feet ;  and  all  the  children 
rose  also,  and  faced  round  and  stared  at  the 
new-comers. 

“Why,  we  have  ‘fluttered  the  Volscians’ 
with  a  vengeance !  A  couple  of  hawks  in  a 
dove-cot  would  cause  nothing  like  the  conster¬ 
nation  we  seem  to  have  brought  here  !"  said  my 
grandfather.  “  Little  Nancy,  do  you  know  who 
this  is  ?” 

“Mr.  Ayrlie,”  said  I,  somewhat  stiffly.  I 
felt  shy  and  put  out  at  the  idea  of  my  fantastic 
story  having  been  overheard  by  ears  it  was  not 
intended  for. 

“  Donald,”  said  grandfather,  quickly.  “  Yes ; 
you  are  right.  It  is  Donald  Ayrlie.” 

We  shook  hands,  and  said  “  How  do  you  do” 


in  a  meaningless  kind  of  way.  Altogether,  the 
meeting  with  my  old  play-fellow  was  different 
from  what  I  had  thought  it  would  be — when  I 
had  thought  about  it  at  all.  Grandfather  looked 
a  little  vexed  and  disappointed.  Whether  my 
shyness  had  infected  Donald,  or  whether  he 
had  brought  a  store  of  shyness  with  him  to  be 
added  to  mine,  I  could  not  quite  tell.  But  it 
is  certain  that  we  were,  both  of  us,  frigid  and 
silent. 

Grandfather  seated  himself,  and  made  Don¬ 
ald  draw  a  chair  up  in  the  circle ;  and  then 
Mrs.  Abram  had  to  offer  her  greetings  and  bid 
him  welcome,  which  she  did  in  a  dazed  man¬ 
ner.  I  think  that  Mrs.  Abram  had  not  made 
allowance  in  her  own  mind  for  the  changes 
which  the  lapse  of  time  since  she  had  seen 
Donald  would  be  likely  to  make  in  him.  His 
height  seemed  to  puzzle  her.  Donald  was  not 
tall — being  of  a  broad,  sturdy  figure  that  gave 
one  an  impression  of  combined  strength  and 
activity — but  of  course  he  was  taller  than  he 
had  been  at  eleven  years  old.  And  Mrs. 
Abram’s  eyes,  when  she  addressed  him,  were 
invariably  directed  first  to  about  the  middle 
button  of  his  waistcoat,  as  though  she  expected 
to  find  his  head  there,  and  then  raised  slowly, 
with  a  surprised  expression,  until  they  reached 
his  face.  His  voice,  too,  appeared  to  startle 
her  by  its  full,  manly  tone.  I,  who  from  long 
experience  understood  poor  Mrs.  Abram’s  man¬ 
ner  pretty  well,  was  led  to  believe  that  she  had 
a  confused  notion  that  Donald’s  strong  voice 
hurt  him ;  for  whenever  he  spoke  she  put  her 
hand  to  her  throat,  and  raised  her  eyes  to  the 
ceiling  compassionately.  However,  I  of  coui'se 
kept  this  discovery — if  discovery  it  were — of 
Mrs.  Abram’s  state  of  mind  on  the  subject  of 
Donald,  to  myself.  And  no  one  else  appeared 
to  observe  it. 

Grandfather  explained  to  us  that  Donald  had 
arrived  somewhat  sooner  than  he  had  expected 
to  do,  in  consequence  of  finding  himself  able  to 
come  straight  on  to  Horsingham  without  break¬ 
ing  his  journey  at  our  county  town,  as  he  had 
at  first  intended.  He  had  traveled  all  the 
previous  night,  he  said  ;  but  was  not  tired.  He 
had  been  hungry,  he  confessed,  when  he  ar¬ 
rived  ;  but  his  old  friend,  Keturah,  had  got 
ready  some  food  for  him  without  delay,  and  he 
had  been  making  a  good  meal  in  the  doctor’s 
study. 

“Yes,”  put  in  grandfather,  “Keturah  is  a 
first-rate  woman  —  always  kind,  always  alert, 
always  with  her  wits  at  hand,  bright  and  ready 
for  use.  And  she  knows  how  to  welcome  an 
olfl  acquaintance  heartily.  I  believe  she  gave 
yon  a  kiss,  didn’t  she,  Donald  ?” 

Donald  blushed  like  a  young  lady,  and 
laughed  like  a  school-boy,  and  said,  “Yes, 
Sir.” 

“  It  wasn’t  a  Judas  kiss,  at  all  events,”  said 
grandfather.  “That  you  may  depend  on. 
She’s  as  honest  as  the  sun,  is  Keturah;  and 
if  she  hadn’t  been  glad  to  see  you,  she  wouldn’t 
have  kissed  you.  But  she  is  a  good  soul— a 
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good  woman.  Yes  ;  Keturah  knows  how  to 
give  a  hearty  welcome,  as  if  she  meant  it.” 

I  understood  very  well  that  grandfather  was 
hurt  at  the  coldness  of  my  manner,  and  intend¬ 
ed  to  reprove  me  for  it.  But  I  could  not 
help  it.  I  should  have  been  more  cordial  had 
I  not  been  taken  by  surprise.  But  now  no 
efforts  I  could  make  availed  to  remove  con¬ 
straint  from  my  manner.  Nay,  my  efforts  had 
a  contrary  effect ;  so  I  was  fain  to  sit  still  and 
silent,  unless  I  were  spoken  to,  and  pass  for  a 
stupid,  stiff,  missish  young  person. 

Grandfather  passed  his  hand  once  or  twice 
through  his  “mane,”  and  looked  round  upon 
the  children,  who  had  remained  as  quiet  as  mice 
since  his  entrance.  His  face  grew  brighter  as 
he  looked,  and  he  smiled  kindly  on  them,  and 
patted  Teddy  on  the  head.  “  That’s  a  man  !” 
said  grandfather.  “You’re  not  afraid  of  me, 
are  you  ?” 

“No!”  said  Teddy,  stoutly,  looking  up  into 
his  interlocutor’s  face. 

Grandfather  patted  the  child’s  head  again 
and  smiled.  He  had  a  great  horror  of  inspir¬ 
ing  fear  or  awe.  I  believe  he  had  hesitated  to 
come  among  the  little  Arkwrights,  partly  be¬ 
cause  he  fancied  they  might  show  some  dread 
of  him  as  “the  Doctor.”  With  the  gentlest 
heart  in  the  world,  his  manner  was  stern  at 
times ;  but  of  this  he  was  quite  unconscious, 
and  was  grieved  and  surprised  if  he  perceived 
any  traces  of  timidity  or  subjection  in  the  be¬ 
havior  of  young  people  toward  himself.  The 
little  Arkwrights,  however,  were  too  mere  chil¬ 
dren  to  show  either.  They  read  his  face  aright 
at  once ;  and  the  slight  cloud  there  had  been 
on  it— brought  there,  I  was  sorry  to  know,  by 
my  unsatisfactory  reception  of  Donald — cleared 
off  very  quickly. 

“Have  you  had  any  cakes?”  said  he,  ad¬ 
dressing  the  children. 

“Oh  yes,  ever  such  a  lot!  /iaJ jam  puffs!” 
answered  severalyoung  voices  in  chorus.  Grand¬ 
father’s  eye  lighted  on  little  Jane,  who  had  re¬ 
sumed  her  place  on  the  hassock,  and  was  again 
holding  my  hand,  and  leaning  her  cheek  against 
it,  as  she  looked  thoughtfully  at  the  fire. 

“And,  let  me  see,  what’s  your  name,  you 
Leprechaun  ?”  said  grandfather. 

Jane  did  not  move,  but  she  withdrew  her  gaze 
from  the  fire,  and  fixed  it  on  his  face,  as  she 
answered,  with  her  usual  composure  and  de¬ 
liberation,  “Dane  Aweesle  Arkyight.” 

“  Jane  what?  What  does  she  say  her  name 
is?” 


“  Jane  Louisa  Arkwright,”  explained  Lizzie. 

Jane  nodded  her  head  with  grave  dignity,  as 
of  an  Eastern  potentate  who  should  sanction  the 
translation  of  his  words  by  an  interpreter  into 
some  “  barbarian”  speech. 

“What’s  a  Lepre  —  that  thing  that  you 
called  Jane  ?”  asked  Martha.  Martha  was  of 
an  inquiring  turn  of  mind.  Grandfather  ex¬ 
plained  that  Leprechaun  was  an  Irish  word  for 
an  odd  old-fashioned  kind  of  sprite  ;  and  that 
led  to  a  general  dissertation  on  fiviries  :  and 


that  led  to  a  delicately  hinted  request  that 
grandfather  would  oblige  the  company  with 
“a  story;”  and  he  gave  them  “Jack  the  Gi¬ 
ant-Killer”  in  fine  style.  Teddy  confessed 
frankly  that  he  thought  grandfather’s  story  far 
superior  to  mine  ;  and,  indeed,  all  the  children 
enjoyed  it  far  more  than  mine,  naturally.  Don¬ 
ald,  when  I  remarked  this,  laughingly  said, 
“  Yes  ;  .and  I  think  that  the  reason  is  that  your 
story  took  hold  of  you,  instead  of  your  taking 
hold  of  it ;  and,  consequently,  it  carried  you  a 
little  out  of  the  reach  of  your  small  audience.” 

I  mustered  courage  to  ask  him  what  I  had 
been  longing  to  know,  namely,  how  much  of 
my  nonsense  he  had  been  a  listener  to  ? 

“I  arrived  about  the  time  of  the  appearance 
of  Mesdames  Shine  and  Shadow,”  said  he,  in 
the  same  sort  of  shy,  low  tone  I  had  spoken 
in,  and  without  turning  his  eyes  toward  me. 
“But  I  don’t  think  your  story  was  nonsense.” 

The  little  Arkwrights  were  regaled  before 
their  departure  in  the  fly  with  elder-wine,  which 
had  a  great  deal  of  sugar  and  spice  in  it,  and 
was  much  relished.  By  the  time  it  was  served 
— it  being  then  the  rakishly  late  hour  of  half  past 
eight — poor  Mary  was  very  drowsy,  and  even 
Martha  and  Teddy  showed  symptoms  of  sleep¬ 
iness,  which,  it  is  needless  to  say,  they  denied 
and  struggled  against  with  a  heroism  worthy 
of  a  better  cause.  But  little  Jane’s  bright  gray 
eyes  were  as  wide  open  as  ever  when  she  was 
wrapped  up  and  carried  down  the  garden  path  to 
the  fly.  It  was  a  moonlight  night,  and  as  I 
stood  at  the  glass  door  of  the  dining-room, 
watching  the  children  depart,  I  saw  little  Jane’s 
fair  face  above  grandfather’s  shoulder;  he  car¬ 
ried  her  to  the  coach  himself,  the  bright  eyes 
turned  unwinkingly  toward  the  sky,  and  the 
clear  moonbeams  shining  in  them  with  solemn 
serenity. 

Sewn  afterward  Mrs.  Abram  withdrew,  being 
tired,  she  said.  I  never  shall  forget  the  hope¬ 
less  perplexity  on  her  countenance  when  she 
shook  hands  with  Donald  and  bade  him  good¬ 
night.  She  was  so  undecided  what  to  call  him, 
and  hesitated  so  vaguely  up  to  the  very  instant 
of  opening  her  mouth,  between  “  love”  (her  fa¬ 
vorite  word),  and  “ Donald,”and  “Mr.  Ayrlie,” 
that  she  finally  conferred  on  him,  as  he  rose  to 
open  the  door  for  her  exit,  a  compound  appel¬ 
lation,  which  sounded,  I  thought,  quite  grand 
and  Andalusian — namely,  “Don  Loveairy.” 

I  slipped  away  not  very  long  after  Mrs. 
Abram,  and  left  grandfather  and  Donald  chat¬ 
ting  by  the  fire.  As  I  was  going  up  stairs  to 
my  room  I  was  waylaid  by  Keturah.  She  was 
full  of  delight  at  Donald’s  arrival.  And  wasn’t 
he  a  fine  lad  ?  she  said.  And  wouldn’t  it  be  a 
fine  thing  for  the  master  to  have  a  bright  young 
fellow  like  that  about  him  ?  And  wouldn’t  all 
the  house  be  pleasanter  and  more  cheerful  than 
it  had  been  for  many  a  day  ?  I  said  I  hoped 
so^ — and  I  dared  to  say  so — and  that  it  was  very 
likely.  But  I  suppose  my  response  was  not 
quite  cordial  enough  to  be  in  tune  with  Ketu- 
i  rah’s  mood,  for  she  looked  piercingly  at  me  from 
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under  her  overhanging  black  brows,  and  said, 
more  sharply,  “And  you  know.  Miss  Anne,  it’s 
like  to  be  a  comfort  to  your  grandfather  to  have 
a  young  creature  about  him,  and  a  sort  of  a  bit 
of  sunshine  to  all  on  us  as  we  grow  older.” 

“  Why,  Keturah,”  said  I,  smiling,  and  laying 
my  hand  on  her  shoulder— for,  though  I  was  a 
little  vexed,  I  did  not  intend  to  let  her  either 
snub  me  into  silence  or  sting  me  into  anger — 
“  am  I  never  to  come  to  Mortlands  any  more  ? 
or  am  I  not  to  be  reckoned  among  ‘young  creat¬ 
ures  ?’  ” 

“  Oh,  you.  Miss  Anne  !”  said  the  old  servant, 
slowly.  ‘  ‘  Why,  you  will  be  making  new  friends 
or  new  ties,  and  forgetting  all  about  us,  some 
day,  I  reckon.  It’s  nat’ral,  I  suppose.  But 
you  know  you  havenH  been  to  Mortlands  so  often 
lately  but  what  we  have  had  time  to  miss  you ; 
and  we  hear  of  visitors  at  Water-Eardley — smart 
gentlemen,  with  smart  uniforms ;  and  what 
should  smart  gentlemen  go  there  for  but  pretty 
young  ladies  ?” 

“You  reckon  that  I  shall  be  forgetting  all 
about  you?  Keturah,  I  reckon  that  you’re  a 
goose !” 

“Aha,  child,  mebbe  you’re  out  in  your  reck¬ 
oning  then  !”  returned  Keturah,  grimly  enough. 
But  the  next  instant  that  smile,  of  which  I  have 
spoken  as  being  so  singularly  sweet  and  attract¬ 
ive,  stole  over  her  face,  and  she  kissed  me,  and 
bade  me'“  good-night”  in  her  usual  manner. 

I  thought,  as  I  sat  brushing  my  hair  that 
night,  that  if  I  had  been  disposed  to  be  jealous 
of  my  place  in  grandfather’s  regard,  I  might 
have  had  some  excuse  for  the  feeling,  in  the 
fuss  they  all  seemed  determined  to  make  about 
Donald.  But  I  was  not  disposed  to  be  jealous. 

I  said  to  myself  that,  after  all,  Keturah  was 
right  in  deeming  it  a  good  thing  for  my  grand¬ 
father  to  have  the  new  occupation  and  interest 


in  life  which  the  young  man’s  presence  would 
afford.  Donald  Ayrlie  was  a  link  between  the 
past  and  the  present.  His  name  was  connect¬ 
ed  in  grandfather’s  mind  with  all  sorts  of  youth¬ 
ful  reminiscences  ;  and  I  was  very  glad  to  think 
of  his  remaining  many  years  at  Mortlands.  It 
would  be  comforting  to  those  who  loved  my 
grandfather  to  know  that  he  would  have  such  a 
staff  and  companion  at  hand  when  he  should 
grow  very  old.  And — though  Keturah  was 
crabbed,  and  talked  nonsense  sometimes  when 
she  was  cross — still  it  might  be  that  I  should  not 
be  able  to  be  always  within  call  of  Mortlands ; 
so  many  changes  happened  in  life.  There  was 
an  elder  daughter  of  Sir  Peter  Bunny,  whom  I 
had  never  seen,  only  heard  of ;  she  had  gone  to 
India,  and  would  probably  not  revisit  her  old 
home  for  years  and  years.  Her  husband  was 
an  officer  in  the  army,  like— Donald’s  father. 

Almost  as  plainly  as  though  the  words  had 
been  uttered  from  without  instead  of  within,  I 
seemed  to  hear  a  voice  saying,  “  Anne,  Anne, 
you  are  not  in  earnest !  You  are  trifling  and 
playing  at  some  feeling  that  has  no  living  root  in 
your  heart !” 

I  did  not  question  this  importunate  voice  for 
an  explanation  of  its  sibylline  utterance  ;  but  I 
did  question  myself  as  to  whether  I  were  in 
earnest  or  not,  and  as  to  whether  it  were  true 
that  I  was  “playing  at  a  feeling”  which  had  no 
living  root  in  my  heart.  Was  I  drifting  idly 
along  under  the  guidance  of  a  mere  fancy?  en¬ 
joying  a  make-believe  sentiment,  just  as  I  had 
enjoyed  enacting  make-believe  fairies  and  prin¬ 
cesses  and  Arctic  voyagers  and  Man  Eriday, 
when  I  was  a  child  ? 

I  fell  fast  asleep  in  the  little  bed  that  had  held 
me  so  many  a  night  in  peace  and  safety,  before 
having  arrived  at  a  final  answer  to  any  one 
question  of  my  self-imposed  catechism. 


THE  SACRED  FLORA. 

[3Patt  KH.] 


WHEN  Shakspeare  made  Ealstaff  compare 
the  naked  Shallow  to  “  a  forked  radish, 
with  a  head  fantastically  carved  upon  it  with  a 
knife,”  he  either  had  in  his  mind  the  little 
Mandkakb  figures  which  were  sold  in  his  time 
— and  in  Erench  ports  within  this  century — or 
he  followed  a  suggestion  which  has  been  so 
universal  that  it  has  given  rise  to  an  entire 
mythology.  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  the 
forked  flesh-colored  roots  of  the  mandrake  orig¬ 
inated  those  superstitions  concerning  it,  which 
have  attained  such  importance  as  to  require 
no  fewer  than  twenty-two  learned  treatises — 
stretching  between  the  years  1610  and  1860 — 
to  deal  with  this  one  insignificant  plant ! 

The  mention  of  mandrakes  in  Genesis,  xxx., 
and  Canticles,  vii.,  shows  that  the  belief  in  its 
power  to  produce  love  and  fruitfulness  was  cur¬ 
rent  among  the  ancient  Hebrews.  Indeed,  the 


word  used  in  the  passages  referred  to,  dudaim, 
is  manifestly  from  the  root  ‘11^,  love.  The 
Arabs  call  the  mandrake  tuphac  el  sheitan — that 
is,  “  devil’s  apple” — from  its  supposed  power  to 
excite  voluptuous  feeling.  Venus  was  some¬ 
times  called,  among  the  Greeks,  Mandragoritis 
(Hesych.),  and  the  fruit  of  the  plant  was  popu¬ 
larly  termed  “apples  of  love.”  Pythagoras 
calls  the  mandrake  anthropomorphum,  and  Co¬ 
lumella  calls  it  semihomo.  In  the  MS.  of  the 
charming  old  writer  on  healing  plants,  Dioscori- 
des  (a.d.  1),  preserved  at  Vienna,  there  is  a  pic¬ 
ture  of  Euresis,  goddess  of  discovery,  presenting 
the  author  with  a  mandrake  root.  The  root  is 
in  human  shape,  with  five  leaves  growing  out 
of  its  head ;  near  by  is  a  dog  in  the  agonies  of 
death.  I  suspect  it  was  from  this  Greek  source 
that  Josephus  received  the  account  he  gives 
(B.  J.,  vii.  6,  §  3)  of  the  custom  in  a  Jewish  vil- 
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lage  of  pulling  up  the  root  by  means  of  a  dog, 
which  is  killed  by  the  shriek  uttered  by  the 
root  in  being  torn  up.  This  feature  of  the  su¬ 
perstition  has  followed  the  mandrake  stories 
every  where.  To  procure  it  one  must  cut  away 
all  rootlets  to  the  main  root ;  to  pull  up  that  is 
death  to  any  creature  that  hears  it.  So  one 
must  stop  his  ears  carefully,  and  having  tied  a 
dog  to  the  root,  run  away.  The  dog  is  then 
called,  and,  pulling  the  root  up,  is  instantly 
killed. 

The  origin  of  the  German  name  for  man¬ 
drake,  Alraun,  has  been  variously  explained. 
Tacitus  speaks  of  a  formidable  people  among 
the  Germans  called  “Aurinia,”  believed  to  be 
endowed  with  magical  powers,  and  some  have 
ti'aced  Alraun  to  their  name,  on  account  of  their 
use  of  the  plant  in  sorcery.  Jornandes  (de 
Reb.  Getic.,  c.  24)  says  that  KingEilimur  found 
among  his  people  a  tribe  of  magicians  called 
Alyrumnte,  whom  he  hunted  into  the  woods, 
where  they  mingled  with  the  wood-devils  (Eauni 
Sicarii),  and  from  this  mixture  sprang  the  Huns. 
They  are  the  same  of  whom  Aventinus  speaks 
as  loose-haired,  barelegged  witches,  who  would 
slay  a  man,  drink  his  blood  from  his  skull,  and 
divine  the  future  from  his  mangled  remains. 
There  is,  undoubtedly,  a  so-called  witch’s  name 
under  Alrune  (Grimm,  Deutsche  Myth.,  376 
et  seq.),  and  Hans  Sachs  says  Alraun  was  a 
cross-road  goddess.  Nevertheless,  there  is  rea¬ 
son  to  believe  that  Alraun  is  simply  a  late  form 
of  the  Gothic  Alrune,  and  that  the  word  is  re¬ 
lated  to  rune,  of  which  mention  has  been  already 
made.  The Erench  word  Mandragloire  is  simply 
a  part  of  the  Greek  word  Mandragora  blended 
with  the  name  of  the  old  Erench  fairy  Magloire. 

In  Germany  and  Erance  the  superstition  took 
the  following  form :  The  mandrake  sprang  up 
from  the  excrement  of  a  thief  or  a  criminal. 
It  was  sure  to  be  found  near  a  gallows,  and  so 
was  popularly  called  in  Germany  Galgemann- 
lein.  It  was  to  be  obtained  generally  in  the 
way  described  by  Josephus,  though  it  was  added 
that  one  must  sign  the  cross  three  times  over  the 
plant  before  pulling  it  up.  Having  got  the  root 
up,  it  must  be  bathed  every  Eriday,  kept  in  a 
white  cloth  in  a  box,  and  then  it  would  procure 
manifold  benefits.  There  is  preserved  a  letter 
from  a  burgess  of  Leipsic  to  his  brother  at 
Riga,  written  in  1675,  which  shows  exactly  the 
popular  notion  of  the  mandrake  at  that  time. 
It  runs  thus ; 

**  Leipsic,  Sunday  before  Fast-night,  *75. 

“  Brotherly  love  and  truth  and  all  good  to  thee,  dear 
brother !  I  have  thy  letter,  and  have  made  out  from  it 
enough  to  understand  that  thou,  dear  brother,  in  thy 
home  and  affairs  hast  suffered  great  sorrow ;  that  thy 
children,  cows,  swine,  sheep,  and  hoi-ses  have  all  died ; 
thy  wine  and  beer  soured  in  the  cellar,  and  thy  prov¬ 
ender  destroyed ;  and  that  thou  dweUest  with  thy  wife 
in  great  contention— which  is  all  grievous  to  hear.  I 
liave,  therefore,  gone  to  those  who  understand  such 
things  to  find  what  is  needed,  and  have  asked  them  why 
thou  art  so  unlucky.  They  have  told  me  that  these  evils 
proceed  not  from  God,  but  from  wicked  people ;  and 
they  know  what  will  help  thee.  If  thou  hast  a  man¬ 
drake  (Allruniken  oderErdmanniken),  and  bring  it  into 
thy  house,  thou  shalt  have  good  fortune.  So  I  have 


taken  the  pains,  for  thy  sake,  to  go  to  those  who  have 
such  things,  and  to  our  executioner  have  paid  sixty-four 
thalers  and  apiece  of  gold  drinkgelt  to  his  servant,  and 
this  (mandrake),  dear  brother,  I  send  thee,  and  thou 
must  keep  it  as  I  shall  teU  in  this  letter.  When  thou 
hast  the  Erdmann  in  thy  house,  let  it  rest  three  days 
without  approaching  it,  then  place  it  in  warm  water. 
With  the  water  afterward  sprinkle  the  animals  and  siUs 
of  the  house,  going  over  all,  and  soon  it  shall  go  better 
with  thee,  and  thou  shalt  come  to  thy  own,  if  thou 
serve  th^  Erdmanniken  right  Bathe  it  four  times  ev¬ 
ery  year,  and  as  often  wrap  it  in  silk  cloths,  and  lay  it 
among  thy  best  things,  and  thou  need  do  no  more. 
The  bath  in  which  it  has  been  bathed  is  especially 
good.  If  a  woman  is  in  child-pain  and  can  not  bear, 
if  she  drink  a  spoonful  she  will  be  delivered  with  joy 
and  thankfulness.  And  when  thou  goest  to  law  put 
Erdmann  under  thy  right  arm,  and  thou  shalt  succeed, 
whether  right  or  wrong.  Now,  dear  brother,  this  Erd¬ 
manniken  I  send  with  all  love  and  faith  to  thee  for  a 
happy  New  Year.  Let  it  be  kept,  and  it  may  do  the 
same  for  thy  children’s  children.  God  keep  thee ! 

“Hans  N.” 

It  is  certainly  remarkable  that  in  1675  so 
much  as  sixty-four  thalers  could  be  obtained 
for  one  of  these  little  figures ;  but  it  is  proba¬ 
ble  that  the  dealing  in  them  had  become  very 
secret  on  account  of  the  danger  one  incurred  of 
being  suspected  as  a  witch  if  the  root  was  found 
upon  him  or  her.  In  1630  three  women  were 
executed  in  Hamburg  on  this  account. 

MatthioluSjin  his  commentary  on  Dioscorides, 
describes  the  great  ingenuity  which  had  been 
reached  in  the  carving  of  the  root  into  the  hu¬ 
man  semblance,  and  the  training  of  little  shoots 
from  seeds  planted  in  it,  which  were  manipu¬ 
lated  so  as  to  look  like  hair.  The  same  inge¬ 
nuity  was  employed  to  invest  each  figure  with 
a  marvelous  legend  of  its  origin  or  potency. 
Naturally  it  was  connected  with  the  devil. 
The  Erdmann  put  into  a  glass  bottle  became  a 
spider,  then  a  scorpion,  but  was  never  for  an 
instant  still.  In  the  cloister  of  the  Capuchins, 
at  Vienna,  there  was  shown,  in  the  last  centur}'-, 
a  little  apparently  living,  or  ever-moving,  devil, 
an  inch  and  a  half  long,  black,  with  human  face 
and  long  tail.  It  was  kept  in  a  little  bottle 
which  had  no  opening.  By  this  and  similar  con¬ 
trivances  throughout  Europe  the  puzzle  called 
‘  ‘  Cartesian  Devils”  was  suggested.  Those  who 
had  these  bottled  devils  were  subject  to  danger¬ 
ous  liabilities  ;  for,  though  the  demon  would  per¬ 
form  many  services,  he  who  should  die  with  one 
in  his  possession  would  become  the  devil’s  vic¬ 
tim.  Nor  was  it  very  easy  to  get  rid  of ;  for 
unless  one  could  sell  it  for  a  little  less  than  he 
paid  for  it,  it  would  remain  on  his  hands. 
There  are  legends  of  how  they  were  thrown 
into  fires,  into  rivers,  but  were  always  found  in 
their  rooms  when  those  who  so  threw  them  re¬ 
turned  home.  A  haunted  spot  is  shown  in 
Lower  Wiirtemberg,  where  a  merchant  of  Ulm 
tried  vainly  to  get  rid  of  his  Galgemannlein ; 
and  for  a  long  time  a  house  stood  in  Erankfort 
which  was  avoided  because  it  was  related  that 
there  a  baker  woman  had  perished  miserably 
with  a  mandrake  in  her  possession,  which  she 
had  tried  hard  to  be  rid  of.  This  diabolical 
phase  of  the  superstition  was  especially  strong 
in  Erance  and  England.  It  was  believed  by 


893 


THE  SACKED  ELOEA. 


many  that  Joan  of  Arc  had  one  of  these  imps 
in  her  possession,  and  she  was  even  asked  by 
the  judge  at  her  trial  whether  such  was  not  the 
case ;  but  she  replied  that  she  did  not  know 
what  mandrake  was.  At  Romorantin,  Margaret 
Ragum  Bouchey,  the  wife  of  a  Moor,  was  hung 
as  a  witch  in  1G03,  the  charge  against  her  being 
that  she  kept  and  fed  daily  a  living  mandrake 
fiend,  which  was  stated  to  be  in  the  form  of  a 
female  ape.  In  France  the  mandrake  supersti¬ 
tion  seems  occasionally  to  invest  some  other 
root.  Thus  the  author  of  “  Secrets  du  Petit 
Albert”  (Lyons,  1718)  says  that  a  peasant  had 
a  bryonia  root  of  human  shape,  which  he  re¬ 
ceived  from  a  gipsy.  He  buried  it  “  at  a  lucky 
conjunction  of  the  moon  with  Venus,”  buried  it 
in  spring,  on  a  Monday,  in  a  grave,  and  sprinkled 
it  with  milk  in  which  three  field-mice  had  been 
drowned.  In  a  month  it  became  more  human¬ 
like  than  ever.  Then  he  placed  it  in  an  oven 
with  vervain,  wrapped  it  afterward  in  a  dead 
man’s  shroud,  and  so  long  as  he  kept  it  he  never 
failed  in  luck  at  games  or  work.  The  same 
author  says  that  he  saw  a  figure  owned  by  a 
rich  Jew  which  had  a  human  face  on  a  hen’s 
body,  which  had  been  produced  out  of  an  egg 
by  a  process  quite  indescribable  here,  save  that 
the  “  right  conjunction  of  the  moon  and  Jupi¬ 
ter”  was  regarded  in  the  procedure.  The  mon¬ 
ster  lived  for  a  time  on  worms,  and  after  death 
its  potency  continued. 

The  German  stories  are  very  curious.  One 
of  them  relates  that  a  horse-dealer  of  Augsburg 
once  lost  a  horse,  and,  being  poor,  wandered  in 
despair  to  an  inn.  There  some  men  gave  him 
an  Alraun,  and  on  his  return  home  he  found  a 
bag  of  ducats  on  his  table.  His  wife  becoming 
suspicious,  extorted  from  him  the  confession 
that  he  had  some  potent  charm,  and  she  in¬ 
duced  him  to  return  and  take  it  to  the  men ; 
but  they  could  not  be  found.  In  the  night  the 
wife  opened  her  husband’s  box,  and  finding 
there  a  purse,  opened  that,  whereupon  a  black 
fly  buzzed  out.  Soon  after  the  house  took  fire 
and  was  burned,  the  horse-dealer  killed  his  wife, 
and  then  shot  himself.  The  German  poet  Rist 
relates  that  he  saw  an  Erdmann  made  with 
great  pains,  and  more  than  a  century  old,  which 
was  kept  in  a  coffin.  On  the  coffin  was  a  cloth 
on  which  was  a  picture  of  a  thief  on  the  gal¬ 
lows  and  a  mandrake  growing  beneath  it.  Most 
careful  and  peculiar  provisions  were  made  in 
Northern  Germany  for  the  inheritance  of  the 
Erdmann.  When  the  possessor  dies  his  youn¬ 
gest  son  becomes  the  owner,  but  he  must  lay  a 
piece  of  bread  and  a  piece  of  gold  in  his  father’s 
coffin,  and  they  must  be  buried  with  him ;  but 
if  the  youngest  son  has  died  before  his  father, 
the  eldest  inherits,  after  making  the  same  offer¬ 
ings.  (Grimm,  Deutsche  Sagen.) 

If  any  one  will  examine  the  specimen  of 
mandrake  preserved  in  the  museum  of  the 
Royal  College  of  Surgeons,  in  London,  he  will 
hardly  wonder  that  it  should  have  aroused  su¬ 
perstitious  feelings.  It  is  a  British  specimen — 
the  gift  of  Charles  Hatchett,  F.R.S. — and  we 


must  suppose  has  not  been  tampered  with, 
though  this  is  difficult  to  believe ;  for  nothing 
could  bear  a  more  quaint  resemblance  to  two 
heavily  bearded  human  faces — the  eyes,  noses, 
foreheads  being  traced  upon  the  heads  of  the 
joined  bulbs  with  a  distinctness  that  requires 
no  aid  from  the  imagination.  The  roots  in  this 
specimen  are  short,  and  hidden  by  the  long 
reddish-brown  beard ;  but  if,  as  would  seem  to  be 
the  case  in  other  specimens,  such  faces  should 
have  human-like  limbs  projecting  beneath  them, 
the  effect  would  be  startling  enough.  We  can 
not  wonder  that  Pranciscus  Imperatus  and  Pa- 
bius  Columna  should  have  both  described  the 
mandrake  they  saw  as  “  a  mati  in  blossom.” 

The  superstition  concerning  the  mandrake  is 
very  strong  throughout  the  south  of  England, 
the  belief  being  that  it  is  human,  and  will  shriek 
when  torn  up.  Shakspeare  speaks  of  its  power 
as  an  opiate,  and  the  belief  that  its  shriek  would 
kill  or  madden  those  who  heard  it.  It  is  said  to 
be  perpetually  watched  over  by  Satan ;  and  if  it 
be  pulled  up  at  certain  holy  times,  and  with  cer¬ 
tain  invocations,  the  evil  spirit  will  appear  to  do 
the  bidding  of  the  practitioner.  In  the  mining 
regions  of  Germany  the  mandrake  was  supposed 
to  reach  down  to  the  cobbolds  beneath  the  earth, 
who  shrieked  when  it  was  torn  up.  It  was  held* 
in  some  places  that  if  a  black  dog  were  tied  to 
it,  and  made  to  pull  it  up,  the  treasures  at  its 
root  would  be  drawn  from  the  hole.  In  Sile¬ 
sia,  Thuringia,  Tyrol,  Bohemia,  we  still  find  it 
connected  with  the  idea  of  subterranean  treas¬ 
ures.  It  is  also,  in  the  same  countries,  sup¬ 
posed  by  some  to  produce  fruitfulness  in  women 
— a  notion  not  improbably  connected  with  the 
story  told  concerning  it  in  Genesis,  xxx.,  where 
it  seems  to  have  been  held  in  a  similar  associa¬ 
tion.  Compare  also  the  allusion  to  the  plant 
in  Canticles,  vii.  13.  Machiavel’s  comedy,  “La 
Madragola,”  turns  upon  the  vulgar  superstition 
of  its  power  to  bring  children.  Petrus  de  Cres- 
centiis  attributes  this  power  to  it  also.  In  some 
remote  districts  of  Bohemia  the  roots  are  gath¬ 
ered  before  sunset  on  Good-Friday,  dried,  pul¬ 
verized,  and  given  to  cows.  The  cow  that  eats 
it  will  draw  the  milk  of  all  other  cows  that  come 
to  the  place  where  it  has  stood,  and  be  able  to 
furnish  milk  for  nine  houses.  Its  milk  gathers 
to  butter  without  churning ;  but  such  butter, 
if  melted,  gives  only  froth.  In  Westphalia  and 
the  vicinity  of  the  Hartz  mandrake  is  soaked 
in  water,  and  the  water  poured  on  domestic 
animals  to  prevent  swellings  ;  but  it  is  deemed 
essential  that  the  plant  should  first  be  taken 
out  of  the  water  and  buried.  The  Tyrolese 
superstitions  are  that  it  reveals  treasures,  pre¬ 
vents  wicked  possessions,  and,  if  taken  in  a 
decoction,  renders  the  blood  proof  against  blows. 
In  various  Alpine  regions  it  is  found  occasion¬ 
ally  laid  on  the  bed  to  prevent  nightmare,  borne 
about  to  prevent  cramp  and  toothache,  and  par¬ 
ticularly  to  secure  the  mountaineer  against  rob¬ 
bers  and  bad  weather. 

The  connection  of  the  mandrake  with  the 
idea  of  some  buried  human  being  seems  to 
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me  traceable  to  the  story  of  the  snaky-locked 
Medusa.  The  legend  of  her  head  being  buried 
in  a  mound  under  the  Agora  at  Athens  may 
possibly  he  preserved  in  the  Greek  name 
MavSpayopag.  The  power  of  Medusa’s  head 
to  turn  all  to  stone  may  have  seemed  repre¬ 
sented  in  the  powerful  narcotic  influence  of 
this  plant,  of  which  Plato  speaks — pavSpayopa 
ij  psOt]  ipipTToSiaai — and  reappears  in  the  com¬ 
mon  superstition  that  he  who  hears  its  shriek 
whe'n  it  is  torn  from  the  ground  will  fall  dead. 
Pliny  speaks  of  the  potency  of  the  mandrake  as 
an  opiate,  and  says  that  he  who  would  draw  it  up 
must  be  careful  to  shield  himself  from  its  breath, 
and  must  draw  three  circles  around  it  with  a 
sword,  while  he  looks  toward  the  west,  provi¬ 
sions  which  surely  suggest  the  exploit  of  Perseus. 
The  prize  that  Perseus  won  by  decapitating 
Medusa — whether  it  be  considered  Andromeda 
or  a  kingdom — is  reflected  in  the  superstition 
(mentioned  by  Hippocrates  and  Theophrastus) 
that  the  mandrake  is  amatory,  and  that  it  draws 
treasures  from  the  earth ;  while,  more  plainly, 
his  indirect  method  of  securing  Medusa’s  head, 
by  seeing  it  in  a  mirror,  is  suggested  in  the 
Teutonic  superstition  that  the  mandrake  must 
not  be  touched  with  the  hand,  but  drawn  out 
*by  a  dog ;  also  by  the  frequency  with  which  the 
legends  speak  of  the  Erdmann  as  too  horrible  to 
be  looked  upon.  Even  the  legend  that,  to  ob¬ 
tain  the  Gorgon’s  head,  Perseus  stole  from  her 
sisters,  the  Grase,  the  one  eye  and  one  tooth  they 
had  in  common,  seems  faintly  traceable  in  the 
Icelandic  form  of  the  superstition,  in  which  it  is 
said  that  mandrake  will  draw  money  even  from 
human  beings,  if  the  following  humiliating  con¬ 
ditions  be  observed :  The  experimenter  must 
steal  a  coin  from  a  poor  widow  between  the 
chanting  of  the  Epistle  and  the  Gospel  at  one 
of  the  three  festivals,  Christmas,  Easter,  and 
Whitsuntide ;  this  coin  must  be  placed  under 
the  herb,  which  will  then  draw  to  itself  from 
pockets  near  by  coins  of  the  same  denomina¬ 
tion.  The  mandrake  is  called  in  Iceland  thjo- 
fardt  (thieves'  root),  and  is  believed  to  spring 
from  the  froth  of  the  mouth  of  one  who  has 
been  hung,  or  the  cairn  where  he  has  been 
buried.  The  mandrake  superstition  is  still 
known  in  Kent,  England,  where  it  may  be  oc¬ 
casionally  found,  kept  to  cure  barrenness  ;  but 
its  greatest  vigor  is  in  Greece,  where  bits  of  it 
are  still  carried  about  by  young  people  as  love- 
charms.  Among  the  intelligent  this  once  po¬ 
tent  Erdmann  survives  now  only  as  an  infini¬ 
tesimal  pellet  of  homeopathy  to  charm  away 
rheumatism. 

No  plant  equally  humble  has  ever  had  so  uni¬ 
versal  a  sanctity  ascribed  to  it  as  the  common 
Hypericum,  or  St.  J ohn’s-wort.  There  is  hard¬ 
ly  any  country  where  one  may  not  still  hear  of 
its  seed  or  leaves  gleaming  like  gold  on  St. 
John’s  Eve,  and  of  its  extraordinary  medicinal 
virtues.  The  summer  solstice,  which  had  its 
representation  in  the  Northern  mythology  as 
the  death  of  Baldur  (the  sun),  was  identified 
by  the  Christian  missionaries  with  the  nativity 


of  John  the  Baptist.  The  period  had  in  pre- 
Christian  times  been  regarded  as  that  in  which 
witches — the  powers  unfriendly  to  Baldur — 
held  their  festivities ;  and  for  some  reason  or 
other  the  hypericum  was  their  symbolical  plant. 
The  missionaries  consecrated  the  plant  along 
with  the  day.  The  reddish  sap  of  the  Hypericum 
androsasmum  (dvSpdg  aipa),  once  called  elf- 
blood,  «ow  suggested  the  blood  of  the  Baptist. 
The  day  has  evidently  retained  its  old  pagan 
characteristics  wherever  it  is  still  regarded  with 
superstitious  awe.  It  is  a  night  when  witches 
are  abroad ;  a  night  for  second-sight,  ghost-see¬ 
ing,  fortune-telling  ;  they  who  climb  on  house¬ 
tops  will  see  marvels.  In  every  German  coun¬ 
try  it  is  thought  by  the  ignorant  to  divine  the 
future.  It  is  stuck  on  walls,  in  rafters,  and  as 
it  grows  up  or  down,  as  it  withers  more  or  less 
quickly,  presages  life  or  death,  marriage  or  dis¬ 
appointment.  In  Sweden  and  Norway  it  is 
the  central  plant  of  the  Midsommars-gvastar, 
or  bouquets  gathered  on  St.  John’s  Eve,  and 
hung  up  as  an  antidote  to  witches  in  house  and 
stable.  For  on  that  night  the  orgies  of  the 
Walpurgis  witches  demanded  that  every  pre¬ 
caution  should  be  taken.  The  bonfires  or  bel- 
fires,  kindled  in  their  honor  when  they  were 
deities,  were  now  kindled  to  scare  them  when 
they  had  been  transformed  by  Christianity  into 
devils.  The  plant  which  was  put  over  every 
door  formerly  as  their  badge,  was  now,  along 
with  the  cross,  set  to  bar  their  entrance.  Still, 
such  are  the  anomalies  of  mongrel  religions, 
and  so  much  easier  is  it  to  change  dogmas  than 
symbols,  the  plant  was  held  to  bring  chiefly 
blessings.  It  was  called  devilfuge.  In  Tyrol 
it  was,  and  is  by  some  still,  thought  that  if  a 
traveler  has  it  in  his  shoes  he  will  never  get 
weary,  however  long  his  journey.  On  the 
Lower  Rhine  it  is  placed  in  wreaths  on  the 
roofs  as  a  general  protection.  Its  sap  is  es¬ 
teemed  of  special  potency — it  being  the  elfs 
or  the  Baptist’s  blood — and  is  sometimes  mixed 
with  beer,  ete.  In  Wales  St.  John’s-wort  is 
sometimes  made  into  a  tea  which  produces  a 
certain  exhilaration.  In  France  one  may  see 
harvesters  having  their  hats  decorated  with  it. 
It  is  held  sacred  by  many  in  the  Levant,  where 
it  is  a  current  superstition  that  the  plague  leaves 
a  city  on  St.  John’s  Day.  In  Scandinavia  witch¬ 
craft  is  averted  by  nine  plants  bound  together, 
of  which  St.  John’s-wort  is  the  chief. 

It  is  not  a  little  remarkable  that  we  find  the 
number  mystically  associated  with  plants  to  be 
generally  nine.  In  most  parts  of  India  the 
number  of  sacred  trees  will  generally  be  stated 
as  nine :  soma,  pipal  (Ficus  religiosd),  banyan 
(Ficus  indicd),  boqul  (Mimusops  elengi),  hu- 
ritukee  (Terminalia  citrona'),  amalakee  (Ph)- 
lanthus  emblica'),  nimbu  (Melia  azodaracta), 
tulasi  plant,  and  the  palasa  (Butea /rondo so).* 
In  nearly  every  part  of  Germany  it  is  said  there 
must  be  nine  herbs,  or  nine  flowers,  or  nine 

*  The  pipal  is  looked  on  with  dread  as  the  home  of 
demons,  and  the  sweet  boqul  as  the  home  of  the  kindly 
fairies. 
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kinds  of  wood  (genei'ally  of  fruit  trees  whose 
fruits  have  no  stones  in  them),  used  on  various 
magical  occasions.  Thus  it  is  said  in  East 
Prussia  the  alarum-fire  must  be  made  with  nine 
kinds  of  wood ;  and  in  certain  districts  of  South 
Germany  the  priests  sprinkle  holy-water  from 
an  aspersory  made  of  nine  kinds  of  branches. 
The  Rates  who  went  before  Odin  as  he  passed 
through  the  air  with  spear  and  shield  to  take 
part  in  human  battles,  and  named  those  ap¬ 
pointed  to  be  slain,  were  nine  in  number.  Dr. 
Wuttke,  of  whose  researches  into  the  supersti¬ 
tions  of  Germany  I  have  freely  availed  myself 
in  this  paper,  states  that  Dreimal  has,  as  a  word 
of  magical  potency,  taken  the  place  of  the  an¬ 
cient  Neunmal.  This  is  probably  the  result  of 
Trinitarian  teaching.  Still,  as  he  says,  “Neu- 
nerlei  Holz,  neunerlei  Kriiuter,  Speisen,  u.  s.  w., 
haben  hohe  Kraft.”  There  is  a  belief  in  Bo¬ 
hemia  that  when  a  black  cat  is  nine  years  of 
age  it  betakes  itself  to  the  service  of  witches, 
and  is  received  with  honors  at  the  annual  Wal- 
purgis  gathering  as  the  sacred  animal  of  Hul- 
dah.  Our  saying  that  a  cat  has  nine  lives 
comes,  probably,  from  this  superstition. 

Any  tree  might  become  sacred  by  being 
struck  by  lightning.  The  Thunder-god  had 
visibly  signified  his  relation  to  it.  The  wood 
of  such  a  tree  would  reveal  witches.  It  must 
never  be  used  for  common  fires ;  the  fire  wiU 
all  fall  out  on  the  floor,  and  only  holy-water 
can  put  it  back  again,  or  put  out  the  fire  (Bo¬ 
hemia).  In  V oigtland  wood-cutters  value  high¬ 
ly  the  wood  of  a  tree  that  has  been  struck  by 
lightning,  for  wedges  and  mallets.  An  old  Hin¬ 
doo  myth  meets  us  in  the  Westphalian  belief 
that  a  tooth-pick  made  of  the  splinters  of  such 
a  tree  will  cure  toothache.  In  Indian  and  Ger¬ 
man  mythology  the  teeth  and  lightning  are  men¬ 
tioned  repeatedly  as  related.  The  tooth  of  the 
wild-boar  and  that  of  the  mouse  are  said  to  pro¬ 
duce  on  the  body  effects  similar  to  those  of  light¬ 
ning.  Charcoals  of  a  lightning-burned  tree  are 
deemed  powerful  against  poisons  in  many  places. 
The  essence  of  superstition  being  mystery,  it  is 
natural  that  the  stroke  of  the  lightning  should 
call  it  forth  in  a  pre-scientific  age.  But  still 
more  was  the  feeling  of  wonder  awakened  by 
the  quiet  descent  on  a  tree,  as  it  seemed  from 
the  upper  air,  of  the  Mistletoe.  Mysterious  in 
its  origin,  choosing  generally  the  most  sacred 
trees — the  oak  and  the  apple— -upon  which  to 
alight,  this  parasite  became,  in  the  North,  al¬ 
most  as  powerful  a  symbol  as  the  cross  which 
superseded  it.  The  word  mistletoe  is  usually 
derived  from  the  Celtic  word  Mwsogl^  a  moss ; 
but  it  has  a  curious  resemblance  to  the  Semitic 
word  Mistar,  a  secret  place.  The  meaning  of 
the  O.  N.  misiil  is  not  clear ;  the  last  part  of  the 
word  seems  to  be  from  teinn,  a  staff.  Prior  says 
mistl  means  different,  and  tan,  twig — mistletoe 
being  a  twig  different  from  the  tree  it  grows  on. 

We  find  in  India  remnants  of  a  superstition 
concerning  mistletoe,  especially  when  it  is  found 
on  the  ill-omened  pipal-tree.  In  the  Northern 
mythology  it  is  associated  with  the  god  of  sun¬ 


shine,  Baldur,  who,  as  the  Eastern  Baal  or  Bel, 
the  Russian  Byelbog,  etc.,  has  appeared  in  many 
mythologies,  and  some  have  thought  gave  its 
name  to  the  Baltic,  and  perhaps  the  prefix 
to  various  Irish  localities.  Erigg,  the  mother  of 
Baldur,  exacted  an  oath  from  all  things,  except 
the  mistletoe,  that  they  would  never  harm  her 
beautiful  son.  Loki,  hearing  this,  took  a  mistle¬ 
toe  and  went  to  the  place  where  all  were  engaged 
in  sports  with  Baldur.  Seeing  one — Hod — 
standing  apart,  Lbki  asked  him  why  he  did  not 
shoot  arrows  like  the  rest.  Hod  replied  that 
he  was  blind  and  unarmed.  Loki  told  him  he 
should  nevertheless  do  honor  to  Baldur,  and, 
giving  him  an  arrow  made  of  the  mistletoe,  di¬ 
rected.  him  where  to  cast  it.  It  pierced  Bal¬ 
dur,  and  he  fell  dead.  The  identity  of  this  fa¬ 
ble  with  the  myths  of  Eastern  countries  has 
been  ingeniously  traced  by  Grimm  and  Mann- 
hardt.  The  mistletoe  was  held  in  high  esteem 
with  Eaust  and  other  pretenders  to  the  black 
art.  In  the  Tyrol  it  is  believed  to  be  guarded 
by  the  serpent  there  called  hazelworm  (our  blind- 
worm,  or  viper),  and  that  if  one  can  catch  that 
serpent  on  his  watch  he  will  gain  great  treasure, 
besides  having  the  power  to  render  himself  in¬ 
visible.  In  some  districts  of  Bavaria  there  is 
hung  up  in  every  room  in  the  house  a  combi¬ 
nation  of  plants — a  bunch  of  palm  with  mistle¬ 
toe  and  savin,  all  bound  to  a  hazel  stick  or  han¬ 
dle  ;  and  it  is  considered  impossible  that  any 
witch  can  approach  so  powerful  a  fortress  of 
magical  influences  as  this.  In  Austria  mistle¬ 
toe  is  held  by  the  superstitious  a  safe  prevent¬ 
ive  against  nightmare  if  laid  on  the  bedroom 
door-sill. 

Baldur  has  left  his  name  in  various  flowers 
and  plants  in  the  Northern  countries.  In  Den¬ 
mark,  Sweden,  and  Iceland  there  are  flowers 
(each  different)  popularly  called  “Baldur’s- 
brow.  ”  The  balsenbro  of  Skania  is  the  same 
as  the  Baldur’s-brow  {Anthemis  cotula)  of  Swe¬ 
den,  and  suggests  some  common  origin  with  the 
Greek  ^aXaafxivti,  balsam-plant.  “The  fires,” 
says  Sir  Walter  Scott,  “lighted  by  the  (Scot¬ 
tish)  Highlanders  on  the  first  of  May,  in  com¬ 
pliance  with  a  custom  derived  from  the  pagan 
times,  are  termed  the  Bealtane-tree."  It  may 
be  observed  also,  as  showing  that  there  may 
be  some  connection  between  this  Bealtane  and 
BaXXfcj,  ball,  ballet,  that  Grimm  has  called  at¬ 
tention  to  the  custom  connected  with  the  bel- 
fires  of  Germany,  to  set  a  cart-wheel  on  fire  and 
dance  around  it.  The  burning  wheel  is  then 
rolled  down  a  hill,  this  representing  the  declin¬ 
ing  sun.  There  is  also  a  German  proverb  that 
‘  ‘  he  who  has  a  wheel  over  his  doorway  has  luck 
in  his  house.” 

There  are  many  plants  in  Scandinavian 
countries  which  bear  in  their  names  traces  of 
their  association  with  the  Northern  deities. 
Tyr,  the  god  of  war,  whence  tir  (honor),  a 
shooting-match,  and  Tiwaesdseg,  Tuesday,  Dies 
Martis,  Mardi,  survives  in  the  Norwegian  tysjiola 
{Viola  martis)  and  Danish  tyved,  the  spurge- 
laurel.  Aconite  is  called  in  Norway,  after  the 
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god  Thor,  thorjalm  and  thorhat,  in  Denmark  and 
Sweden  stormhat,  of  whicJi  our  name  monk’s- 
hood  is  partially  a  translation.  Mr.  Thorpe  has 
suggested  that  the  common  name  for  it,  wolfs¬ 
bane,  bears  an  allusion  to  Thor’s  combat  with 
the  wolf.  The  aquatic  plant  Spongia  marina 
bears  the  name  of  Niord’s-glove — Nidrd  being 
the  god  who  could  still  the  ocean.  Eorniot’s- 
hand  (called  by  the  Anglo-Saxons  Forneotes- 
folme)  related  to  a  deity  regarded  with  more 
reverence  by  the  Finns.  The  beautiful  Freyja, 
who  has  given  to  German  women  the  appella¬ 
tion  frau,  has  left  her  name  with  the  freyju- 
h4r  {Svpercilium  veneris)  ;  and  the  elf-made  hair 
of  Sif,  Thor’s  wife,  is  celebrated  in  the  sif- 
jar-haddr  (^Sifie  peplum  ;  Polytrichum  aureum). 
Odin’s  wife  Frigg  (the  earth)  has  not  only 
named  a  constellation  in  Sweden,  where  in 
some  regions  Orion  is  called  Frigg’s  Rok,  i.  e., 
distaff,  but  also  the  Orchis  odoratissbna,  which 
is  called  frigghar-gras  or  hjona- grass  (mar¬ 
riage-grass).  Very  many  plants  which  were 
held  sacred  to  Norse  goddesses  had  their  names 
changed  by  the  early  Christians  to  honor  the 
Virgin  Mary.  Thus  Nidrd’s-glove,  and  various 
other  species  of  orchids  which  have  hand-shaped 
roots,  are  called  also  Our  Lady’s  hand,  Mary- 
hand,  etc.  It  will  be  remembered  that  all  the 
plants  which  have  “lady”  in  their  names  — 
lady’s-smock,  lady’s-slipper,  and  the  like  — 
were  consecrated  to  the  Virgin  Mary,  or  “  Our 
Lady,”  and  that  many  of  the  flowers  so  named 
had  a  pre-Christian  sanctity  is  known.  The 
black  species  of  Man/s-hand  is  called  Satan' s- 
kand.  The  dew-flower  called  Lady's-mantle 
seems  to  bear  in  its  botanical  name  {Alchemilla) 
some  record  of  its  connection  with  alchemy. 

The  name  Our  Lady's  flax  reminds  us  of 
the  goddess  Bertha,  who  was  represented  by 
our  ancestors  as  watching  over  the  fields  of 
flax,  and  as  spinning  the  same  on  her  distaff. 
The  connection  of  the  distaff  and  the  spinning 
of  flax  with  the  Fates  is  found  in  the  Southern, 
Eastern,  and  Northern  mythologies.  In  many 
parts  of  Germany  it  is  held  that  all  the  flax 
must  be  spun  before  Twelfth-night,*  as  one 
who  spins  thereafter  is  liable  to  be  bewitched. 
In  Westphalia  it  is  said  the  dwarfs  will  come 
and  destroy  what  is  spun  on  Twelfth-night. 
On  Shrove-Tuesday  the  housewife  will  especial¬ 
ly  look  after  her  flax.  If  the  sun  shines  out  on 
New-Year’s  Day  the  flax  will  be  straight.  In 
Bohemia  it  is  said  if  sev^en-year-old  children 
dance  in  the  flax  they  will  be  beautiful.  If 
one  has  dizziness,  let  him  or  her  run,  after  sun¬ 
set,  three  times  through  a  flax-field  naked,  and, 
the  Brandenburg  saying  is,  the  flax  takes  the 
dizziness  to  itself.  The  Bohemians  try  to  cure 
fevers  by  running  into  a  pond  and  dropping 
therein  a  spindle,  a  piece  of  flax,  and  a  piece 


*  It  was  considered  by  our  Saxon  ancestors  of  evil 
omen  to  spin  on  festival  days,  afterward  on  saints’ 
days ;  but  the  spinner  might,  at  least  in  always  skep¬ 
tical  Prussia,  avoid  evil  results  by  holding  a  crust  of 
bread  in  her  mouth,  that  being  possibly  an  evidence 
that  it  was  a  “work  of  necessity.’’ 


of  bread.  In  Thuringia  the  bride  will  place 
flax  in  her  shoe,  that  she  may  never  come  to 
want;  in  Lauenburg  she  will  tie  a  string  of 
flax  around  her  left  leg,  believing  that  it  will 
be  endowed  for  her  benefit  with  the  marriage 
blessing.  In  Greece  a  sanctity  attached  to 
spinning,  and  the  spindle -tree  was  called 
Evojvopov,  of  good  omen  (Theoph.).  In  Ger¬ 
many- Bertha  was  the  kindly  mother  of  spin¬ 
ners,  and  sometimes  poor  girls  who  made  a 
precarious  livelihood  by  spinning,  or  who  by 
cruel  mothers-in-law  were  set  to  difficult  tasks, 
found  knots  in  their  threads,  which,  when  they 
tried  to  untie  them,  proved  to  be  of  pure  gold. 
She  is  the  original  of  all  the  good  fairies  in  our 
story  books,  and  there  are  few  nurseries  without 
evidence  that  her  reign  is,  still  very  potent.  The 
early  Christians  tried  hard  to  supersede  her 
with  the  Madonna,  but  never  quite  succeeded. 

The  young  science  of  Comparative  Mythol¬ 
ogy  has  shown  us  that  the  great  religions  of 
ancient  races  converge  in  the  early  concep¬ 
tion  of  a  divinely  endowed  tree  guarded  by  a 
serpent.  The  medieval  legend  that  from  a 
seed  of  the  Tree  of  Life  in  Eden  grew  the  tree 
which  afterward  furnished  the  wood  of  “the 
true  cross”  may  not  be  altogether  a  fable, 
though  the  Tree  of  Life  has  been  confused 
with  that  of  the  forbidden  fruit.  ’  The  sect  of 
Ophites  worshiped  the  serpent  “lifted  up”  as 
an  emblem  of  Christ  raised  on  the  cross  (see 
John,  iii.  14).  And,  as  the  legend  says  three 
seeds  of  the  Tree  of  Life  were  preserved,  we 
can  plainly  see  that  one  of  them  flowered  into 
the  soma  of  Persia  and  India  and  its  many 
Oriental  modifications,  and  into  the  Ygdrasill 
of  Scandinavia,  which  has  been  reproduced 
throughout  Germany.  In  considering  the  anal¬ 
ogies  referred  to,  it  is  important  to  remember 
that  the  particularization  of  the  apple  as  the 
fruit  by  which  Eve  was  tempted  is  not  Scrip¬ 
tural,  but  traditional.  In  several  countries  the 
notion  has  prevailed  that  the  forbidden  fruit 
was  a  kind  of  grape.  In  some  old  Italian  pic¬ 
tures  the  serpent  is  represented  holding  out  to 
Eve  a  cluster  of  grapes;  and  in  an  ancient 
church  fresco  which  I  have  seen  in  Russia 
the  Tree  is  a  vine  with  fruits  which  it  is  dif¬ 
ficult  to  identify.  In  this  form  the  story  ap¬ 
proaches  more  nearly  the  traditions  relating  to 
the  Hindoo  soma  (^Asclepias  acida),  which  is 
identical  with  the  Persian  homa,  though  Par- 
sees  deny  that  their  holy  plant  is  found  in  India. 
It  is  a  climbing  plant  with  a  milky  juice,  which 
is  used  only  after  fermentation.  “  Homa,”  says 
Windischmann,  “is  the  first  of  the  trees  plant¬ 
ed  by  Ahura-Mazda  in  the  fountain  of  life.  He 
who  drinks  of  its  juice  never  dies.  According 
to  the  Bundehesh,  the  gogard  or  gaokerena  tree 
bears  the  homa,  which  gives  health  and  gen¬ 
erative  power,  and  imparts  life  at  the  resurrec¬ 
tion.  The  homa  plant  does  not  decay,  bears 
no  fruit,  resembles  the  vine,  is  knotty,  and  bears 
leaves  like  jasmine,  yellow  and  white.”  The 
same  author  unhesitatingly  Identifies  it  with 
“the  Tree  of  Life  which  grew  in  Paradise.” 
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Mrs.  Manning,  in  her  very  valuable  work  on 
“Ancient  and  Medieval  India,”  has  cited  sever¬ 
al  very  interesting  hymns  and  legends  relating 
to  the  soma,  an  allusion  to  which  opens  nearly 
every  invocation  in  the  Rig-Veda.  One  of  the 
Brahmin  hymns  says,  “Soma,  like  the  sea,  has 
poured  forth  songs  and  hymns  and  thoughts.” 
Mr.  Muir  has  also  translated  some  of  the  hymns 
relating  to  the  soma  sacrifice.  One  is  rendered 
thus : 

“We’ve  quaffed  the  soma  bright, 

And  are  immortal  grown ; 

We’ve  entered  into  light, 

And  all  the  gods  have  known;” 

which  almost  literally  repeats  what  the  serpent 
said  of  the  forbidden  fruit  in  Eden.  But  the 
legends  which  have  gathered  around  the  soma 
equally  recall  the  serpent ;  for  it  is  related  that 
a  dragon  once  seized  the  soma  plant,  which  was 
taken  from  him  by  a  hawk.  In  the  Scandina¬ 
vian  legends  the  serpent  and  the  hawk  both  re¬ 
appear,  Odin  having  found  the  sacred  mead 
amidst  rocks  (where  also  Indra  found  the  soma) 
and  carried  it  off  in  the  form  of  an  eagle.  The 
eagle  perches  in  the  top  of  Ygdrasill,  the  ser¬ 
pent  gnaws  its  root.  This  eagle  has  between 
its  eyes  a  hawk.  In  the  Grimnismal  it  is  writ¬ 
ten  : 

“Under  Ygdrasill  lie 
Unnumbered  snakes. 

More  than  mindless 
Men  can  conceive.” 

In  the  Voluspa  it  is  said  : 

“An  ash  I  know, 

Ygdrasill  named, 

A  branchy  tree,  bedewed 
With  brightest  water. 

Thence  come  the  dews 
Into  the  dales  that  fall: 

Ever  stands  it  flourishing 
O’er  Urdu’s  fountain.” 

This  dew  poured  by  the  Ncirnir,  or  Fates,  over 
Ygdrasill  to  preserve  it  from  decay,  drops  down 
as  honey-dew,  and  there  are  some  things  in  the 
Eddas  which  would  seem  to  show  that  it  was 
of  this  that  the  drink  of  the  gods,  mead,  was 
brewed.  Coleridge’s  lines, 

“For  he  on  honey-dew  hath  fed, 

And  drank  the  milk  of  Paradise,” 

refer  felicitously  to  both  that  and  the  more 
definite  legend  concerning  the  mead,  namely, 
that  it  flows  from  the  udder  of  the  goat  Heidrun, 
which  feeds  on  the  leaves  of  the  tree  Larad, 
growing  over  Valhalla.  This  milhj  character 
of  mead  allies  it  with  the  soma  juice.  There  is 
some  complication  in  the  Northern  myth  here. 
Was  the  Laerad  at  some  period  identical  with 
Ygdrasill  ?  “The  branches  of  the  tree  Lasrad,” 
says  Thorpe,  “are  eaten  also  by  the  hart  Eik- 
thyrner,  from  whose  horns  drops  fall  into  Hver- 
gelmir.”  Now  this  Hvergelmir  is  the  place 
beneath  Ygdrasill  where  the  serpent  is.  The 
name  of  the  goat  Heidrun  (heidr,  serene,  and 
renna,  to  flow)  signifies  the  heavenly  air,  and 
probably  indieates  the  clear  atmosphere  from 
which  the  honey-dew  is  distilled  upon  Ygdrasill. 
Lrerad  is  from  Ice,  ealm.  The  name  of  the  hart 
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which  feeds  on  the  leaves,  and  from  whose 
horns  drop  rivers,  is  Eikthyrner,  i.  e.,  oak- 
thorned.  It  is  not  impossible  that  Lserad  may 
have  been  a  sacred  vine  from  some  older  my¬ 
thology,  which  was  adopted  and  represented  as 
twining  about  the  great  ash,  though  it  seems 
impossible  at  present  to  come  to  a  more  definite 
conclusion  on  the  subject  than  that  the  Scandi¬ 
navian  has  an  unquestionable  affinity  with  the 
Indian  myth.  The  mingling  of  Lajrad  and 
Ygdrasill  coi’responds  to  that  of  the  two  Trees 
of  Eden. 

The  biblical  account  of  the  garden,  the  Tree 
of  Life,  and  the  serpent,  as  well  as  the  parallel 
legends  of  the  Eddas,  may  also  be  instructively 
compared  with  the  following  from  the  Hindoo 
Mahabhai'at :  “  There  is  a  fair  and  stately 
mountain,  and  its  name  is  Meroo,  a  most  ex¬ 
alted  mass  of  glory,  reflecting  the  sunny  rays 
from  the  splendid  surface  of  its  gilded  horns. 
It  is  clothed  in  gold,  and  is  the  venerated  haunt 
of  Deos  and  Gandaros,  Incomprehensible,  not 
to  be  encompassed  by  sinful  man,  it  is  guarded 
by  dreadful  serpents.  Many  celestial  plants  of 
virtue  adorn  its  sides,  and  it  stands  piercing  the 
heavens  with  its  aspiring  summit,  inaccessible 
even  by  thought.  It  is  adorned  with  trees  and 
pleasant  streams,  and  resounds  with  the  de¬ 
lightful  songs  of  variegated  birds.”  A  yet 
vaster  mountain  (Mandar)  is  spoken  of  in  the 
same  book  as  the  haunt  of  deities,  concerning 
which  it  is  significantly  related  that  it  is  entire¬ 
ly  enveloped  in  the  net  of  a  “  twining  creeper,” 
defended  by  savage  beasts,  whose  king — the 
serpent  Ananta — was  alone  able  to  remove  it, 
and  did  so  by  command  of  lotus-eyed  Vishnu. 
The  ocean  was  then  churned  with  this  mount¬ 
ain  to  discover  its  treasures,  and  partieularly 
ambrosia,  the  immortalizer  of  the  gods.  The 
Elysium  of  the  old  Britons  was  situated  on  a 
beautiful  island  covered  with  marvelous  trees 
and  flowers.  It  was  called  Avallach,  i.  e. ,  Apple 
Island ;  but  it  was  also  described  as  a  glass 
mountain,  another  name  of  it  being  Ynisvitrin, 
that  is,  Glassmountain.  This,  as  Mannhardt 
shows,  was  translated  into  English  Glastonbury 
(Ang.-Sax.  Glmsenburuh),  where,  as  we  have 
seen,  was  the  famous  thorn  which  flowered  at 
Christmas.  The  author  of  the  ‘  ‘  Vita  Merlini” 
gives  the  following  description  of  it ; 

“Insula  pomorum,  quxe  Fortunata  vocatur 
Ex  re  nomen  habet,  quia  per  se  singula  pi'ofert; 
Non  opus  est  illic  sulcantibus  arva  colonis ; 

Omuls  abest  cultus,  nisi  quern  natura  ministrat. 
Ultro  foecundos  segetes  producit  et  uvas 
Nataque  poma  suia  prmtores  germine  Silvia ; 

Omnia  gignit  humus  vice  graminis  ultro 
Armis  centenis  aut  ultra  vivitur  illic  redundans.” 

The  Tree  of  Life  reappears  in  the  vine  of 
Bacchus,  the  fig  with  which  IsaiaTF~cuT6'd 
Hezekiah,  the  Bodhidruma  of  Buddha,  the 
Talok-tree  of  Cambodia,  with  the  grotto  at  its 
foot  and  the  dragon  whose  daughter  the  ban¬ 
ished  prince  Pra  Thong  marries,  the  mercury 
(abbreviated  from  muliercurialis)  which  Mer¬ 
cury  discovered,  and  which  survives  in  his  ca- 
duceus  with  the  serpents  around  it,  and  the 
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tree  of  ^sculapius  with  the  serpent  around  it, 
which  the  leeches  formerly  took  for  their  sign, 
and  which  still  survives  in  the  pole  with  the 
twining  red  line  around  it  of  our  barbers  shops ! 
Mr.  William  Craft,  a  very  intelligent  Ameri¬ 
can  negro,  who  passed  some  time  in  the  king¬ 
dom  of  Dahomey,  related  to  me  the  following 
singular  story.  On  one  occasion  while  he  was 
there  a  man  came  from  some  other  part  of 
Africa,  and  seeing  a  large  snake,  killed  it.  It 
proved  to  be  one  of  the  sacred  snakes,  and  the 
man  who  slew  it  was  at  once  seized ;  he  was 
put  in  the  centre  of  a  circle  made  of  dry  fod¬ 
der;  the  fodder  was  lighted  aU  around,  and 
the  man  told  to  run  for  his  life.  Meanwhile 
the  people  had  all  provided  themselves  with 
sticks  from  a  tree — what  tree  Mr.  Craft  did  not 
mention,  but  possibly  their  sacred  cotton-tree — 
and  when  the  man  broke  through  the  burning 
circle  they  all  struck  him  with  the  sticks.  They 
pursued  him  for  some  distance,  until  the  man 
came  to  a  pond,  into  which  he  ran  to  quench  the 
fire  which  W'as  burning  his  clothing.  At  that 
moment  the  people  left  him  to  go  free,  saying 
the  serpent  was  satisfied,  as  the  man  had  passed 
the  “ordeal  of  fire  and  water.” 

Some  of  the  trees  that  have  acquired  sanctity 
are  so  entirely  without  mysterious  or  unusually 
useful  characteristics  that  it  is  probable  that 
their  sacredness  originated  in  some  fact  of  local 
importance.  The  Liberty-tree  on  Boston  Com¬ 
mon,  associated  with  American  Independence, 
so  long  held  together  by  iron  bands,  W'ould  in  an 
earlier  age  have  been  worshiped.  Herne’s  Oak 
— more  richly  adorned  by  the  genius  of  Shaks- 
peare  than  w'as  the  plane-tree  in  Lydia  with 
the  gifts  of  Xerxes — and  many  other  historical 
trees,  may  show  how,  in  pre-historic  ages,  trees 
planted  possibly  to  commemorate  certain  events, 
or  favored  by  some  prophet,  might  have  gained 
an  importance  which  has  followed  them  by  tra¬ 
dition.  However  this  may  be,  it  is  certain  that 
some,  perhaps  many,  of  our  trees  and  plants 
have  reached  us  chiefly  through  the  religious 
care  with  which  they  have  been  fostered.  It  is 
said  that  in  some  regions  to  which  Irishmen 
have  emigrated  it  is  considered  worth  while  to 
cultivate  shamrock  to  supply  them  for  their  patri¬ 
otic  festivals.  ThePuritanswho  settledNewEn- 
gland  found  at  Plymouth  the  little  Epigea  repens, 
raising  its  fragrant  pink-white  cup  above  the 
latter  snow,  and  it  seemed  to  them  such  a  sym¬ 
bol  of  their  own  triumph  over  their  wintry  diffi¬ 
culties  that  it  is  said  they  named  it  after  their 
ship,  the  Mayflower.  The  care  with  w’hich  that 
flower  is  now  gathered  and  admired  has  given 
to  many  of  its  sisters  in  the  past  the  sacredness 
which  has  secured  them  an  earthly  immortali¬ 
ty.  In  Greece  particularly,  made  up  as  it  was 
by  immigrants  from  the  East,  the  sacred  plants 
were  collected,  and  in  their  rich  gardens  they 
were  cultivated.  Eor  in  Greece  there  reigned 
the  religion  of  Beauty,  which  could  include  all 
the  floral  symbols  and  add  to  them  a  fresh  sa¬ 
credness  on  account  of  their  beauty.  There 
are  few  indeed  of  our  trees  and  flowers  which 


were  not  cultivated  in  the  gorgeous  gardens  of 
Epicurus,  Cimon,  Pericles,  and  Pisistratus  ;  and 
it  is  even  doubtM  whether  we  have  now  their 
arts  of  culture,  unless  indeed  we  are  to  regard 
the  accounts  given  of  their  ability  to  diversify 
the  shapes  and  colors  of  fruits  and  to  render 
them  stoneless  as  mythical.  That  many  of 
their  garlands  and  crowns  were  made  of  flow¬ 
ers  and  leaves  whose  sanctity  was  from  farther 
East  we  know.  Even  in  Rome  such  wreaths 
were  termed  “Egyptian.”  Among  the  flowers 
chiefly  used  for  these  purposes  in  Greece  we 
find  the  rose,  violet,  anemone,  thyme,  melilot  (a 
kind  of  clover),  crocus,  yellow-lily,  and  yellow 
flowers  generally,  chamomile,  smilax,  cosmo- 
sandalon  (Doric  for  hyacinth),  and  the  chrys¬ 
anthemum.  Rustics  used  much  the  agnus  cas- 
tus,  with  which  Prometheus  was  represented 
as  crowhed.  (The  Spartans  crowned  them¬ 
selves  with  rushes  in  the  Promethean  festivals.) 
The  priests  of  Hera  at  Samos  crowned  them¬ 
selves  with  laurel,  and  those  of  Aphrodite  with 
myrtle.  In  the  festival  of  Europa  at  Corinth  a 
crown  of  myrtle  thirty  feet  in  circumferenee  was 
borne  in  a  procession.  There  was  a  poetic  or 
religious  tradition  surrounding  nearly  every  fa¬ 
vorite  tree  or  flower.  The  young  Greeks  were 
convinced  that  they  could  read  Apollo’s  ex¬ 
clamations  of  wme,  AI,  AI,  on  the  leaves  of  the 
hyacinth,  which  sprang  from  the  blood  of  the 
friend  he  had  accidentally  slain  ;  though  some 
said  these  were  indications  that  the  flower 
sprang  from  the  blood  of  Ajax.  The  laurel, 
narcissus,  myrtle,  cypress,  and  pine  were  trans¬ 
formed  nymphs  or  beautiful  youths ;  the  rose 
sprang  from  the  bath  of  Aphrodite  :  the  mul¬ 
berry  tvas  red  with  the  blood  of  loving  hearts  ; 
even  the  humble  mint  had  once,  in  a  divine 
form,  been  beloved  by  Pluto  ;  and  the  cabbage 
was  said  to  have  sprung  from  the  tears  of  Ly- 
curgus.  The  platane  (the  tree  which  Xerxes 
loaded  with  ornaments  in  Lydia,  and  intrusted 
to  one  of  the  “immortal  ten  thousand”)  was  said 
to  have  sprung  up  on  the  spot  where  Zeus  had 
reclined  on  landing  with  Europa  from  the  sea, 
in  the  Gortynian  territory.  Pliny  says  the  plane- 
tree  was  planted  at  the  tomb  of  Diomede,  when 
his  companions  were  turned  into  sea-fowl.  The 
long  life  and  grandeur  of  this  tree  would  nat¬ 
urally  call  superstitions  about  it.  In  Lycia 
there  was  one,  the  cavity  in  which  formed  a 
room  81  feet  wide,  in  which  Licinius  Mucinus, 
proconsul,  entertained  eighteen  persons  of  his 
retinue  at  a  banquet.  While  in  Italy  the  plane- 
trees  were  often  dwarfs,  on  the  Bosphorus  they 
are  giants — the  largest  being  one  90  feet  in 
height  and  150  feet  in  circumference,  its  age 
being  estimated  at  1500  years.  The  rose-col¬ 
ored  lotus  (melilotos)  was  said  by  Pancrates  to 
have  sprung  from  the  blood  of  the  lion  slain  by 
the  Emperor  Adrian,  and  it  is  probable  that  the 
story  was  the  modification  of  ah  earlier  myth. 

The  vine  was  especially  sacred.  Sprung,  as 
the  Locrians  said,  from  a  bit  of  wood  magically 
produced  by  a  wolf — produced  miraculously,  ac¬ 
cording  to  others,  near  Olympia,  where  the  inhab- 
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itants  claimed  tlie  annual  miracle  of  the  filling  of 
three  sealed  vessels  with  wine  at  the  Dyonisian 
festival— brought  by  Bacchus  to  mortals,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  more  common  fable,  and  trodden  into 
wine  amidst  hymns  and  sports  in  his  honor,  the 
vine  had  a  history  which  led  by  necessary  steps 
to  its  symbolical  presence  in  the  cup  of  the  Eu¬ 
charist.  When  the  English  cabman  pours  a  little 
of  his  draught  of  beer  on  the  ground  before  or 
after  drinking,  when  the  Lord  Mayor  and  his 
friends  take  the  “loving  cup,”  they  are  uncon¬ 
sciously  practicing  rites  that  once  were  libations 
on  earth  and  divine  enjoyments  of  mead  in  Val¬ 
halla;  while  in  partaking  the  communion  cup 
Christians  are  verging  upon  the  ancient  wine- 
festivals  which  once  represented  the  ecstasies  of 
inspiration.  And  this  not  in  Greece  alone.  No 
ritualist  ever  held  the  wine  in  his  chalice  to  be 
more  mystical  than  Hafiz,  as  he  quaffs  that  of 
his  own  cup.  Von  Hammer  need  hardly  re¬ 
mind  us  that  it  is  only  in  appearance  that  such 
lines  as  these  are  Anacreontic  : 

“Butler,  fetch  jne  ruby  wine, 

Which  with  sudden  greatness  fills  us ; 

Pour  for  me,  who  in  my  spirit 
Pail  in  courage  aud  performance.... 

Bring  to  me  the  liquid  fire 
Zoroaster  sought  in  dust. 

Bring  the  wine  of  Jamschid’s  glass, 

Which  glowed  ere  time  was  in  the  Neant; 
Bring  it  me  that  through  its  force 
I,  as  Jamschid,  see  through  wo  Ids.” 

Again  : 

“O,  just  fakir,  with  brow  austere. 

Forbid  me  not  the  vine ; 

On  the  first  day  poor  Hafiz’  clay 
Was  kneaded  up  with  wine.”* 

And  although  some  of  the  glowing  quatrains 
of  Omar  Khayyam  are  more  epicurean,  in  the 
ordinary  sense,  than  the  verses  which  gained 
for  Hafiz  the  title  of  “  The  Tongue  of  the  Se¬ 
cret,”  it  would  seem  that  his  wine-cup  is  also 
a  chalice : 

“  And  lately  by  the  Tavern  door  agape 
Came  shining  through  the  dusk  an  angel  shape, 
Bearing  a  vessel  on  his  shoulder ;  and 
He  bade  me  taste  of  it ;  and  ’twas — the  Grape ! 

“  The  Grape  that  can  with  logic  absolute 
The  two-and-seventy  jarring  sects  confute  ; 

The  Sovereign  Alchemist  that  in  a  trice 
Life’s  leaden  metal  can  to  gold  transmute.” 
■»»**»*« 

“Ah,  with  the  Grape  my  fading  life  provide, 

And  wash  my  body  whence  the  life  has  died, 
And  lay  me,  shrouded  in  the  living  leaf. 

By  some  not  unfrequented  garden-side _ 

“Then  even  my  buried  ashes  such  a  snare 
Of  vintage  shall  fling  up  into  the  air 
As  not  a  True-believer  passing  by 
But  shall  be  overtaken  unaware.” 

The  rebuke  of  the  drunkenness  with  wdiich 
the  Lord’s  Supper  was  attended,  in  1  Corinth¬ 
ians,  ch.  ii.,  shows  that  the  early  church  had 
imitated  the  bacchanalian  festivals  quite  close¬ 
ly.  Yet  the  ascetic  tendency  had  as  much  as 
it  could  do  to  bring  about  a  reaction,  while  even 
in  the  canonical  books  such  sentences  could  be 


*  Emerson’s  Translations. 


found  as  this,  in  Solomon’s  Song :  “  I  am  come 
into  my  garden,  my  sister,  my  spouse ;  I  have 
gathered  my  myrrh  with  my  spice  ;  I  have 
eaten  my  honey-comb  with  my  honey;  I  have 
drunk  my  wine  with  my  milk :  eat,  O  friends  ; 
drink,  yea,  drink  abundantly,  0  beloved.” 

There  is  a  story  concerning  a  golden  com¬ 
munion  cup  at  Viol,  that  it  was  presented  by  a 
man  in  fulfillment  of  a  vow  made  on  his  escape 
from  some  monsters.  Biding  by  night  from 
Flensburg  he  passed  by  a  barrow  where  the  un¬ 
derground  folk  were  holding  a  festival.  He 
asked  to  be  permitted  a  draught  from  a  large 
golden  beaker  they  handed  around,  which  con¬ 
tained  something  resembling  milk.  They  free¬ 
ly  offered  the  beaker,  with  which  he  made  way, 
having  poured  its  contents  on  the  ground.  He 
escaped  their  pursuit  only  by  reason  of  his 
house-door  being  open,  hut  his  horse’s  tail  was 
half  singed  off  by  the  liquid  which  he  had  dash¬ 
ed  behind  him ;  though  the  story  reads  much 
as  if  this  Norse  Christian  had  not  thrown  all  of 
it  away.  His  dedication  of  the  cup  to  the  com¬ 
munion-table  was  regarded,  no  doubt,  as  secur¬ 
ing  him  from  all  future  trouble  from  the  indig¬ 
nant  dwarfs  ;  and  throughout  the  rural  districts 
of  Germany,  Sweden,  Norway,  and  Denmark, 
no  superstition  is  more  commonly  met  than  that 
which  regards  the  chalice,  or  the  cloth  covering 
it,  or  a  flask  of  the  wine  that  has  been  used  in 
the  communion,  as  a  charm  against  evil  spirits. 
The  superstitions  concerning  wine  in  Germany 
are  very  curious.  Thus  it  is  said  that  the  wine 
of  a  flask  that  has  been  buried  in  an  ant-hill 
from  one  spring  to  another  will  give  a  man  the 
strength  of  a  giant.  In  Austria  it  is  said,  one 
who  puts  a  flask  of  wine  in  the  cellar  or  in  one’s 
room  on  St.  Thomas’s  night  will  see  his  or  her 
future  husband  or  wife.  The  blessing  of  the 
vineyards  by  the  priests  was  once  a  familiar 
ceremony  in  Germany ;  and  in  some  regions  it 
is  even  now  the  custom  to  give  a  private  eucha- 
ristic  service  to  a  household  with  wine  made  by 
it,  a  drop  of  the  wine  so  used  being  afterward 
placed  in  all  the  casks.  This  wine  is  supposed 
to  bring  fruitfulness  and  strength,  and  is  not  to 
be  bewitched. 
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It  was  nothing  but  a  rose  I  gave  her. 
Nothing  but  a  rose 
Any  wind  might  rob  of  half  its  savor. 

Any  wind  that  blows. 

When  she  took  it  from  my  trembling  fingers 
With  a  hand  as  chill — 

Ah,  the  flying  touch  upon  them  lingers. 
Stays,  and  thrills  them  still ! 

Withered,  faded,  pressed  between  the  pages. 
Crumpled  fold  on  fold — 

Once  it  lay  upon  her  breast,  and  ages 
Can  not  make  it  old ! 
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ANTEKOS. 

Bt  the  Authoe  of  “Gut  Livingstone,”  “Swoed  and  Gown,”  “Sans  Meeci,” 
“Beeaking  a  Butteefla’,”  etc. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

“  you  have  condescended  to  come  back  at 

lO  last.  It’s  a  pleasant  surprise,  my  dear. 
You  said  nothing  about  it  in  your  last  letter ; 
and  I  began  to  think  that  you  meant  to  shut  up 
Templestowe,  and  cut  Loamshire  for  this  ivin- 
ter,  at  all  events.  Yes,  you’re  improved — de¬ 
cidedly  improved  ;  though  I  almost  forget  how 
you  looked  when  we  parted.  The  glimpse  I 
got  of  you  in  town  don’t  count,  you  know ;  you 
were  quite  uncomeatablc  there.” 

Thus  Mrs.  Devereux — inter  oscula — on  the 
day  following  the  Atherstones’  retui-n.  The 
style  of  this  impetuous  young  person,  even  in 
writing,  was  scarcely  Johnsonian  ;  and  some  of 
her  composite  words  would  have  made  the  most 
liberal  lexicographer  shudder. 

“You  put  it  in  that  way?”  Lena  answered. 
“Now,  it’s  veiy  odd,  but  I  fancied  myself  neg¬ 
lected  about  that  time,  and  forgave  it,  because 
I  credited  you  with  so  many  engagements.” 

“Engagements!”  the  other  pouted;  “as  if 
provincials,  in  London  for  a  fortnight,  ever  had 
any  that  mattered.  Never  mind,  I  don’t  want 
you  to  apologize ;  you  can’t  always  help  being  a 
great  lady ;  but  at  that  Devorgoil  ball,  for  in¬ 
stance — a  hateful  crush  it  was,  too  ;  I  spoiled 
the  loveliest  dress,  and  hadn’t  a  waltz  worth 
remembering — you  were  always  surrounded  by 
mightinesses.  Now  I  don’t  like  mightinesses, 
and  perhaps  they  don’t  like  me.  Didn’t  you 
see  Lady  Montfort’s  look  of  horrified  curiosity 
when  I  ventured  to  speak  to  you?  I  might 
have  been  Pocahontas,  in  native  costume.  It 
was  something  like  this.” 

The  stony  set  of  the  pretty  mobile  face  was 
irresistible,  and  Lena  laughed  outright. 

“No,  it  escaped  me ;  but  I’ve  good  reason  to 
recognize  it.  I  was  not  always  in  Lady  Mont¬ 
fort’s  good  graces,  and  she  remembered  our 
cousinship  rather  late  in  the  day.  After  all, 
the  season  tired  me  very  much  ;  and,  if  I  look 
better,  it’s  all  owing  to  the  northern  air.  Now 
we’ll  stop  recrimination,  if  you  please,  and  you 
shall  open  your  budget  of  Loamshire  news.” 

“It’s  a  very  little  one,”  Mrs.  Devereux  an¬ 
swered,  meekly.  “There  never  was  such  a 
steady  humdrum  old  county  as  this.  I  believe 
every  body  and  every  thing  is  much  the  same 
as  when  you  left.  Dick’s  nearly  a  stone  heavier, 
I’m  afraid — as  if  a  poor  man,  riding  as  he  does, 
had  any  right  to  get  stout.  You  needn’t  laugh  ; 
it’s  no  joke  to  us,  I  assure  you.  He  half  ruins 
himself  in  horse-flesh  as  it  is.  Some  new 
people,  a  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malcolm,  have  taken 
Erriswell ;  they  will  be  rather  an  acquisition, 
I’ve  heard ;  but  only  the  servants  are  there  as 
yet.  Malise  Walwyn  went  to  Rome  at  Easter, 
you  know,  and  there’s  a  rumor  that  he  will  come 


back  all  shaven  and  shorn ;  and  they  say  that 
Sir  Manners  Mannering  has  taken  to  bullying 
his  wife  instead  of  neglecting  her,  and  that  she 
likes  the  change.  Major  Colville  says  that  if 
these  strikes  go  on  in  the  north,  his  detach¬ 
ment  is  certain  to  be  moved.  Perhaps  it's 
only  pour  se  faire  valoir — that’s  so  like  a  man — 
but  I  shall  be  too  sorry  if  it’s  true ;  he  leads 
me  perfectly,  and  is  so  nice  in  every  way ;  and 
Dick  simply  worships  him.  Poor  Godfrey !” 

There  was  much  meaning  in  the  penitent 
little  sigh,  and  not  a  little  in  Lady  Atherstone’s 
smile. 

“Don’t  be  despondent,”  she  said;  “the 
trades  unions  have  quite  enough  to  answer  for 
without  breaking  up  your  family  circle;  and 
you  needn’t  put  on  mourning  yet  for  the  Lost 
Leader.  So  that’s  all  you  have  to  tell?” 

“  I  think  so.  Stop  a  minute,  though  ;  how 
stupid  I  am  !  Somebody  is  very  much  altered, 
somebody  in  whom  you  ought  to  be  rather  in¬ 
terested,  too.  Can’t  you,  or  won’t  you  guess  ? 
It’s  Arthur  Corbett.” 

Cissy’s  eyes  were  not  her  strong  point — 
“good,  useful  ones,”  she  herself  called  them — 
but  they  were  expressive  enough  just  now,  as 
they  rested  on  her  friend’s  face  ;  however,  be¬ 
yond  a  faint  curiosity,  they  read  nothing  there. 

“  How  altered?”  Lena  asked,  after  a  second’s 
pause.  “I  hope  nothing  has  gone  wrong  in 
Heslingford.” 

“Nothing  in  his  bank  or  in  his  house,  that 
I’m  aware  ot^”  Mrs.  Devereux  answered. 
“Still  he’s  decidedly  changed.  You  remember 
what  oppressively  good  spirits  he  was  always  in, 
and  how  incessantly  his  tongue  rattled  ?  Well, 
he’s  fallen  into  such  an  odd  absent  way,  and 
hardly  does  his  share  of  conversation  ;  and,  to 
my  certain  knowledge,  he  has  declined  at  least 
a  dozen  invitations  in  the  last  four  months. 
He  was  never  a  favorite  of  mine.  I’ve  a  vague 
recollection  of  his  once  having  tried  to  estab¬ 
lish  a  flirtation ;  but  he  was  altogether  too 
‘sweet,’  and  my  tastes  don’t  lie  in  that  line. 
So  I  haven’t  troubled  myself  much  about  his  se¬ 
cret  sorrow.  But  he’s  a  favorite  of  yours,  and 
perhaps  you’ll  be  able  to  explain  the  puzzle.” 

Lena’s  brow  slightly  contracted.  “  I  partic¬ 
ularly  dislike  puzzles,”  she  said,  “I  suppose  be¬ 
cause  I  never  guessed  one ;  and  I  haven’t  the 
smallest  intention  of  seeking  Mr.  Corbett’s  con- 
fldences.  It  will  be  a  great  pity,  though,  if  he 
grows  silent  and  unsociable ;  for  the  conversa¬ 
tional  capabilities  of  Loamshire,  so  far  as  I  can 
judge,  are  rather  limited,  and  any  one  who  can 
make  talk  deserves  to  be  encouraged.  It’s  only 
a  passing  cloud,  I  dare  say,  at  the  w'orst ;  and 
we  shall  soon  see  Mr.  Corbett  as  sweet  and  sun¬ 
ny  as  ever.” 

Mrs.  Devereux  pursed  her  lips  demurely. 
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“We  shall  see,”  she  retorted ;  and  so  changed 
the  subject. 

About  this  same  time  Lord  Atherstone  sat  in 
his  library,  giving  audience  to  divers  depend¬ 
ents,  and  among  those  who  brought  in  their  re¬ 
port  was  the  head  keeper. 

You  may  remember,  in  the  early  part  of  this 
tale,  that  allusion  was  made  to  a  certain  Mary 
Gilbert,  who  died  within  the  year  of  Ralph  Ash- 
leigh’s  departure  for  India.  John  Gilbert  was 
her  brother,  and  the  only  one  of  the  family  left 
surviving.  Born  on  the  estate,  he  had  always 
followed  the  same  occupation,  and  had  filled 
his  present  post  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century. 

A  hard-featured,  beetle-browed  man,  rather 
downcast  of  look,  as  a  rule,  but  whose  bold, 
clear  eyes,  nevertheless,  could  on  occasion  meet 
any  creature’s  gaze  unflinchingly ;  almost  mo¬ 
rose  in  his  great  reserve,  but  never  insolent 
toward  his  superiors,  or  tyrannical  toward  his 
subordinates,  though  he  was  unforgiving  to  a 
fault.  People  at  the  time  said  he  took  his  sis¬ 
ter’s  death  greatly  to  heart ;  and,  if  he  ruled 
his  children  strictly,  none  doubted  that  he  loved 
them  well.  About  his  religion,  too — he  was  a 
rigid  Methodist — there  was  a  gloomy  tinge ; 
and  his  creed  evidently  did  not  forbid  a  pitiless 
using  of  the  arm  of  flesh,  as  the  Heslingford 
poachers  could  witness  ;  altogether,  he  remind¬ 
ed  one  of  the  old  Ironsides,  who,  after  reading 
out  unctiously  a  blessing  on  the  merciful,  would 
go  forth  to  smite  the  malignants  hip  and  thigh. 
As  might  naturally  be  supposed,  he  was  a  favor¬ 
ite  with  none,  unless  it  was  with  his  master ; 
and,  even  here,  the  word  scarcely  expresses 
their  relation.  Lord  Atherstone  assuredly  treat¬ 
ed  the  head  keeper  with  a  consideration  that  he 
showed  to  no  other  retainer ;  for  he  not  only 
allowed  him  to  hold  an  opinion  differing  from 
his  own,  but  occasionally  gave  up  the  point  in 
dispute  ;  yet  he  did  so  with  a  certain  constraint, 
as  if  the  concession  did  not  entirely  spring  from 
a  regard  for  the  other’s  experience  and  profes¬ 
sional  skill;  and,  though  John  Gilbert’s  man¬ 
ner  was  always  perfectly  respectful,  if  you  had 
watched  him  narrowly,  you  would  perhaps  have 
divined  that  a  sense  of  duty,  rather  than  per¬ 
sonal  attachment,  was  at  the  bottom  of  John 
Gilbert’s  proved  fidelity. 

His  report  of  the  game  was  very  satisfactory, 
and  his  accounts  were  passed  without  a  word 
of  comment ;  but  the  keeper’s  countenance  was 
more  overcast  than  usual  this  morning,  and 
when  all  was  done  he  lingered,  as  if  he  had  not 
quite  said  his,  say.  This  did  not  escape  Lord 
Atherstone. 

“You’ve  something  to  tell  me,”  he  said. 

“  You’d  better  make  a  clean  breast  of  it.” 

The  other  hesitated,  shifting  from  foot  to  foot 
uneasily,  and  crushing  his  felt  hat  between  his 
horny  hands. 

“That’s  what  I  mean  to  do,  my  lord,”  he 
said  at  last.  “Only,  as  it’s  altogether  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  my  own,  I  was  loth  to  trouble  you  with  it 
on  such  a  busy  day ;  but  I  daren’t  hold  my  peace. 
I’m  sore  troubled  in  my  mind  about  Phcebe.” 


A  touch  of  the  Loamshire  bur  hung  about 
his  tongue ;  but  the  man’s  language  was  strange¬ 
ly  good  for  his  station,  and  he  spoke  in  a  firm, 
slow  way,  not  slurring  his  words  according  to 
the  fashion  of  the  county. 

“Phffibe  ?”  the  Baron  answered,  after  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  reflection  ;  “that  is  your  second  daugh¬ 
ter,  isn’t  it  ?  The  one  that  went  last  year  to 
her  aunt,  in  Heslingford,  to  learn  dress-making? 
You  ought  to  have  her  home,  if  she’s  ailing ; 
perhaps  the  town  air  don't  suit  her.  I  remem¬ 
ber  she  looked  delicate.” 

The  keeper’s  face  grew  harder  and  his  eyes 
were  still  downcast. 

“  The  air  don’t  suit  her,  for  certain,”  he  said, 
“  and  she’s  at  home  this  month  past ;  but  there’s 
naught  wrong  with  the  lassie’s  health,  beyond 
that  she’s  a  bit  drooping"  like.  We  did  it  for 
the  best,  and  w'hat  is  ordained  is  ordained  ;  but 
I’ve  wished  of  late  that  she  had  been  felled  with 
a  sore  sickness — ay !  if  it  had  gone  nigh  to 
death — the  day  she  went  down  yonder,  so  hap¬ 
py  and  hopeful.” 

The  Baron  knit  his  brows. 

“Speak  out,  Gilbert;  I  can’t  construe  para¬ 
bles.  You  don’t  mean” — then  he  checked  him¬ 
self. 

As  Mrs.  Shafton  remarked,  Ralph  had  more 
delicacy  on  some  points  than  the  world  gave 
him  credit  for. 

The  keeper  drew  his  breath  hard,  and  his 
brown  cheek  flushed  dusky  red. 

“  It’s  a  short  story,  my  lord,  and  not  a  new 
one  either.  It’s  only  that  a  —  gentleman,  I 
reckon  he  calls  himself — has  been  knave  enough 
to  speak  lying  words  to  Phoebe,  and  that  she 
has  been  fool  enough  to  listen,  and  that,  if  God 
had  not  watched  over  the  child,  there  might 
have  happened  shame  as  well  as  sorrow ;  with 
all  her  meek  looks,  she  has  a  wicked,  willful 
spirit  of  her  own  that  will  be  broken,  mayhap, 
before  it  is  tamed.  How  do  I  know  they  were 
lying  words  ?  Because,  for  as  simple  as  I  am, 

I  can  guess  whether  Mr.  Corbett’s  favorite  clerk 
is  like  to  mean  fairly  by  John  Gilbert’s  daughter.  ” 

His  voice  was  somewhat  hoarser,  but  it  was 
neither  raised  nor  quickened ;  and  he  stood  now 
as  still  as  a  statue;  and  yet  the  spirit  working 
within  the  man  was  as  evident  as  if  it  had  rent 
him  like  one  possessed. 

“  I  remember,”  Ralph  said,  contemptuously, 
“a  good-looking,  curled  coxcomb,  aping  his 
master’s  dress  and  manner.  I  shouldn’t  have 
thought  there  was  an  ounce  of  harm  in  him. 
You  wish  me  to  interfere,  of  course ;  but  how  ?” 

“He  wouldn’t  call  it  harm,  I  dare  say,”  the 
other  retorted.  “  Heslingford’s  a  bit  dull  in 
the  summer,  and  the  evenings  are  long,  and  a 
gentleman  must  have  his  amusements ;  and,  if 
he  isn’t  strong  enough  for  cricket,  playing  at 
shuttle-cock  with  an  honest  girl’s  heart  —  he 
found  it  honest,  I’ll  swear — is  pretty  pastime. 
Yes,  I  do  want  your  help,  my  lord.  I  want  Mr. 
Corbett  told — he’ll  listen  to  ^ou— -that  he’d  bet¬ 
ter  work  his  clerks  harder  than  give  them  holi¬ 
days  to  be  spent  as  Mr.  Herbert  Earland  spent 
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his  but  yesterday ;  and  I  want  yon  gay  kestrel 
warned  that  if  he  conies  hanging  about  my 
place,  and  watching  me  off  on  my  rounds,  I’ll 
trap  him,  as  I  do  other  vermin,  and  deal  with 
him  pretty  much  the  same.  I  will— by — ” 

The  oath  did  not  sound  like  a  blasphemy ;  it 
was  clear  that,  even  in  his  strong  passion,  the 
speaker  had  no  thought  of  taking  the  holy  name 
in  vain. 

The  Baron  pulled  his  huge  trailing  mustache, 
as  was  his  wont  when  perplexed  or  annoyed. 

“It  must  be  stopped  somehow,  of  course,” 
he  said;  “but  scarcely  in  that  way.  I  don’t 
approve  of  threats,  nor  would  I  carry  such  a 
message.” 

John  Gilbert’s  downcast  eyes  were  lifted 
now,  and  met  his  master’s  fairly. 

“It’s  no  threat,”  he  said,  with  a  quiet  stern¬ 
ness.  “  I  have  sought  in  much  prayer  for  light 
to  guide  me  in  this  trouble ;  and  I  think  that 
the  light  has  come  at  last.  If  I  have  God’s 
warranty,  man’s  judgment  is  but  a  light  thing. 
Mine’s  a  rough  message,  my  lord,  all  the  same ; 
and  I’d  never  have  asked  you  to  carry  it  if  I 
hadn’t  a  good  right  so  to  do.  You  won’t  dis¬ 
allow  it  either.  I’ll  be  bound  ;  though  my  poor 
sister  has  been  buried  over  thirty  year.  Stop, 
my  lord — ”  The  other  had  risen  to  his  feet 
with  a  great  darkness  on  his  face.  “Don’t 
think  I’m  casting  this  up  in  anger.  If  I’d  ever 
thought  you’d  meant  foul  play,  it  ain’t  likely 
I’d  have  taken  your  wages.  The  little  she  did 
say  was  said  to  me ;  and  she  cleared  3'ou  that 
for ;  but  it  was  not  the  fever  that  killed  her. 
Phcebe  sha’n’t  go  the  same  road,  if  I  can  stop 
it — stop  it — any  how.  I  promised  Mary  the 
very  day  she  died  that  I’d  serve  you  faithful 
during  your  pleasure;  and  that  I’d  never  let 
you  guess  how  much  I  knew,  unless  I  was 
drove  to  it.  I  think  I’ve  kept  that  promise 
true.  I  want  no  thanks ;  I  only  want  you  to 
help  me  here,  in  my  own  way.” 

“No,  I  never  meant  harm,”  Ralph  said, 
gloomily,  “and  I  never  guessed  till  now — 
how  should  I? — that  I  started  in  life  with  a 
death  lying  at  my  door.  After  that,  I  couldn’t 
expect  to  thrive.  But  your  poor  sister  only 
did  me  justice,  or  I  couldn’t  look  you  in  the  face 
now,  John  Gilbert.  Nevertheless,  our  reckon¬ 
ing  won’t  be  settled  While  we  live ;  it’s  none 
the  lighter  for  having  run  on  all  these  years ; 
I’ll  pay  what  I  can  though.  Your  message 
shall  be  delivered,  word  for  word,  before  I 
sleep;  and  yon  shall  have  the  answer  by  this 
time  to-morrow.” 

The  keeper  bent  his  head  rather  assentingly 
than  gratefully,  it  seemed ;  and  so  the  inter¬ 
view  ended. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

“  What’s  good  for  you  to  know  you’ll  be 
told.” 

With  this  formula,  rather  terse  than  polite, 
a  certain  sage  of  my  acquaintance  is  wont  to 
quench  feminine  curiosity,  issuing  from  what¬ 


soever  quarter.  Lady  Atherstone  had  never 
met  with  such  rebuff;  but  she  always  acted  on 
this  principle  notwithstanding;  and,  though 
she  guessed  from  her  husband’s  face,  that  nei¬ 
ther  pleasure  nor  ordinary  business  called  him 
into  Heslingford,  she  let  him  depart  without 
asking  him  a  single  question,  nor  did  she  men¬ 
tion  her  suspicions  to  Mrs.  Devereux. 

,  Ralph  so  rarely  loitered  when  he  was  riding 
alone,  that  even  the  groom,  who  was  used  to 
the  pace,  grumbled  and  wondered,  as  he  led 
the  steaming  cattle  to  and  fro  before  the  bank- 
door. 

“  It  can’t  be  a  money  mess,”  he  ruminated  ; 
“he’s  as  steady  as  old  Time  about  sich  mat¬ 
ters,  I’ll  pound  it ;  though  he  ain’t  such  a  screw 
as  that  there  blessed  son  of  his.  Somethin’ 
wrong  about  the  home-farm,  like  enough.  The 
last  oats  as  come  in  was  a  proper  bad  sample — 
light  as  fluff,  wouldn’t  put  flesh  on  to  a  pig, 
let  alone  ’art  into  an  ’oss.  P’r’aps  the  stew¬ 
ard  ’ll  get  the  sack ;  not  a  bad  job  neither ;  I 
never  could  abear  them  Scotchmen.” 

While  the  retainer  vented  his  discontent  Lord 
Atherstone  had  walked  straight  through  the 
counting-house  into  the  sanctum  beyond,  only 
pausing  to  ascertain  that  the  junior  partner  was 
alone. 

The  greeting  that  passed  was  cordial  enough ; 
but  Ralph,  as  was  his  wont,  came  straight  to 
the  point,  and,  before  touching  on  any  other 
subject,  explained  the  object'of  his  visit.  Mr. 
Corbett  seemed  much  shocked  and  surprised — 
more  so,  perhaps,  than  could  have  been  expect¬ 
ed,  considering  his  somewhat  frivolous  charac¬ 
ter,  and  that  no  harm  had  actually  happened. 

“Would  you — would  you  like  to  speak  to 
Earland  yourself?”  he  stammered. 

The  other  nodded  his  head,  and  a  few  seconds 
later  the  culprit  was  paraded. 

Herbert  Earland  possessed  the  convenient 
kind  of  conscience  which,  however  torpid  in 
presence  of  crime,  always  pricks  at  scent  of 
danger.  He  well  remembered  where  and  how 
his  last  free  afternoon  was  spent,  and  probably 
guessed  that  the  Baron’s  visit  might  bear  some 
relation  thereto,  for,  as  he  entered,  there  was  a 
decided  abatement  in  the  jauntiness  of  his  gait 
— his  very  curls  seemed  suddenly  to  have  lost 
their  crispness,  and  his  ruddy  countenance  was 
almost  wan  ;  neither  were  his  tremors  assuaged 
by  the  brief  glance  he  ventured  to  steal  at  Lord 
Atherstone’s  face  ;  as  for  Mr.  Corbett’s — being 
a  strict  man  of  business,  possibly  some  unlucky 
debtor,  craving  for  indulgence,  may  have  seen 
such  an  expression  there,  but  to  his  favorite 
clerk  it  was  surely  strange. 

“  You  will  listen  to  what  his  lordship  has  to 
say,”  Arthur  began.  “And,  before  he  speaks, 
you  will  understand  that  I  indorse  every  word.” 

His  voice  was  harsh  and  cold,  yet  the  words 
seemed  framed  with  a  certain  effort,  and  he  sat 
evidently  ill  at  ease. 

Ralph’s  discourse  need  not  be  recorded,  for 
you  have  heard  the  substance  of  it  already ; 
but,  if  brief,  it  was  very  much  to  the  purpose. 
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and  John  Gilbert’s  message  was  delivered  faith¬ 
fully. 

“It’s  a  threat,  of  course,”  he  concluded, 
“  and  an  illegal  one  ;  but  I  don’t  think  the  law 
will  help  you  much  when  you’re  in  John  Gil¬ 
bert’s  hands,  nor  cure  you  when  you  come  out 
of  them.  He’ll  keep  his  word,  I  know.  And, 
mark  me,  whatever  happens,  I’U  bear  him  harm¬ 
less,  if  it  can  be  done  by  interest  or  money. 
You  can  set  us  both  at  naught,  if  you  please; 
but — I  don’t  think  you  will,”  and  the  Baron 
smiled  grimly. 

Of  a  truth,  the  demeanor  of  no  creature 
standing  upright  upon  its  feet  could  be  much 
less  defiant  than  was  Herbert  Farland’s.  Being 
neither  devout  nor  deeply  read  in  Scripture,  he 
would  have  subscribed  just  then  to  every  one 
of  the  preacher’s  warnings  against  the  snares 
of  woman’s  beauty,  and  vowed  that,  if  he  ever 
escaped  out  of  this  net,  it  would  be  long  before 
lie  strayed  again  nigh  the  toils. 

The  revulsion  of  feeling  was  very  natural : 
besides  being  a  man  of  peace  by  temper  and  pro¬ 
fession,  he  was  essentially  a  man  of  the  time. 

It  is  no  wonder,  if  there  be  a  certain  calcula¬ 
tion  in  our  courtships,  and  if  a  certain  prudence 
moderates  our  passions,  when — on  this  side  of 
the  Channel,  at  least — no  keener  blade  than  the 
golden  sword  of  justice  overhangs  the  offender  ; 
and,  howsoever  his  purse  may  suffer,  his  person 
is  sure  to  ’scape  scot-free.  And  even  our  loyal 
devotion  must  be  expressed  by  bloodless  sacri¬ 
fices  ;  modern  knights  are  not  less  chivalrous 
at  heart  than 

“Leg  noirs  chevaucheurs,  les  marcheurs  dans  V ombre;" 

but  they  seldom,  very  seldom,  are  enabled  to 
honor  their  lady  at  peril  of  life  or  limb ;  such 
chances  only  befall  the  rude  fisher-carl,  who 
hopes  to  build  a  cottage  for  his  Janet  with  the 
silver  wning  from  the  wild  North  Sea. 

The  tune  of  Seven  Towers  is  far  out  of  date  ; 
if  fair  Yoland  were  to  whisper : 

“  By  my  love  go  there  now, 

To  fetch  me  my  coif  away, 

My  coif  and  my  kirtle,  with  pearls  arow, 
Oliver,  go  to-day!” 

the  gallant  knight  would,  in  all  likelihood,  turn 
away  to  seek  a  less  exacting  mistress  before  the 
lady  had  time  to  relent,  and  her  bravery  might 
lie  till  it  rotted  within  the  haunted  moat. 

But,  if  Herbert  Farland  had  lived  in  those 
days,  it  would  have  needed  no  goblin  or  giant 
or  enchanter  to  turn  him  back — a  misshapen 
dwarf,  truculent  in  aspect,  would  have  served 
the  turn.  So,  on  the  present  occasion,  he 
poured  forth  a  string  of  excuses  and  promises 
of  amendment.  The  former  Lord  Atherstone 
utterly  disregarded,  but  the  latter  he  was  in¬ 
clined  to  believe. 

“I  think  we  may  trust  him,”  he  said,  glanc¬ 
ing  over  at  Corbett. 

“I  think  so,  too,’’  the  other  answered,  vi¬ 
ciously.  “If  he  would  risk  his  bones,  he’ll 
scarcely  risk  his  prospects,  or,  rather,  his  daily 
bread.  I  only  look  over  his  misconduct  be¬ 


cause  his  father  died  in  our  service ;  and  I 
doubt  if  mine  would  be  so  lenient.  But  he 
leaves  at  an  hour’s  notice  if  any  thing  of  the 
sort  happens  again.  You  hear.  Sir” — this  to 
Farland — “you  can  go  back  to  your  work  now. 
If  you  get  into  mischief  for  the  next  year  to 
come,  I’ll  take  care  it’s  not  from  having  too 
much  spare  time  on  your  hands.” 

The  bitterness  was  almost  beyond  that  of 
righteous  anger,  and  it  struck  even  Lord  Ath¬ 
erstone — himself  in  no  indulgent  mood — as 
hardly  proportionate  to  the  occasion. 

“Don’t  worry  yourself  about  all  this,”  he 
said,  good-naturedly,  as  the  door  closed  behind 
the  crest-fallen  criminal.  “I  am  certain  this 
is  all  well  ended;  and  no  fault  could  possibly 
be  charged  on  you.  You’ve  acted  just  as  I 
expected.  Don’t  that  satisfy  you  ?  We  had 
better  change  the  subject.  I’ve  a  good  deal 
to  talk  to  you  about,  and  very  little  time  this 
afternoon.  Will  you  ride  over  to  Temple- 
stowe  to-morrow  ?  We  might  do  some  busi¬ 
ness  after  lunch.” 

“  You — you  are  too  kind,”  Arthur  answered, 
still  with  the  same  strange  nervousness.  “This 
has  upset  me  a  good  deal,  and  I  fear  it  would 
upset  my  father  still  more.  I  think,  with  your 
permission,  in  his  present  state  of  health,  it  had 
better  be  kept  from  his  knowledge ;  we  both 
trusted  Farland  so  implicitly.  I’ll  take  care 
for  the  future  he’s  more  sharply  looked  after. 
To-morrow  ?  I’m  very,  very  busy  just  now ;  if 
the  matters  are  not  pressing,  perhaps  you  would 
excuse  me  till  the  next  day,  or — the  day  after. 
I- — I  hope  Lady  Atherstone  is  quite  well?” 

“Nothing  presses.  Come  whenever  it  suits 
you  best.  I  shall  be  shooting  near  home  all 
the  week,  and  shall  he  easily  found.  Lady 
Atherstone  ?  Thanks — she’s  looking  brilliant¬ 
ly  after  her  autumn  tour ;  but  you  had  better 
judge  of  that  for  yourself.  Mind,  we’re  al¬ 
ways  glad  to  see  you  or  Mrs.  Corbett,  or  both, 
without  any  business  excuse.  She  and  the  chil¬ 
dren  are  fiourishing,  I  trust  ?  That’s  well.  Now 
I’ll  leave  you  to  finish  your  letters ;  I’ve  taken 
1  up  too  much  of  your  time  already.” 

The  ill  plant  that  was  beginning  to  grow  up 
in  the  shadow  of  John  Gilbert’s  roof-tree  was 
cut  down,  root  and  branch,  that  autumn  after¬ 
noon  ;  and  his  biggest  trap  was  never  sprung. 

It  was  some  time  before  the  pretty  Phcebe 
thoroughly  shook  off  the  love  fever ;  but  she 
managed  to  outgrow  both  her  romance  and  her 
delicacy,  and  is  now  as  comely  and  comfortable 
a  yeowoman  as  you  would  wish  to  see.  As  for 
Herbert  Farland — married  and  settled  long  ago 
— Heslingford  holds  no  soberer  burgess.  The 
junior  clerks,  who  tremble  at  his  frown,  never 
dream  that  unruly  passions  could  once  have 
swelled  under  that  stiff"  spotless  shirt-front; 
the  wife  of  his  bosom  boasts  of  his  virtues  to 
her  less  fortunate  fellows  ;  and  if  in  his  walks 
abroad  his  eyes  linger  for  an  instant  on  a  fair¬ 
er  face  or  trimmer  shape  than  common,  it  is 
only  such  a  demure  side-glance  as  may  not 
misbeseem  an  embryo  church-warden. 
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Indeed,  the  episode  would  not  have  been 
worth  mentioning  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
effect  it  produced  on  one  of  the  main  characters 
in  this  story — Arthur  Corbett. 

Whatever  caused  his  disquietude,  it  did  not 
cease  with  Lord  Atherstone’s  departure.  Eor 
many  minutes  after  he  was  left  alone  he  sat 
gnawing  his  lips  and  drawing  shapeless  figures 
on  the  letter-paper  before  him.  Watching  him 
then,  you  would  have  agreed  with  Mrs.  Deve- 
reux  that  the  banker  was  decidedly  changed. 
Last  year  it  would  have  been  hard  to  fancy  the 
smooth  white  forehead  furrowed,  or  the  gay 
blue  eyes  clouded ;  yet  such  signs  of  unrest 
were  there  unmistakably  now,  and  not  for  the 
first  time. 

Arthur  Corbett’s  trouble  was  no  w'orse  than 
has  befallen  tens  of  thousands,  better  and  stron¬ 
ger  and  wiser  than  he,  causing  them  to  shrink 
back  as  if  they  had  come  unawares  on  a  raven¬ 
ing  beast  couched  by  their  pathway — the  con¬ 
sciousness  of  a  guilty  passion  growing  up  within 
them,  and  waxing  day  by  day  more  masterful — 
the  opening  of  a  book  that,  howsoever  alluring 
may  be  its  first  pages,  must  needs  end  with  lam¬ 
entations  and  mourning  and  woe. 

The  man’s  character  was  full  of  frailties  and 
failings ;  but  he  had  never  thus  far  knowdngly 
harmed  or  meant  harm  to  any  fellow-creature. 
He  had  been  careless  and  remiss,  perhaps,  in 
his  family  duties ;  but,  till  within  the  last  few 
months,  there  had  not  been  a  thought  in  his  heart 
at  which  his  own  true  wife  might  not  have  smiled 
indulgently ;  and,  if  in  his  frivolous  philander- 
ings  there  was  much  to  despise,  there  was  no¬ 
thing  gravely  to  arraign.  It  was  otherwise 
with  him  now.  He  felt  that  he  was  pursuing, 
in  thought,  at  least,  not  a  delicate  stingless  May¬ 
fly,  hut  a  strange  lovely  creature,  in  whose  light¬ 
est  touch,  for  ought  he  knew,  there  might  be 
poison.  As  he  looked  within  there  came  upon 
him  a  great  fear,  as  well  as  great  shame. 

He  had  not  been  very  strictly  brought  up ; 
but  from  youth  upward  he  had  been  taught  that 
respect  was  due  to  human  opinion  as  well  as  to 
divine  law ;  and  the  idea  of  scandal  had  been 
almost  as  contrary  to  his  creed  as  that  of  crime  ; 
besides,  he  was  neither  morally  nor  physically 
brave ;  and  out  of  the  back-ground  of  the  peril¬ 
ously  beautiful  picture  on  which  he  had  allow¬ 
ed  his  mind’s  eyes  to  feast  for  months  past 
there  looked  out  a  stern  face  and  menacing 
eyes,  warning  him  to  come  no  nigher ;  more¬ 
over,  the  sense  of  honor  and  equity  still  abiding 
within  him  made  him  loathe  his  late  hypocrisy. 
What  right  had  he  to  judge  his  unlucky  de¬ 
pendent  so  harshly,  when,  if  the  thoughts  of 
both  had  been  laid  bare,  he  ought  to  have  stood 
side  by  side  with  the  criminal  ? 

Do  you  understand  now  why  Arthur  Corbett 
was  so  changed  ?  And  do  you  need  to  be  told 
that  the  cause  was  Lena  Atherstone  ? 

At  length  the  banker  broke  from  his  reverie, 
and  flung  away  the  pen  with  which  he  had  been 
toying,  muttering  a  few  words  half  aloud. 

“Looking  brilliantly!  I  don’t  doubt  it; 


but  I  won’t  go  over  to-morrow,  nor  the  next 
day.  I  won’t,  by — ” 

Then  he  betook  himself  to  work  again,  with 
a  great  effort,  yet  somewhat  fortified  by  the 
cordial  of  this  virtuous  resolve. 

Indeed,  the  morrow  was  a  busy  day  in  Hes- 
lingford ;  yet  surely  it  was  either  an  idle  or  ir¬ 
resolute  man  that,  a  little  after  noon,  rode  slowly 
through -the  shadows  of  the  huge  elms  lining  the 
avenue  of  Templestowe. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

In  all  counties  there  are  certain  houses  that 
seem  fated  to  shelter  strangers  rather  than  their 
owners.  Erriswell  was  one  of  these.  Extrav¬ 
agance  and  unlucky  speculations  had  made  the 
late  squire  an  exile  while  yet  in  his  prime ;  and 
during  his  twenty  years  of  wandering  through 
cheap  Continental  watering-places,  though  he 
was  apt  enough  to  boast  or  maunder — for  his 
tone  varied  according  to  his  company  or  the 
state  of  his  spirits — about  his  ancestral  acres,  he 
had  not  visited  them  thrice.  The  sickly  youth, 
sole  representative  now  of  the  Hornes  of  Erris¬ 
well,  whose  health  required  almost  as  much 
nursing  as  his  property,  had  never  yet  set  eyes 
upon  his  home ;  nor  was  it  likely,  even  when 
his  minority  should  have  expired,  that  he  would 
be  overeager  to  establish  himself  there.  There 
was  no  difficulty  in  letting  the  Hall ;  the  adver¬ 
tisements  described  it  correctly  enough,  as  a 
comfortable  residence,  suited  in  all  respects  to 
the  requirements  of  a  moderate  family.  And 
changes  of  occupancy  had  not  divested  it  of  a 
certain  old-fashioned  air  of  dignity.  It  was  just 
the  place  to  tempt  a  bureaucrat,  desirous  of  mak¬ 
ing  experiment  of  country  life  before  investing 
permanently  in  land.  Of  this  class,  indeed, 
had  been,  almost  invariably,  the  tenants  of 
Erriswell ;  and,  at  first  sight,  it  seemed  strange 
that  none  should  have  chosen  to  abide  there 
beyond  the  three  or  five  years  for  which  their 
lease  was  signed  ;  but,  in  reality,  this  was  eas¬ 
ily  accounted  for.  No  stranger  properly  intro¬ 
duced  had  cause  to  complain  of  Loamshire 
hospitality  ;  but  the  county  folk,  as  a  rule,  were 
full  against  the  “squatters,”  and  declined  to  ac¬ 
cept  mere  length  of  purse  as  qualification  for 
residence  in  the  midst  of  them ;  so  the  mer¬ 
chant,  manufacturer,  or  contractor,  after  a  few 
futile  attempts  to  be  sociable,  naturally  waxed 
sullen ;  and  when  his  term  had  expired,  if  not 
sooner,  departed  grumbling,  to  make  for  him¬ 
self  a  home  among  a  less  stiff-necked  and  gain¬ 
saying  people. 

However,  with  these  Malcolms,  of  whom  men¬ 
tion  was  lately  made,  the  case  was  widely  dif¬ 
ferent.  There  was  no  mystery  about  the  hus¬ 
band’s  antecedents  ;  like  many  other  cadets  of 
old  Scots  families,  he  had  received  his  modest 
portion  early  in  life,  and  had  sought  fortune  be¬ 
yond  the  seas,  with  a  dogged  resolution  as  to 
the  end,  and  an  utter  indifference  as  to  ways 
and  means,  provided  only  they  were  honest ; 
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like  his  forebears,  who  sold  their  swords  to 
the  highest  bidder,  provided  only  he  worshiped 
not  Mahound.  He  started  as  a  sheep-farmer ; 
but  by  flocks  and  herds  alone  Kobert  Malcolm 
would  never  have  waxed  wealthy  so  fast.  He 
had  a  shrewd  wit,  backed  by  iron  nerve,  in 
business  matters,  and  was  one  of  those  “who,” 
according  to  his  country’s  proverb,  “are  bound 
either  to  make  a  spoon  or  spoil  the  horn.”  The 
future  of  the  great  colony,  with  which  he  had 
cast  in  his  lot,  was  scarcely  then  developed. 
The  air  was  alive,  no  doubt,  with  promises  of 
wealth ;  but  to  some,  if  not  most  of  these,  it 
was  ruin  to  give  ear;  and  though  in  the  very 
dust  of  the  streets  there  was  sparkle  of  gold,  or 
what  looked  like  gold,  it  needed  a  practiced  as- 
sayer  to  discern  betw'een*the  false  metal  and  the 
true.  Malcolm  was  equal — more  than  equal — 
to  the  occasion.  When  he  first  spoke  of  in¬ 
vesting  all  the  savings  of  four  lucky  years  in  the 
purchase  of  some  building-lots  near  a  town  then 
in  its  infancy,  there  was  a  stormy  scene  between 
himself  and  his  partner — also  a  Scotchman,  by- 
the-by — and  the  latter  preferred  buying  his  mate 
out  to  tempting  Providence  further  in  such  rash 
company;  but  douce  David  Anderson  did  not 
plume  himself  quite  so  much  on  his  prudence  a 
twelvemonth  later,  when  he  heard  that  the  said 
lots  had  been  resold  at  a  profit  almost  fabulous 
in  those  days ;  and  though  his  own  sheep-shear¬ 
ing  turned  out  well,  he  looked  at  the  piles  of 
fleeces  with  rather  a  jaundiced  eye.  This  was 
the  foundation-stone  of  Eobert  Malcolm’s  for¬ 
tune  ;  and  though  the  edifice  built  thereon  did 
not  spring  up  like  a  magician’s  palace,  not  many 
years  passed  before  it  was  deep,  high,  and  broad 
enough  to  shelter  any  man,  not  overweening  in 
his  desires,  luxuriously  for  the  remainder  of  his 
days.  When  Malcolm  thoroughly  realized  this 
he  acted,  as  was  his  wont,  decisively,  yet  delib¬ 
erately  withal ;  he  did  not  attempt  to  cut  the 
ties  binding  him  there  at  one  sweep ;  but  sev¬ 
ered  them  carefully,  stram  by  stram,  gaining 
rather  than  losing  in  each  transfer  of  securities ; 
3-et  the  business  was  done  so  effectually  that  he 
sailed  for  England  without  an  interest  in  the 
colony  beyond  grateful  memories. 

So  much  for  the  husband.  Of  the  wife  little 
or  nothing  was  known,  except  that  her  maiden 
name  was  Forrester,  and  that  Malcolm  had 
married  her,  after  a  month’s  courtship,  at  Flor¬ 
ence,  where  her  mother,  a  widow,  had  for  some 
time  resided. 

Such  as  they  w'ere,  Loarashire  was  prepared  to 
receive  the  new-comers  with  no  small  kindness. 

In  those  days  many  people’s  ideas  of  Aus¬ 
tralia  were  connected  chiefly  with  vast  sheep- 
farms  and  virgin  forests,  and  there  was  a  fine, 
healthy,  patriarchal  smack  about  money  earned 
by  the  axe,  the  crook,  or  the  plow,  very  different 
from  the  taint  of  devil’s  dust,  or  the  grime  of 
the  coal-pit ;  moreover,  Mr.  Malcolm  had  left  a 
favorable  impression  on  those  who  had  met  him 
in  Heslingford,  coming  to  and  from  Erriswell. 

“A  real  good  sort,”  said  Swinton  Swarbrick, 

“  with  no  d — d  nonsense  about  him.  We  shall 


find  no  more  three-legged  ones  in  those  cov¬ 
erts.” 

And  this  was  only  the  voxpopuU  rather  forci¬ 
bly  expressed. 

On  a  warm  October  afternoon  Lady  Ather- 
stone  and  Mrs.  Devereux  paid  their  first  visit 
to  the  Malcolms.  The  place  was  looking  its 
best  just  then,  for  the  glory  of  autumn  was  on 
i  the  fine  timber  still  standing  in  the  park,  and 
evidently  not  only  the  house,  but  all  its  be¬ 
longings,  had  been  recently  set  in  order,  though 
the  sound  of  hammer  and  trowel,  and  workmen 
;  clustered  here  and  there,  showed  that  the  stable 
improvements,  at  least,  were  not  complete. 

Mrs.  Malcolm  was  alone  in  her  morning-room 
when  the  visitors  were  announced. 

A  small,  slight  woman,  with  no  pretensions 
to  heauty,  yet  with  a  certain  attraction  in  her 
delicate  face,  gentle  manner,  and  pleasant  voice. 

They  were  perfect  strangers  ;  nevertheless, 
it  seemed  to  Lena  as  if  she  had  seen  that  face 
before  in  a  dream,  and  some  of  the  cadences 
of  the  voice  seemed  familiar  to  her  ears ;  just 
so  a  few  chords  in  a  melody,  otherwise  fresh 
and  original,  remind  us  of  a  long-forgotten  tune. 

There  was  little  fear  of  converse  languishing 
with  Cissy  Devereux  to  the  fore ;  and  for  half 
an  hour  or  so  the  cross  -  fire  of  conventional 
question  and  reply  went  on  apace,  though  it 
was  not  without  a  little  bitterness  that  Lena 
listened  to  Mrs.  Malcolm’s  grateful  acknowledg¬ 
ments  of  the  welcome  she  had  met  in  Loam- 
shire.  The  road  to  Erriswell,  it  seemed,  was 
much  easier  to  find  and  smoother  to  travel  than 
that  which  led  to  Templestowe. 

“  I  can’t  imagine  where  my  husband  is,”  the 
hostess  said,  at  last.  “I’m  sure  he  can  not  be 
very  far  off,  for  he  was  to  drive  me  out  later  in 
the  afternoon.  He  would  he  so  very  sorry  to 
miss  you,  for  he  has  already  had  the  pleasure 
of  making  Lord  Atherstone’s  and  Captain  Dev- 
ereux’s  acquaintance.  ” 

While  the  words  were  on  her  lips  the  door 
opened,  and  Eobert  Malcolm  came  in. 

There  was  nothing  colonial,  or  even  pro¬ 
vincial,  in  his  exterior;  his  crisp,  light  beard 
was  carefully  trimmed,  and  his  hale  cheeks 
W'ere  not  so  deeply  bronzed  as  are  many  that 
have  endured  no  fiercer  sun  than  that  which 
strikes  on  Highland  corrie  or  Noiwvegian  feld. 
Only  after  looking  attentively  at  his  broad, 
massive  forehead,  square  jaw,  and  keen,  pow¬ 
erful  ej'es,  would  you  divine  that  this  man 
“  Was  not  bom  for  luxury, 

For  pleasure,  nor  for  rest 

and  that  he  must  needs  have  w'orked  hard 
with  hand  or  brain,  or  both,  in  his  time.  Nei¬ 
ther  in  his  manner  was  there  a  tinge  of  the  shy¬ 
ness  or  hrusquerie  that  speak  of  long  sojourn  on 
the  outer  verge  of  civilization ;  his  demeanor 
W'as  perfectly  unaffected,  but  perhaps  rather 
more  polished  than  that  of  the  average  of  coun¬ 
try  squires ;  and  there  was  something  very  win¬ 
ning  in  his  frank,  cheery  way  of  putting  aside 
Lena’s  apology  for  her  husband’s  absence. 

“It’s  entirely  my  own  fault,  if  there  is  any 
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fault,  ”  he  said.  “  Lord  Atherstone  spoke  very 
kindly  about  it  when  I  met  him  in  Hesling- 
ford ;  but  I  beg  to  he  allowed  to  take  the  will 
for  the  deed.  Ceremonies  are  capital  things 
in  their  place,  but  few  men  could  afford  to 
waste  a  whole  October  day,  with  blue  skies 
overhead  and  thick  turnips  imderfoot.  We 
settled  it  quite  amicably,  I  assure  you ;  and  I 
hope  to  improve  our  acquaintance  next  week, 
shooting  at  Templestowe.” 

“I’m  afraid  my  husband  hadn’t  the  grace 
to  excuse  himself,”  Mrs.  Devereux  struck  in. 
“His  is  the  most  hopeless  case.  I  used  to 
worry  him  into  making  a  round  of  calls  with 
me  twice  a  year;  but  I’ve  given  that  up  long 
ago.  He  used  to  fidget  and  look  at  the  clock 
till  he  made  me  feel  guilty,  too ;  and  his  scru¬ 
ples  about  ‘keeping  the  horses  in  the  cold’ 
couldn’t  have  deceived  a  child.  But  he’s  quite 
enthusiastic  about  you  since  he  heard  that  you 
meant  to  preserve  foxes.  I  hope  that  rumor 
is  true.” 

“  Quite  true,”  Mr.  Malcolm  returned.  “  I 
want  to  improve  the  shooting  here  ;  hut  hunt¬ 
ing  is  first  in  my  affections ;  indeed,  I’ve  had 
much  more  practice  in  saddle  than  with  gun. 
The  only  alterations  I’ve  made  are  in  the 
stables  ;  otherwise  I  found  this  place  nearly 
perfect.  I  only  hope  it  will  not  prove  too  cold 
for  my  wife ;  she’s  far  from  strong.” 

Mrs.  Malcolm  laughed  musically.  “  He  would 
make  a  tropical  plant  of  me,  if  I  would  let  him,” 
she  said  ;  “but  I’m  really  much  stronger  than 
I  look,  and  not  in  the  least  an  invalid.  Be¬ 
sides,  I’m  certain  Erriswell  must  be  healthy. 
Isn’t  that  its  character.  Lady  Atherstone  ?” 

“I  believe  so,”  Lena  answered;  “but  I’m 
almost  a  stranger  in  Loamshire  myself,  you 
know.  How  thoroughly  comfortable  you  have 
made  the  house  look  already !  You  must  have 
quite  a  talent  for  arrangement.” 

“Robin  has,  I  believe,”  Mrs.  Malcolm  re¬ 
turned;  “hut  I’m  not  often  consulted,  and. 
have  only  to  approve  of  what  is  done.  The 
pictures  are  a  great  trouble  to  us  both.  We’ve 
only  ventured  to  hang  just  a  few  of  our  own,  you 
see ;  the  walls  were  so  very  hare ;  and  proba¬ 
bly  these  will  all  have  to  he  altered.  That’s 
the  worst  of  connoisseurs ;  if  their  opinion  is 
worth  having,  they’re  so  terribly  tyrannical ; 
and  my  cousin  is  no  exception  to  the  rule. 
Have  you  ever  met  Caryl  Glynne  ?” 

Perhaps  those  vague  memories,  awaked  with¬ 
in  the  last  hour,  may  have  unconsciously  pre¬ 
pared  Lena  for  the  home-thrust ;  and  that  there 
was  no  malice  in  the  dealing  of  it  was  plain ; 
nevertheless,  even  to  such  as  hold  with  me, 
that  on  this  earth  of  ours  there  breathes  no 
creature  so  brave  as  a  thorough-bred  woman, 
her  composure  might  have  seemed  marvelous. 

Mrs,  Devereux  had  accompanied  her  host  to 
the  window  just  then,  to  give  her  opinion  on 
some  improvements  in  the  flower-garden  ;  hut 
those  “useful  eyes”  of  hers  would  have  de¬ 
tected  no  change  in  Lady  Atherstone’s  face, 
unless  it  were  the  slightest  possible  hardening. 


“I  used  to  meet  Mr.  Glynne  very  often  at 
one  time,”  she  said,  slowly;  “ but  very  seldom 
of  late  years.  Do  you  expect  him  here  ?  I 
fancied  he  was  still  traveling.” 

“He’s  on  his  way  home,”  the  other  answered, 
“and  I  hope  his  first  visit  in  England  will  be 
here ;  he  would  be  such  a  help  to  us  just  now, 
for  his  taste  is  simply  perfect ;  he  chose  all 
the  pictures  that  we  bought  in  Italy.  Yes,  we 
miss  Caryl  dreadfully;  don’t  we  Robin?” 

Of  what  was  said  and  done  during  the  next 
few  minutes  Lady  Atherstone  retained  no  dis-  . 
tinct  idea.  She  knew  that  Mr.  Malcolm  had 
turned  from  the  window,  answering  something 
with  a  laugh,  and  that  Cissy  Devereux  had 
taken  up  the  thread  of  conversation  again ;  but 
she  could  remember  thh  words  of  neither.  When 
her  senses,  so  to  speak,  returned,  she  caught 
herself  perusing  the  pale  delicate  face  be¬ 
fore  her  with  an  earnestness  of  which  she  was 
ashamed,  and  tracing  a  resemblance  there,  line 
by  line.  To  any  other  eyes,  perhaps,  only  the 
faintest  family  likeness  would  have  been  appar¬ 
ent  ;  hut  to  Lena’s,  the  curvature  of  the  brows, 
and  the  shape  of  the  mouth,  to  say  nothing  of 
other  features,  seemed  almost  identical;  and 
she  wondered  how  this  could  have  escaped  her 
for  an  instant.  With  the  dawn  of  recognition 
came  a  deepening  shadow  of  danger,  till  she 
could  have  cried  out  in  her  heart,  like  the  doom¬ 
ed  king  of  Israel,  “Hast  thou  found  me,  O 
mine  enemy?”  Could  friendship,  pure  and 
simple,  ever  subsist  between  herself  and  Caryl 
Glynne  ?  When  they  parted  she  had  believed 
it  possible ;  and  to  this  belief,  whenever  her 
thoughts  wandered  that  way,  she  had  striven 
hard  ever  since  to  cling  ;  and  now  the  conviction 
broke  upon  her  that  all  those  fair  promises  were 
a  delusion,  if  not  a  snare,  and  that  she  had  more 
cause  than  ever  to  wish  him  far  away.  To  a 
proud  woman  like  Lena  the  bitterness  of  self¬ 
contempt  was  sufficient  torture,  and,  for  a  brief 
space,  a  fiiintness  overcame  her,  like  that  of 
sharp  physical  pain ;  this  lasted  a  few  seconds 
only.  However  she  had  miscalculated  her 
strength,  she  was  not  weak  enough  to  dream 
of  submitting  tamely ;  and  the  struggle  was  yet 
distant,  if  struggle  there  must  be.  But  one 
thing  she  could  not  do — that  was  to  sit  there 
bandying  conventionalities  with  the  innocent 
cause  of  her  trouble ;  besi  des,the  very  atmosphere 
of  the  room  seemed  suddenly  to  have  grown  hot 
and  heavy,  and  she  felt  a  nervous  craving  for 
fresh  air.  In  truth,  they  had  already  exceeded 
the  usual  limits  of  a  first  call ;  and  Mrs.  Deve¬ 
reux,  who  would  willingly  have  tarried  somewhat 
longer — she  had  imagined  a  tour  of  the  stables 
and  gardens  under  escort  of  her  host — could 
not  demur  when  Lady  Atherstone  rose  to  de¬ 
part.  Still  mechanically,  but  without  making 
one  mistake,  Lena  got  through  the  needful  kind 
and  courteous  speeches  ;  but  when  she  was  fair¬ 
ly  in  her  carriage  the  inevitable  reaction  pos¬ 
sessed  her,  and  she  leaned  back,  with  eyes 
half  closed,  scarcely  hearing — certainly  not  un¬ 
derstanding — her  companions  chatter,  who  was 
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voluble  beyond  her  wont,  in  praise  of  tbeir  new 
acquaintance. 

Suddenly  Mrs.  Devereux  checked  herself. 

“My  dear,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  I 
don’t  believe  you’ve  heard  one  word  of  what 
I’ve  been  saying ;  and  I  never  saw  you  look  so 
white.” 

Lady  Atherstone  half  raised  her  heavy  eye¬ 
lids,  and  dropped  thojn  again  as  if  the  light 
pained  her. 

“There’s  not  much  the  matter,”  she  said, 
wearily ;  ‘  ‘  only  talking  always  tires  me  to  death, 
with  such  a  headache  as  has  been  coming  on  for 
the  last  half  hour.  Otherwise  I  would  have  staid 
longer,  for  I  saw  you  were  amused  ;  and  I  quite 
agree  with  you  about  these  Malcolms.  I  shall 
soon  be  better,  if  I  keep  quite,  quite  quiet.” 

Were  headaches  known  in  the  Age  of  Gold  ; 
or,  when  the  millennium  shall  prevail,  will  they 
cease  to  be?  Certain  it  is,  that  in  any  state 
where  there  are  secrets  to  conceal  or  pangs  to 
dissemble,  this  convenient  malady  could  no 
more  be  dispensed  with  than  the  most  nec¬ 
essary  article  of  attire.  How  could  society 
possibly  go  on  without  the  trite  but  inexhaust¬ 
ible  excuse  that — better  than  any  soft  answer — 
turns  away  wrath,  and,  for  a  while,  at  least, 
closes  the  mouth  of  the  accuser,  so  that  the  ac¬ 
cused,  whether  innocent  or  guilty,  have  time 
to  breathe  and  brace  themselves  for  the  ques¬ 
tion,  if  it  must  needs  ensue  ?  There  are  peo¬ 
ple,  I  believe,  who  discourse  quite  eloquently 
on  the  advantages  of  gout ;  surely  as  many 
could  be  found  ready  to  cry  Vive  la  migraine  ! 

Lady  Atherstone  was  outwardly  almost  her¬ 
self  again  before  she  reached  home;  but  her 
“headache”  did  not  pass  away  so  quickly :  in¬ 
deed  it  kept  her  rather  silent  throughout  the 
evening,  and  wakeful  through  most  of  the 
watches  of  the  night;  and  when  she  slept  at 
last  she  woke  with  a  start,  fancying  that  some 
one  had  whispered  close  in  her  ear,  “We  miss 
him  dreadfully.” 

“  We  miss  him — ”  Well,  blood  is  thicker 
than  water,  and,  with  all  his  faults,  there  was 
no  reason  why  his  own  kindred  should  not  re¬ 
gret  the  absence,  or  wish  for  the  presence  of 
Caryl  Glynne ;  but  was  it  fitting  that  such 
words  should  find  an  echo  in  the  heart — ay ! 
and  once  almost  issue  from  the  lips — of  the  wo¬ 
man  wlio,  not  a  year  ago,  had  promised  loyalty 
at  least,  when  Ralph  Atherstone  rendered  to  her 
keeping  his  happiness  and  honor  ? 
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HE  red  maples  glowed  on  the  hill-side,  the 
golden  and  russet  oaks  waved  their  glis¬ 
tening  leaves  in  the  valley,  and  the  light  breeze 
from  the  northward  came  over  the  purple  hills 
and  stirred  the  hazy  atmosphere  of  the  Indian 
summer.  The  houses  of  the  little  hamlet  were 
clustered  together  near  the  river,  and  away  on 
every  side  stretched  the  broad  fields,  resting 
from  their  labors  after  the  abundant  harvest, 
each  clod  of  earth  basking  in  the  red  sunshine, 


and  warm  to  the  touch  with  heat  and  life.  In 
the  woods  the  squirrels  ran  gayly  from  tree  to 
tree,  and  the  leaves  dropped  silently  all  day 
long,  until  the  ground  was  tinted  gorgeously, 
and  the  air  filled  with  the  expiring  fragrance 
of  summer’s  last  breath.  The  purple  grapes 
glowed  in  the  vineyards,  and  their  massive 
bunches  full  of  merry  juices  were  carefully 
gathered  by  old  olive-skinned  Erenchmen  who 
had  passed  their  youth  on  the  banks  of  the 
Garonne,  while  the  orchards  also  were  gay  with 
life,  and  the  old  red  cider-mill  poured  forth  its 
foaming  nectar,  and  groups  of  little  boys  sought 
each  his  straw  wherewith  to  taste  and  enter 
Paradise. 

Katherine  Van  Schoonoven  sat  on  the  river 
bank  idly  weaving  an  autumn  wreath,  while 
her  friend,  Laura  Parker,  read  aloud  from  a 
volume  of  Wordsworth.  Dear  little  Laura 
was  a  good  girl,  and  loved  Wordsworth  with  an 
affection  inherited  from  a  fair  faded  aunt  of  the 
past  generation;  hut  Katherine  Van  Schoon¬ 
oven,  a  woman  of  the  world,  with  shai-p  ex¬ 
periences  of  the  intense  reality  of  life,  scorned 
the  shadowy  lake  poet,  and,  suddenly  taking 
the  volume  from  the  placid  reader,  she  threw  it 
into  the  glittering  river,  and  crowned  the  as¬ 
tonished  head  before  her  with  the  maple  wreath 
as  she  said,  “Let  the  damp,  unfeeling  old  cur¬ 
mudgeon  go,  Laura — water  is  his  native  ele¬ 
ment,  for  he  is  as  cold-blooded  as  a  fish.  Idle 
dreamers  were  the  lake  poets  all,  reclining  on 
the  hill-sides  half  asleep  through  the  lost  days, 
and  meeting,  half  awake,  to  discuss  infinitesi¬ 
mal  shades  of  word-meaning  in  clouds  of  smoke 
through  the  wasted  nights.  Lotus-eaters,  from 
whose  tender  mercies  may  we  both  be  deliv¬ 
ered  !” 

“But,  Katherine,  that  was  my  aunt  Wini¬ 
fred’s  beautiful  edition.” 

“I  will  replace  it  with  a  Robert  Browning 
full  of  strong  wood-cuts,  liebchen,  and  you  will 
forget  those  prim  steel  engravings  of  nonde¬ 
script  scenery.  But  come,  father  will  be  wait¬ 
ing  for  us,  and  it  is  quite  time  for  you  to  start ; 
remember  not  to  betray  to  any  one  the  place  of 
my  retreat.” 

“I  am  afraid  you  will  be  lonely,  Katherine.” 

“Oh  no,  for  I  am  going  to  make  the  ac¬ 
quaintance  of  myself,  a  personage  very  little 
known  to  me.  There  are  the  horses  drawn  up 
at  the  door,  and  father  beckoning  to  us.  Good- 
by  ;  I  shall  come  home  just  a  week  from  to¬ 
day.” 

The  light  carriage  soon  disappeared  down 
the  curving  road,  and  Katherine  stood  alone  on 
the  piazza,  gazing  over  the  glowing  valley. 
The  little  Erench  community  that  owned  the 
broad  fields  and  surrounding  hill-sides  was  in¬ 
debted  to  Judge  Van  Schoonoven  for  valuable 
legal  aid  in  some  early  lawsuit,  and  therefore 
himself  and  family  were  always  welcome  guests 
at  the  quaint  little  hotel,  “L’Oiseau  Bleu,” 
where  a  brilliant  blue-bird  was  swinging  on  the 
sign,  and  embroidered  in  bold  relief  on  the 
snowy  nnen.  Ear  from  the  noisy  railroads. 
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and  lying  isolated  in  the  centre  of  its  own  broad 
acres,  La  Beolle  was  seldom  visited  by  stran¬ 
gers  from  the  outside  world  at  any  time,  and 
at  that  late  season,  so  beautiful  but  so  gener¬ 
ally  neglected  by  travelers,  Katherine  Van 
Schoonoven  looked  forward  to  six  idle  days  in 
the  undisturbed  company  of  her  own  thoughts. 
As  twilight  came  on  she  sought  the  slow  mov¬ 
ing  river,  where,  seated  on  the  moss-grown 
dyke,  she  watched  the  rich  colors  fade  slowly 
over  the  hill-tops,  and  the  white  mist  rise  silent¬ 
ly  from  the  valley  like  the  wraith  of  Kiihle- 
born.  She  thought  of  her  past  life,  so  full  of 
painful  memories — of  the  years  wasted  in  frivo¬ 
lous  gayety — the  unfailing  round  of  summer  in¬ 
dolence  and  winter  dissipation,  without  a  useful 
deed  to  break  the  idle  monotony  of  her  actions, 
or  a  solitary  earnest  impulse  to  gild  the  chaos 
of  her  thoughts.  The  ten  long  years  since  her 
school-days  had  brought  only  disappointment 
and  bitterness,  while  the  pure  white  record  of 
eighteen  summers  was  shaded  by  the  worldli¬ 
ness,  the  heartlessness,  and  the  skepticism  of 
twenty-eight.  But  it  was  too  late  for  change 
then — the  iron  weight  of  habit  could  not  be 
broken,  and,  after  a  few  breaths  of  country  air, 
she  must  return  to  her  voluntary  bondage  in 
the  great  city. 

As  she  mused  thus  over  the  visions  of  the 
past  the  distant  song  of  the  grape-gatherers  re¬ 
turning  from  the  vineyards  came  faintly  to  her 
ears,  and  reminded  her  that  night  was  approach¬ 
ing,  and  that  L’Oiseau  Bleu  would  soon  betake 
itself  to  rest ;  as  she  entered  the  vine-covered 
porch  she  observed  a  crowd  of  villagers  gath¬ 
ered  in  the  hall  around  two  strangers,  one  of 
whom  was  addressing  them  in  French,  with  a 
clear  tone  and  cultivated  accent  which  charmed 
his  foreign  audience ;  and  at  the  little  supper- 
table,  later  in  the  evening,  much  to  her  sur¬ 
prise  and  annoyance,  she  found  the  two  gentle¬ 
men  composedly  enjoying  the  rolls,  cream,  and 
cafe  noir,  and  glancing  at  her  with  evident  curi¬ 
osity  as  she  entered  the  room.  Never  before 
had  Miss  Van  Schoonoven  encountered  intrud¬ 
ers  in  her  favorite  valley  at  this  late  season, 
and  with  haughty  dignity  she  maintained  a  pro¬ 
found  silence,  while  the  new-comers  conversed 
freely  together  concerning  La  Beolle  and  its 
peculiarities,  unrestrained  by  the  presence  of 
black-eyed  Therezon,  who,  ignorant  of  a  word 
of  English,  waited  smilingly  upon  her  infre¬ 
quent  guests.  Katherine  soon  discovered  that 
the  mission  of  the  strangers  was  political,  and 
that  the  elder  gentleman  was  the  member  of 
Congress  for  the  district,  now  for  the  first 
time  visiting  his  French  constituents,  while  the 
younger  person  accompanied  him  as  inter¬ 
preter. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  meal  the  white- 
haired  Congressman  addressed  a  direct  ques¬ 
tion  to  Miss  Van  Schoonoven  concerning  the 
distance  to  the  next  village,  and  as  she,  for  the 
first  time,  raised  her  eyes,  even  her  fastidious 
taste  could  not  deny  that  they  met  the  gaze  of 
two  as  perfect  gentlemen  as  the  country  con¬ 


tained.  Mr.  B - betrayed  in  his  countenance 

the  keen  reasoning  ability  and  acute  perceptive 
power  which  rendered  him  so  famous  in  the 
debates  of  Congress ;  his  clear  cut  profile  and 
dark  eye  seemed  as  strangely  youthful  under 
his  silver  hair  as  his  slender  figure  and  active 
movements  when  contrasted  with  his  calm  dis¬ 
tinct  sentences,  uttered  with  the  careful  delib¬ 
eration  of  ripened  ag§.  In  spite  of  herself 
Katherine  felt  the  charm  of  his  courtly  man¬ 
ner,  and  listened  with  increasing  interest  to  his 
words,  until,  as  they  rose  from  the  table,  it  was 
with  decided  pleasure  that  she  accepted  a  seat 
on  the  piazza  where  the  moon  was  shining,  and 
took  her  share  in  the  graceful,  desultory  con¬ 
versation  that  followed.  Late  in  the  evening 
they  said  good-night,  and  the  white-haired 
gentleman  added,  “And  good-by  also,  young 
lady ;  we  shall  not  see  you  again,  as  we  leave 
at  dawn.” 

Katherine  sought  her  turret  chamber,  and 
before  sleep  came  she  found  herself  regretting 
the  departure  of  the  two  agreeable  strangers, 
and  wondering  wdio  the  younger  might  be  ;  ho 
was  a  tall,  broad-shouldered  man  of,  perhaps, 
thirty-five  years,  with  the  dark  auburn  hair 
and  beard  which  sometimes  accompany  those 
peculiar  hazel  eyes  with  a  red  flame  in  their 
depths,  which  no  artist  has  ever  yet  successfully 
painted.  He  said  little,  and  seemed  principally 
occupied  in  keeping  the  red  spark  slowly  glow¬ 
ing  in  his  cigar,  and  occasionally  throwing  back 
his  head  to  watch  the  white  rings  of  smoke,  as 
though  he  saw  in  them  visions  of  wondrous 
beauty. 

The  younger  man  had  called  his  companion 
by  name,  thus  giving  Katherine  the  clew  to 
the  identity  of  the  celebrated  lawyer ;  but  Mr. 

B - -  gave  to  the  hazel-eyed  stranger  no  title 

but  “my  friend,”  and  Katherine  smiled  as  she 
remembered  that  she  also  had  remained  incog¬ 
nita,  and  that  the  farmer -landlord  had  long 
since  abridged  her  Dutch  patronymic  into 
“Mademoiselle  Vans.” 

The  following  day  passed  slowly  ;  Katherine 
wandered  through  the  forests,  and  sat  musing 
by  the  river,  without  exchanging  a  word  with  a 
human  being,  except  to  answer  the  polite  “  good¬ 
night”  of  honest  Pierre  as  she  took  her  candle 
and  ascended  the  uncarpeted  stairs  to  her  eyrie 
in  the  turret.  The  next  morning  she  awoke 
with  a  dull  headache,  and  decided  that  “her¬ 
self”  was  not  an  agreeable  companion,  and  that 
she  must  return  to  her  accustomed  amusements 
and  artificial  excitements,  or  sutler  the  malig¬ 
nant  attacks  of  imps  of  the  most  cerulean  order. 
“  ‘  Myself’  does  not  show  well  under  these 
bright  skies,”  she  thought;  “the  wan  ghost 
needs  the  gas-light  and  decorations  of  the  city 
to  conceal  its  deficiences ;  my  past  life  does  not 
stand  inspection  bravely,  and  as  for  the  future, 
I  dare  not  think  of  it.  I  must  go  back  to  the 
world.” 

At  the  breakfast-table  Miss  Van  Schoon¬ 
oven  was  surprised  to  find  another  plate  beside 
her  own,  and  was  about  to  ask  Therezon  who 
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the  intruder  might  be,  when  the  door  opened, 
and  the  hazel-eyed  stranger  appeared  and  seat¬ 
ed  himself  opposite,  with  a  warm  flush  glow¬ 
ing  in  his  face  as  he  met  her  astonished  glance. 
“  Pardon  my  intrusion  into  your  little  private 
Arcadia,  Mademoiselle,  but,  having  some  idle 
days,  I  was  tempted  to  return  and  taste  the 
simplicity  of  this  primeval  village  before  going 
back  to  my  busy  life  in  Washington.  Mr. 

B - has  gone  on  to  the  northern  part  of  the 

State,  but  I,  not  being  the  fortunate  owner  of 
a  Congressional  seat,  felt  myself  privileged  to 
ask  for  another  cup  of  the  delicious  cafi  an 
lait  which  this  little  maiden  served  to  us  yes¬ 
terday  at  dawn.”  Rosy  The'rezon  smiled  and 
blushed  as  the  stranger  addressed  her  fluent¬ 
ly  in  her  provincial  patois ;  while  Katherine, 
half  indignant,  half  pleased,  glanced  up  oc¬ 
casionally  at  those  hazel  eyes  with  the  red 
flame  within,  and  briefly  answered  the  nu¬ 
merous  remarks  which  came  forth  from  under 
the  auburn  mustache  of  her  unknown  com¬ 
panion.  Lightly  and  easily  the  stranger’s 
words  flowed  on  ;  now  an  amusing  description 
of  some  recent  mass  -  meeting,  and  then  a 
trenchant  criticism  on  the  latest  English  poem  ; 
gradually  Miss  Van  Schoonoven  relaxed  her 
stateliness,  and  even  condescended  to  listen  to 
the  criticisms  and  laugh  at  the  stories,  until,  as 
they  left  the  table,  she  found  herself  accepting 
an  invitation  to  walk  in  the  forests  with  the 
persistent  intruder,  and,  escaping  to  her  room, 
sat  down  to  wonder  at  herself.  But  her  latent 
admiration  for  audacity  impelled  her  to  keep 
her  unguarded  promise,  and  so  they  went  wan¬ 
dering  oif  into  the  painted  woods,  with  thou¬ 
sands  of  red  and  golden  banners  waving  over 
them,  soft  red  and  golden  tapestries  under 
their  feet,  and  all  around  the  misty  red-golden 
atmosphere  of  the  Indian  summer.  Through 
■the  long  sunny  hours  they  loitered  under  the 
trees,  wrapped  in  the  glowing  beauty  around 
them,  and  only  interrupting  the  delicious  silence 
to  regret  that  the  American  poets  have  given 
so  few  and  so  inadequate  descriptions  of  this 
millennium  of  the  year,  for,  with  the  single  ex¬ 
ception  of  the  venerable  Bryant's  autumn  word- 
painting,  the  Muse  is  dumb.  The  maples 
flamed  in  scarlet,  the  beech-trees  shone  in 
pale  yellow,  and  the  varnished  russet  leaves 
of  the  giant  oaks  glowed  against  the  everlast¬ 
ing  green  of  the  pines ;  over  the  fences  ran 
wreaths  of  crimson  vines,  and  now  and  then  a 
huge  orange-colored  leaf  floated  silently  down 
to  the  ground  from  the  ancient  sycamore  that 
raised  its  hoary  head  and  outstretched  arms  far 
above  them ;  the  thousand  voices  of  the  forest 
were  stilled,  and  the  air  seemed  full  of  longing 
for  the  unknown,  the  Sehnsucht  of  Nature  for 
eternity. 

After  the  simple  dinner  Katherine  retreat¬ 
ed  to  her  turret,  loaded  with  treasures  of  scar¬ 
let  vines  and  brilliant  maple  leaves,  with  which 
she  decked  the  white  walls  and  wreathed  the 
pictures  until  the  little  room  glowed  with  rich 
coloring  ;  as  she  twined  the  gay  creeper  around 


the  mirror  she  caught  the  reflection  of  her  own 
dark  face  aglow  with  unwonted  rosy  tints,  and 
smiled  upon  the  reflection  of  her  lost  youth 
peeping  from  the  crowned  mirror  in  the  leafy 
bower.  A  tap  at  the  door,  and  Therczon  ap¬ 
peared,  carrying  a  shining  golden  apple  with  a 
slip  of  paper  attached :  “  Will  you  come  to  the 
orchard  and  gather  more  ?” 

Involuntarily  Katherine  seized  her  straw  hat, 
and  ran  down  the  winding  stairs ;  Hazel-eyes 
was  waiting  in  the  hall,  and  together  they 
climbed  the  hill,  where,  hidden  away  on  the 
breezy  summit,  guarded  around  by  the  thick 
forest,  stood  the  ranks  of  richly  laden  trees  re¬ 
joicing  in  the  sunshine,  and  every  now  and 
then  gayly  dropping  a  ripe  apple  on  the  soft 
grass  beneath  them.  Round,  ruddy  apples, 
great  golden  apples,  sturdy  russets,  plain,  hon¬ 
est  greenings,  and  the  delicious  pear-shaped 
apples,  whose  delicate  white  is  just  tinged  with 
ruby  dye. 

Katherine  ran  from  tree  to  tree,  and  piled 
up  the  fruit  in  heaps,  while  her  companion 
shook  the  props  and  brought  the  rosy  hailstones 
rolling  around  her  in  wild  profusion  ;  soon  they 
heard  the  voices  of  the  gatherers  as  they  came 
up  the  hill,  and  seating  themselves  on  the  grass, 
they  watched  the  four-horse  teams  driven  into 
the  orchard,  and  saw  the  merry  boys  and  girls 
begin  to  strip  the  trees  with  song  and  laughter, 
now  doing  prodigies  of  work  in  loading  the  anti¬ 
quated  old-world  wains,  and  now  pelting  each 
other  with  the  fruit  all  around  the  field.  In 
the  centre  of  the  orchard  upon  a  little  mound 
stood  pitchers  of  new  cider  and  heaps  of  su-  ^ 
gared  biscuit ;  Hazel-eyes  brought  Katherine 
a  supply  of  these  sylvan  dainties,  together  with 
one  perfect  apple,  the  Queen  of  October,  and, 
sitting  in  the  mellow  sunshine,  they  gazed 
on  the  autumn  scene,  and  with  tacit  consent 
their  words  rippled  along  over  simple  rural 
subjects,  until  the  sinking  sun  reminded  both 
idlers  and  workers  that  the  day  was  done. 
When  darkness  closed  over  the  valley  Katherine 
sought  her  chamber  with  slow  and  dreamy 
steps ;  as  the  candle-light  shone  on  the  white 
walls,  the  red  leaves  with  which  she  had  decked 
them  glowed  brightly,  and  the  sweet  odor  of 
the  forest  filled  the  air;  a  little  shelf  was  fas¬ 
tened  to  the  wall  on  one  side  of  the  room,  and 
upon  this  she  grouped  the  perfect  apples  she  had 
collected,  with  the  Queen  of  October  in  the 
centre,  and  then,  without  one  thought  of  the 
past  or  one  aspiration  toward  the  future,  wea¬ 
ried  with  the  long  hours  of  sunshine,  she  sank 
into  a  dreamless  sleep. 

Down  in  the  South  Meadow  stretched  the 
great  vineyard  away  to  the  river  on  one  side 
and  up  to  the  hill-tops  on  the  other;  baskets 
of  plaited  rushes  stood  between  the  vine-cov¬ 
ered  trellises,  and  the  ripe  grapes,  carefully  se¬ 
lected,  were  laid  within  on  layers  of  green 
leaves,  one  above  the  other,  until  the  purple 
richness  fairly  overflowed  ;  the  hands  of  the 
gatherers  were  stained  with  the  juice,  and  the 
olive-skinned  girls  wore  little  bunches  of  grapes 


910 


IIAKPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


and  curling  tendrils  in  their  dark  hair,  enter¬ 
ing  into  the  spirit  of  the  scene  with  a  natural 
abandon  quite  foreign  to  the  wise  practical 
maidens  who  are  horn  under  the  sober  Ameri¬ 
can  eagle.  At  one  side  of  the  vineyard  a  little 
log  temple  held  the  old  god,  Bacchus,  in  the 
person  of  Pere  Housard,  a  jolly,  red-faced  patri¬ 
arch,  wise  with  half  a  century  of  wine-making, 
who  inspected  and  classified  the  vintage,  giv¬ 
ing  to  the  Isabellas,  Delawares,  and  Catawbas 
musical  names  brought  from  Southern  France, 
and  prone  to  fire  his  merry  jests  at  the  youths 
and  maidens  as  they  appeared  before  him,  car¬ 
rying  the  heavy  baskets  suspended  on  a  pole 
from  shoulder  to  shoulder. 

Under  the  solitary  tree  of  the  vineyard  flag¬ 
ons  of  new  -wine  and  baskets  of  crisp  cakes 
were  offered  freely  to  all ;  and  what  if  the  in¬ 
spiring  juice  began  to  dance  in  the  veins  before 
the  sun  w'ent  down  ?  Tradition  decreed  that 
the  gatherers  worked  all  the  better  for  the 
stimulus,  and  that  as  long  as  the  hands  were 
busy  with  the  grapes  the  juice  was  powerless  to 
harm  the  brain,  but  showed  itself  only  in  re¬ 
newed  vigor  and  gay  songs  which  the  vines 
loved  to  hear.  “The  boys  and  girls  sing  and 
laugh,”  explained  Pere  Housard  to  Katherine 
and  Hazel-eyes  as  they  visited  his  treasure- 
house,  “  and  the  vines  like  it,  for  it  is  an  un¬ 
doubted  truth  that  they  refuse  to  yield  plenti¬ 
fully  under  the  hands  of  cold,  silent  Ameri¬ 
cans  ;  they  know  we  love  them,  and  they  en¬ 
joy  the  vintage  as  much  as  we  do,  taking  in  a 
full  supply  of  sunshine  and  song  to  last  them 
through  the  bleak  'winter.  See,  Mademoiselle, 
here  is  the  finest  bunch  of  the  vineyard ;  ac¬ 
cept  it,  for  it  is  beautiful  enough  to  grace  the 
banks  of  la  Garonne  in  la  belle  France.” 

Katherine  and  her  companion  spent  the 
whole  day  in  the  merry  vineyard ;  they  joined 
the  ranks  of  the  gatherers  and  stained  their 
white  fingers  with  the  purple  fruit,  while  the 
laughing  girls  crowned  the  city  maiden  with  a 
vine-wreath,  and  even  decked  the  hazel-eyed 
stranger  with  a  chain  of  giant  bunches.  Re¬ 
treating,  thus  adorned,  from  the  busy  throng, 
they  sought  the  central  oak,  and,  reclining 
under  its  russet  foliage,  they  tasted  the  new 
wine,  and  sang  to  each  other  songs  culled  from 
the  Volksliedcr  of  all  nations,  inspired  by  the 
gay  genius  of  the  vine,  that  every  where  mak- 
eth  glad  the  heart  of  man. 

Slowly  going  homeward  as  the  twilight  came 
on  they  listened  to  the  rollicking  song  of  the 
villagers  in  the  distance,  and  lingered  on  the 
piazza  until  L’Oiseau  Bleu  fairly  closed  its 
eyes,  overcome  with  the  labor  and  merriment 
of  the  day.  Katherine  hung  her  bunch  of 
grapes  by  a  ribbon  to  the  shelf ;  and  then,  as 
the  church  clock  stiuick  nine,  the  spoiled  child 
of  fashion  was  sleeping  soundly,  while  her 
companions  in  the  city  were  making  them¬ 
selves  ready  for  conquest  in  the  lighted  ball¬ 
room. 

Broad  and  tranquil  the  beautiful  river  flowed 
on  toward  the  south,  and,  floating  on  its  clear 


bosom,  Katherine  reclined  in  the  stern  of  the 
skiff,  while  Hazel-eyes,  now  and  then  lazily 
dipping  the  light  oars  in  the  water,  gazed  on 
the  gorgeous  ranks  of  the  trees  sweeping  down 
the  mountain-side  clad  in  royal  robes  of  sylvan 
splendor.  A  fickle  breeze  stirred  the  air,  and 
into  the  water  dropped  myriads  of  red  leaves ; 
some  fell  into  the  boat  and  decked  the  silent 
mariners,  while  the  rest  went  floating  away 
like  flame  spots  down  the  tide.  Gray  willows 
stretched  long  arms  over  them,  and  threw  a 
shower  of  slender,  silvery  foliage  down  upon 
their  heads ;  and  alone  by  the  w^ater-side  the 
last  wild  flower  dropped  its  prfi-ple  petals,  one 
by  one,  upon  the  withering  rushes.  Out  from 
the  fading  lily  leaves  a  flock  of  wild-ducks  rose 
slowly  into  the  air  as  the  boat  came  round  the 
curve,  and  wheeling  into  martial  order,  turned 
their  heads  toward  the  south,  following  the 
course  of  the  beautiful  river  shining  beneath 
them.  No'iv  and  then  a  farm-house  came  into 
view,  the  fields  close  cut,  the  last  crop  in-gath¬ 
ered,  while  the  men  lounged  lazily  about  their 
w'ork,  and  the  cattle  basked  in  the  sunshine. 
The  windows  of  the  houses  stood  wide  open, 
with  the  sweet  air  blowing  the  white  curtains ; 
and  often  in  the  porch  sat  an  aged  grandmother 
enjoying  her  knitting,  while  a  group  of  kittens 
frolicked  at  her  foot-stool.  Here  and  there  on 
the  hill-side  meadows  some  round-topped  maple 
stood  naked  and  alone,  with  a  circle  of  bright 
leaves  on  the  ground  beneath ;  but  generally 
the  forests  were  thickly  clothed  in  gorgeous 
foliage,  and  perfect  beauty  reigned  every  where 
through  the  enchanted  land. 

At  noon,  under  the  shadow  of  an  old  bridge, 
they  moored  their  boat,  and  building  a  fire, 
made  coifee  in  the  French  fashion,  and  tasted 
the  plump  little  quail  reposing  placidly  on  their 
backs,  surrounded  by  crackers  toasted  brown, 
and  fantastic  green  pickles. 

Returning  as  the  sun  began  to  sink,  they  dis¬ 
covered  an  old  chestnut  standing  on  the  shore, 
and  stopped  to  gather  the  shining  nuts  scatter¬ 
ed  over  the  ground,  their  little  velvety  homes 
ruthlessly  invaded  by  busy  Jack  Frost,  and 
themselves  turned  adrift  upon  a  cold  w'orld' 
after  a  long  summer  of  ease  among  the  swing¬ 
ing  branches.  As  the  evening- star,  fair  and 
pale,  rose  slowly  in  the  heavens  they  fastened 
the  boat  to  the  old  willow,  and  strolled  through 
the  lane  to  the  village. 

“It  is  All- Hallowe’en,”  said  Katherine.  “Do 
you  see  any  inermaidens  under  the  water,  or 
peris  floating  in  the  air  ?” 

“  I  see  what  is  better  than  either.  Mademoi¬ 
selle  ;  I  see  my  long-lost  happiness  coming  to¬ 
ward  me  ;  I  see  Contentment  giving  me  a  shad¬ 
owy  benediction,  and 

“From  belt  to  belt  of  crimson  seas, 

On  leagues  of  odor  streaming  far, 

Up  there  from  yonder  Orient  star, 

A  hundred  spirits  whisper  ‘Peace.’” 

The  red  full  moon  rose  late  in  the  evening, 
and  brought  the  frosts  in  her  train.  A  thick 
white  mist  ascended  from  the  river,  and  a  bright 
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fire  of  logs  glowed  on  the  hearth  of  L’Oiseau 
Bleu,  around  which  the  village  boys  and  girls 
were  gathered  as  Hazel-eyes  explained  to  them 
the  mysteries  of  the  burning  nuts,  and  told  their 
fortunes  with  the  long  apple  parings.  Many  a 
laugh  arose  as  the  hot  chestnuts  flew  around 
the  room,  and  not  a  few  blushes  dyed  the  olive 
cheeks  as  the  magic  parings  betrayed  the  wish¬ 
ed- for  initial;  but  at  midnight  the  gay  group 
dispersed,  and  Katherine  and  her  companion 
were  left  alone  in  the  fire-lighted  room.  Ha¬ 
zel-eyes  peeled  a  golden  apple,  and  threw  the 
paring  over  his  left  shoulder ;  then,  stirring  the 
dying  embers,  he  called  up  Katherine  to  look. 
She  stood  by  the  door  with  her  candle,  but  turn¬ 
ed  her  head  at  his  request.  There  on  the  car¬ 
pet  lay  a  great  golden  K. 

“Good-night  and  hallowed  dreams,”  she  said, 
and  left  the  room. 

“All -Saints’  Day!  Glorious,  golden  All- 
Saints’  Day!  When  I  think  of  Jerusalem  the 
Golden,  her  alabaster  bulwarks  always  appear 
to  me  bathed  in  the  purple  atmosphere  of  In¬ 
dian  summer, ’’said  Katherine,  as  with  her  com¬ 
panion  she  sought  the  quaint  old  garden,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  low  stone  walls,  and  dignified  by 
a  miniature  tower,  and  draw-bridge  over  the 
rippling  moat.  The  gardener’s  daughter  open¬ 
ed  the  barred  gate,  and  they  entered  the  smooth 
paths  bordered  with  prim  box,  and  shaded  by 
arbor  vitae  clipped  into  the  shapes  of  birds 
and  lions ;  simple  fountains  played  gently  into 
broad  stone  basins,  and  plaster  shepherdesses 
coquetted  with  companion  shepherds  in  myi'tle 
arbors  ;  a  few  lingering  martins  haunted  the 
dormer-windows  of  the  tower ;  and  through  the 
open  glasses  of  the  green-house  the  transplant¬ 
ed  flowers  looked  out  upon  the  garden  beds 
where  so  late  they  had  flourished  in  company 
with  their  hardy  mates.  Erom  the  central 
mound  Hazel-eyes  plucked  one  perfect  rose, 
the  sole  survivor  of  her  race  ;  “The  last  rose 
of  summer.  Mademoiselle,  and  now  sing  me 
the  melody.” 

Katherine  complied,  and  the  sweet,  pathetic 
verses  seemed  the  very  spirit  of  the  garden  sing¬ 
ing  his  last  farewell. 

At  noon  pretty  Marie  brought  them  white 
bread  and  golden  honey,  with  choice  grapes 
from  the  vines ;  and  then,  sitting  in  an  arbor, 
the  sunshine  flickering  down  upon  them  through 
the  withered  leaves.  Hazel-eyes  read  aloud  to 
Katherine,  who  sat  dreamily  gazing  on  the  fair 
landscape,  the  meadows  bathed  in  gold,  the 
hills  far  distant  in  the  hazy  air,  as  she  listened 
to  the  story  of  Evangeline,  and  fancied  the  lily 
maid  of  Astolat  floating 

“upward  with  the  flood, 

In  her  right  hand  the  lily,  in  her  left 

The  letter— aU  her  bright  hair  streaming  down.” 

The  voice  ceased,  and  the  vesper  bell  rang 
out  in  the  still  air,  calling  the  villagers  to  honor 
the  saints’  day.  As  the  priest  gave  his  parting 
benediction  two  unaccustomed  heads  bent  to 
receive  it,  and  two  low  voices  murmured  Amen. 


A  bleak  wind  came  down  from  the  north  at 
sunset,  and  with  it  the  cold  rolling  clouds  of 
November.  Pierre  piled  the  logs  high  on  his 
hearth-stone,  and  in  the  blaze  Katherine  Van 
Schoonoven  sat  alone,  thinking  earnestly. 
Eight,  nine,  and  ten  sounded  from  the  tall 
clock  in  the  corner,  and  still  she  remained  mo¬ 
tionless  ;  finally  the  door  opened,  and  Hazel- 
eyes  entered  the  room,  and  drawing  a  chair  up 
by  her  side,  stooped  to  replenish  the  failing  fire. 
The  wind  had  increased  to  a  gale,  and  came 
whistling  around  the  corner  of  the  house,  and 
beating  at  the  windows  with  loud  fury.  “A 
wild  night ;  the  winds  are  let  loose  in  the  val¬ 
ley,  and  our  golden  leaves  will  all  be  gone  before 
to-morrow ;  it  is  as  well,  for  now  I  shall  not  feel 
so  many  regrets.  Mademoiselle,  my  idle  week 
is  over,  and  I  must  go  back  to  the  world ;  may 
I  hope  that  these  halcyon  days  will  linger  in 
your  memory  as  well  as  mine?  And  as  for  the 
future — ”  He  stopped,  and  gazing  earnestly 
into  Katherine’s  dark  eyes,  took  her  hand,  and 
raised  it  gently  to  his  lips.  With  a  slight  start 
Katherine  drew  her  hand  away,  and,  as  the 
color  deepened  on  her  cheek,  she  said,  in  a  low 
tone,  “  I  have  been  foolish,  and  perhaps  my 
folly  may  deserve  a  harsher  name,  because  I 
have  allowed  myself  to  float  with  you  through 
these  golden  days  without  a  thought  of  the  past 
or  a  fear  for  the  future.  I,  too,  must  leave  La 
Beolle  to-morrow;  forget  me,  and  forget  also 
my  transgression  of  the  rules  of  life  in  being  so 
constantly  with  a  stranger,  far  away  from  all 
my  friends.  My  real  name  is  Katherine  Van 
Schoonoven.  I  stepped  out  of  the  world  for  a 
season  of  communion  with  myself,  and  I  found 
— you!  Blame  me  not  for  enjoying  my  last 
hours  of  liberty,  and  forgive  me  when  I  say  our 
acquaintance  must  end  here,  for — for — I  am  to 
be  married  on  the  16th  of  December  to  Judge 
Wallingford,  of  Boston,  a  grave  man  of  sixty, 
who  wishes  a  wife  to  preside  in  his  elegant 
mansion.  I  have  learned  to  like  you  well,  and 
perhaps  in  some  better  world  we  shall  meet 
again,  but  not  here — here  there  is  nothing  left 
but  to  say  farewell.” 

She  ceased,  and  two  tears  rolled  slowly  down 
her  glowing  cheeks  as  she  extended  her  hand 
to  her  silent  companion ;  he  pressed  it  closely 
in  both  of  his,  and  then,  dropping  it  suddenlj', 
he  rose  to  his  feet  and  stood  before  her,  with 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  burning  logs.  “  Miss  Van 
Schoonoven,  you  have  never  asked  my  name, 
and  I  have  purposely  abstained  from  asking 
yours,  lest  the  charm  of  strange  friendship 
should  be  broken  ;  I  saw  you  here  alone,  in  this 
enchanted  valley,  and  I  owe  to  you  the  bliss  of 
five  days  of  boyhood’s  thoughtless  happiness 
amidst  the  last  glories  of  the  departing  year. 
The  Indian  summer  is  over ;  the  storms  of  No¬ 
vember  have  come ;  it  is  fit,  then,  that  we  should 
part,  and,  returning  to  our  stations  in  the  hard 
world,  take  up  each  one  our  load  of  sorrow,  and 
bear  it  as  bravely  as  we  can.  My  name  is  James 
Tracy  Chillingworth,  of  Washington,  and  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  your  father’s  acquaintance 
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professionallv.  I  have  been  married  ten  years, 
and  my  wife  is  awaiting  me  in  Washington. 
Good-by.  ” 

Katherine  rose  in  silence  ;  her  face  was  flush¬ 
ed,  and  she  trembled  violently ;  but,  making  a 
powerful  effort,  she  raised  her  eyes  bravely  to 
his,  and,  with  all  the  aroused  pride  of  her  na¬ 
ture,  she,  too,  echoed  the  word  “Good-by.”  But 
when  she  saw  the  hazel  eyes  swimming  with 
tears,  and  felt  the  cold  touch  of  those  strong 
hands  upon  her  own,  her  courage  gave  way, 
and,  with  an  instinctive  impulse  of  self-conceal¬ 
ment,  she  rushed  from  the  room,  never  pausing 
till  she  had  reached  the  turret,  where,  throwing 
herself  upon  the  bed,  she  wept  out  the  bitterest 
tears  of  her  life,  as  the  storm  howled  over  the 
roof,  and  the  rain  dashed  against  the  narrow 
windows. 

The  morning  broke  dark  and  gloomy;  the 


bitter  wind  whistled  through  the  bare  forests, 
and  the  villagers,  wrapped  in  winter  clothing, 
went  shivering  about  their  daily  work.  As 
Katherine  descended  to  the  dining-room  she 
saw,  through  the  open  door,  that  Mr.  Chilling- 
worth's  room  had  not  been  occupied,  and  soon 
the  voluble  Therezon  was  relating  how  he  had 
insisted  on  leaving  for  the  next  southern  rail¬ 
road  station  late  last  night,  during  all  the  fear¬ 
ful  storm,  and  how  Pierre  had  finally  accepted 

double  pay,  and  driven  him  to  L - ,  fifteen 

miles  away,  in  the  pouring  rain. 

An  hour  later,  and  Katherine,  wrapped  in 
shawls,  was  riding  northward  through  the  sod¬ 
den  country,  and  Therezon,  broom  in  hand, 
was  clearing  out  from  the  turret  chamber  the 
fading  leaves,  the  golden  apples,  the  purple 
grapes,  the  brown  nuts,  and  the  drooping  rose 
— deserted  mementoes  of  the  October  Idyl. 
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CHAPTEE  I. 

A  MASQUEEADE  ON  THE  EAILEOAD. 

At  the  railway  station,  in  a  mountain  dis¬ 
trict  of  Central  Germany,  in  the  shade 
of  a  spreading  beech-tree  covered  with  the 
fresh  foliage  of  spring,  stood  a  handsome  open 
carriage  drawn  by  two  white  horses.  In  the 
carriage,  lined  with  damask,  sat  at  her  ease  a 
young  lady  in  a  gray  suit,  with  her  arms  cross¬ 
ed,  and  her  large  dark  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
range  of  hills,  whose  curving  lines  were  repre¬ 
sented  in  beautiful  relief  against  the  sky. 

Now  she  threw  back  her  head,  on  w'hich  was 
a  sort  of  fashionable  Tyrolese  hat  with  green 
■waving  feathers,  rose  from  the  seat,  took  from 
a  pocket  of  the  carriage  a  large  port-folio  bound 
in  gray  linen,  and  began  to  draw,  casting  now 
a  rapid  glance  upon  the  landscape,  and  now 
fastening  her  look  upon  the  paper  before  ber. 
The  expression  of  her  countenance  became 
grave  and  earnest,  and  a  slight  flush  spread 
over  her  face,  which  was  somewhat  long,  and 
had  lost  the  freshness  of  its  youthful  bloom. 
Her  finely  cut  mouth,  whose  upper  lip  showed 
a  slight  down,  was  closed,  as  if  in  vexation ; 
she  did  not  seem  satisfied  wnth  her  work ;  she 
put  it  aside  and  resumed  it  more  than  once, 
shook  her  head,  and  at  last  shut  up  the  sketch¬ 
book.  Then  nodding,  as  if  encouraging  her¬ 
self,  she  opened  it  again,  proceeded  with  her 
work,  and  her  features  gradually  assumed  a 
calm,  almost  a  satisfied,  expression. 

The  laying  out  of  the  railroad  had  given  a 
view  of  the  beautiful  landscape  which  probably 
had  never  been  observed  before ;  for  it  is  a 
marked  characteristic  of  our  time  that  every 
thing  is  presented  under  a  new  visual  angle. 
The  lady  became  more  and  more  engaged 


in  her  drawing ;  and,  notwithstanding  it  was 
only  a  moderately  warm  spring  day,  she  seem¬ 
ed  to  be  heated.  She  hastily  took  off  her  hat 
and  laid  it  aside.  Her  dark  hair,  smoothed 
down  in  front, was  put  up  in  two  thick  braids 
behind  ;  and  in  the  middle  of  her  forehead,  not 
remarkable  for  height,  deep  lines  were  drawn 
whenever  she  was  engaged  in  thought,  whose 
trace  did  not  wholly  disappear  in  her  ordinary 
mood.  The  whole  countenance  plainly  showed 
that  the  seriousness  of  life  had  inscribed  upon 
it  a  lasting  memorial. 

Mingling  with  the  lark’s  song,  high  up  in  tho 
air,  and  the  finch’s  note  in  the  tree,  there  was 
now  heard  the  long,  shrill  whistle  of  a  loco¬ 
motive.  'The  lady  made,  hastily,  a  few  more 
strokes  of  the  pencil,  then  shut  the  book,  put 
it  away  in  the  carriage,  and  crossed  her  arms 
in  an  attitude  of  quiet,  expectant  waiting.  A 
servant  in  brown  livery  stepped  up  to  the 
coachman,  who  was  holding  the  reins,  and, 
lifting  his  hat,  on  which  was  a  brown  cockade, 
said  to  the  lady,  Avhom  he  addressed  as  Erau- 
lein,  that  the  train  had  been  signaled.  He 
opened  the  carriage  door,  and  made  a  move¬ 
ment  to  help  the  lady  out,  but  she  said,  as  she 
looked  into  the  air,  without  directing  her  glance 
toward  the  servant,  “I  shall  not  get  out;  you 
may  bring  Eraulein  Von  Korneck  here.”  In 
her  voice  there  was  an  authoritative  tone,  and 
possibly  also  a  slight  expression  of  vexation. 

Louise  Merz,  for  this  is  the  lady’s  name,  was 
expecting  on  old  friend,  with  whom  she  had 
formed  an  intimacy  at  boarding-school,  gener¬ 
ally  so  short-lived,  but  in  this  instance  well 
kept  up.  It  would  almost  seem  as  if  the  ex¬ 
pected  friend  occasioned  the  restlessness,  which 
she  never  failed  to  bring  with  her ;  for  Louise 
stood  up  and  sat  down,  appearing  to  consider 
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whether  she  ought  not  to  receive  her  as  she 
alighted  from  the  train ;  hut  as  she  now  per¬ 
ceived  that  the  railway  employes  on  the  plat¬ 
form  at  the  station  were  looking  toward  her, 
and  pointing  her  out  to  others,  she  remained 
quietly  where  she  was.  People  should  not  see 
that  she  had  a  friend  of  such  a  lively  tempera¬ 
ment,  who,  no  doubt,  would  be  very  much  ex¬ 
cited  and  make  a  sensation.  The  whole  coun¬ 
try  round  should  understand  that  Louise  Merz 
had  settled  down  into  a  staid  and  matronly 
demeanor. 

The  horses  had  to  be  held  by  the  head  as 
the  train  rushed  so  near  to  them.  A  white 
handkerchief  waved  from  a  second-class  car. 
Now  the  train  stopped,  and  a  lady  carefully 
handed  out  and  placed  in  the  arms  of  the 
servant  what  seemed  a  child  closely  wrapped 
up,  and  then  alighted  from  the  car.  She  was 
of  slender  form  and  gayly  dressed  ;  she  nodded 
once  more  back  to  the  car,  and  also  greeted 
her  friend  waiting  under  the  tree.  All  her 
movements  were  quick  and  lively,  and  she 
looked  about  her,  and  looked  into  the  faces  of 
people,  as  if  she  were  always  wanting  to  ask 
whether  there  was  nothing  she  could  laugh  at. 
Valises  and  hand-bags  were  speedily  deposited 
on  the  ground.  The  newdy  arrived  passenger 
took  the  swmthed-up  bundle,  which  seemed  to 
be  a  child,  from  the  servant,  handled  it  tender- 
Ijf,  and  hastened  with  it  to  her  friend.  The 
servants  follow'ed  with  the  luggage,  and  even 
the  depot-master,  carried  one  of  the  valises,  for 
he  knew  the  person  who  had  just  arrived,  whose 
father  had  formerly  been  his  captain. 

When  she  reached  the  carriage  in  which  her 
friend  w^as  sitting  she  cried,  in  an  animated 
tone,  “Louise,  w’hat  do  you  say  to  my  bring¬ 
ing  with  me  a  child  ?” 

And  before  the  amazed  lady  could  give  any 
reply,  she  opened  thewTappings,  and  out  jumped 
a  brown  spaniel  spotted  with  white,  which  shook 
its  long  ears,  as  if  it  had  just  come  out  of  the 
water,  leaped  this  way  and  that,  looked  up  into 
the  face  of  its  mistress,  who  did  not  vouchsafe  a 
single  glance,  but  who,  amidst  the  laughter  of 
the  by-standers,  was  saying,  as  she  turned  now 
to  the  depot-master  and  now  to  Louise  :  “  Isn’t 
this  a  clever  child,  under  ten  years  of  age  ?  The 
stiff  official  gentlemen  of  the  railway  wouldn’t 
permit  me  to  take  my  well-educated  friend 
Scheck  into  the  car.  Well,  tyranny  makes  peo¬ 
ple  cunning.  I  disguised  Scheck  as  a  child, 
and  I  have  had  the  merriest  kind  of  adventures. 
The  fashion  of  only  having  for  tenants  in  houses 
persons  without  children  extends  also  to  rail¬ 
ways.  In  several  cars  which  I  wanted  to  get 
into  they  cried  out,  in  a  very  friendly  and  hu¬ 
mane  tone,  ‘  The  seats  here  are  all  taken,’  and 
when  I,  pretty  angry,  at  last  succeeded  in  get¬ 
ting  a  seat,  the  ladies  wished  to  get  sight  of 
the  child,  and  a  quite  good-looking  widower, 
to  whom  I  was  obliged  to  confess  that  I  had  no 
husband,  almost  offered  himself  to  me.  Herr 
Depot-master,”  said  she,  turning  to  that  gentle- 
m.an,  “I  hope  you  are  no  Philistine,  to  make  me 
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pay  a  penalty.”  And  as  the  dog,  who  seemed 
to  know  that  he  was  the  subject  of  conversa¬ 
tion,  sprang  up  to  his  mistress,  she  said  to  him, 
“Yes,  you  were  very  clever;  you  have  human 
understanding.” 

The  railway  employes  and  all  the  passengers 
who  had  stopped  at  the  station  were  standing 
near,  and  joined  in  the  laugh ;  and  even  the 
waiters  of  the  refreshment  saloon  came  up,  and 
the  cook  appeared  at  her  door  to  look  at  the 
group,  not  being  able  to  absent  herself  from  her 
realm  on  account  of  her  attire.  The  dog  seem¬ 
ed  to  divine  that  yonder  was  a  heart  well  dis¬ 
posed  toward  him,  for  he  suddenly  disappeared. 

Louise  looked  on  all  this  merriment  with  con¬ 
siderable  vexation,  and  begged  that  they  would 
make  haste  to  drive  away.  This  free  and  easy 
pleasantry  of  her  friend  was  distasteful  to  her. 
Trunks,  valises,  and  bags  were  stowed  away, 
and,  when  they  were  all  ready  to  drive  off, 
Scheck  was  missing.  After  being  repeatedly 
tailed,  he  came  from  the  cook’s  dominions, 
still  licking  his  chaps ;  casting  one  look  back 
upon  his  benefactor,  he  jumped  into  the  car¬ 
riage  with  his  mistress.  The  servants  found  it 
very  hard  to  stop  laughing.  The  carriage  roll¬ 
ed  off  on  the  highway,  and  the  people  at  the 
station  continued  for  a  long  time  looking  after 
it.  The  depot -master  told  those  who  were 
less  acquainted  with  the  neighborhood  who 
the  two  ladies  were.  The  keeper  of  the  saloon 
and  his  wife  gave  supplementary  information, 
but  there  were  many  things  that  they  were 
ignorant  of. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PARLIAMENT. 

Opinions  differ,  some  asserting  that  Louise 
was  fifteen,  and  others  that  she  was  eighteen 
years  of  age  when  her  father,  the  rich  manu¬ 
facturer  Merz,  was  first  chosen  deputy  ten  years 
previously,  and  removed,  with  his  only  child,  to 
the  capital.  As  an  independent,  practical,  and 
cultivated  man,  Herr  Merz  was  a  prominent 
member  of  the  liberal  majority,  which  had  a  min¬ 
istry  of  its  own  character.  This  ministry  did  not 
proceed,  indeed,  from  the  majority  by  any  spe¬ 
cial  constitutional  arrangement,  but  was  rather 
the  choice  of  the  prince  ;  and  there  prevailed  a 
peculiarly  elevated  sentiment,  as  they  were  act¬ 
ing  in  harmony  with  the  government,  which 
was  in  essential  harmony  with  the  general  tend¬ 
ency. 

Herr  Merz  had  encountered  nothing  worthy 
of  being  called  an  opposite  party ;  and  he  ac¬ 
cepted  his  authorized  position  so  much  the 
more  readily,  as  he  was  not  by  nature  fitted  to 
be  in  continual  opposition,  but  was  glad  that  he 
could  be  faithful  to  his  principles  and  loyal  at 
the  same  time.  It  was  no  easy  thing  for  him 
to  leave  his  large  manufacturing  business  in 
the  charge  of  an  agent,  however  trust-worthy  he 
might  be ;  but  he  hoped,  by  a  change  of  scene 
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and  new  interests,  to  overcome  and  to  forget 
for  a  season  his  deep  affliction  in  the  recent 
loss  of  a  wife  with  whom  he  had  been  most 
happily  united. 

He  hired  a  house  in  the  capital,  and  his  mo¬ 
ther-in-law  with  his  daughter  constituted  a 
pleasant  household. 

Herr  Merz  made  no  speeches  in  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies  ;  but  he  was  so  much  the  more  in¬ 
dustrious  in  committees,  and  zealously  exe¬ 
cuted  those  labors  which,  like  the  foundations 
of  a  building,  make  no  show,  but  sustain  the 
superstructure. 

Louise  and  her  grandmother  frequently  sat 
for  half  a  day  in  the  gallery  appropriated  to  the 
friends  of  the  deputies.  The  gentlemen  in  the 
hall  below  would  often  look  up  at  the  worthy 
matron  and  the  beautiful  girl  by  her  side,  who 
looked  so  interesting  in  her  mourning  dress. 
And  frequently,  in  intervals  of  business  and 
during  some  tedious  details,  one  and  another 
of  their  more  intimate  acquaintances  among’ 
the  deputies  would  join  the  ladies  in  the  gal¬ 
lery  and  engage  with  them  in  conversation. 
Louise  was  generally  silent;  hut  what  she 
heard  constituted  a  peculiar  element  in  the 
formation  of  her  character. 

Spring,  when  the  session  closed,  was  hailed 
as  a  deliverance ;  and  when  they  returned  to 
the  manufactory  it  seemed  to  all  as  if  they 
had  just  come  into  the  free  air  out  of  the  sultry 
atmosphere  of  the  Chamber.  Louise  at  once 
seemed  to  enjoy  new  life.  And  when  she  re¬ 
turned  in  the  autumn  with  her  father  and  grand¬ 
mother  to  the  capital,  her  mourning  now  laid 
aside,  she  was  welcomed  by  a  large  circle  as  an 
old  acquaintance.  Some  other  deputies  had 
brought  with  them  their  wives  and  daughters, 
and  they  formed  a  circle  of  tlieir  own,  whose 
special  charm  consisted  not  only  in  the  fact 
that  choice  spirits  from  all  parts  of  the  country 
came  together,  but  that,  while  away  from  home 
for  months  at  a  time,  they  could  have  all  the 
peculiar  advantages  of  a  home. 

The  third  year  there  was  an  inspiring  novel¬ 
ty.  A  boarding-school  friend  of  Louise,  Marie 
von  Korneck,  had  come  with  her  father  to  the 
capital.  The  two  girls  had  been  good  friends 
at  the  school,  but  their  friendship  had  not  been 
of  that  kind  to  pledge  them  to  its  continuance 
after  their  separation.  But  it  seemed  now  as 
if  they  had  been  on  most  intimate  terms  :  there 
were  the  common  youthful  recollections ;  they 
had  much  to  say  about  their  schoolmates  scat¬ 
tered  in  every  part  of  the  world,  about  the 
pedantry  of  their  teachers,  and  also  about  that 
teacher  of  history  with  whom  all  the  pupils 
were  in  love.  And  the  very  difference  in  the 
characteristic  qualities  of  the  two  girls  seemed 
to  constitute  a  special  attraction.  Marie  had 
a  sort  of  soldier-like  promptness  of  speech,  was 
never  at  a  loss  what  to  say,  and  looked  at  life 
as  a  merry  game ;  Louise,  on  the  other  hand, 
was  rather  of  a  reflective  turn,  was  not  quick  at 
small-talk  and  repartee,  listened  quietly  and 
with  attention,  and  when  she  expressed  herself 


it  was  always  in  fitting  and  well-arranged  words. 
Their  fathers,  too,  formed  a  friendly  intimacy ; 
and,  as  a  liberal  ministry  was  uppermost,  and 
the  party  of  Herr  Merz  seemed  to  be  its  main 
stay.  Major  Korncck  w'as  not  disinclined  to  be 
on  terms  of  friendly  intercourse  with  a  poli¬ 
tician  of  decidedly  liberal  tendencies.  Marie 
von  Korneck  had  very  soon  entered  into  the 
social  pleasures  of  the  capital,  and  became  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  best  dancers  and  the  most 
amusing  old  gentlemen ;  wdiile  the  young  En¬ 
sign  Von  Birkenstock,  who  was  a  distant  rela¬ 
tion,  and  was  permitted  to  call  her  cousin,  was 
her  obedient  admirer,  and  also  showed  himself 
devoted  to  her  friend. 

Louise  was  soon  drawn  into  the  whirl  of 
winter  dissipations.  The  saloons  of  the  min¬ 
ister  and  the  best  social  circles  were  thrown 
open  to  the  deputies  and  their  families,  and 
through  many  a  dancing-hall  Louise  and  Marie 
promenaded  arm  and  arm,  while  many  eyes, 
spectacled  and  unspectacled,  were  directed  to¬ 
ward  them. 

There  was  also  some  talk  of  suitors  of  Louise, 
but  she  was  uniformly  friendly  to  every  one, 
and  showed  no  particular  preference  for  any. 
She  was  an  enlivening  element  in  the  society 
of  men,  combative  and  positive  in  her  replies  ; 
and  she  had  not  been  a  listener  to  the  debates 
for  several  sessions,  sometimes  siding  wdth  one 
speaker  and  sometimes  with  another,  without 
perceiving  that  she  lacked  independence  of 
judgment,  and  that  it  needed  to  be  cultivated. 

An  entirely  new  life  was  opened  to  her  when 
she  and  Marie  entered  the  painting  -  school 
which  a  celebrated  artist  had  opened  for  girls. 
Marie  could  draw  human  figures  well,  but  she 
liked  far  better  to  make  caricatures  ;  Louise 
had  a  decided  talent  for  landscape.  In  the 
studio  Marie  was  the  chief  speaker,  and  knew 
every  thing  that  was  going  on  at  the  capital, 
especially  in  military  circles.  As  was  to  he 
expected,  Louise  was  regarded  as  possessing 
the  soundest  judgment ;  and  when  her  opinion 
was  asked  she  gave  it  with  such  reasons,  and 
such  a  consideration  of  objections,  that  she  re¬ 
ceived  very  naturally  the  title  of  Daughter  of 
the  Parliament. 

Marie  was  extremely  good-humored  and 
cheerful,  and  particularly  merry  with  the  fa¬ 
ther  of  Louise.  After  his  wife’s  death  he  had 
resolved  to  devote  himself  exclusively  to  his 
child  and  to  the  general  good  of  his  country  ; 
but  before  the  close  of  the  first  winter  he  found 
himself  so  greatly  cheered  and  enlivened  by 
her  daily  intercourse  in  the  family  that  his  de¬ 
termination  became  somewhat  shaken.  Marie 
was  not  indisposed  toward  him — was,  in  fact, 
quite  confidential ;  and  her  father,  the  major, 
bore  himself  toward  Herr  Merz  in  a  manner 
that  said  ;  “Why  are  you  so  faint-hearted,  old 
boy  ?  The  affair  could  be  all  settled  with  two 
words.” 

Eor  weeks  Herr  Merz  heard  nothing  of  the 
debates  going  on  in  the  House  of  Deputies — he 
was  listening  to  the  debates  within  himself. 
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and  these  were  so  stormy,  and  the  parties  con¬ 
tended  in  such  an  unparliamentary  way,  that 
the  president,  in  the  shape  of  calm  reason, 
had  frequently  to  call  them  to  order. 

Herr  Merz  closed  up  every  avenue  by  which 
these  commotions  of  his  heart  could  be  report¬ 
ed  to  the  public,  but  they  did  not  escape  the 
notice  of  his  mother-in-law.  While  every  one 
else  was  in  raptures  with  Marie’s  cheeiful  dis¬ 
position,  father  and  daughter  vying  with  each 
other  in  her  praise,  and  while  her  absence 
seemed  to  leave  a  void — the  old  lady  would 
shake  deprecatingly  her  gray  head,  as  she 
dropped  her  knitting-work  from  her  delicate 
hand,  and  say:  “What  a  great  pity!  Friiu- 
lein  Von  Korneck  would  make  a  first-rate  act¬ 
ress!” 

Herr  Merz  put  a  restraint  upon  himself,  and 
was  careful  to  say  before  Marie,  as  well  as  in 
her  father’s  presence,  that  he  had  uncondition¬ 
ally  given  up  every  thought  of  changing  his 
own  way  of  life,  and  placed  all  his  dependence 
on  Louise.  He  hoped  that  his  child  would 
soon  find  the  man  who  would  appreciate  her 
rich  heart  and  mind  and  her  solid  qualities. 
Louise,  too,  was  ready  enough  to  confess  that 
she  was  not  unwilling  to  be  married ;  but  year 
after  year  passed,  Louise  was  in  friendly  rela¬ 
tions  with  some  of  the  best  men,  and  said  at 
first  jokingly,  and  at  length  in  deeper  earnest, 
that  it  seemed  as  if  married  men  were  the  only 
ones  who  conducted  themselves  toward  her  in 
a  sensible  and  straightforward  manner;  she 
always  found  the  bachelors  either  foppish  or 
sentimental,  and  sometimes  she  was  inclined  to 
believe  that  one  and  another  were  attracted  to 
her  on  account  of  her  expected  wealth. 

During  the  summer  a  letter  was  received 
from  Marie,  in  which  she  wrote  that  her  father 
was  dead,  and  that  she  was  left  alone  and  des¬ 
titute.  Louise  wanted  her  father  to  receive 
her  into  the  house,  but  he  positively  refused, 
although,  in  general,  every  wish  of  his  child 
was  to  him  a  law.  He  maintained  that  Louise, 
by  means  of  such  an  association  with  her 
friend,  would  fail  to  gain  an  individual  reliance 
upon  herself ;  she  ought  not  to  get  rid  entirely 
of  the  desire  to  have  an  independent  house¬ 
hold  of  her  own  ;  but  secretly  he  had  a  dislike 
to  Marie,  which,  strangely  enough,  proceeded 
from  the  compulsion  he  had  put  on  his  inclin¬ 
ation.  Marie  wrote  soon  afterward  that  she 
had  concluded  to  be  the  companion  of  an  old 
lady  on  a  journe3^ 

Herr  Merz,  who  desired  to  devote  himself 
more  and  more  to  political  life,  and  regarded 
it  as  a  duty  that  men  of  independent  position 
should  give  their  whole  attention  to  it,  sold  his 
manufactory.  He  wanted  to  live  the  whole 
year  at  the  capital,  but  he  yielded  to  Louise’s 
urgent  entreaty,  and  retired  to  an  estate  which 
he  possessed  in  the  mountains.  But  that  very 
year  in  which  he  had  become  entirely  at  leisure 
to  devote  himself  to  public  life  he  failed  of  an 
election.  After  the  first  pain  of  disappoint¬ 
ment  he  consoled  himself  by  saying — and  with 


him  it  was  not  a  mere  form  of  words — that 
there  were  a  great  many  clever  men  who  could 
represent  the  various  interests  of  the  coun¬ 
try.  He  tvould  often  say :  “  One  must  obey  her 
call,  but  one  must  also  wait,  if  he  is  not  called, 
until  the  right  time  comes.” 

At  the  same  time  there  occurred  a  change 
in  political  matters,  wdiich  made  it  desirable 
to  a  man  of  his  temperament  not  to  be  obliged 
to  belong  to  an  opposition  where  party  lines 
W'ere  strictly  drawn.  He  was  not  one  of  those 
combative  natures  who  enjoy  a  sharp  antago¬ 
nism  ;  ho  loved  comfortable  quiet,  so  far,  of 
course,  as  was  consistent  with'  the  maintenance 
of  his  principles. 

Now  could  he  peacefully  await  in  his  ark  the 
deluge  which  the  chaos  seemed  about  to  usher 
in  ?  The  newspapers  were  the  doves  which 
brought  to  him  news  of  the  height  to  which 
the  flood  had  risen  in  the  world.  He  read 
very  diligently  the  proceedings  in  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies  ;  he  had  telling  and  well-arranged 
speeches  in  his  head,  wdiich  now,  alas  !  there 
was  no  opportunity  of  delivering.  He  devoted 
himself  energetically  to  the  affairs  of  the  com¬ 
munity  and  the  neighborhood,  but  he  felt  a 
continual  void,  and  hoped  for  some  new  inter¬ 
est  in  life  only  through  the  marriage  of  Louise. 
But  she  was  notv  more  than  twenty-five  years 
old,  and  openly  asserted  that  she  had  defini¬ 
tively  closed  up  her  account  with  life,  and 
would  devote  herself  exclusively  to  her  little 
talent. 

JIarie  had  now  returned  from  her  journejq 
which  liad  lasted  several  years,  and  was  living 
with  the  old  lady  in  the  garrison  city.  On  her 
first  visit  to  the  country  house  of  Herr  Merz, 
when  she  was  alone  with  him,  she  at  once  per¬ 
ceived  his  embarrassment,  and  said,  in  the 
liveliest  way  :  “Ah,  Herr  Merz,  why  did  you 
not  marry  me  years  ago  ?  It  is  too  late  now ; 

I  am  engaged.” 

“  May  I  ask  to  whom  ?”  inquired  Herr  Merz. 

“No ;  that  is  a  secret.”  |t 

Since  that  first  visit  they  had  not  again  seen 
each  other.  Now  Marie  had  been  invited  to 
visit  them,  as  they  wanted  to  be  together  a  few 
days  before  Herr  Merz  and  his  daughter  set  out 
on  their  journey  to  Italy. 


CHAPTER  III. 

OH  one’s  own  ground. 

The  carriage  containing  the  two  young  la¬ 
dies  drove  at  a  quick  trot  along  the  highway. 

“Ah,  how  happy  you  are  to  call  such  a  car¬ 
riage  your  own!”  cried  Marie.  “No  one 
would  believe  that  a  person  who  could  ride  in 
her  own  carriage  would  ever  look  so  gloomy.” 

Louise  knew  the  perpetual  wrangling  of  her 
friend  with  her  pecuniary  situation,  and  she 
nodded  at  the  remark,  so  that  Marie,  by  jest¬ 
ing  freely  in  regard  to  her  peculiarly  hard 
and  dependent  position,  might  be  relieved  and 
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cheered.  Marie  possibly  perceived  her  friend’s 
drift,  for  she  declared  that  life  was  a  mere 
farce,  and  the  best  way  was  to  play  it  briskly. 
She  told  very  humorously  some  of  her  trav¬ 
eling  adventures. 

Louise  diverted  her  from  these  by  asking 
how  she  got  along  with  the  lady  with  whom  she 
was  living  as  a  companion. 

“Ah!”  cried  Marie,  “she  is  all  the  time 
complaining  about  her  former  companions,  and 
will  most  assuredly  complain  about  me  to  fu¬ 
ture  ones.  The  noble  lady  is  always  wanting 
to  be  loved,  and  at  the  same  time  to  he  very 
little  out  of  pocket !  She  ought  to  have  a 
broom  and  duster  crossed  on  her  coat  of  arms, 
for  sweeping  and  dusting  are  the  objects  of  her 
existence.  Every  evening  her  servant -girl 
must  tear  an  old  newspaper  into  small  bits, 
and  then  she  scatters  these  into  every  nook 
and  corner  of  the  rooms,  so  as  to  make  sure 
the  next  day  that  every  place  has  been  swept.” 

“  But  you  must  be  glad  that  you  have  a  call¬ 
ing,”  Louise  said,  attempting  to  turn  the  con¬ 
versation. 

“Calling?  I  say  with  Riickert — or  is  it 
some  one  else  ? — ‘  If  I  had  had  a  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  dollars  income,  I  w'ould  never  have  dished 
myself  up  for  you.’  Calling?  Never  use  that 
word  again  to  me.  If  I  were  rich,  I  would 
marry  a  man  who  pleased  me,  and  let  others 
take  the  calling.” 

Marie  now  struck  into  a  serious  vein,  and 
exhorted  her  friend  not  to  continue  playing 
the  prude,  and  decline  all  suitors. 

Louise  replied  that  she  had  given  up  the 
world. 

“  Given  up  the  world  ?”  laughed  Marie. 
“Why  don’t  you  say,  too,  ‘I  am  dead  and  bur¬ 
ied.’  You  are  a  year  younger  than  I.  Oh, 
if  some  one  would  only  come  and  tame  yon  for 
once !” 

“Tame  me?  Am  I  wild?” 

“No  ;  don’t  misunderstand  me,  you  are,  on 
the  contrary,  too  tame — I  mean  too  cultivated.” 

“  Too  cultivated  ?” 

“Yes,  you  have  seen  a  great  deal  too  much, 
thought  a  great  deal  too  much.  You  perceive 
each  one’s  deficiencies,  and  you  think,  besides, 
that  he  does  not  want  me,  he  wants  my  mon¬ 
ey.  You  open  a  parliamentary  debate  when 
any  one  makes  his  appearance.  You  are  the 
Daughter  of  the  Parliament.” 

“  Good !  You  have  now  said  the  whole,  and 
now  I  beg  that  you  will  say  nothing  more  on 
the  subject.” 

Louise  uttered  this  in  a  decided  tone,  and 
for  a  w’hile  they  drove  on  in  silence.  They  were 
approaching  some  of  the  outlying  buildings 
which  were  a  short  distance  from  the  manor- 
house.  The  farm-dogs  harked,  they  took  note 
of  the  new  arrival,  and  Scheck  was  quick  at 
reply,  like  his  mistress.  But  Marie  ordered 
him  not  to  utter  the  least  sound,  and  he  silent¬ 
ly  obeyed. 

The  carriage  stopped  at  the  steps  of  the 
house,  and  Herr  Merz  bade  Marie  welcome. 


There  was  a  slight  flush  in  the  countenance  of 
the  elderly  man,  who,  perhaps,  had  not  wholly 
overcome  the  impression  that  he  had  once 
had  a  passing,  repressed  inclination  toward 
his  daughter’s  friend.  Marie  immediately  ad¬ 
dressed  Herr  Merz  in  a  tone  of  raillery,  and 
he  replied  in  a  friendly  way. 

Marie  ,was  condueted  to  her  chamber,  hut 
she  soon  came  down,  and  promenaded  with 
Herr  Merz  up  and  down  in  front  of  the  house. 
She  asked  what  that  unfinished  addition  was 
which  had  one  largo  window  with  a  single  pane 
of  glass.  Herr  Merz  replied  that  he  had  built 
it  for  Louise’s  studio,  and  that  it  was  to  be 
completed  during  their  proposed  journey  to 
Italy,  as  Louise  wanted  to  devote  herself  whol¬ 
ly  to  her  artistic  talent. 

“  This  is  very  wrong  in  you.  You  must  not 
do  this  !  ”  exclaimed  Marie,  defiantly. 

In  answer  to  his  amazed  inquiry,  she  de¬ 
clared  that  he  ought  not  to  encourage  Louise 
in  carrying  out  her  proposal  to  give  up  the 
world.  Now  a  suitor  w'ould  have  to  encount¬ 
er  additional  resistance. 

“I  stick  to  this,”  cried  she,  “that  Louise 
must  marry.  And  if  I  am  obliged  to  conjure 
up  here  the  swan-knight,  she  shall  be  married. 
Done  with  life!  All  done!  Did  any  one 
ever  hear  of  such  a  thing  in  a  beautiful,  rich 
girl,  who  is — well — is  twenty-six  years  old  ! 
Do  you  give  me  full  power  to  set  in  motion 
what  I  please  ?” 

“And  what  if  I  should  not  ?” 

“  To  be  sure ;  but  I  should  do  just  the  same 
Avithout  it.  Yet  it’s  better  that  I  have  said 
what  I  have.  ‘  This  respite  is  mine,  and  I  will 
use  it,’  ”  she  recited  in  pathetic  style. 

Louise  came  down  and  her  father  went  away 
in  a  short  time.  She  and  Marie  strolled  in  the 
park  arm  in  arm. 

Suddenly  Marie  stopped  and  cried :  “  Ah,  I 
should  like  to  know  hoAV  one  walks  when  she 
treads  on  her  own  soil.  This  is  the  way !” 

She  raised  her  dress  a  little,  disclosing  a 
handsome  foot  in  brown  gaiter  boots,  and  she 
set  it  firmly  on  the  ground.  Then  she  Avent  on 
to  depict  in  enthusiastic  terms  how  happy  that 
person  must  be  wLo  could  call  a  piece  of  ground 
his  own,  and  who  had  a  settled  home. 

Louise  made  no  contradicton,  for  she  had  a 
sincere  compassion  for  a  girl  who,  belonging  to 
the  higher  class  of  society,  was  homeless  in  the 
Avorld,  and  obliged  to  eat  the  bread  of  service — a 
service  really,  though  seeming  to  be  a  voluntary 
work.  She  simply  said,  at  last,  that  Marie  was 
rich  enough — she  had  such  an  inexhaustible 
fund  of  humor. 

‘ ‘  Don’t  appeal  to  that !”  cried  Marie,  with  an 
expression  of  trouble.  “  When  one  appeals  to 
that  it  is  all  over.” 

They  had  entered  a  copse  where  the  birds 
were  singing  merrily.  Louise  stood  still  and 
asked  her  friend  whether  she  did  not  wish  to 
tell  her  something  more  about  the  heart-affair 
hinted  at  in  her  letters  Avhile  abroad. 

“Not  just  now,”  Marie  hastily  exclaimed; 
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“but  by-and-by  I  will  tell  you.  Don’t,  I  beg, 
ask  me  any  further.  When  the  right  time 
comes  I  will  let  you  know  every  thing,  and  you 
must  help  me.” 

They  spoke  now  of  the  proposed  journey  to 
Italy,  and  Louise  expressed  her  regret  that 
Marie  could  not  accompany  her.  She  would 
have  been  a  good  guide,  for  she  had  already 
been  over  the  ground. 

Marie  knew,  and  Louise  guessed,  why  the 
father,  usually  so  indulgent  to  every  wish  of  his 
child,  had  positively  refused  to  have  Marie  ac¬ 
company  them.  Silently  they  went  through 
garden  and  park,  and  then  returned  to  the 
house.  The  grandmother  of  Louise,  who  had 
not  been  well  during  the  day,  had  recovered 
by  evening.  They  sat  together  in  pleasant 
mood,  and  after  tea  Marie  began  a  game  of 
chess  with  Herr  Merz.  She  was  a  very  skill¬ 
ful  player,  and,  as  the  game  lasted  a  long  time, 
Louise  and  her  grandmother  retired,  and  Marie 
and  Herr  Merz  were  left  alone. 

Hardly  had  they  been  left  alone,  however, 
than  Marie  broke  up  the  game  and  said  she 
must  speak  still  further  about  Louise.  Herr 
Merz  was  to  name  over  the  men  in  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  who  -were  to  be  his  guests  the  next 
day,  who  among  them  might  be  suitors  of  Lou¬ 
ise,  and  which  of  them  he  himself  would  de¬ 
sire  ;  for  it  was  of  great  importance  that  a 
friend  should  express  herself  pleased  with  a 
wooer,  and  she  hoped  to  bring  Louise  in  this 
way  to  a  definite  point.  He  named  over  sev¬ 
eral,  among  them  a  proprietor  and  a  young 
official  from  the  county  town  not  far  off,  be¬ 
tween  whom  he  had  no  choice,  but  who  were 
equally  indifferent  to  Louise. 

Marie  was  very  confident  that  she  could 
bring  her  friend  to  the  point. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

A  REVIEW. 

The  next  day,  which  was  clear  and  cool, 
saw  the  arrival  of  guests  of  both  sexes  in  car¬ 
riages  and  on  Ijorseback.  Marie  had  induced 
Louise  to  adopt  a  new  style  of  wearing  her 
hair,  and  to  dress  in  bright  colors,  laying  aside 
her  favorite  shade  of  sombre  drab,  as  Marie 
called  it.  The  neighbors  gazed  at  her  in  sur¬ 
prise  when  she  first  met  them,  and  Marie  was 
pleased  at  this,  for  she  knew  that  Louise  was 
looking  unusually  young  and  animated. 

When  the  neighboring  landed  proprietor  and 
the  young  government  official  were  introduced 
to  Marie  she  made  a  courtesy,  and,  instead  of 
casting  down  her  eyes,  looked  steadily  at  them. 
She  passed  them  both  in  review,  and  found 
that  in  respect  to  external  appearance  the 
choice  was  by  no  means  difficult. 

Eortunately  for  Marie,  the  man  held  in  high¬ 
est  estimation  in  this  circle  of  friends  was  an 
old  comrade  of  her  father.  By  this  means  she 
was  at  once  accorded  a  high  place  of  honor; 


the  whole  circle  gathered  around  her,  and  Lou¬ 
ise  did  her  best  to  make  her  the  centre  of  at¬ 
traction. 

The  young  official  saw  at  once  that  Marie’s 
opinion  had  decided  weight  with  Louise,  and 
he  therefore  showed  her  a  great  deal  of  atten¬ 
tion.  He  attended  her  when  the  company 
took  a  walk  in  the  garden,  and  in  the  course 
of  conversation  incidentally  mentioned  that  he 
was  an  officer  in  the  militia.  He  could  see 
that  this  made  quite  a  favorable  impression, 

Marie  thought  well  of  his  appearance  and 
general  bearing,  but  he  either  was,  or  pretend¬ 
ed  to  be,  rather  bashful ;  he  was  not  sufficiently 
confident  and  self-asserting.  She  came  to  the 
conclusion  in  her  own  mind  that  he  would  not 
do,  for  whoever  would  win  Louise  must  excite 
in  her  a  positive  interest. 

He  appeared  to  be  familiar  with  landscape¬ 
painting  not  only  in  reference  to  the  character 
of  the  foliage  and  the  fore-ground,  but  he  was 
quite  enthusiastic  in  speaking  of  the  necessity 
of  having  an  artistic  eye,  and  of  the  prevailing 
taste  for  landscape-painting  as  in  harmony  with 
the  tendencies  of  our  age  in  its  study  of  natural 
science.  He  pointed  out  a  group  of  trees,  and 
extolled  to  the  skies  the  happiness  of  being 
able  to  revel  in  light  and  air.  All  this  he  reeled 
off  to  Marie  like  a  book,  as  they  say,  with  the 
idea  that  she  would  report  it  to  her  friend. 

Marie  smiled  inwardly:  “This  swain  is 
played  out ;  let  us  see  what  sort  of  a  child  of 
humanity  the  landed  proprietor  is  !” 

The  proprietor  attached  himself  to  father 
Merz.  “  Good  manners,  and  not  a  bad  move,” 
thought  Marie.  “  He  really  has  a  high  respect 
for  the  old  gentleman,  or  else  he  pretends  to 
have.  No  matter  which,  it  will  have  a  good 
effect  upon  Louise,  for  she  loves  her  father  to 
distraction,  and  he  who  loves  him  too  is  in  a 
fair  way  to  gain  her  good  graces.” 

The  proprietor,  on  the  other  hand,  took  a 
different  view  from  the  official,  and  looked  upon 
Marie  as  in  the  way.  He  was  a  seriously  dis¬ 
posed  man,  and,  next  to  his  own  life-calling, 
devoted  to  politics.  He  had  soon  seen  through 
Marie,  and  thought  that  a  friend  of  a  character 
like  hers  would  be  apt  to  make  Louise  frivolous 
and  fickle.  He  even  imagined  that  there  was 
a  visible  constraint  in  the  bearing  of  the  latter 
toward  her  friend,  and  therefore  he  did  not 
wish  to  have  much  to  do  with  her.  And  when 
Louise  asked  him  how  Marie  pleased  him,  he 
replied,  in  a  straightforward  way,  “She  pleases 
me  just  as  she  does  you.  I  think  that  you 
would  not  like  to  live  all  the  time  with  such  a 
sparkling,  effervescing,  fun -loving  tempera¬ 
ment.” 

Louise  endeavored  to  modify  his  opinion, 
but  she  did  it  in  such  a  way  that  he  was  con¬ 
vinced  he  was  not  wholly  in  the  wrong,  and  for 
the  first  time  he  began  to  entertain  some  hope. 

The  dinner  passed  off  cheerily ;  the  old  Herr 
Von  Beuthen,  who  conducted  Marie  to  the 
table,  felt  that  he  had  the  privilege  of  saying 
what  he  pleased. 
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The  conversation  turned  on  the  intended 
journey  to  Italy,  and  the  old  Herr  said  :  “You 
have  begun  in  the  wrong  way.  What  makbs 
you  put  up  a  studio  for  our  dear  Louise  ?  A 
nursery-room  would  be  more  to  the  purpose.” 

There  was  a  general  laugh.  Marie  looked 
around  the  table  with  sparkling  eyes.  She 
saw  that  the  young  official  blushed,  while  the 
proprietor  joined  in  the  laughter. 

All  glanced  tow'ard  Louise,  but  she  looked 
straight  before  her,  as  if  the  joke  had  no  refer¬ 
ence  to  her  at  all.  Finally,  feeling  that  she 
must  say  something,  she  observed,  in  a  quiet 
and  undisturbed  tone,  “  I  am  very  glad  to  have 
given  the  opportunity  to  Herr  Von  Beuthen  to 
exercise  his  pleasantry.”  She  occupied  her¬ 
self  very  zealously  with  a  stately  gentleman 
who  sat  next,  so  that  his  wife,  whom  the  jmung 
official  conducted  to  the  table,  became  more 
and  more  flushed  in  the  face ;  and  this  redness 
was  not  lessened  by  the  several  glasses  of  wine 
which  she  drank  at  the  persuasion  of  the  of¬ 
ficial. 

At  last  they  rose  from  table,  and  while  the 
older  gentlemen  were  sitting  on  the  terrace, 
smoking  their  cigars,  Herr  Von  Beuthen  ex¬ 
claimed,  in  a  very  loud  voice,  “  It  is  a  disgrace 
to  all  bachelordom  that  Louise  is  not  yet  mar¬ 
ried!” 

The  younger  portion  of  the  company  enjoyed 
themselves  in  the  garden.  Louise  remained 
for  some  time  talking  with  the  gentleman  who 
h.ad  sat  next  her  at  table,  but  yielded  finally  to 
Marie’s  urgent  entreaties  and  joined  the  youn¬ 
ger  part  of  the  guests  in  the  garden.  Jest  and 
merriment  were  the  order  of  the  day,  and  from 
a  thicket  came  the  sound  of  a  lively  Swiss  jodel, 
such  as  the  mountain-boys  sing. 

Marie  had  induced  Louise,  who  could  not 
sing  especially  well,  but  who  excelled  in  this 
Swiss  caroling,  to  give  a  specimen  of  her  skill. 
She  did  not  like  to  be  seen  when  she  did  this, 
and  so  she  went  aside,  placed  her  delicate  left 
hand  to  her  cheek,  jodeled  so  loud  that  it 
seemed  as  if  the  mountain-sides  were  echoing 
and  re-echoing  the  notes. 

Old  and  young  now  mingled  together,  and 
all  were  in  good  spirits  until  evening  came  and 
the  guests  went  away. 

When  they  were  again  alone  Louise  said  to 
her  friend,  blushing  deeply,  “Ah!  Marie,  it  is 
indeed  horrible,  and  I  can’t  understand  it.  I 
am  so — ” 

“So  what?” 

“  No ;  it  is  better  not  to  say  it.” 

“Not  even  to  me ?  Speak  out !” 

“Well,  there  were  here  some  cultivated  and 
able  men” — naming  several — “  but  those  who 
pleased,  those  whom  I  find  clever  and  agreea¬ 
ble,  are — ” 

“  Married,”  interrupted  Marie. 

“Yes,”  assented  Louise,  covering  her  face 
with  her  hands.  ‘  ‘  Why  is  it  that  only  such  please 
me?  Why, can  I  speak  with  freedom  only  to 
them  ?” 

“Don’t  you  know  W'hy  ? — you,  the  Daughter 


of  the  Parliament?  It’s  a  very  simple  matter. 
You  allow  yourself  to  be  free  with  them,  and 
they  can  be  unconstrained  in  their  conversation 
with  you.  But  when  you  are  with  an  unmar¬ 
ried  man  you  are  thinking  all  the  time  that  he 
has  some  designs  on  you,  and,  most  probably, 
on  your  wealth,  and  so  you  are  never  natural 
— never  free  from  constraint.” 

“Oh,  how  right  you  are — how  much  in  the 
right !” 

For  a  long  time  they  were  silent,  and  then 
Marie  suddenly  said,  as  an  expression  of  roguish 
triumph  overspread  her  countenance,  “Come 
here  and  sit  by  me  ;  I  will  tell  you  my  secret.” 

She  grasped  the  hand  of  Louise,  and  her 
voice  was  choked ;  Louise  thought  it  was  from 
deep  emotion,  but  it  was  from  a  wholly  different 
cause.  Marie  related,  in  a  hesitating  and  bro¬ 
ken  way,  in  marked  contrast  with  her  usual  off¬ 
hand  fluency,  that  she  was  as  good  as  engaged 
to  Von  Birkenstock,  a  cavalry  officer  in  the 
neighboring  garrison  city,  who  was  a  distant 
relative  of  hers,  but  whom  she  had  seen  only  at 
brief  intervals.  She  had  now  the  desire,  as  it 
was  important  that  she  should  become  more  in¬ 
timately  acquainted  with  him,  that  Herr  Merz 
should  invite  him  to  make  a  visit;  he  could 
lodge  at  the  tenant’s  house.  And,  besides,  it 
was  his  intention  to  resign  and  take  up  farm¬ 
ing,  as  he  was  the  son  of  an  agriculturist. 

Louise  promised  to  bring  it  about.  Marie 
went  to  her  room,  and  not  long  afterward  Louise 
brought  her  an  unsealed  letter  of  invitation, 
written  by  her  father.  Marie  sat  up  late  that 
night  writing  a  letter,  which  a  messenger  car¬ 
ried  to  the  railway  station. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A  GAME  or  CHESS. 

Louise  wanted  to  accompany  her  friend,  who 
was  to  drive,  two  evenings  after  this,  to  the  sta¬ 
tion  to  meet  the  cavalry  officer.  Louise  spoke 
of  him  as  Marie’s  betrothed,  though  the  latter 
protested  against  it;  but,  as  Louise  persisted 
in  calling  him  so,  Marie  let  it  pjss. 

Marie  drove  alone  to  the  station,  but  she  did 
not  when  there  remain  seated  in  the  carriage, 
as  did  her  friend  a  few  days  previously  ;  she 
walked  back  and  forth  on  the  platform  and  in 
the  garden,  which  had  been  freshly  laid  out, 
and  as  yet  showed  but  a  scanty  growth,  and 
looked  frequently  at  the  watch  which  she  wore 
in  her  belt. 

The  train  came  in,  and  a  young  man,  with  a 
fresh,  grave  countenance,  and  very  heavy  and 
long  mustache,  beckoned  from  the  cars.  He 
alighted,  and,  although  he  wore  a  citizen’s  dress, 
it  was  evident  at  the  first  glance  that  he  was  a 
soldier. 

In  an  easy,  off-hand  manner  he  said  to  Marie ; 
“You  have  not  invoked  the  spirit  of  the  hussar 
in  vain.  Plere  am  I !  I  obey  your  mysterious 
summons.  I  have  an  ample  leave  of  absence. 
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Now  unfold  :  where  is  the  adventure  ?  Where 
is  the  monster,  the  dragon  ?” 

Marie  begged  him  not  to  ask  any  questions 
now,  and,  above  all,  not  to  speak  German. 
They  seated  themselves  in  the  carriage,  and  he 
asked  :  “  Are  not  my  eyes  to  be  bandaged  ?” 

Marie  smiled,  and  said  no.  He  further  asked 
if  he  might  be  permitted,  as  modern  knights 
were,  to  smoke.  Leave  was  given. 

“  What  should  you  say,  ”  began  Marie,  at  last, 
“if  this  carriage,  these  horses,  and  with  them 
a  fine  manor-house  and  some  hundreds  of  thou¬ 
sands  in  a  fire-proof  safe,  were  your  own  ?” 

“  With,  or  without  a  wife  ?” 

“With.” 

“With  you?” 

“Do  not  jest.” 

Drawingherbreath  quickly,  Marie  continued  : 
“Ah,  we  are  all  nothing  but  Ehilistines,  I  as 
well  as  the  rest.  Why  am  I  all  at  once  so  afraid  ?” 

“  You  afraid  ?  Is  there  such  a  word  in  your 
dictionary?” 

“You  are  right !  It  is  such  a  beautiful  and 
advantageous — in  fact,  a  moral  intrigue  which 
you  are  to  engage  in  with  me.” 

“  You  see  me  armed  and  equipped  for  every 
thing,  like  a  hero  in  some  fairy  tale  ;  and,  more 
especialljq  I  have  the  virtue  of  silent  obedience. 
I  listen  to  your  oracle  as  patiently  as  Tamino 
in  the  ‘  Magic  Flute.’” 

“  It  will  soon  be  all  revealed  to  you.  Do 
you  remember  Louise  Merz  ?” 

“Who  could  forget  her!  Am  I  to  marry 
her?” 

“Yes!” 

“I  am  ready  forthwith.  Let  the  church 
bells  be  rung  !  I  am  of  age ;  it  is  spring  ;  and 
I  have  some  new  gloves  with  me.” 

“  Cousin,  I  am  in  earnest.” 

“  IJrearas  are  the  stuff  that  life  is  made  of. 
Does  she  still  remember  me,  how  I  danced  with 
her  at  that  time  at  the  minister’s  ?  Does  her 
father  remember  me  ?  He  has  one  good  qual¬ 
ity — he  smokes  capital  cigars.” 

“Albrecht,  don’t  make  fun  of  the  really 
worthy  man.  To  win  Louise  you  must  respect 
him.” 

“I  regard  him  now  as  most  eminently  re¬ 
spectable.” 

“Albrecht,  tell  me,  in  the  first  place,  whether 
you  would  marry  Louise  if  she  had  no  proper¬ 
ty  ?” 

“No.” 

“That  is  honest,  at  any  rate.” 

“I  pray  you,  dear  cousin,  let  me  finish  what 
I  was  going  to  say.  I  could  not  marry  her  if 
she  were  poor  ;  but  if  she  were  poor  and  I  rich, 
then — ” 

“Then  you  would  marry  her  ?” 

“No  ;  then  I  W'ould  marry  you.” 

Marie  blushed,  and  forbade  her  cousin  to 
joke  any  farther  in  that  manner,  or  he  would 
not  answer  for  the  business  in  hand  ;  for  he 
must  for  a  while  pass  as  her  lover,  even  as  her 
betrothed.  Louise  desired  that  it  should  be  so. 

“I  don’t  understand,”  laughed  the  captain. 


“The  good  knight  must  consent  to  have  his 
eyes  a  little  blindfolded,”  replied  Marie. 

She  recovered  her  good  spirits,  and  said  that 
Louise  W'as  prejudiced  against  every  man  who 
was  not  already  bound.  With  those  who  were 
married  and  betrothed  she  unfolded  all  the  ami¬ 
able  qualities  of  her  nature,  and  acknowledged 
also  the  fine  traits  in  their  character.  And 
therefore  her  cousin  was  to  pass  for  a  while 
as  her  betrothed. 

“But,  Marie,  what  are  you  playing  with? 
You  know  that  you  are  to  me — ” 

“  I  beg  you  to  stop.  You  know— ” 

“Certainly,  certainly,”  observed  he,  making 
a  motion  in  the  air  with  his  hand  as  if  ho  were 
using  a  paint-brush. 

Marie  shrank  back  in  the  carriage,  but  quick¬ 
ly  recovering  her  position,  said,  in  a  lively  tone  : 
“But  don’t  regard  me  as  prudish.  I  permit 
all  the  attentions  which  your  cousinly  relation 
has  allowed  heretofore.” 

“  Then,  first  of  all,  I  beg  for  a  kiss.” 

“For  shame!  And  you  are  trifling  with 
your  good  fortune.  But  if  it  must  be,  here, 
kiss  my  hand.” 

“Take  off  your  glove,  I  beseech  you!” 

“No.  And  one  thing  more— be  kind  to 
Scheck.  If  you  must  show  tenderness,  prac¬ 
tice  it  on  Scheck.  And,  don’t  you  play  chess  ?” 

“My  fame  is  great!  Who  could  stand  the 
tortures  of  outpost  duty  without  tobacco  and 
chess  ?” 

“And  you  can  draw?” 

“Don’t  slander  the  military  school!” 

“You  understand,  too,  how  to  take  land¬ 
scapes,  and  to  talk  about  trees  in  the  fore¬ 
ground,  and  perspective  ?” 

“  My  gracious  Fraulein  !  Observe  this  tree 
with  its  melodious  branches,  this  rhythm,  this 
symphony — ” 

“  Very  well !” 

“No,  it  won’t  do,”  said  he,  seriously.  “We 
shall  make  ourselves  contemptible,  and  your 
friend  an  enemy.  Can  the  prim  Louise  ever 
forgive  us  for  tricking  her  ?” 

“  Indeed  ?  Is  this  throwing  cold  water  upon 
a  fine  adventure  the  hussar  bravery  you  spoke 
of?  Be  easy.  After  a  few  days  we  will  have 
a  quarrel,  and  w'e  must  arrange  that  Louise 
shall  be  an  involuntary  listener.  Then  I  will 
give  you  your  dismissal,  and  you  will  thank 
me — I  will  allow  you  on  your  knees  to  thank 
me — you  will  express  your  high  opinion  of  me, 
and  honestly  confess  that  you — what  is  the 
term  they  use  ? — madly,  distractedly,  infatu- 
atedly  love  Louise.  And  trust  me,  you  will 
not  have  to  lie,  it  will  be  the  actual  truth.” 

For  some  time  neither  of  them  spoke.  The 
captain  seemed  to  be  thinking  of  the  part  he 
was  to  play.  Then  he,  aroused  from  his  long 
reverie,  stood  upright  and  offered  his  cigar- 
case  to  the  coachman  and  the  footman,  who 
accepted  the  cigars  with  thanks.  They  had 
both  been  soldiers,  and  knew  how  to  appreciate 
this  courteousness  in  an  officer. 

Marie  nodded  triumphantly.  Herr  Von  BLrk- 
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enstock  had  one  good  custom  from  early  youth 
up  to  the  present  time ;  he  kept  regularly  a 
brief  diary,  which  luckily  he  now  had  with 
him.  He  found  the  date  noted  down  at  which 
he  had  met  Louise,  and  some  particulars  which 
refreshed  his  recollections. 

Marie  was  very  well  satisfied  with  the  various 
points  he  introduced,  and  was  able  to  supple¬ 
ment  them  from  her  own  memory. 

The  campaign  tvas  well  begun,  and  in  high 
spirits  they  drove  up  to  the  manor-house. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

A  SKILLFUL  MANCEUVBB. 

Louise  welcomed  her  friend’s  betrothed  with 
hearty  warmth,  as  if  he  were  a  member  of  her 
own  family.  She  had  carefully  attended  to 
the  arrangement  of  a  room  for  him  in  the 
neighboring  farm-house,  and  when  he  thanked 
her  there  seemed  a  strange  contradiction  be¬ 
tween  his  look  of  youthful  strength  and  the 
emotion  in  his  voice,  and  the  shy,  almost  timid 
expression  of  his  eyes,  as  he  first  looked  full  at 
her  and  then  cast  them  down,  ivhile  she  begged 
him  to  look  upon  her  as  a  friend. 

He  reminded  Louise  of  their  meeting  at  the 
capital,  and  she  thought  it  very  singular  that 
he  should  still  remember  the  dress  and  flowers 
which  she  then  wore,  and  what  they  had  said 
to  each  other. 

“  How  do  you  like  him  ?”  asked  Marie  when 
she  was  alone  with  Louise. 

“  I  don’t  see  how  you  can  ask  how  any  one 
likes  the  man  to  whom  you  have  given  yourself 
for  life  1  ”  answered  Louise. 

Marie  seemed  impressed  by  her  earnestness, 
and  her  usually  ready  tongue  hesitated  and 
stammered  a  little  as  she  excused  herself,  add¬ 
ing  that  her  engagement  to  the  captain  was  not 
yet  so  absolutely  settled. 

The  captain  was  soon  on  good  terms  with 
the  father  of  Louise,  although  he  said  directly 
that  he  had  but  little  interest  in  the  political 
questions  of  the  day  ;  his  manner  of  looking  at 
the  estate,  and  his  pertinent  remarks  expressed 
in  few  words,  which  he  skillfully  and  modestly 
put  in  the  form  of  questions,  won  for  him  im¬ 
mediately  the  favor  of  the  master  of  the  house, 
who  expressed  his  liking  for  him  to  his  daughter. 

The  captain  told  Marie  that  he  felt  less  con¬ 
strained  with  Louise  than  with  her  father,  and 
wanted  to  know  whether  the  latter  understood 
the  position  of  atfairs  ;  but  Marie  would  not  let 
him  ask  any  thing  further.  She  felt  a  pleasant 
excitement  in  her  cousin’s  moving  in  the  dark, 
as  well  as  the  rest.  This  gave  his  bearing  a  cer¬ 
tain  gentleness  which  she  thought  taking  ;  and, 
moreover,  she  had  not  herself  decided  whether 
Herr  Merz  ought  to  share  the  secret.  Mean¬ 
while,  she  delayed  the  decision  until  a  favor¬ 
able  moment. 

The  grandmother  had  known  the  captain’s 
mother,  and  an  unexpectedly  pleasant  relation 


was  established  between  them ;  the  old  lady, 
who,  at  other  times,  generally  sat  silent  in  her 
arm-chair  by  the  window,  often  talked  with 
the  young  man,  in  whose  looks  and  whole  bear¬ 
ing  she  saw  a  resemblance  to  his  mother. 

Thus  the  days  passed  pleasantR  on  the  es¬ 
tate.  They  rode  and  drove  in  the  country 
about  them,  or  walked  to  fine  points  of  view  on 
the  neighboring  mountains,  and  Louise  could 
not  help  frequently  congratulating  her  friend 
on  having  found  such  a  man  for  a  husband. 
It  seemed  to  her  most  suitable  that  the  vola¬ 
tile,  ever-jesting  Marie  should  be  united  to  a 
man  who  showed,  considering  his  youth,  a  re¬ 
markably  earnest  character. 

It  often  happened  that  Marie  walked  with 
Herr  Merz  and  Louise  with  the  captain ;  and 
a  special  sympathy  was  established  between 
them  from  the  fact  that  the  captain  had  a  tal¬ 
ent  for  landscape-drawing.  They  worked  to¬ 
gether  and  compared  their  sketches,  and  Lou¬ 
ise  could  give  the  young  man  many  useful  hints, 
as  he  had,  he  said,  used  his  talent  but  little. 
The  captain  was  very  quick  in  learning,  and 
often  surprised  her  by  the  ease  with  which  he 
knew  how  to  apply  her  instructions. 

Marie  often  withdrew,  when  Louise  was 
with  the  captain.  The  father  remarked  to  his 
daughter  on  the  sti'ange  coldness  that  struck 
him  in  the  demeanor  of  the  pair;  but  Louise 
thought  it  just  as  it  should  be,  and  depicted 
the  captain’s  character  in  a  sympathizing  and 
feeling  manner. 

When  the  father  spoke  of  this  to  Marie,  she 
begged  him  to  go  into  the  garden  with  her, 
and  there  explained  to  him  the  whole  state  of 
affairs.  He  was  greatly  astonished,  and  re¬ 
membered  how  often  his  mother-in-law  had 
said  that  Marie  ought  to  have  been  an  actress. 
How  was  it  possible  to  carry  out  such  a  camedy 
in  real  life,  which  belonged  to  and  might  be 
allowed  on  the  stage  ? 

Eor  a  long  time  he  could  find  no  words,  and 
declared  at  last  that  Marie’s  proceeding  was, 
to  say  the  least,  a  mistaken  one,  for  she  would 
not  accomplish  the  object  she  aimed  at.  Here¬ 
after  he  would  have  to  make  an  effort  to  treat 
the  captain  in  the  way  he  had  begun.  What 
sort  of  a  man  was  he  to  lend  himself  to  such  a 
plot  ? 

Louise  and  the  captain  had  one  day  begun 
to  sketch  the  ruins  of  a  castle  in  the  neighbor¬ 
hood,  which  they  wished  afterward  to  paint — 
the  captain,  in  water-colors,  Louise,  in  oils. 
They  worked  busily  all  day.  Marie  and  the 
father  were  to  go  for  them  toward  evening. 
On  the  way  Herr  Merz  expressed  great  un¬ 
easiness  at  a  course  which  would  lead  to  no¬ 
thing,  and  leave  a  bitter  feeling  behind  ;  but 
Marie,  with  her  confident,  overflowing  good- 
humor,  represented  to  him  that  this  was  mak¬ 
ing  much  too  serious  a  matter  of  the  little 
plot ;  Louise  would  be  surprised,  even  angry 
at  first,  but  would  afterward  rejoice  that  an  op¬ 
portunity  had  been  given  her  to  become  ac¬ 
quainted  with  so  intelligent  a  man  in  uncon- 
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strained  intercourse.  She  repeated  to  him 
how  often  Louise  had  said  to  her  that  it  was 
her  misfortune  to  know  well  only  married  or 
engaged  men.  Now  this  misfortune  should  he 
turned  to  advantage.  Marie  spoke  with  such 
animation  and  cleverness  that  ho  could  only 
shrug  his  shoulders.  They  arrived  at  the  point 
from  which  the  sketches  were  taken ;  a  good 
lunch  was  brought  from  the  carriage,  and  they 
sat  comfortably  together.  Louise,  however, 
was  very  gave,  she  often  looked  dreamily  be¬ 
fore  her,  and  said  she  was  much  dissatisfied 
with  her  work.  The  captain  confessed  that 
he  had  expected  something  better  of  her ;  there 
was  neat  precision  shown  in  her  drawing,  but 
it  was  worked  up  too  carefully,  with  too  minute 
a  fidelity  of  detail,  and  wanted  boldness.  Marie 
looked  at  him  in  surprise  as  he  expressed  this 
opinion,  but  she  soon  smiled  again :  just  this 
frankness,  this  honest  fault-finding,  would  be 
the  most  likely  to  win  Louise. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

PLEEING  FROM  ONe’s  SELF. 

The  four  wandered  about  the  ruin,  and  did 
not  enter  the  carriage  to  drive  home  till  the 
moon  had  risen.  Little  was  said  as  they  drove 
on,  the  father  slept,  and  Marie  seemed  asleep 
also  ;  only  the  captain  and  Louise  were  awake. 
The  stars  shone  in  the  sk}^  the  nightingales 
sang  in  the  bushes,  and  a  spicy  breath  of  spring 
filled  the  air. 

The  captain  seized  Louise’s  hand.  He  held 
it  fast,  and  she  could  not  withdraw  it  thmigh 
she  tried;  she  trembled.  He  pressed  her  hand, 
and  she — did  she  return  the  pressure?  She 
did  not  know.  An  icy  chill  ran  over  her.  Is 
it  indeed  so?  Do  you  love  a  man  who  be¬ 
longs  to  another?  “  No,  no  !”  she  muttered  to 
herself,  as  she  clenched  her  fist,  and  involun¬ 
tarily  she  suddenly  exclaimed  aloud  :  “  Fa¬ 
ther!” 

“What  is  it?”  asked  her  father,  .awaking 
from  his  nap. 

“  Ah  1  did  I  call  you  ?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  I  didn’t  know  I  did  !  Yes  !  I  should  like 
to  get  out.” 

She  called  to  the  coachman  to  stop,  opened 
the  carriage  door,  alighted,  and  begged  her 
father  to  get  out  with  her.  She  would  not  al¬ 
low  the  others  to  come  with  them,  but  abrupt¬ 
ly  ordered  the  coachman  to  drive  on  ;  and  as 
the  carriage  rolled  away  she  fell  on  her  father’s 
neck,  crying:  “Alas,  alas!  I  am  wicked, 
very  wicked,  a  miserable  creature !  Father, 
help  me !” 

Her  father  could  hardly  utter  a  word  to  calm 
her.  Louise  threw  herself  on  his  breast,  and 
cried,  in  a  heart-rending  tone:  “Oh,  father, 
I’m  afraid  I  may,  I  shall  love  Marie’s  betroth¬ 
ed,  and  he  me.” 

“  But  what  if  he  were  free  ?” 


“Oh,  pray,  father,  do  not  speak  so.  Let  us 
not  speak  a  word,  I  heg  you.” 

Her  father  did  not  know  how  to  explain  the 
sti'ange  position  of  affairs.  Ho  could  not  say 
that  he  knew  of  the  plot,  for  he  could  not  but 
acknowledge  to  himself  that,  in  doing  so,  he 
should  lose  all  influence  over  his  child ;  and 
the  longer  he  walked  in  silence  by  his  daugh¬ 
ter’s  side  the  better  it  seemed  to  him  that  she 
should  exert  self-control  and  stifle  the  first  germ 
of  love  for  a  man  who  would  lend  himself  to 
such  a  game. 

They  reached  the  house  in  silence.  Louise 
hurried  to  her  own  room,  and  sent  word  that 
she  wanted  to  see  no  one  that  night.  She  sat 
on  her  sofa  in  an  agony  of  painful  self-accusa¬ 
tion.  It  was  past  midnight  when  she  finally 
went  to  rest ;  but  she  could  not  sleep.  She 
rose  again,  and  sent  to  wake  her  father  and 
beg  him  to  come  to  her.  He  came,  and  she 
entreated  him  to  set  her  free  while  there  was 
yet  time.  There  was  only  one  way.  Her  father 
tried  again  to  explain  that  perhaps  the  captain 
still —  But  Louise  would  not  let  him  speak ; 
she  cried:  “No,. never!  I  should  be  dishon¬ 
orable  in  my  own  eyes !”  She  begged  her  fa¬ 
ther  that  they  might  set  out  on  their  proposed 
joumey  directly — that  very  night ;  she  could 
not  see  Marie  or  her  betrothed  again.  Her 
father  tried  once  more  to  soothe  her ;  but  Lou¬ 
ise  vowed  that  she  would  leave  the  house  in 
the  night,  and  wander  out  into  the  world,  if 
her  father  would  not  comply  with  her  wish. 
He  had  never  seen  his  child  so  overmastered 
by  excitement,  so  resolved  and  determined  to 
break  all  bonds  asunder.  He  agreed  to  her 
proj)Osal.  Louise  wrote  a  letter  telling  her 
friend  that  for  the  next  few  months  she  would 
hear  no  news  of  her.  She  wrote  also  to  her 
grandmother  ;  and  in  the  gray  of  the  morning, 
while  Marie  was  still  asleep,  the  carriage  rolled 
away  in  which  Louise  and  her  father  sat. 

The  captain,  who,  in  the  farm-house,  had 
found  no  sleep  either,  and  was  standing  at  his 
window  at  dawn,  believed  himself  to  be  dream¬ 
ing  when  he  saw  the  carriage  pass,  heavily  lad¬ 
en  with  trunks,  and  bearing  away  Louise  and 
her  father. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

PLAYING  WITH  FIRE. 

Father  and  daughter  were  far  away — Lou¬ 
ise  sleeping,  or  at  least  sitting  motionless  with 
closed  eyes,  in  a  corner  of  the  carriage — when 
Marie  came  down  to  breakfast  in  the  garden- 
parlor.  She  was  surprised  to  find  no  one  there, 
for  Herr  Merz  was  generally  early.  The  house¬ 
keeper  brought  her  two  letters.  One  was  from 
Paris ;  the  other  had  no  address.  Marie  red¬ 
dened  when  she  saw  the  first,  but  quickly  opened 
the  other.  It  contained  the  lines  which  Louise 
had  left  behind.  Marie  could  not  understand 
what  had  happened;  she  opened  the  second 
letter,  but  seemed  unable  to  read  it  properly ; 


922 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


she  put  her  hand  to  lier  head  several  times, 
then  sat  down,  staring  before  her,  and  holding 
the  letter  in  the  hand  which  hung  nerveless  hy 
her  side. 

The  captain  was  announced ;  Marie  quickly 
hid  both  letters.  The  captain  looked  as  if  lie 
had  been  awake  all  night.  He  told  Marie  that 
he  saw  he  was  not  yet  fit  for  such  adventurous 
enterprises  ;  he  spoke  jestingly,  but  there  W'as  a 
seriousness  in  his  tone  as  he  spoke  of  the  pain¬ 
ful  position  in  w'hich  he  was  placed.  He  stood 
between  two  girls,  both  worthy  to  be  wooed ; 
one  must  pass  for  his  betrothed,  the  other  be¬ 
come  his  wife ;  he  was  in  a  false  relation  to- 
w'ard  both  ;  this  must  not  go  on. 

Marie  listened  patiently ;  she  pressed  her 
lips  tightly  together;  and  when  the  captain 
asked  at  last  whether  he  had  been  dreaming, 
or  had  really  seen  Louise  and  her  father  drive 
away  in  the  early  morning,  she  handed  him  the 
letter  left  by  her  friend.  She  was  not  a  little 
surprised  when  the  captain  exclaimed,  joyful¬ 
ly:  “  I’m  thoroughly  glad  of  it !  Now  I’m  rid 
of  her  and  her  money.  I  might  have  deluded 
myself  into  .a  sentimental  mood.  I  was  on  the 
road  to  it,  but  we  are  not  fit  for  each  other,  and 
I  don’t  believe  that  a  really  lasting  life-union 
can  be  founded  on  such  an  intercourse  as  ours 
here.  It  may  do  on  the  stage,  where  people 
don’t  ask:  ‘How  does  it  fare  now,  after  the 
curtain  has  fallen  ?  What  are  the  after-effects 
of  her  game  of  hide  and  seek  ?’  ” 

He  stopped  suddenly,  and  Marie  said :  “They 
did  not  want  to  send  us  off,  and  so  they  have 
gone  out  of  their  own  house.” 

The  captain  nodded,  and  Marie  went  on : 
“  I  ought  not  to  have  said  any  thing  about  it  to 
Herr  Merz.” 

“Did  you  do  that?”  cried  the  captain.  The 
blood  mounted  to  his  brow,  his  eyes  flashed  as 
he  continued:  “Now  all  is  well!  I  am  free,  and 
glad  of  it.  I  am  rid  of  the  gold-devil,  and  have 
the  angel  of  sweetness  instead.  I’m  glad  the 
play  is  over.  W e  will  show  the  purse-proud  peo¬ 
ple  that  we  have  fooled  them.  Are  you  agreed  ?” 

“  Agreed  ?  I  don’t  understand !  ” 

“  Marie,  I’ve  seen  that  you  alone  are  fit  for 
me.  Now  tell  me  frankly,  don’t  you  think,  too, 
that  I  am  the  only  right  person  for  you  ?  To 
be  sure  we  have  nothing,  but  if  we  have  each 
other  v/e  are  rich,  and  we  are  no  Philistines 
to  make  many  cares  for  ourselves.  I  am  strong 
and  courageous ;  I  will  make  my  wav.  Now 
only  say  one  word.  Have  I  not  already  made 
my  tvay  ?  Have  I  not  won  you  ?  Say  only  one 
word !  ” 

Marie  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket :  she  w'as 
on  the  point  of  taking  out  -the  other  letter, 
which  she  had  received  from  Paris,  but  she 
drew  her  hand  out  again  empty,  and  held  it  out 
to  her  cousin  :  “Don’t  make  me  speak  now.  I 
did  not  know  that  I  had  something  in  me — the_y 
call  it  jealousy,  but — pray,  don’t  make  me  speak 
now.  Trust  me,  I  will  consider  it  all.  We  are 
no  longer  children,  you  and  I.  No,  we  are  no 
children — we  have  no  one,  either  of  us,  to  con¬ 


sider  for  us.  Pray  go  away  now,  but  don’t  give 
yourself  any  hopes — remember,  I  have  said  no¬ 
thing  at  all.  Good-by !  When  the  time  comes 
you  shall  hear  from  me.  But  again — remem¬ 
ber,  I’ve  promised  you  nothing.” 

“And  I  do  not  give  you  up,”  exclaimed  the 
captain ;  “I  put  my  seal  on  your  mouth.” 

He  embraced  and  kissed  the  trembling  Marie, 
who  resisted  at  first,  then  passionately  returned 
the  embrace.  Suddenly  she  tore  herself  away, 
and  left  the  room.  The  captain  gazed  after 
her ;  then  he  went  to  the  farm-house,  took  off 
his  citizen’s  dress,  put  on  his  uniform,  and  re¬ 
turned  to  his  post. 

Marie  also  went  away  in  the  evening.  On 
her  return-journey  she  did  not  conceal  little 
Scheck,  in  saucy  defiance  of  the  rules,  for  the 
inspector  allowed  her  to  take  him  with  her  open¬ 
ly  in  the  carriage.  She  sat  still  a  long  time, 
and  Scheck  watched  her  in  w'onder,  for  he  had 
never  seen  his  mistress  in  such  a  mood — not 
vouchsafing  him  a  single  word,  or  even  a  glance. 

After  some  time  she  took  Louise’s  letter  from 
her  pocket,  read  ■‘it  through  quickly,  and  tore 
it  into  little  bits,  which  at  intervals  she  allowed 
to  flutter  out  of  the  window  of  the  railway  car¬ 
riage.  The  pieces  of  paper  were  scattered  at 
wide  distances ;  no  one  could  have  collected 
them  again. 

She  took  out  the  other  letter.  Shaking  her 
head  she  looked  at  the  photograph  inclosed  in 
it,  then  read : 

“Whose  is  this  picture  7  No,  that  you  will  not  ask 
when  your  eyes,  beaming  with  warmth  and  light,  rest 
on  this  photograph. 

“  I  have  certainly  changed  much  in  appearance,  but 
if  a  photograph  of  my  soul  could  be  taken,  you  would 
not  Slid  a, single  strange  feature  in  it. 

“And  now,  where  are  you?  How  do  you  live? 
Have  I  stiil  a  right  to  speak  to  you  thus  ?  Are  you 
stiii  free  ?  Are  you  stiil  your  own,  to  become  mine  ? 

“Oh,  forgive  the  crooked  question  mark.  I  have 
something  certain  to  tell  you.  What  I  vowed  to  you 
on  the  swiftly-moving  vessel  is  now  fulfilled.  I  have 
attained  an  honorable  position,  and  am  in  a  position 
to  make  for  you — for  us — a  cheerful  home,  free  from 
want  and  care. 

“  I  come  to  you,  wherever  you  summon  me.  Only 
one  thing,  in  all  sincerity  and  good  faith.  If  I  should 
not  seem  to  you  as  I  did,  you  are  free.  We  will  sol¬ 
emnly  clasp  hands  and  say,  It  must  not  be ! 

“  I  read  this  letter  over.  I  have  written  confusedly, 
but  my  mind  is  clear,  though  I  do  not  know  how  to 
express  myself  otherwise. 

“  My  heart  beats  as  it  did  when  I  saw  you  gliding 
doum  the  Rhine.  I  am  full  of  courage  and  confidence, 
and,  so  long  as  I  live,  would  be  your  - .” 

Marie  made  a  rent  throng  the  name.  She 
was  about  to  tear  this  letter  also,  but  she 
stopped,  and  said  to  herself,  “He  calls  you 
free,  in  order  to  be  free  himself  and  to  be  able 
to  make  some  new  experiment.  No,  no !  He 
is  a  true,  frank  soul,  without  deceit !  Yes,  that 
he  was.  Is  he  still  ?” 

She  gazed  long  at  the  photograph ;  then  put 
letter  and  picture  again  into  her  pocket. 

When  she  reached  home  she  found  the  old 
lady  busied  with  her  accustomed  occupation  of 
strewing  scraps  of  paper  in  all  the  corners  of 
the  room. 


LITERARY  FORGERIES. 
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II. 

HILE  the  trial  of  Vrain-Lucas  acquaints 
us  with  the  details  of  a  fraud  at  once  the 
most  audacious  and  the  most  stupid  ever  com¬ 
mitted,  I  proceed  to  add  another  chapter  to  this 
history  of  false  autographs.  It  has  been  seen 
■with  how  little  material  skill  Chatterton  and 
Ireland  succeeded  in  deceiving  their  contempo¬ 
raries.  English  literature  furnishes  a  recent 
example  of  forgery  in  which  poetic  talent  plays 
no  part,  but  where  the  fabricator’s  art  is  carried 
to  the  very  extreme. 

In  the  beginning  of  1852  appeared  a  little 
volume  of  letters  by  Shelley.  Every  one  knows 
who  Shelley  w.as — the  friend  of  Lord  Byron, 
the  poet-dreamer,  powerful,  mystic,  one  of  the 
most  marked  of  that  line  which  descends,  un¬ 
broken,  to  Tennyson  and  Browning.  The  vol¬ 
ume  contained  twenty-five  letters ;  it  was  pre¬ 
faced  with  an  introduction  by  Browning,  and 
brought  out  by  Moxon,  the  publisher  of  most 
of  the  poetical  works  of  the  day.  It  must  be 
owned  that  the  contents  of  the  book  were  some¬ 
what  disappointing;  nothing  striking;  some 
uninteresting  details  concerning  the  first  mar¬ 
riage  of  Shelley,  and  the  decision  which  took 
away  his  children  ;  some  descriptions  of  Italy ; 
nothing  more.  Let  us  add,  however,  that  this 
insignificance  gave  rise  to  no  suspicion ;  the 
letters  of  a  great  writer  might  precisely  resem¬ 
ble  the  letters  of  any  other  person.  Neverthe¬ 
less,  it  was  but  a  few  weeks  after  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  the  book  that  an  incident  revealed  its 
true  character. 

Moxon,  the  publisher,  had  distributed  among 
his  illustrious  clients  copies  of  the  new  work. 
Tennyson,  especially,  had  received  one  of  these. 
Tennyson,  just  then,  was  receiving  a  visit  in  the 
country  from  one  of  his  friends,  Mr.  Balgrave, 
son  of  the  historian,  and  brother  of  the  traveler 
who  has  told  us  of  Nedjid.  Mr.  Balgrave  found 
the  letters  of  Shelley  on  the  parlor  table,  open¬ 
ed  them,  ran  them  over ;  what  was  his  aston¬ 
ishment  upon  recognizing,  as  he  believed,  an 
old  acquaintance  !  Continuing,  he  could  no 
longer  doubt  that  a  pretended  letter  from  Shel¬ 
ley  to  Godwin  was  a  forgery,  together  with  an 
article  on  Elorence,  published  in  1840,  in  the 
Quarterly  Review.  It  is  not  surprising  that  Mr. 
Balgrave  could  so  readily  recall  an  article 
printed  twelve  years  before,  the  article  having 
been  written  by  his  father.  As  for  this  pro¬ 
ceeding  on  the  part  of  the  forger,  it  is  nothing 
extraordinary ;  the  makers  of  autographs  are 
all  reduced  to  this,  even  as  the  author  of  the 
false  letters  of  Marie  Antoinette  borrowed  from 
the  gazettes  of  the  time,  and  finally,  again,  the 
author  of  M.  Chasles’s  manuscript  treasures 
copied  from  ancient  scientific  memoirs.  It  can 
not  be  supposed  an  easy  thing  to  draw  from 
one’s  own  imagination  the  materials  and  the 
style  of  a  fictitious  correspondence  ;  one  could 
scarcely  get,  in  this  way,  that  tone  of  the  situa¬ 
tion,  that  unstudied  air  of  reality,  which  is  found 


in  all  the  letters,  even  the  most  insignificant ; 
hence  the  necessity  for  the  forger  to  seek  some 
assistance — a  canvas,  a  text  unknown  or  forgot¬ 
ten,  which  he  may  adapt  more  or  less  satisfac¬ 
torily  to  his  design. 

But  to  return  to  the  letters  issued  by  Moxon. 
It  is  easy  to  imagine  the  publisher’s  surprise  on 
learning  the  discovery  just  made.  Pie  had 
bought  these  papers  at  a  public  sate,  and  at  once 
produced  the  originals ;  there  were  the  letters 
attacked,  'with  every  mark  of  authenticity. 
The  handwriting  appeared  to  be  that  of  the 
poet.  The  seal  was  his.  The  address  bore 
the  stamp  of  the  Italian  cities  rvhere  he  had 
lived.  The  pieces  were  shown  to  certain  upper 
clerks  of  the  post-office,  who  declared  that  they 
saw  nothing  suspicious.  One  means  of  proof 
remained.  Murray  possessed  numerous  letters 
of  Byron,  written  in  the  same  cities  at  the  same 
time,  and  also  directed  to  London  ;  comparison 
was  easy.  This  was  fatal  to  the  letters  issued 
by  Moxon  ;  the  stamps  of  Venice  and  Ravenna 
betrayed  important  differences.  From  this 
time  the  forgery  was  considered  established, 
and  the  publisher  hastened  to  withdraw  the 
copies  already  offered  for  sale,  and  to  condemn 
the  entire  edition  to  destruction.  Suspicion 
once  awakened,  it  was  soon  perceived,  in  addi¬ 
tion,  that  these  pretended  letters  of  Shelley 
formed  only  a  part  of  a  v^ast  enterprise  of  epis¬ 
tolary  fraud.  At  the  same  sale  where  Moxon 
had  bought  the  pieces  which  he  published,  the 
poet’s  son  had  purchased,  as  he  believed  him¬ 
self  in  duty  bound,  other  letters  of  Shelley,  ad¬ 
dressed  to  his  wife,  and  filled  with  private  af¬ 
fairs  and  family  secrets.  The  forgers  had  like¬ 
wise  offered  for  sale  letters  of  Keats  and  Byron, 
besides  books  bearing  the  name  of  the  latter, 
with  marginal. notes  apparently  written  by  his 
hand.  Murray,  always  on  the  watch  for  works 
by  the  author  of  “Childe  Harold,”  had  bought 
forty-seven  letters  for  more  than  three  thousand 
francs. 

The  fact  of  the  fraud  established,  the  only 
question  now  was  to  trace  it  to  its  source. 
Moxon  had  bought  the  letters  at  a  public  sale : 
from  whom  had  the  auctioneer  received  them  ? 
From  a  bookseller  named  White.  And  White 
himself?  The  latter,  if  his  published  account 
may  be  credited,  had  bought  all  these  false  docu¬ 
ments  of  an  unknown  woman,  who  brought  them 
successively,  never  dropping  ’her  incognito,  speak¬ 
ing  of  a  sister  in  need,  of  a  dead  father  who 
had  been  a  collector  of  autographs,  taking  care, 
at  the  same  time,  to  insinuate  that  these  liter¬ 
ary  treasures  came  to  them  through  Fletcher, 
Byron’s  faithful  servant.  Seeking  farther  yet, 
there  appeared  behind  the  lady  an  adventurer, 
who  was  undoubtedly  the  real  author  of  the 
fraud.  This  was  an  individual  who,  abusing  a 
somewhat  striking  resemblance  to  Byron,  had 
taken  his  name,  and  passed  himself  off  for  his 
natural  son,  although  the  poet’s  family  had  al¬ 
ways  repulsed  his  pretensions.  The  knave  had 
gone  so  far  as  to  announce  the  publication  of 
inedited  rvorks  of  Lord  Byron ;  the  publisher, 
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warned,  withdrew  in  time,  and  the  hook  did  not 
appear.  It  should  he  added  that  the  book¬ 
seller,  White,  was  not  able  to  clear  himself 
completely  before  the  public  ;  it  was  generally 
thought  that,  even  if  he  did  not  actually  know 
of  the  forgery,  he  must  have  suspected  it ;  and, 
in  any  case,  that  he  had  gained  too  largely, 
getting  out  of  the  affair  in  time,  and  selling  for 
three  hundred  guineas  documents  which  had 
not  cost  him  the  third  part  of  that  sum. 

I  have  already  remarked  that  literary  forgeries 
differ  according  to  the  market  for  which  they 
are  intended.  Thus,  while  the  English  are  con¬ 
tented  with  Shakspeare  or  Shelley,  the  Ger¬ 
mans  want  something  more  solid  :  they  are  giv¬ 
en  the  fathers  of  the  Church  ;  they  are  offered  a 
Sanchoniathon.  Eor  the  London  market,  it  is 
sufficient  to  write  more  or  less  indifferently  in 
old  English  and  Gothic  characters  ;  for  that  of 
Leipsic  or  Berlin,  it  is  necessary  to  know  how 
to  write  in  Greek,  and,  upon  occasion,  to  fabri¬ 
cate  palimpsests. 

Do  my  readers  know  who  Sanchoniathon 
was?  The  surest  are  probably  not  quite  cer¬ 
tain.  Sanchoniathon  was  a  Phcenician,  who 
wrote,  in  his  ow'n  language,  a  history  of  his 
country.  When  did  he  live  ?  That  is  com¬ 
pletely  unknown,  since  some  consider  him  as 
ancient  as  Moses,  while  others  place  him  only 
one  or  two  centuries  before  our  era — a  little 
difference  of  twelve  or  fifteen  hundred  years ! 
Besides,  the  original  work  of  Sanchoniathon  is 
lost.  It  is  true,  an  Egyptian  Jew  of  the  second 
century  of  our  era  translated  the  hook,  hut  this 
translation  is  also  lost.  There  remain  only  a 
few  fragments,  amounting  to  about  a  dozen 
pages,  which  have  been  preserved  to  us  by  Eu¬ 
sebius,  a  father  of  the  Church.  It  is  easy  to 
imagine  the  grief  of  the  learned  in  every  age  in 
thinking  of  so  great  a  loss.  The  Phoenicians, 
indeed,  were  one  of  the  most  considerable  na¬ 
tions  of  antiquity- — the  inventors  of  writing, 
the  founders  of  Tyre,  of  Sidon,  and  of  Car¬ 
thage;  great  navigators,  who  had  even  passed 
beyond  the  columns  of  Hercules  ;  cousins-ger- 
man  of  the  Hebrews,  with  whom  they  W'ere 
sometimes  found  in  relation,  but  from  whom 
they  differed,  as  a  commercial  people  must  al¬ 
ways  differ  from  an  agricultural  people,  and  the 
worshipers  of  Moloch  from  the  worshipers  of 
Jehovah.  Truly,  how  this  Sanchoniathon  was 
venerated  by  philologists  and  historians  !  How 
they  found  in  the  fragments  of  his  translator 
the  fascination-of  difficulty  to  surmount,  of  mys¬ 
tery  to  penetrate,  of  hypothesis  to  risk !  And 
if  ever  the  original  should  reappear !  If  only 
the  version  of  that  Philon  of  Byblos  would  rise 
out  of  the  depths  of  some  library!  If,  instead 
of  some  miserable  morsels,  treating  only  of  cos¬ 
mogony  and  mythology,  there  should  be  found, 
at  last,  the  nine  books  of  that  history,  what  a 
flood  of  light  might  they  not  cast  upon  all  Se¬ 
mitic  antiquity ! 

One  can  judge,  after  this,  of  the  emotion 
which  took  possession  of  the  learned  public  of 
Germany,  when  it  was  reported,  in  1836,  that 


the  Greek  translation  of  Sanchoniathon  had, 
in  fact,  been  discovered,  and  was  to  be  publish¬ 
ed.  A  Portuguese  officer,  named  Pereira,  had 
accidentally  found  the  manuscript  in  the  con¬ 
vent  of  Santa  Maria,  at  Merinhao,  near  Oporto, 
in  Portugal,  and  had  sent  it  to  his  friend,  M. 
Erederic  Wagenfeld,  at  Bremen.  The  manu¬ 
script  was  written  on  parchment,  and  contained 
one  hundred  and  twenty-seven  pages  of  the 
large  quarto  size,  and  with  from  twenty-five  to 
thirty-five.lines  per  page.  Impatient  to  let  the 
whole  world  enjoy  so  precious  a  treasure-trove, 
M.  Wagenfeld  hastened  to  publish  an  extract, 
about  one-half,  with  notes  and  a  fac-simile  of 
the  manuscript.  The  volume,  issued  at  Han¬ 
over,  was  preceded  by  an  introduction  by  M. 
G.  P.  Grotefend,  one  of  the  principal  German 
philologists.  Here,  then,  was  the  recovered  work 
of  Philon,  complete  in  nine  volumes.  It  ap¬ 
peared  that  Sanchoniathon  was  the  royal  histori¬ 
ographer.  One  might  read  the  account  of  the 
maritime  discoveries  and  settlements  of  the 
Phoenicians,  and  learn  that  the  Sidonians  dis¬ 
covered  the  island  of  Ceylon.  There  were 
anecdotes,  popular  poems- — the  latter,  by-the- 
way,  with  a  counterfeit  air  of  Ossian.  “  Amis- 
sus  has  driven  me  from  the  citj^ ;  my  slaves  have 
mocked  me.  But  I  will  chastise  the  slaves,  I 
will  slay  Amissus.  Once  I  reposed  upon  the 
purple  of  Tyre,  and  my  pillow  was  the  silk  of 
Babylon.  Now  the  crag  is  my  dwelling-place, 
and  the  desert  my  pillow.  But  think  ye  that  I 
tremble  when  the  shadows  fall  on  the  wood, 
when  the  storm  howls  among  the  trees  like  a 
roaring  beast ’of  prey?  or  that  I  am  affrighted 
by  the  glimmer  of  the  rocks  in  the  light  of  the 
moon,  or  by  the  pale  faces  that  look  at  me 
from  every  clod  of  earth  ?  Is  the  lion  afraid  in 
the  darkness  of  his  den,  or  have  ye  seen  the 
wild -boar  terrified?  The  savage  wild -boar 
wanders  unscared  through  the  mountain  passes, 
and  the  roar  of  the  lion  makes  all  his  enemies 
quake.” 

Sanchoniathon,  were  we  to  credit  M.  Grote¬ 
fend,  was  a  writer  of  Ezekiel’s  epoch.  He  had 
incorporated  with  his  work  various  important 
documents,  one  of  them  a  report  on  the  power 
and  commerce  of  Tyre  under  Hiram,  contem¬ 
porary  with  Solomon.  The  work  terminated 
with  the  accession  of  Adonidlibnas  to  the 
throne  of  Byblos,  about  the  tenth  century  be¬ 
fore  Jesus  Christ,  leaving  the  reader  to  regret 
that  Sanchoniathon  had  not  carried  his  recital 
yet  farther.  But  Sanchoniathon  excused  him¬ 
self— the  modern  history  of  Phoenicia  had  al¬ 
ready  been  written  by  another  than  himself. 

In  this  world  there  are  always  keen  spirits 
ready  to  call  every  thing  in  question.  It  was 
not  to  be  expected  that  M.  Wagenfeld’s  dis¬ 
covery  could  escape  criticism.  Wilcken,  au¬ 
thor  of  the  “  History  of  the  Crusades,”  had  the 
hardihood  to  pronounce  against  the  authen¬ 
ticity  of  the  manuscript.  On  the  other  hand, 
Gesenius,  the  great  Hebraist,  ranged  himself 
among  the  partisans  of  Sanchoniathon.  It  is 
true  that->Gesenius  was  occupied  with  Phoeni- 
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cian  antiquities ;  that  he  had  published  disser¬ 
tations  on  the  subject ;  that  he  found  the  con¬ 
clusions  at  which  he  had  andved  confirmed  by 
the  new  publication,  and  that  this  coincidence 
was  well  calculated  to  create  in  his  mind -preju¬ 
dices  favorable  to  the  honesty  of  M.  Wagenfeld. 

But  Gesenius  was  deceived.  In  vain  did  the 
Greek  of  the  printed  text  appear  specious  and 
flowing ;  in  vain  did  the  historical  contents  of 
the  book  seem  conformed  to  probability ;  there 
was  no  resisting  the  evidence  of  contrary  proofs. 
The  whole  story  of  M.  Wagenfeld  concerning 
Colonel  Pereira  and  the  monastery  of  Santa 
Maria  turned  out  to  be  false.  Inquiries  being 
made  in  Portugal,  it  was  shown  that  no  manu¬ 
script  had  been  discovered.  Finally,  once  fair¬ 
ly  aroused,  criticism  found  in  the  text  itself 
more  than  one  weak  spot.  There  was  no 
remedy,  the  fraud  was  exposed.  Wagenfeld 
alone  held  fast,  and  the  following  year  published 
the  whole  of  his  pretended  manuscript,  together 
with  a  Latin  version  of  his  own  (1837).  This, 
at  the  same  time,  furnished  new  arms  against 
himself,  and  gave  a  memorable  example  of  in¬ 
vention  and  erudition.  He  died  ten  years  later, 
in  1846,  leaving  the  remembrance  of  one  of  the 
most  extraordinary  frauds  the  world  has  ever 
witnessed,  and  bequeathing  to  other  unscrupu¬ 
lous  Hellenists  a  precedent  not  likely  to  be  lost. 

The  mantle  of  Wagenfeld  was  taken  up  by 
Simonides.  Simonides  was  the  most  learned, 
the  ,  most  skillful,  the  most  remarkable  of  all 
the  fabricators-  of  manuscripts.  Ho  one  could 
crown  more  w'orthily  than  he  a  list  of  these  in¬ 
genious  and  criminal  falsifiers  of  history. 

Constantine  Simonides  w'as  born,  if  his  own 
story  can  be  trusted,  in  1823,  in  the  Greek  isle 
of  Hydra.  It  is  probable  that  he  has  made 
himself  younger  by  some  years  than  his  actual 
age.  It  is  not  clearly  known  where  he  re¬ 
ceived  his  education  and  passed  his  childhood. 
In  1837  we  find  him  employed  by  a  printer  of 
Athens ;  then  at  Mount  Athos,  near  an  uncle 
of  his,  the  Superior  of  a  convent,  and  a  great 
lover  of  Greek  manuscripts.  Two  years  after 
the  uncle  died,  and  the  nephew  betook  himself 
to  traveling  over  the  world,  pursuing  his  stud¬ 
ies,  connected,  it  is  said,  with  secret  societies, 
hence  an  equivocal  and  suspected  person.  In 
1846  he  returned  to  Athens,  and  began  to  fab¬ 
ricate  manuscripts,  which  he  pretended  to  have 
got  through  a  legacy  of  his  uncle.  At  the 
same  time  he  showed  great  zeal  for  study, 
taking  lessons  in  ancient  Greek.  He  is  de¬ 
scribed,  at  this  period,  of  agreeable  manners, 
endowed  with  a  power  of  persuasion,  imperfect¬ 
ly  educated,  but  eager  for  knowledge,  full  of 
imagination  and  taste.  He  read  the  ancient 
authors  with  enthusiasm,  gathering  together  all 
sorts  of  historical  and  archajological  informa¬ 
tion,  and  essaying  to  write  correctly  in  Greek. 
With  all  this  he  was  vain,  ambitious,  and  fickle. 
At  the  end  of  two  months  he  left  his  teacher, 
and  threw  himself  into  adventures. 

Simonides  published  an  account  of  his  wan¬ 
derings,  but  this  relation,  intended  to  support 


his  speculations,  had  the  effect  simply  of  cast¬ 
ing  a  deeper  shadow  upon  this  whole  part  of 
his  life.  It  is  certain,  however,  that,  after 
having  tried  his  fortune  at  Athens  and  Con¬ 
stantinople,  he  found  it  necessary  to  strengthen 
his  base  of  operations  by  renewing  his  supply 
of  documents  and  materials,  and  that  he  re¬ 
turned  to  Mount  Athos.  There  he  copied  man¬ 
uscripts,  and  even  succeeded  in  procuring  some 
quite  valuable  ones,  which  should  serve  to  pass 
off  those  of  his  own  manufacture.  Hence,  to 
quote  his  own  story,  he  departed  to  visit  the 
islands  of  the  Archipelago,  then  traversed 
Egj'pt,  penetrating  as  as  the  Asian  deserts. 
It  should  bo  added  that  every  where  he  made 
the  most  precious  and  unlooked-for  discoveries. 
For  instance,  falling  into  the  hands  of  a  noted 
brigand,  he  found  this  bandit  himself  a  distin¬ 
guished  archseologist,  who  had  preserved  in  a 
cavern  choice  antiquities,  and  who  parted  from 
our  Constantine  with  tears  of  regret,  presenting 
him  with  valuable  vases  as  a  farew'ell  gift. 

It  must  not,  however,  be  supposed  that  Si¬ 
monides  imposed  upon  every  one  with  his  tales 
and  his  manuscripts.  His  forgeries,  like  all 
others  of  the  kind,  disclosed  a  singular  mixture 
of  astuteness  and  credulity,  of  subtilty  in  the 
means  used  to  deceive  the  public,  and  temerity 
in  his  estimate  of  the  folly  of  that  public. 
Thus,  very  early,  Simonides  made  up  a  history 
for  a  pretended  academy  of  Symia,  w'ritten  by 
a  monk  of  the  thirteenth  century,  and  did  not 
hesitate  to  attribute  to  the  doctors  of  this 
school  the  greater  part  of  our  modern  inven¬ 
tions — paper,  printing,  the  telescope,  and  even 
steamboats.  At  another  time  he  interpolated 
a  -work  of  the  fifteenth  century,  and  introduced 
therein  the  discovery  of  the  daguerreotype.  At 
the  same  time  he  manufactured  fragments  of 
classic  authors,  manuscripts  of  Hesiod,  Homer, 
and  Anacreon.  Things  went  so  far  that  the 
Minister  of  Public  Worship  at  Athens  appoint¬ 
ed  a  committee  to  examine  these  treasures. 
Fortunate!}’-,  the  resemblance  betw'een  the  man¬ 
uscripts  of  Simonides  and  certain  recent  edi¬ 
tions  issued  abroad  -was  observed  in  time ;  our 
forger  had  procured  and  copied  these  compara¬ 
tively  unknown  texts. 

Athens  becoming  too  hot  for  Simonides,  he 
returned  to  Constantinople  tow.ard  the  end  of 
1850.  There  he  found  powerful  patrons;  in 
particular,  Baron  Tecco,  minister  from  Sardinia, 
who  lodged  him  with  himself.  It  was  at  Con¬ 
stantinople  that  Simonides  began  to  turn  his 
studies  toward  the  East,  announcing,  first,  a 
Sanchoniathon ;  then  an  ancient  Greek  work  on 
hieroglyphics ;  then  a  history  of  Armenia,  which 
he  endeavored  to  sell  to  the  chief  Armenian 
prelates,  and  for  which  he  demanded  the  trifle 
of  a  million  dollars.  The  rogue  did  not  despise 
any  means  calculated  to  dispose  of  his  wares. 
He  pretended  to  possess  a  document  according 
to  W’hich  the  Comneni  had  hidden  precious 
manuscripts  in  the  environs  of  Constantinople, 
in  order  to  conceal  them  from  the  Latins  ;  and 
he  added  that  the  hiding-places  were  designated 
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with  sufficient  exactness  to  render  them  easily 
recogni/.ed.  His  object  is  not  difficult  to  di¬ 
vine.  He  announced  one  day  that  excavations 
must  be  made  in  the  gardens  of  Ismael-Pacha, 
Minister  of  Public  Works.  The  place  indi¬ 
cated  was  searched,  and,  indeed,  a  manuscript 
on  parchment  was  found  inclosed  in  an  old  box. 
It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  Simonides  was 
familiar  with. the  garden,  and  had  already 
walked  there.  Another  attempt  of  the  same 
sort  ended  less  favorably  for  Simonides.  A 
certain  Ibrahim  was  digging  the  foundation  of 
a  house,  when  some  one  took  the  opportunity 
to  ask  Simonides  if  the  spot  where  they  were 
v.'orking  did  not  happen  to  be  one  of  those  con¬ 
taining  manuscripts.  Simonides  examined, 
and  declared  that,  in  truth,  there  should  be 
found,  somewhere  near,  an  Arabic  work,  writ¬ 
ten  in  Syrian  characters.  At  once  arose  a  curi¬ 
osity  easily  understood  ;  they  dug  and  dug,  but 
nothing  came  to  light.  Our  savant  was  pres¬ 
ent  ;  but  he  was  forbidden  to  descend  into  the 
trench,  which,  to  be  sure,  could  have  served 
him  little,  since  he  was  under  the  eye  of  the  as¬ 
sistants.  After  some  hours  of  labor,  every  one 
went  to  breakfast.  On  their  return  the  exca¬ 
vations  recommenced.  But  the  workmen  had 
scarcely  struck  a  few  spade-blows  when  Simon¬ 
ides  cried  out :  “There  it  is  1  there  it  is  !”  In 
fact,  they  had  come  upon  a  box.  Ibrahim  ob¬ 
served  immediately  that  the  earth  clinging  to 
it  was  of  a  different  nature  from  that  of  the 
place  where  they  were  digging.  But  the  work¬ 
men  had  laughed ;  why  this  merriment  ?  On 
questioning  them,  it  appeared  that  during 
breakfast  Simonides  had  slipped  awajq  had 
gone  down  into  the  trench  and  worked  there. 
Whereupon  Simonides  thought  proper  to  quit 
Constantinople. 

Here  should  come  in  the  pretended  travels 
of  Simonides  in  Asia,  and  probably  the  fabri¬ 
cation  of  the  works  which  we  shall  one  day’  see 
appear.  In  1853  we  find  our  savant  in  En¬ 
gland,  where  his  business  transactions  were  tol¬ 
erably  successful.  A  celebrated  amateur.  Sir 
Thomas  Philipps,  gave  him,  for  one  manuscript, 
as  much  as  £500  sterling,  that  is  to  say,  12,500 
francs.  The  British  Museum  bought  seven, 
but  refused  sevei’al  others  as  spurious.  Erom 
London  Simonides  came  to  Paris,  where  he 
passed  four  '  months,  and  where,  likewise,  he 
boasted  of  having  made  some  advantageous 
sales.  Pinallyj  in  J uly,  1855,  he  reached  Leip- 
sic,  where  liis  career  of  learned  frauds  and  dis¬ 
honest  gains  was  to  terminate. 

Faithful  to  his  system  of  screening  his  false 
manuscripts  with  pieces  really  ancient  and  val¬ 
uable,  Simonides  commenced  by  exhibiting  at 
Leipsic,  some  leaves  of  the  Greek  text  of  Her- 
mas,  a  Christian  writer  of  the  second  century, 
whose  works  were  known  only  tlirongh  a  Latin 
version.  This  was  enough  to  surprise  and  de¬ 
light  the  learned  vvorld.  But  Hermas  was  to 
serve  onl}'  as  introduction  to  an  original  work. 
Simonides  had  manufactured  a  history  of  the 
kings  of  Egypt,  reaching  back  to  most  ancient 


times,  and  said  to  have  been  written  by  an  Alex¬ 
andrian  named  Uranios.  The  manuscript,  fab¬ 
ricated  with  much  art,  was  designed  to  pass  for 
a  palimpsest — the  name  given  to  a  parchment 
on  which  an  old  Inscription  has  been  erased  to 
make  room  for  another,  the  original  text  re¬ 
appearing  only  by  means  of  chemical  reagents. 
This  was  Simonides's  first  essay  in  palimpsests, 
and  there  is  no  denying  that  it  gave  evidence 
of  an  extreme  skill.  Is  this  skill  sufficient  to 
explain  the  countenance  at  once  afforded  to 
our  Greek  by  William  Dindorf?  May  not 
other  motives  have  served  to  blind  the  cele¬ 
brated  philologist  ?  So  much,  at  least,  is  cer¬ 
tain,  that  Dindorf  immediately  declared  him¬ 
self  convinced,  that  he  rejected  all  representa¬ 
tions,  combated  all  objections,  that  he  himself 
bought  the  manuscript  for  the  sum  of  2000  tha¬ 
lers,  and  that  he  sought  directly  to  sell  it  again 
to  the  Prussian  government  for  5000  thalers, 
which  would  have  insured  him  a  pretty  little 
profit.  Before  buying,  however,  the  King  of 
Prussia  charged  some  Berlinese  savans,  among 
them  M.  Lepsius,  the  first  of  modern  Egyptolo¬ 
gists,  with  the  examination  of  the  document. 
More  than  one  warning  had  already  been  heard. 
M.  Lycurgos,  a  Greek  scholar,  who  had  given 
lessons  to  our  Simonides,  conceived  suspicions 
on  finding,  in  Uranios,  the  sokeisms  that  he 
had  formerly  corrected  at  Athens,  in  the  themes 
of  his  pupil.  Then  there  were  strange  idioms, 
modes  of  speech  entirely  modern.  M.  Tischen- 
dorf,  a  poor  enough  critic,  but  an  experienced 
paleographer,  declared,  on  his  side,  that  the 
manuscript  in  question  presented  the  writing 
of  the  eleventh  century,  but  could  not  be  a 
palimpsest  of  the  fifth.  M.  Lepsius,  who  ap¬ 
pears  to  have  been  deluded  at  first,  had  no 
sooner  obtained  permission  to  take  away  the 
manuscript,  to  study  at  leisure,  than  he  found 
the  contents  completely  at  variance  with  the 
most  recent  and  certain  discoveries  of  science. 
The  chemical  and  microscopic  tests  finished  by 
demonstrating  th^  the  text  of  the  pretended 
tTranios,  instead  of  being  more  ancient  than 
the  effaced  writing,  was  more  modern — in  oth¬ 
er  words,  that  it  was  a  counterfeit,  the  work  of 
a  forger.  Furnished  with  all  these  proofs,  M. 
Lepsius  went  to  Leipsic,  in  company  with  a 
police  -  agent,  and  on  the  first  of  February, 
1866,  Simonides  was  arrested,  at  the  very  mo¬ 
ment  when  he  was  making  his  arrangements  to 
go  to  London.  At  his  dwelling  was  found  the 
whole  apparatus  witli  wliich  he  had  manufiic- 
tured  his  Uranios  :  chemical  inks,  essays  of  old 
writing,  manuscripts,  some  spurious,  others  au¬ 
thentic,  works  of  Egyptologists  such  as  Bunsen 
and  Lepsius  himself,  and,  to  crown  all,  the  text 
of  Uranios.  The  money  which  Simonides  had 
received  from  Dindorf  was  still  in  his  possession. 

The  offense  was  evident,  yet  it  remained  un¬ 
punished.  The  Prussian  tribunal  set  Simonides 
at  liberty,  and  restored  to  him  his  effects  and 
his  money.  The  criminal,  in  fact,  had  not 
committed  his  fraud  in  Prussia,  and  M.  Din¬ 
dorf,  who  had  been  its  only  real  victim,  was  not 
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a  Prussian.  As  for  the  Saxon  tribunals,  they 
could  interfere  only  on  condition  of  making  it 
a  civil  suit,  which  M.  Dindorf,  for  some  reason 
or  other,  did  not  care  to  do.  The  forger  did 
not  fail  to  cite  his  acquittal  as  a  proof  of  his  in¬ 
nocence,  and  betook  himself  to  Vienna,  where 
I  know  not  what  bec.ame  of  him.  At  thirty-five 
he  had  accomplished  labors  beside  which  the 
forgeries  of  which  M.  D’Hunolstein,  Eeuillet  de 
Conches,  and  Chasles  have*  been  the  dupes 
must  always  appear  very  fame  and  paltry. 

In  closing  this  account  of  the  more  noted  lit¬ 
erary  forgeries,  perhaps  it  may  not  be  amiss  to 
devote  a  few  words  to  the  cheat  of  which  M. 
Chasles  has  been  the  victim  ;  and  this  by  rea¬ 
son  of  its  being  the  latest  piece  of  knavery, 
rather  than  from  any  claim  it  possesses  to  rank 
with  those  already  described. 

Some  eight  years  since,  a  man  named  Vrain- 
Lucas  presented  himself  before  M.  Chasles,  a 
member  of  the  Institute,  and  proposed  to  sell 
him  a  large  number  of  autographs  and  curious 
pieces  belonging  to  a  M.  De  Bois-Jourdain,  who 
was  desirous  of  parting  with  them.  On  this 
basis  Vrain-Lucas  constructed  the  whole  fable  : 
The  collection  in  question  had  been  made  in 
the  last  century  by  a  rich  personage,  who  was 
obliged  to  emigrate  in  1791.  He  went  to  Amer¬ 
ica,  carrying  with  him  his  collection;  on  his 
return  he  was  shipwrecked  ;  all  his  autographs, 
letters,  and  books  fell  into  the  water,  but  were 
afterward  recovered.  This  explained  the  con¬ 
dition  of  some  of  the  pieces  offered  to  M. 
Chasles. 

M.  Chasles  believed  the  word  of  this  man. 


and  made  many  purcliases  of  him.  Twenty- 
seven  thousand  forged  pieces  were  sold  for  the 
sura  of  one  hundred  and  forty  thousand  francs 
— at  different  times,  of  course. 

Some  of  the  pretended  letters  were  as  follows ; 

Letters  and  poems  of  Abelard,  one  of  the  lat¬ 
ter  entitled  “  The  Unfortunate  Lover letters 
from  Alexander  the  Great  to  Aristotle,  from 
Argesilaus  to  Euripides,  from  Cleopatra  to  Cte- 
sar,  from  Aeschylus  to  Euripides. 

Letters  of  Attila ;  of  Catherine  Boren,  Lu¬ 
ther’s  widow;  of  Julius  Ca3sar,  Cicero,  Clovis, 
and  Charlemagne. 

Three  songs  of  Blanche  of  Castile,  and  sixty 
letters  of  Joan  of  Arc. 

A  letter  from  Judas  Iscariot  to  Mary  Mag¬ 
dalen. 

Two  letters  from  Gremius  Julius  to  Jesus 
Christ. 

Twenty-five  letters  to  St.  Peter  from  that 
Lazarus  who  was  raised  from  the  dead. 

Of  course  there  were  many  others  ;  these  are 
but  a  few  of  the  most  striking  ones. 

The  wonder  is,  how  M.  Chasles  could  credit 
the  authenticity  of  these  pieces. 

Finally,  the  discovery  of  the  truth  was  brought 
about  by  an  experiment  on  some  letters  of’Gal- 
ileo.  Vrain-Lucas  was  arrested  on  a  charge 
of  swindling,  and,  being  convicted,  was  con¬ 
demned  to  two  months  of  imprisonment  and  a 
fine  of  five  hundred  francs.  The  examination, 
which  lasted  a  long  time,  was  only  very  recently 
concluded. 

And,  in  future,  M.  Chasles  would  do  well  to 
renounce  autographs ! 
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IT  is  difficult  for  an  old  traveler  in  Europe,  of 
more  than  twenty  years  ago,  to  believe  that 
the  Prussian  King  William,  who  has  become 
suddenly  the  hero  of  lil^erty  and  order,  is  the 
same  prince  who  at  that  time  stemmed  the  cur¬ 
rent  of  popular  revolution  in  Prussia.  The 
King,  indeed,  has  probably  not  changed.  He  is, 
doubtless,  the  same  tough  old  Tory,  believing  in 
his  God-given  crown,  and  despising  a  popular 
constitution  as  heartily  as  ever.  But  the  ocean 
currents  are  stronger  than  the  will  of  the  sailor 
afloat  upon  them.  In  the  inevitable  battle  be¬ 
tween  political  progress  and  reaction,  typified  by 
Germany  and  by  imperialized  France,  the  old 
King  has  been  lifted  into  a  prominence  which 
makes  him  more  the  hero  of  civilized  order  th.an 
ever  Frederick  the  Great  was  of  Protestantism. 
Few  kings  in  history  have  had  a  deeper  and 
nobler  popular  sentiment  behind  them  than  this 
grim  old  Prussian  Tory ;  and  his  heart  must  be 
triply  hard  if  it  has  not  been  touched  both  with 
admiration  and  awe  by  the  spectacle  of  a  great 
nation  resistlessly  united  in  an  intelligent  and 
lofty  unity  of  purpose. 

The  political  education  of  Germany  proceeds 
steadily  with  its  general  development.  Its  move¬ 
ments  are  not  hysterical,  and  the  German  does 
not  run  into  the  street  to  throw  up  a  barricade 


'  at  every  point  of  friction  between  opposing  po¬ 
litical  tendencies.  But  while  the  political  form 
remains  absolute  and  despotic  the  substantial 
intelligence  of  the  people  gradually  makes  abso¬ 
lutism  impossible.  The  condition  of  1815  is  like 
a  legend  of  the  dark  ages.  It  is  not  William  nor 
his  dynasty,  it  is  threatened  Germany  and  civil¬ 
ization,  it  is  the  genius  of  political  reaction  let¬ 
ting  loose  Turcos  and  Zouaves  upon  intelligent 
and  liberal  Europe,  that  summons  the  great 
steady  German  people  into  the  field  to  fight  the 
battle  of  modern  liberty  and  order.  And  as  the 
Easy  Chairs  upon  this  side  of  the  sea  contem¬ 
plate  the  tremendous  spectacle,  and  see  the  peo¬ 
ple  waving  hats  and  flags  and  handkerchiefs  to 
the  King  and  the  princes,  holding  their  stirrups 
and  kissing  their  hands,  one  of  the  East'  Chairs, 
at  least,  reverts  in  memory  to  those  other  days 
of  ’48,  when  Europe  was  also  shaken,  and  when 
William  was  not  yet  king,  but  was  only  Prince 
Roy'al  of  Prussia,  the  King’s  brother. 

The  King  in  those  days  was  his  poor  Majesty 
Clicquot,  as  he  was  called ;  a  man  not  without 
literary  cultivation,  of  a  great  deal  of  maudlin 
sentimentality,  and  a  prodigious  capacity  for 
drinking  Champagne.  He  was  sensible  enough 
to  make  Humboldt  his  familiar  friend,  having 
him  constantly  with  him  at  his  country  palace ; 
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and  his  minister  in  England  was  Bunsen.  But 
Champagne  and  political  sentimentality  were  his 
bane  and  his  ruin.  It  was  a  great  pity  both  for 
him  and  for  his  country,  but  his  Majesty  was  not 
respected.  Even  Punch,  in  London,  made  merci¬ 
less  fun  of  him.  The  poor  King  should  have 
been  kept  from  general  view  like  a  Grand  Lama. 

If  trouble  were  to  come,  his  image  in  the  na¬ 
tional  mind  could  not  possibly  prove  to  be  a 
tonic,  and  trouble  did  come. 

The  Reform  banquets  were  proposed  in  Paris. 
Louis  Philippe  was  king  and  Guizot  was  his 
minister.  The  assembly  was  apparently  devoted 
to  the  dynasty.  But  Odilon  Barrot,  then  liberal 
and  eloquent ;  De  Tocquetnlle,  constitutionalist 
and  sagacious ;  and  the  late  Montalembert,  a 
legitimist  sans  peur  et  sans  reproche,  were  all  in 
opposition.  Odilon  Barrot  was  the  popular 
tribune  of  the  moment,  and  his  speeches  excited 
the  people  and  harassed  the  government.  De 
Tocqueville,  in  a  remarkable  discourse,  full  of 
practical  wisdom  and  political  sagacity,  distinct¬ 
ly  foretold  the  revolution.  Montalembert,  in  a 
passionate  and  electrical  appeal,  so  moved  the 
Chamber  that  it  voted  to  adjourn,  distrusting  its 
action  under  the  influence  of  his  spell.  Then 
came  the  catastrophe ;  the  flight  of  the  King ; 
the  proposition  of  the  regency  of  his  daughter- 
in-law,  the  widow  of  the  Duke  of  Orleans  and 
mother  of  the  Count  De  Paris  ;  the  significant 
cry  of  Lamartine,  “  Too  late !  too  late !”  and  the 
proclamation  of  the  republic  with  the  provisional 
government. 

What  a  wonderful  spectacle  it  was!  and  at 
this  moment  let  us  remember  how  well  the  na¬ 
tion  behaved,  how  orderly  even  the  mob  of  Paris 
was — that  mob  which  is  so  constantl}'  and  wrong¬ 
ly  called  “the  people,”  by  those  who  speak  of 
Erench  events— and  how  noble  and  memorable 
was  the  service  of  Lamartine,  who,  more  than 
any  other  Erenchman,  in  that  hour  of  incredible 
excitement  and  vague,  terrible  apprehension, 
kept  the  peace  at  home  and  abroad ;  and,  by  a 
stroke  of  rhetoric,  which  was  also  a  sublime  act 
of  humanity  and  patriotism,  made  the  flag  of 
liberalism,  and  not  that  of  terror,  the  accepted 
flag  of  Erance.  Carlyle  sneered  at  Lamartine 
as  squirting  rose-water  upon  the  revolution.  But 
no  thoughtful  Erenchman,  and  no  man  any  where 
who  reads  or  remembers  that  history  faithfully, 
will  deny  to  Lamartine  the  praise  of  the  most 
sagacious  inspirations  and  words.  It  is  not  clear 
that  any  other  man  in  Prance  could  have  tided 
the  country  over  the  perils  of  those  early  weeks 
of  the  revolution.  Lamartine  was  not  wholly  a 
hero,  indeed;  but  it  is  not  the  blind  begging 
Belisarius  of  later  days,  it  is  the  brave  king  of 
the  occasion,  wdiom  grateful  Erance  and  civiliza¬ 
tion  will  remember. 

Eor  many  days  in  Berlin  there  had  been  thun¬ 
der  in  the  air.  It  was  evident  that  something 
impended.  The  reading-rooms  along  the  pleas¬ 
ant  street  Unter  den  Linden,  and  all  the  bier  lo- 
Icals,  were  full  of  attentive  students  of  the  papers, 
who  discussed  the  chances  of  events.  At  length 
the  final  news  came.  The  first  thing  that  we 
heard  in  Berlin  was  that  the  government  was 
ready  and  had  plenty  of  soldiers.  Probably  it 
knew  the  necessity,  for  the  city  had  an  air  of 
suppressed  excitement,  and  the  feeling  w^as  such 
that  troops  of  the  cavalry  of  the  paternal  govern¬ 
ment  paraded  the  streets  at  night  to  help  every  1 


body  keep  quiet.  But  there  were  some  irrepress¬ 
ible  spirits  who  would  not  “move  on”  at  the  pa¬ 
ternal  request,  and  it  became  necessary  to  em¬ 
phasize  it  with  sabres.  The  cavalry  charged 
upon  groups  of  talkers  that  would  not  disperse  ; 
and,  indeed,  one  evening  the  pleasant  Unter  den 
Linden  was  so  full  of  people  that  the  paternal 
cavalry  made  a  clean  sweep  through  it  at  a  rapid 
trot  with  drawn  swords,  and  one  free-born  son 
of  Columbia  pursuing  the  higher  humanities  at 
the  university  had  his  head  laid  open  by  the  ad¬ 
monitions  of  the  government. 

But  the  amazing  and  sudden  success  of  the  re¬ 
volution  in  France  put  all  the  crowned  heads  of 
Europe  into  a  panic,  and  they  began  to  make 
concessions  to  the  people.  It  wms  pitiful  to  see, 
because  it  implied  a  kind  of  conscious  robber- 
relation  betw'een  the  rulers  and  the  nations.  The 
kings  seemed  like  pirates  who  had  been  overtaken, 
and  in  mortal  terror  at  the  probable  consequences 
of  their  crimes,  proposed  to  disgorge  their  plun¬ 
der.  They  professed  willingness  to  restore  large 
shares  of  the  treasures  of  liberty  that  they  had 
stolen,  and  were  evidently  much  more  conscious 
at  that  moment  of  the  pow'er  of  the  people  than 
of  their  “  God-given”  authority.  King  Clicquot 
went  with  the  rest,  and  promised  W'ell.  There 
should  be  a  constitution  and  all  the  modern  im¬ 
provements  added  to  the  political  edifice  of  Prus¬ 
sia.  Tliere  were  optimists  in  those  startling  days, 
who  thought  that  Europe  was  to  be  republican- 
ized  by  the  mere  force  of  reason,  and  that  kings 
were  about  gracefully  to  own  themselves  in  the 
wrong  and  to  retire. 

But  suddenly,  one  Saturday  afternoon  in  Ber¬ 
lin,  the  mere  force  of  reason  gave  way.  The 
Easy  Chair  was  dining  with  some  student  friends 
at  the  old  Belvedere. — Is  it  standing  still?  Do 
the  pudding  and  the  soup  still  meet  in  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  the  feast  ?  Is  the  white  beer  of  Bavaria 
still  drunk  there  by  the  yard  ?  Is  the  kind  old 
man  long  since  departed,  who,  overhearing  the 
English  tongue,  and  learning  that  the  Easy  Chair 
was  American,  exclaimed  with  satisfaction,  “We 
love  die  Americans,  and  we  know  very  much  your 
General  Vashington  Irving?”  Is  the  palace  of 
the  Prince  of  Prussia  stiU  standing  close  at  hand  ? 
But  who  sees  Humboldt  walking  by  ?  Who  hur¬ 
ries  across  into  dear  old  Ritter’s  lecture-room  ? 
— While  we  were  yet  dining  anxious  faces  ap¬ 
peared,  and  we  were  told  that  trouble  was  brew¬ 
ing.  A  crowd  of  people  had  been  to  the  royal 
palace  to  demand  arms,  and  they  had  been  re¬ 
fused.  The  revolution  was  coming !  The  tidal 
wave  was  even  now  lifting  us!  We  all  arose 
and  went  out.  A  huge  concourse  of  men  was 
swiftly  swarming  from  the  palace  into  the  broad 
street.  As  it  passed  along,  like  a  dark  cloud, 
covering  every  thing  with  shadow,  doors  and  win¬ 
dows  were  closed,  and  shop-keepers  hurried  to 
make  all  fast.  Before  the  palace  of  the  Prince 
of  Prussia,  his  present  Majesty  King  William,  a 
carriage  was  standing,  and  the  moment  the  crowd 
had  passed  the  Princess  of  Prussia,  the  present 
Queen,  and  a  beautiful  woman,  came  out  with 
children,  and  stepped  quickly  into  the  carriage, 
which  drove  off  rapidly  toward  the  King’s  pal¬ 
ace.  The  crowd  swept  on,  and  the  leaders  of 
revolution  knew  that  the  hour  had  come. 

As  the  Easy  Chair  strolled  curiously  along,  it 
saw  men  with  clubs  and  iron  bars  hurrying  by 
evidently  to  a  rendezvous,  and  officers  on  horse- 
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back  clattered  through  the  streets,  which  all  car¬ 
riages  had  deserted.  The  leaders  knew  that  no 
time  could  be  safely  lost,  and  by  three  o’clock 
barricades  were  rising  in  the  chief  streets  that  led 
into  Unter  den  Linden.  The  Easy  Chair  turned 
into  its  room  in  the  Eriedrich  Strasse,  and  at  the 
same  moment  it  saAV  from  the  window  that  a 
crowd  had  brought  the  materials  to  build  a  bar¬ 
ricade  just  beneath  it.  Suddenly  there  was  a 
low  knock  at  its  door,  and  opening  it,  the  Easy 
Chair  saw  a  young  officer  of  the  King’s  Guards. 
He  was  pale,  and  explained  courteously  that  he 
had  been  making  a  visit  at  the  rooms  of  the  Gen¬ 
eral  upon  the  floor  below — he  was  the  General’s 
daughter’s  lover — and  that  to  attempt  to  pass 
the  barricade  in  the  unifoiTn  that  he  wore  would 
be  to  invite  destruction.  Would  the  Easy  Chair 
be  so  gracious  as  to  lend  a  gentleman  in  that 
unhappy  predicament  a  few  garments  of  the  ci¬ 
vilian?  While  he  spoke  they  could  both  hear 
the  heavy  rumble  of  artillery,  and  far  away  shots 
of  musketry.  The  uniform  was  quickly  con¬ 
cealed,  and  with  the  utmost  courtesy  the  young 
officer  thanked  the  Easy  Chair,  and  hastened 
away,  as  he  said,  to  reach  his  post. 

The  barricade  beneath  the  window  was  soon 
built,  and  the  sound  of  firing  grew  heavier  and 
nearer.  The  Easy  Chair  heard  the  approach  of 
soldiers  advancing  upon  the  barricade.  At  the 
same  moment  the  sloping  roof  of  the  house  op¬ 
posite  to  its  window  began  to  heave,  and  was 
finally  burst  through  by  the  iron  bars  of  the  in¬ 
surgents,  who,  completely  protected  by  the  eaves 
from  the  fire  of  the  soldiers  in  the  street,  could 
throw  down  upon  them  every  kind  of  deadly 
missile.  But  the  clear  voice  of  the  commanding 
officer  ordered,  loud  enough  for  aU  on  the  neigh¬ 
boring  houses  to  hear,  that  the  troops  should 
fire  upon  every  person  who  appeared  at  a  win¬ 
dow,  and  he  sent  a  detachment  into  the  opposite 
house.  The  barricade  was  then  assaulted  and 
carried,  and  the  Easy  Chair  was  at  once  within 
the  military  lines  that  w'ere  pushed  outward  from 
Unter  den  Linden.  But  for  hours  the  alarm- 
bells  rang,  and  the  shai-p  volleys  of  musketry  rat¬ 
tled,  and  the  dull  heavy  cannon  thundered  and 
shook  the  air.  A  great  battle  was  going  on  in 
the  city.  The  moon  shone,  the  white  clouds 
drifted  through  the  sky,  and  there  was  no  other 
sound  than  that  of  the  bells,  the  muskets,  and 
the  cannon. 

The  next  day  the  city  was  like  a  city  that  had 
been  carried  by  assault.  The  soldiers  had  taken 
the  barricades  and  held  the  streets.  But  there 
was  a  universal  feeling  that  the  people  were 
strong  enough  to  bring  King  Clicquot  to  terms, 
and  there  was  bitter  hatred  of  the  Prince  of  Prus¬ 
sia,  who  had  counseled  and  directed  the  opera¬ 
tions  of  the  night.  The  King  issued  a  sentiment¬ 
al  proclamation  to  his  liebe  Berliner,  his  dear 
Berlinese.  But  the  dead  were  carried  to  the 
royal  palace  and  brought  into  the  court,  and  his 
])oor  Majesty  was  compelled  to  come  to  the  win¬ 
dow  and  to  look  upon  his  subjects,  whom  he  was 
jjlainly  told  that  he  had  murdered.  He  wej)t 
and  promised;  and  it  was  understood  that  his 
brother  sharply  reproached  •  him  for  not  main¬ 
taining  his  prerogative  by  the  grace  of  God. 
But  there  was  a  kind  of  national  guard  organ¬ 
ized  and  armed.  There  was  a  solemn  and  tri¬ 
umphal  funeral  of  the  dead,  and  Humboldt 
walked  in  the  procession  among  the  national 
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mourners.  There  was  a  little  feeble  talk  of 
Clicquot  as  Emperor  of  Germany.  But  after 
the  ludicrous  and  brief  empire  of  the  Archduke 
John,  the  last  of  poor  Clicquot’s  wits  ebbed 
away;  Robert  Blum,  the  popular  leader,  had  been 
sliot,  and  the  Prince  of  Prussia,  becoming  king, 
stoutly  held  that  he  owed  his  crown  to  God,  and 
was  responsible  to  Him,  and  not  to  the  people. 

But  while  his  Majesty  the  King  has  held  his 
views,  their  Majesties  the  People  have  held  theirs. 
The  political  education  of  Germany  has  steadily 
proceeded,  and  the  old  doctrine  of  divine  right 
has  been  surely  undermined.  The  deepest  polit¬ 
ical  desire  in  Germany  to-day  is  for  a  union  of 
the  German  race.  Germany  heard  with  amaze¬ 
ment,  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  the  declaration 
of  Thiers  three  years  ago,  that  the  true  policy  of 
Prance  was  the  continued  dismemberment  of 
Germany.  It  was  the  statesmanship  of  barba¬ 
rism,  and  Germany  does  not  forget  it.  ’When 
Louis  Napoleon  made  his  monstrous  declaration 
of  war,  without  even  a  pretense  of  just  occasion, 
Germany  rose  with  a  single  heart,  not  to  protect 
a  Prussian  dynasty,  but  to  defend  its  oto  integ¬ 
rity,  and  to  assert  the  power  of  civilization  against 
the  incursions  of  anarchy.  William  became  of 
necessity  the  head  of  the  movement.  But  as 
the  old  man  rode  into  the  field,  followed  by 
the  prayers  and  benedictions  even  of  those  who 
were  his  victims  in  ’48,  he  was  the  representative 
not  of  a  royal  house,  but  of  a  royal  people,  whose 
triumph  would  be  that  of  civilized  order,  intelli¬ 
gence,  and  progress.  Yet  still,  US'  the  sound  of 
the  German  cannon  echoes  over  the  sea,  the  ad¬ 
vancing  guns  of  liberty,  the  Easy  Chair  must  cu¬ 
riously  remember  those  other  guns  long  ago  which 
the  same  King  fired. 


Many  of  the  American  bishops  of  the  Roman 
Church  returned  during  the  summer,  and  Arch¬ 
bishop  Purcell,  of  Cincinnati,  one  of  its  most 
conspicuous  and  beloved  prelates,  delivered  a 
lecture  upon  the  subject  of  the  Council,  which  is 
of  peculiar  interest  from  the  American  point  of 
view.  The  Archbishop  described  very  simply 
and  graphically  the  proceedings  of  the  Council, 
and  we  have  nowhere  seen  a  more  intelligible  re¬ 
port.  He  mentioned  the  great  inconvenience  of 
the  wing  of  the  huge  transept  of  St.  Peter’s,  in 
which  the  Council  assembled,  and  the  clumsy 
canvas  ceiling  which  was  contrived  to  remedy  the 
acoustic  defects,  and  which  did  not  remedy  them. 
Then  the  atmosphere  of  St.  Peter’s  made  mis¬ 
chief.  The  great  cathedral  has  a  climate  of  its 
own.  It  is  an  air  which  the  outer  heat  and  cold 
does  not  affect,  and  which  is  odorous  with  the 
continual  incense  of  centuries.  In  the  burning 
summer  3"ou  lift  the  huge  leathern  curtain  that 
hangs  over  the  door,  and  j'ou  are  chilled  by  a 
wintry  coolness.  In  winter  you  pass  from  the 
raw  air  of  the  great  Place,  or  piazza  before  the 
church,  into  a  mild,  sweet  temperature. 

But  this  sudden  check  and  change  were  fatal. 
Thirteen  of  the  cardinals  and  bishops  died  within 
the  first  three  months,  and  many  more  have  since 
died.  One  day,  the  Archbishop  says,  they  thought 
one  of  the  brethren  had  died  in  the  Council.  ‘  ‘  In 
the  hall,”  he  says,  “there  were  three  openings, 
and  consequently  many  currents  of  air.  So  that 
many  of  the  older  bishops  came  in  leaning  on 
their  staff’s,  tottering  along  to  find  their  places, 
hardly  knowing  whether  they  would  live  or  die. 
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. These  openings  made  it  very  unpleasant. 

And  then  the  slamming  of  doors,  the  coughing 
and  sneezing,  made  it  extremely  difficult  to  heai 
the  orator.  Nevertheless,  under  all  these  incoU” 
veniences,  we  did  the  best  we  could. 

It  was,  according  to  the  Archbishop,  a  perfect¬ 
ly  free  Council,  which  Father  Hyacinthe  denies. 
‘‘The  Tope  was  never  present,”  says  the  Arch¬ 
bishop.  “He  sought  no  control  over  us,  leaving 
us  under  the  direction  of  five  cardinals.  There 
was  entire  liberty  of  speech,”  he  adds,  “provided 
we  first  obtained  permission,  which  was  never  re¬ 
fused  and  then  he  describes  a  regulation  which 
is  worthy  the  most  serious  attention  of  all  con¬ 
ventions,  ecclesiastical  and  political,  of  all  legis¬ 
latures  and  public  meetings  of  every  kind. 
Going  up  into  the  ambon,  or  pulpit,  where  we 
addressed  the  brethren,  “we  spoke  as  long  as 
we  thought  necessary ;  and  it  was  only  when  we 
were,  in  the  estimation  of  the  audience,  too  te¬ 
dious  or  lengthy,  that  a  little  bell  was  rung,  and 
we  were  requested  to  descend  from  the  stand.” 
This  does  not  seem  to  be  precisely  speaking  as 
long  as  we  thought  necessary,  but  as  long  as  was 
thought  agreeable  by  the  hearers.  Moreover, 
who  decided  that  the  audience  considered  us 
tedious  the  Archbishop  does  not  mention.  But, 
as  he  speaks  of  one  bell  only,  it  was  probably  in 
the  hand  of  one  of  the  five  cardinals  under  whose 
direction  we  were  always  perfectly  free.  And 
when  that  Eminence  thought  that  our  remarks — 
tending,  possibly,  toward  some  remote  doubt  of 
the  wisdom  of  proclaiming  infallibility — ought  to 
be  tedious  to  the  audience,  even  if  they  were  not, 
he  tinkled  the  little  bell,  upon  which  we,  whose 
minds  and  discourses  were  uncontrolled,  and  who 
spoke  as  long  as  we  thought  necessary,  straight¬ 
way  descended  from  our  ambon,  or  pulpit.  The 
freedom  of  speech  was  apparently  perfect.  “The 
little  joker  is  unquestionably  under  this  thimble,” 
quoth  the  positive  gentleman  at  the  fair. 

The  Archbishop  tells  us  further  that  the  rights 
of  science  were  never  more  amply  vindicated. 
The  Bishop  of  St.  Augustine  was  their  champion. 
He  took  the  cardinals  to  task  for  the  old  judg¬ 
ment  against  Galileo,  which,  however,  he  said 
that  the  Pope  never  signed.  And  the  Bishop 
called  Galileo  “that  great,  good  man.”  Surely 
this  is  significant,  that  the  great  modern  Council 
of  the  Church  should  hear  one  of  its  members 
praise  Galileo,  and  without  rebuke !  Science  has 
its  rights,  said  the  Bishop.  Scientific  men  should 
pursue  their  investigations  with  thelargest  liberty. 
The  Bishop  of  St.  Augustine  proceeds  to  illustrate 
his  conception  of  the  largest  liberty  of  science,  as 
the  good  Archbishop  has  already  given  us  his  of 
the  perfect  freedom  of  speech.  We  must  say  to 
scientific  men — who  are  w'holly  free — says  the 
Bishop,  that  they  must  not  pretend  to  find  in  sci¬ 
ence  any  thing  antagonistic  to  the  revelations  of 
the  Bible.  When  they  think  that  they  have  done 
so  it  is  their  duty  to  submit  it  to  learned  men  in 
the  Church,  and  the  Church  will  never  find  fault 
with  them  if  they  do  so.  Archbishop  Purcell 
states  that  another  American  bishop  wished  sci¬ 
ence  to  have  the  same  liberty — the  liberty,  that  is 
to  say,  of  submitting  its  conclusions  to  the  revi¬ 
sion  and  approval  of  the  doctors  of  the  Church. 

But  the  modern  St.  Augustine  deserts  us  at  the 
very  crucial  point.  When  science,  being  perfect¬ 
ly  free,  submits  to  us  the  results  of  its  investiga¬ 
tion,  and  we  of  the  ecclesiastical  body  do  not 


approve  them,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  Are  the  con¬ 
clusions  of  science  to  be  rejected  as  false  because 
they  do  not  agree  with  our  opinions,  who  are  not 
versed  in  science  ?  Or  is  the  opinion  of  the  ec¬ 
clesiastical  body  to  be  considered  science  ?  Sup¬ 
pose,  for  instance,  that  science,  in  the  person  of 
Galileo,  teaches  the  revolution  of  the  earth,  and 
that  we,  the  Church,  in  the  persons  of  the  car¬ 
dinals,  declare  that  such  a  doctrine  is  contrary 
to  Scripture,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  Shall  we  de¬ 
nounce  Galileo,  as  we  did  before,  or  confess  our 
own  incompetence  ?  Is  the  truth  decided  by  sci¬ 
ence  or  by  our  opinion  ?  If  by  our  opinion,  then 
the  earth  does  not  revolve  around  the  sun.  If  by 
science,  why  should  wise  men  submit  the  results 
of  their  investigation  to  us  wffio  are  proved  to  be 
dunces,  and  who  confess  it  ? 

There  is  something  very  artless  in  this  concep¬ 
tion  of  freedom.  The  liberty  of  science  to  sub¬ 
mit  the  result  of  its  investigations  to  the  doctors 
of  the  Bishop’s  Church,  and  its  equal  liberty  to 
have  its  conclusions  approved  or  condemned  by 
those  doctors,  is  very  much  the  kind  of  liberty 
that  Galileo  enjoyed.  It  is  the  liberty  of  doing 
and  saying  exactly  what  the  ecclesiastical  doctors 
choose.  The  excellent  Bishop  of  St.  Augustine 
must  hold  to  one  position  or  the  other.  If  he 
said,  as  the  report  of  Archbishop  Purcell’s  ad¬ 
dress  declares,  “Science  has  its  rights,  which 
should  never  be  interfered  with ;  and  scientific 
men  should  pursue  their  investigations  with  the 
largest  liberty,  ”  why  does  he  say,  as  also  report¬ 
ed,  that  if  they  reach  certain  decisions,  they  must 
submit  them  to  the  decision  of  certain  doctors  of 
the  Church  ?  Does  he  not  see  that  he  also'  un¬ 
avoidably  suggests  the  remark  of  the  gentleman 
at  the  fair,  “The  little  joker  is  certainly  under 
this  thimble  ?” 

Presently,  in  a  frank  and  manly  w'ay.  Arch¬ 
bishop  Purcell  describes  his  speech  in  the  Council 
upon  civil  government ;  and  this  merits  the  most 
careful  attention,  as  the  view  of  one  of  the  most 
justly  eminent  and  distinguished  dignitaries  of 
the  Roman  Catholic  Church  in  America.  He  had 
obtained  leave  to  speak — subject,  of  course,  to  the 
tinkling  of  the  little  bell — when  the  entire  order 
of  proceedings  was  changed,  and  “  I  was  left  out 
in  the  cold,  as  were  other  bishops.”  He  there¬ 
fore  wrote  out  his  speech,  and  sent  it  to  the 
archives  of  the  Council.  But  he  must  also  have 
delivered  it  at  last,  because  he  says  that  when 
he  came  down  from  the  ambon,  or  pulpit,  the 
English  Archbishop  Manning,  one  of  the  most 
uncompromising  advocates  of  the  infallibility, 
rushed  forward,  took  his  hand,  and  said,  “You 
are  a  true  republican,”  which,  however,  was  a 
very  questionable  compliment  from  Dr.  Manning. 
But  our  American  Bishop  said  plainly  that  it 
would  have  been  better  for  the  Church  if  kings, 
had  never  assumed  to  protect  her;  that  our  Amer¬ 
ican  form  of  government  is  the  best  in  the  world, 
because  it  finds  the  rightful  source  of  power 
where  God  placed  it,  in  the  people.  He  said 
that  our  civil  constitution  gives  perfect  liberty  to 
every  denomination  of  Christians,  and  looks  with 
equal  favor  upon  all.  This,  said  the  Arclibishop, 
‘  ‘  I  believe  is  better  for  the  Catholic  religion  than 
if  it  were  especially  protected.  All  tve  want  is  a 
fair  field  and  no  favor.  It  is  for  the  people  to 
decide.  If  they  approve  our  religion,  they  will 
embrace  it ;  if  they  do  not,  they  will  reject  it.” 

These  were  remarkable  words  to  hear  in  a 
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Council  summoned  to  decree  the  infallibility  of 
the  head  of  a  Church,  for  there  is  not  the  least 
insinuation  in  them  that  if  the  people  do  not  ap¬ 
prove  they  nill  go  to  Hades.  The  American 
Bishop  pushed  his  radicalism  still  further.  He 
said  that  he  wanted  to  know  when  to  obey  the 
pope  as  an  inftillible  interpreter,  and  he  cited 
two  classes  of  historical  illustrations.  We  are 
told,  he  said,  that  the  popes  were  always  infalli¬ 
ble,  although  the  dogma  was  never  defined. 
Vei-y  well ;  when  a  certain  pope  taught  that  bap¬ 
tism  in  the  name  of  the  Son  only  is  sufficient, 
was  he  infallible?  Again,  by  what  right  does 
the  pope  assume  to  control  temporal  affiiirs? 
The  power  has  been  distinctly  claimed  by  them  ; 
it  has  been  exercised.  The  popes  have  deposed 
English  kings  and  queens,  and  have  declared 
their  subjects  relieved  of  their  allegiance.  “I 
find  no  text  for  it  in  the  Bible,  ”  says  the  Amer¬ 
ican  prelate.  And  “  the  entire  Council,  with  one 
voice,  cried  out,  ‘  Those  popes  had  no  authority, 
no  commission  from  God  to  pretend  to  any  such 
power.’  ” 

No  wonder  that  the  good  Archbishop  exclaimed 
that  he  thanked  God  he  had  spoken,  and  that  the 
Council  had  decided  that  the  day  had  gone  by 
■  when  such  things  were  possible.  It  is  unques¬ 
tionably  one  of  the  most  important  decisions  of 
the  Council,  or,  more  properly,  one  of  the  most 
significant  expressions  of  the  present  sentiment 
of  the  Roman  Church.  This  claim  of  universal 
and  paramount  political  authority,  which  the 
popes  exercised  in  the  great  days  of  their  su¬ 
premacy,  was  renounced  by  Pope  Pius  VI.,  and 
by  tlie  chief  Continental  Catholic  universities,  at 
the  close  of  the  last  century ;  but  the  expression 
which  Archbishop  Purcell  has  drawn  from  the 
General  Council  is  conclusive  of  the  present  atti¬ 
tude  .of  his  Chui-ch  upon  the  subject. 

He  makes  the  best  of  the  dogma,  like  all  of  his 
brethren  who  were  opposed  to  it.  Their  argu¬ 
ments  were  evidently  not  answered,  but  they  sub¬ 
mitted  to  the  decision  of  the  Council.  Yet  it  is 
curious  how  little  knowledge  or  how  little  har¬ 
mony  of  interpretation  upon  this  subject  there  is 
among  the  doctors  of  the  Church.  Thus  the  Holy 
Patriarch  of  Jerusalem  said  that  the  question  had 
long  since  been  decided  in  a  certain  Council  of 
Lyons  and  a  Council  of  Florence.  But  Archbish¬ 
op  Purcell  states  that  those  Councils,  unable  to 
find  authority  in  Scripture  or  tradition  for  the 
declaration  of  infallibility,  “laid  the  question 
aside.”  Then  comes  Bishop  Bailey,  of  New  Jer¬ 
sey,  telling  us  that  “the  Catholic  Church  has 
always  believed  in  infallibility ;  that  it  is  one  of 
its  accepted  doctrines,  and  all  that  it  ever  needed 
was  to  be  confirmed  by  council.”  That  seems 
to  settle  the  question,  when  Father  Hyacinthe,  in 
his  ringing  voice,  declares  that  “it  is  a  doctrine 
unknown  to  all  ecclesiastical  antiquity,  which  is 
disputed  even  now  by  numerous  and  eminent 
theologians,  and  which  implies  a  radical  change 
in  the  constitution  of  the  Church.”  And  the  uni¬ 
versities  of  which  we  were  just  speaking,  the 
nniversities  of  Sorbonne,  Louvaine,  Douay,  Al¬ 
cala,  and  Salamanca,  deliver  their  fire  side  by 
side  with  Father  Hyacinthe,  and  directly  into  the 
face  of  Bishop  Bailey.  “  It  is  no  matter  of  faith 
to  believe  that  the  pope  is  in  himself  infallible, 
separated  from  the  body  of  the  Church,  even  in 
expounding  the  faith.”  And  even  Archbishop 
Purcell,  who  desired  the  reporters  to  announce 


that  there  is  no  more  devoted  Churchman  of  his 
faith  than  he,  says,  with  energy:  “If  he  denies 
any  dogma  of  the  Church  held  by  every  true  be¬ 
liever,  he  is  no  more  pope  than  either  you  or  I.” 

The  Easy  Chair  has  received  a  letter  which  is 
undoubtedly  genuine,  but  which,  whether  it  be 
genuine  or  not,  describes  a  very  common  situ¬ 
ation,  and  asks  advice  which  is  often  passionate¬ 
ly  sought  and  utterly  disregarded.  The  letter  is 
the  revelation  of  a  familiar  tragedy.  A  young 
mechanic,  refined,  and,  to  a  certain  degree,  cul¬ 
tivated,  marries  a  woman  five  or  six  years  older 
than  himself,  after  a  year’s  courtship.  He  made 
five  hundred  dollars  in  the  first  year  of  his  mar¬ 
riage,  and  saved  sixty.  He  did  better  the  second 
year,  and  continued  to  prosper.  But,  after  mar¬ 
riage,  his  wife  confessed  that  she  knew  nothing 
of  housekeeping,  and  could  not  cook,  and  it  was 
soon  evident  that  she  had  no  talent  for  manage¬ 
ment,  nor  even  personal  neatness.  For  three 
years  he  did  almost  all  the  work  in  his  house  as 
well  as  out  of  it.  Then,  with  greater  prosperity, 
he  “hired  a  girl,”  and  every  thing  was  a  hun¬ 
dredfold  worse. 

During  aU  this  time  he  remonstrated  gently 
and  patiently,  trusting  to  time,  to  affection,  to 
the  mother’s  love  of  her  children,  to  pride,  to — 
any  thing.  Ten  years  have  passed,  and  the  situ¬ 
ation  is  only  ten  times  more  terrible  and  insup¬ 
portable.  Endless  shiftlessness  and  waste  and 
scolding  and  disorder  make  up  the  daily  story, 
and  over  all  hangs  the  undiinmed  ideal  of  a  home 
to  which  he  wooed  and  won  his  wife. 

“1  don’t  know  what  to  do.  If,  after  years  of 
patient  effort,  things  remain  the  same,  what  does 
the  future  promise  ?  I  am  at  home  always,  ex¬ 
cept  when  traveling  upon  my  employer’s  business. 
All  I  want  is  a  quiet,  peaceful,  ordinarily  well- 
managed  home.  I  can’t  get  it,  and  God  knows 
I  am  in  deep  trouble.”  He  does  not  deny  that 
he  has  become  impatient,  for  he  is  utterly  dis¬ 
couraged.  “Is  it  morally  right  for  two  people 
to  live  together  in  such  relations  ?  Must  a  mis¬ 
take  in  judgment  cost  me  the  happiness  of  a  life¬ 
time?”  That  final  question  is  the  key  of  the 
whole  position.  In  all  such  cases  the  question 
is  not  individual  or  simple;  if  it  were,  it  could 
be  easily  answered.  The  Easy  Chair  reminds 
his  correspondent  that  there  are  four  persons  con¬ 
cerned — himself,  his  wife,  and  two  cliikh-en,  and 
that  the  happiness  of  the  last  three  is  quite  as 
precious,  and  as  much  to  be  considered,  as  his 
own.  There  can  not  be  a  question  that,  under 
the  circumstances  he  describes,  if  there  be  any 
fault,  it  is  his  own  original  fiiult  of  judgment. 
But  from  that  fault  new  relations  have  sprung, 
and  from  them  new  duties.  His  first  duty  is  not 
to  consult  his  own  happiness,  which,  if  lost,  is 
lost  by  his  own  act,  however  innocent.  His  para¬ 
mount  duty  is  care  for  the  welfare  of  his  wife 
and  children.  He  has  deliberately  assumed  re¬ 
sponsibilities  ;  and,  although  rashly  and  unwise¬ 
ly,  he  can  not  evade  them.  There  is  no  insup¬ 
portable  vice  nor  disease  upon  either  side.  His 
wife  loves  him,  and  would  remain. 

The  law,  as  he  truly  says,  gives  him  no  re¬ 
lief.  What  relief  could  it,  or  ought  it  to  give 
him  ?  If  there  were  a  law'  that  every  body  who 
found,  or  supposed  that  he  found,  or  said  that  he 
found — for  all  those  alternatives  must  be  consid¬ 
ered — that  his  marriage  w'as  a  mistake  could  dis- 
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.solve  it  by  walking  away  from  his  wife,  the  con¬ 
sequences  are  easy  to  imagine.  ^  One  ot  the  great 
disciplines  of  marriage,  according  to  all  experi¬ 
ence  and  in  the  nature  of  things,  is  the  necessity 
it  imposes  of  self-sacrifice  and  infinite  mutual  for¬ 
bearance.  Its  spiritual  benefit  is  nobler  char¬ 
acter.  Its  end,  indeed,  is  happiness,  but  happi¬ 
ness  interpreted  in  the  loftiest  sense — happiness 
which  may  require  incessant  self-renunciation. 

These  are  grave  things  for  an  Easy  Chair  to 
say;  but  they  are  things  that  should  be  deeply 
pondered  by  its  correspondent.  Can  he  honora¬ 
bly,  even  if  he  could  legally,  deprive  his  wife  of 
lier  children  ?  Can  he  honorably  leave  them  to 
her  unchecked  influence  by  abandoning  them  all  ? 
and  if  not,  is  not  his  honorable,  however  painful 
and  perplexing,  duty  clear  ? 

When  Father  ITyacinthe  was  the  hero  of  the 
hour  he  wrote  a  letter  saying  that  if  the  Great 
Council  of  his  Church  at  Rome  should  not  be 
truly  free  in  its  deliberations,  he  would  not  ac¬ 
cept  its  declaration  of  papal  infallibility,  but 
W'ould  cry  aloud  and  continually  for  a  council 
which  should  really  represent  the  Church,  and 
whose  voice  should  indeed  be  authoritative. 
Now  that  the  dogma  is  declared,  the  father 
promptly  repudiates  it,  because,  as  he  says,  he  is 
a  Catholic  and  a  Christian.  ]3ut  his  protest  is 
leveled  not  only  at  the  declaration,  but  at  the 
dogma.  Not  only,  in  his  judgment,  was  the 
Council  not  free,  and  its  declaration,  therefore, 
not  to  be  considered  binding,  but  the  dogma  is 
in  itself  monstrous,  and  therefore  to  be  rejected. 

The  difficulty  with  Father  Hyacinthe’s  position 
as  a  member  of  his  Church  is,  that  it  puts  him  out 
of  it.  As  we  said,  upon  the  publication  of  his 
first  letter,  his  position  is  essentially  Protestant. 
He  asserted  his  own  judgment  against  the  decis¬ 
ion  of  his  Church.  And  it  is  not  a  valid  plea  to 
urge  that  it  was  not,  in  his  opinion,  a  real  decis¬ 
ion  of  the  Church.  For  if  that  liberty  of  judg¬ 
ment  is  to  be  reserved  to  every  member,  there  is, 
obviously,  an  end  of  unity  and  harmony. 

The  doctrine  of  the  Church  must  be  authori¬ 
tatively  pronounced  by  some  body  or  by  some 
person,  and  in  some  way.  If  the  pope  and  the 
cardinals  and  the  bishops,  in  universal  council, 
may  not  declare  the  faith,  who  may?  May 
Father  Hyacinthe  ?  But  if  he  renounces  such  a 
claim  for  himself,  does  he  not  immediately  reas¬ 
sert  it  when  he  declares  the  conditions  upon 
which  alone  he  will  receive  the  declaration  from 
others  ?  Is  he  to  be  the  judge  of  the  freedom  of 
the  Council  ?  May  he  properly  insist  that  the 
decree  shall  be  made  unanimously,  and  that  the 
voice  of  less  than  the  whole  is  not  binding  ?  Or, 
leaping  over  all  forms  and  conditions,  if  the  indi¬ 
vidual  Father  Hj^acinthe  may  declare  that  the 
doctrine  of  papal  infallibility  is  repugnant  to  the 
spirit  of  the  Gospel  and  to  human  instinct,  and 
yet  remain  a  member  of  the  Church,  may  not 
every  other  member  do  precisely  the  same  thing  ? 
And  what  then  becomes  of  the  dogma?  And 
what  need  then  of  any  council  for  any  purpose  ? 
If  the  individual  member  of  the  communion  may 
decide  for  himself  that  the  doctrine  of  infallibility 
is  contrary  to  the  Gospel,  he  may  surely  decide 
for  himself  upon  every  other  declaration  which 
his  Church  may  make. 

Father  Hyacinthe  will  probably  find  that  when 
he  laid  aside  the  robe  of  his  order  he  laid  aside 


the  authority  of  his  Church.  The  prelates  in  the 
Council  who  opposed  the  dogma  have  either  as¬ 
sented  to  it  or  will  assent  to  it,  or  they  will  hold 
their  positions,  as  it  were,  under  false  pretenses. 
If  any  bishop,  for  instance,  should  say  to  his 
people  what  Father  Hyacinthe  says  in  his  letter, 
that  the  Council  had  overstepped  its  powers,  that 
its  declarations,  consequently,  were  without  au¬ 
thority,  and  that  he  repudiated  the  doctrine  of 
papal  infallibility,  he  would  undoubtedly  hear 
from  his  official  superiors.  But  the  good  Father 
Hyacinthe  no  longer,  as  we  understand,  exercises 
ecclesiastical  functions ;  and  the  Church  leaves 
him  severely  alone.  As  we  said  last  year,  he  had 
but  three  courses  before  him.  He  must  either 
be  reconciled  to  the  Church,  which  would  be  the 
last  we  should  ever  hear  of  the  former  fervid 
orator  of  Notre  Dame,  or  he  must  lead  a  schism 
in  his  Church,  or  he  must  leave  the  fold  in  which 
he  was  reared,  and  which  he  loves  with  the  en¬ 
thusiasm  of  a  sentimental  and  passionate  nature. 

He  has  not  chosen  either,  but  the  choice  is 
made  for  him.  If  he  remains  nominally  a 
member  of  his  old  Church,  it  is  as  a  protestant 
against  its  most  solemn  and  universal  modern 
act,  and  a  protestant  upon  principles  which  sub¬ 
ject  the  whole  authority  of  the  Church  to  the  in¬ 
quisition  of  the  individual  judgment.  “  Man,” 
he  says,  in  speaking  of  the  Council,  ‘  ‘  has  been 
powerless  to  procure  the  triumph  of  truth  and 
justice.”  And  he  appeals  to  God.  But  is  not 
the  Chui’ch  of  his  affections  divinely  directed  ? 
If  in  so  momentous  an  act  as  the  declaration  of 
the  dogma,  if  in  the  Great  Council  wliich  has 
brought  the  ecclesiastical  ends  of  the  earth  to¬ 
gether  in  the  historic  capital  of  his  faith,  God  has 
not  influenced  the  Church,  where  can  he  be  ex¬ 
pected  to  do  so  ?  And  if  the  father’s  cry  could 
be  heard,  if  another  council  should  assemble  and 
undo  the  work  of  the  present,  and  other  fathers, 
with  all  the  sincerity  of  Hyacinthe,  should,  in 
turn,  repudiate  its  declarations,  they  must  be 
justified  by  him  as  he  demands  justification,  and 
thus,  upon  his  own  principles,  the  great  assump¬ 
tion  and  authority  of  his  Church  would  be  over¬ 
thrown.  - 

The  choice,  we  say,  is  made  for  him.  Fa¬ 
ther  Hyacinthe  stands  upon  purely  Protestant 
ground.  If  he  were  able  to  turn  his  pure  and 
flaming  zeal  to  the  leadership  of  a  schism,  he 
would  hardly  fail  to  become,  like  Savonarola,  an 
historic  figure.  But  he  is  of  too  gentle  and  ten¬ 
der  a  nature.  And  as  yet  it  is  doubtful  if  he 
sees  the  scope  of  his  own  protest. 


In  the  August  Number  of  this  Magazine  a  let¬ 
ter  was  published  from  Mr.  Fitzhugh  Ludlow  to 
the  Easy  Chair,  stating  that  a  remedy  had  been 
discovered,  which  seemed  to  him  almost  infalli¬ 
ble,  for  the  relief  of  opium-eaters,  a  subject  in 
which  Mr.  Ludlow  has  been,  as  is  well  known, 
long  interested.  Mr.  Ludlow  was  just  sailing 
for  Europe,  and  referred  inquirers  to  Mr.  Henry 
Read,  of  Lowell,  Massachusetts.  Letters  which 
the  Easy  Chair  presently  received,  from  persons 
evidently  painfully  anxious  upon  the  subject, 
stated  that  a  large  sum  was  required  to  be  paid 
in  advance,  and  that  the  whole  business  had  a 
mysterious  and  suspicious  aspect.  The  Easy 
Chair,  which  had  printed  the  letter  of  Mr.  Lud¬ 
low  as  that  of  an  old  correspondent  of  the  Maga¬ 
zine,  and  an  authority  upon  the  subject,  wrote  to 
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Mr.  Read,  and  received  from  him  a  long  and  de¬ 
tailed  account  of  the  facts.  Mr.  Read  confirms 
the  statement  of  our  correspondents,  that  an 
enormous  price  is  demanded  for  the  antidote ; 


but  he  claims  that  he  is  not  responsible,  being 
an  agent  only,  and  that  neither  he  nor  Mr.  Lud¬ 
low,  who  both  attest  the  efficacy  of  the  remedy, 
has  any  control  of  the  price. 


CMtar’s  I'itarti  fttrnrii. 


WE  have  never  read  any  novel,  and  rarely 
any  history,  with  greater  interest  than  that 
with  which  we  have  perused  Eugene  Tenot’s 
Paris  in  D&cemher,  1851,  or  the  Coup  d’Etat  of 
Napoleon  III.  (Hurd  and  Houghton).  M.  Te- 
not  is  an  ardent  republican.  But  he  does  not 
write  as  a  partisan.  His  circumstances  did  not 
allow  it.  His  book,  published  in  France  in  1868, 
could  not  be  an  indictment  of  the  French  Em¬ 
peror.  He  has  written  with  singular  but  neces¬ 
sary  self-restraint.  He  has  confined  himself  to 
recording  the  history,  mainly  compiled,  too,  from 
official  documents,  \vithout  note  or  comment. 
Whenever  a  quoted  document  itself  contained 
any  thing  directly  derogatory  to  the  Emperor, 
the  obnoxious  matter  has  been  expunged,  and 
fragmentary  extracts  alone  been  given.  The  re¬ 
production  of  Victor  Hugo’s  pronuneiaraento  to 
the  army,  issued  at  the  time,  is  a  curious  illus¬ 
tration  of  the  author’s  reserve.  Notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  fact  that  it  is  an  historical  document,  the 
page  which  contains  it  is  about  equally  divided 
between  print  and  asterisks.  But  this  very  re¬ 
serve  makes  the  book  more  significant,  more  en¬ 
tertaining,  let  ns  add,  more  trust-worthy.  No 
one  will  pretend  that  M.  Tenot  is  an  impartial 
historian.  But  he  is  compelled  to  be  so  fair 
and  honest  that  not  even  Ctesarism  could  find  in 
his  book  an  excuse  for  its  suppression.  The  at¬ 
tentive  and  unprejudiced  reader  of  this  book  will 
reach  a  conclusion,  we  think,  midway  between 
that  of  those  who  have  most  violently  denounced 
and  those  who  have  most  energetically  defended 
this  crime.  He  will  neither  accept  the  conclu¬ 
sions  of  Mr.  Kinglake  nor  those  of  Mr.  John  S.  C. 
Abbott.  The  republic  which  existed  in  Decem¬ 
ber,  1851,  was  without  republicans.  Neither  of 
the  three  political  parties  into  which  France  was 
divided  was  satisfied  with  the  Constitution.  The 
monarchists  wished  to  overthrow  it  to  restore 
the  Bourbon  or  the  Orleans  dynasty.  The  then 
President  was  intriguing  to  supplant  it  with  a 
Napoleonic  empire.  The  republicans  wished  to 
guard  against  the  double  danger  by  taking  from 
the  President  the  control  of  the  army.  A  law, 
taking  from  three  millions  of  voters  the  right  of 
suffi-age— a  high-handed  outrage,  of  which  the 
monarchictil  party  were  the  authors — followed  by 
an  ineffectual  attempt  to  place  the  military  under 
the  partial  control  of  the  President  of  the  Assem¬ 
bly,  was  the  pretext  upon  which  Louis  Napoleon 
j  ustified  his  act.  His  bio w  was  avowedly  on  behalf 
of  universal  suffrage.  The  working-men  of  Paris 
applauded  the  act  which  checkmated  the  Bourbons 
and  Orleanists,  or  viewed  it  with  supreme  uncon¬ 
cern.  M.  Tenot’s  testimony  on  this  point  is  clear 
and  decisive.  ‘  ‘  Why  should  we  fight  ?”  respond¬ 
ed  one  of  the  workmen  to  the  appeals  of  their 
would-be  leaders.  “They  give  us  universal  suf¬ 
frage.”  They  had  no  faith  in  their  own  repre¬ 
sentatives.  Just  before  Baudin’s  death  one  of 


a  group  of  working-men  to  whom  he  appealed  re¬ 
plied,  with  cruel  sarcasm,  “  Do  you  think  we  wish 
to  be  killed  in  helping  you  retain  your  twenty- 
five  francs  a  day  ?”  The  most  dangerous,  though 
not  the  bitterest  opposition  to  Napoleon  was  not 
from  the  working-men.  The  greatest  slaughter 
was  not  among  the  blouses  of  the  Faubourg  St. 
Antoine,  but  among  the  “yellow  gloves’"  of  the 
boulevards.  This  is  one  significant  fact,  a  key 
to  the  success  of  the  coup  detat.  The  other  is 
not  less  significant,  nor  less  a  key  to  what  is 
otherwise  an  enigma  in  history,  the  wonderful 
success,  and  yet  more  wonderful  and  disastrous 
failure,  of  the  empire.  The  coup  d'etat  was  the 
victory  of  the  military  civilization  of  the  past 
over  the  peaceful  civilization  of  the  present. 
The  empire  was  built  upon  it.  “  What  makes 
the  discipline  of  our  army,  and  consequently  its 
glory,”  writes  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  the 
coup  d’etat,  “is,  that  in  spite  of  civilization,  of 
newspapers  and  books,  it  has  never  had  ideas, 
but  instincts.”  “You,”  said  General  Leflo,  on 
perceiving  an  inferior  officer  participating  in  his 
arrest — “you,  an  old  soldiei- — you  consent  to 
become  an  accomplice  in  treason,  to  lay  your 
hands  upon  your  chief?”  “Go!”  w'as  the  re¬ 
sponse  ;  “we  have  had  enough  of  lawyer-gen¬ 
erals  and  general-lawyers. "’  The  Prussian  cam¬ 
paign  has  proved  the  superior  value  of  an  army 
endowed  with  ideas  to  one  that  has  only  instincts, 
and  the  inauguration  of  the  republic  is  a  proc¬ 
lamation  by  France  to  the  civilized  world  that 
she  has  had  enough  of  generals  that  despise  the 
laws.  The  monarchy  may  be  restored  ;  we  will 
not  even  assert  that  the  age  of  miracles  is  wdiolly 
past,  and  that  the  empire  may  not  be  raised  again 
from  the  dead.  But  the  military  Dagon,  before 
which  for  nineteen  years  the  French  people  have 
bowed  in  superstitious  reverence,  has  fallen  from 
his  pedestal,  and  is  broken  in  pieces,  and  he  can 
never  oe  restored  again. 


There  is  no  American  author,  we  hardly  know 
any  English  author,  whom  we  would  sooner 
select  to  write  a  biography  of  Charles  Dickens 
than  Dr.  Shelton  Mackenzie.  For  over  half 
a  centuiy  he  has  lived  in  familiar  fellowship  with 
the  literati  of  his  time.  He  has  that  peculiar 
cast  of  mind  which  seizes  upon  significant  inci¬ 
dents,  treasures  them  up,  and,  as  needed,  repro¬ 
duces  them.  He  is,  too,  a  literary  critic — pro¬ 
fessionally  so — and  although  his  criticisms  are 
not  and  do  not  assume  to  be  profound,  they  are 
pervaded  by  a  personality,  a  sympathetic  appre¬ 
ciation  of  the  writer’s  aim  and  spirit,  a  knowl¬ 
edge,  in  short,  of  the  man,  which  is,  in  some 
sense,  the  first  condition  of  either  accurate  or  in¬ 
teresting  criticism.  His  critical  writings,  like 
his  conversation,  are  always  lively,  entertaining, 
anecdotical.  His  L  fe  of  Charles  Dickens  (T. 
B,  Peterson  and  Brothers)  might  almost  be 
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termed  reminiscences.  It  contains,  of  comse, 
a  great  deal  we  all  knew  before.  The  birth,  the 
parentage,  the  first  captivation  of  the  public  by 
“  Pickwick,”  the  order  in  which  the  subsequent 
stories  followed  each  other,  their  literary  quali¬ 
ties  and  characteristics  ;  in  all  this  there  is  no¬ 
thing  with  which  the  newspapers  have  not  already 
familiarized  us.  Of  the  great  novelist’s  interior 
life  and  character,  of  what  he  was  in  his  family 
and  with  his  children,  what  in  society  and  in 
religious  conviction  and  association,  what  not 
merely  as  an  author,  but  as  a  man,  it  tells  us 
but  little.  Of  that  unfortunate  but  still  inex¬ 
plicable  separation  between  himself  and  his  wife 
it  gives  us  really  no  information,  except  the 
scanty  and  unsatisfying  information  afforded  long 
since  by  Charles  Dickens's  public  card.  But  of 
the  novelist,  as  a  novelist,  of  his  habits  of  mind 
and  methods  of  composition,  of  the  current  crit¬ 
icism  of  his  day,  of  the  praise  and  blame  wdiich 
his  succeeding  w'orks  provoked  from  the  critics 
and  the  public,  and  especially  of  the  sources  from 
which  Dickens  obtained  his  power.  Dr.  Mac¬ 
kenzie  tells  us  a  good  deal.  One  secret  of  Dick¬ 
ens’s  success  lay,  doubtless,  in  the  fact  that  he 
made  real  characters  sit  for  the  portraits  which 
he  drew,  albeit  he  idealized  them  in  the  draw¬ 
ing.  This  we  knew  before ;  but  w'e  did  not  know 
how  to  detect  the  originals  beneath  the  disguise. 
This,  in  the  most  entertaining  chapter  of  the  book. 
Dr.  Mackenzie  explains  to  us.  Tony  Weller 
was  a  coachman  wLo  used  to  drive  between  Lon¬ 
don  and  Portsmouth.  Tracy  Tupman — a  cer¬ 
tain  Mr.  Winters — was  a  well-known  hahitu^ 
of  Hyde  Park.  The  “  fat  boy”  existed  in  ver¬ 
itable  flesh  and  blood,  the  servant  of  a  gate¬ 
keeper  in  Essex,  betw^een  London  and  Chelms¬ 
ford.  Mrs.  Ann  Ellis,  who  kept  an  eating-house 
in  Doctors’  Commons,  sat  for  the  portrait  of 
Mrs.  Bardell.  Mr.  Justice  Stareleigh  wms  hard¬ 
ly  a  caricature  of  Sir  Stephen  Gaselee.  The 
publication  of  “  Oliver  Twist,”  with  its  sharply 
cut  portraiture  of  Mr.  Fang,  police  magistrate, 
resulted  in  the  removal  of  A.  S.  Laing,  Esq., 
from  the  office  which,  by  his  brutality,  he  dis¬ 
graced,  and  from  which  no  previous  pressure 
had  sufficed  to  eject  him.  All  the  w'orld  knew 
that  the  Cheeiyble  Brothers  w'ere  the  shadows 
of  the  brothers  Grant,  cotton  spinners  and  calico 
printers  near  Manchester ;  but  it  is  a  new  reve¬ 
lation  that  the  characteristics  of  Mrs.  Joh^  Dick¬ 
ens,  Charles’s  mother,  are  unmistakable  in  good, 
poor,  doting,  foolish  Mrs.  Nickleby ;  while  traits 
less  amiable,  yet  that  awaken  a  friendly  feeling 
more  akin  to  pity  than  contempt,  in  Micawber 
and  in  Turveydrop,  were  borrowed  from  his  fa¬ 
ther,  who  struggled  throughout  life  in  perpetual 
financial  difficulty  like  the  one,  but,  like  the 
other,  never  failed  to  maintain  the  dignity  of  his 
deportment.  Mr.  Bucket,  the  detective,  passes 
for  Inspector  Field,  under  whose  protecting  escort 
the  great  author  made  more  than  one  tour  of  the 
wretched  regions  he  so  graphically  described. 
The  rascally  but  accomplished  Mr.  J ulius  Slink- 
ton,  whose  crimes  in  “Hunted  Down”  surpass 
belief,  is  the  exact  fac-simile  of  Thomas  Griffiths 
Wainwright,  the  stoiy  of  whose  incredible  crimes, 
jienned  by  Mr.  Dickens  himself,  forms  one  of 
the  papers  which  help  to  swell  Dr.  Mackenzie’s 
volume  to  its  goodly  size  of  four  hundred  and 
eighty-four  pages.  Dr.  Mackenzie  has  not  alto¬ 
gether  done  himself  justice.  The  public  demand 


a  good  book  noio,  rather  than  a  better  book  by- 
and-by.  And  Dr.  Mackenzie,  writing  to  supply 
the  demand,  has  not  permitted  himself  the  neces¬ 
sary  time  to  collect  his  material  or  to  airange 
what  he  had  collected.  His  whole  book,  begun, 
it  is  said,  on  the  14th  of  June,  was  finished  on 
the  23d  of  July.  But  though  it  is  probable  that 
some  more  elaborate  and  thoroughly  digested 
biography  will  supplant  his  work  in  the  future,  it 
is  certain  that  for  the  present  want  there  is  no 
biography  more  entertaining,  and  probably  none 
more  accurate,  than  that  which  Dr.  Shelton  Mac¬ 
kenzie  has  given  to  the  American  public. 


The  American  system  of  government  is  an 
extensive  and  important  subject.  A  good  ac¬ 
count  of  the  organization  and  methods  of  ad¬ 
ministration  of  government  employed  in  this 
country,  written  in  a  manner  adapted  to  pop¬ 
ular  use,  would  be  a  valuable  contribution  to 
the  literature  of  the  day.  The  years  that  have 
elapsed  since  the  close  of  the  war  have  witnessed 
a  marked  advance  in  the  ascendency  of  the  na¬ 
tional  government  in  the  degree  of  popular  con¬ 
fidence  accorded  to  it,  and  in  the  magnitude  and 
importance  of  its  transactions,  and  have  devel¬ 
oped  important  changes  in  the  administration  of 
the  States.  The  view  of  the  workings  of  our 
governments  given  in  books  published  twenty, 
or  even  ten  years  ago,  is  incomplete  and  inade¬ 
quate  for  the  w'ants  of  the  present  day.  A  fresh 
and  correct  display  of  the  processes  of  their  ad¬ 
ministration,  as  now  carried  on,  would  be  of  gen¬ 
eral  interest  and  value.  To  give  such  a  picture 
is  the  task  indicated  by  the  title  of  Mr.  Seam.^n’s 
treatise  on  The  American  System  of  Government 
(Charles  Scribner  and  Co.),  which  promises  us  a 
discussion  on  “its  character  and  workings,  its 
defects,  outside  party  machinery  and  influences, 
and  the  prosperity  of  the  people  under  its  protec¬ 
tion.”  The  work  does  not,  however,  fulfill  the 
promise  of  the  title-page.  It  is  not  so  much  an 
account  of  the  management  of  the  American  gov¬ 
ernment  as  an  expression  of  the  author's  crit¬ 
icisms  and  objections  to  particular  features  of 
the  system.  He  describes  pretty  fully  and  pret¬ 
ty  fairly  those  departments  and  branches  of  ad¬ 
ministration  in  which  he  wishes  to  suggest  im¬ 
provements  ;  he  passes  over  in  silence  or  with 
disproportioned  brevity  those  which  do  not  in¬ 
cite  his  jcriticism.  Thus  the  volume  abounds 
with  suggestions  of  evils  and  remedies ;  and 
these  give  to  the  production  its  tone.  It  is  not 
an  account  of  the  “American  system  of  govern¬ 
ment,”  but  of  “Dr.  Seaman’s  system  of  medical 
practice  for  the  treatment  of  diseases,  deformi¬ 
ties,  and  general  decline  in  the  Ameilcan  gov¬ 
ernment.”  Doubtless  it  has  its  good  points, 
probably  it  may  abound  in  valuable  prescrip¬ 
tions,  though  we  apprehend  a  government  that 
could  bear  them  all  would  need  a  naturally  fine 
constitution  of  its  own  at  the  outset.  We  cord¬ 
ially  invite  those  who  think  the  American  gov¬ 
ernments  are  in  a  sick  and  dying  condition,  who 
apprehend  a  congestion  in  the  Treasury,  or  gen¬ 
eral  inflammation  under  the  income  tax,  or  boils 
and  tumors  in  the  unreconstructed  States,  or 
marasmus  among  the  office-seekers,  or  general 
■prostration  in  the  army  and  nav}^  to  “read  up” 
Dr.  Seaman’s  remedies.  But,  for  our  own  part, 
we  think  more  favorably  of  the  American  gov¬ 
ernment  than  our  author  does.  We  consider 


EDITOR’S  LITERARY  RECORD. 


935 


the  administration  of  government  in  the  United 
States  to  he,  at  the  present  day,  in  pretty  fair 
case.  The  patient  has  been  through  a  severe 
illness,  has  had  a  rub  for  his  life,  but  is  now  fully 
convalescent,  and  in  a  fair  way  to  be  discharged 
cured,  without  requiring  new  treatment.  It  may 
be  necessary  to  keep  the  extremities  in  hot  water 
a  short  time  longer,  and  to  maintain  a  judicious 
course  of  bleeding  for  a  couple  of  years  yet,  and, 
possibly,  though  we  doubt  it,  to  sustain  the  con¬ 
stitution  by  a  few  fresh  provisions.  But,  upon 
the  whole,  the  American  patient  is  doing  well. 

H.vvixg  made  personal  trial  of  Harper's  Hand- 
Book  for  Travelers  in  Europe  and  the  East  (Har¬ 
per  and  Brothers),  we  speak  whereof  we  do  know 
when  we  say  that  no  man  should  essay  the  tour 
of  Europe  without  it.  Of  course  he  will  add, 
abroad,  guide-books  of  special  localities.  But 
for  a  volume  to  give  him  the  outline  of  the  whole 
field  there  is  nothing  to  equal  it  published  either 
in  this  country  or  in  England.  Mr.  Feteidge, 
the  author,  resides  abroad,  and  makes  it  his  busi¬ 
ness  to  keep  himself  acquainted  with  those  con¬ 
stantly  occurring  changes  which  so  greatly  affect 
the  traveler,  and  so  speedily  render  the  ordinary 
guide-book  out  of  date.  The  present  is  the  ninth 
annual  edition  of  “Harper’s  Hand-Book,”  and 
is  greatly  improved,  not  only  by  material  addi¬ 
tions  and  corrections,  but  yet  more  by  admirable 
maps  of  nearly  all  the  principal  European  cities. 
In  truth,  one  might  take  this  volum^,  and,  with¬ 
out  going  out  of  his  house,  acquire  by  its  study 
during  the  long  winter  evenings  a  better  knowl¬ 
edge  of  Europe  than  many  tourists  do  in  their 
three  months’  mad  gallop  over  its  chief  lines  of 
%  travel. 

We  have  reserved  our  notice  of  Lippincott’s 
series  of  Ancient  Classics  for  English  Readers 
until  we  should  have  more  than  one  volume  by 
which  to  judge  of  them.  Four  volumes  are  now 
before  us — Herodotus,  Cassar,  the  Iliad,  and  the 
Odyssey.  Of  these  the  two  latter  are  by  the  edi¬ 
tor,  Rev.  W.  Ldcas  Collins  ;  the  two  former 
are  by  George  C.  Swayne  and  Anthony  Trol¬ 
lope,  respectively.  The  idea  is  an  admirable 
one.  It  is  to  give  to  English  readers,  and  in  a 
small  compass — the  volumes  are  about  176  pages 
each — an  adequate  idea,  for  the  purpose  of  gen¬ 
eral  information,  of  the  great  writers  of  antiquity. 
The  bSoks  are  not  criticisms ;  they  are  not  trans¬ 
lations  ;  they  are  not  abridgments ;  they  are  a 
curious  combination  of  the  three.  Let  us  take  the 
Odyssey  for  example.  In  successive  chapters, 
answering  to  the  successive  books  of  the  poet, 
the  editor  gives  an  account  of  the  adventures  of 
Ulysses.  He  intersperses  translations,  from  va¬ 
rious  authors,  of  the  more  striking  passages.  He 
adds  hints  of  criticism,  and  suggestions  of  the 
various  schools  of  interpretation.  One  may  read 
the  book  through,  lazily,  in  an  afternoon.  To  a 
large  proportion  of  readers  it  will  afford  a  better 
conception  of  the  poet  than  they  could  get  from 
any  translation,  or  even  from  the  exercises  in 
grammar  and  scanning  through  which  most  col¬ 
lege-students  are  put,  under  the  shallow  pretense 
that  they  are  studying  Homer.  To  any  of  our 
readers  who  want  to  know  something  about  the 
classic  authors  of  antiquity,  but  have  not  the 
time  to  master  them  in  their  original  tongues, 
nor  the  inclination  to  re.ad  the  translations,  which 
are  so  often  only  travesties,  we  recommend  Lip¬ 


pincott’s  edition  of  the  “Ancient  Classics  for 
English  Readers.” 

Db  Pressense,  following  close  upon  the  track 
of  Renan,  continues  his  history  of  Christianity 
by  a  volume  on  the  Apostolic  Era  (C.  Scribner 
and  Co.).  We  have  read  it  with  some  disap¬ 
pointment.  Indeed,  nearly  all  that  Pressense' 
writes  impresses  the  reader  as  being  the  work  of 
a  man  who  could  produce  something  far  better 
if  he  were  to  write  with  greater  thought  and 
more  painstaking.  This  volume  is  less  brilliant 
in  description  than  Renan’s  kindred  work  on  St. 
Paul,  less  rich  in  classic  lore  than  the  work  of 
Conybeare  and  Howson,  less  transfused  with  po¬ 
etic  sentiment  than  the  author’s  previous  volume 
on  “The  Life  and  Times  of  Jesus  Christ,”  and 
is  not  characterized  by  any  original  conception 
or  novel  presentation  of  the  teachings  of  the  great 
apostle.  It  is  a  useful  without  being  a  pre-emi¬ 
nent  book. 

What  need  we  say  of  Mr.  Beecher’s  Ser¬ 
mons  more  than  that  J.  B.  Ford  and  Co.  issue 
a  third  volume  of  them?  These  sermons  are 
taken  down  just  as  they  fall  from  his  lips,  and  are 
published  -without  revision  and  without  selection. 
Greater  care  would  give  a  volume  less  open  to 
criticism,  but  this  method  does  just  what  it  pur¬ 
ports  to  do — opens  the  doors  of  Plymouth  Church 
to  thousands  who  can  never  sit  within  the  sound 
of  the  great  preacher’s  voice.  There  are  many 
sermons  that  are  greater  in  particular  qualities 
than  Mr.  Beecher’s,  but  none  that  are  more 
characteristically  helpful  to  every  kind  of  soul 
want. 

The  Three  Brothers,  by  Mrs.  Oliphant  (D. 
Appleton  and  Co.),  is  a  thoroughly  original 
story  in  its  construction,  and  veiy  natural,  though 
not  strikingly  powerful,  in  its  characters  and  its 
incidents.  It  is  composed  of  three  stories,  woven 
into  one  strand,  of  the  brothers  Renton,  thrown 
upon  their  own  resources  by  their  father’s  singu¬ 
lar  will,  and  struggling  up  to  manhood  in  differ¬ 
ent  quarters  of  the  globe  and  with  diverse  expe¬ 
riences,  each  with  his  own  battle  to  fight  and  his 
own  heart  problem  to  work  out  in  love’s  school. 
There  is  no  intense  villain,  there  are  no  hair¬ 
breadth  escapes  or  thrilling  adventures.  It  is 
the  farthest  possible  remove  from  the  sensation¬ 
al  ;  a  tale,  it  might  be  a  true  tale,  of  English  life. 
We  cordially  commend  it  as  a  healthful  and 
entertaining  story. — Just  the  opposite  kind  of 
story,  powerfully  written  in  its  way  (which,  how¬ 
ever,  we  do  not  think  is  a  very  good  way),  is 
Veronica,  by  the  author  of  “Mabel’s  Progress” 
(Harper  and  Brothers).  Veronica  is  a  proud, 
vain,  and  unwomanly  girl,  who  has  nothing  but 
her  beauty  to  render  her  attractive,  except  as 
her  wretched  life  and  miserable  death  awaken 
at  last  our  sympathies  for  one  whose  life  and 
character  are  a  sore  trial  to  our  patience.  The 
moral  is  very  evident ;  but  whether  it  is  worth 
while  to  read  the  story  of  so  much  vice  to  get,  at 
the  end,  so  slight  a  lesson  of  virtue,  is  question¬ 
able. — There  is  no  very  ostensible  moral  to  make 
or  mar  the  interest  of  A  Dangerous  Guest  (Har¬ 
per  and  Brothers),  which  is  the  rather  attractive 
title  of  a  very  entertaining  novel,  the  “danger¬ 
ous  guest”  being  a  charming  young  French  girl, 
and  the  danger  a  wedding,  which,  despite  the 
guardian  care  of  some  officious  intermeddlers, 
is  consummated  at  the  end  of  the  story.  The 
experiences  of  the  French  family  in  England  are 
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very  happily  sketched,  and  the  character  of  Jo¬ 
sephine  is  a  very  fascinating  one. 

Recollections  of  Eton,  by  an  Etonian  (Harper 
and  Brothers)  is  written  unmistakably  by  a  fol¬ 
lower  of  Mr.  Hughes,  but  the  book  is  no  imitation. 
It  is  a  simple  story  of  school  life  at  what  is  the 
most  famous  and  characteristic  of  the  English 
schools.  It  is  very  evidently  a  picture,  or  series 
of  pictures,  from  the  life ;  and  its  photographic 
accuracy  is,  moreover,  vouched  for  by  the  En¬ 
glish  critics.  It  is  of  interest  to  all  who  like  a 
book  which  introduces  them  into  a  new  and  else- 
wise  inaccessible  world.  We  have  read  it  with 
unusual  relish.  The  illustrations  are  very  char¬ 
acteristic  and  very  significant.- — The  same  thing 
may  be  said  of  Harper’s  new  edition  of  Tom 
Broivn  at  Oxford,  published  in  a  cheap  form,  in 
paper  covers.  The  book  itself  is  almost  a  clas¬ 
sic,  the  worthy  companion  of  “Tom  Brown’s 
School  Days,”  and  is  so  well  known  as  without 
a  peer  in  the  jxirtraiture  of  English  university 
life  that  it  needs  no  commendation  from  us. 
Both  books  are  capital  ones  to  put  in  your  boy’s 
trunk  when  he  starts  for  boarding-school,  if  you 
really  want  him  to  make  a  true  man  of  himself, 
and  are  not  afraid  of  the  exuberance  which  al¬ 
ways  accompanies  vigorous  growth. 

Charles  Scribner  and  Co.  add  to  their  Library 
of  Illustrated  Wonders  a  volume  on  Light-houses 


and  Eight-ships,  by  W.  H.  Davenpoet  Adams. 
Most  of  the  series  are  Erench ;  this  is  of  English 
origin,  though  the  author  has  drawn  largely  from 
the  work  of  M.  Eenard.  The  book  is  profusely 
illustrated,  and  gives,  in  a  concise  and  interest¬ 
ing  form,  a  great  deal  of  useful  information  ;  but 
it  would  be  much  more  useful,  as  well  as  inter¬ 
esting,  to  the  American  reader  if  the  publishers 
had  secured  the  addition  of  some  supplementary 
information  concerning  the  American  light-house 
system. 

The  Princes  of  Art  (Lee  and  Shepard)  is  the 
title  of  a  translation,  by  Mrs.  S.  R.  Ueiuno, 
from  the  French,  giving  some  account  of  the  lives 
of  celebrated  painte»'s,  sculptors,  and  engravers. 
The  biographies,  if  so  they  may  be  called,  are 
written  in  a  lively  and  entertaining  manner,  and 
are  not  so  much  interspersed  with  anecdotes  as 
a  collection  of  anecdotes  respecting  their  various 
subjects.  But  though  they  are  certainly  enter¬ 
taining,  and  avoid  the  common  error  of  dry  de¬ 
tail  which  usually  characterizes  biographies  of 
such  extreme  brevity,  they  are  neither  solid  nor 
full  enough  to  be  satisfactory.  The  book  is 
rather  entertaining  than  instructive.  The  bi¬ 
ographies  of  thirty  of  the  “old  masters”  in  a 
compass  of  three  hundred  pages  could  hardly 
afford  more  than  a  morsel.  But  the  morsel  is 
appetizing. 


iMtnr’s  ItiEtttifit  iltcnrk 


FLIGHT  OF  BIKDS  AND  INSECTS. 

N  the  Scientific  Record  for  October  we  pre¬ 
sented  to  our  readers  some  considerations^n 
regard  to  the  flight  of  birds  and  of  insects,  as 
based  upon  the  researches  of  Doctor  Pettigrew 
and  Professor  Marey.  Some  additional  experi¬ 
ments  have  recently  been  published  by  the  last- 
mentioned  gentleman,  correcting  and  somewhat 
extending  the  ideas  there  presented.  Our  para¬ 
graph  was  illustrated  by  two  diagrams,  the  ref¬ 
erences  to  which,  in  part  of  the  edition,  were 
transposed  by  a  typographical  error,  the  cut  illus¬ 
trating  the  flight  of  an  insect  being  marked  as 
that  for  the  bird,  and  vice  versa.  We  therefore 
reproduce  them  in  the  present  article,  for  the 
purpose  of  correcting  the  mistake,  the  figures 
themselves  illustrating  the  new  views  on  the 
subject,  rather  than  those  first  obtained  by  the 
authors.  By  an  improved  artificial  apparatus. 
Professor  Marey  has  succeeded  in  simulating 
with  entire  accuracy  the  movement  of  the  mem¬ 
branous  wings  of  insects  in  flight,  to  wit :  the 
raising  of  the  body  above  a  given  level,  and  its 
forward  motion  in  space.  The  apparatus  shows 
clearly  that  it  is  the  resistance  of  the  air  wFich 
imparts  to  the  wings  the  figure-of-eight  motion 
referred  to,  as  the  same  curve  w^as  described  by 
the  wing  of  the  artificial  insect,  which,  of  course, 
only  received  as  its  motor  rectilineal  movements 
of  elevation  and  depression  in  the  wings.  It  is, 
therefore,  erroneous  to  say  that  a  movement  of 
torsion  is  voluntary  on  the  part  of  the  insect, 
and  assimilated  to  the  effect  of  the  action  of  a 
helix,  in  screwing  its  way  through  the  air.  The 
flight  of  the  bird,  as  Professor  Marey  now  finds, 
differs  totally  in  its  principles  from  that  of  the 
insect,  and  he  promises,  in  a  future  communica¬ 


tion,  a  detailed  statement  in  regard  to  it.  For 
the  present  he  remarks,  that,  while  in  the  insect  • 
the  upward  and  downward  beat  both  take  part 
in  the  act  of  flight,  in  the  bird,  in  consequence 
of  the  peculiar  imbrication  of  the  feathers,  it  is 
the  downward  motion  alone  which  comes  into 
play,  since,  in  the  elevation  of  the  wing,  the  air 
passes  so  freely  through  it  as  to  supply  no  posi¬ 
tive  resistance.  He  states,  in  illustration  of  this 
difference,  that  an  insect  allowed  to  take  flight 
after  a  string  is  tied  to  its  leg  can  remain  in  the 
air  without  difficulty,  while  a  bird  similarly  treat¬ 
ed  will  fall  to  the  ground  as  soon  as  the  string  is 
stretched.  The  apparatus  of  Professor  Marey, 
as  improved  by  him,  is  sufficient  to  det|rmine, 
with  the  greatest  precision,  the  number  of  beats 
of  the  wing  per  minute,  as  weU  as  the  particular 
curve  of  flight ;  and,  among  other  observations, 
he  informs  us  that,  while  the  sparrow  makes 
thirteen  movements  of  the  wing  in  a  second,  and 
the  wild  duck  nine,  the  buzzard  {Buteo  vul¬ 
garis')  beats  its  wings  only  three  times  in  the 
same  interval.  As  a  general  rule,  he  finds  that 
the  time  occupied  in  depressing  the  wing  is  al¬ 
ways  decidedly  longer  than  that  of  elevation,  ex¬ 
cepting  in  birds  of  a  small  wing  area,  in  which 
case  the  two  periods  are  almost  equal.  At  start¬ 
ing  the  bird  appears  to  make  fewer  strokes,  but 
with  a  greater  amplitude  of  stretch  than  subse¬ 
quently.  The  rapidity  of  the  stroke,  on  the  other 
hand,  appears  to  diminish  anew  when  the  bird 
has  obtained  a  high  degree  of  velocity. 

The  comparison  of  the  two  modes  of  flight  may 
be  summed  up  by  saying,  that  in  the  bird  the 
extremity  of  the  wing  describes  a  simple  helix, 
while  in  the  insect  a  series  of  lemniscates  is 
traced.  The  ditference  in  the  two  curves  will 
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be  appreciable  by  an  examination  of  the  dia¬ 
grams. 


FLIOUT  OP  AN  IN8EOT. 


PHYSIOLOGICAL  ACTION  OF  MEAT  EXTRACTS. 

Considerable  misconception  appears  to  ex¬ 
ist  in  regard  to  the  true  function  of  the  vari¬ 
ous  extracts  of  meat,  whether  those  prepared 
abroad  by  Liebig  and  others,  or  the  extracts  of 
Rorden  and  Tourtelot  in  the  United  States. 
Many  persons,  on  being  assured  that  a  given 
weight  of  these  preparations  contains  the  essence 
of  a  much  larger  percentage  of  lean  beef,  are 
apt  to  be  quite  incredulous,  or  unable  to  under¬ 
stand  how  this  can  be  the  case ;  and  can  not  ap¬ 
preciate  the  assertions  of  manufacturers,  that  an 
ounce  of  the  extract  is  equal'  to  a  pound  of  flesh 
as  a  stimulant.  A  recent  article,  however,  by 
Dr.  Lankester,  of  England,  one  of  the  highest 
authorities  in  regard  to  questions  of  food,  ex¬ 
plains  the  rationale  of  these  preparations,  and 
shows  why  they  are  really  efficient  as  asserted. 
In  comparing  the  composition  of  Liebig’s  extract 
with  fresh  beef,  he  states  that  the  former  contains 
the  following  ingredients : 

Parts. 

Creatine,  creatinine,  inosic  acid,  osmazome,  etc. . .  51 

Gelatine .  8 

Albumen .  3 

Mineral  matters .  21 

Water . ^ 

.  ■  100 

while  one  hundred  parts  of  lean  beef  contain 
the  following  elements : 

Parts. 


Fibrine .  4 

Albumen .  4 

Gelatine . 7 

Fat .  30 

Mineral  matters .  5 

Water  . ^0 


100 

From  this  it  will  he  seen  that,  while  the  water 
and  the  albumen  are  less  in  the  extract,  a  new 
set  of  bodies  is  introduced,  which  occupy  half  the 
bulk  of  the  compound,  and  that  there  are  also  four 
times  the  quantity  of  mineral  matters.  The  dif¬ 
ference,  therefore,  between  the  two  is  essentially 
in  the  substances  mentioned  first  in  the  former 
of  the  preceding  tables. 

According  to  Dr.  Lankester,  creatine  is  a  sub¬ 
stance  of  alkaline  reaction,  resembling,  in  this 
respect,  quinine,  morphine,  and  other  substances, 
and  to  a  less  degree  theine,  and,  like  this,  possi¬ 
bly  exercising  a  powoful  influence  upon  the  hu¬ 
man  system.  Creatinine,  again,  when  decom¬ 
posed,  forms  sarkosine,  a  substance  contained  in 
the  juice  of  flesh.  The  inosic  acid  is  also  an  im¬ 
portant  substance;  and  the  combination  of  all 


these,  together  with  the  other  ingredients  men¬ 
tioned,  in  the  extract,  can  exercise  an  influence 
on  the  animal  system  which  they  will  not  exert 
when  in  the  form  of  flesh  meat.  The  true  theory 
of  the  action  of  these  extracts  Dr.  Lankester 
maintains  to  be  that  they  exercise  a  stimulating 
influence  upon  the  digestive  organs,  which  en¬ 
ables  them  to  digest  and  dispose  of  food  which, 
without  this  stimulant,  would  be  a  simple  burden 
to  them.  The  action  in  this  respect  appears  to 
be  somewhat  similar  to  that  of  other  stimulants, 
but  much  more  efficient. 

AROMA  OF  COFFEE. 

It  is  well  known  that  in  the  process  of  roasting 
coffee  many  changes  take  place  in  the  composi¬ 
tion  of  the  berry.  The  horny  material  becomes 
brittle,  and  the  tannin,  sugar,  and  fat  are  partly 
destroyed,  and  the  oil  of  the  coffee  driven  off  by 
the  heat.  As  it  is  to  this  latter  ingredient  that 
the  pleasant  aroma  of  coffee  is  due,  it  is  import¬ 
ant  to  I'etain  this  as  much  as  possible,  which  may 
be  done  by  introducing  pieces  of  dry  bread,  to¬ 
gether  with  the  coffee,  in  the  roaster,  which  will 
absorb  the  vapor  of  the  oil  like  a  sponge ;  and,  as 
it  becomes  heated  to  a  less  degree  than  the  coffee 
beans,  serves  to  condense  this  vapor.  When  the 
coffee  is  ground  the  bread  is  to  be  ground  up  and 
prepared  with  it,  increasing  to  a  not  inconsidera¬ 
ble  degree  the  excellence  of  the  coffee.  The 
proportion  of  bread  to  be  used  is  a  quarter  of  a 
pound  to  three-fourths  of  a  pound  of  coffee. 
The  coffee,  when  roasted,  must  be  kept  in  a 
closed  vessel,  as  well  filled  as  possible.  To  keep 
roasted  coffee  for  a  long  time,  and  prevent  the 
loss  of  its  aroma,  it  is  recommended  to  sprinkle 
over  the  bean,  while  still  hot,  white  loaf-sugar, 
in  the  proportion  of  about  three-quarters  of  a 
pound  to  twenty-five  pounds  of  coffee.  This 
completely  envelops  the  bean  with  a  layer  of 
sugar  and  preserves  its  aroma. 

LIWNG  ORGANISMS  IN  CHALK. 

Mr.  Bechamp  continues  to  insist  upon  the  ex¬ 
istence  in  chalk  of  actually  living  forms,  called 
by  him  microzymas,  a  statement  which  he  en¬ 
deavors  to  prove  by  the  following  reasoning : 
Pure  carbonate  of  lime,  according  to  bis  state¬ 
ment,  exerts  no  action  upon  a  solution  of  starch 
or  sugar,  even  when  in  contact  with  the  atmos¬ 
phere,  the  experiment  having  been  tried  for  over 
two  years,  with  the  vessel  closed  to  prevent  the 
access  of  organisms  from  the  air.  If,  however, 
chalk  taken  very  carefully  from  the  very  centre 
of  the  block  be  used,  instead  of  the  pure  carbon¬ 
ate  of  lime,  it  acts  immediately  upon  the  starch, 
so  as  to  render  it  fluid,  and  interverts  the  cane 
sugar,  producing  immediately,  with  both,  alkali, 
acetic  acid,  lactic  acid,  and  butyric  acid.  He 
therefore  concludes  that  it  is  to  the  living  organ¬ 
isms  referred  to,  of  a  nature  somewhat  similar 
to  bacterias,  that  the  changes  are  due ;  and  he 
finds  a  similar  result — from  experiment  with  va¬ 
rious  tertiary  marls — with  the  lower  cretaceous 
and  with  the  oolitic  limestones,  all  of  which  exert 
the  same  influence  upon  the  solutions  in  ques¬ 
tion.  The  inference  is  drawn,  therefore,  that 
these  microzymas  are  the  organized  and  still  liv¬ 
ing  remains  -of  forms  of  objects  which  were  de¬ 
veloped  at  the  period  corresponding  to  the  form¬ 
ation  of  the  rocks,  and  that  they  are  morpholog¬ 
ically  identical  with  the  microzymas  of  modern 
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times,  their  action  as  ferments  being  quite  simi¬ 
lar,  even  if  a  little  more  slow. 

The  influence  of  these  organisms  in  produc¬ 
ing  chemical  changes  is  well  illustrated,  acbord- 
ing  to  the  author,  in  the  case  of  glue  or  gelatine, 
which  can  be  kept,  even  in  a  state  of  solution, 
for  an  indefinite  period  of  time,  provided  no 
organized  matter  is  introduced.  If,  however, 
these  microzymas  are  added,  in  however  small 
quantity,  as  will  happen  when  exposed  to  the 
air,  the  glue  becomes  liquefied  and  assumes  a 
peculiar  odor,  and  is  incapable  of  further  gelat¬ 
inizing. 

NATURAL  GAS  FOUNTAIN. 

An  interesting  communication  was  recently 
made  by  Professor  Henry  Wurtz  to  the  New 
York  Lyceum  of  Natural  History,  in  regard  to 
a  new  and  extraordinary  gas  well  in  Ontario 
County,  about  twenty  miles  south  of  Rochester. 
According  to  his  statement,  the  reservoir  was  dis¬ 
covered  about  four  years  since,  when  boring  for 
petroleum,  and  was  entered  at  a  depth  of  600 
feet.  The  hole  was  tubed  into  the  solid  rock, 
the  tube,  five  inches  in  diameter,  projecting 
about  ten  feet  above  the  surface ;  the  gas  that 
issues,  when  burning,  giving  a  flame  some  thirty 
feet  in  height.  The  estimated  flow  is  at  the  rate 
of  four  to  flve  feet  per  second,  or  equivalent  to 
about  400,000  cubic  feet  per  day,  or  an  aggregate 
of  some  600,000,000  annually,  which  is  said  to 
be  about  half  the  yearly  manufacture  of  the  Man¬ 
hattan  Gas  Company  of  New  York.  The  illu¬ 
minating  power  is  stated  to  he  that  of  about  six 
candles.  The  gas  proved  by  analysis  to  be  prin¬ 
cipally  marsh  gas,  with,  however,  a  large  per¬ 
centage  of  carbonic  acid,  a  proportion  of  nitro¬ 
gen,  and  a  still  smaller  quantity  of  oxygen  and 
of  the  illuminating  hydro-carbons. 

SECRETION  OF  SULPHURIC  ACID  BY  MOL- 
LUSKS. 

The  remarkable  fact  was  announced  some 
years  ago  that  certain  gasteropod  mollusca  se¬ 
crete  free  sulphuric  acid ;  and  this  has  since 
then  been  not  unfrequently  observed  in  the  case 
of  the  gigantic  Dolium  galea,  which  discharges 
from  its  proboscis  a  drop  of  liquid  or  saliva  that 
produces  a  very  sensible  effervescence  on  chalk 
or  marble.  This  secretion  from  different  mol¬ 
lusca,  carefully  analyzed,  showed  a  considerable 
percentage  of  free  sulphuric  acid,  some  of  com¬ 
bined  sulphuric  acid,  combined  chlorohydric 
acid,  with  potassa,  soda,  magnesia,  and  other 
substances  ;  the  glands  secreting  the  liquids  con¬ 
stituting  from  7  to  9  per  cent,  of  the  total  weight 
of  the  animal.  With  this  acid  secretion  there 
is,  at  least  in  some  species,  an  evolution  of  pure 
carbonic  gas,  one  gland,  weighing  approximately 
about  700  grains,  yielding  206  cubic  centimeters. 
The  genera  so  far  knotvn  to  furnish  this  secretion 
are  Dolium,  Cassis,  Tritonium,  Cassidaria,  Pleu- 
robrancMdium,  Pleurohranclius,  and  Doris.  The 
precise  object  of  this  secretion  is  not  entirely  un¬ 
derstood,  although  it  is  suggested  that  it  is  used 
in  perforating  the  bivalve  shells  or  other  mollusca 
which  serve  as  articles  of  food. 

PREPARATION  OF  HYDROGEN. 

A  new  process  for  the  preparation  of  hydrogen 
on  a  large  scale  consists  in  heating  to  redness  a 
mixture  of  damp  coals  and  alkaline  hydrates. 


By  this  means  a  mixture  of.  hydrogen  and  car¬ 
bonic  acid  is  disengaged  and  conducted  over  cer¬ 
tain  carbonates,  which  retain  the  carbonic  acid 
and  become  bicarbonates.  The  pure  hydrogen 
is  collected  in  a  gasometer,  to  be  used  as  required. 
The  bicarbonates  are  employed  as  such,  or  as 
reservoirs  of  carbonic  acid.  The  oxides  produced 
in  the  carbonization  of  the  alkaline  coals  may  be 
utilized  for  purposes  of  agriculture,  or  else  to 
form  the  hydrates  for  subsequent  operations. 
Hydrogen  may  also,  it  is  said,  be  obtained  pure 
by  passing  common  illuminating  gas  over  lime, 
heated  to  cherry  redness,  the  dry  residue  being 
carbonate  of  lime. 

SINKING  OF  THE  ANDAMAN  ISLANDS. 

It  is  announced  that  the  Andaman  Islands  are 
gradually  sinking,  at  the  rate  of  about  one  foot 
in  the  century,  the  inference  being  derived  from 
the  fact  that  trunks  of  trees,  still  rooted  in  the 
ground,  may  be  seen  in  the  water  of  the  straits 
which  separate  the  islands,  and  belonging  to 
species  which  never  grew  in  mangrove  swamps, 
and  which  are  only  found  further  inland.  It  is 
even  possible  to  trace,  in  several  places,  the 
stumps  of  several  trees  in  the  sea,  up  to  the  state 
when  the  trees  are  just  dying  by  the  influence  of 
the  sea-w'ater,  and  the  subsequent  change  of  the 
soil  by  the  formation  of  the  mangrove  swamp. 

PRIZES  PAID  FOR  IMPROVEMENT  IN  PAR¬ 
AFFINE  MANUFACTURE. 

It  may  he  interesting  to  some  of  our  readers 
to  learn  that  the  Mineral  Oil  Association  of  Halle 
has  offered  two  prizes  of  $5060  each  for  the  fol¬ 
lowing  purposes :  First,  for  the  discovery  of 
some  chemical  method  of  purifying  the  cakes  of 
crude  paraffine  with  the  least  possible  loss  of  the 
material ;  tliis  not  to  exceed  five  per  cent.  Sec¬ 
ondly,  for  the  discovery  of  some  apparatus  for 
cooling  down  masses  of  paraffine  to  a  temperature 
of  at  least  twenty-three  degrees  at  any  season  of 
the  year.  It  is  to  be  understood  that  the  color¬ 
less  tar  oils,  benzine  especially,  can  not  be  used 
for  purifying  paraffine,  since  they  act  as  a  solvent 
upon  it.  The  loss  in  purifying  must  not  exceed 
five  per  cent.,  and  the  operation  must  he  rapid, 
easily  apphcable,  and  inexpensive.  The  purified 
paraffine  must  have  a  bluish-white  color,  and  be 
free  from  smell.  The  apparatus  for  cooling  the 
paraffine  must  be  so  arranged  that  in  one  or  more 
rooms  masses  of  "at  least  600  hundred-weights 
can  be  brought  to  a  temperature  of  twenty-three 
degrees  in  vessels  holding  600  pounds  each.  It 
is  suggested  that  this  can  be  most  advantageous¬ 
ly  done  by  cooling  the  apartments  themselves  in 
which  the  masses  of  paraffine  are  placed  for  crys¬ 
tallization.  The  cooling  of  the  masses  must  be 
gradually  accomplished,  so  that  the  formation  of 
the  crystals  in  them  shall  not  be  interfered  with 
as  to  their  peculiarities,  size,  etc.  The  prizes  are 
open  for  competition  until  the  1st  of  January^ 
1871,  to  whoever  will  solve  these  problems  to  the 
satisfaction  of  the  committee  of  the  Mineral  Oil 
Association  at  Halle. 

RED  COLOR  FROM  PICRIC  ACID. 

According  to  the  Chemical  News,  picric  acid 
may  be  employed  for  imparting  a  beautiful  red 
color  to  ivory,  bone,  and  born,  by  means  of  the 
following  method :  Take  4  grammes  of  the  pi¬ 
cric  acid  (the  gramme  about  equal  to  15  grains). 
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and  dissolve  in  250  grammes  of  boiling  water ; 
and,  after  cooling,  add  8  grammes  of  liquid  am¬ 
monia.  Dissolve  also  two  grammes  of  crystnlx 
lized  fuchsine  (magenta)  in  45  grammes  of  alco¬ 
hol,  dilute  with  375  grammes  of  hot  water,  and 
next  add  60  grammes  of  ammonia.  As  soon  as 
the  red  color  of  the  magenta  solution  has  disap¬ 
peared  the  two  solutions  are  mixed  together, 
making  a  bulk  of  liquid  amounting  to  about  a 
pint,  which  is  a  sufficient  quantity  for  dyeing 
from  four  to  six  sheep-skins.  Ivory  and  bone 
should  be  placed  in  very  w'eak  nitric  or  hydro¬ 
chloric  acid  first,  before  being  immersed  in  the 
ammoniacal  liquid ;  wood  can  not  be  dyed  by  this 
liquid  unless  it  has  been  previously  painted  over 
with  paste  made  from  flour.  When,  to  the  am¬ 
moniacal  liquid,  some  gelatine  solution  is  added, 
it  will  serve  as  a  red  ink,  which  does  not  attack 
steel  pens.  By  changing  the  proportions  of  the 
magenta  and  picric  acid,  the  tints  obtained  may 
be  varied  from  a  bluish-red  to  a  bright  orange- 
red.  The  desired  colors  do  not  appear  until  the 
ammonia  is  evaporated. 

CUTANEOUS  ABSOEPTION. 

Dr.  Scoutetten,  of  Metz,  has,  for  some  years, 
been  carrying  on  a  warfare  with  what  he  con¬ 
siders  the  old-fashioned  physiologists,  who  be¬ 
lieve  in  the  doctrine  of  cutaneous  absorption,  he 
himself  maintaining  that  such  action,  unless  when 
the  skin  is  mechanically  abraded  or  otherwise 
exposed,  is  entirely  impossible.  He  insists,  in  a 
recent  essay,  that  when  immersed  in  a  solution, 
a  healthy  surface  of  skin  can  not  be  reached  by 
the  liquid,  in  consequence  of  the  sebaceous  secre¬ 
tion,  which  itself  prevents  any  absorption ;  and 
that  every  substance  to  be  absorbed  by  the  skin 
must  be  soluble  by,  or  mixed  with,  this  sebaceous 
material ;  and  that  the  application  of  any  finely 
pulverized  substance  whatever  to  the  skin,  unless 
chemically  corrosive,  is  not  accompanied  by  ab¬ 
sorption.  Experiments  were  made  by  a  com¬ 
mission  upon  such  substances  as  iodide  of  jiotas- 
sium,  yellow  cyanuret  of  potassium,  bichloride 
of  mercury,  digitalis,  belladona,  etc.;  and  the 
immersion  of  a  portion  of  the  body  was  main¬ 
tained  in  solutions  of  one  or  the  other  of  these 
substances  for  from  thirty  minutes  to  two  hours. 
The  urine  and  the  saliva  were  carefully  collected 
'at  a  suitable  time  after  the  immersion,  and  it  is 
said  that  in  no  case  was  there  the  slightest  trace 
of  iodine,  of  corrosive  sublimate,  or  of  the  cyan¬ 
uret  in  the  urine ;  and  that  the  vegetable  sub¬ 
stances  exhibited  no  action  upon  the  urine,  upon 
the  heart,  the  circulation,  or  the  innen-ation. 

SOCIETT  FOE  ASSISTING  DESTITUTE  MEN 
OF  SCIENCE. 

Among  other  excellent  institutions  of  France 
is  an  association  intended  to  furnish  aid  to  des¬ 
titute  men  of  science  during  their  lives,  or  to 
their  families  after  their  death.  This  was  founded 
in  1867  by  The'nard,  a  well-known  savant,  and 
the  report  for  1869,  just  published,  shows  that  it 
has  accumulated  since  then  a  principal  fund  of 
over  $150,000,  besides  the  expenditure  of  nearly 
$60,000  for  the  purposes  mentioned  in  furnish¬ 
ing  assistance  to  forty-one  families.  Among  the 
beneficiaries  of  the  past  year  were  Madame  Petit, 
of  Toulouse,  and  the  fiimily  of  Mr.  Nickles,  the 
well-known  Paris  scientific  correspondent  of 
the  American  Journal  of  Science.  An  allow¬ 


ance  was  also  made  to  Mademoiselle  Silbennann, 
the  daughter  of  the  eminent  mechanician  of  Paris. 
A  similar  society,  we  believe,  exists  in  London, 
though  nothing  of  the  kind,  as  far  as  we  are 
aware,  .has  ever  been  attempted  in  the  United 
States.  How  far  it  would  be  practicable  or  de¬ 
sirable  to  initiate  an  enterprise  of  a  similar  char¬ 
acter  in  this  country  is  tvell  w'orthy  of  considera- 
ation. 

COMPOSITION  OF  THE  SKIN  OF  ANIMALS. 

In  a  recent  article  on  the  composition  of  the 
skin  of  animals,  and  the  changes  which  it  under¬ 
goes  in  tanning,  it  is  stated  that,  w'hen  fresh, 
from  two-thirds  to  three-fourths  of  the  weight 
of  the  skin  consists  of  water ;  and  if  dried  at 
220°,  it  gradually  absorbs  water ;  but  dried  at 
the  ordinary  temperature,  the  moisture  in  it  va¬ 
ries  with  the  amount  in  the  atmosphere.  An 
analysis  of  a  perfectly  dried  skin  gave  about  95 
per  cent,  of  gelatine  tissue ;  3  per  cent,  of  cellu¬ 
lar  tissue  not  soluble  in  water ;  1  per  cent,  of 
fat ;  and  half  of  1  per  cent,  of  mineral  material. 

AMELIOEATION  OP  THE  CLIMATE  OP  SAVOY. 

The  abbe  Vaullet,  Director  of  the  Hospital  at 
Annecy,  is  satisfied  that  the  temperature  of  that 
part  of  Savoy  has  become  sensibly  elevated  with¬ 
in  the  past  forty  years.  The  mean  temperature, 
formerly  fifty  or  fifty-two  degrees,  at  the  present 
time  exceeds  fifty-five  degrees.  Positive  proofs 
of  this  change  are  shown  by  facts  connected  with 
the  culture  of  the  vine  and  wheat,  and  by  the  re¬ 
cession  of  the  glaciers.  The  causes  suggested 
for  this  amelioration  of  the  climate  are,  the  re¬ 
moval  of  the  forests,  the  extirpation  of  hedges, 
the  cultivation  of  new  land,  the  multiplication  of 
roads,  the  drying  up  of  the  marshes,  the  growth 
of  the  population,  the  increase  in  the  number  of 
the  domestic  animals,  etc. 

FEICTION  OP  lEON  ON  ICE. 

The  determination  of  the  coefficient  of  friction 
between  iron  and  ice  was  ascertained  during  the 
past  winter  by  Professor  Muller,  of  Freiburg,  in 
the  following  manner :  A  young  man  on  skates 
with  smooth  runners  was  stationed  on  the  ice 
with  a  spring  balance  in  his  hands,  to  which  a 
strong  string  was  fastened,  and  by  means  of 
which  a  second  skater  drew  him  upon  the  ice. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  motion  the  spring  bal¬ 
ance  showed  a  tractive  force  of  ten  or  twelve 
pounds ;  and  during  the  motion  it  varied  be¬ 
tween  two  and  four  pounds.  As  the  young 
man  in  question  weighed  125  pounds  the  co¬ 
efficient  of  friction  at  the  beginning  of  the  mo¬ 
tion  amounted  to  9  per  cent,  of  the  weight, 
wdiile  during  the  motion  it  amounted  to  from 
1.2  per  cent,  to  2.6. 

PUEIFICATION  OP  -iVATEE  BY  PEEEZING. 

Careful  experiments  have  recently  been  made 
in  regard  to  the  solid  constituents  of  the  ice  of 
certain  lakes  compared  with  those  of  the  unfrozen 
w'ater  beneath  it ;  and  a  very  decided  difference 
was  found  to  exist,  the  residuum  from  the  evapo¬ 
ration  of  the  melted  ice  being  much  less  than  that 
from  the  same  weight  of  the  water  in  question. 
In  one  experiment  in  the  Lake  of  Zurich,  while 
the  water  furnished  .  128  of  a  gramme  of  solid  mat¬ 
ter  to  the  quart,  the  melted  ice  yielded  only  .026 
of  a  gramme.  It,  therefore,  would  scetn  that 
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freezing  tends  to  reduce  the  hardness  of  water, 
and  possibly  by  successive  repetitions  of  tliis  ac¬ 
tion  water  might  be  brought  to  a  state  of  very 
decided  purity. 

IJ^CEEASED  HEAT  OP  THE  SUN'S  RAYS  IN 
PASSING  THROUGH  CLOUDS. 

Eorhes,  in  his  travels  through  the  Alps  of  Sa¬ 
voy,  made  the  observation  that  when  the  sun 
was  slightly  obscured  by  thin  clouds  the  tempera¬ 
ture  of  his  rays  was  higher  than  after  the  cloud 
had  passed — an  announcement  which  has  re¬ 
cently  been  verified  by  careful  experiment. 
Thus,  in  one  instance,  on  the  12th  of  May,  18G8, 
at  about  ten  o’clock  in  the  morning,  the  sun  be¬ 
ing  unobscured  by  any  cloud,  the  approach  of  a 
light  cirrus  caused  the  thermometer  to  rise 
about  four  degrees ;  and  when  completely  cov¬ 
ered  by  thin  clouds  an  additional  increase  of  three 
degrees  was  obseiwed.  At  eleven  o’clock,  the 
sun  being  still  behind  the  cirrus  clouds,  the  ther¬ 
mometer  indicated  a  temperature  of  101  degrees 
Fahrenheit ;  but  it  fell  nine  degrees  in  three  min¬ 
utes  after  the  cloud  passed  away,  rising  again 
six  degrees  more  as  a  small  cloud  passed  over  the 
sun.  The  air  during  these  experiments  was  per¬ 
fectly'  still. 

CANNIBALISM  IN  ANCIENT  EUROPE. 

How'ever  strongly  combated  by  naturalists 
and  theologians,  it  has  come  to  be  almost  an 
established  fact  that  cannibalism  was  not  merely 
an  incident  of  European  pre-historic  customs, 
but  an  almost  universal  rule ;  fresh  discoveries 
coming  to  light  in  caverns  and  other  primitive 
habitations,  where,  in  the  food-refuse,  the  bones 
of  man  are  found  mingled  with  those  of  animals 
generally,  and  all  subjected  to  a  similar  treat¬ 
ment  by  fire  and  by  being  split,  to  obtain  the 
marrow  from  the  long  bones. 

In  certain  caverns  of  Mount  Chauvaux,  in  the 
province  of  Namur,  Belgium,  it  has  been  found 
that  the  largest  proportion  of  bones  consists  of 
those  of  mankind,  the  rest  being  those  of  the 
deer,  ox,  sheep,  fallow-deer,  wild-boar,  dog,  fox, 
marten,  and  hare.  A  single  fragment  of  breccia, 
about  as  large  as  an  ordinary  paving  stone,  con¬ 
tained  liot  less  than  five  human  jaws,  one  of 
them  of  a  child  of  seven  or  eight  years,  while 
all  the  other  bones  of  the  skeleton  were  repre¬ 
sented  in  one  form  or  another.  All  of  these 
were  burned  by  fire  and  broken  up,  the  long  bones 
being  split,  as  already  mentioned,  while  the  flat 
bones,  containing  no  marrow,  were  undisturbed. 
Among  these  bones  tvas  a  human  parietal  that 
had  been  split  by  a  flint  hatchet,  which  still  re¬ 
mained  embedded  in  it. 

Another  remarkable  fact  connected  with  these 
remains  is,  that  among  the  entire  number  there 
was  not  a  single  one  of  an  adult  man  or  of  an 
old  w'oman,  all  the  remains  belonging  to  children, 
youths,  and  young  W'omen,  showing  conclusively 
that  a  selection  was  made  of  the  tenderer  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  human  race,  and  that  this  habit  w'as 
not  the  result  of  any  necessity,  but  one  of  choice  ; 
and  that  it  is  quite  probable  that  the  victims  w'ere 
fattened  expressly  for  the  occasion,  precisely  as 
is  the  case  among  the  Battas  of  Sumatra  and 
other  Eastern  cannibals.  Indeed,  this  peculiar 
taste  appears  to  have  existed  in  Europe  a  long 
time  after  the  epoch  of  the  bone  caves,  since  St. 
Jerome  is  said  to  have  met  among  the  Gauls  a 


race  possessing  large  herds  of  cattle,  who  yet 
made  an  liabitual  use  of  human  flesh  as  food. 

•  The  remains  from  this  cavern  in  Mount  Chau¬ 
vaux  belong  to  a  very  small  race,  as  far  as  can 
be  judged,  five  feet  being  the  supposed  average, 
and  of  small  cranial  capacity,  with  a  brachyceph- 
alic  retreating  forehead,  temples  flattened,  jaws 
prominent,  and  the  teeth  oblique.  These  con¬ 
stitute  tlie  distinguishing  features  of  a  race  exist¬ 
ing  in  Europe  at  the  time  of  the  immigration  of 
the  Aryans,  whom  (being  armed  with  bronze  and 
iron  weapons)  this  people  were  but  little  able  to 
resist.  It  is  quite  probable  that  long  after  this 
new  people  overspread  the  land  the  ancient  race 
maintained  a  precarious  existence  in  the  remoter 
forests  and  inaccessible  valleys  of  ancient  Gaul. 

So  far  no  evidence  has  been  presented  of  a 
similar  habit  of  cannibalism  among  the  pre-his¬ 
toric  people  of  North  America,  the  only  hint 
toward  any  thing  of  the  kind  being  the  discov¬ 
ery  of  a  human  jaw  in  an  anciept  shell  heap  near 
Ipswich,  Massachusetts. 

INHABITANTS  OP  MADAGASCAR. 

A  recent  author,  in  discussing  the  character 
of  the  inhabitants  of  Madagascar,  refers  to  their 
division  into  Madacasses  and  Hovas,  or  light  and 
dark  races,  and  considers  them  both  to  have  been 
of  the  same  ancestry',  since  their  language  and 
customs  are  the  same.  He  suggests  that  Mada¬ 
gascar  must  have  been  formerly  connected  with 
both  the  African  continent  and  the  Malay  Archi¬ 
pelago,  and  that  it  was  possibly  the  seat  of  the 
earliest  civilization. 

VARIATION  IN  PLANTS  WITH  SOIL,  ETC. 

Mr.  Kerner,  a  German  author,  in  an  article 
upon  the  influence  of  climate  and  soil  upon 
plants,  remarks  that  in  the  centre  of  distribution 
of  a  species,  where  it  reaches  its  maximum  of 
abundance,  it  is  very  unusual  for  varieties  to  be¬ 
come  established,  since,  even  if  deviating  forms 
were  to  appear,  they  would  not  be  perpetuated, 
in  consequence  of  a  law  of  nature  that  cross  fer¬ 
tilization  with  other  individuals,  rather  than  self- 
fertilization,  is  the  rule.  On  the  outskirts  of  the 
region  of  distribution,  however,  where  the  indi¬ 
viduals  are  much  scattered,  variations  once  de¬ 
veloped  are  likely  to  become  established,  because 
the  chances  of  self-fertilization  being  much  great¬ 
er,  the  peculiarities  are  likely  to  be  perpetuated 
by  inheritance.  Here,  therefore,  we  must  look 
for  those  aberrant  forms  which  become  the  an¬ 
cestors  of  new  speejes.  The  author  thinks  that 
the  direct  influence  of  climate  and  soil  in  origin¬ 
ating  changes  of  structure  is  extremely  slight, 
these  changes  being  due,  in  the  course  of  many 
generations,  to  the  process  of  natural  selection ; 
those  individuals  which  exhibit  slight  divergen¬ 
cies,  suitable  to  the  circumstances  in  which  the 
plant  is  placed,  being  most  likely  to  survive,  and 
to  produce  large  numbers  of  seeds.  Changed 
conditions  of  life  can  kill  the  plant  or  destroy  its 
health,  but  can  have  no  direct  influence  in  chang¬ 
ing  it  into  a  form  more  suitable  for  those  con¬ 
ditions. 

AGENCY  OF  HUMMING-BIRDS  IN  FERTILIZING 
PLANTS. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  fertilization  of  many 
flowers,  so  as  to  cause  them  to  produce  fruit,  is 
dependent  entirely  upon  the  agency  of  insects ; 
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and  the  barrenness  of  some  plants,  when  trans¬ 
ported  to  regions  remote  from  their  native  home, 
may  be  accounted  for  by  the  absence  of  the  as¬ 
sociated  insects.  It  has  been  suggested  lately 
that  the  humming-birds  of  America  perform  a 
part  almost  as  important  in  this  respect  as  in¬ 
sects,  since  in  their  passage  from  one  flower  to 
another  they  necessarily  carry  with  them  the  pol¬ 
len  dust,  and  distribute  it  again,  or  by  stirring 
up  the  entire  flower  in  their  rapid  motion  they 
produce  the  desired  effect.  This  agency  may, 
perhaps,  explain  the  object  of  the  enormous  num¬ 
ber  and  variety  of  liumming-birds,  and  their  uni¬ 
versal  distribution  throughout  America. 

FLORA  OP  ICELAND. 

According  to  Professor  Babington,  Iceland 
contains  about  450  flowering  plants,  native  to  the 
island,  all  of  which,  excepting  about  60,  occur 
also  in  Great  Britain.  The  remainder,  with  three 
exceptions,  are  natives  of  the  European  conti¬ 
nent,  chiefly  Scandinavia.  No  species  of  flow¬ 
ering  plant  is  peculiar  to  the  island.  No  forests 
occur  in  the  country,  although  some  have  existed 
not  long  ago.  The  trees  are  all  of  birch ;  nor  is 
there  any  trace  of  the  former  existence  of  pine, 
nor  even  of  any  other  kind  of  forest  tree.  At 
the  present  time  extensive  woods  of  dwarf  birch 
are  found  in  several  places,  and  some  shrubby 
willows.  No  grain  of  any  sort  is  grown  on  the 
island. 

KEEPING  EOSE-BUDS  FRESH  IN  WINTER. 

A  method  employed  in  Germany  to  keep  rose¬ 
buds  fresh  into  the  winter  consists  in  first  cov¬ 
ering  the  end  of  the  recently  cut  stem  with  wax, 
and  then  placing  each  one  in  a  closed  paper  cap, 
or  cone,  so  that  the  leaves  do  not  touch  the  pa¬ 
per.  The  cap  is  then  coated  with  glue,  to  ex¬ 
clude  air,  dust,  and  moisture,  and  wdien  dry  is 
stood  up  in  a  draw^er  in  a  cool  place.  When 
wanted  for  use  the  rose-bud  is  taken  out  of  the 
cap  and  placed  in  water,  after  cutting  off  the  end, 
when  it  is  said  the  rose  will  bloom  in  a  few  hours. 

RELATION  OP  BARBERRY  PLANT  TO  RUST  IN 
GRAIN. 

Considerable  interest  has  been  excited  lately 
in  the  announcement  that  a  time  honored  belief 
in  regard  to  the  barbeny  shrub  was  strictly 
founded  in  fact,  namely :  that  the  proximity  of 
this  plant  to  growing  grain  caused  a  develop¬ 
ment  in  the  latter  of  the  disease  knotvn  as  the 
rust.  It  has  lately  been  established  that  this  rust 
of  grain  is,  though  a  different  form,  of  precisely 
the  same  species  as  the  fungus  producing  the 
w'ell-known  orange  spots  on  the  leaves  of  the 
barberry,  and  that  the  spores  of  each  form  will 
not  reproduce  itself,  but  the  other  form ;  and 
consequently  the  floating  seeds  or  spores  pro¬ 
ceeding  from  the  barberry  shrub  rust,  and  fas¬ 
tening  upon  the  grain,  develop  into  the  apparently 
very  different  grain  rust.  So  true  is  this  said  to 
be,  that  the  planting  of  a  single  bush  of  the  bar¬ 
berry  will  produce  the  disease  in  a  region  where 
it  had  never  appeared  before. 

As  long  ago  as  1796,  and  possibly  even  at  an 
earlier  period,  an  enactment  prevailed  in  Con¬ 
necticut  authorizing  persons,  with  the  consent 
of  the  civil  authorities  of  the  town,  to  go  upon 
any  land  wliatever  and  cut  down  or  uproot  any 
barberry  bushes  that  might  be  growing  there. 


.without  being  liable  to  any  action  or  suit  for 
damages.  This  legislation  was  continued  as  late 
as  1 839,  and  repeated  in  an  enactment  by  which 
the  liberty  was  extended  to  any  one  feeling  him¬ 
self  aggrieved  by  the  proximity  of  barberry  bush¬ 
es  to  his  owm  fields  to  enter  upon  the  land  where 
they  were  growing,  at  any  season  of  the  year, 
and  to  destroy  them ;  and  the  selectmen  were 
empowered  to  authorize  any  suitable  persons  to 
do  the  same  thing,  and  to  pay  them  from  the 
treasury  of  the  town. 

TREATMENT  OF  BRITTLE  BONES  BY  SOLUBLE 
GLASS. 

A  hint  which  may  be  of  service  to  our  com¬ 
parative  anatomists  is  supplied  in  a  recent  com¬ 
munication  of  Mr.  Forez  to  the  Academy  of 
Sciences  in  Baris.  The  fragile  condition  in  which 
fossil  and  other  bones  frequently  reach  public 
museums,  and  the  consequent  difficulty  of  hand¬ 
ling  them,  or  of  making  plaster  casts  from  them, 
is  well  known  to  persons  interested.  Various 
substances  have  been  used  to  remedy  this  incon¬ 
venience,  all  of  which  are  liable  to  various  objec¬ 
tions,  among  others,  that  of  leaving  a  lustre  or 
varnish  on  the  surface.  The  author  recommends, 
instead  of  these  substances,  a  silicate  of  iiotash  or 
other  soluble  glass,  the  amount  of  concentration 
varying  from  a  solution  of  tlprty  degrees  Baume 
to  the  sirupy  form  in  which  it  is  usually  sold. 
In  the  latter  state  it  can  be  made  use  of  to  very 
good  advantage  for  cementing  broken  fragments 
together,  since  all  that  is  necessary  is  to  bring 
them  in  position  and  then  pass  a  brush  dipped  in 
the  solution  over  them,  holding  them  a  short 
time,  or  tying  them,  until  sufficiently  adhei'ent. 

Very  porous  bones  are  best  treated  by  suc¬ 
cessive  immersion  in  a  more  dilute  solution,  and 
should  be  wiped  dry  after  each  application. 
Specimens  thus  prepared  resist  all  atmospheric 
influences,  and  can  be  handled  with  as  much 
freedom  as  entirely  fresh  bones.  One  advant¬ 
age  in  the  use  of  this  substance  is,  that  it  can 
be  applied  cold,  the  solution  soaking  up  readily, 
and  in  a  short  time  becoming  perfectly  firm  and 
hard.  As  already  stated,  it  is  very  important 
to  wipe  the  outer  surfaces  dry,  in  order  to  pre¬ 
vent  a  shining  appearance. 

The  same  substance  may  be  used  to  advantage 
in  joining  the  fragments  of  broken  flint  or  stone 
antiquities  and  implements. 

RELATION  OF  HOME  GOVERNMENT  TO 
SCIENCE. 

It  is  well  known  that  in  France  there  is  a 
much  closer  connection  between  the  govern¬ 
ment  and  the  various  literary,  scientific,  and 
educational  establishments  of  the  country  than 
exists  in  our  country,  nearly  all  the  institutions 
of  the  kind  mentioned  being  regulated  and  con¬ 
trolled  by  one  or  another  of  the  ministries,  or 
bureaus  of  the  administration. 

By  a  recent  decree  the  ministry  of  fine  arts  has 
been  charged  wdth  many  of  the  duties  belonging 
to  that  of  public  instruction,  and  is  now  styled 
the  Ministry  of  Letters,  Science,  and  Fine  Arts. 
The  special  objects  of  supeiwision  wdth  which 
this  newdy  arranged  ministry  is  charged  are  the 
Imperial  Institute  of  France;  the  Imperial 
Academy  of  Medicine;  the  Library  and  Mu¬ 
seum  of  Algiers,  and  the  teaching  of  the  living 
Oriental  languages;  the  Imperial  School  of 
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Charts ;  the  Imperial  Library,  and  the  course.r 
in  archseology  annexed  to  it ;  the  Mazarin  Li¬ 
brary,  and  those  of  the  Arsenal  and  of  St. 
Genevieve;  the  general  seiTice  libraries,  and 
the  editing  of  the  catalogues  of  the  libraries  of 
the  departments  ;  the  learned  societies  of  Paris  ; 
the  Revue  des  Socie'tds  Savantes ;  the  Library 
of  the  Committee  of  Historical  and  Learned 
Works ;  the  Journal  des  Savans ;  subscrip¬ 
tions  of  scientific  and  literary  works,  and  their 
distribution  among  the  public  libraries ;  the 
consolidating  of  subscriptions  ;  the  encourage¬ 
ment  and  aid  of  savans  and  men  of  letters ; 
subscriptions  and  encouragement  to  voyages  and 
literary  and  scientific  missions ;  the  publication 
and  distribution  of 'the  unpublished  works  con¬ 
cerning  the  history  of  France,  and  the  topo¬ 
graphical  map  of  Gaul ;  the  Legal  Depot,  and 
the  reception  and  distribution  of  works  proceed¬ 
ing  from  the  Legal  Depot. 

In  this  connection  it  may  be  stated  that  few 
governments  have  done  so  much  as  that  of  France 
in  the  way  of  advancing  science  by  the  institution 
and  maintenance  of  scientific  explorations  in  dif¬ 
ferent  countries,  and  of  publishing  the  results  in  a 
costly  and  elaborate  form.  Among  other  well- 
known  illustrations  of  this  statement  may  be 
cited  the  volumes  relating  to  the  explorations  in 
Egypt,  under  the  direction  of  Denon,  made  at 
the  command  of  Napoleon  I. ;  the  account  of  the 
voyages  of  the  Astrolabe,  of  the  Venus,  and  of  the 
Coquille ;  the  scientific  explorations  of  Algiers, 
and  many  other  publications. 

It  is,  however,  a  matter  of  pride  to  Americans 
to  know  that  no  single  work  of  this  kind  pub¬ 
lished  by  any  nation  equals  the  report  of  the 
results  of  the  great  explo-ring  expedition  under 
Captain  Wilkes,  the  series  of  volumes  already 
printed  and  distributed  having  no  parallel  in 
their  extent,  their  beauty  of  illustration,  and 
excellence  of  typography.  Another  work,  the 
report  of  the  Pacific  Railroad  surveys,  occupy¬ 
ing  thirteen  quarto  volumes,  is  a  similar  in¬ 
stance  of  enterprise  on  the  part  of  the  United 
States.  These  two  works  diflered,  however,  very 
greatly  in  the  size  of  their  editions,  since  of  the 
former  but  100  copies  were  printed,  which  were 
distributed  only  to  State  libraries  in  the  United 
States,  and  to  government  libraries  abroad, 
while  of  the  latter  25,000  copies  were  printed, 
and  distributed  with  the  greatest  liberality 
throughout  the  world. 

PRESERVATION  OP  HARBORS  BY  TORPEDOES. 

An  instance  of  great  ingenuity  in  adapting 
sunken  torpedoes  to  the  defense  of  harbors  has 
recently  come  to  light  in  connection  with  the 
history  of  the  Austro-French  war,  during  which 
an  attempt  at  the  capture  of  Venice  was  feared 
by  the  Austrians.  To  guard  against  this  result 
a  camera  obscura  was  erected  near  to  the  harbor, 
and  so  arranged  that  the  horizontal  table  of  the 
instrument  reflected  the  whole  area  of  the  chan¬ 
nel.  Large  wooden  cases,  each  containing  400 
pounds  of  gun-cotton,  were  lowered,  at  certain 
fixed  distances,  into  the  water,  and  as  these  dis¬ 
appeared,  one  by  one,  a  small  row-boat  described 
at  the  time  a  circle  round  the  spot  to  indicate 
the  extreme  confines  of  the  distance  at  which 
the  toi'pedo  would  prove  effective.  An  observer 
was  stationed  in  the  camera  as  these  operations 
were  going  on,  carefully  watching  their  reflection 


in  the  instrument;  and  as  each  torpedo  disap¬ 
peared  into  the  water  he  marked  with  a  pencil 
its  precise  locality  on  the  camera  table,  tracing, 
also,  the  ring  formed  by  the  row-boat.  Thus  a 
series  of  circles  was  formed  in  the  camera,  each 
of  which  was  marked  with  a  distinctive  number, 
and  in  this  way  a  miniature  but  exceedingly  cor¬ 
rect  plan  of  the  obstructions  in  the  harbor  was 
prepared.  The  wires  in  connection  with  the  tor¬ 
pedoes  were  afterward  led  up  into  the  camera 
obscura  and  furnished  with  numbers  to  corre¬ 
spond  -with  the  circles.  By  means  of  this  ar¬ 
rangement  a  sentinel  stationed  in  the  apparatus 
might  at  once  explode  any  one  of  the  torpedoes 
as  soon  as  he  observed  the  reflection  of  an  ene¬ 
my’s  ship  pass  within  the  limits  of  the  circles 
marked  upon  the  table.  The  channel  itself  was 
quite  clear  of  any  suspicious  buoys  and  beacons, 
and  appeared  to  the  enemy  wholly  free  from  ob¬ 
struction. 

VALUE  OE  BAMBOO  AS  A  FIBRE. 

We  have  referred  heretofore  to  the  value  of 
the  leaves  of  the  palmetto  of  the  Southern  States 
as  a  material  for  textile  fabrics,  and  other  appli¬ 
cations  as  fibre,  and  the  impossibility  of  supply¬ 
ing  the  commercial  demand  for  it.  We  are  now 
informed  that  the  bamboo  of  the  West  Indies  has 
become  an  article  of  similar  importance.  At  the 
present  time  the  exportation  of  this  substance 
from  Jamaica  to  the  United  States  is  very  large ; 
and  although  at  first  the  hulk  of  the  article  con¬ 
stituted  a  serious  difficulty  in  the  way  of  its  ex¬ 
portation,  the  experiment  has  recently  been  tried 
of  crushing  the  bamboo  between  mill  rollers, 
and,  by  a  screw  press,  jDreparing  it  for  being  car¬ 
ried  in  bales.  This  condenses  the  bulk  greatly, 
and  relieves  thb  obstacle  to  its  transportation  at 
a  reasonable  expense  for  freight. 

HUXLEY  ON  THE  EARLY’  INHABITANTS  OF 
GREAT  BRITAIN. 

According  to  Professor  Huxley,  the  inhabit¬ 
ants  of  Great  Britain,  at  the  time  of  the  Roman 
Conquest,  belonged  to  two  distinct  physical  types 
— the  one  being  tall,  fair,  with  yellow  hair  and 
blue  eyes ;  the  other  short,  dark,  with  dark  hair 
and  black  eyes.  The  former  resembled  the  old 
German!,  who  lived  on  the  east  bank  of  the 
Rhine,  as  well  as  the  Belgte  of  Northeastern 
France  and  what  is  now  Belgium  ;  while  the  lat¬ 
ter  were  related  to  the  people  of  Aquitania  and 
Iberia.  According  to  his  statement  both  these 
people  spoke  Celtic — probably  Cymric  in  Britain 
and  Gaelic  in  Ireland — while  on  the  Continent 
the  dark  type  spoke  the  Basque  tongue,  the  an¬ 
cient  Gauls  speaking  Celtic  and  the  German! 
Teutonic.  These  latter  nations  appear  to  belong 
to  the  Aryan  family,  while  the  Basque  has  no 
affinity  to  any  other  European-Asiatic  language. 
None  of  the  invasions  to  which  Britain  has  been 
subjected  seem  to  have  introduced  any  new  race- 
element. 

PHYSICS  OF  THE  SUEZ  AND  DARIEN  CANALS. 

Professor  Haughton,  of  Dublin,  is  not  very 
sanguine  of  the  ability  to  keep  open  the  new  Suez 
Canal  without  the  expenditure  throughout  all 
future  time  of  an  enormous  amount  of  labor  in 
dredging  and  excavating.  The  reason  of  this  is 
to  be  found  in  the  nature  of  the  Mediterranean 
and  Red  seas,  these  being  the  seat  of  very  con- 
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siderable  currents,  which,  in  meeting,  cause  a 
rapid  deposit  of  sand ;  and  while  there  is  not 
much  doubt  that  at  one  time  there  was  a  contin¬ 
ued  connection  between  them,  yet  in  time  this 
sand-bar  was  formed,  which  can  not  be  kept  open 
except  artificially.  The  proposed  Darien  Canal, 
according  to  the  learned  professor,  would  be  en¬ 
tirely  different  in  its  character.  Here  the  cur¬ 
rents  of  the  Caribbean  Sea  are  continually  beat¬ 
ing  against  the  isthmus  and  endeavoring  to  force 
a  passage,  and  should  such  an  opening  be  once 
made,  artificially,  there  seems  little  doubt  that  it 
would  be  kept  open  by  the  ocean  flow,  and  pos¬ 
sibly  even  enlarged  much  beyond  the  original  in¬ 
tention.  The  anticipations  of  harm  from  a  pos¬ 
sible  diversion  of  the  Gulf  Stream  in  consequence 
of  this  opening  were  considered  unfounded,  since, 
even  if  one  mile  wide  and  a  hundred  feet  deep, 
it  would  carry  off  but  one  thousandth  part  of  the 
heat  Great  Britain  now  receives  from  the  Gulf 
Stream. 

BEST  FOEM  OF  SUBMAEINE  TOEPEDOES. 

In  a  recent  article  upon  the  torpedo  it  is  as¬ 
serted  that  the  great  problem  of  an  electric  fuse, 
which  should  combine  high  conducting  power 
with  great  susceptibility  to  ignition,  has  been 
solved  by  Mr.  Abel,  the  well-known  chemist  of 
the  Woolwich  Arsenal.  His  mixture  consists 
of  a  combination  of  subphosphide  of  copper  and 
subsulphide  of  copper  with  chlorate  of  potash, 
this  being  exploded  with  perfect  ease  and  cer¬ 
tainty  by  a  current  fi'om  a  small  magneto-elec¬ 
tric  machine,  a  larger  apparatus  of  the  same 
kind  being  capable  of  igniting  twenty  or  thirty 
of  these  fuses  almost  instantaneously.  The  idea 
of  mechanical  torpedoes,  or  those  exploded  by 
simple  contact  of  a  vessel,  has,  it  is  said,  been 
abandoned,  to  a  very  considerable  degree,  since 
they  are  very  difficult  to  arrange  so  as  to  be  safe 
under  ordinary  circumstances,  and  they  are  liable 
to  unanticipated  disturbance  by  friendly  vessels 
as  well  as  those  that  might  prove  hostile.  Elec¬ 
tric  torpedoes,  therefore,  seem  to  have  the  pref¬ 
erence  ;  and  these  are  of  two  kinds,  one,  the  self¬ 
acting,  and  the  other  those  which  will  send  a 
signal  when  touched  by  a  passing  vessel,  to  indi¬ 
cate  the  proper  time  of  effecting  their  ignition 
from  the  shore. 

The  self-acting  toi'pedo  is  of  very  simple  con¬ 
struction.  An  Abel  fuse  is  fixed  in  the  torpedo, 
one  pole  of  which  is  connected  to  a  constant  bat¬ 
tery  on  shore  by  means  of  an  insulated  wire, 
while  the  other  pole  is  in  communication  with  an 
insulated  metal  plate  fixed  inside  a  pivot  in  the 
upper  part  of  the  machine.  Upon  this  pivot 
swings  a  movable  hood  or  cage ;  and  the  latter, 
though  not  affected  by  the  motion  of  the  waves, 
will,  upon  being  struck  by  a  passing  vessel, 
swerve  round  and  come  into  metallic  contact  with 
the  insulated  plate  above  mentioned,  thus  com- 
jjleting  the  electric  circuit  with  the  earth,  or, 
more  strictly  speaking,  with  the  water.  As  will 
be  readily  perceived,  therefore,  in  this  case,  a 
.‘tingle  wire  only  is  needed  to  connect  one  element 
of  the  battery  with  the  fuse,  the  other  element 
being,  of  course,  allowed  to  pass  to  the  earth. 
In  the  other  description  of  torpedo  a  circuit-closer 
of  the  same  construction  is  used,  and  this,  on 
being  struck,  furnishes  a  signal  to  the  shore, 
whence  a  sentinel  at  once  explodes  any  charge 
or  charges  which  may  be  in  the  vicinity  of  the 


submerged  machine.  When  disconnected  from 
the  batteries  these  torpedoes  naturally  cease  to 
be  a  source  of  danger ;  and  herein  lies  one  of  the 
most  valuable  qualities  of  the  electric  exploding 
method.  If  considered  desirable,  the  machines 
need,  in  fiict,  never  be  put  into  an  active  state 
except  in  a  case  of  imminent  danger.  Thus,  if 
a  fleet  of  friendly  vessels  were  pursued  by  hos¬ 
tile  ships,  the  sentinel  on  the  look-out  would  not 
connect  his  batteries  until  the  former  had  passed 
the  torpedoes ;  and  when  the  machines  were  well 
left  behind,  by  simply  turning  a  switch  arrange¬ 
ment,  he  would  be  enabled  instantly  to  close  the 
line  of  defense,  and  set  up  a  formidable  barrier 
not  to  be  passed  with  impunity. 

LOSS  OF  LIGHT  IN  EEFLECTTON  FEOM 
MIEEOES. 

According  to  Professor  Rood,  of  Columbia  Col¬ 
lege,  a  mirror  silvered  by^  Liebig’s  process,'  by 
placing  the  silvered  side  at  an  angle  of  45  de¬ 
grees,  reflected  91  per  cent,  of  the  light  emitted 
by  a  flame,  and  from  the  glass  side,  78  per  cent.; 
while  the  ordinary  amalgam  mirrors,  such  as  are 
in  common  use,  reflected  only  45  per  cent,  at 
the  same  angle.  We  are  not  aware  whether  any 
experiments  have  been  made  in  regard  to  the 
amount  of  light  reflected  by  the  platinum  mir¬ 
rors,  such  as  we  have  already  described  in  a 
former  article. 

EUCALYPTUS— A  EEMEDY  FOE  INTEEMIT- 
TENT  FE'VEE. 

A  new  remedy  for  intermittent  fever  has,  it  is 
said,  been  discovered  in  a  tincture  of  the  lea\-es 
of  the  Eu.calyjit'us  globulus,  a  well-known  native 
of  Australia.  Experiments  are  now  being  pros¬ 
ecuted  in  regard  to  the  use  of  this  substance  in 
the  malarial  districts  of  Germany,  with  results 
which  appear  to  indicate  that  it  is  likely  to  as¬ 
sume  an  important  jfface  in  the  materia  medica. 

CLiEIOUS  HABITS  OF  BEAZILIAN  FISHES. 

Among  the  instances  of  animal  instinct  brought 
to  our  notice  few  are  more  curious  than  the  hab¬ 
it  of  certain  fresh-water  fish  in  Brazil,  in  regard 
to  the  protection  of  their  young.  The  species  in 
question,  belonging  to  the  genus  Geophagus,  may 
frequently  be  seen  in  shallow  water  surrounded 
or  accompanied  by  a  brood  of  twenty  or  thirty 
young.  Should  any  cause  of  disturbance,  es¬ 
pecially  any  imminent  danger,  present  itself, 
these  young  disappear  almost  in  an  instant ;  and 
to  a  naturalist  traveling  in  the  country  it  became 
a  question  what  could  possibly  have  become  of 
them.  After  a  time,  however,  he  caught  the 
parent  in  a  hand-net,  and  on  opening  its  mouth 
this  was  found  filled  with  the  young,  packed 
away  toward  the  gills  and  filling  the  entire  cav¬ 
ity.  When  this  fact  was  mentioned  to  the  na¬ 
tives  they  stated  that  it  was  well  known  to 
them,  and  that  it  was  continued  until  the  young 
attained  a  considerable  size. 

A  somewhat  similar  case  is  observed  with  a 
species  of  Arius  {A.  commersonii),  the  male  of 
which  takes  the  fertilized  eggs  from  the  female 
into  its  mouth,  and  there  retains  them  until  they 
are  hatched.  The  size  of  these  eggs  is  unusu¬ 
ally  large,  and  they  furnish  an  admirable  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  the  embryologist  for  studying  the  de¬ 
velopment  of  the  young.  It  is  quite  possible, 
although  not  yet  certain,  that  the  species  first 
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mentioned  carries  its  eggs  in  the  mouth  until 
hatched,  and  that  the  young  return  to  this  as  a 
place  of  refuge  when  exposed  to  harm. 

The  eo'gs  of  the  Arius,  it  is  said,  are  frequent¬ 
ly  secured  by  the  natives,  by  catching  the  parent 
fish  by  the  tail  and  shaking  it  until  the  eggs  drop 
out,  when  they  are  collected  and  dried,  and  in 
that  condition  used  as  a  choice  bait  for  a  favor¬ 
ite  fish  of  the  country,  the  Arius  itself  being  con¬ 
sidered  entirely  unfit  for  food, 

This  habit  of  the  fish  of  gathering  its  young 
into  its  mouth  will  call  to  the  mind  of  some  of  our 
readers  the  popular  belief  in  a  similar  practice 
among  certain  ,  species  of  snakes.  The  truth  of 
this  has  been  asserted  by  many  reliable  observers, 
and  may,  perhaps,  be  considered  as  authentica¬ 
ted,  although  it  is  not  improbable  that  many  of 
the  instances  are  really  cases  of  ovo-viviparous 
species,  such  as  the  common  garter-snake,  the 
water-snake,  and  the  rattlesnake  of  our  coun¬ 
try,  the  eggs  of  which  are  retained  in  the  body 
of  the  parent  until  they  have  passed  through  all 
tlieir  transformations,  and  the  young  then  dis¬ 
charged  in  a  perfect  condition. 

SOUNDS  OP  INSECTS. 

In  a  recent  memoir  upon  the  Music  of  Insects, 
by  Dr.  Londais,  he  divides  the  various  sounds 
emitted  by  them  into  three  classes :  noise,  mu¬ 


sical  notes,  and  voice,  respectively.  A  voice  is 
the  sound  produced  by  the  organs  of  respiration, 
as  in  man ;  but  if  the  sound  be  produced  me¬ 
chanically  by  the  friction  of  the  external  parts 
of  the  body,  it  is  called  a  note  when  musical, 
and  noise  when  unmusical.  The  Orthoptera 
alone,  such  as  crickets,  grasshoppers,  katydids, 
etc.,  possess  the  power  of  expressing  sound  in 
the  form  of  musical  notes.  Among  Coleoptera 
(the  beetles)  we  find  both  note  and  voice.  Among 
Diptera  mosquitoes,  etc.)  we  find  that  voice 
is  quite  common,  especially  with  the  smaller  flies, 
but  is  often  inappreciable  to  the  human  ear  in 
consequence  of  its  high  pitch.  Among  Lepidop- 
tera  (butterflies  and  moths)  the  musical  note  is 
rarely  found. 

WHITE  COATING  ON  PRUNES. 

Our  readers  are  all  familiar  with  the  whitish 
efflorescence  that  forms  upon  the  surface  of  dried 
prunes,  and  which  has  been  ascribed  to  various 
causes,  frequently  to  a  supposed  addition  of  sugar 
and  flour  to  increase  the  sweetness  and  weight 
of  the  fruit.  It  appears,  however,  from  recent 
experiments,  that  this  white  coat  or  layer  con¬ 
sists  entirely  of  the  grape  sugar  which  has  been 
left  behind  by  the  dried  juice  of  the  prune,  and 
that  it  is  entirely  free  from  the  sugar  mites  sup¬ 
posed  to  abound  in  it. 
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UNITED  STATES. 

OUE  Eecord  closes  September  24. — The  re¬ 
sume  of  domestic  intelligence  is  made  up 
chiefly  of  political  new'S.  Most  of  the  State  Con¬ 
ventions  which  have  been  held  up  to  the  time  of 
closing  our  Eecord  have  been  Eepublican. 

The  Eepublican  State  Convention  of  Missouri 
met  at  Jefferson  City  August  31.  Of  800  dele¬ 
gates  100  were  colored.  There  was  a  division 
in  the  party,  the  “radicals”  nominating  Joseph 
M'Clurg  for  Governor,  and  the  “liberals”  B. 
Gratz  Brown.  The  Convention  in  favor  of 
M‘Clurg  included  in  its  platform  the  following 
resolutions : 

Resolved,  That  the  Eepublican  party  stands  pledged 
to  remove  all  disqualifications  and  restrictions  ijnposed 
upon  the  late  rebels  in  the  same  measure  as  the  spirit 
of  disloyalty  may  die  out,  and  as  may  be  consistent 
with  the  safety  of  the  loyal  people ;  that  we  consider 
the_  time  to  have  come;  and  we  cordially  indorse  the 
action  of  the  Legislature  of  Missouri  in  submitting  to 
the  qualified  voters  of  the  State  the  amendments  re¬ 
moving  all  disqualifications  fronr  the  disfranchised 
people  of  Missouri,  and  conferring  equal  political 
rights  and  privileges  on  all  classes ;  and  we  earnestly 
recommend  them  to  the  people  for  their  approval  and 
adoption. 

Resolved,  That  we  are  opposed  to  the  alienation  of 
our  public  domain  to  private  corporations,  to  the  ex¬ 
clusion  of  actual  settlers;  and  that  the  public  lands 
should  be  held  in  trust  for  the  landless  and  laboring 
men  of  the  country. 

Resolved,  That  we  are  in  favor  of  as  rapid  a  reduc¬ 
tion  of  taxation  as  will  be  consistent  with  the  consci¬ 
entious  discharge  of  our  public  obligations,  and  such  a 
reform  in  the  revenue  service  as  will  simplify  the  mode 
of  collecting  taxes,  and  reduce  the  number  of  officials 
employed  for  that  purpose ;  and  that  we  are  opposed 
to  any  system  of  taxation  which  will  tend  to  the  crea¬ 
tion  of  monopolies,  and  benefit  one  industry  or  interest 
at  the  expense  of  another. 

Resolved,  That  while,  as  Americans,  we  feel  in  duty 


bound  to  preserve  a  just  and  equitable  neutrality  in 
the  contest  now  raging  in  Europe,  yet  we  can  not  for¬ 
get  that  in  our  late  war  the  sympathies  and  material 
aid  of  the  German  states  were  freely  given  us,  and  we 
do  not  hesitate  to  declare  our  unqualified  sympathy 
with  the  earnest  efforts  of  the  Germans  to  maintain 
and  defend  their  national  unity ;  and  we  condemn  the 
course  which  the  Democratic  press  of  the  country  has 
been  and  is  now  pursuing  in  support  of  a  despotic  and 
imperial  dynasty,  and  a  causeless  war  against  a  people 
desiring  peace  and  aspiring  to  perfect  liberty. 

The  Convention  in  favor  of  Brown  adopted, 
among  others,  the  following  resolutions,  by  which 
it  will  be  seen  that,  notwithstanding  the  apparent 
division  in  the  party,  both  wings  are  substantial¬ 
ly  in  accord  as  to  the  measures  advocated  : 

Resolved,  That  the  Eepublican  party,  as  it  fought 
against  slavery,  which  deprived  a  man  of  the  whole  of 
his  earnhigs  for  the  benefit  of  another,  so  it  now  op¬ 
poses  every  form  of  taxation  which  deprives  a  man 
of  any  share  of  his  earnings  for  the  benefit  of  others ; 
and  it  is,  therefore,  unequivocally  hostile  to  any  tariff 
which  fosters  one  industry  or  interest  at  the  expense 
of  another. 

Resolved,  That  the  time  has  come  when  the  require¬ 
ments  of  public  safety,  upon  which  alone  the  disfran¬ 
chisement  of  a  large  number  of  citizens  could  be  justi¬ 
fied,  have  clearly  ceased  to  exist ;  and  this  Convention, 
therefore,  true  to  the  solemn  pledges  recorded  in  our 
national  and  State  platforms,  declares  itself  unequivo¬ 
cally  in  favor  of  the  adoption  of  the  constitutional 
amendments  commonly  called  the  Suffrage  and  Office- 
holding  amendments,  believing  that,  under  existing 
circumstances,  the  removal  of  political  disabilities,  as 
well  as  the  extension  of  equal  political  rights  and 
privileges  to  all  classes  of  citizens,  without  distinction, 
IS  demanded  by  every  consideration  of  good  faith,  pa¬ 
triotism,  and  sound  policy,  and  essential  to  the  integ¬ 
rity  of  Eepublican  institutions,  to  the  prosperity  of 
the  State,  and  to  the  honor  and  preservation  of  the 
Eepublican  party. 

Resolved,  That  we  arc  in  favor  of  as  rapid  a  reduc¬ 
tion  of  taxation  as  will  be  consistent  with  a  conscien¬ 
tious  discharge  of  our  public  obligations,  and  such  a 
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reform  of  the  revenue  service  as  will  simplify  the  mode 
of  collecting  taxes  by  the  ofHcers  employed  for  that 
purpose. 

The  Republican  State  Convention  of  Illinois 
met  September  1,  at  Springfleld,  and  I'enomin- 
ated  General  Logan  for  Congressman  at  large. 

The  Republican  State  Convention  of  Michigan 
met  at  Detroit  September  1,  and  renominated 
H.  P.  Baldwin  for  Governor,  Morgan  Bates  for 
Lieutenant-Governor,  and  S.  Hastings  for  Secre¬ 
tary  of  State. — The  Michigan  Democratic  State 
Convention,  August  31,  nominated  C.  C.  Com¬ 
stock  for  Governor. 

The  Republican  Convention  of  New  York  State 
met  at  Saratoga  September  7.  George  William 
Curtis  was  chosen  temporary  and  General  Van 
Wyck  permanent  chairman.  On  the  third  bal¬ 
lot  General  Stewart  L.  Woodford  was  nominated 
for  Governor. — The  Labor  Reform  Convention 
of  New  York  State,  at  Saratoga,  September  13, 
nominated  James  S.  Graham  for  Governor. — 
The  Democratic  State  Convention  of  New  York 
met  at  Rochester  September  21,  and  nominated 
John  T.  Hoffman  for  Governor. 

The  Republican  State  Convention  of  Kansas, 
on  September  9,  dominated  J.  N.  Harney,  the 
present  incumbent,  for  Governor. 

The  Labor  Reform  Convention  of  Massachu¬ 
setts,  held  early  in  September,  nominated  Mr. 
Wendell  Phillips  for  Governor  of  that  State. 

The  Democratic  State  Convention  of  Tennes¬ 
see,  held  at  Nashville  September  13,  nominated 
John  C.  Brown  for  Governor.  The  platform 
adopted  declares  that  all  the  Southern  States 
should  be  restored  to  their  rights  under  the  Eed- 
eral  Constitution,  and  that  the  disabilities  of  all 
citizens  should  be  removed.  It  denounces  the 
present  tariff  and  the  substitute  proposed  by  the 
Ways  and  Means  Committee  in  Congress ;  de¬ 
clares  the  law  to  enforce  the  Fifteenth  Amend¬ 
ment  unconstitutional;  demands  a  tax  on  all 
Federal  bonds,  and  opposes  National  banks. 

The  Kansas  Democratic  State  Convention,  at 
Topeka,  September  1 7,  nominated  for  Governor 
Ira  C.  Sharp.  The  platform  adopted  favors  the 
taxation  of  Federal  bonds  and  the  abolition  of 
National  banks,  and  opposes  cooly  labor. 

An  election  law  passed  by  the  Georgia  Legis¬ 
lature  September  21,  and  approved  by  Attorney- 
General  Akerman,  provides  for  an  election  in 
that  State,  to  be  held  on  the  20th,  21st,  and  22d 
days  of  December  next,  at  which  members  of 
Congress  will  be  elected  for  the  unexpired  term 
of  the  Forty-first  and  for  the  whole  term  of  the 
Forty-second  Congress  ;  also  for  members  of  the 
State  Legislature  and  county  officers. 

The  V ermont  State  election  took  place  Septem¬ 
ber  6.  Hon.  J.  W.  Stewart,  the  Republican  can¬ 
didate  for  Governor,  was  elected  by  a  majority 
of  over  20,000.  The  entire  Republican  delega¬ 
tion  to  the  present  Congress  was  re-elected. 

The  election  in  Maine,  September  12,  resulted 
in  a  triumph  for  the  Republican  party,  whose 
candidate,  Mr.  Perham,  was  elected  by  over 
8000  majority.  A  full  Republican  delegation 
was  returned  to  Congress. 

The  Oregon  Legislature  has  elected  Colonel 
J.  B.  Kelly,  a  Democrat,  United  States  Senator, 
to  succeed  the  Hon.  George  H.  Williams,  Re¬ 
publican,  whose  term  expires  March  4,  1871. 

In  addition  to  the  expedition  to  survey  the 
Tehuantepec  and  Nicaraguan  routes  for  a  ship- 
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canal,  for  which  Congress  made  an  appropriation 
of  $30,000,  Lieutenant-Commander  Selfridge 
will  return  to  the  Isthmus  of  Darien  in  Novem¬ 
ber  to  complete  the  survey  of  all  the  possible  routes 
for  water  transit  in  that  region.  The  operations 
of  Commander  Selfridge’s  party  last  winter  con¬ 
vinced  them  that  a  practicable  canal  passage  was 
not  likely  to  be  found  across  Darien,  but  it  is  de¬ 
sired  to  settle  the  question  absolutely  by  actual 
surveys,  and  the  expedition  will  return  for  that 
purpose,  and  explore  some  ground  which  they 
were  unable  to  traverse  last  season. 

Two  important  acts  have  been  put  in  operation 
against  the  Mormons  of  Utah  by  the  Federal  au¬ 
thorities  :  1st,  General  Shaffer’s  proclamation 
against  the  Mormon  militia  system ;  and  2d,  the 
decision  of  Chief  Justice  M‘Kean  against  the 
Mormon  jury  system. 

The  vacancy  occasioned  by  the  death  of 
Admiral  Farragut  has  been  filled  by  David  D. 
Porter,  formerly  Vice-Admiral.  The  latter’s 
new  commission  is  dated  August  20.  Rear-Ad¬ 
miral  S.  C.  Rowan  becomes  Vice-Admiral. 

The  total  internal  revenue  receipts  during  the 
last  fiscal  year,  ending  June  30,  amounted  to 
$37,024,338. — The  public-debt  statement  for 
August  shows  a  decrease  of  over  $13,000,000. 

President  Grant  has  nominated  Senator  Mor¬ 
ton,  of  Indiana,  to  succeed  Mr.  Motley  as  our 
minister  to  England. 

Hiram  Ketcham,  a  well-known  lawyer  of  New 
York,  and  once  a  prominent  man  in  the  local 
affairs  of  that  city,  died  at  Eiverdale,  New  York, 
September  16,  aged  78. 

Rev.  Dr.  Nathan  Lord,  for  more  than  thirty- 
five  years  President  of  Dartmouth  College,  died 
at  his  i’e.sidence  in  Hanover,  New  Hampshire, 
September  9,  at  the  advanced  age  of  77. 

CANADA. 

The  Red  River  rebellion  terminated  Inglori- 
ously  on  the  24th  of  August,  with  the  capitula¬ 
tion  of  Fort  Garry,  on  the  approach  of  Colonel 
Woolsey.  Riel  had  fled. 

EUEOPE. 

Our  last  Record  brought  the  Franco-German 
war  down  to  August  25.  Marshal  Bazaine,  at 
Metz,  had  been  made  commander- in-chief  of 
the  French.  M‘Mahon  had  reached  Chalons, 
where  Napoleon  had  arrived,  before  Metz  had 
been  entirely  cut  off  and  besieged.  A  new  min¬ 
istry,  with  Count  Palikao  at  its  head,  had  as¬ 
sumed  the  reins  of  government  in  Paris,  and 
preparations  were  being  made  to  defend  Paris 
against  the  approach  of  the  German  forces. 

During  the  period  which  has  elapsed  since 
August  25  events  have  occurred  as  memorable 
as  any  that  stand  prominently  forth  in  European 
history.  In  the  short  period  of  a  single  month  we 
have  seen  a  French  army,  estimated  at  120,000 
strong,  defeated  and  captured,  involving  in  its 
own  capitulation  the  surrender  of  an  Emperor 
who,  three  months  ago,  was  presumed  to  be  the 
foremost  man  in  the  affairs  of  Europe.  Follow¬ 
ing  quickly  upon  these  events  of  September  2, 
we  have  seen  the  rejection  by  the  French  of  the 
imperial  dynasty,  the  flight  of  the  Empress  Eu¬ 
genie  from  the  palace  of  the  Tuileries,  and  the 
quiet  establishment  of  a  republic  in  place  of  the 
empire.  We  have  seen  Paris  besieged  by  the 
victorious  Germans.  Finally, we  have  witnessed 
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the  occupation  of  Rome  by  the  Italians,  in\olv  | 
ing  the  destruction  of  the  temporal  power  of  the 

^^AlUhese  events  have  followed  as  the  result  of 
the  initial  blunder  of  the  French  Emperpr  in  the 
conduct  of  his  campaign.  After  the  defeat  of 
M‘Mahon  at  Weissenburg  and  Worth,  Septem¬ 
ber  3  and  6,  all  that  was  necessary  for  the  Ger¬ 
mans,  in  order  to  reap  the  full  results  of  these 
their  first  triumphs,  was  rapidity  of  movement 
and  skillful  strategy.  N  either  of  these  conditions 
has  been  wanting.  King  William  was  materi¬ 
ally  assisted  by  M'Mahon  and  Eazaine,  neither 
of  whom  seems  to  have  fully  realized  the  hope¬ 
lessness  of  his  attempt  to  reopen  communica¬ 
tion  with  the  other.  The  attempt  of  Bazaine  to 
accomplish  this  led  to  the  battle  of  Eezonville, 
which  lasted  nine  hours,  and  after  great  loss  on 
both  sides  resnlted  in  Bazaine’s  retreat  upon 
Metz,  where  he  was  shut  in  and  besieged  by  the 
Prussians.  By  the  24th  of  August  the  Crown 
Prince,  with  the  left  wing  of  the  German  army, 
had  advanced  beyond  Chalons.  The  next  day 
King  William’s  head-quarters  had  been  trans¬ 
ferred  to  Bar-le-Duc,  to  reinforce  the  Crown 
Prince  in  his  march  on  Paris.  The  fortresses  of 
Toul  and  Phalsbourg  still  held  out  against  the 
Prussian  forces  in  the  west ;  so  likewise  did 
Strasbourg  on  the  Rhine,  though  the  right  side 
of  the  citadel  and  the  arsenal  had  been  destroyed. 

M ‘Mahon’s  attempt  to  communicate  with  Ba¬ 
zaine  resulted  in  the  crowning  disaster  of  the 
campaign.  He  left  Rheims  on  the  22d,  and  on 
the  29th  turned  up  at  Vaux,  near  the  Belgian 
frontier,  and  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Meuse, 
with  an  army  of  100,000  men.  De  Failly’s 
corps  at  the  same  time  took  up  a  position  be¬ 
tween  Beaumont  and  Storre,  on  the  left  bank  of 
that  river.  Both  these  armies  were  attacked  the 
next  day  by  the  Prussians,  the  force  marching 
on  Paris  having  suddenly  turned  northward  to 
baffle  M ‘Mahon’s  efforts  to  join  Bazaine.  The 
result  of  this  action,  which  took  place  near  Se¬ 
dan,  was  a  defeat  of  the  French,  with  a  loss  of 7000 
prisoners,  20  guns,  and  11  mitrailleuses.  M‘Ma- 
hon’s  head-quarters  were  at  Sedan.  September 
1  brought  with  it  two  important  battles — that  of 
St.  Barbe,  n3ar  Metz,  and  that  of  Sedan.  In 
the  former  Marshal  Bazaine,  after  an  action  last¬ 
ing  all  day  and  through  the  night,  was  defeated. 
The  battle  of  Sedan  began  with  the  dawn  of 
September  1.  Two  Prussian  corps  were  in  po¬ 
sition  west  of  Sedan  to  cut  off  the  possible  re¬ 
treat  of  the  French  to  Mezieres.  On  all  sides, 
indeed,  were  posted  various  corps  of  the  Prus¬ 
sian  army.  De  Failly  held  the  French  right 
and  M ‘Mahon  the  left.  The  battle  began  on  the 
Prussian  left,  where  the  Bavarians  were  posted. 
At  8  A.M.  a  hot  artillery  action  began  at  all 
points.  King  William,  in  a  letter  to  his  Queen, 
thus  describes  the  subsequent  events  of  the  day : 

“  The  villages  of  Illy  and  Floing  were  taken,  and  the 
fiery  circle  drew  gradually  closer  around  Sedan.  It 
was  a  grand  sight  from  our  position  on  a  com¬ 
manding  height  behind  the  great  battery,  when  we 
looked  to  the  front  beyond  St.  Torey.  The  violent 
resistance  of  the  enemy  began  to  slacken  by  degrees, 
which  we  could  see  by  the  broken  battalions  that  were 
hurriedly  retreating  from  the  woods  and  villages.  The 
cavalry  endeavored  to  attack  several  battalions  of  our 
Fifth  Corps,  and  the  latter  behaved  admirably.  The 
cavalry  galloped  through  the  interval  between  the 
battalions,  and  then  returned  the  same  way.  This 
was  repeated  three  times,  so  that  the  ground  was  cov¬ 
ered  with  corpses  and  horses,  all  of  which  we  could 


see  very  well  from  our  position.  I  have  not  been  able 
to  learn  the  number  of  this  brave  regiment,  as  the  re¬ 
treat  of  the  enemy  was  in  many  places  a  flight.  The 
infantry,  cavalry,  and  artillery  rushed  in  a  crowd  into 
the  town  and  its  immediate  environs,  but  no  sign  was 
given  that  the  enemy  contemplated  extricating  himself 
from  his  desperate  situation  by  capitulation.  No  other 
course  was  left  than  to  bombard  the  town  with  the 
heavy  battery.  In  twenty  minutes  the  town  was  burn¬ 
ing  in  several  places,  which,  with  the  numerous  burn¬ 
ing  villages  over  the  whole  field,  produced  a  terrible 
impression.  I  accordingly  ordered  the  firing  to  cease, 
and  sent  Lieutenant-Colonel  Von  Bronsart,  of  the  staff, 
with  a  flag  of  truce,  to  demand  the  capitulation  of  the 
army  and  the  fortress.” 

Marshal  M‘Mahon  had  been  wounded,  and 
his  command  had  devolved  upon  General  Wimp- 
ffen.  In  reply  to  King  William’s  demapd,  the 
Emperor  personally  capitulated  at  5.15  p.m. 
His  letter  tp  the  King  opened  with  these  words ; 
“As  I  can  not  die  at  the  head  of  my  army,  I 
lay  my  sword  at  the  feet  of  your  Majesty.  ”  On 
the  2d  of  September  the  whole  army  was  surren¬ 
dered.  The  next  day  King  William  assigned 
Wilhelmshohe  as  the  residence  of  the  Emperor, 
to  which  he  was  conveyed  through  Belgium. 

The  news  of  this  defeat  was  immediately  an¬ 
nounced  in  Paris  by  a  proclamation  of  the  cab¬ 
inet  ministers.  A  great  popular  commotion  was 
apparent  on  Saturday  the  3d.  On  Sunday  the 
streets  were  thronged,  the  peaceful  but  excited 
masses  shouting  for  a  republic.  As  the  respons¬ 
ibility  of  action  in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  rest¬ 
ed  with  the  Left,  a  republic  was  proclaimed, 
and  a  new  ministry  announced,  as  follows :  Leon 
Gambetta,  Minister  of  the  Interior;  Jules  Fa- 
vre.  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs  ;  Ernest  Picard, 
Minister  of  Finance ;  Jules  Simon,  Minister  of 
Public  Instruction ;  Isaac  Cremieux,  Minister  of 
Justice  ;  General  Trochu,  Minister  of  War  and 
President  of  the  Council;  Pierre  Dorian,  Super¬ 
intendent  of  Public  Works;  Joseph  Magnin,  Min¬ 
ister  of  Commerce;  Martin  Fourichon,  Minister 
of  Marine.  This  revolution  in  the  government 
met  the  acclamations  of  the  populace.  It  called 
Rochefort  from  his  prison  and  Victor  Hugo  from 
his  exile,  both  of  whom  were  accorded  splendid 
ovations  by  the  Parisians. 

This  Paris — one  moment  cast  down  by  defeat, 
and  the  next  rejoicing  over  the  death  of  the  em¬ 
pire — is  now  besieged,  like  Metz  and  Strasbourg. 
The  immediate  future  we  can  not  predict.  Both 
Jules  Favre  and  M.  Thiers  are  occupied  by  mis¬ 
sions  designed  to  secure  a  peace  that  would  be 
honorable  to  France.  Whether  they  will  suc¬ 
ceed,  and  whether  the  siege  of  Paris  vvill  develop 
into  a  bombai-dment  of  that  city,  are  matters  for 
future  record. 

The  French  republic  was  promptly  recognized 
by  the  United  States,  Italy,  and  Switzerland. 
The  Spanish  minister  at  Paris,  Sefior  Olozaga, 
also  recognized  the  new  government,  but  fgr  this 
act  was  recalled  to  Madrid. 

The  French  provisional  government  has  de¬ 
creed  an  election  for  a  Constituent  Assembly,  to 
be  held  October  16. 

On  September  20  the  Italian  forces  occupied 
Rome  without  resistance.  The  capital  will  now 
be  transferred  to  that  city. 

The  British  iron-clad  Captain,  one  of  the  most 
powerful  war  ships  ever  launched,  foundered  oft’ 
Cape  Finisterre,  on  the  French  coast,  during  a 
sudden  gale,  on  the  night  of  September  6.  She 
had  on  board  500  men,  all  but  eighteen  of  whom 
are  reported  lost. 


fiitnr’s  SniniEr. 


SOME  months  ago  the  Drawer  had  an  amus¬ 
ing  account  of  the  impertinent  curiosity  of  a 
Connecticut  man,  who  undertook  to  pump  out 
of  the  gentleman  seated  in  the  seat  next  him 
in  the  New  Haven  cars  wlio  he  was,  where  he 
was  going,  whom  he  was  going  to  see,  etc.  The 
pumpee  having  a  weed  upon  his  hat,  the  pumper 
took  him  to  be  a  widower  (he  wasn’t  a  widower 
—  he  was  a  doctor),  and  having  four  or  live 
“darters,”  thought  he  might  work  one  olF  on 
the  stranger.  Another  instance  of  the  irrepress¬ 
ible  Yankee  comes  from  the  same  quarter.  A 
peering  New  Englander  overtook  a  gentleman 
who  was  traveling  on  horseback,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  disadvantage  of  having  lost  a  leg.  His 
curiosity  was  awakened,  as  he  rode  alongside 
of  him,  to  know  how  he  chanced  to  meet  with 
such  a  misfortune. 

“Been  in  the  army,  I  guess ?” 

“Never  was  in  the  army  in  my  life,’’  wms  the 
reply. 

“Fit  a  duel?” 

“Never  fought  a  duel.  Sir.” 

“Horse  thro  wed  you  off,  I  guess,  or  some¬ 
thing  of  that  sort  ?” 

“No,  Sir  ;  nothing  of  the  kind.” 

Jonathan  tried  various  dodges,  but  all  to  no 
effect ;  and  at  last,  almost  out  of  patience  with 
himself  as  well  as  with  the  gentleman,  wdiose  pa¬ 
tience  was  very  commendable,  he  determined  on 
a  direct  inquiry  as  to  the  nature  of  the  accident 
by  which  the  gentleman  had  come  to  lose  his  leg. 

“I  will  tell  J'ou,”  replied  the  traveler,  “on 
condition  that  you  will  promise  not  to  ask  me 
another  question.” 

“Agreed!”  exclaimed  the  eager  listener. 
“Well,  Sir,”  remarked  the  gentleman,  “if 
was  hit  off!” 

“Bit  off!”  cried  Jonathan.  “Wa’al,  I  de¬ 
clare  ;  I  should  jest  like  to  know  what  on  airth 
bit  it  off!” 

Jonathan  was  no  more  inquisitive,  and  no 
more  taken  aback,  than  the  inquiring  English¬ 
man  w'ho  had  been  betrayed  into  the  presump¬ 
tion  of  asking  a  gentleman  with  whom  he  was 
traveling  if  he  was  a  single  man. 

“  No,  I  am  not,  Sir.” 

“  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon.  A  married  man?” 
“No,  Sir,  I  am  not.” 

“  Pray  excuse  me.  I  pierceive  you  are  a  wud- 
ower.” 

“No,  I  am  not  a  widower.” 

The  inquisitor  was  nonplussed.  Not  a  single 
man,  nor  a  married  man,  nor  a  widower. 

“Pray,  what  may  you  be,  if  I  may  be  so  bold 
as  to  ask  ?” 

“It  is  none  of  your  business;  but  if  you  are 
very  .anxious  to  know,  I  am  a  divorced  man, 
Sir!” 


Mr.  Secretary  Fish,  though  one  of  the  most 
refined  and  courteous  of  gentlemen,  can  scarcely 
be  said  to  have  a  national  reputation  as  a  w'ag. 
Yet  here  is  a  trifle  that  shows  what  he  might  do 
if  very  hard  pressed  :  A  few  months  since  Major 

Jack  S - ,  of  California,  was  in  Washington 

in  quest  of  office.  He  had  besieged  Senator 
Cole  to  such  an  extent  that  the  horn  buttons  on 


the  back  of  his  coat  had  made  two  holes  in  the 
Senator’s  sofa.  At  last  the  irrepressible  Major 
was  referred  to  the  Secretary  of  State,  and 
promptly  gained  an  interview  with  that  gentle¬ 
man.  Entering  the  presence,  his  tall  white  hat 
leaning  back  at  an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees, 
stroking  his  huge  mustache,  and  relieving  his 
forehead  from  perspiration  by  means  of  a  huge 
red  handkerchief  bordered  with  blue,  the  Secre¬ 
tary  addressed  him;  “Well,  Major,  I  am  told 
you  were  of  great  service  to  our  good  cause  in 
California  during  the  last  political  campaign.” 

The  Major,  throwing  himself  back  into  that 
graceful  position  peculiar  to  himself,  and  placing 
both  thumbs  in  the  arm-holes  of  his  vest,  ex¬ 
claimed  :  ‘  ‘  Oh  no,  I  guess  not !  it’s  the  man 
around  the  corner,  in  the  grocery!” 

Mr.  Fish,  somewhat  daunted  by  the  attitude 
struck  by  the  Major,  and  deeming  the  language 
rather  unbecoming  for  a  gentleman  to  make  use 
of  who  was  an  applic.ant  for  a  high  Federal  po¬ 
sition,  replied:  “That  being  the  case,  Major,  I 
will  have  a  conference  with  the  gentleman  who 
occupies  the  grocery,  and  endeavor  to  reward 
him  for  his  services.  Good-morning,  Sir.” 

On  the  ensuing  morning  the  Major  inserted 
his  various  shirts  and  things  in  his  leathern  bag, 
and  left  for  California. 


The  active  competition  for  business  between 
rival  life-insurance  companies,  and  the  zealous 
efforts  made  to  establish  agencies  in  the  remot¬ 
est  parts  of  the  country,  are  fiiirly  exemplified  in 
the  following  correspondence : 

Saint  Louis,  Mo.,  J^une  1,  1SC9. 

“  To  the  nearest  Justice  of  the  Peace,  Fort  Pii/ord,  Da- 
kotah  Territory : 

“  Dear  Sir, — take  the  liberty  to  send  you  a  state¬ 
ment  of  the  condition  and  working  of  the  Mutual 
Life-Insurance  Company  of  NewYork,  feeling  assured 
that,  by  reason  of  your  offlcial  position,  you  can  fm- 
nish  reliable  information  which  may  be  very  useful  to 
us  in  future,  and  we  respectfully  request  information 
upon  the  following  points,  viz. : 

“1st.  What  is  the  popiilation,  business  prospects, 
etc.,  of  your  place? 

“  2d.  What  insurance  companies  are  doing  business 
there,  and  by  whom  are  they  represented  ? 

“  3d.  Please  give  us  the  names  of  two  of  your  citizens 
whom  you  thiiili  would  make  reliable  agents,  .and  what, 
in  your  opinion,  are  the  prospects  for  business,  etc.,  in 
case  we  should  wish  to  establish  an  agency  in  your 
place. 

“  If  you  will  furnish  answers  to  the  above  questions, 
you  will  place  us  under  many  obligations. 

“  Very  respectfully, 

“ - and - , 

“  General  Agents  N.  Y.  Mutual  Life-Ins.  Co.” 

To  tliis  very  reasonable  request  the  following 
detailed  reply  was  given ; 

“Fort  Buford,  D.  T.,  August  2fi,  1869. 

“3Iessrs. - and - ,  General  Agents  Mutual  Life- 

Insurance  Company  of  Neia  York,  St.  Louis,  Mo._: 

“  Gents, — Your  communication  of  June  1,  inclosing 
Statement  of  Condition,  Working,  etc.,  of  the  Mutuifl 
Life-Insurance  Company  of  New  York,  came  to  this 
place  only  a  few  days  since,  and  as  there  is  no  Justice 
of  the  Peace  within  six  or  eight  hundred  miles  of  Port 
Buford,  presuming  upon  my  oum  official  dignity,  I  un¬ 
dertake  to  furnish  the  information  yon  solicit. 

“  Your  first  question,  as  to  population,  etc.,  is  a  dif¬ 
ficult  one  to  answer,  owing  to  the  migratory  habits  of 
our  people.  If  we  could  get  together  the  seventeen 
tribes  of  Sioux,  the  Crows,  Assiniboines,  Gros-Ven- 
tres,  Rickarees,  Unk-pa-pas,  Santecs,  and  Mandans,  we 
would  probably  have  five  thousand  lodges,  or  twenty 
thousand  people.  A  few  days  ago  we  had  one  hun- 
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dred  and  eighty  lodges  of  Assinihoines,  hut  to-day  they 
are  gone.  To-day  we  have  twenty  Sioux,  and  to-mor¬ 
row  they  will  he  gone.  .  . 

“Secondly _ ‘What  insurance  companies  are  doing 

business  here,  and  by  whom  are  they  represented  ?’ 

“  There  is  at  present  but  one  company  doing  busi¬ 
ness  here— the  ‘  Union,’  principal  office  at  Washington, 
D.  C. ;  U.  S.  Grant,  President;  Schuyler  Colfax,  Vice- 
President  ;  and  is  very  efficiently  represented  by  Brig¬ 
adier-General  H.  A.  Morrow,  TJ.  S.  A.,  assisted  by  a 
corps  of  subordinates  and  three  hundred  men  with 
breech-loading  mins  and  bayonets.  Medical  Exam¬ 
iner,  Assistant-Surgeon  James  Kimball,  U.  S.  A.,  as¬ 
sisted  by  Dr.  H.  N.  Marcelis. 

“  Thirdly— You  ‘  wish  the  names  of  two  of  our  citi¬ 
zens  who  would  make  reliable  and  efficient  agents.’ 

“As  the  Unk-pa-pas  and  Te-tons  are  the  principal 
terror  in  this  section,  I  give  you  the  names  of  two  of 
their  principal  chiefs,  viz. :  Tich-tun-ka  U-tun-ka  (or 
Sitting  Bull)  and  Wee-sap-pa  (or  Black  Moose).  They 
are  very  efficient  life-destroyers,  and  if  you  can  enlist 
them  in  the  life-insurance  business,  you  will  have  ac¬ 
complished  a  great  and  good  work,  and  will  be  justly 
entitled  to  the  gratitude  of  all  frontiersmen ;  for  the 
lives  of  white  men  would  then  be  comparatively  safe. 
It  is  less  than  a  month  since  four  white  men  were  killed 
and  scalped  within  three  miles  of  the  fort,  each  being 
pierced  by  more  than  a  dozen  bfillets. 

“Very  truly  yours, 

‘^W.  n.  Cakey, 

“  Ass’t  P.  M. 

“P.S.— Should  you  wish  to  correspond  further  on 
this  subject,  I  must  beg  you  to  inclose  twenty-five 
cents  in  each  letter,  to  defray  the  expense  of  getting 
them  from  Fort  Stephenson,  one  hundred  and  fifty 
miles  distant,  and  the  nearest  post-office  in  running 
order.  W.  H.  C. 

“P.S.  2d. — On  the  whole,  I  estimate  that  ‘Sitting 
Bull’  is  the  man  for  you.” 


The  reader  of  the  morning  journals,  notably 
the  Herald,  can  not  fail  to  have  been  struck  with 
the  grief,  in  four  lines,  that  may  be  read  almost 
any  day  in  the  obituary  column.  It  generally 
takes  this  form : 

“Dearest  Tommy,  thou  hast  left  us, 

And  thy  loss  we  deeply  feel; 

Still  there  is  a  God  above  ns. 

He  can  all  om'  sorrows  heal.” 

This  stanza  appears  to  be  kept  in  type,  ready 
for  all  comers  who  would  assuage  their  sorrow 
with  a  bit  of  poetry.  In  a  volume  before  us,  re¬ 
cently  published  abroad,  a  healthier  mode  of 
treatment  is  suggested,  viz.,  to  eat  something; 
and,  in  proof  of  its  good  results,  the  author 
quotes  the  case  of  the  hero  of  one  of  Captain 
Marryat’s  novels,  a  boy  who  has  just  lost  father 
and  mother,  one  by  fire  and  one  by  water,  at  one 
and  the  same  time,  but  who  gluttonizes  over  an 
exceptionally  good  breakfast  given  him  in  a 
stranger’s  kitchen.  “  Grief  had  not  taken  away 
my  appetite.  I  stopped  occasionally  to  cry  a 
little,  wiped  my  eyes,  and  sat  down  again.  It 
was  more  than  two  hours  before  I  laid  down  my 
knife,  and  not  until  strong  symptoms  of  suffoca¬ 
tion  played  around  the  regions  of  my  trachea 
did  I  cry  out,  ‘  Hold,  enough.  ’  ”  One  might  have 
supposed  the  youthful  crammer  steeped  in  the 
practical  philosophy  of  Canning’s  lines,  arguing 
that 

“ — ^when  the  mind’s  opprest. 

Confused,  elated,,  warmed,  distrest. 

The  body  keeps  an  equal  measure 
In  sympathy  of  pain  or  pleasure; 

And  whether  moved  with  joy  or  sorrow. 

From  food  alone  relief  can  borrow. 

Sorrow’s  indeed,  beyond  all  question. 

The  best  specific  for  digestion; 

Which,  when  in  moderate  force  it  rages, 

A  chicken  or  a  chop  assuages. 

But,  to  support  some  weightier  grief, 

Grant  me,  ye  gods,  a  round  of  beef !” 

Quite  as  good,  though  less  poetical,  is  the  case 


of  the  estimable  Mark  Tapley  when  he  defines 
himself  as  a  Verb — the  only  article  of  grammar 
he  ever  learned;  “A  Werb  is  a  word  as  signi¬ 
fies  to  be,  to  do,  or  to  suffer ;  and  if  there’s  a 
Werb  aUve,  I’m  it.  Eor  I’m  always  a  bein’, 
sometimes  a  doin’,  and  continually  a  sufferin’.  ” 
Mr.  Tapley  took  this  occasion  of  looking  about 
him  with  a  grin,  and  subsequently  attacking  the 
breakfast.with  an  appetite  not  at  all  expi-essive  of 
blighted  hopes  or  insunnountable  despondency. 


A  STOKY  has  just  come  from  abroad  of  the 
late  Count  Montalembert,  which  is  droll  as  an 
instance  of  the  difficulty  that  Frenchmen  have  of 
appreciating  the  humor  of  Englishmen  or  Amer¬ 
icans.  The  distinguished  Frenchman,  in  com¬ 
pany  with  Thackeray,  an  eminent  professor,  and 
a  w’ell-known  literary  peer,  formed  a  party  of 
four,  many  years  ago,  to  go  to  the  Derby  races 
by  road.  On  their  return  they  passed  a  van-load 
of  drunken  sailors  with  their  trulls,  upon  which 
Montalembert  observed,  in  his  cynical  way,  “I 
suppose  dese  are  vat  you  call  your  joli  Jack  tars  ?” 
“  Not  at  all,  ”  replied  Thackeray ;  ‘  ‘  they  are  only 
Epsom  salts.”  It  was  half  an  hour  before  the 
astute  French  savant  was  made  to  comprehend 
the  scope  of  the  observation. 


Speaking  of  the  tendency  of  the  Ameiican 
citizen  to  whittle,  a  gentleman  ivrites  that  at  the 
General  Assembly  of  the  Old  School  Presbyte¬ 
rians,  held  at  Albany,  he  observed  Dr.  Charles 
Hodge,  the  well-known  theologian,  sitting  on 
the  sofa  of  honor  in  rear  of  the  platform,  intent, 
during  the  greater  part  of  a  debate,  in  cutting 
the  top  of  a  stick  into  what  appeared  to  be  in¬ 
tended  for  a  dog’s  head. 

A  story  something  of  the  same  sort  is  told  of 
a  young  man,  who,  being  poor,  found  great  dif¬ 
ficulty  in  overcoming  the  objection  of  his  inam¬ 
orata’s  father  to  the  match.  One  day  he  took  his 
minister  with  him  to  testify  to  his  character  and 
urge  his  suit.  While  the  minister  did  so  the  ex¬ 
cited  youth  sat  nervously  whittling  the  top  of  his 
stick.  The  old  gentleman  watched  him,  and  at 
last  got  up  and  said,  “No,  Sir;  you  sha’n’t  have 
my  daughter.  I  have  watched  you  whittling  that 
stick,  and  if  you  had  made  a  man’s  head  of  it, 
or  a  dog’s  head,  or  the  likeness  of  any  mortal 
thing,  I’d  have  said,  ‘  Take  the  girl ;  ’  but  a  man 
that  whittles  a  stick  for  fifteen  minutes  and  makes 
nothing  of  it  ain’t  worth  a  ten-cent  cuss.  ” 


Another  war  story.  When  the  Mississippi 
cavalry,  retreating  from  Corinth,  had  joined 
Pemberton’s  army  at  Grenada,  a  lad  came  riding 
into  camp  one  day,  crying  out  to  the  soldiers 
that  he  had  brought  important  news  from  head¬ 
quarters. 

“What  is  it?” 

‘  ‘  A  flag  of  truce  from  Grant.  ” 

“From  Grant!  What  does  he  want?” 

“Nothing  much;  only  he  says  he  wants  to 
conduct  the  war  on  civilized  principles ;  and  as 
he  intends  to  shell  this  here  town,  he  requests 
that  the  women,  and  the  children,  and  the  Mis¬ 
sissippi  cavalry  be  carefully  removed  out  of  the 
way  of  danger.” 

A  fair  anecdote.  But  they  fought  well.  It  is 
related  of  one  shoeless  Southern  regiment  that 
the  men  clothed  themselves  almost  entirely  from 
lulled  Yankees.  In  driving  some  Northern  troops 
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out  of  the  woods,  one  of  the  barefooted  men  took 
careful  aim  and  fired.  The  moment  he  saw 
his  man  fall  he  cried,  anxiously,  “Them’s  my 
shoes!” 


Amoxg  the  war  stories  of  the  South  that  are 
rapidly  making  their  way  North  the  following 
is  not  bad : 

Some  of  the  North  Carolina  boys,  who  didn’t 
know  much  else,  had  fine  heads  for  soldiering. 
After  the  battle  of  Sharpsburg  a  number  of  men 
who  had  won  laurels  \TCre  examined  with  a  view 
to  promotion.  One  of  mem  was  found  so  woefully 
deficient  in  his  education  that  it  was  moved  that 
the  Board  pass  on  to  the  next  candidate. 

President,”  said  the  man,  “I  can’t  read  or 
write ;  I’ve  never  been  vaccinated ;  I  don’t  know 
about  tactics  ;  but  I’ll  tell  you  what  I  can  do.  I 
can  whip  any  man  on  this  Board.”  The  Board 
looked  up  one  leg  and  down  the  other  of  the  tall 
and  brawny  individual,  and  thought  that  perhaps 
he  could  ;  but  as  they  were  after  grammar,  they 
left  the  warrior  out  in  the  cool. 


About  these  days,  wdien  so  many  gatherings 
take  place  of  the  “Grand  Army  of  the  Repub¬ 
lic,  ”  the  ‘  ‘  Reunion  of  the  Army  of  the  Potomac,  ” 
the  ‘  ‘  Annual  Meeting  of  the  Third  Army  Corps,  ” 
etc.,  etc.,  where  the  boys,  amidst  the  flashing  of 
gas-lights  and  popping  of  Champagne  corks,  fight 
their  battles  o’er  again,  it  may  not  be  out  of  place 
to  go  back  to  the  war  of  1812,  and  put  before  our 
modem  heroes  what  was  done  at  New  Orleans 
against  the  British,  as  described  by  one  of  the 
fighting  men  in  that  little  affair.  Note  the  clear¬ 
ness  of  the  narrative : 

“  The  first  aUmx>t  was  made  to  fight 
Was  on  December,  the  twenty-third  night; 

The  volenteers  from  Tennessee 
Was  kild  and  captured  sixty-three. 

“The  next  atempt  the  British  made 
Was  on  December  the  twenty-eight; 

Then  marched  the  invader  toward  our  line. 

Til  wee  frustreated  their  dezine. 

“But  sum  of  our  own  men  did  yeald 
And  faul  a  victim  on  the  field; 

Those  that  ley  kild  in  their  ovm  goare 
Was  Kernel  Henderson  and  six  more. 

“  On  New  Year’s  morning,  as  the  sun  did  rize, 

A  heavy  fog  darkened  the  skize, 

A  British  keiion  did  us  alarm, 

Which  made  us  aU  fiy  to  our  arm. 

“The  battle  lastid  that  hole  day — 

Artilery  on  both  sides  did  play; 

The  fierey  darts  that  at  us  flew 
Was  kennon  hauls  and  rockets  two. 

“Wee  are  melitia  from  Tennessee, 

Turned  out  to  fight  for  Libertee: 

Come,  let  us  join  with  one  acord, 

And  hold  our  freedom  by  the  Swoard. 

“Now  wee  have  gained  the  victoree, 

And  causd  our  enemy  for  to  flee, 

We  wait  to  hear  our  Gineral  say 
Heel  march  us  back  to  Tennessee. 

“Then  we  will  bid  Orleans  adew, 

And  on  our  journey  loeel  pushue, 

And  for  sweet  Tennessee  weel  steare, 

To  meet  our  wives  and  sweetharts  dear.” 

“  From  Andre’W  K.  Lawson  to  Cyrus  Miller.” 


A  CORRESPONDENT  at  Marysville  furnishes  an 
account  of  the  first  case  disposed  of  by  Justice 

A - after  having  been  appointed  for  Strnckee 

Township,  Nevada,  in  18G0.  The  reader  will  ad¬ 


mire  the  paternal  style  of  the  Judge,  and  his  gen¬ 
erous  way  of  ignoring  every  thing  like  law  or 
precedent.  The  case  originated  in  a  dispute  for 
the  possession  of  a  wood-claim,  which  terminated 
by  one  of  the  parties  shooting  the  top  of  the  oth¬ 
er’s  head  off.  The  want  of  any  mitigating  cir¬ 
cumstances,  and  the  fact  that  a  person  had  short¬ 
ly  before  been  executed  for  a  similar  offense  near 
by,  caused  the  friends  of  the  prisoner  to  make 
unusual  preparations  for  his  defense ;  and  the 
best  counsel  in  the  State,  including  an  ex-chief 
justice  of  California,  and  Mr.  Low,  our  present 
Minister  to  China,  appeared  for  him  at  the  trial, 
with  a  ponderous  pile  of  law  -  books,  evidently 
prepared  for  the  worst. 

Judge  A - listened  closely  to  the  evidence, 

promptly  overruled  all  attempts  to  exclude  any 
portion  of  it,  and  then  waving  down,  with  the 
utmost  dignity,  the  prosecuting  attorney,  who 
was  about  to  address  the  Court,  delivered  him¬ 
self  as  follows  to  the  prisoner:  “Young  man, 
seeing  as  this  is  your  first  offense,  I  shall  let  you 
off  this  time ;  but  you  must  be  very  careful  how 
you  go  shootin’  round  this  way  in  future,  for 
they  hung  a  man  over  to  Carson  the  other  day 
just  for  doing  the  very  same  thing  !” 


Gentlemen-farmers  may  ponder  with  profit 
the  following  verbatim  communication,  sent  by 
an  honest  Hibernian  (and  thorough  Fenian),  who 
looks  sharply  after  the  gallinaceous  interests  of  a 
gentleman  most  of  whose  time  is  spent  in  town : 

“  Tuckahoe  June  15th  1870 

“  C.  P.  Jones  Esq,  New  York, 

“SrKj— I  mean  to  address  you  vuth  a  few  lines  all 
a  bout  Dick  Jackson,  Mr.  Jones,  I  cannot  Provont  that 
man  of  Picking  up  the  eggs  that  is  outside  the  Lock  & 
Key  for  If  they  was  a  Egg  on  top  of  one  of  the  highest 
trees  on  your  Demesne  that  man  would  have  that  Egg 
before  me.  Mr.  Jones  I  mean  to  inform  a  little  more 
a  bout  that  unfortunate  man.  When  he  came  on  your 
place  he  Bought  two  Pigs.  When  he  is  Going  home 
at  Night  he  has  a  Bag  of  Straw  or  a  Board.  Mr.  Jones 
that  man  has  Oates  &  Male  under  his  hands  aU  the 
year,  due  you  think !  But  that  man  would  take  yom* 
oates  and  male  home  to  his  Pigs  as  well  as  he  would 
take  the  Eggs  from  me.  For  it  would  take  General 
grant  &  his  Army  to  watch  that  man. 

.“Mr.  Jones  I  do  not  like  for  any  Person  or  Persons 
to  have  to  say  that  I  was  the  man  that  got  Jackson  out 
of  your  Employment.  Do  you  as  yon  please,  Mr.  Jones 
I  see  one  Sheep  has  the  hole  flock  Disfigered. 

“  I  will  end  my  tale  in  Figure  hand, 

“  Your  humble  seiwent, 

“  Patkiok  M'Guikb.” 


General  Joe  Geiger,  wlio  has  furnished 
many  good  things  for  the  Drawer,  told  the  fol¬ 
lowing  of  himself,  not  long  since,  to  a  small  but 
select  audience.  It  illustrates  the  proverbial  dif¬ 
fidence  of  the  Ohio  lawyer  : 

Soon  after  the  fall  of  Vicksburg  the  General 
took  a  run  down  South,  for  the  double  purpose 
of  seeing  the  army  in  the  field  and  for  pleasure, 
and  not  at  all  averse  to  turning  an  honest  penny, 
should  occasion  offer. 

While  in  Vicksburg,  a  cotton  speculator  be¬ 
came  involved  in  some  trouble  with  the  revenue 
and  military  authorities,  which  resulted  in  the 
seizure  of  his  cotton.  The  General’s  presence  in 
the  city  was  known,  and  his  legal  talent  promptly 
secured  by  the  speculator.  On  examination  it 
was  shown  that  no  fraud  had  been  perpetrated  or 
intended,  and  the  General  soon  had  all  the  legal 
formalities  put  right,  and  the  cotton  released. 
The  speculator  at  once  proceeded  to  load,  inform¬ 
ing  the  General  that  it  must  be  put  on  board  that 
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night,  and  that  he  would  see  him  in  the  morning. 
The  General  passed  a  sleepless  night,  debating 
with  himself  whether  or  not  he  should  charge 
him  a  $500  fee.  The  amount  involved  was 
large ;  so  were  his  responsibilities.  He  thought 
he  had  earned,  yet  feared  to  ask  it.  Morning 
came  and  found  liim  still  undecided.  Donning 
his  clothes  he  sallied  forth,  and,  naturally  enough, 
toward  the  levee,  where  the  steamer  was  lying 
which  was  to  take  the  cotton  North.  Before 
reacliing  the  levee,  however,  he  was  met  by  his 
client,  who  said : 

“Well,  Mr.  Geiger,  that  was  a  good  day’s 
work  you  did  for  me  yesterday.  ” 

“  I  endeavored  to  do  my  duty  for  you.” 

Taking  from  his  pocket  a  large  roll  of  bills, 
and  holding  up  one  knee,  the  noble  speculator  in 
“long  staple”  counted  off  four  $500  bills,  and 
asked,  “Is  that  enough?”  still  holding  up  the 
knee  with  his  fingers  on  another. 

The  General  looked  on,  quite  speechless,  but 
promptly  recovered  himself  so  far  as  to  reply : 
“  I  guess  you,  had  better  lay  on  another  !" 

It  was  laid  on.  The  General  inserted  the  xxv. 
hundred  in  his  pocket,  and  kindly  bid  “by-by” 
to  the  other  party. 


During  the  last  century  there  was  a  great 
predilection  for  all  those  toasts  in  which  the  same 
w'ords  or  phrases  were  repeated  several  times. 
One  of  the  most  popular  ran  as  follows  :  “Here’s 
a  health  to  you  and  yours,  who  have  done  such 
things  for  us  and  ours  ;  and  when  we  and  ours 
have  it  in  our  powers  to  do  for  you  and  yours 
what  you  and  yours  have  done  for  us  and  ours, 
then  we  and  ours  will  do  for  you  and  yours  what 
'  you  and  yours  have  done  for  us  and  ours.”  An¬ 
other,  of  which  there  were  a  great  many  ver¬ 
sions,  some  very  complicated  and  confusing,  was : 

“Here’s  a  health  to  all  those  that  I  love; 

Here's  a  health  to  all  those  that  love  me; 

Here’s  a  health  to  all  those  that  love  those  that  I 
love, 

And  to  those  that  love  them  that  love  me.” 

Another,  generally  given  by  a  guest  as  a  kind 
of  thank-offering  to  the  host,  runs  thus  : 

“Here’s  a  health  to  me  and  mine, 

Not  forgetting  thee  and  thine; 

And  when  thee  and  thine 
Come  to  see  me  and  mine, 

May  me  and  mine  make  thee  and  thine 
As  welcome  as  thee  and  thine 
Have  ever  made  me  and  mine.”' 


Many  testimonials  of  the  eccentricities  of  the 
late  Thomas  W.  Thomas,  Judge  of  the  Superior 
Courts  of  the  Northern  Circuit  of  Georgia,  have 
appeared  in  the  Drawer.  I  send  you  another, 
as  an  evidence  of  one  of  the  many  good  charac¬ 
teristics  of  the  Judge,  and  showing  his  dislike 
of  the  flummery  of  pleas  designed  for  delay,  and 
his  uncompromising  stand  in  having  causes 
brought  before  him  tried  upon  their  merits. 

An  execution  had  been  levied  upon  a  tract  of 
land.  Sale-day  arrived,  and  the  defendant,  in 
order  to  gain  time,  presented  to  the  slieriff  an 
affidavit  of  illegality,  alleging  for  cause  that  the 
sale  had  not  been  advertised  in  the  three  most 
public  places  in  the  county  of  Lincoln.  The 
sheriff  postponed  the  sale,  and  returned  the 
papers  to  the  clerk  of  the  court  for  trial.  At 
the  next  court  the  case  was  called.  Judge 
Reese,  attorney  for  defendant,  moved  to  dismiss 
the  levy  on  the  ground  stated,  citing  the  statute. 


H.  J.  Lang,  Esq.,  counsel  for  plaintiff,  contend¬ 
ed  that  the  law  requiring  sales  to  be  advertised 
in  the  three  most  public  places  in  the  county  had 
become  obsolete  from  non-usage,  and,  even  ad¬ 
mitting  the  law  was  in  force,  the  objection  would 
not  hold  good,  because  the  law  always  presumes 
that  the  officer  has  discharged  his  duty.  In  the 
midst  of  tlie  argument  the  Judge  interposed, 
observing  Jo  plaintiff’s  counsel  that  he  did  not 
desire  to  hear  further  from  him,  and  delivered 
the  following  decision : 

“Gentlemen,  I  must  ojmrrule  the  motion  of 
defendant’s  counsel  to  dismiss  the  levy  in  this 
cause,  because  it  is  not,  and  can  not  possibly 
be  known  which  are  the  three  most  public  places 
in  the  county  of  Lincoln.  Were  this  case  be¬ 
fore  me  in  the  county  of  Heard  I  should  rule 
differently,  because  in  that  county  there  are 
three  public  places  which  are  known  as  the  most 
public.  The  first  is  the  muster-ground,  where 
they  all  go  to  muster  once  a  month.  The  second 
is  the  clay-bank,  where  they  all  go  to  eat  dirt 
once  a  weejfe^^.^and  the  third  is  the  still-house, 
where  they  all  ^  to  licker  every  day.  Mr. 
Clerk,  enter  the  motion  overruled,  at  defend¬ 
ant’s  costs.” 


A  CORRESPONDENT  at  Canton,  New  York,  asks 
if  the  Drawer  has  ever  thought  it  worth  while  to 
take  a  stroll  into  Bere  la  Chaise,  the  beautiful 
necropolis  of  Baris.  The  “Advertisement”  in 
the  July  number  of  the  Drawer  brings  up  a  little 
incident  which  befell  him  there.  Visiting  that 
cemetery  on  last  All-souls’  Day,  his  attention 
was  arrested  by  the  faint  glimmering  of  a  deli¬ 
cious  little  lamp,  a  glow-worm  of  bronze,  keep¬ 
ing  silent  and  sentimental  vigil  under  a  modest 
urn  of  black  marble,  bearing  an  inscription, 
which  is  translated  thus : 

Here  Lies  Fournier  (Pierre  Victor), 
Inventor  of  “  Everlasting  Lamps,” 

Which  burn  only  one  centime’s  worth  of  oil  in  an  hour. 

He  was  a  Good  Father,  Son,  and  Husdand. 

His  Inconsolable  Widow 
Continues  his  business  at  No.  19  Rue  aux  Ours. 
Goods  sent  to  all  parts  of  the  city. 

N.B.— Do  not  mistake  the  opposite  shop  for  this,  S.V.P. 

R.  I.  P. 

Meditating  upon  the  neat  stroke  by  which  the 
mournful  Artemisia  had  mingled  grief  and  ad¬ 
vertising  economy,  our  friend  visited  the  Rue 
aux  Ours  to  give  custom  to  the  sorrow-stricken 
spouse.  On  entering  the  shop  the  little  bell 
tinkled  and.  brought  out  from  the  hidden  depths 
behind  a  rubicund  tradesman ;  but  on  intima¬ 
ting  a  wish  to  do  business  with  the  inconsolable 
widow,  the  defunct  inventor,  with  a  graceless 
shrug,  made  answ'er:  “Ah,  pardon!  that’s  me! 
I  am — yes,  myself — I  am  Bierre  Victor,  inventor. 
The  widow — pif — she’s  un  symbole,  un  mythe!” 


Apropos  to  our  friend  Saxe’s  card-table  an¬ 
ecdote  of  Judge  Turner,  in  a  recent  Number  of 
the  Drawer,  is  the  following  of  Judge  Mattocks, 
which  is  vouched  for  as  authentic.  Mattocks, 
like  many  of  the  judges  in  those  early  days,  W'as 
extremely  addicted  to  card-playing,  and  nearly 
all  his  evenings,  duilng'term  time,  w'ere,  in  com¬ 
pany  with  congenial  spirits  of  the  bar,  devoted 
to  “seven  up.”  One  morning  in  court,  after  a 
w'hole  night  spent  in  this  amusement,  one  of  the 

brethren  of  the  bar,  Mr.  J - ,  having  occasion 

to  comment  upon  the  unfortunate  citation  of  an 
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authority  by  one  of  the  ‘  ‘  weaker  brethren”  on 
tlie  other  side,  said  ;  “  May  it  please  your  Hon¬ 
or,  the  gentleman  has  trumped  his  own  trick.” 
“Brother  J - said  Judge  Mattocks,  inter¬ 

rupting  him,  with  an  air  of  severe  dignity,  “  yow 
will  he  good  enough  to  use  langtiage  that  the 
Court  can  understand,  ” 


Thet  have  an  amusement  in  Carson  City, 
Nevada,  which  is  peculiar  to  that  lively  little 
town.  It  is  a  “rooster-pulling  match.”  For 
these  matches  many  roosters  are  provided — fine, 
strong  fowls.  The  match  is  thus  described  by 
our  friend  Dr.  Schermerhorn  ; 

“  Each  competitor  seats  himself  on  a  log  of 
wood  with  his  feet  against  a  board.  He  first 
deposits  a  dollar,  and  than  takes  one  of  the  roost¬ 
ers,  places  it  between  his  legs  with  its  head 
downward,  and,  seizing  the  feet  of  the  poor 
fowl,  pulls 'with  full  force.  If  he  succeeds  in 
pulling  the  legs  of  the  rooster  clean  off,  he  will 
win  the  bird ;  if  not,  he  will  lose  the  dollar. 
Few  succeed  in  the  attempt.” 

The  gentleman  to  whom  this  recital  was  made 
noticed  that  the  fowls,  though  subjected  to  such 
severe  torture,  did  not  make  any  noise,  and  ask¬ 
ed  Dr.  Schermerhorn  the  reason  : 

“They  can’t,”  answered  the  Doctor.  “  They 
are  too  much  absorbed  1" 


The  latest  instance  of  a  bald  attempt  to  lacer¬ 
ate  the  feelings  of  lovely  woman  has  been  put 
upon  record  by  a  literary  man  of  Brooklyn,  and 
runs  thus  :  A  gentleman  of  that  city,  well  known 
for  his  mild  and  gentle  disposition,  took  the  cars 
recently  to  attend  to  some  business  at  Elizabeth, 
New  Jersey.  The  cars  being  nearly  full,  he  was 
obliged  to  take  a  seat  with  a  lady,  as  the  young 
men  saj^,  “one  of  uncertain  age.”  Not  daring 
to  engage  in  conversation  with  her,  he  remained 
quietly  thinking,  until  nearing,  as  he  thought,  his 
destination,  he  ventured  to  remark,  “  Is  this  Eliz¬ 
abeth  ?”  Instantly  drawing  herself  up,  she  quick¬ 
ly  replied,  ‘  ‘  What  do  3’ou  mean.  Sir  V”  Without 
perceiving  that  she  had  made  a  mistake,  he  again 
asked,  “Is  this  Elizabeth?”  Furiously  turning 
to  him,  and  with  half-frightened  air,  she  scream¬ 
ed  out,  “You  may  think  you  are  a  gentleman. 
Sir,  to  address  a  lady  so,  but  I  do  not  wish  to 
continue  any  farther  talk  with  you.” 

The  conversation  at  this  point  terminated  by 
the  stopping  of  the  cars,  and  the  conductor  sang 
in  at  the  door,  “All  out  at  Elizabeth!”  The. 
gentleman  rose  and  left  the  cars,  but  not  until 
he  had  heard  sufficient  laughter  to  convince  him 
of  the  many  perils  besetting  railroad  traveling. 

The  curious  and  “troublesome”  style  of  Car¬ 
lyle  is  said  to  be  quite  in  contrast  with  his  sim¬ 
ple,  straightforward  way  of  talking.  Hatred  of 
sham  is  one  of  his  notable  characteristics.  One 
evening,  at  a  small  literary  gathering,  a  lady,  fit- 
mous  for  her  “muslin  theology,”  was  bewailing 
the  wickedness  of  the  Jews  in  not  receiving  our 
Saviour,  and  ended  her  diatribe  by  expressing 
regret  that  He  had  not  appeared  in  our  own  time. 
“How  delighted,”  said  she,  “we  should  all  be 
to  throw  our  doors  open  to  Him,  and  listen  to 
His  divine  precepts  !  Don’t  you  think  so,  Mr. 
Carlyle  ?” 

The  sturdy  philosopher,  thus  appealed  to,  said, 
in  his  broad  Scotch,  “No,  madam,  I  don't.  I 


think  that,  had  he  come  very  fashionably  dress¬ 
ed,  with  plenty  of  money,  and  preaching  doc¬ 
trines  palatable  to  the  higher  orders,  1  might 
have  had  the  honor  of  receiving  from  you  a  card 
of  invitation,  on  the  back  of  which  would  be  writ¬ 
ten,  ‘To  MEET  ouii  Saviour;’  but  if  He  had 
come  uttering  Ilis  sublime  precepts,  and  de¬ 
nouncing  the  Fharisees,  and  associating  with  the 
Publicans  and  lower  orders,  as  He  did,  you  would 
have  treated  Him  much  as  the  Jews  did,  and 
have  cried  out,  ‘  Take  Him  to  Newgate  and  hang 
Him!”’ 

On  another  occasion,  when  Ernest  Jones,  a 
well-known  Chartist  leader,  was  haranguing,  in 
his  violent  manner,  against  the  established  au¬ 
thorities,  Carlyle  shook  his  head,  and  told  him 
that,  “  had  the  Chartist  leaders  been  living  in  the 
days  of  Christ,  he  would  have  sent  the  unclean 
spirits  into  them,  instead  of  into  the  swine  of  the 
Gergesenes,  and  so  we  should  have  happily  got  rid 
of  them.”  This  delicate  allusion  to  the  suicide 
of  the  pigs  so  astonished  the  respectable  repre¬ 
sentative  of  the  numerous  family  of  the  Joneses 
that  he  said  nothing  more  about  Chartism  that 
night. 


In  the  Know-Nothing  times  occurred  the  elec¬ 
tion  of  Judge  Comstock,  ex-Chief  Justice  of  the 
Court  of  Appeals,  and  son-in-law  of  that  sterling 
and  eminent  lawyer,  the  late  Hon.  B.  Davis 
Noxon,  of  Syracuse.  Soon  after  J udge  C.  ’s  elec¬ 
tion,  Judge  Gray,  of  the  Sixth  Judicial  District, 
met  Mr.  N.,  and  congratulated  him  on  the  eleva¬ 
tion  of  his  son-in-law  to  the  Bench,  who,  after 
having  been  so  long  a  judge  in  theory,  had  now 
become  one  in  fixct,  and  who,  no  doubt,  would 
make  an  excellent  judge.  “Yes,”  Mr.  Noxon, 
replied,  “he  will — if  he  isn’t  most  awfully  de¬ 
ceived  in  himself!” 


This  is  Frenchy,  and  fresh  from  Paris :  Just 
before  his  death.  Dr.  Cabarrus,  the  great  home¬ 
opathic  physician  of  Paris,  was  sent  for  by  Mile. 
Julia  Barron,  who  was  out  of  sorts.  “What  is 
the  matter  ?”  asked  the  Doctor.  “  Oh,  I  hardlj' 
know  myself,”  she  replied ;  “  my  spirits  are  ter¬ 
ribly  unequal.  Sometimes  I  am  greatly  elated, 
and  then  I  suddenly  sink  into  the  deepest  melan¬ 
choly.”  After  a  moment’s  reflection,  Cabarrus 
said,  gravely  :  “  I  am  afraid  there  is  but  one  way 
to  cure  you,”  “  What  is  it?’’  she  inquired,  ea¬ 
gerly.  “You  must  get  married,”  he  replied, 
with  a  mirthful  twinkle  of  the  eye,  but  still  keep¬ 
ing  a  grave  face.  “Well,”  said  Mile.  Barron, 
after  a  little  hesitation,  followed  by  a  long-drawn 
sigh  of  relief,  “perhaps  you  are  right.  Would 
you  marry  me  ?”  ‘  ‘  Ma  chere,"  replied  Cabarrus, 
blandly,  “  the  doctor  prescribes,  but  he  doesn’t 
take  his  own  medicines.” 


A  FEW  days  after  the  evacuation  of  Richmond 

by  the  Confederate  forces.  Colonel  Y - of  the 

990th  Ohio  Volunteers,  while  in  command  of  a 
small  detachment,  was  on  a  scout  in  that  portion 
of  the  vineyard  known  as  East  Tennessee,  and 
not  far  from  the  home  of  Andrew  Johnson. 
Being  some  distance  from  camp,  and  not  know¬ 
ing  the  country,  the  Colonel  halloed  at  a  log-hut 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river,  from  the  chim¬ 
ney  of  which  the  smoke  was  curling,  indicating 
it  to  be  inhabited.  In  response  to  the  hail,  a 
thorough-bred,  mossy-backed  mountaineer,  evi- 
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dently  a  nabob,  counting  bis  wealth  by  the  num¬ 
ber  of  hounds  that  yelped  at  his  heels,  appeared, 
and  through  the  mingled  howls  and  barks  we 
managed  to  hear  him  say, 

‘  ‘  What  der  yer  want  ?” 

‘  ‘  Have  you  heard,  ”  said  Colonel  Y- - ,  ‘  ‘  that 

Richmond  is  taken?” 

The  mossy-backed  mountaineer  replied  not, 
seeming  to  be  dumfounded  at  the  aunonnce- 
ment. 

“Don’t  you  know,”  continued  the  gory  Ohio 
chieftain,  “that  the  Yankees  have  taken  Rich¬ 
mond  at  last?” 

The  mossy-backed  answered  that  he  “  hadn’t 
hearn  nuthin’.” 

“Well,”  said  the  Colonel,  “they  have.  Can’t 
you  .give  three  cheers  for  the  old  flag  ?” 

“Oh,  my  Lord,  mister  Yank!”  replied  the 
mossy-backed  resident  of  the  cot,  “we  hain’t  got 
but  three  cheers  in  the  house,  and  one  o’  them’s 
a  stule !” 

No  “hooray”  to  be  had  there. 


Some  of  onr  Eifteenth  Amendment  citizens  in 
Pittsburg,  having  formed  an  association  known 
as  “Knights  of  the  White  Cross,”  amused  them¬ 
selves  one  warm  day  in  August  last  by  a  grand 
tournament,  in  which  the  dusky  knights  vied 
with  each  other  for  the  honor  of  crowning  the 
“Queen  of  Beauty.”  The  entertainment  was 
announced  by  band-bills,  properly  displayed, 
some  of  which  were  distributed  in  the  street¬ 
cars.  One  of  these  was  picked  up  by  a  sedate 
gentleman,  who,  after  glancing  over  it,  inquired 
of  a  jocose  attorney  who  sat  next  him  : 

“Mr.  B - ,  what  does  this  mean?” 

“Why,  it  is  a  negro  tournament.” 

“But' why  do  they  call  themselves  ‘Knights 
of  the  White  Cross?’'” 

“I  suppose,”  replied  Mr.  B - ,  “it  is  be¬ 

cause  they  are  mnlattoes.  ” 

The  explanation  appeared  to  be  entirely  satis- 
factoiy. 


Mr.  John  W.  Young,  a  son  of  Brigham,  of 
Salt  Lake  City,  has  been  for  the  past  year  en¬ 
gaged  in  making  collections  for  a  Territorial  mu¬ 
seum,  de.signed  especially  to  illustrate  the  animal 
kingdom,  minerals,  etc.,  of  Utah.  Being  in  San 
Francisco  a  short  time  since,  he  bought  a  pair  of 
monkej's  for  his  museum.  On  his  way  home, 
while  the  cars  stopped  at  Elko,  on  the  Central 
Pacific,  for  dinner,  seeing  a  considerable  num¬ 
ber  of  Indians  about  the  station,  he  called  them 
to  the  baggage-car,  and_  opening  the  door,  point¬ 
ed  out  to  them  the  pair  of  pre-Adamite  men. 
The  Indians  surveyed  the  monkeys  with  charac¬ 
teristic  gravity. 

“Do  you  know  what  they  are?”  asked  Mr. 
Young  of  the  chief  of  the  noble  red  men. 

“Yes,”  said  the  chief,  with  some  indication  of 
surprise  at  the  simplicity  of  the  question;  “me 
see  ’em ;  me  know  ’em — Chinaman’s  pappoose !  ” 

Life-Insurance  men  are  not  debarred  from 
reading  the  following : 

Even  in  the  old  Bay  State  there  are  men  who 
in  oral  reading  of  the  Bible  wiU  accidentally 
mention  the  wrong  word  in  the  right  place. 
Example :  A  worthy  farmer  was  reading  aloud 
the  22d  chapter  of  Matthew  as  a  part  of  his 
morning  devotions.  He  had  got  along  without 


serious  mishap  till  he  came  to  the  25th  verse, 
which  reads  as  follows ; 

‘  ‘  Now  there  were  with  us  seven  brethren : 
and  the  first,  when  he  had  married  a  wife,  de¬ 
ceased,  and,  having  no  issue,  left  his  wife  unto 
his  brother.” 

He  read  it  thus:  “And  the  first,  when  he 
had  married  a  wife,  deceased,  and,  having  no 
insurance,  left  his  wife  unto  his  brother.” 

That  was  the  kind  of  life-insurance  popular  in 
the  time  of  St.  Matthew.  Our  reversible  poli¬ 
cies  are  better.  The  point  now  is  that  men, 
faithful  to  their  courtship  vows  (and  all  of  us 
are),  are  willing  to  die  for  their  wives,  and  when 
they  do  die  “that  life-insurance  man”  comes 
around  with  the  collaterals.  The  fact  is,  the 
women  don’t  really  seam  to  know  how  good  we 
men  are.  Those  fellows  in  St.  Matthew’s  days 
were  not  a  priming  to  us ! 


To  inculcate  a  wide  regard  for  temperance  is 
one  of  the  anyable  objects  of  the  Drawer.  'When, 
therefore,  it  finds  an  incident  that  seems  calcula¬ 
ted  to  promote  temperance,  it  pounces  upon  it. 
Such  an  incident  is  related  by  Artemus  Ward  in 
the  “Genial  Showman,”  where  he  describes  the 
country  “store”  in  his  native  town  in  Maine. 

“I  usually  encounter  there  on  sunny  after¬ 
noons  an  old  Revolutionary  soldier.  Y"ou  may 
possibly  have  read  about  ‘Another  Revolution¬ 
ary  Soldier  Gone;’  but  this  is  one  who  hasn’t 
gone,  and,  moreover,  one  who  doesn’t  manifest 
the  slightest  intention  of  going.  He  distinctly 
remembers  Washington,  of  course.  They  all  do. 
But  what  I, wish  to  call  special  attention  to,  is  the 
fact  that  this  Revolutionary  soldier  is  one  hun¬ 
dred  years  old,  that  his  eyes  are  so  good  that  he 
can  read  fine  print  without  spectacles- — he  never 
used  them,  by-the-way— and  his  mind  is  perfect¬ 
ly  clear.  He  is  a  little  shaky  in  one  of  his  legs, 
but  otherwise  he  is  as  active  as  most  men  of 
forty-five,  and  his  general  health  is  excellent. 
He  uses  no  tobacco,  but  for  the  last  twenty  years 
he  has  drunk  one  glass  of  liquor  every  day — no 
more,  no  less.  He  says  he  must  have  his  ‘tod.’ 
But  because  a  man  can  drink  a  glass  of  liquor  a 
day,  and  live  to  be  a  hundred  years  old,  my  young 
readers  must  not  infer  that  hy  drinking  two  glass¬ 
es  of  liquor  a  day  a  man  can  live  to  be  two  hun¬ 
dred:' 


“Punctual  men,”  says  Mr.  A.  Ward,  “are 
nuisances.  Where  their  "heart  should  beat  they 
have  only  a  clock  ticking.  Your  doctor  is  like 
the  New  England  doctor  I  tell  about  sometimes. 
He  was  very  ptmctuaL  When  his  wife  died  he 
went  to  her  funeral.  As  the  earth  fell  on  her 
coffin  every  body  around  cried.  All  he  did  was 
to  take  out  his  watch,  look  at  the  time,  and  say : 
‘  Well,  we've  got  her  under,  and  it's  just  twenty 
minutes  past  two  !"’ 


The  Rev.  J.  H.  K -  was,  several  years 

since,  pastor  of  a  Methodist  Episcopal  church  in 
Western  New  York.  During  his  sermon,  on  a 
hot  summer’s  Sunday  morning,  Brother  Austen, 
one  of  the  official  members  of  the  church,  fell 

fast  asleep.  Mr.  K - suddenly  paused,  and 

called  out :  “  Brother  Austen,  will  you  please  to 
open  the  window  there  a  little  ?  physicians  saij 
it  is  very  unhealthy  to  sleep  in  a  close  room." 
The  brother  was  awakened,  and  complied. 
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